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Description

Putting the bang back in Bangkok…

Sammi Brighton. Uptight. Brilliant. Driven.

Total master of self-control. 

One look at those snarky lips and I'm rock hard.

Imagining all the filthy things I want to do.

 

Oh, did I mention?

She hates my f^@%ing guts.

 

But that doesn't stop me.

Not when she shows up at the same conference.

Determined to show me up yet again.

 

But I know what makes Sammi tick.

I'm going to make her come undone.

Scream. Moan. Beg for more.

 

The only thing I didn't plan on?

Waking up married.

 

Now I have to convince her of something else entirely.

 

That this was no mistake.






WAIT!

 

Please use the TOC (Table of Contents located in the upper left area of your screen) to navigate your way through this book. If you’re zoomed out and you’re seeing a smaller version of the book and it is flipping through that way, please press the center of your screen to get you out of page flip mode. 

 

Thanks!

 

Natalie Knight & Daphne Dawn




 

Lock

7:30 PM FRIDAY 

 

 

God, I love a woman who can throw a punch.

 

 

 

 






 

Look. There aren’t many things in this world more unmanly than being socked in the face by your fiancée. Macrame, owning a vagina, and still enjoying Guns N’ Roses after Slash left all come to mind.

But being sucker-punched by your fiancée…and then crying afterward?

Mate, it’s up there.

But it’s not my Aussie ass who’s sobbing into his Singha over a sucker-punch to the kisser. Oh, no—I’m not a dignified man by any means, but I’ve got more dignity than that.

Generally speaking, if a woman hits me, I’ve done something sufficiently asinine to deserve it—and I know how to take my knocks.

Unfortunately, the same can’t be said of Eggbert Humphrey. And before you ask—yeah, that’s that’s his true blue, god-given name.

Poor fucking bastard.

Eggs and I grew up together, and I’ve known his problem from the fucking start, mate. You can say what you like about Lachalan Williams, but don’t say I didn’t earn my way in the world.

Putting the swish boarding schools Eggs and I attended together aside—the second that I had a chance, I spat my silver spoon right out of my mouth and into the orange outback dirt.

Eggs, though? Eggs has been sucking on his silver spoon like his life depends on it—only, of course, when he’s not taking it out of his mouth so he can suck on even more unsavory things.

But we’ll get to that in a moment.

See, my fucking issue with Eggsy isn’t that he’s a rich wanker with a stick up his arse the approximate size and length of a saltwater croc.

It’s the way he carries himself. The way he talks, the way he walks. It’s his boy’s club attitude, the way he fucks about like he owns every building he enters and every person within it besides.

And the real thing—here’s the kicker—the one thing about Eggsy that I can’t fucking stand…

Is the fact that no matter how pissed off Sammi Brighton looks as she pulls her fist back again for a second swing, I can see behind that gorgeous snarl of hers that Eggs Humphrey is breaking her heart.

“You broke my n-nose!” Eggsy sobs, looking up at Sammi like she just put a scratch in the custom paint job of his Ferrari.

“You’re fucking welcome for it, too.” Sammi’s looking back down at him like she’s sizing him up, looking for more things to break. “It’s an improvement when you think about, darling. You wanna pretend you’re some kind of bad boy marine biologist? Now you’ll look the part.”

I thumb my own crooked nose self-consciously as she mentions it. ‘Course, I didn’t get mine from a woman scorned.

I got mine from a Japanese shark fisherman who looked like he sumo wrestled in his spare time. Cheeky bastard clocked me right in the face with his harpoon gun—

Which is exactly what it looks like Sammi is wishing she could to her cheating fiancé—soon to be ex-fiancé—next. 

Eggs’ one remaining ladyboy courtesan tries to shove her tits in his face to comfort him, but Eggs is proper pissed now. His sobs are subsiding into wounded little grunts, like he thinks he’s about to Hulk out and teach the gorgeous, leggy brunette before him some kind of lesson.

“Listen here, cunt,” he growls, pushing the ladyboy onto the floor. “You’re my woman. If you think you can get away with this and still marry me—”

Sammi fucking laughs at that.

Fuck’s sake, it’s a gorgeous laugh.

“Oh, honey,” she coos. “I ain’t fucking marrying you.”

Then, to my fucking delight, Sammi Brighton turns to me and asks me for something that makes me fall in love with her all over again.

She points to a bottle of tequila with a hooded cobra stuffed inside of it and tells me, “Pour me a fucking shot.”

My cock goes stiff at the sound of her voice. Just like that.

I do her one better. I pour us both a shot.

She drinks both of them.

Saucy bitch.

Samira fucking Brighton. Busty, boozing goddess of the seven seas. Long, sexy legs that were made for wrapping around a lucky bloke’s hips. Long, dark hair that falls down her back in midnight tidal waves.

She closes her green eyes as she grabs the bottle of cobra tequila, tipping the golden liquor down her throat like she was born without a gag reflex. She doesn’t stop until the cobra inside the bottle slides down to meet her lips—and when it does, she gives it a little tequila-flavored kiss.

Truth be told, I always knew that Eggs wasn’t good enough for her.

No one’s fucking good for her.

Not a single goddamn person in this rotten fucking world.

Sams and I go way back. First time I met her, I thought she was the most uppity bitch I’d ever had the displeasure of meeting in my entire fucking life.

We were grad students out on the same research boat, and she had me hauled back to shore for forgetting my lifejacket. Pissed me off something fierce at the time. Hated her with every bone in my fucking body.

Second time I met Sams was in the local sailor bar that night, bellies full of cheap tequila and somehow on the same losing side of a fist fight.

Third time I met Sams was three years ago, right here in Bangkok. We snuck back into the aquarium our conference was held after an ungodly amount of tequila and I had her screaming my name and writhing beneath me. I made her come over and over again until she forgot both our names.

And the fourth time I met Sammi was the morning after, when the tequila had all worn off and she’d forgotten everything.

And that’s not even the end of it.

I’ve fallen into bed with this fucking typhoon of a woman at least once a year for the last three years. And by the next morning, she’s forgotten about it. Every fucking time.

So as Eggsy blusters and threatens in the background and Sammi drains her bottle of questionable cobra liquor, I can’t help but think how fucking fortuitous this all is.

Now, like I said. I’ve always known Eggsy was wrong for her. When I found out that that little shitstain had proposed to Slammin’ Sammi Brighton, I put my fist through the bow of my yacht and nearly fucking sank the damn thing for the pleasure.

No one’s right for Sammi Brighton.

No one, that is…but me.

If she could ever fucking remember, well…fucking me, anyway.

“Okay, Kangaroo Jack.” Sammi slams the empty tequila bottle down on the counter and looks up at me with nothing but trouble in those gorgeous eyes. “You’re up. I’ve still got a few nights in Bangkok—wanna show me and my friends a good time?”

I cast a glance across the bar where Sammi’s entourage of troublemakers is clustered together, watching us intently.

There’s a little redheaded one, flanked by two blondes. She’s wearing a tiara that reads SLUT spelled out in rhinestones across the front of it. She’s got a tall, scruffy-looking bloke’s arm wrapped around her, and I can just barely make out part of a Union Jack tattoo on his chest.

“You sure your friends can handle us?” I wave over the bartender and exchange a few words with him in Thai.

Sammi narrows her eye and smiles. “Question is, Crocodile Dundee…can you handle us?”

I’m just tipping back the first ounce of my own bottle of cobra tequila when fucking Eggbert wrongly decides that his opinion is needed again.

“Sammi-poo, no.” He says it like he’s talking to a misbehaving housecat. “You’re my bride, dammit!”

I ought to punch his fucking lights out for it, but Sammi does him one better.

She grabs him by the balls and pulls her lips back in a snarl.

“First off,” she says, “I’m not your bride. Second off…”

Eggsy makes a strangled sound as I polish off the last of my own bottle of cobra liquor. It gives me the impression that Sammi’s not just grabbing his balls…she’s twisting them, too.

“You know what you did,” she sneers at him. “And thirdly—don’t fucking call me Sammi-poo.”

I slam my bottle of tequila on the bar, and she looks back at me again.

“You ready?”

I shrug. “Maybe. Think you’re gonna remember me this time?”

Sammi throws her head back, twining her fingers between mine as she takes me by the hand.

“What do you mean, this time? Seriously, Lock—if I’d ever had the bad sense to fuck you, I think I would’ve remembered it.”

Ah. Won’t pretend that doesn’t sting a little bit. But that’s just part of being hopelessly in love with Sammi fucking Brighton.

She’s all bark and all bite.

“I’ll take that as a no, then,” I say as she drags me across the bar to meet her friends.

“That’s a fuck no, Lock. I don’t want to remember anything about this awful fucking night.”

When Sammi says shit like that, she usually means it. Hell, she even usually succeeds. But nonetheless, some small part of me still hopes that she might remember me come morning. That I can make her remember.

Until then, I suppose there’s nothing left to do but give her the best night she’ll ever forget.


Chapter 1

 

Sammi

10:07 AM SATURDAY

 

The Bangkok heat beats down on my body like a toddler trying to hammer a square peg into a round hole. The humidity hangs heavy on my skin like a fur coat on the 4th of July.

Pretty much, it fucking sucks.

It’s not just the sun or the humidity or the heat, though. It’s the fact that every cell of my being still feels full of tequila—except for my head, which feels full of spiders, and my stomach, which feels full of worms.

“What the fuck did I do last night?” I mumble to myself.

And then, it hits me.

I don’t fucking remember.

Oh god, no. Not again.

See, I’ve learned my lesson about dancing with Jose Cuervo. I no longer patronize Patron. It might take two to tango, but it only takes one of me to tequila—

And these days, I know better than to indulge in the devil’s happy hour. Give me a glass of wine with dinner or a nip of bourbon before bedtime, but dammit! I’m not in college anymore, and this isn’t Las Vegas, either.

Slammin’ Sammi B. is dead and buried beneath a clinking mountain of empty bottles of silver label. And Samira Brighton—that’s me—she’s no longer the kind of girl who gets blackout drunk and ends up naked on a dick-shaped pool floaty, adrift out in the middle of a hotel swimming pool.

Unfortunately for me, it only takes two agonizing seconds of having my eyes open to realize that no, actually, that’s exactly the kind of girl I am right now.

In fact, I’m probably going to have to hold onto this damn floaty’s big inflatable balls just to try and paddle my way back to shore.

But even that much effort…that’s fucking beyond me now. My head hurts. My whole shoulder feels swollen and tender. And my mouth…my mouth is so goddamn dry that I’m feeling the surface of the pool lapping at my toes and thinking water, water everywhere, and not a drop to drink.

So I just fucking lay there for a while.

Floating on an inflatable dick and hoping that if I keep my eyes closed for long enough, maybe—just maybe—when I open them again, I’ll be literally anywhere else.

Doesn’t fucking work.

Imagine that.

I’m tentative to get too splishy splashy in this pool right now—and if you knew me, you’d know why. Last time I woke up like this, there was a shark in the pool with me.

And I fucking like sharks. Love them, even. Hell, I’m spending my whole life trying to save the noble hammerhead from extinction, y’know?

But I don’t want to get eaten by one.

Imagine that.

It takes me a while, but finally, I get there. With a lot of tentative little flutter kicks and a lot more holding my breath, I make it to the edge of the pool.

I’m thinking I’m going to go into my hotel suite, drink some water, pop some aspirin, and see what my BFF Percy has handcuffed herself to this time. Maybe grab some sunglasses on the way—because while my future might be bright, right now, there are better reasons I could use some serious fucking shades.

In fact, I’m shielding my eyes with my hand just to try and stop that nasty Thai sun beaming straight through my eyelids and into my soul.

But then the weirdest fucking thing happens.

Some big, hulking object shifts at the edge of the pool and eclipses that sunshine.

And even though it fucking kills me to do it…

I open my eyes to see what the fuck is casting a shadow that damn long.

I see a calf—a shapely, well-muscled calf with thick with shimmering, sandy blonde hair.

It’s attached to a thigh. A thick, manly thigh. The kind of thigh that you just want to sink your teeth into or spread your legs for—or first one, then the other.

A hip. God, the most glorious fucking hip. A hip made for fucking, and an inguinal crease right beside made for sliding your tongue up and down until you’ve rubbed off all your taste buds on the rough ruggedness of his skin.

He’s got a chest so hard and so rippled with muscle that he could join a bluegrass band as a washboard player and use his body as his instrument. A scruffy, sandy blonde sailor’s beard so thick that when he walks through a drugstore, it probably breaks all the razors just from proximity.

A Southern Cross constellation tattoo on his forearm and the Aussie fucking flag tattooed over his heart.

But it’s not his gorgeous seafoam eyes or his bastard smirk or his dumb, gorgeous, stupid beautiful Christ Hemsworth face that I find myself staring at when I’m done taking him all in.

And I mean, there’s a lot of him to take in. Broad shoulders. Messy, sunkissed hair. Big, thick fingers and a handsome nose more crooked than a seasoned politician.

But that’s not what I’m staring at.

Not even close.

What I’m staring at is the biggest, thickest, most gorgeous fucking dick that I’ve ever seen in my whole damn life.

Perfect shape. Perfect color. At least nine inches, but probably more like ten—uncut, girthy as fuck, half-mast and growing…

And with a glistening drop of precum, just begging to drip down on my face.

“Morning, darl,” owner of said dick says down to me in a rough Aussie accent. “Need a hand?”

I want to tell him no. I want to tell him that I don’t need a hand—what I need is that big fucking cock between my lips or between my legs or just rubbed all over me until I forget my own name.

But I don’t fucking tell him that.

I don’t fucking dare.

Because for one thing, I’m supposed to get married later today. God help me, I’m about to be Mrs. Eggbert Humphreys—and yes, that is his real name, poor bastard.

And for another thing, I know exactly who that dick and that body and that delicious fucking voice belongs to.

But so help me god, none of it belongs to my husband-to-be.

“Lachlan fucking Williams,” I snarl.

And then I do the last fucking thing in the world that I mean to do.

I try to take a swing at him, then fall right off the dick I floated over on and into the fucking pool.

“Aaagh!” I growl, gasping as I resurface. If I felt wiped before, I feel more alert than ever now.

“Aw, darl,” Lock coos, clucking sympathetically and offering me a strong, manly hand out of the pool. “If you needed help getting wet, I could’ve sorted you out with that.”

I should be too proud to take his hand…but I’m not. Maybe I just want to touch him. Maybe I’m just that fucking done with this morning already.

“How’s the hangover?” Lock Williams asks.

I steal another glance at that dick.

“Yours is looking better than mine,” I admit, shoving my fingers through my dark, thick, dripping hair and slicking it away from my eyes. “What happened last night?”

“Aw, darl,” Lock says again. I’ve never seen a man pout like that before, but it makes my stomach do gymnastics flips, and my heart skip more than a couple beats. “Don’t tell me you forgot.”

“Every last bit of it.” I shake my head out, feeling my brain rattle around loose inside my aching, tender skull as I drip and dribble my way inside.

The suite’s trashed, which doesn’t fucking surprise me. Empty cans, empty bottles, plastic cups still half-filled with beer and more questionable fluids—the works.

What surprises me, I realize, is that Lock fucking Williams is even here.

“Lock, honey,” I say, crossing my arms over my bare chest and surveying the scene inside the hotel suite. “What did I tell you the last time we saw each other?”

My beauty queen BFF Mysti May is passed out in the kitchen, covered in pad thai with her arm draped around the shoulder of a Thai ladyboy who looks a hell of a lot like Celine Dion.

I’m betting my valley girl BFF Becky is probably passed out in the arms of her wheeling, dealing, card shark billionaire hubby Liam in one of the rooms here.

Percy is still nowhere to be found, and Lock…

I cast a glance back at Lock.

He’s still bare-ass naked.

And he’s also very thoroughly checking out my ass.

“Lock?” I say, getting his attention.

“Mm. Sorry, darl,” he purrs. “I think you said…ah. Right-o. You said you never wanted to see my shit-smirking Crocodile Dundee face again, I think it was.”

“Sounds about right,” I agree, rubbing my temples. “So what the fuck are you doing naked in my hotel suite?”

“Darling,” Lock coos, walking past me and slapping my ass as he goes. “For that, you really ought to try and remember last night.” He steps effortlessly over Mysti May and her new friend, making his way into the kitchen as his man-meat slaps against his thigh. “Breakfast, darl? I make a mean vegemite toast.”

I’m about to tell him that I don’t want his vegemite toast. I’m about to tell him that the thing I told him last time our paths crossed still stands, and that I’m getting married tonight, and to put on some goddamn fucking clothes.

I’m about to tell him that I love my husband. That whatever he thinks he’s selling with that dick of his, I’m not buying. That I want him out of my suite, out of my hair, and out of my fucking life.

But before I can say any of that, something else interrupts me.

Something loud, belligerent…and frantic as fucking hell.

“HOLY FUCKING GOD,” a startled voice bellows from the bathroom. “MY GODDAMN PUBES ARE PINK!!!!!”

Percy.

“I’ll deal with you later,” I snarl, poking a frustrated finger into Lock’s rock-hard chest.

I’m still nursing that finger when I race towards the bathroom, Percy’s latest body hair disaster on my mind.


Chapter 2

 

Sammi

5:49 AM FRIDAY

 

It’s so early in the morning that it’s still dark out and I don’t have a care in the goddamn world.

I love waking up early. I love the way the world is quiet and still and how the day is still tidy and clean.

I love tidy. I adore clean.

I love the feeling that everything is in order—nothing is a disaster, my life is completely sorted, and the day is bursting with the potential to be fucking great.

Of course, the Queensland heat leaves a lot to be desired. Cairns is fucking humid this time of the year—maybe every time of the year—and it’s left my long, dark hair billowing around my head like a crown made of clouds.

I guess it’s just preparation for Bangkok, where from past experiences, I know the heat and humidity will be even worse.

It’s been three years since I’ve been in Bangkok, and frankly, that’s probably for the best. The last time I was there, I got so fucking drunk that I didn’t even remember what hotel I was staying in—let alone what I got up to the night before.

It gives me a headache just fucking thinking about it. As I sit in the back of the cab to the airport, I can at least be sure of one thing: getting blackout drunk in the Las Vegas of the East is never fucking happening again.

I used to be a party girl. Hell, sometimes, I still am. They called me Slammin’ Sammy B., and when unleashed on a frat kegger with my BFFs, I had some of the best times that I’ll never remember.

But that shit is behind me now. My last trip to Las Vegas for my BFF Becky’s wedding taught me exactly how behind me all of that is. I think it took me a month to recover from that hangover alone.

And now that the BFFs and I are reuniting in Bangkok for my own wedding, one thing’s for sure: what happened in Vegas can never happen again.

The cab takes a turn to get onto the freeway, and my phone lights up on my lap with a big, goofy picture of Becky’s adorable, little face.

“Heya, Becks,” I say, answering the video call. “Pretty early for you, isn’t it?”

A redheaded beauty in a pristine hotel suite grins back at me on the screen of my phone.

“Sams! Oh, my god, don’t even worry about it. Liam and I, uh…we haven’t gotten any sleep yet, if you know what I mean.”

In the background, Becky’s scruffy-looking husband accidentally walks into the frame. He’s wearing a lot less than he ought to be—but good looking as he is, he’s way too British for my taste.

“Ah, bugger,” Liam swears, noticing Becky on video chat and his own state of undress in rapid succession. “Wotcher, Sammi! Apologies for—er. The lack of trousers.”

Becky throws a pillow at her husband and his dangling manhood, then giggles at me, looking well-fucked.

“So, we’ve got your bridal suite here at Liam’s new hotel all ready for you,” Becky reassures me. “We’ll go out for drinks after your award ceremony tonight, then tomorrow night’s the wedding.”

“You’re telling me all this like I don’t already have it down in my planner,” I say, smiling a little. “No drinks, though. We both remember what happened last time.”

Becky’s a walking disaster, but when it comes to party planning, she’s on top of things. Not that my wedding will be much of a party—after what happened in Vegas at Becky’s wedding, I’ve chosen something very down-to-earth and chill.

“Hey,” Becky pouts. “Vegas went okay!”

“You ended up married to your fiancé’s evil stepbrother,” I laugh.

“Yeah,” Becky says dreamily. “And he fucks like a dream. If you don’t want drinks though—”

I can tell Becky’s about to start pouting, but then my phone rings again.

Saved by the bell.

“Gotta go, Becks. Love!” I say, hanging up and switching over to a call from Percy, my curvaceous, blonde BFF.

“Sams! Holy shit, it’s early there!” Percy yells into the video chat. “Look who I found here at the airport, babe!”

Percy throws her arm around Mysti May, who’s looking every bit the part of a former beauty queen…but with a black cloud over her head the size of Texas.

“Hey, Sammi,” Mysti May says mournfully. “Congratulations on the wedding, darlin’. I’m sure it’ll be…great or whatever.”

“Oh, fucking stop it,” Percy says, punching her in the arm. “Myst is just still bummed that she hasn’t found The One yet, babe. Don’t listen to her.”

“Two marriages, two annulments.” Mysti sighs. “You’d think at some point I’d get better at choosing men. Or women.”

I give her a sympathetic look. In the last year alone, Mysti married a man who turned out to secretly be a Colombian drug lord and a woman who turned out to be already married to a butch lesbian truck driver.

Not the best track record when it comes to love, I have to admit.

“And how’s your love life, Perce?” I smirk as I say it. With sugar daddies in every major city in the US and otherwise, if there’s anyone with a more complex love life than Mysti May, it’s definitely Percy.

“Ughhhh,” Percy groans. “So annoying. They’re all like, ‘Marry me, Percy! Have my babies, Percy! Let me buy you a private jet, Percy!’ It’s just so laaaaame.”

Mysti May side-eyes Percy like she wants to commit murder, so I decide to change the subject.

“What about that one guy you’ve been seeing. Silver Fox, right?”

Percy rolls her eyes even harder. “He’s the worst one of all. Thinks he’s in love with me or something! I swear to God, if I ever get married, he’s the last on my list.”

The taxi pulls over, and the driver helps me juggle my suitcase as I head for check-in. Right on schedule—when it comes to flying internationally, I’m kind of a pro.

“Babes, I gotta go through security,” I tell them, blowing a kiss. “I’ll see you in Bangkok after the award ceremony?”

“Whatever,” says Mysti May.

“Definitely,” says Percy.

I’m barely through security and still putting my laptop back in my bag when my phone rings yet again—but this isn’t a call I can hardly afford not to take.

“Hey, babe,” I say as my fiancé, boss, and husband-to-be’s handsome face shows up on the screen.

“Hey, Sammi-poo,” he says, and I suppress a groan. “How’s it going?”

“You know I hate when you call me that. Going good, though. Prepping to hop on the plane. How’s the research trip?”

“Wrapping up nicely,” he says with a chuckle. I can see the rest of our team popping bottles in the background as the boat they’re on sways back and forth. “It’s been no fun without you though, Sammi-poo. Can’t wait to see the award you’ve won for us before the wedding tomorrow night.”

“Me either,” I say. And I mean it. Mostly. I think.

Until Eggs smiles and adds his final little zinger. “You’re going to make a fantastic Mrs. Eggbert Humphrey, Sammi-poo.”

Because I love the man. I really, probably, mostly do.

But goddamn does he have an awful fucking name.

I think that’s going to be the last of it. Everyone is checked in and accounted for—so I can finally slip into the first class lounge and enjoy a little peace and quiet while I catch up on some much-needed work.

But then another video call shows up on my phone.

An Australian number, but not one that I recognize. No picture, either.

“Hello?” I say, taking the call.

And then the last face I want to see in the entire universe shows up on my fucking phone screen.

“That’s it, sugar-tits,” Lachlan Williams says, plowing a busty blonde from behind while she moans and angles the phone’s camera to capture both of them. “I want you to get a nice, good video of the way I’m destroying your fucking—Sammi?”

From the looks of things, he and I realize what’s going on at the same time.

Lock Williams’ latest slut has confused his phone camera with a video call. I can hardly fucking blame her, since he’s currently so balls-deep in her pussy that her eyes have gone crossed…

But I fucking hate Lock Williams, and I hate seeing him fucking even more.

Lock has been the bane of my existence over the last three years. When I apply for a grant, he’s the asshole who ends up winning it. When I have my heart set on a research project, he’s the bastard they choose to actually go. When I have an interview, Lock is the man who fills the position.

So help me God, I’m surprised that Eggs is marrying me at all. Based on my track record with Lock Williams, I’m somewhat anticipating that my own fiancé leaves me at the altar so he can get hitched to Lock fucking Williams instead.

I’m just about to hang up the phone and shove it deep into my purse where neither Lock—nor anyone else, for that matter—can bother me for the rest of my flight. But then I walk into the first class lounge and suddenly, Lock’s weird little sex scene isn’t just on my phone screen.

It’s playing out right before me in real life.

“Fucking seriously, Lock?” I say, eyes widening in disbelief.

The flight attendant that he’s boinking has the good fucking sense at that point to push him off of her and pull down her skirt—which I should be thankful for.

Except without her there as a distraction…now Lock’s attention is turned onto me.

“Sammi fucking Brighton,” Lock says, taking his still-slick cock into his fist and turning to face me full-on. “Didn’t know you flew first class these days.”

“Class isn’t something that seems to concern you much, Lock,” I glower back.

Lock only shrugs with those big, broad, gorgeous fucking shoulders of his. “Maybe not—but that’s where you’re in luck, Sammi. Want a go? From what I recall, your pussy was the bomb…”

I ignore his sexy Aussie accent. I ignore the way he’s wagging his dick at me like it’s some kind of special treat. And I especially ignore his gorgeous eyes, the way they sparkle with amusement and glisten the color of the sea…

But what I don’t ignore is his word choice.

His word choice is my ticket out of this thing.

“Excuse me,” I say, finding the nearest security guard. I point to Lock, twisting my face up with concern. “But I think that man just said he has a bomb.”

The security guard surveys the scene—Lock tucking his dick away, the look of fear on my face and that special buzz-word—bomb.

“I’ll take care of this, ma’am,” the security guard says with a nod. “Thank you for informing me.”

A few moments later, Lock is being tackled to the ground by two 300-lb airport security officers while I’m boarding the plane.

“Sammi!” he yells out while they shove his handsome face into the mysterious patterns of the airport carpet. “I know you fucking did this—tell them that it’s a mistake!”

I just shrug and blow him a little kiss as I hand his flight attendant hussy my ticket. “See you in Bangkok, honey!” I call over my shoulder.

He’ll talk his way out of it. He always fucking does.

But for a few lovely moments before take-off, I have the satisfaction of being alone in the quiet of first class, a glass of champagne in one hand and the memory of Lock’s wrists in zip ties on my mind.

It might be ridiculous…but right now, I have a feeling like everything on this trip is going to go exactly right.
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I leave the smirking Aussie beefcake out by the pool and rush to the bathroom with damage control on my mind. 

Percy’s screams reach me with all the appeal of an ice pick through the brain.

“They’re PINK,” she continues. “They’re all pink! Oh god, my PUBES!”

“Okay!” I shout back, my head throbbing from the act. “I’m coming!”

I start to make my way towards the sound of her cries, stumbling every so often over the copious wreckage littering the floor.

By the time I make my way to the main room, I’ve gotten a pretty good idea of the damage.

What the fuck?

The room is fucking trashed.

There are empty bottles and cans everywhere. Bedding that is definitely not from this room is strewn across the furniture along with food containers and trash.

I can’t even begin to imagine what we got up to last night. I don’t know what I even did—apart from, apparently, Lock Williams.

It doesn’t help that every time I try to remember, the throbbing ache in my brain stops my thoughts in their tracks. The taste of tequila is bitter in the back of my mouth. Tastes fucking bad. Really, really bad.

I burst into the bathroom riding a wave of nausea and regret.

And there’s Percy, bare-ass naked and handcuffed to the bidet.

The first time I met Percy, we were at the same house party, unknowingly making out with the same guy all night. Instead of getting mad at each other about it, we just dumped our drinks on the asshole’s misshapen potato head and got Taco Bell together instead.

We roomed together for a lot of college. I taught Percy how to binge drink and Percy taught me how to wax my muff.

As it turns out, a good wax might be the only thing that will help Percy’s pube situation now.

“Percy,” I say, taking it all in. “Babe. What the fuck?”

She’s laid out naked on the floor, her voluptuous body on full display. Her arms are raised above her head, and I follow them to find that her wrists are clasped firmly into the silver bracelets of a pair of handcuffs.

How the fuck?

And she’s right—her pubes are pink. In fact, everything, and I mean everything, is pink, from the hair on her head to the lady-beard between her legs. Even her armpits threaten to blind me with their unnatural, neon glow.

“Do I even want to know?” I say, still at a fucking loss.

“I was just asking myself the same thing,” she whimpers, shaking her wrists for emphasis, rattling the metal and bringing my focus back to the more pressing issue at hand. “The handcuffs though, Sams? Please?”

I arch an eyebrow. “Usually you can get yourself out of those.”

Percy’s shoulders slump tiredly. “Too tight this time. I’m losing my touch!”

I take a deep breath. “Sure. Right. Hang on.”

I lean over her to closer inspect the handcuffs. Lucky for her, they’re your run-of-the-mill sex shop cuffs. Nothing too tricky.

I’m about to ask if she’s seen the key when I hear a snort from behind me.

I grimace, knowing Lock is at my back before I even turn to look.

“Damn, Sammi,” he chuckles. “I haven’t seen you in such a compromising position since…well, last night.”

I actually feel a growl rising up my throat.

“Can you just help me find the damn key?”

“Sure,” he says, sitting on the couch with a grin that says he’s only here to watch.

“Lock!”

“Okay, okay.” He sweeps his eyes over the room. “Is that it?”

I look where he points and feel my cheeks flush.

Naturally, I’m standing right next to it.

I bite my tongue to hold in my response, choosing to unlock a restless, squirming Percy instead.

“Finally!” she shouts as the second cuff comes undone. “I thought I was gonna be stuck there forever!”

So dramatic.

I grab a sheet that’s been draped over a nearby chair, wrapping it snugly around my own naked form.

The disappointment on Lock’s face brings a smile to my own. He’s like a puppy I’ve just taken a treat away from.

I hand a sheet to Percy as well before taking a deep breath and surveying the room again.

There’s an ominous-looking puddle nearby that I definitely want to avoid.

In the corner sits a pile of ping pong balls that look forebodingly sticky. Totally not touching those, either.

All in all, it’s a total shit show—and this is just the main room.

Suddenly, I hear movement from behind the door to Becky and Liam’s room.

It’s… chittering?

What in the actual fuck could possibly be making that noise? Did we let a fucking animal in the hotel room? I’m scared to even discover the source.

I really wasn’t expecting pink pubes before my Wheaties, but I was blessed with that sight anyway. What could be more outlandish?

I cross the room and cautiously open the door.

Becky and Liam are both naked, bodies twisted into various uncomfortable-looking positions on the bed. They look like a couple of dirty contortionists who fell asleep during an act.

Spread out on the comforter beneath them has to be something like a million dollars—or at least, a million Thai baht. 

But that’s not what I’m stuck on. Jumping up and down on Becky’s naked ass is a fucking monkey.

Yep. A monkey. A tiny, vest-wearing monkey at that.

He’s absolutely adorable, and I can’t help myself.

“Awww…”

The monkey stops mid-celebration, turning to meet my eyes.

He stares for a single second before bringing his attention to Liam’s pile of clothes in front of him. He madly stuffs something into his tiny monkey vest.

“What do you have there?” I ask in my sweetest voice, walking around the bed as I do.

He chitters back, still stuffing away.

I round the bed, stupidly making little clucking sounds in my mouth.

What attracts monkeys?

When I see what he has, though, all I can do is gape.

Sitting on the floor by the bed is even more money!

And this little asshole is stuffing bills into his vest.

“Hey, monkey!” I yell, reaching for him. “Stop it!”

He grabs one more bill before making a run for it. I chase, thumping all across the room before he climbs  up the closet door, turning and perching to watch us. An evil little smile sprouts up on his face.

That little thief.

Becky and Liam stir in the commotion. Tangled limbs pull free as they sit up, looking around in confusion.

“Sammi?” Becky croaks.

“Where’d all this come from?” I ask, balling a fist of money up to wave at them.

They exchange confused looks, Liam’s shrug serving as my only answer.

Great.

I turn to leave, but instead slam face-first into Lock’s chiseled chest.

I glare at the Australian flag looking back at me, refusing to meet his eyes.

“Could you fucking move?”

He chuckles at me in response. I fucking hate his sexy laugh.

“Sorry,” he says, not looking sorry at all, “I just thought after last night, you wouldn’t mind being close to me.”

Again with last night.

I push roughly past him, banging my shoulder on the doorway as I do. I’ve had enough of his fucking comments about the night he remembers that I don’t.

“Come on, Sammi,” he coos. “You couldn’t possibly have forgotten everything about last night.”

I don’t even grace him with a response.

He’s right on my heels as I march across the hotel room/ “I guess it’s okay if you did,” he persists. “I can always remind you.”

I stop abruptly, feeling him collide into my back as I do.

Whipping around, I point in the general direction of the exit.

“Out.” I say, teeth gritted.

“Aw, come on!”

I stretch my arm further, trying to make my point…pointier.

“OUT!”

“But I’m naked!” He groans, hands waving over his body to accentuate his state.

I don’t even blink, staring hard into his green eyes in a way that, I hope, brooks no further argument.

Finally, he drops his gaze, growling as he heads for the door.

I try not to watch his ass as he goes, failing miserably.

He turns the corner, and I hear his feet padding down the entry hall.

The door opens, hard.

“Oh, Sammi!” he hollers in his best singsong.

“What?!”

“You might wanna do something about this.” 

There’s a chuckle in his voice that tells me I most definitely do not want to do something about that. Whatever it is.

Then the door closes.

Apprehensively, I follow in his wake.

What now?

Halfway down the hall, I find Mysti May.

She’s spooning what appears to be Bangkok’s answer to Celine Dion, wig and all.

On the floor beside them rests a large Buddha head, roughly severed at the neck and looking about as good as I feel.

Yeah. That seems about right.

I don’t even try to contain my laughter this time. Great bursts of lunatic giggles erupt from my throat.

On a morning of complete and utter insanity, this might just take the cake.

I continue laughing as I make my way back down the hall, hearing Mysti and her new friend groan behind me.

What the fuck happened last night?

My laughter finally dies off when my phone rings.

I make a mad dash for the coffee table, tripping and stumbling over god knows what along the way.

Eggs. Shit.

I slide my finger quickly across the screen, ignoring his call. I definitely can’t deal with him right now. Not until I figure out what the hell happened here.

I’ve been so busy playing catch up, I’ve completely forgotten that he’s flying in tonight. 

In a few short hours, Eggs will be here, completely clueless and ready to get hitched. We’ve got lunch scheduled for this afternoon. Then the wedding ceremony tonight. And sometime in between all that, I’ll need to show him and the rest of the team my award…

Speaking of which…

Where the fuck is my award?

I scan the room with my eyes.

Of course, it’s nowhere in sight.
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I’m still feeling high from the applause. So much hard work, so many hours in the lab, all leading up to this moment.

I clutch my award tightly to my chest.

Definitely never letting go of this thing.

The IMBC is a big deal. Not just for me, but for Marine Biologists worldwide, so I’m feeling more than a little proud.

The room is packed to the brim with scientists. More than one of whom has clearly taken advantage of the open bar.

Not me. Tonight, I’m keeping my wits about me.

I learned my lesson in Vegas: Sammi Brighton and tequila are not good friends.

I see the gang at a table up ahead and jog over to meet them.

“Tada!” I say, holding the award out for their inspection.

It’s met with a small chorus of applause and ‘Woo-hoo!’s.

It feels great to have them all here.

It almost makes up for the fact that Eggs is missing it.

In terms of fiancés, Eggs is nothing if not practical. If he could be here, he would, but he can’t. That’s part of what makes us such a great match—we get each other, and we don’t get emotional about it.

We share the same values, and that’s what really matters in a relationship.

I’ve never been big on the ooey gooey notion of love. You don’t choose your future based on butterflies or fireworks. Like all good decisions, you choose it based on numbers and facts.

Eggs and I have exactly the kind of relationship that I want. It’s logical, calculated. It makes sense.

Which is why I realize that he wouldn’t miss my award without a good, solid reason. It’s comforting—even though it would be a lot more comforting if he were here. This means a lot to me, and I wish I could share it with him.

He’s not the only absentee, though. There are a few co-workers I wish had made it as well. My team specifically, all busy with tasks of their own.

Makes me feel a little bad for even being here. They’re all out in the field with their noses to the grindstone, and I’m schmoozing it up in Bangkok while my contemporaries all applaud my efforts.

Some of my disappointment must show on my face, because Percy lays her hand on my shoulder, drawing me away from my thoughts.

“Stop looking like such a wet fucking monkey,” she says. “Eggo Humpdick will be here tomorrow—and then soon enough you’ll be Mrs. Eggo Humpdick.”

“Humpdork, more like,” Misty rolls her eyes. “Y’all nerds are perfect for each other…but I’m glad that it’s just us girls tonight.”

I look pointedly at Liam, who shrugs.

“Please. He doesn’t count.” Becky chimes in. “Do you, babe? You can borrow one of my dresses if you’re feeling left out.”

Liam just chuckles and shakes his head. “Love, that’s very sweet of you, but you know I don’t have the legs for it.”

“Besides,” Percy says, “without Eggs here, we can talk wedding!”

They’re all smiles at that.

I guess they have a point. Eggs isn’t the type to sit around and talk about the wedding all night. It’s nice to just have the girls sometimes.

Well, the girls and Liam.

We all sit around the table, and Becky launches into it.

Weddings are a reflection of the couple, so ours is understated and practical.

That being said, I’ve still let Becky have some fun with it.

“It’s going to be gorgeous,” Becky says. “I’ve got everything handled. Even the weather is going to be perfect! Best little beach wedding ever. Like, totally.”

I smile at her. She really gets going once she’s in her zone.

Truthfully, though, I’m more excited about the honeymoon.

I know that a working honeymoon isn’t for everyone, but I can’t wait. Studying the migration patterns of hammerheads with Eggs? Paradise.

Who could ask for more?

We pass around appetizers as we talk.

Flowers, music, food—Becky’s got it all worked out.

I’m glad she’s got the reins on this one. Honestly, I can’t see myself focusing long enough to put it all together.

“So that’s that!” she finishes, displaying a huge smile as she looks around at the group. “Sound good?”

“Sounds great, Becks.” I was definitely zoning out for a big chunk of it, but I’m sure it’s wonderful. I trust her way more with this than I’d trust myself.

“So now we just need to decide what we’re doing tonight,” Mysti chimes in.

“Tonight?”

“Mhhm.” she says, mischievously waggling her eyebrows.

I know that eyebrow waggle all too well.

“No,” I tell her, wagging my finger right back. “Hard no. Absolutely not. Not tonight.”

She looks at me like I just kicked her puppy, “What?!”

“You know what happened last time! We’re not going anywhere but back to the room.” I can’t believe it even needs to be said. After Vegas, I thought we all knew better.

“Oh, come onnn,” Mysti whines. “When are we ever gonna be in Bangkok again?”

I look to the rest of the group for support, sure that I’m not the only one thinking clearly.

“She’s got a point.” Percy says.

The traitor.

I shoot her my best e tu glare.

“I’m not saying we go crazy,” she continues, holding up her hands, “but what’s one drink gonna hurt?”

The others nod in agreement. I’m totally outnumbered.

Still, I shake my head. Hard.

“NO. No way. When have we ever had just one drink together?”

“But you’re getting married!” Becky pipes up. “We have to go get a drink. We’ll keep it tame, Sammi. Scout’s honor.”

I know damn well she was never a girl scout.

Just as I know that this is a terrible idea. For some reason, whenever I get around these three, I damn near lose my mind.

I shake my head again. “Nope. Not gonna happen.”

Mysti groans from across the table.

“Look,” Percy says, all business now, “nobody wants a repeat of Vegas. That’s not gonna happen. We just want to have one last drink with you as a single woman. One teeny little drink. What’s the harm in that?”

Fucking temptress. No wonder she has billionaires eating out of her hand around the globe.

Any other time, I can resist her. When she uses her serious voice, though, it’s so hard to argue.

“Fine.” I say, dramatically hanging my head in defeat. “Fine, fine, fine.”

I hear them cheer. Not my intended reaction.

I snap my head up, “ONE. DRINK.” I accentuate the statement by holding a single finger up. “One. Okay?”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah. One drink. No more.” Mysti says, sounding wholly unconvincing.

“I’m serious.”

“We know!” Percy says.

I push my chair back and stand.

Not a moment later, Becky’s tiny hand clasps around mine. I barely have time to grab my purse, before I’m being dragged toward the exit.

“Aw, cheer up,” she says. “Everything’s perfect. It’s gonna be great.”

I mumble under my breath. Something vague about terrible friends.

“What?” she asks.

“I said, one—”

“One drink! WE KNOW!”

She drags me out into the humid air, my heels clacking against the sidewalk.

I remember thinking, once again, that this is a bad idea.

It’s just one drink, though. One fucking drink—for real this time.

I mean, how bad can one drink be?
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One drink, I said. No big deal, I said.

What a lie that turned out to be.

The way my head is pounding makes me feel like I drank all of the tequila in Thailand. And I’m pretty sure the aftertaste of it all will linger for a damn month before I can taste anything else besides tequila.

Let me tell you: as much as I love tequila, I might have to switch to something much less dangerous in the future. Like cocaine or meth. At least then, I’ll remember everything.

Things could be worse, though. It’s not like we haven’t been here before.

But if this is anything like what happened in Vegas, I need to buckle the fuck in.

In the bathroom, Percy seems to be entering the acceptance stage of grief regarding her pink hair and pubes.

My phone won’t stop ringing, and I’m seriously considering just throwing it into the pool. Silence that shit for good.

And I still have no fucking clue where my award is.

Nor do I have any clue where the hell the pile of ping pong balls in the corner came from. But they look…sticky. And they smell like…

Let’s just say I’m not eager to investigate those anytime soon, either.

That’s one mystery that can remain unsolved. Let the conspiracy theorists have fun with it. I’m washing my hands of it.

Which, speaking of, I really should wash my hands.

“Fucking pink,” Percy swears, rubbing her uncuffed wrists and staring at herself in the bathroom mirror. “Fucking typical. How bad does it look?”

“You’re owning it,” I deadpan. She actually is, though.

I can tell she’s about to challenge me on it when we hear another shout echo through the suite: “Get this bloody thing off me!”

Liam’s voice.

Percy and I share a quick look, and I free her from the radiator.

We rush into Becky and Liam’s room to see Liam spinning around in a panic with the monkey clinging to his head for dear life—and humping away at his ear.

“It just means that he likes you, baby.” Becky’s trying to calm him, but it would work a lot better if she could stop fucking giggling.

“I don’t want him to like me. I want him off my bloody head!”

“Establish dominance!” Percy chimes in.

“And how the fuck am I supposed do that?”

Becky and I look to Percy, and our former blonde just shrugs.

“I dunno. I just heard it in a movie once.”

I’m pretty sure that Liam is about to choke Percy to death. Becky just giggles.

“Maybe just let him finish, babe? I mean, it would be mean to stop him. Don’t want him to have blue balls, do you?”

I step in before Liam goes on a murderous rampage and pull the monkey from his head—narrowly saving Liam’s ear from ending up just as sticky as those ping pong balls.

“You should go shower,” I suggest, covering my mouth so he doesn’t see me laughing at him.

“Or call an exterminator,” Liam glowers.

I watch him give the monkey a two-fingered salute. The monkey reciprocates by flipping him off.

Liam storms off to a bathroom. Still giggling, Becky trots after him. She gives me a saucy wink as she passes.

“Babe…I hope you’re not thinking about getting all hot and steamy without me!”

As for the monkey…I set the little fucker on the ground.

 The little guy looks so pleased and satisfied with himself that I’m half expecting him to pull out a cigarette from his tiny vest and light it up.

“Ugh. Y’all, I need food. I’ve got an appetite the size of—”

“Texas,” Percy and I groan simultaneously.

Hearing Mysti mention food as she stumbles into the room with ladyboy Celine Dion makes my own stomach growl. A new wave of tequila aftertaste comes up from my stomach and I internally curse at the man who invented the stuff.

But Mysti has a point. Food is good. And it would give us a chance to also piece together everything from last night.

I grab a quick shower to wash away the stench of last night from my body, using up far more soap than required. I’m still not sure it’s enough.

I use about half a tube of toothpaste to brush that lingering tequila taste from my mouth. Still feels like that wasn’t enough either.

We gather up: me, pink-haired Percy, Mysti May, Ladyboy Celine Dion, Becky, and Liam. The monkey, we leave to his own devices. He seems to have taken a liking to Liam’s pillow—probably thinks it smells like him.

Outside the hotel, we find a street cart selling pad thai and load the fuck up.

For what feels like the hundredth time since leaving the hotel suite, Percy’s phone starts ringing again.

“Silver Fox?” I ask.

She rolls her eyes. “He’s a lot cuter when he’s quiet.”

“If you answer it and talk to him, he’ll stop calling.”

“Men! So fucking clingy. I just want food and for this headache to go away.”

She sounds annoyed, and I don’t blame her. Eggs has called me a couple more times himself, and I’ve ignored each one.

Until we’re able to piece together some idea of what the hell happened last night, I’m way too ashamed to speak to him—or admit to him that I might have fucked Lachlan Williams.

…or hear him call me Sammi-poo again.

Fuck, I hate that nickname.

Percy is hitting ignore on her phone again as we sit down to eat. Which, actually, gives me an idea.

Phone. Yes.

I pull out my phone and go straight to the picture gallery.

“Guys. Phones out. See if there are any pictures in there from last night.”

It’s a good plan. It worked last time, right?

I’ve got nearly a hundred pictures on my phone from last night. Almost all of them have a thumb over the camera lens.

And apparently, it’s the same for everyone else.

“Oh, look. It’s Liam and the monkey.” Percy holds up her phone for everyone to see.

All of us but Liam try not to laugh at the sight of the monkey humping his leg.

“A true love story for the ages,” Percy guffaws, unable to keep it in anymore.

“Cheeky bastard,” Liam grumbles and stuffs his face with some noodles. “Though I can’t argue with his taste in men.”

“Me neither, babe,” Becky says, snuggling up to her husband and snagging the lime slice from his pad thai.

I sift through some more pictures. Thumbs, thumbs, Percy flashing a tuk tuk driver…but nothing useful.

Until finally I come across one that does catch my attention. It doesn’t reveal much—it’s mostly still just a giant, blurry thumb. But in the background of that picture I see a locale that looks all too familiar—even though I don’t fucking remember it.

The sign in the background reads in bright pink neon: Ladyboy Cabaret.

“Anyone remember this place?”

I hold up my phone and get a bunch of head shakes in response.

Until, that is, I turn the phone screen to the direction of Ladyboy Celine Dion.

“Uh-huh. Hell no. Not going back there,” Mysti’s new friend pipes up.

“Wait, why?”

Finally, some answers.

“Nope!” the ladyboy says, crossing her arms over her ample chest.

…okay. Or not.

“Trust me. Whole place, no good.”

“Aw, come on. It’s a caberet. How bad can it be?” Percy says, turning the phone her way again. “Hey, is that my thumb?”

I swat her hand away from the phone screen. This isn’t the time for jokes—or for Ladyboy Celine Dion to be holding out on the deets. I want answers. I need answers.

“Nothing but trouble is why,” Ladyboy Celine Dion professes. “They won’t happy to see you back there again, that’s for sure…”

Mysti tries to pry some information with some whispers of sweet nothings and neck kisses, but even that doesn’t work. In fact, it just makes Ladyboy Celine Dion slap Mysti May across the face and storm away.

With our new companion being a dead end, that leaves us—or me—with only one real choice. I need to go there and see if anyone knows anything.

We look through more pictures in the hopes that we can piece together more from the night before. All we really get a look at is how awesome we’ve been at photographing our own thumbs.

At least the pad thai is good. Or so I think. It’s hard to tell with that lingering tequila aftertaste.

Liam and I hail a couple tuk tuks for us. There is no fucking way that we’re all going to fit into just one.

Our group arrives in one piece, and Liam forks over the money to cover the rides. God knows he has more than enough to cover it. As if he’s not a billionaire already—with all that mysterious money he gained last night, he’s swimming in cash right now.

I step through the threshold of the cabaret, and I think that I will finally have some answers.

As if I’m that fucking lucky.

No, instead we get chanced out by some tiny Thai Tina Turner impersonator swinging a broom at us. She’s yelling in this high0pitched shrill voice that could shatter glass.

It’s enough that the stray dogs in the area are howling along with her.

And I’m pretty sure my head wants to explode like Mt. Saint Helens.

“No! You’re not welcome here! Ever!” She bops Liam in the chest as she yells. “You stole my best Celine Dion!”

And suddenly, I can imagine exactly where Myst picked up her special friend last night.

“Look, we’re all terribly sorry, okay?” I offer a genuine apology.

It isn’t enough, and she aims her broom at me next.

“Don’t care. You leave now. Never come back.”

As much as I want to piece everything together, I don’t want to get smacked in the tits by some angry Tina Turner singer in front of some foreign cabaret.

“Okay. Okay.”

We take our leave before she starts to beat on us.

I’m making my way back outside when I hear this scratchy voice from inside start singing. I’m straining my ears to make heads or tails of it, but I’m pretty sure it’s that song from Titanic.

You know the one I’m talking about. Don’t pretend you don’t.

Anyway, I hear that fucking song, and there’s, like, a light bulb that goes on in the back of my brain.

Holy shit.

“Guys, I think I remember being here last night.”

I remember feeling a tongue on my lips—and I don’t mean the ones on my face—and I remember how good it felt. I remember the Tina Turner impersonator on stage singing What’s Love Got To Do With It.

Oh, god. I was here.

And I remember who with, too.

The light bulb in the back of mind explodes, and I’m hit with more details of the night before. It hits like a tidal wave that threatens to drown me.

But now I remember.

All of it.

…oh no.


Chapter 6

Sammi

7:54 PM FRIDAY

Fuck, I love tequila. This is quite possibly the greatest tequila on the face of the Earth.

It’s certainly the most fucking exotic. Where else are you going to get tequila, or any liquor for that matter, with a fucking snake in it?

Bangkok, Thailand. I love this fucking city.

The tequila burns all the way down, which is exactly what I want it to do. It makes me feel better, and it makes it easier to forget shit. It’s even making the current company appealing.

And I didn’t think it was possible for any amount of alcohol in the world to do that.

I look Lock over and don’t even realize that I’m biting my lower lip.

That sandy blond hair looks as smooth as silk. His ocean blue eyes make me want to dive in head-first. Then there’s the way that the scruff on his face only makes his smile look that much sexier.

“You know I can see you staring at me, right?” Lock asks, eyebrow raised.

I blink a couple of times then have the good sense to blush and then turn my eyes away from his awful, scruffy fucking Chris Hemsworth face.

My focus shifts from him to Mysti and her Celine Dion-esque companion. Mysti is fawning over the impersonator and—for the time being—looks happy and content.

Ladyboy Celine Dion wouldn’t be my first pick for Mysti May’s next paramour, but I’m happy for her. Her love life is a colossal shit show of unspeakable proportions—so if she wants a fling with a Thai ladyboy who can perfectly lip sync to “My Heart Will Go On”, who am I to stop her?

Speaking of shit show…

Becky and Liam are up on the stage, putting on a show that nobody is going to forget for a very long time. We should have known that this would happen when the performers pulled them up on stage a couple of minutes ago—this is Vegas all over again.

Liam has his tongue down Becky’s throat, and Becky is grinding on Ladyboy Janet Jackson while giving a Liam a hand job through his pants. And I’m fairly certain some of the onlookers are playing with themselves as they watch.

As if the city wasn’t hot enough, those two had to go dial it up to eleven.

I look down at the bottle of cobra tequila in my hand.

Thanks for giving me an awkward lady boner.

Percy is somewhere out back with the performers—I think—with her new pet monkey. I don’t remember when she bought it.

Hell, she might have just found it and claimed it as her own. It’s hard to tell at this point. But for now, she seems to be the one who’s on their best behavior.

Relatively speaking.

“You having fun yet?”

I turn back to the hunky Aussie.

He looks at me from over the bottle of his Singha.

Our eyes meet, and I really hate myself for wanting to fuck him right here and now.

I hate his smug fucking grin. I hate the way he looks like he lost his razor two weeks ago, and his face is thanking him for it. And the way he looks at me with those eyes—I hate that most of all.

Especially considering the way it’s making my pussy ache.

I shouldn’t want him. I don’t want him. After the shit that fucking Eggs put me through earlier, I don’t want to fuck anyone right now.

Especially not Lachlan fucking Williams.

Except I do. I so fucking do.

And even though I know it’s bad…but between the show on stage and the tequila in my system, I find myself not really caring.

Stop thinking about it, then. Drink. Drink and forget, bitch.

“Could be better.” I take another sip of my tequila. My eyes never leave his while I lick my lips. “Could be worse.”

“There’s no pleasing you, is there?”

“There are plenty of ways to please me,” I say, because I’m drunk, and he’s hot, and tonight has been a clusterfuck, and I just want him to kiss me already.

“Is that so?” His interest is obviously piqued. “Enlighten me then, Sammi. How’s a man like me gonna please a woman like you?”

“If you have to ask, then there’s too much for me to teach you in one night.”

“Funnily enough…” Lock leans in, licking his own lips. “I’m a fast learner. Try me.”

I’m staring him down like I’m a Great White shark hunting a seal. My focus is purely on him. Him and his lips and that scruffy fucking chin of his.

Try him? Oh, I’ll try him alright. I’m just about to tell him so when Becky and Liam sit back down at the table.

“Oh, my god,” Becky giggles. “That was fucking fun.”

Liam tugs his shirt back on and looks down at his crotch. “Fun enough that I’m going to need a fresh pair of trousers, love.”

Becky squeals and hops on his lap. Round two begins with them promptly—and Lock and I turn our attentions back to each other once again.

“So, you’re saying that you’re easy to please.” He picks up where we left off.

“I’m easy, at least,” I say with a smile.

We take a drink at the same time, eyes locked on each other. My greens on his blues.

He finishes his beer first and slams the bottle on the table.

I barely swallow my tequila in time to feel his cold, wet hands cradling my face. His lips crash into mine like it’s a head-on collision on the freeway.

It’s intense, raw, and passionate. It’s everything you could possibly want in a kiss. It’s everything that a kiss should be.

It leaves chills running up and down my spine. My arms are covered in goosebumps. The hair on the back of my neck stands up.

It’s unlike any kiss I can ever remember.

‘Remember’ being the key word here.

His lips pull away from mine, and I whimper.

Can you fucking believe that? I fucking whimper it was so good.

When he pulls away, I’m licking my lips just to savor his taste.

I open my eyes, expecting to see him looking at me with that smug fucking grin on his face, but all I see is Mysti and Ladyboy Celine Dion making out at the table across from us and an empty seat where Lock should be.

I look over at Becky. She’s grinning at me while Liam makes love to her neck. I raise an eyebrow. She points at the table, mouthing something.

“Look out below.”

Then I feel Lock’s lips on my thigh.

My pussy throbs and aches at the touch. My brain, as fucking nonfunctional as it is, tells me that this is not the right place to be doing this.

But the tequila? The tequila says that I don’t care.

I lift up the tablecloth.

My eyes fall on Lock between my legs. He looks up at me with that grin I expected.

“What that fuck are you doing?” I mean to sound pissed and annoyed, but my voice comes out husky and wanting.

“Testing your theory.”

Oh, so now he has jokes.

“Here? In public?”

“Why not? You wanted a good time.”

A tiny woman who looks like a six-hundred-year-old Thai version of Tina Turner takes the stage to the sound of thunderous applause.

I cannot even begin to tell you how thankful I am for this applause right now. All the insane clapping masks and drowns out the hungry moan that I let out when I feel Lock’s lips kissing my clit through my panties.

I look down under the table again, and all I can see are his broad shoulders. His head is up under my fire engine red dress, and the scruff on his cheeks is tickling the inside of my thighs.

The thrill of it all has me nearly exploding like a fucking geyser.

“You’re fucking bad,” I hiss at him.

But I don’t do anything to stop him, either.

From across the table, Becky gives me a thumbs-up and grabs my bottle of tequila from me.

Up on stage, the Tina Turner impersonator has started singing What’s Love Got To Do With It in Thai. If it wasn’t for the music itself, I’d have no fucking clue what song it was.

“Ooooohhhhh, fuck.” There’s a tremble in my thighs, and I grip the edge of the table.

Lock’s pushed aside my black lacy underwear, and his tongue has found my swollen clit.

I was already incredibly fucking soaked from the kiss.

Now, I’ve reached a whole new fucking level of wet.

His tongue is moving up through my folds slowly. Like he’s licking the tallest fucking ice cream cone ever made.

Lock’s tongue reaches the underside of my cli, and gives it a firm flick that makes me feel like Zeus threw a lightning bolt at me from Olympus.

I’m orgasming. I’m fucking orgasming in the middle of this goddamn bar—and I’m loving it.

I’m loving every fucking minute.

I’m loving it so much that as soon as the orgasm subsides, another one starts to build in its place.

If Lock makes me come again…oh, god, the dulcet tones of Ladyboy Tina Turner won’t be able to drown out the sound of the next orgasm. I won’t be moaning then—I’ll be fucking screaming.

I reach under the table to lift my dress from his head and grab a fistful of his hair.

It’s just as silky smooth as I thought.

“I fucking hate you right now.” My voice is so full of desire for him that even I don’t believe it when I say it. “You gorgeous, stupid, beautiful, horrible—”

“Why? Are you not pleased?”

“Oh, I’m pleased,” I moan—then whimper as his finger slips into me. “I’m just not happy about it.”

His finger twitches, burying itself deeper in my cunt. I bite my lip and slam my fist down on the table.

“God,” I moan through my teeth.

“Is that what you’re calling me now?” he chuckles. “Sammi, darl. I’m flattered.”

Then his lips return to my aching cunt. He’s kissing my clit just like he kissed me earlier. I’m on the verge of drowning in him—and with how wet I am, he’s probably about to drown in me right back.

It’s like I’m underwater, trying to swim for the surface, but his tongue and lips keep pulling me deeper. Its maddening, torturous, and exciting—all at the same time.

I can feel his finger sliding inside me as he explores my pussy. Slow thrusts rub right up against the right spot.

Yes, that one.

Asshole not only knows exactly where it is, but he knows just how to play with it.

It makes me hate him and want him and hate him all that much more.

My toes are curling inside my Louboutins. I’m so fucking close that I feel like I could reach out and grab it.

I finally break the surface and take in a lung full of air.

My knuckles begin to turn white, the harder I grip the table. My thighs shake uncontrollably.

Under the table, I can feel him eagerly licking at me. I can even—just barely—hear the slurping sound as he attempts to claim every last drop of my honey for himself.

Ladyboy Tina Turner and I hit the same high note when I come for him. She’s singing it, I’m screaming it while my cunt throbs and I hold Lock’s mouth in place.

Lock’s still grinning when he returns to his seat.

“How’d I do?” he asks. My honey is still glistening on his lips and chin in the glow of the stage lights.

“My theory holds,” I say with a shiver.

“Fucking love science,” he laughs. “Want a taste?”

He offers me his finger—the one that was just stroking my G-spot a second ago.

And either I’m too drunk or too horny or a little bit of both, because I don’t even hesitate. I pop it into my mouth, and I lick his finger clean.

“Christ,” Lock swears.

There’s a growl in the back of his throat as I suck his fingertip between my lips. It makes me wonder what he’ll sound like if I suck on…other things.

“Wanna get out of here?” I ask, raising an eyebrow.

We’re out of our seats in an instant. He takes one of my hands in his. With his free hand, he points at my bottle of tequila.

“Bring the liquor,” he commands.

I snatch it out of Becky’s hand as we head for the door.

 


Chapter 7

Lock

8:13 PM FRIDAY

 

She takes one last swig of tequila from the bottle and then she’s bounding behind me— Louboutin pumps and all—as we burst out the side door, slamming it hard against the brick building.

Next thing I know, we’re in an alley, fog rolling across the air. My dick is nearly toppling over the top of my unbuttoned pants as we find our footing in this dark, narrow space that smells kind of like a dumpster.

“Ungh…”

A moan escapes from deep in my throat as I lace my fingers through her luscious hair.

Never one to be outdone, that Sammi. Already at her knees, pulling my dick into her throat.

She’s sucking on my cock as if her life depended on it. I can feel her tongue stroking back and forth, tasting all of me as her mouth glides over my length, taking it all in.

I lean my head back against the brick, truly basking in the sensation.

Impressive. 

Real fucking impressive.

I mean, let’s be real: it’s hard to find a chick that doesn’t gag on a 6-inch dick, let alone my massive cock. It’s been a struggle my entire life to get good head—honestly the only downfall to being as fucking hung as I am.

Most women will bitch that their jaw hurts after barely taking in the tip, looking up at me with tears in their eyes, ready to tap out after just a few moments with my monster python. And don’t get me started on anal!

But Sammi? She’s got a lock on this shit. I look down only to get a true sight of her with her mouth full of my cock, and I nearly blow my load as her piercing, emerald green eyes meet mine. They’re practically smiling, just fucking giddy as she chokes me down and goes back for more.

Her lush red lips are pursed around my dick, and the sheer force of her suction alone is driving me wild.

This girl could suck a golf ball through a straw, no doubt.

As I study that sexy fucking face of hers, I swear I even see the hint of a curled smile playing on her lips, even as they’re stretched taught and sliding smoothly up and down my entire shaft.

Meanwhile, Tina Turner’s voice is now belting out both parts of “Baby Get it On,” loud enough that we can hear it from outside of the building.

Not one to be distracted, I grab Sammi’s head with both hands and thrust into her mouth, not giving one goddamn iota how it looks to any passers-by. I’m so close to the fucking edge that my cock is twitching wildly down her throat.

She grabs my balls with one of her hands and rolls them in her palm.

“Ah! Ungh!” I moan, addressing the entire fucking city at this point.

I fucking explode, shooting strand after strand of pearly cum down her throat. I raise my arm to my mouth and bite down to keep from screaming out her name. My mind is swimming in ecstasy as she continues to slide up and down my whole shaft, hungrily milking jet after jet, and swallowing every single drop.

My thoughts are clear, and my desire for Sammi is still burning hot.

I promised Sammi a wild night, and I’m going to personally fucking deliver.

Fuck Eggbert. Sammi is fucking mine tonight.

I push Sammi up against the brick wall of the club and aggressively press my lips to hers. When she gasps, I hungrily invite my tongue into her mouth. 

I grab her tit in my hand, rubbing my thumb against her hard nipple through the silky fabric of her dress.

I yank her dress down, revealing her tits as I dip down to bite the hard nub before sucking on it like a hungry babe.

“Hey, that’s a fucking expensive dress!” she cries out.

“It was in the way.” I claim her lips with mine again, now sliding my hand up her thigh, inching the dress higher and higher until her pussy is in clear view.

I press my cock right up against her, grinding as I slip my hand down the back of her panties and grab a handful of her plump ass cheek.

I gasp against her mouth as she reaches down and firmly grasps my cock in her hand. She strokes me for what feels like mere seconds before positioning it right against her slick, parted pussy lips.

She’s so fucking wet, she rivals the Chao Phraya River. My cock slides inside of her easily, and all self-control I’ve managed to latch onto flies out the fucking window.

From the moment my cock slides fully into her, I pound into her as hard as I can. The look on her face tells me with absolute certainty that she’s loving every thrust.

She’s so tight around me. Her pussy is forcing a vacuum seal around my cock, sucking me back in with each thrust outward. It’s fucking intoxicating.

“Lo-ock!” My name never sounded so sexy on the tongue of a woman. But Slammin’ Sammi Brighton isn’t just any woman, that’s for goddamn sure.

“God, this is fucking amazing, Lock,” she moans between kisses. “Fuck, when you have incredible sex like this, who even needs love?”

“You’re goddamn right,” I agree, lying through my teeth.

The fact of the matter is that I’m fucking crazy about her.

But I’ll be damned if I admit it now and ruin the moment. I have my taste of Sammi again tonight and this time, I’m not letting go. My true feelings about her are strictly between me, her, and all those fucking nights that she can’t ever seem to remember we spent together.

“I’m so tired of men who say ‘I love you’ and then stick their dicks in the closest ladyboy the first chance they get. If that’s love, I don’t fucking need or want it,” she goes on babbling about.

I can’t blame her. Eggsy really fucked up with that shit. Dumb fuckin’ bloke.

“Ha,” I laugh. “I’m no stranger to spouting those words to women, but honestly? I just say it, because I want to fuck them in the arse. It’s the magical code word.”

“Code word? Fuck that. You don’t need a code word with me. You want to fuck me in the ass?” She cocks an eyebrow as a tempting smile spreads across her face before she utters the magic words. “Go for it.”

My dream girl right fuckin’ here, now explicitly telling me to fuck her arse.

She pulls away and then turns around, grabs her ass cheeks, and spreads them apart. Her tight rosebud now in full view sends a jolt coursing through my already-throbbing cock.

I’ve died and gone to fucking heaven.

I’m harder than I’ve ever been before at this point. The chance to fuck Sammi doesn’t come around often, but to fuck her in the ass?

I’m not willing to miss my chance.

I grab her hands and place them against the wall, then spread her legs with my knee like I’m about to do a damn cavity search.

I dip two fingers in her pussy and use them to lube up her ass, stretching her little by little so I don’t fucking rip her apart with my eager, girthy member. Once she’s slicked up nice and proper, I slowly slide in.

Holy mother of…

“Ohhh!” Sammi cries out in pleasure while pushing back against me.

Fuck. I was trying to take it slow and savor the moment, but she’s having none of it. I aim to please, so I let her set the pace and grab her hips to keep her steady.

“Fuck, Sammi! You’re so tight. Keep rocking like that, and I’m gonna fucking blow.”

I dig my fingers into her hips and take control once again. I force her up against the wall harder, brick fragments falling to the ground as she claws against the cement. Moving one hand to her shoulder and smacking her ass with the other, I go damn near cross-eyed still thrusting hard into her.

My cock throbs hard in her ass, and as I hear her wailing in her own intense anal orgasm, I cum.

Hard.

Loads and loads of cum spill from my cock right into her ass.

And then the weirdest fucking thing possible—a total fucking mood killer had it happened a moment sooner—Mysti May runs out the side door of the cabaret with a Celine Dion ladyboy in tight quarters.

What the fuck?

She grabs Sammi and pulls her arm…with me still inside her ass. I jerk away just in time to not have my cock snapped.

“I’m in love with Celine! We’re running away together,” Misty confesses. She glances back at the door quickly with fear in her eyes. “We’ve got to go. NOW!”

Matching Misty’s chaotic flow, we both start running. Somewhere amongst my clumsy attempt to tuck my cock back into my pants and Sammi straightening out her dress as our feet fly us forward, we get out of sight just in time for the door of the cabaret to fly open again with a thunderous BANG.

There’s now so very little I’m certain of. But there’s one thing I can say without a shadow of a doubt: I’m delivering on my promise to Sammi. This has been nothing short of  a wild fucking night.


Chapter 8

 

Sammi

11:21 AM SATURDAY

 

My brain is in the middle of a civil war that has me thrown about like a ship lost at sea.

One side is screaming at me to seek out the nearest bottle of cobra tequila and down it in the hopes that I can forget about everything that happened with Lock.

The other side knows that if I do, I’ll just find him to fuck him all over again.

My pussy is still aching from our apparent hot and heavy bang sesh.

God. What was I even thinking?

I make every effort possible to ignore my burning loins, which is really fucking hard to do.

And here I am in the middle of Bangkok, not even sure of what literal road to take, let alone what’s going on in my foggy, hungover head.

“Hey, when are we gonna get something to eat?” A familiar voice pipes up.

I turn to Percy, looking at her in disbelief. I really have no idea how she does it.

“Percy, we just ate, like, an hour ago.”

“So? I’m fucking hungover, and food helps.”

“Ooohhhh, can we get something cold? This heat is fucking killing me right now,” Mysti pipes in.

There’s a unanimous nodding of heads, and now we are apparently off to find something cold, despite how crucial it is to me for us to figure everything the fuck out. I just go with it; I need their memories so we can piece this shit back together.

The humid climate of Bangkok has my floral sundress already starting to cling to my moistened skin. Just peachy.

“Alright, so let’s go over this one more time,” I start. “We showed up here with Lock. Percy, you went backstage and did what again?”

“I gave those ladyboys some much needed tips for their foundation and mascara,” she says with a triumphant smile that is infectious.

Despite Percy’s antics that just seemingly always get us into trouble, one redeeming quality of hers is that her make-up is always on point.

She could make millions with tutorials on YouTube. Seriously, she could. And it’s absolutely in her nature to tell those poor ladyboys what they’re doing wrong.

“Becky and Liam were onstage, doing everything but outright fucking,” Percy shares with the group.

Liam chuckles lightly to himself while Becky rolls her eyes, trying to hide her drunken shame.

“Ooohhh. I was with the love of my life at the table,” Mysti pipes in. She and ‘Celine Dion’ decide to lock lips. I still have so many questions about that, but it’s just not the focus right now.

“And then after that, we get kicked out,” I add. “Right?”

“Kinda. You and Lock had already left to get down each other’s pants.”

I’m sure that if looks could kill, Percy would be dead on the ground right now.

She gives me the wink and the gun, playing into that whole ‘You’re my best friend and you love me so I can say what I want’ bullshit.

“Wait. Why did we get kicked out?” I ask as we continue forward down this dirty, crowded path.

Mysti and Faux Dion share a knowing look but refuse to comment.

“On second thought, I don’t want to know,” I recant. “Where did we go afterward?”

“Oh! Guys! Ice cream!” Percy shouts as she scurries up to the cart. Mysti and her ladyboy Dion follow, and Becky and Liam trail behind.

I decide to partake as well. I play it safe and order some chocolate ice cream. Mysti gets some mango-flavored stuff; Not-Celine Dion gets lychee soft serve that actually looks pretty good; and Becky and Liam get some durian stuff.

And then we have Percy with her indulgent, extra self.

Instead of getting something relatively normal she gets this disgusting, lumpy corn-flavored ice cream.

“Do I even want to know if that is any good?” I ask, trying not to gag as I see her lick around the side of her cone.

“It’s marvelous. And the best part?”

She opens her mouth and shows me several kernel chunks on her tongue.

“Oh, ew! Seriously?”

“Fucking brilliant, isn’t it? Too bad we don’t have this back in the US!”

“It looks like yellow cottage cheese,” I comment, deciding to return my attention to my own ice cream before I lose my appetite.

I have to admit, the ice cream was a good idea. The cold, icy treat feels amazing right now. The creamy chocolate is smooth, and overall, it helps to take the edge off the heat and humidity.

While the ice cream is nice, it does make me long for any other relief to couple with. It’s just so hot, it’s hard to concentrate.

“Let’s go over there,” I suggest. “The sun is melting my ice cream faster than I can eat it.”

The group huddles together in the shadow of a small shop to get out from under the sun’s glaring rays.

We may be out of the pot, but we’re all still in the fucking fire. But at least now we can finish our food and focus on our mission.

“There has to be some way to figure out what we did after the cabaret last night,” Liam pipes up. He thinks hard to himself, staring off to the ground below. “Percy! What if we were to message Lock? I’m—”

“No. No Lock. We will not call him. Will not speak of him. We will not even think of him. Got it?” I snarl, shutting down his entire suggestion before I even hear it.

The knowing look I’m getting from all of them right now has me wishing I had that flashy pen thing from Men in Black so that I could wipe their memories of Lock having his way with my pussy under the table.

But the feeling of his tongue against my dripping pussy lips returns to my own memory, and now I’ve gone and made the mistake of letting myself recall our entire ‘Tina Turner’ set.

The incredible, passionate kiss we shared at the table…I’ve never been kissed like that.

Ever. Not by Eggs. Not by anyone.

And again, with his lips and tongue on my wet, aching cunt under the table. I just can’t help but remember that now. That man is a master with that mouth of his. He had me practically turning to jelly in the palm of his hand.

No, Sammi! Stop it. Do not fall down this rabbit hole. Eat your ice cream. Think cold, frigid thoughts.

And yet I feel this longing sensation from my gut to my pussy.

It’s hard not to want more. It’s hard to not want Lock here. And that’s a fucking problem.

Why the fuck did this have to go and happen to me? Why can’t shit ever be fucking simple? Why do I keep drinking tequila?

“What about your tattoo?” Mysti asks as she shoves an arm at me. Her elbow nudge and words bring me back to the present.

“What about what?” I reply, foggy and lost from what’s actually going on.

“Your tattoo. It looks super intense. Like maybe only a handful of people could do it, that kind of thing?” she leads on, trying to get somewhere, anywhere with it.

“So, what do we do? Just go around asking people if they know who did my tattoo?”

“No, but I think I know who we can ask,” Percy cuts in with a smile on her face. She pulls out her phone. “Turn around so I can get a picture.”

I turn my shoulder to her, posing for the camera.

“Got it!” she confirms “Should I Instagram this, too? Maybe put on a cool filter? Caption could be like Llook who got a new tattoo and bomb dick? I’m putting the Bang in Bangkok, baby!’ Then maybe a hashtag? Maybe ‘I licked the Lock?’”

I wonder how many years in prison I would serve if I just assaulted them all with an ice cream cone. It’d be difficult, but I think I could handle it.

“No Percy. It would be ‘Hashtag, Lockdown’.” Mysti interjects as I promptly elbow her in the ribs.

Smartass bitches.

“You guys are the worst. Can we all just forget Lock and I hooked up? It’s not important!”

They all laugh at me, Liam and ladyboy included, not taking a single word of my plea seriously.

Assholes.

Percy’s phone starts ringing again, and this time she answers.

“Hello, my sexy Silver Fox,” she greets him as she puts him on speakerphone.

“Hey there, baby. Glad to see you picked up this time.”

“I’m sorry, Daddy. It’s been super crazy here.”

“Don’t worry about it, baby girl. I know how Bangkok is. It’s so easy to get all wrapped up. I just wanted to make sure that you were safe and sound.”

The way her voice jumps three octaves when talking to him makes me want to vomit. But of all her sugar daddy boyfriends that she strings along, I like this one the most.

“So, Daddy, can you tell me what the deal is with Sammi’s tattoo?”

“Yeah! It’s a Yantra tattoo,” he reveals. “Specifically a Ha-thaeo. The five lines are meant to be a blessing for success and good luck.”

Well, at least it’s not some fucking swear or curse or some shit. Now I just need to figure out where I got it.

“So do you think you could help us figure out what tattoo shop she got it at? Is there anyone that, like, specializes in it, do you think?”

“Oh, she didn’t get that at no shop, baby girl.”

Okay, now I’m super confused. If not a shop… 

“Then where did I get it?” I blurt, no longer thinking to myself.

“That there was done at a Buddhist monastery. There’s one not far from the city that you can get a rickshaw to. That’s probably where it was done,” he theorizes.

“You’re the best, Daddy! I’ll talk to you soon.”

She makes an over exaggerated kissing sound, and a nearby stray cat looks at her and hisses as if Percy just insulted its existence.

Percy throws whatever is left of her ice cream down at the cat, and it rushes to the strange treat before the heat completely melts it into the ground.

Suddenly, a horde of cats—and I mean like a fucking biblical plague kind of horde—appears from every direction to lap up the corn-flavored ice cream.

Looking at one another, we tiptoe away from the street as an unsettling number of felines crawl out of buildings, trash cans, and holes I didn’t know were even there. The sea of cats emerges to fight over the frozen dairy.

Liam manages to grab us two rickshaws, giving us a perfect escape. And now we’re off again to solve another piece of last night’s mystery.

Given what I learned at the cabaret, I’m terrified at what I may learn at the monastery. At this rate, I’m half expecting to learn that I got inducted into some Buddhist community or that I got married or something.

As that particular thought crosses my mind, I’m petrified.


Chapter 9

 

Lock

10:37 AM SATURDAY

 

Well, that didn’t go like I wanted it to.

I turn away from the door to the suite and begin my long, cumbersome walk of shame—naked. Fucking naked. Sammi didn’t even let me grab my pants.

Do I really care right now? Nah, not really.

The love of my life just so happened to forget she married me. Nudity isn’t even nearly as hard a pill to swallow. It doesn’t help that I’m more than a bit hungover, if I’m being honest here.

I press the button for the elevator and put my hands on my hips.

“Bright side: she at least knows something happened this time ‘round,” I say to my reflection in the elevator doors. There were damn too many witnesses to deny it.

I hear a DING and pull my hands back to my side, ready to step in. When the doors open up, I’m greeted by two old ladies and what appears to be a young married couple, most likely in their early twenties.

“Mornin’, folks.”

I give them a nod and step inside. The button for the lobby has already been pressed so I just turn around and face the door, trying to figure out where exactly I went wrong.

Which isn’t hard. I just shouldn’t have gone with all of this with Sammi being so drunk. Time and time again, she’s always had the same result in the morning.

So why would this time be different?

I can hear the couple behind me whispering an argument. My impeccable people watching skills come into play, and I deduce that the woman doesn’t need her husband to cover her eyes for her and that she knows better than to look.

Meanwhile, the pair of older ladies flanking me are not so subtle and are giggling like teenage school girls seeing a naked man for the first time.

I’m not going to lie; it feels good. At least some people are appreciating me—even if they are strangers.

…I might be just a little bent out of shape.

I give the two older gals a wink and flex my pecks for them. The one to the left of me is grabbing her inhaler, while the one on the right is giving the married woman behind us a thumbs-up—and likely checking out my arse, too. I can’t blame her. It’s firm, shapely, and smooth as a baby’s bum.

Once we reach the ground floor, the doors open to the lobby, and I stroll out without a second thought of those around me.

I turn my walk of shame into a strut of confidence, which only makes me cockier about knowing how much better I am than Eggbert. He would never handle something like this so well. That I know for a fact.

Some of the onlookers are undoubtedly enjoying the show. Others—mostly husbands trying to cover their wives’ eyes—not so much. And then some look like they’re about to rush off to the nearest gym and hit the weights.

I should enjoy this moment to the fullest. I’m debonair, attractive, articulate…

Yet crushed by the woman I love.

Yet left wondering just why I keep doing this to myself.

It’s the same thing year after year. I know things aren’t going to be any different, and I still do it.

I hit the streets, and there’s a wave of heat and humidity that hits me like a fucking kick from a kangaroo.

I’m an Aussie. I can handle the heat, the sun, and the humidity. That’s not a fucking problem.

But in Bangkok, it’s like an entirely different beast. And there’s the pungency in the air, but let’s not go into that too much.

I head down by the Chao Phraya River. Maybe I’ll get a nice breeze off the wate—

Nope. Nope. I’m just plain wrong on this one. Instead of something nice and refreshing, I get this really humid breeze that has me sweating more than I want to be.

I can feel beads of sweat forming and sliding down my temples. I can feel each individual droplet sliding down my pecks and in between my toned abs. One particular droplet actually tickles a bit as it trickles down the groove of my Adonis belt.

I’m sweaty, sticky, naked, and glistening in the sun like some Greek god.

I’ve got massage girls calling out to me. Trying to entice me into their shops so that they can help me relax.

It’s a tempting offer. Like, really fucking tempting. When you’ve had your heart snapped in two, it’s easy to take the closest pretty girl near you and let her reel you in.

And the looks I’m getting from these ladies is making my cock twitch more than a bit.

Considering I’m as naked as a newborn, that’s quite a dangerous plight.

They don’t matter, though. Not a single one of them would be able to hold a candle to the woman of my dreams.

None of them ever do.

I’ve tried. A lot.

In the end, the only one who remains relevant to me is Sammi.

It blows my mind how someone like Eggsy ever managed to land her—let alone get her to agree to marry him.

Fucking seriously. How did he swing that?

Don’t get me wrong. I love Eggsy like a brother. And as such, I’m entitled to acknowledge that he is absolute fucking wanker of a man.

And Sammi?

She’s a fucking head case a good chunk of the time. She’s a combative, uptight, prissy cunt, really. But I’ll be damned if she isn’t the most brilliant and determined woman on the planet.

She is also oh-so-fucking gorgeous, and she absolutely knows it. Her hair looks and feels like satin. Her green eyes are as vibrant and as full of life as the Amazon. Her lips feel as soft as rose petals. And her skin is as flawless as the morning sun.

How Eggsy is somehow more memorable of a man than I am is beyond me. And he took that beautiful prize that she is and shattered it. He fucked up.

It frustrates and angers me beyond what words can describe.

It was like he had the power of the sun in the palm of his hand and chucked it out the fucking window for a couple Ritz crackers.

Now what kind of fucked up shit is that?

I sigh as I pass a boat with a couple just getting engaged. All it does is make me think of Sammi.

I want to dwell longer on the thought of her in my arms, of her in my bed, snuggled up to me. Forget the sex. I had everything with her just hours ago.

Instead of having a nice brunch with my new wife, I’m yowling at the bludgeoning force of something spiky against my ass.

I turn around and see a durian rolling about on the ground. I look up and around for the source.

A man with his fist in the air is yelling at me in Thai and gesturing at my dick. From what I can gather, I’m scaring away his customers.

Around me, I can see an entourage of followers that I’ve amassed and not even realized. Some are tourists, mostly women, snapping away with their cameras at my muscled frame.

Some are even tracing out individual beads of sweat that sliding over my chiseled body with their fingers. Most, though, are pointing at my cock, which has gotten more than a bit stiff while I was thinking of Sammi.

If there’s one part of my body that I am exceptionally proud of, it’s my cock. I may or may not have been asked why I don’t do porn from more than a couple partners.

So I’m not at all surprised to see these women—and some men—taking pictures focused on one certain part of anatomy over everything else.

“Oooowwww!”

Another piece of durian hits my thigh and falls to the ground.

Let me tell you, that spiky fucking fruit hurts like a bitch, and this is coming from a man who has been bitten by sharks before.

I pick up the fruit and throw them back at the vendor, slightly vindictively. I’ve got some shit going on, and he’s got no idea how much of a nuisance his little fruit is.

He ducks for safety and yells at me to stop attacking him.

I want to curse him out. Hell, I want to shove one of his durian right up his arse and see how he likes it, but if I stick around and cause any more of a scene than I already am, I’m likely to get arrested.

Mind you, I don’t have issues with handcuffs. Not at all. But I prefer them in the bedroom and not while I’m naked in the middle of Bangkok rocking a stiffy.

So for today, the fruit vendor gets a pass and I continue on my way.

I want to go back to Sammi’s hotel. I want to kick in the door to that suite and tell her how fucking badly I have, and will always, love her.

There’s just no escaping it. I’ve fucking tried. Time and time again I’ve tried.

Every year, it’s the same cycle.

I think I’ve gotten her out of my system—and then I see her. It’s like the first time I got to swim with a whale shark. It’s breathtaking and awe-inspiring and just an experience you don’t want to let go of.

Then we do this song and dance of arguing about just about everything. Her competitive nature makes her a fantastic shit-talker.

Instead of getting angry at her, though, it only makes me fall for her more. Her passion and determination is intimidating and admirable, like an unstoppable force that will never fall to an immovable object.

And then the drinking begins. We get into the tequila, and the tension between us festers. It builds and builds until this inescapable climax approaches, and we cave in.

Of course, that leads to the sex. The most incredible fucking sex on this planet we call Earth. She is every bit as passionate in bed as she is in everything else.

She knows what she likes and knows exactly what her partner likes. It’s like everything we do is what the other craves and desires and fantasizes about. It’s simply fucking magical.

And it makes me fall for her again every fucking time. It always convinces me that this is the time she’s going to remember it.

But then the morning comes, and she forgets it ever happened, that I even exist, and the thought of fucking me makes her sick to her stomach.

That right there is fucking soul-crushing. To know that the woman of your dreams—the woman you love—gets ill at the thought of fucking you.

I’ll admit, my mind isn’t in the best of places right now when I step up to the hotel’s front desk. I try to explain everything to them as best I can, and they only agree to let me up if security comes with so that I can grab documents to prove I am who I say I am.

I’m glad to be off the streets and somewhere that I can take a shower. I feel—and smell—fucking terrible.

Security lets me into my room, and I retrieve my passport from my suitcase. They’re satisfied and leave me to my own devices.

I make a beeline to the bathroom before the door closes behind them. I don’t even care that the first rush of water to hit me is cold. Sure, my nipples are hard enough to cut diamonds for a moment, but it’s a nice reprieve from the heat.

I sigh as I rinse my body. I really just can’t shake this trip off.

Once I’m clean, I need to figure out my next move—and fast.

If Sammi doesn’t remember me, that’s fine.

But she will.

After all…a man never gives up on his wife. 


Chapter 10

 

Sammi

12:10 PM SATURDAY

 

The tuk-tuks rumble over the pockmarked streets, rocking us wildly about as we go. The further we get from the city proper, the deeper the gouges in the streets become.

My stomach lurches in protest. My mind may be drawing a blank on last night’s festivities, but the stomach never forgets.

I press a hand firmly over my mouth, willing myself not to vomit.

I’m definitely rethinking that ice cream right about now. Just the thought of Percy’s corn flavor has me wanting to materialize chunks of my own.

I’m about to suggest we finish the trip on foot when the monastery comes into view.

I feel a wave of relief, and not just because the ride’s about to end.

The monastery is nice and calming even from a distance.

We can’t possibly have gotten into too much trouble there.

…I guess as long as they don’t perform marriages or anything, that is.

Our tuk-tuk comes to a stop just before a sprawling green lawn. It’s so inviting, I briefly consider lying down in the grass for a nap.

Until, of course, I remember exactly how deep into shit we are.

“Oh, wow. Pretty as a picture!” Mysti May hollers from her tuk-tuk, now pulling up beside ours.

“Hunky monks, too,” Percy adds, eyeing a troop of orange-robed eye candies as they pass. “I bet all that karmic detachment makes them fucking horny…”

I don’t know much about the hospitality of monks, but I gotta admit, I’m feeling a little optimistic.

How bad could it be? So we got some drunken tattoos, no big deal.

I just hope we told them where we were going after.

My relief lasts exactly as long as it takes the first monk to see us.

He rounds a corner, contented smile on his face, eyes sweeping the grounds as he goes. When his gaze finds us, though, it’s entirely another matter.

His lips flatten into a thin line, eyes becoming saucers in his head.

“YOU!” he yells, voice heavily accented.

One thin finger rises up in accusation, singling us out in a clearly unhappy point.

“NO! You go!”

I raise my palms to either side, the universal sign for Whoa, man.

“We just need to ask some questions,” I say. “Please. We don’t know what happened last night…but something tells me we ended up here.”

He ignores me entirely, instead roaming his pointer finger towards Mysti May.

A string of foreign language spills from his lips, angry, accusatory.

It doesn’t take a linguist to figure out that he’s really not a fan of Mysti.

“Me?” she asks, looking wildly to the rest of us for help.

A group of monks appear behind the first, clearly drawn by the commotion. All my hopeful feelings vanish. There’s recognition in their eyes as well, and it isn’t good.

“Look, man…” I begin, eyes likewise searching for assistance.

It’s then that I see the statue.

Or rather, what’s left of it.

Off to the side, clearly in a place of honor, sits what appears to be a rendering of the Buddha. Only this one’s missing his head.

I nudge Mysti, staring pointedly in the direction of the headless Buddha when she looks.

Recognition dawning in her eyes, she reaches for her bag.

“Ohhhhh. You want Head!”

The monk looks at her like she just propositioned him.

I guess, in a way, it sure sounds like she did.

Mysti May rolls her eyes in true beauty queen fashion. “Head is what I’ve been calling him. Look, I have him! He’s right here.”

Her arms disappear up to the elbows into her oversized bag. When they come into view again, they’re clutching the Buddha head.

She holds it up for his inspection, grinning like she happened across it rather than severed it herself.

The first monk stills, glancing from the head to Mysti and back.

He turns to the others, speaking quietly to them.

After a couple of tense minutes waiting, they seem to come to a decision.

A monk from the larger group approaches, and Mysti surrenders her treasure. He doesn’t so much as look at her as he takes it, seeming to avoid even her touch.

What the hell’s that about?

Monk number one returns his attention to me.

“Okay,” he says, “What do you want?”

Finally.

“We just need some information,” I begin. “We were obviously here last night…”

He nods for me to continue, still watching Mysti strangely from the corner of his eye.

I really want to know what that’s about.

First, though: “Well, the thing is, we’re having a hard time remembering what exactly happened.”

It’s definitely a scoff that escapes him.

“Please,” Percy interjects. “It’s really important. I could, uh…make it worth your while.”

As Percy’s eyes slide up and down his tanned, orange-clad body, for a second, I think he might actually take her up on it.

He stares us down for a long minute, clearly debating with himself.

Finally, he turns back the way he came, gesturing for us to follow.

“You were here,” he tells me when we catch up to him.

Well, that’s helpful.

“And?” I ask.

He shakes his head like a disappointed parent.

“I cannot speak of it.”

“You cannot…” I trail off. 

Just what the hell did we do here?

“I won’t,” he says.

“So you’re taking us to someone who will?” Percy asks.

“No. We will not speak of it. We cannot speak of such things.”

I look to the group for assistance.

Liam steps up to bat. “Look, mate. It’s obvious that you’re uncomfortable with it, but if you could just tell us something, anything…”

The monk shakes his head once.

A hard no, then.

“You may have a look around,” he says. “Maybe that will help. But once you are done, you may not come back. Understand?”

It’s clear from his tone that he’s made up his mind.

Defeated, we nod along. School children who have lost the will to talk back.

He stops walking, gesturing for us to continue ahead. We do so without further question.

The man’s clearly a sealed vault. Hopefully, the long walk will jog our memories.

“Ten minutes!” he calls after us.

Well, shit.

“You just had to steal the Buddha,” Percy directs at Mysti.

“I didn’t mean to!” she replies.

Right. The picture of innocence, that one.

“It wasn’t even the whole Buddha,” she continues. “It was only the head.”

“Still counts if it’s only head,” Becky offers up with a mischievous smile.

Maybe it’s just my nerves, but I laugh.

This has been a topic of some debate in the past. Well, not this exactly…

Liam chuckles. “Alright, you silly birds, pay attention. There’s got to be something we remember here.”

We direct our attention back to our surroundings, still walking further into the grounds.

I stare intensely at every possible landmark, every building.

Nothing even looks remotely familiar.

I see similar looks of confusion on the faces around me.

Obviously, we’ve been here, but for the life of me, I can’t recall.

Mysti’s eyes roam around us, stopping just a hair too long on the many statues dotting the lawn.

I catch her eyes with my best maternal glare.

Fuck, no.

Two minutes later, any lingering hope I was feeling begins to wilt in my chest.

I just don’t remember this place.

At all.

I stop walking abruptly, the gang following suit.

“Anything?” I plead.

Heads shake all around.

“Great. We’ve probably got two minutes before we’re thrown out on our asses.”

“Don’t worry,” Becky says. “We’re gonna figure this out. We’ve done it before.”

“Definitely,” Percy offers. “If not here, we’ll find clues somewhere else.”

I’m not so sure.

It’s not like we have any other leads. This was all we had to go on.

Not to mention, we have no clue what kind of hell we raised last night.

I may have totally ruined things with Eggs, destroyed our migration project, and screwed up my entire life plan.

Call me crazy, but I’m just not feeling the pep talk.

I’m about to suggest that we head back for the tuk-tuks when I hear bells.

CLANG!

CLANG!

“Lunch time?” Mysti wonders.

All of our heads turn towards the sound.

“Who knows?” Becky says.

I barely hear her, though.

CLANG!

The ringing of the bells awakens something in me. Not a spiritual revelation—but a revelation just the same.

The memory slams into me with the force of a freight train, and suddenly, I recall another piece of the puzzle from last night.


Chapter 11

 

Sammi

8:54 PM FRIDAY 

 

The clanging of the bells fades, soon replaced by a mechanical hum.

I take a swig from the bottle of tequila, sighing as the magical tonic washes down my throat.

“Maybe you should slow down, darl.” Lock teases, removing the bottle from my hand.

He takes a swig of his own.

Yeah, right.

There’s a mild but insistent pain in my shoulder.

Lock reaches over me, passing the bottle to the monk currently tattooing my skin. He doesn’t even slow as he drinks from it, the tattoo rod continuing with practiced ease.

The monk removes the bottle from his mouth and passes it back to me. Not once does he break eye contact with his design.

I admire his attention to detail. Not to mention his ability to pound tequila.

I raise the bottle back to my lips, catching Locks eyes as I do.

He raises one eyebrow in question.

Should you really do that? the look says.

Damn straight I should.

I take an even bigger swig as punishment for his audacity before passing it off to him.

He chuckles and shakes his head, his sandy blonde hair falling in a way that makes me bite my lip.

I can’t help but think of the cabaret earlier. Of him under that table.

I feel myself getting wet again at the thought.

“How’s it feeling, Sammi?” he asks.

“Not too bad, really. Tequila helps.”

From outside, we hear giggling. It’s the sound of my BFFs making mischief, I have no doubt.

“So are you guys like…priests?” I hear Percy ask someone on the other side of the door.

“How do you mean?” a man responds, his voice heavily accented.

“Oh, you know…” she says. “I just have a, uh…a thing for priests. Wanna bang?”

From the silence that follows, I take it that he doesn’t.

I hear Liam laugh, breaking the awkward pause.

What the fuck are they up to?

“Well,” Becky chimes in, “I was just looking at those flowers. What kind are they?”

“Which?” the monk asks

“Oh, I dunno. They’re over here. Come look.”

After a moment, I hear Mysti May giggling like a lunatic. Someone, presumably Ladyboy Celine Dion, joins her.

“I’m gonna be, like, soooo zen!” I hear Mysti say.

There’s a thump, like something falling onto the grass, followed by more giggling.

Yeah, I definitely don’t need to know.

The metal rod continues all the while, the muffled sound of it soothing to my nerves.

Lock scoots closer to me, locking his eyes onto mine.

“Are you feeling better?” he asks.

“Sure am.”

“About Eggs—” he starts.

“I’d rather not.” I interrupt him.

His new proximity to me makes my heart beat a little harder. I feel my gaze being drawn to his mouth.

That fucking mouth.

His lips twitch into a smile that tells me he’s not oblivious to my thoughts.

I’m actually glad. I don’t want him to be.

Images from the cabaret play in my head again.

That kiss.

That fucking amazing kiss.

I know I probably shouldn’t, but I feel myself leaning towards him anyway.

The monk says something in Thai, clearly displeased.

Still, he adjusts the rod accordingly, following me forward.

Lock’s eyes twinkle as he watches me, his smile growing wider.

My mouth claims his hard, desperate.

God, this Aussie fuck can kiss.

Eggs pops into my head, and I try to remember if we ever shared a kiss even remotely as good.

Nothing comes to mind.

Lock’s tongue pushes past my lips, finding my own.

All thoughts of Eggs disappear.

I moan in the back of my throat, content to finally feel his lips on me again.

He breaks the kiss suddenly, his eyes aflame.

He doesn’t look away from me as he pushes his chair back, his stare still cutting into mine when he lowers himself to his knees.

This is definitely not the place.

Then again, neither was the cabaret, and that worked out pretty well…

I don’t even pretend to protest as he reaches out to grab my legs.

I don’t bicker when he pulls them apart.

Behind me, the monk never even slows. The rod continues its rhythmic tapping.

Lock doesn’t check if the monk is watching, obviously determined no matter what.

I’ll give him that much. When the man sets his mind to something, it’s probably gonna happen.

Unless I’m involved, of course.

Tonight being the obvious exception.

I feel his hands slide into my dress, pushing the fabric up my thighs and grabbing my thong in one fell swoop.

The flimsy material gives way in a single tug, tearing easily.

I grip the seat of my chair with both hands, willing myself to stay still no matter what.

I’m already dripping wet by the time his tongue finds me.

He starts out slow, seeming to savor the taste of me.

I groan, equal parts pleasure at his touch and frustration at my limited movement.

He answers with a moan of his own, wrapping his lips around my engorged clit and sucking gently.

My hands dig harder into the chair, knuckles turning white at the effort.

“Fuck, Sammi,” he groans, releasing me for the briefest moment. “You’re so fucking sexy.”

I release the chair with one hand, risking the movement to pull him back to me.

His tongue finds me with increased resolve, flicking steadily across my clit.

His hands are on my inner thighs, and he pushes at them, spreading me further open.

I let my hand stay on his head, twining my fingers deep into his sandy hair.

Each tap of the tattoo rod sends a small spark of pain racing through me. Each flick of Locks tongue sending pleasure up to meet it.

The two seem to meet in my core, mixing and building until I can’t tell one from the other.

I close my eyes, losing myself completely in the warring sensations.

When Lock’s fingers slip inside me, I gasp, pulling hard at his hair.

It’s all but torture, staying still when my every instinct screams at me to move. To thrust against him, drive his fingers deeper into my aching pussy.

Instead, I grip his hair even harder.

I moan out my frustration and delight.

His fingers rub deep inside of me, seeming to know every inch, every nerve.

His tongue perfectly matches their movements.

I feel myself getting close, my body tensing as I approach my orgasm, my pussy tightening around his thrusting fingers.

I pull my other hand free from the chair, momentarily unconcerned with the movement.

It tangles in his hair with the first, tugging frantically.

He redoubles his efforts, fingers driving deep into me, tongue flicking across me like lightning.

I scream as I come, pulling his face harder against me.

Waves of ecstasy rush though every inch of my body.

I feel my muscles spasming, my heart racing.

It seems to last for ages.

Every time I think it’s reached its peak, it only intensifies. My moans echo off the walls of the room, startling even me with their power.

By the time it passes, I find myself gasping for air.

Lock takes his time in stopping, his fingers thrusting for a moment more.

His tongue sliding over me like he’s hesitant to stop.

The pain in my shoulder re-solidifies, real again, now that it’s alone.

Tap tap tap.

The rod digs into me.

I could care less.

I feel a level of drunk that not even the tequila can account for, my pleasure still radiating through me.

All I can do is stare at him. Needing him even more now that I’ve come.

A million images flash through my mind. A million things that I want to do to him.

It’s all I can do to remain in my seat.

It’s only moments before the rod stills behind me, going quiet after one final tap.

I turn to the monk, inclining my head in question.

He nods, looking from me to Lock.

“My turn?” Lock asks, and I’m not sure which of us he’s speaking to.

The monk answers from behind me, Thai words spilling from his mouth. I look questioningly at him.

“He says that this tattoo comes with obligations.” Lock says.

“Obligations?”

“Sure, all blessings come with obligations.” There’s a smirk on his face that I don’t much care for.

“And they are?”

He chuckles, “Nothing much. You just have to perform certain duties—for me. Or else you’ll be…you know. Cursed.”

I raise my eyebrow at him.

“Duties, huh?”

“Nothing you can’t handle,” he says with another smirk, returning his attention to the still talking monk. “He says…hmm. He says you need to perform these duties daily. Or else.”

I roll my eyes at him.

As far as I know, Lock doesn’t even speak Thai.

“Hey,” he says, mock-wounded, “they’re not my rules. Don’t shoot the messenger, darl.”

“And what exactly do I get in return?” I ask him.

“Like performing sexual acts on me isn’t reward enough?” he asks, smiling broadly, “I mean, honestly, Sammi, greed doesn’t become you.”

The needle lifts. Tattoo finished. It hurts a little, but I suppose some blessings do.

Lock stands before I can answer, motioning with one hand for me to do the same.

“Anyway,” he says, taking my seat, “enough chit-chat, it’s my turn.”

From the bulge in his pants, I can tell he’s not just talking about the tattoo.

“And when do these duties begin, darling?” I ask, voice dripping with sarcasm.

Lock and I switch places. I lick my lips as we pass each other and I catch his scent.

“Oh…immediately,” Lock reassures me. “The sooner, the better.”


Chapter 12

 

Lock

9:06 PM FRIDAY

 

I’m sitting down in front of the monk, feeling more than a little smug. Maybe I’m flattering myself, but the way Sammi just came, she’s bound to remember tomorrow.

And if she doesn’t? I’ll make her fucking remember again.

Her taste is still on my tongue, and she smiles mischievously down at me.

Fuck. What I wouldn’t do for that smile.

The monk starts speaking Thai again.

Fuck if I know what he’s on about.

To preserve the illusion, though, I pretend.

“Sure thing, mate.” I say, unbuttoning my shirt as if that’s what he asked for.

Given that he stops talking, it might well be.

Imagine that.

I stare into Sammi’s green eyes, making a show of removing my shirt. I unbutton it slowly, watching her bite her lip as I do.

Those fucking gorgeous eyes skim over me, pausing again when they reach my dick.

I’m rock hard, pushing so hard at the fabric of my pants, I think they might just rip.

That’s what Sammi does to me.

Only, right now, I don’t have to hide it.

I drop my shirt onto the ground beside me, inclining my eyes to the floor. An invitation of sorts.

Sammi looks up at the monk, clearly waiting for him to begin.

He says something in Thai again, and I nod enthusiastically.

Whatever the fuck he wants, he’ll have to figure it out himself. I’m a little busy at the moment.

TAP!

Holy fuck.

Tap! Tap!

I wince. Not at all prepared for the pain the races down my arm.

“Oh, fuck me dead!” I curse, unable to hold it in.

I immediately regret it, hearing Sammi’s laugh.

“Really?” she asks, eyebrow arching. “Does it hurt that bad?”

“No,” I say through gritted teeth, “juuuust kidding.”

She giggles, but I’m sure she bought it.

God, this hurts like an absolute bitch.

Sammi drops to her knees in front of me.

“Poor thing,” she coos, laughing at my fucking pain. “I can help with that.”

The way she’s licking her lips, I’m fucking sure she can.

Her hands make quick work of my belt, unlatching the buckle with ease. She looks up at me as she unzips my pants, her tongue getting her lips nice and wet for me.

I hear the little moan that escapes those lips as she finally frees my cock.

I’m fucking throbbing under her gaze.

She grabs me firmly in one hand before sliding her tongue up the length of me, tasting every inch.

Her lips slide over my head and she sucks hard, pulling my cock deeper into my mouth.

At the same time, she pulls a moan from my lips.

Which is fucking good, because it allows me to cover up the hiss of pain on my tongue as the monk’s needle sets my fucking bicep on fire.

Sometimes, Sammi’s lips make it feel better. Sometimes, the contrast of Sammi’s movements only seem to make it worse.

She pushes me deeper into her mouth, taking me in fully. Her tongue slides down my cock as she does, and I groan. I’d be in heaven right now if it weren’t for that wanker with the fucking rod.

I should be the only wanker with a fucking rod in this establishment, dammit!

I’ve had tattoos before. I’ve got the Aussie flag tatted proudly on my chest, don’t I? And the southern cross on my forearm to boot. I generally consider myself to be a pretty tough bloke…

But Sammi made it look a hell of a lot easier.

I reach out and grab a fistful of her hair, guiding her head, trying to block out the pain.

TAP!

“Oh, you fuckwit!” I yell, really beginning to hate this monk.

Sammi pulls me free of her mouth with an audible pop.

“You alright up there?” she asks, smirking.

“I’m fucking great up here.” I say, trying again to hide my wince.

Her laughter tells me I’ve not been successful.

“I know,” she says, leaning back, “We can come up with your obligations.”

“My obligations?”

“Sure. All blessings come with obligations, Lock.”

Shit.

She’s got me there.

“Well, let’s hear it then.”

She taps her finger against her chin, looking up in contemplation.

TAP!

I bite my lip to stop my groan.

“I’m thinking… I’ll need you to go down on me several times a day.”

Bloody oath. Now we’re talking.

She grabs my cock again, working it slowly in her hand.

“And, of course, we’ll need to fuck daily as well.”

She emphasizes this last by flicking her tongue across the head of my dick.

God.

“But more importantly,” she says, eyes still glued to my cock, “I want—”

“FUCKING WANKER!” I scream, the evil monk hitting a particularly sensitive spot.

I’m pretty sure this prick is intentionally trying to ruin this for me.

“I want you to fucking beg me, Lock.”

Fuck it.

“Oh, I’ll fucking beg—”

“I want you to need me—”

“What I need is—”

“Need my cunt, Lock. Need my mouth.”

“I’ll need you as often as I can fucking get you, you little—”

“Ache for me. Come for me. Give it to me, Lock!”

“Marry me!” I growl, and that’s when it happens. I blow my fucking load—and I spray it all over Sammi’s gorgeous face. All the while, I’m repeating that line. Over and over again, until I’m not even thinking about the words. “Marry me, Sammi. Just fucking marry me!”

Well, that wipes the laugh from her face.

With the amount I just came, she’ll have a lot more than just laughter to wipe off her face now.

I know I’ve just said something crazy. I know it’s ridiculous.

I don’t regret it a fucking lick.

In fact, never have words felt better in my mouth.

The god-awful tapping finally comes to a stop, and with it, the pain.

The monk says something that I take to mean he’s done.

I don’t even spare him a glance.

Sammi’s looking at me, her eyes different than I’ve ever seen them.

“Marry me,” I repeat.

There’s a long pause, the silence damn near palpable.

She licks my cum off of her lips. It makes my breath catch in my fucking throat, just watching her do it.

“Okay,” she finally says.

“What?” I don’t think I’m hearing right.

“Yes,” she says, sounding more certain. “Okay, let’s do it.”

Well, I’ll be damned.

I grab her arms, pulling her to me in one swift movement.

In the next second, my lips are on hers, kissing her for all I’m worth…and now my cum is on both of our faces.

She kisses me back with surprising intensity, her hands clenched firmly in my hair.

I’m touching every inch of her, my hands flying over her body like they’re possessed. I can’t get enough.

Her hand snakes down, grabbing at my cock, still standing stiff outside of my pants.

She slides down, her body pressing against mine as she does, until she’s once again on her knees before me.

Her hand strokes me, shooting sparks of ecstasy through me.

Now that I’m not being tortured with the damn tattoo rod, I can finally focus.

She leans down to take my dick back into her mouth, hand still moving against me. I shouldn’t be hard again, but I am. I can’t fucking help it.

My bride. Sammi Brighton is going to be my bride.

She alternates between sucking on my head and flicking her tongue over it, moaning all the while.

I hear similar sounds escaping me, and I reach down to grab her head once again.

She’s fucking amazing.

My fingers twine through her dark hair, pulling gently.

Her tits press against my knees, pushing up through the neckline of her dress.

I’m completely enamored.

She takes my cock deeper into her mouth, and it’s just too fucking much.

I push myself further, feeling her lips meet up with her hand at the base of my cock. I thrust hard into her mouth, and she takes every inch of me without complaint.

She pulls me free a moment before I finish, hand still stroking me hard.

I hear her moans as my come sprays across her face like a fountain.

Double fucking facial. It’s the fucking hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

For a second, I just stare at her. Her tits are heaving, her dress has at some point hiked back up, giving me a perfect view of her pussy. She’s wearing my come with a fucking smile.

Fucking Sammi.

I pull her closer, my thumb wiping a line through the come that’s splashed across her face.

She opens her mouth, tongue partially out.

God, I love this woman.

I take my time, staring into her eyes as I slowly slide my thumb down the length of her tongue, feeding my come to her.

When I go back for more, she grabs me by the wrist, this time taking my thumb on her own, sucking every drop off of it.

I feel myself getting hard all over again. Third time’s the charm, I guess…

When her face is clean, she looks at me seriously.

“So, we’re doing this?” she asks.

“Fuck yes.”

Her smile just about floors me. “Okay.”

“Well let’s go get you a ring,” I say, standing with her in tow.

Only one problem, I realize—I just blew all my money at the fucking cabaret.

Shit.

“We’re gonna need to get some cash first,” I say, “You think this place has an ATM?”

I’m drawing a blank when I hear a commotion start up outside.

“Alright,” Liam shouts, a moment before the door swings inward. “Come along, lovebirds. We need to go. NOW.”

“What’s wrong?” Sammi asks, all business now.

“Well, Mysti may or may not have stolen Buddha,” he says, voice threatening to crack with laughter. “And the monks are possibly now putting a curse on her because of it.”

What the fuck?

Sammi and I exchange incredulous looks.

“Where to next?” I ask.

Liam shrugs. “Fancy a gamble?”

Fucking light bulb.

I look at Sammi and see she’s thinking the same.

She laughs, and the sound makes my heart pick up speed.

I’m really gonna fucking marry her.

“Lead the way.”


Chapter 13

 

Sammi

12:29 PM SATURDAY

 

By the time I finish retelling the memory, I’m cradling my head in my hands, ass firmly planted on the lush grass of the monastery.

This is even worse than I thought.

Fucking married? To Lock?

No way. Couldn’t be.

What the hell did I do last night?

What the hell might have I done?

It’s definitely been more than our ten allotted minutes now, but at the moment I’m finding it hard to care. 

Honestly, the way things are going, being forcibly removed from a monastery might be the high point of this trip.

Becky and Liam disperse, clearly sensing that I need a minute here.

Misty May’s not quite so perceptive at the moment, though.

Somehow, despite all the implications of my latest flash black, Mysti seems to think she’s the one who really screwed up.

She’s running around like a chicken with her head cut off, completely hysterical.

“I’m fucking cursed?” she asks no one in particular. “Cursed! What kind of curse? Sweet baby Jesus, is my hair gonna fall out?”

I don’t even have the energy to laugh.

“Well, this is unacceptable! I’m gonna talk to someone. I’ll have it removed, that’s it! I’ll just apologize, and they’ll uncurse me!”

She doesn’t wait for a response, which is great, because I have none to offer.

She just storms off towards the nearest group of monks, legs quickly eating up the distance.

Percy finds a spot and sits beside me, supportive but quiet.

Fuck, I love her.

It gives me time to think.

Okay, so this is bad. Very bad.

Though it might not yet be irreparable.

I may or may not currently be married to an Australian with a bad attitude.

And a magical tongue.

I’ve definitely cheated on Eggs. Multiple times.

I try to ignore the heat that flares up inside me at those specific memories.

Fucking Lock.

My only hope at this point is that we didn’t go through with the wedding. I mean, we were drunk out of our minds. Maybe we forgot?

Either way, I have to know.

It takes a great effort to lift my head, looking around as I do.

Becky and Liam are half-hidden behind a reclining Buddha statue, making out.

As if we have time for that.

“Liam, Becky!”

They turn toward me.

“Can you remember where we went gambling last night? Think!”

They both shake their heads, about what I was expecting.

“Now that you mention it, though,” Liam says slowly, “I guess that would explain where all that Thai baht came from.”

Great. Mystery solved, we can all go home now.

I know what I need to do. Really, at the moment there’s only one thing I can do.

Still, I hesitate a minute before pulling out my phone.

Fuck.

I take my time scrolling through the contacts. Truthfully, I’m hoping another plan will occur to me before I reach his name.

No such luck.

Screw it. I take a deep breath and press call.

“Hello there, darl,” he says, voice dripping with charm.

I’m not prepared for my own reaction, for the heat that surges through me at the sound of his voice.

Now that I’ve remembered being with him, I don’t think I’ll soon forget.

I shake my head, trying to clear the images forming there.

“Lock, I need to know where we went gambling last night.”

Short and to the point.

“Well, that’s not a very nice greeting,” he says. “I was expecting an apology.”

“Apology?”

“Yeah, for throwing me out naked. Ring any bells?”

I ignore the memory of him naked.

“Just tell me.” I say.

“Well, that’s no fun, is it? First, you tell me something.”

I groan. “What?”

“Remember anything good?”

I can hear him smiling through the phone. 

It brings to mind an image of him on his knees, smiling up at me.

My heart thumps hard in my chest.

“I’m hanging up, Lock.”

“Alright, alright, wait. See, the thing is, Sammi, I can’t tell you.”

“What do you mean you can’t?”

I feel the heat in my stomach putter out, smothered by the anger building there.

He pauses too long, like an award show host who’s about to announce the winner.

“What’s with the suspense, Lock?” I ask, frustrated beyond belief.

“Look, darl, it’s proper dangerous. That’s all I’m gonna say. Even if I wanted to tell you where, I wouldn’t.”

“What’s dangerous? Fuck, Lock, could you be any more dramatic?”

“You can’t go back there,” he spits out, actually sounding serious for a change. “We, ah…we collectively fucked about there pretty thoroughly last night.  If you’ve backtracked all the way to the gambling point of the night, you’ve likely realized by now—any place where our little party ended up last night, we’re not exactly welcome again. Ring any bells?”

I eye the Head Monk, currently standing at the top of a long set of stairs, gazing down at me like he’s ready to toss my ass off the mountain at any given moment.

“One or two,” I admit.

“Then you should understand that the gambling den is off limits—for you, Liam, and especially for Percy. It’s not safe.”

“Lock, I’m going to figure this out one way or another. If something isn’t safe, maybe you should just come the fuck out with it.”

Hopefully that’ll drive some sense into him.

 “All I’m gonna tell you, love, is you do not fuck with the Bangkok mafia. Understand?”

Bangkok mafia.

What fresh hell is this?

“No. I do not understand.” I say, honestly.

“You understand enough. Just drop it, okay?”

“Fine. I will.”

I won’t.

“Good,” he says, back to dripping with charm. “Now, will you tell me what you remember?”

I ignore his question completely.

“Did we get married last night?” I ask instead.

His laugh makes my blood boil.

“So you do remember something!”

“Just tell me.”

Again with the long drawn out pause.

“No,” he says. “I don’t think I’ll tell you. You’re a smart cookie, Sammi. I think I’ll just let you figure this one out on your own.”

“Asshole.”

I end the call.

“No luck?” Percy asks from beside me.

“Not much.”

“Don’t worry, we’ll think of something.”

I look around for Becky and Liam, waving them over before reciting the gist of the call.

Once they’re there, I launch into it.

When I get to the part about the Bangkok mafia, the girls both look concerned. I can hardly blame them.

Liam, on the other hand, breaks out into a huge grin.

“What is it?” I ask him.

“Bangkok mafia,” he laughs. “I’m a professional gambler. If you wanna gamble with the mafia, I know exactly where to go.”

“Finally some good news,” I say, hope rekindling in my chest. “Well, let’s go then!”

A normal person might shy away from a visit to the mafia.

Not my gang.

Percy stands, helping me to my feet.

“Alright,” she says, “now we’re talkin’. Let’s grab Misty and get the hell out of here!”

I spot her immediately, across the ground and practically surrounded by monks.

When we reach her, she’s sobbing so hard her mascara is smeared across her cheeks.

“Everything okay?” Percy asks.

“These dickheads won’t uncurse me!”

There are few things people won’t do to appease a truly angry woman. But apparently, Mysti May’s feminine wiles haven’t worked on these angry monks…who are looking angrier by the minute, I’m afraid.

“We’ll deal with it later,” I tell her. “We’ve gotta go.” 

I quickly fill her in, telling her everything we’ve learned.

She actually perks up a little when I mention the mafia.

“Okay. So, where to then?” she asks.

“Don’t worry,” Liam says, grinning like a shark. “I’ve got this part.”

As one, we head back towards the road. If anything, even more determined to figure this mess out.


Chapter 14

 

Lock

12:45 PM SATURDAY

 

“Look, mate, I’m really sorry about this. I am.” I hang up on Sams. “But the wife called. You know how it is.”

He yells me some more about being naked.

Now, why am I still naked, you ask? And where did I get this phone?

Well, buckle the fuck up for this shit show.

I get out of my shower at the hotel. Let me tell you, it felt good to get that stink and sweat off me.

Thing is, I go to put on some clothes, and my fucking suitcase is gone. Fucking straight up gone. Like it grew legs and caught a flight out of the city.

I call downstairs to the front desk. I’m thinking, surely there will be some camera footage or something.

Fat fucking chance of that. But what do I get from the hotel management for all this bullshit?

“Sorry, sir, nothing we can do.”

What kind of fucked up shit is that?

But I’m Lachlan Williams. I always an emergency plan for this kind of shit.

Plan B time, mate.

Now, whoever showed up in my room may have taken my suitcase, but they didn’t touch the stash of spare money I kept in my travel bag.

Why didn’t they, you ask?

Simple. My travel bag was in the bathroom with me.

The downside to all of this is that I’m back on the stinky, humid streets of Bangkok in nothing but a towel.

It’s a step up from being completely fucking naked. Now my cock isn’t flapping in the wind like some elephant trunk, and old Thai ladies can’t grab my arse out of nowhere.

I mean, they are still grabbing and pinching my arse, but at least the towel stops them from breaking skin.

First thing I grab is a replacement phone.

Smart, right?

That’s me. Lachlan Williams. Always thinking.

Of course, I’m pretty sure the only reason I was able to get one is because the Thai girl behind the counter wanted to ride me like rodeo bull.

I’ll take a win whenever I can.

That then leads me to where I am now. Which is getting yelled at in Thai by a street vendor about me being in a towel at his shop.

Truthfully, I’m just fucking happy he isn’t some durian vendor trying to throw spiky fruit at my arse again.

I still have little indents from earlier on my right cheek.

Let me be honest here. The clothes I’m buying are not my style. At all. Hell, I don’t think they’ve been anyone’s style since the 80’s or 90’s.

But clothes are clothes—and they sure beat a towel.

I’m putting on these baggy black and grey harem pants—which are way more comfortable than I thought—and a neon purple button up shirt with gold trim and strips going down the front.

I look like a cross between a MC Hammer backup dancer from the 90’s and some idiot who honestly thinks that this is the latest in Thai fashion.

Did I mention I’m in the middle of the street getting gawked at while I dress? No? Well, there’s a fun mental picture for you.

The small Thai man throws the black flats I asked for at me and is yelling at me to pay up and get away from his stall. I can’t say I blame him. Giant, naked white man showing up and getting dressed in the middle of the street can’t be good for business.

Then again, I can see the crowd I have amassed around me.

My feet are thanking me for some coverage, and my phone is ringing again.

“What do you want from me now, Sams?”

I’m expecting to get some wise ass remark from the goddess of the seven seas. Only it isn’t Sam’s voice that yells at me.

“About time you fucking answered, Lock. I’ve been trying to reach you all fucking morning.”

It’s Eggsy.

And yeah, mate is righteously pissed.

“What the fuck did you do with my Sammi-poo last night?”

More like, what didn’t I do?

I want to say it, but I don’t.

I want to tell him that she isn’t his ‘Sammi-poo’ anymore, either. I want to tell him that she’s mine. That’s she’s my wife.

As much as it would put him in his fucking place, I just don’t have the heart to do it.

“Look, Eggs. Last night was pretty fucked up mate. But you need to seriously calm down.”

“Calm down? You want me to calm down? Who the fuck do you think you are, Lock?”

“I know exactly who I’m talking to, Eggsy. And if you don’t calm the fuck down, I’m going to remind you of who it is you’re talking to.”

“Oh, I know who I’m talking to. I’m talking so some punk who thinks he can up and steal my girl. You better not have fucking touched her last night. I swear to God, Lock.”

The other problem with Eggsy is that he likes to get overly ballsy when he knows that he can’t get clocked in the face for his words. He has this telephone tough guy act that makes him think he’s bigger than he is.

Normally, I’m chill and can brush this shit off my shoulder like it’s nothing. It’s Eggsy. He’s harmless. All bark and no bite.

But today is just a really bad fucking day—and it’s not even noon yet—so I really do not have the patience right now to be dealing with his bullshit.

“Eggsy, you had best watch your tone before it gets you into trouble.”

“Oh, yeah, Lock? And what the fuck are you gonna do, huh?”

“I’m gonna bust your teeth down you fucking throat when I see you is what.”

I would like to say that I’m just bluffing. I’m not.

And Eggsy fucking knows it.

“Alright. Let’s just chill out. No need for things to get violent between us. We go too far back for that.” Classic Eggsy right there. “Look, Lock. I just need to know where Sammi is. I need to see her and talk to her. Things are getting more than a bit crazy around here.”

The way his voice changes has me a bit concerned. Eggsy isn’t talking like a dog with his tail between his legs. He’s talking with genuine concern.

“What the fuck is going on, Eggsy?”

I’m really hoping that it’s just him being melodramatic right now.

“Look, whatever the fuck happened last night has got the city talking.”

“Well, it was a wild time, mate.”

“Yeah, but your wild time has the Thai mafia asking around for her, too. I’m not the only one who’s trying to track her down right now, Lock.”

Oh, fuck me sideways.

Up until now, I was pretty sure that I would be able to salvage the day.

I got clothes.

I got a replacement phone.

I’m married to the woman of my dreams, even if she doesn’t remember.

All I really needed to do was help her remember everything and then we could set sail to the calm open waters of matrimony and incredible fucking sex.

Now I have to save her perfectly shaped ass from the fucking mafia.

I won’t lie. We—or rather she—had it coming after last night. But I thought for sure that we’d be able to get out of the city long before any of this would come up.

“Don’t worry, Eggsy. I got this covered.”

“What do you mean you—”

I hang up on Eggsy.

There is no fucking way that Sammi and her friends would be that stupid to go all the way back to that gambling den.

There’s a sharp pain in my ass.

I nearly jump out of my flats, and I turn around to see what the fuck happened.

This tiny lady with a wooden cane is looking at me like she wants to eat me with curry and rice noodles. She’s smiling like she just witnessed the rising of Jesus.

“Can I help you?”

The woman pulls a twenty baht sheet from her purse and sticks it into the waist of my MC Hammer pants.

“You have an ass like that cute Thor actor.”

She’s giggling and walking away; leaving me standing here with a dumbfounded look on my face.

I pull the green slip of paper from my waistband and put it in my pocket.

I look over my shoulder and twist my body so that I can see my ass in these pants.

Pffft. I’m totally hotter than Chris Hemsworth.

And my ass is definitely better.

But I don’t really have time to stand around and admire my figure.

As much as I want to believe that Sammi and her people aren’t that stupid—and I really want to believe it—I know that they are. There is no way that they aren’t going back there.

I hand over what I owe for the clothes.

He smiles and tells me to get lost.

A true salesman if I’ve ever met one.

I need to find the nearest tuk tuk so I can get back to that gambling den before Sammi and her people do. There’s no telling what the mafia will fucking do to her if I don’t get there first.


Chapter 15

 

Sammi

1:04 PM SATURDAY

 

Picture the absolute craziest and most dangerous city on Earth. Got it? Okay, now picture the craziest and most dangerous neighborhood in that city. Fucked up right?

That’s where this burger joint looks like it belongs.

If a fast food building could be addicted to meth, this would be that building.

I really don’t want to be here.

But I really need to know what really happened.

I really need to know if I married Lock.

You know, since he is being a complete jackass and not telling me.

We’ve decided to let Liam take the lead for this. For whatever reason, he seems to be an expert on the Thai mafia and the underground gambling scene of Bangkok.

Part of me is afraid of how and why he knows all this. Because—let’s be real here—this is some heavy shit.

Yet, it certainly has earned Liam a newfound measure of respect. That wasn’t to say I didn’t respect him before, of course—he is one of the gang, after all—but like I said, this is some heavy shit.

I’m holding onto Percy’s hand, and I’m relieved that she is squeezing mine just as tightly as I’m squeezing hers.

Mysti is too far off into her own world over being cursed.

And Becky is just too damn relaxed and calm for my liking.

Liam is making an order at the counter that doesn’t sound like anything on the menu behind the cashier at all.

Hell, the cashier doesn’t even look like he works here. Instead of wearing some kind of uniform, the short Thai man is dressed in skinny jeans, a half tucked in t-shirt, and a couple gold chains. Mix that in with his greasy-looking, combed-back hair and patches of facial hair, and he looks more like he should be an extra in a Lil Wayne video.

“For all of us.” Now, Liam is speaking in words I can understand.

The gangster cashier is giving us all a once-over. His eyes zero in on my tits, and he’s licking his lips like I’m a KFC bucket of original recipe.

My pussy dries up faster than the fucking Sahara Desert, and I resist the urge to vomit.

He gives Liam a thumbs-up and waves his hands for us to follow him behind the counter.

“Is this where they chop us up and sell our parts on the black market?”

I want to think Percy’s question is more of a rhetorical one, but it’s not.

“We’ll be okay, Percy. Liam knows these people and how they work. He wouldn’t have brought us here to get killed.”

“I don’t know what you two are worried about. I’m the one who’s cursed for fuck sakes.” Mysti huffs and puffs like a wolf trying to blow down the house of a pig.

Our host opens up a large freezer door that turns out to be a flight of stairs rather than a walk-in freezer.

“Hey, baby.” The cashier leers at me as we pass him by. “Want to play a game of strip poker later? One-on-one? I promise you a good time.” He sounds like he’s watched Shaft one too many times.

I throw up a little in my mouth. It’s disgusting, and I really want to just let it out all over his face.

I force myself to swallow it back down instead.

“Uh, no, thank you. I mean, I’d love to, but my friends and I are…busy, and we just don’t have the time. But next time I come by, I’m totally all yours.”

He buys it. How or why, I have no fucking clue. Nor do I care.

 But he finally stops looking at my tits and walks away. That’s good enough for me.

At this point, I’d like to say that this is all Lock’s fault. All of it.

Couldn’t just answer my questions could you Lock? No, you had to be a smartass. ‘Oh, you’re a smart girl. You’ll figure it out.’

Fucking asshole.

So here I am, walking down these stairs behind Liam, Becky, and Mysti, expecting to see this smoky, seedy, smelly, and outright trashy den filled with old Thai men missing teeth.

Boy, was I fucking wrong.

This underground gambling den is swanky and ritzy like a five-star resort.

I almost feel as though I stepped through some magic portal that took me straight from Bangkok to Vegas.

There are slot machines with little golden cat statues on top of them. Blackjack tables with dealers who look like they have actually worked in Vegas or in Atlantic City. There’s a handful of poker tables that seem really familiar.

And I mean really familiar.

They’ve got craps tables. Roulette tables.

They have everything to rival any hotel casino I’ve ever seen.

There are even waitresses walking around in tiny, sexy outfits that leave nothing to the imagination, the girls looking like they came from the Thailand version of Playboy.

And the bar?

It looks like the fucking Pearly Gates right now.

Now I’m getting flashbacks from the Vegas adventure.

“Ooohhhh, babe. Let’s go play slots.” Becky’s eyes look as though they are going to pop out of her head. That is, if her smile doesn’t completely consume her face first.

And Liam is looking just as excited as she is. “You know I’m good for some slots.”

The two of them don’t even wave goodbye or turn around to tell me that they’re going. They just run off like two kids in a candy store.

So much for them of being of any further use.

“Look how amazing this place is. And can I take advantage of any of this? No, because I’m fucking cursed.”

And here we go.

“I bet I could go sit down at that poker table right now and get the best hand ever and still lose,” Mysti whines. “Why? Because I’m cursed. I’d likely have to fork over my kidney or liver just to cover how big my loss would be.”

I’ll admit. I’m really wishing murder wasn’t a crime in Bangkok right now.

“Well, what if you watch Liam and Becky play? Maybe your curse will rub off on them and then they’ll be stuck with it?”

“That’s not how curses work, Sammi.” She stomps her foot and is crossing her arms over her chest like she’s twelve. “But I’m gonna go try anyway.”

Well, that officially makes Mysti a problem for Liam and Becky now.

“Alright, Sammi, time to use that giant, beautiful brain of yours, girl.” Percy has gone into pep talk mode now.

I swear, she’s a better hype man than Flava Flav.

“You remembered everything back at the cabaret, and you can remember everything here. You got this. You are a beast. A savage. A take-no-prisoners woman.”

I nod. I want to remember.

But I fucking can’t.

“I’m drawing a blank.” I grimace.

“Well, lets get a drink at the bar. Maybe some booze will jump start that brain of yours.”

I consider. I doubt that booze is going to solve the problem, but a drink does sound pretty fucking amazing right now.

As long as it isn’t tequila.

“Can we get two beers please for my friend and I?” Percy is quick to take a seat at the bar. “But for reals, Sammi. What kind of kinky fuckery did you guys get into here last night?”

“I really have no fucking idea, Percy. I don’t.”

I wish I did. God, do I wish I did.

“Hey! You! You’ve got some massive balls to show up here again after last night,” echoes an angry voice from behind me.

Two things right now:

One, I have no sweet clue who it is that’s yelling.

Two: I’m really wishing that whoever this person is yelling at isn’t me.

I’ll tell you, I’ve had a lot of moments happen in my life that would make you shit yourself.

I’ve had a thirteen-foot great white shark break through my steel diving cage and nearly take my arm.

I’ve been in the middle of a bull shark feeding frenzy in just a diving suit.

Hell, I’ve been in an inflatable raft while it was getting attacked by a tiger shark.

None of those compare to the feeling of a cold steel barrel at the back of your head.

I hear the hammer click when the person behind me pulls it down.

From the corner of my eye, I can see Percy frozen in fear.

We are both seriously out of our fucking depth here.

“How dare you fucking return after your insults?”

Insults? What the fuck is he talking about?

Of all the fucking times to remember what happened, now is not that time.

My brain apparently has other plans.

But at least now I remember.

Shit! Now I remember!

And I was right.

All of this bullshit and insane fuckery is Lock’s fault.

If I ever get out of this situation, I’m going to kick his ass.


Chapter 16
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Lock flips over his two cards with a smile that Mysti would say is ‘as wide as a Texas mile.’

“Full house, mate.”

The Thai man across the table is cursing and throwing his cards down on the table.

I should be upset that I’ve lost, but I’m not.

All the money on the table is going toward one thing, anyway.

A big diamond to go on my finger.

It’s why we’re here in some surprisingly ritzy underground gambling den.

Liam told us that he knew the best place in Bangkok to get our card shark on and make some easy money.

Easy money means big ring.

Hell, I’m not even a big ring kind of woman. The size of the ring has never mattered to me. Yet tonight I feel like it’s time to go big or go home.

It’s so unlike me—which is more than likely because of all the booze in me—to be this way. Hell, I’m so fucking giddy right now that I could explode.

Got rid of some rotten Eggs—pun intended—and traded up to a hunky Aussie with a body sculpted from marble and the cock of my dreams.

Tonight is the best fucking night I’ve ever had.

I lean across the table and give Lock a view down my dress while he’s grabbing his winnings off the table.

It takes him a second to realize, but when he sees me leaning over the green felt, I swear I hear his cock stiffen and hit the bottom of the table.

“You know, Sams. Since it’s just us playing. How about we up the stakes a little, yeah?”

Oh, I like the sound of this.

“What do you have in mind?”

He’s looking at me with his dreamy ocean blue eyes like I’m the only other person in the universe right now.

It makes me feel like this is the real deal. Hell, it’s got me feeling like butterflies are riding roller coasters in my stomach.

Though that last bit could be all the cobra tequila we’ve been drinking.

“Let’s throw in some extra favors to be added to the pile with each bet, yeah?

Oh, I love the sound of this.

“Sexual favors?”

He’s leaning back in his seat, and I see the wheels turning in his head.

His hand slides across the table and grabs the lit cigarette sitting untouched in the ashtray. My pussy fucking throbs, and I feel like I’m about to cum right there when I see him lick his lips and slide the cigarette between them.

I grab the carton of Thai cigarettes and light myself a smoke. That first taste of nicotine, and I feel this wave of euphoria wash over me. We haven’t even fucked—since arriving to this gambling den, that is—and I feel like I’m desperate need of that post-sex cigarette.

Here’s the fucking kicker:

I don’t smoke.

Tried it once in university. Hated it.

Right now, it’s tasting like fucking bliss, though.

Liam yells in excitement across the room.

“Ooohhhh. Good job, babe. Keep this up, and we’ll be able to buy the place,” Becky cheers him on.

I’m taking a long drag off the cigarette as I turn to look over at them.

Becky is sitting in Liam’s lap with her arms around his neck and her tongue down his throat.

They really are a great couple. Becky has never been so happy.

Liam’s opponents don’t look all that happy that they’re losing, though. Unlike Becky, they look like they’re pissed.

Doesn’t look like they realize that Liam has been hustling them and counting cards the entire time.

They say a sucker is born every minute. And Liam is taking to task five of them right now.

I turn my eyes back to Lock, and he’s checking out my tits.

I don’t blame him for it. In this dress and in this lighting, they look fucking amazing. I mean, they’re amazing anyway, of course, but they really pop right now.

“You ready to play?”

I’m ready to fuck! But I’ll play along for now.

“Deal ‘em out.”

Honestly, I’m horrible at fucking cards. The only reason I’ve done any good tonight is because I’ve been able to distract the other players with my tits.

Like I said, they really pop in this dress and lighting.

Lock is a different story. He’s not so easily distracted.

And he knows all my tells.

I get my two cards, and I lift them up just enough to peek at what I got.

It’s shit.

A fucking three of clubs and a nine of diamonds.

He throws down a couple clay chips of different colors into the middle of the table.

I don’t bother to pay attention to how much it is. It’s all for show at this point.

“I’ll throw in tongue on clit action on top of that bet.”

Now the real betting has started.

I throw down a couple of chips.

I like how they sound when they strike each other.

“I’ll throw in a hand job.”

It’s low stakes, but it is only the opening bet.

A smirk comes across Lock’s face that only looks sexier through the haze of smoke between us. He’s plotting something.

He flips over three cards.

A two of hearts.

No good.

A jack of clubs.

Still does shit to help me.

A queen of clubs.

And another useless card.

The bright side is that Lock doesn’t look all that happy with the cards himself.

But then why is he smirking like the Devil owes him a favor?

He brings his hand up from under the table and lifts the cigarette from his lips.

There’s a click in the back of my mind, and now I know why he’s smirking.

My cunt is dripping wet, knowing that he’s been hands on with himself while we play. My panties are doing nothing to hold it back. I feel myself dripping down my thigh and onto the seat.

Fuck this. No more games.

“I’m all in. And if you win. I’ll let you titty-fuck me.”

He leans across the felt table—through the haze of smoke—and I see the muscles of his arms bulging through his shirt. I’m almost convinced the fabric is going to rip from the strain.

Lock looks me dead in the eyes, and I bite down on my lower lip. I do everything I can to fight back the urge to just have him fuck me right now on the table in front of everyone.

But now he knows I’m bluffing.

Fuck it. I don’t care anymore.

I want—I need—to have his cock again. I need to feel it in my hands, in my mouth, between my tits, and—most importantly—in my soaking, aching, throbbing cunt

He tosses over the last two cards on the table.

Ace of spades and a king of hearts.

Both of which are fucking useless for me. But I had no chance of winning anyway.

“Show me what you’ve got.” His voice sounds as smooth as thirty-year-old scotch.

And I know he tastes just as good, too.

He doesn’t even offer a counter bet. He doesn’t need to. Lock knows he is going to have me.

And it’s going to be fucking glorious.

He flips over his cards.

He’s got two queens in his hand to match the one on the table.

I had no fucking chance.

I flip over mine. I’ve got shit, but we knew that already.

He stands up from the table. The end of the cigarette in his mouth glows a bright shade of red.

“Ooops. Looks like I’ve lost.” I bat my eyelashes at him like I’m some innocent college girl.

We both know I’m not, but I can see his cock twitch underneath his pants when I do it.

He puts out his cigarette, and I put out mine.

Lock’s rough hands take mine, and I’m pulled up out of my seat.

His eyes notice the small puddle on the faux leather.

I hear this hushed growl come from his lips. It’s like lust and desire in a single noise.

Everything in my body from the tits down clenches.

If he makes that fucking noise again, my ovaries are going to explode like fireworks on the Fourth of July.

He pulls me away from the table. It seems that neither one of us give a shit about the pile of chips we leave behind.

The chips. The money. The ring. None of that matters right now.

Clothes need to come off, and I need to feel him.

We pass by Mysti and her ladyboy. I give the two a quick look. Mysti is losing money fast. She’s pouting and whining—which is usual when things don’t go her way—but her new companion is trying to keep her spirits up.

Percy is sitting on the lap of some old Thai guy in a pricey-looking suit. I don’t catch much of what they’re talking about, but I’m pretty sure that the guy is offering Percy money to marry him.

Like a lot of money.

Like seven figures kind of money.

The most important thing about it all is that they are so wrapped up in their own little worlds that it will give Lock and me some time alone without them barging in on us.

Lock and I find ourselves in the back of the gambling den.

“In here.”

He pulls back this sheer curtain, and my eyes feast upon this tiny hooka den. There are throw pillows everywhere, there’s a small velvet loveseat with no arms, and—of course—a small table with a fancy glass bong on it that’s ready to be used.

We shut the curtain behind us and make it about half a step before we crash into each other’s arms.

Lock’s hands slip down over my back, and he grabs my ass with authority.

Our tongues slide against each other’s.

It’s a mix of Singha, cobra tequila, and cigarettes all rolled into one. Most days it would be enough to make me want to vomit.

Tonight, it’s the sexiest fucking taste to ever exist. Next to his cock, anyway.

I’m lifted up into his arms. They make me feel safe and horny all at the same time. It’s quite the dichotomy.

I feel weightless for a moment as he tosses me down onto the velvet couch. It gives way under my weight, and its softness feels amazing on my skin.

Before me, Lock is undoing his pants.

I slide the straps of my dress down over my shoulders and bare myself to him.

The sound of his zipper coming undone has my mouth watering.

The sight of his cock, throbbing before me, makes me lick my lips in hunger.

“Time to pay up.”

Fucking gladly.
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The rings of smoke I’m blowing grow so big that they’re almost able to fit completely around her tits by the time they reach her. Instead, they crash against her soft, sandy colored skin like waves gently crashing against the shore.

She leans forward and takes the head of my cock between her lips again. My thighs and knees twitch at the touch.

Her nails glide over the skin of my legs and grab onto my arse. He nails press firmly against my skin while she uses me as leverage to force my cock deeper down her throat.

The bubbling noise from the bong at my lips begins to drown out the soft gagging noises coming from her for a brief moment.

I inhale sharply and breathe in the hooka that was left behind.

Her grip on my arse loosens, and I look down in time to see her slowly releasing my dick from her welcoming mouth.

She inhales sharply herself—now that her throat isn’t blocked by my cock—and looks up at me with her hungry eyes.

A line of spit trails from the tip of my cock to her lips that she quickly sucks up.

By God in fucking Heaven, this woman is amazing.

A man has not lived until he has seen a woman like Sammi fucking Brighton with her lips around his cock.

I look up to the ceiling and let a long stream of smoke out from my lips.

Sammi grabs the bong from me and takes a sharp inhale of her own.

I look down just in time to see her blow a couple of smoke rings over my cock.

She leans forward just enough so that the tip of my cock is resting against her bottom lip.

“So, how do I look with your cock in my mouth?”

Her lips part and slide over the head of my dick. Her tongue swirls and maneuvers around me like I’m her own personal lollipop.

Which—let’s face it, mate—I totally am.

There is no way I’m ever going to tell Sams that she can’t have my cock whenever she wants it.

“You look so fucking sexy.”

She smiles and slides more of me into her throat.

I grab the bong from her and bring it to my lips again.

Sams takes the opportunity to cup my balls in one hand and stroke my slick cock with the other.

I have never met a woman that can handle a cock quite like Sammi. That woman’s knowledge of how to turn a man into pudding using her hands and tongue is like a gift from God.

I fumble as I set the bong down behind me somewhere. I don’t really care if it falls over. I just need my hands free.

The slurping and sucking noises coming from her lips on my cock fill our small room, and I’m pretty sure that those outside can even hear it. Even over all the slot machines and idle chatter.

Fuck it. Let them enjoy it.

I feel this clench in the pit of my stomach just as I feel this ever-familiar chill in the base of spine.

The muscles in my thighs flex and tighten. Even my breathing turns shallow.

I’m so fucking close to the ledge of the abyss that I can reach out and grab it.

There is a growl that comes from up from inside that I didn’t even realize I was capable of making.

I stop everything. I push myself away from the open arms of release.

I reach down and pull Sammi up from the velvet furniture.

My hands take her face, and I pull her lips to mine.

I can taste myself on her tongue. It makes the hunger that I have to indulge in her sweetness climb to new heights.

“I need you to taste me.” Her voice is low—husky, even—and her eyes dance with lust.

I’m more than happy to oblige.

Hell, I’m outright craving it at this point.

My hands push her dress up from her waist.

Sams sits and lies back in the love seat, her eyes watching me as I pull my shirt off. Her thumbs slide under the waist of her black, lacy panties. She bites down on her lower lip.

The lust and want coming from us both are tangible. But then, it is always is when we’re together. Almost as if a cosmic force beyond mortal comprehension keeps pushing us together.

I soak in the image of her lying there. Her body is flawless.

The flicking flames of the candles adorning the room have shadows dancing wondrously upon her warm flesh. The inside of her thighs gleam in the dim light from her desire.

Neither Aphrodite nor Helen of Troy could have ever hoped to match her beauty.

It’s a sight I never tire of. Nor could I.

And the best part of it all?

She is all mine.

I slip down in between her thighs. My hands slide along the length of her legs with a light touch.

My tongue slides out over my lips as I draw closer to her.

Sammi’s scent fills me, and my cock throbs against the velvet beneath us of its own accord.

I slide my tongue along the inside of her thighs first.

She tastes of strawberries and honey. It’s a taste that I have developed an insatiable craving for.

The soft moans that come from her lips spur me onward.

I kiss her through the wet fabric until my lips are covered in her.

My hands reach up over her legs, and I grab the lace. It doesn’t take much effort on my part to rip the black fabric from her body.

There is a sharp inhale from her.

A hungry moan follows when my tongue slides in between the folds of her wet cunt.

I hum against her and move my tongue along the underside of her clit. Her hands move through my hair and grab on tightly. My tongue flicks at her clit firmly.

She pulls on a fistful of my hair and moans as reward.

I’m having to hold her firmly against the cushions. She begins to squirm beneath me at every lick of my tongue.

“Don’t stop.”

I don’t.

After all these years, I’ve learned exactly what it is that gets Sammi going. I know where to kiss. Where to lick. Where to suck.

I know the rhythm and tempo needed to send her crashing against the waves of ecstasy. I know it all.

Every last detail of her wants, needs, and desires are known to me as I know my own.

She never remembers any of it, mind you, but she will this time.

We are getting married, after all.

My intimate knowledge of her body pushes her over, and she succumbs to me.

I can feel her flood over my lips and tongue. Her taste fills me.

Eagerly, I lick at all of her. Every last drop that comes from her will be mine.

Her grip on my hair tightens, and she lifts my face from between her thighs so that our eyes can meet.

“Give me your cock. Fuck me. Now.”

It sounds more like a desperate plea than an order.

It sounds fucking hot regardless.

I stand from behind her legs. She rolls over onto her stomach.

My hands grab her by the waist and lift her up onto her knees.

The base of my cock pulsates in my hand before my fingers even close around it.

We both inhale sharply as I slip the head of my cock inside her.

She is so incredibly hot, wet, and tight that I feel like I might cum right here and now.

There is no easing into things.

I’m thrusting into her so hard that the sound of our flesh slapping against each other floods the room. And she feels so good that I can’t even control the moans and growls I’m letting out.

I’m grabbing her waist tighter and tighter with one hand. My other is wrapping her hair around my forearm and wrist.

I’m pushing her face down against the soft cushion with every thrust.

She’s on the verge of screaming out my name, but she bites down on her lip to stop herself.

I do no such thing. I let it all out.

“You keep this up, we’ll be caught,” she pants.

I laugh.

Or rather, I want to.

Instead, I’m letting out this hushed growl as if I’m issuing a challenge to anyone to come watch.

“Fuck it. Let them watch. Let them watch you cum all over my fucking cock.”

I don’t know if it was my words, the way I said them, or just me hitting the right spot. But Sammi does something that has never happened before. Even after all these years, she’s still able to throw in a curve ball that I never see coming.

There is a clench within her that clamps down over my cock that almost feels like she’s going to break it in half. It’s like her body is trying to force me from her.

And—as much as I want to keep fucking her—it kind of hurts in a not-so-good way.

I slip out of her and step back.

And out comes this incredible geyser like Old Faithful.

Now, I’ve gotten Sammi wet enough that she was dripping. I’ve had things get pretty wet from fucking. But I’ve never made her squirt across a fucking room like this before.

It’s one part comical and one part impressive.

Normally, this wouldn’t be a fucking issue for us. Maybe throw in a joke or two and get back to fucking.

Nope, not this time.

Why not?

Well, here it is mate.

Sammi’s explosion not only clears the fucking room, but it also happens to hit an unwelcome guest right in the face.

Remember that mafia guy that Percy was sitting with earlier?

Yeah, it’s him.

Does he look as impressed as I do at Sammi’s feat of waterworks?

Not one fucking bit.

“Well, isn’t this awkward,” I say with a half-hearted chuckle.
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“So that’s why we weren’t supposed to come back here!” I exclaim as the memory fades.

Well, that makes sense. I doubt many people squirt on unsuspecting mafia dons and live to tell the tale.

I turn towards Percy. Maybe I’m going to offer her some words of encouragement.

Maybe I just need to see my own fear reflected in someone else’s eyes.

Either way, I never get the chance.

Before I can even half turn my head, the world goes black.

I feel the caress of rough fabric as the bag slides down my face, cutting my vision off completely.

At the same time, I hear Percy cry out beside me.

“GAH!” she shouts.

So clearly, I’m not the only one who’s going to pay for my and Lock’s little mistake.

A hand wraps roughly around my upper arm, yanking me to my feet.

“Percy,” I yell. “It’s okay! We’re gonna be okay!”

Of course, I have no way of knowing if this is true or not. Maybe years of bad television have simply infected my brain. It definitely seems like what I’m supposed to say.

“Sammi!” I hear her yell in return. “What’s going on?”

Oh, god. Where to even begin?

Somehow, ‘I squirted on the don’s face’ doesn’t seem like a particularly helpful fact right now.

“Don’t worry, Percy,” I say instead. “You didn’t do anything. I’ll figure this out!”

“Good God above. Those bitch-ass monks!” I hear from slightly further away. “It’s the curse, y’all. I knew it!”

So they’ve grabbed Mysti, too. That must mean…

“Oi! What the FUCK?” I hear Liam shout, clearly fucking furious.

“Liam!” Becky cries.

I pull against the hand restraining me, “You guys! Where are you?”

The grip only tightens, fingers digging into my flesh so hard that I wince.

“Sammi!”

“Stop fucking around and tie them up!” I hear the familiar voice of the don yell. “We don’t have all fucking day!”

My arms are pulled hard behind me, rough rope taut around my wrists.

I struggle against the ties, pulling with every ounce of my strength.

My only reward is the chuckle that erupts behind me. The don again.

“Tighter,” he orders.

The ropes dig deeply into my already stinging flesh.

I hear the sounds of struggle around me and know that the gang is fighting back. From the strength holding me in place, though, I doubt they’re having much luck.

I feel a hand push against my back the same time I feel hot breath against my neck.

“Move,” a voice commands.

I think of refusing, of planting my feet and shaking my head.

I think it’s pretty clear how that would turn out, though, so I acquiesce instead.

These people clearly wouldn’t mind dragging me kicking and screaming. I’d rather make it wherever we’re going on my own two feet.

I shuffle along, guided by the hand on my arm.

It’s going slow, and I constantly feel like I’m about to walk into a wall.

It’s like some fucked up trust game—is the faceless man going to steer you off a cliff?

After a minute that feels like ten, I hear a door open ahead of us.

“Step up,” the disembodied voice commands. “Stairs.”

One foot in front of the other, I begin to climb the steps.

Our shoes echo in the stairwell, countless feet stomping in near rhythm as we ascend.

Up and up we climb. It feels like we’re marching into the belly of the beast.

I can’t believe it’s come to this.

I think of myself the way I was just a single day ago. Engaged to a suitable man, receiving an award years in the making. Hell, I’m supposed to get married today.

This is definitely not the way I imagined this trip.

Or my life, for that matter.

Logically, I know that I should be thinking ahead, trying to figure a way out of this mess. My mind is somewhere else entirely, though, firmly rooted in the past.

We stole a fucking Celine Dion impersonator—a ladyboy, no less.

We were cursed by Buddhist monks.

Somewhere down the line, we came up with the brilliant idea of hustling the Bangkok mafia—the same mafia ran by a man whose face I accidentally squirted on.

Yeah, it’s safe to say we’re total fuck-ups.

With all of that, though, all of the insanity and bullshit, my memory still fails me.

I don’t know exactly what we did last night. The only thing that’s really clear is Lock.

Even now, I can fucking see him, smiling up at me, face framed by my thighs.

I can’t remember ninety percent of the last day. I can’t recall so much as one helpful bit of information right now.

But I can remember the feel of his kiss with painful clarity. Just like I can call to mind flawless images of him naked.

For fuck’s sake, I can even remember the way his come tasted in my mouth.

How exactly I managed to ruin my life, though—that remains foggy.

I feel betrayed by my own fucking brain.

Not to mention that bitch, Drunk Sammi. Fuck, I hate her.

I’m thinking there may be something to that when I hear yet another door open ahead.

Even confined to darkness, I know we’ve reached the exit.

The smells of Bangkok filter down to me, stronger than I remember them being.

The asphalt and oil, searing meat and boiling vegetables. Maybe it’s because I’m short one of my senses, but I feel like I can smell every grimy detail.

The hand is at my back again, urging me forward.

This time, though, I can’t will myself to obey.

We’re at the mercy of the fucking Bangkok mafia! Who knows where they’re taking us? Not to mention what will happen once we arrive.

“Move!” the disembodied voice of a man shouts.

I plant my feet.

I hear him curse in Thai and steel myself for whatever comes next.

The blow I’m imagining never lands.

Instead, I feel myself being lifted from my feet, cradled like a bride about to cross the threshold.

“Put me down!” I scream, wriggling wildly.

“Sammi!” Percy yells from up ahead.

I know it’s pointless, but I can’t seem to help myself.

I thrash and kick, screaming into the bag that blinds me.

Again, I hear the don’s laughter. Again, hands tighten around me like a vice.

“Motherfucker!” I scream.

Up ahead, I hear the familiar sound of a car door opening, immediately followed by a second.

“Hey,” Becky yells. “Watch the hands!”

I hear Liam’s growl. It’s practically feral, promising violence.

Somehow, the sound stills me, driving the panic from my brain.

Obviously, this isn’t working. I’m not going to escape.

Even if it were possible, though, how could I? My friends would still be here, bound and bagged, headed off to God knows where.

How the hell could I leave them now?

I relax into my captors arms, resigned to whatever comes next.

I’m nowhere near giving up. Quite the opposite, in fact.

But if there’s a way out of this mess, we’ll have to find it together.

I feel myself being lowered. Cold, ridged metal now beneath me.  Up ahead, an engine roars to life, its vibrations racing through the steel.

I hear breathing all around me, surprisingly steady given the circumstances.

It feels good, knowing they’re all here.

The van begins to move, throwing me back against the doors as it does.

I lean my head back, feeling cold glass even through the bag.

Where to now?

Just like that, we’re off.


Chapter 19

 

Lock

1:35 PM SATURDAY

 

I never thought I would end up back here again. And after the events of last night, I really don’t want to be back here again.

But I have no choice.

I have to save Sammi from some very pissed off gangsters.

Now granted, I did kind of put her into this situation to begin with. I can own up to that. I’m nothing if not honest about owning up to when I fuck up.

But—in my defense—who the fuck goes back to a seedy, underground gambling den run by the Thai mafia?

I give my tuk-tuk driver the money for the ride, and he takes off like a bat out of hell.

Can’t blame him, really. This area of Bangkok isn’t the most savory. Hell, it’s downright dangerous.

But that’s what makes it fun.

I’m the bad boy of marine biology. Danger and fun go hand-in-hand for me.

Free diving with great white sharks? Fuck yes!

Go wading through the waters of the Congo and see if I can feed a goliath tigerfish by hand? Sign me the fuck up.

But to risk Sammi’s life—and those of her friends’—is something I won’t do.

The woman is my wife, after all.

I stroll up to the counter, and I’m greeted by the Thai love child of Gucci Mane and Justin Bieber.

The guy’s skinny jeans are so tight that I can tell his little cocktail sausage of a dick is being crushed by the peanuts he calls balls.

“Yo, man, what can I do for you?”

The way he enunciates his words has me thinking he’s watched way too many Tyrese movies.

“Hey, mate. I need in downstairs. There are some people here I need to see.”

“Sorry, man. We only have food. No downstairs here.”

I get it. This place is meant to be some big secret. It’s an illegal, underground gambling den run by the fucking mob. Of course it’s supposed to be some big secret.

And I know that in order for me to get in, I’m supposed to give this guy some cryptic phrase or make some special order from the menu. But there’s a problem with that.

I don’t fucking remember what it is.

When we showed up last night, it was Becky’s man, Liam, who had done all the talking. The bloke knew just what to say to get us down there.

I was impressed by his knowledge of the Bangkok underground gambling scene. And mate has one hell of a talent for gambling. Like, Stephen Hawking kind of gifted.

And if I had been paying any amount of attention last night, I’d likely remember what it was that he said or did to get us inside.

But hindsight is 20/20 right?

And I don’t have Liam here to get me in.

Or do I?

“Hold on a moment, mate. I’ll be right with you.”

Gucci Bieber gives me the stink eye, I think. It could just be his normal facial expression. It’s hard to tell.

I pull my phone from my pocket and give Sammi a ring right away. If she’s here, then she can just come up, and we can leave. If she hasn’t arrived yet, then I can just meet them outside and stop her from coming in.

Solid options, right?

Just one problem with that.

Sammi’s phone keeps going to voicemail.

And now I’m one part worried and one part angry.

“Hey, mate. Did a woman with long dark hair, green eyes, and amazing tits come through here with a group of people? One of them had pink hair? Another was a blonde. There would have been a married couple with them. English bloke and a cute redhead.”

Lil Thai Thug gives me a look that tells me that he knows exactly who I’m talking about. And the look on his face is one I’ve seen on my own when I think about Sammi’s tits.

This is great news, right? Means that they were—or are—here. It’s perfect.

Wrong!

“Sorry, homie. Can’t help you.”

Now, my blood is boiling.

I’m properly pissed off. And mate, let me tell you, being the subject of my anger is not a good place to be.

“Look, homie, I know that you’ve seen them. So just tell me where they are, or I’m going to smash your face open. You feel me?”

I get it. I don’t look intimidating in the slightest right now. Sure, I’m an imposing man. I’m 1.9 meter tall—that’s 6’3 for you Yanks—and weigh 100 kg—which is 220 pounds, in case you’re wondering. I’m built like a fucking Greek god of old. I know this.

But I’m also dressed in these weird, baggy MC Hammer parachute harem pants and a shirt so gaudy that it looks like something Michael Jackson wore on tour back in the 80’s.

I get it. I’m not the picture of someone you should take seriously right now.

So the fact that the guy behind the counter is laughing at me and doesn’t at all look intimidated is understandable.

But now, that means I’m really going to have to kick his ass. Which—if I’m being totally honest here, mate—I’m actually looking forward to.

“Go eat a bag of dicks, whitey.”

He’s starting to laugh again when I reach across the counter and grab him by the collar of his shirt. His eyes go wide in surprise. The little fucker wasn’t expecting me to grab him.

I pull him over the counter with one hand, which is pretty easy to do since he only weighs about the same as fucking toddler. I grab him by the throat and slam him against the counter.

“You had better fucking tell me where my wife is, mate. Or this gets very messy, very fast.”

The tough guy isn’t so tough anymore, and I hear the sound of his urine hitting the tile floor.

“Downstairs. I show you.”

“Thanks, mate.”

I let him go and he begins leading me toward the back of the joint.

He opens up the walk-in freezer door that leads down to the den below. I give him a small pat on the back.

“Good job, mate. You can go now.”

I hope that when I reach the bottom, I’m going to see Sammi and her people gambling away and enjoying themselves. I hope that she tells me she ignored my calls as payback.

Only I don’t see Sammi or the others.

Bloody fucking hell.

I go room to room in the hopes of catching them in the middle of some high stakes game.

They’re nowhere to be seen.

But I know they’re here. Or were.

I walk up to the bar and wave over the cute bartender behind it. Judging from the look on her face, I could probably ask her to fuck on this bar, and she’d be down for it.

Hell, if I wasn’t a married man, I’d probably see if she was up for it.

“Hey, love. I’m looking for some friends of mine. Bigger girl with pink hair. An English bloke and his wife. There’s a blonde. And a girl with long, dark hair.”

There’s a look of disappointment in her eyes—likely because I’m not hitting on her—but instead of answering me, she just points to some guy on the other side of the den.

The guy looks to be some kind of security.

I slip the woman a twenty for the tip.

The security guy looks me up and down.

He’s probably thinking I’m some Bangkok pimp. God knows I look like one.

“Hey, mate. I’m looking—”

“Fuck off.”

Well, that was fucking rude of him.

“Look, I’d rather not have to do this the hard way.”

“Fuck. Off.”

Okay, hard way it is.

I grab the guy by the collar of his suit jacket and slam him against the wall.

He’s yelling for help.

It’s time for a brawl now.

I drive my elbow into the face of the guy in front of me. He slumps down against the wall, knocked out cold.

His buddies are yelling threats at me in Thai.

I toss the first one I can grab aside into a slot machine.

I punch the second one in the face. He screams and holds his nose.

It’s broken.

I grab him by the throat and use my best superhero voice. “Where are my friends?”

“Boss took them.”

“When?”

“Only about five minutes ago.”

Are you fucking serious!? I missed them by five fucking minutes!

“Where did he take them?” I don’t have to, but I squeeze his throat for some good measure.

“Outside the city. Some waterfall.”

Waterfall outside the city?

I let go of the guy, and he runs away.

I’m smiling. It’s a smile big enough to make one think I’ve just won the lotto. Or close enough, in this case.

I know exactly where they are.

I actually have some exceptionally fond memories of that waterfall.

So fond that I can feel a twitch in my cock.

Not now, mate. Later. Save the girl first.

Then get laid.


Chapter 20

 

Sammi

1:52 PM SATURDAY

 

I’m trying to be calm, but when you’re held at gunpoint, have a black bag thrown over your head, and stuffed into the back of a truck with no idea where you’re being taken, there’s just no way to be completely calm and composed.

Not to mention how this is all fucking Lock’s fault. I’m paying for something I’m pretty sure he did.

If I get out of this, I’m pulling his fucking scrotum up over his head and kicking him down a flight of stairs. How could he let this happen?

The truck stops, and I can hear people talking, but it’s in Thai.

A beam of sunlight hits my face through the hood over me as I hear the back door slide open.

I’m also hit with that familiar, nauseating humidity.

As much as being kidnapped sucks, the one perk was escaping from the overwhelming Bangkok heat. But I can kiss that goodbye as I’m getting pulled from the back of the truck by small, rough hands that no doubt belong to the Thai gangsters who have kidnapped us.

As I’m being marched, I hear the sound of the roaring waterfall. The sound of the water tickles something in the back of my mind.

I’ve been here before.

The bag is pulled from my head, and I have to squint my eyes to stop myself from being blinded by the sun’s intense rays.

As my eyes adjust to the light, everything comes into clarity.

We’re all lined up in a row, bounded and flanked by a handful of gangsters. Each one is carrying a UZI in their hands.

How fucking stereotypical can you get as a mobster? They’re each stone-faced, ready for orders to come through for them as needed.

Before us is this majestic waterfall that’s so eerily familiar, it gives me butterflies.

It’s a beautiful sight to see. The water is crashing down into a pool of water that looks as clear as a warm bath. It leads up to small sandy shore and—

Wait a second…are those wedding decorations?

“What the fuck is going on here?”

None of the prick gangsters answers me. Of course.

I look down the line to see that Percy, Becky, Mysti, and Liam all seem to be as confused as I am.

I was expecting that we were going to drive out to some field in the middle of nowhere or some abandoned shack to be shot in the head.

Instead, we’re standing before some truly beautiful and romantic scenery. Percy nudges me, and I see the Thai mob boss from before.

He points at our bounded hands and a couple of his people free us. I rub my wrists and look over the guy.

He’s dressed in a tuxedo—which does look good—and is looking in my direction with a shit-eating grin on his face.

Oh, fuck no. Now I get it. He walked in on me and Lock, and I squirted all over his face. 

And now he wants to fucking marry me.

He doesn’t want me dead. He wants me as his fucking wife.

“It brings joy to my heart to see you all again.” He sounds more like a used car salesman than a gangster. “And I am so pleased that you can be here today to join in on this most amazing moment.”

“Look, buddy,” I interject. “You look sharp and all, but we are not getting married. I’m sorry if last night gave you the wrong impression, but we are not happening. Personally, I can assure you—I would make a terrible wife.”

He looks at me like I just told him that one plus one equals six. He gives his men a look, and they shrug in response.

“You? Why the fuck would I want to marry you?” he says as he cackles to himself.

And now I’m thoroughly fucking confused.

Wait a second. If it’s not me he wants to marry, then…

“It is her.” He points to Percy.

All of us are looking at Percy now to see her reaction. And as much as I feel bad for her, I feel a whole lot more relieved that it isn’t me that he wants to marry.

Mob boss would likely be a better husband than Eggsy, though. So I’ll give him that.

“Sweetie, I hate to burst your giant bubble, but we’re not getting married, either. Thanks for the offer, but that’s a hard pass from me,” Percy says.

You know what kind of man doesn’t take rejection well?

Well, all of them really, but right now the only one I’m worried about is the Thai mob boss who’s looking like Percy just insulted his very existence.

“Percy, love, what are you doing? Just marry the bloke. We’ll get this sorted out later,” Liam suggests in what he thinks is a subtle whisper of advice that isn’t so subtle at all.

“Nope. Fuck that. I’m done with this shit. Like, super done. I’m ready to go home,” Percy replies, having none of it.

Our love-struck captor is ordering his men around in Thai.

He’s embarrassed and now thoroughly pissed off as a result.

“I’m not having a good day, ladies,” he informs us. “In fact—I didn’t have a very good night, either. My casino was hustled for over a million baht—”

We all look over at Liam, who looks all too pleased with himself.

“I was squirted on by a foul-mouthed slut—”

At least I have the dignity to blush.

“And someone kidnapped my best joint-rolling monkey—so I’m not in the mood to be told no right now.”

I’m fairly certain that I know what’s coming next. The armed Thai gansters put us all down on our knees.

For the second time today, I feel the barrel of a gun against the back of my head.

I’m fighting back tears right now. This is some incredibly heavy shit. I’m about to die. For real. And there’s nothing I can do to about it.

And it’s all because of Lock. And Liam. And okay, maybe a little bit because of me.

And well, fuck, because of Percy, too!

“One last chance, my lovely pink cherry blossom,” the gross man persists, growling. “Marry me.”

“There is no way she’s going to say yes, hon,” Mysti pipes up. “Y’see, I’m officially cursed, which means there’s no way out of this. So I’m afraid you’re just going to have to kill us, and I’d prefer if you got along with it.”

Oh, for the love of god, Mysti. This is not the fucking time.

“Yeah,” Percy agrees. “I’d literally rather die.”

“Percy!” I yell. “Seriously? You’re going to let us all die over this? Have you ever heard of a divorce?”

The rejected mobster is yelling out orders to his men.

My life is now flashing before my very eyes.

I’m so zoned out right now that I don’t even notice the sharp whistling noise before the loud BANG!

I hear the loudest, shrillest, bitch-like scream I have ever heard in my life. I’m sure it’s Mysti.

Except I look down the line to see that it was Liam.

“What? I was bloody frightened, alright?” he shouts to defend himself.

Wait a second. We aren’t dead.

We hear another BANG!

The mob boss and goons are looking up into the sky. I follow their gaze and see another firework explode.

Now I’m even more confused.

Why the fuck are their fireworks going off in the middle of the day? Did the Thai mobster set them on a timer to go off when he and Percy got married?

Another fireworks explodes in this really pretty green and purple.

“That’s really pretty,” Percy comments. We all continue to watch in shock and delight, lackeys included.

The roaring sound of a motorcycle approaching makes me whip my head around, and I’m  relieved beyond explanation at the sight.

It’s Lock. Riding in like some damn action hero.

I don’t know where or how he got the motorcycle. And I don’t know how he even knew we were here.

Honestly, I’m just happy that he’s here.

He slams the tail end of the motorcycle into one of the mobster’s lackeys and hops off. I feel his strong arms around me, and he puts me over his shoulder.

Liam and the others get up to their feet and knock over some of the mobsters. They’re heading for the truck.

“Hang on, Sammi.”

He doesn’t have to tell me twice.

I wrap my arms around him, and I hold on as if my life depended on it. Because—let’s face it—it does depend on it.

“How the fuck did you find us? And why are you dressed like ladyboy pimp?”

“Long story. I’ll brief you when we’re not being shot at.”

I’ve never been shot at before in my life. Never. Closest to a gun that I’ve handled has been a harpoon.

It is not as cool as it looks in movies. It is incredibly scary, and I do not recommend it to anyone.

The gunfire is getting distant now. I can finally begin to breathe again. I dare to look behind us, and I see the truck moving not far behind.

I can see Liam behind the wheel, too.

Oh, thank fuck they’re okay.

“You fucking asshole.” I punch Lock in the thigh. I like to think that it hurt, but he doesn’t even flinch or acknowledge that I just hit him. “This is all your fucking fault.”

“Can we discuss fault later, Sams? Now is not the time.”

But  my brain doesn’t care. Why should it? 

It’s not like I’m still in some sort of mortal danger or fleeing for my life from the fucking Thai mob or anything.


Chapter 21

 

Sammi

11:04 PM FRIDAY

 

Lock is naked and standing waist-deep in the water. Behind him is a haze of mist from the waterfall crashing into the pool of water. His body is gleaming in the moonlight from a mix of sweat and water.

He looks like a literal piece of fucking art.

His body looks sculpted from marble. His eyes look as though they were made from sapphires. His hair is that tinge of rustic gold you see on the horizon as the sun begins to rise. He’s like the Greek god Apollo descending from Olympus.

That’s not what pulls me in, though.

It’s the way he looks at me.

The lust. The desire. The want.

It’s real. It’s tangible.

One look sends my body into a whirlwind. And my cunt into a waterfall.

As I stare him up and down, I can’t help but smirk, knowing I’m going to suck every last drop from his cock that I can.

I shimmy out of my red dress. I pull the straps down sensually and shake my hips provocatively, just so I can see him squirm.

From just under the water, I can see his cock bouncing in delight.

My dress drops to my feet on the little sandy shore atop my heels, already sunken into the sand.

Naked and ready, I slowly wade into the water.

The cool wetness feels amazing on my skin—a most welcome break from the nauseating humidity that looms over this country.

“I told you it was a nice night for a swim,” Lock says in his cockiest voice. My eyes don’t deviate from his. Nor his from mine.

“It is. But I don’t want to swim, Lock,” I hint as I walk right into his arms.

His cock is stiff and rigid like granite.

It slides up against my stomach. The feeling of it pulsating against my skin gives me goosebumps.

I slip my hand down between us, my fingers wrapping around his massive member makes it throb more.

As I bring my mouth to his, kissing him hard and passionately, I claim his as my own, stroking firmly while we make out.

Without a word, I let him know that I own all of him.

“Someone is feeling mighty frisky,” he comments. His arms slowly move around my waist. “Didn’t get enough back at the den?”

“You know I didn’t.”

It’s true. We had only just gotten started when we had to leave. I’m not even remotely close to being sated.

“If you think I was going to be done with you so easily, then you’re marrying the wrong woman, Mr. Williams,” I tease him with another firm stroke of his cock.

“On the contrary. I think I’m marrying the only woman I could ever want to marry, future Mrs. Williams.”

Fuck, that sounds nice.

Mrs. Sammi Williams. It just rolls off the tongue.

The best part of this whole moment is that it’s just him and I.

No Percy. No Mysti May and her ladyboy. No Becky or Liam, either.

After the show back at that underground gambling den, they all decided it was best to lay low. Things did get pretty intense back there.

So now it’s just Lock and me. No distractions and no unwelcome guests to ruin the moment.

I get to do every dirty, raunchy thing that I can think of, or that I’ve been dying to do all night.

I’m feeling adventurous.

I’m feeling the alcohol.

Most of all, I’m feeling incredibly fucking naughty.

“Lock,” I whisper into his ear, standing on the tips of my toes. “I want to suck your cock dry. I want to taste and claim every last drop of you.”

A trickle of precum swells from the tip of his cock and drops onto my hand.

I’m licking my lips already in anticipation of feeling him throb against the back of my throat. My grip on his cock is tightening while I’m pulling him close to shore.

We’re out a bit too deep for what I want to do. I lure him closer and closer to the water’s edge.

I drop to my knees.

His cock is stiff before me and pointing perfectly at my mouth.

Little droplets fall from his perfectly thick cock into the pool. Some of it water, and some of it definitely precum.

I’m not about to see another drop wasted.

Promptly, I wrap my lips around the tip of his cock. My hands reach up from the water and wrap around the base of his shaft. I squeeze tightly, sliding my hands toward my lips so that I can milk every last lingering drop.

My head pulls back and a loud Pop! noise sounds when his dick is freed from my lips. I look up at him, smiling and biting my lip as his hand strokes through my hair.

“I want you to fuck my face, Lock. No holds barred. Fuck it good and hard.”

My words catch him off guard.

How about that? I’ve left Lachlan fucking Williams speechless.

His lips part like he’s going to speak, but I’m tired of waiting.

My inner slut is yelling at me to swallow his cock.

And I’m about to. I’m ready to force him so far down my throat I can’t breathe.

But he stops me, pulling me up from my knees.

“Let’s try something different, Sams.”

Different? What’s with him right now?

“What do you have in mind?” I ask, puzzled.

I’m so fucking horny. I trying to grab his cock again, but he takes my hands in his and stops me.

The fucker is teasing me. Hard.

The raunchy, slutty voice in the back of my mind is yelling at me right now, and my pussy is throbbing for his cock. I’m so horny, I’m fucking squirming.

My mind is going a million miles a minute, but when he lifts me up into his arms and kisses me, I’m swept away, and my mind is a blank slate.

He’s pulling me deeper into the water again. Taking control.

It’s not until I feel the waterfall come crashing down against us that I realize just how far we’ve moved.

I feel my ass touch against a cool, wet rock and his hands against the side of my face.

He pulls his lips slowly from mine. I want more.

I lean forward to keep kissing his addictive lips, but his hands stop me.

“Let’s just really enjoy this moment, Sammi. Look at where we are.” The tone of his voices carries this great softness. Even his touch—though firm—is still tender. “It’s just you and me in this amazing country underneath a waterfall. This is all ours right now.”

The way he looks at me right now is beyond simple lust and desire.

That’s true love in his eyes.

This man is fucking perfect.

I nod and take in the beautiful sights around us as he begins to lower himself down between my thighs.

He pulls one leg up over his shoulder, and both of his hands rest upon my legs.

The familiar feeling of his lips against my clit make my stomach clench.

He’s so fucking good with his tongue. I grit my teeth and scrape my nails into the rocks I’m leaned against while he takes me with his mouth.

I reach down with one hand to his head. His silky, wet hair glides between my fingers as easily as his tongue glides over my wet cunt.

It’s intense—it’s always intense—but there’s tenderness this time around that adds a new layer to the dynamic between us.

My tongue slides out over my lips, and I lean my head back against the rocks behind me.

Through the falling water, I see the stars sparkling in the cloudless sky above.

“Lock?”

He hums against me in response, offering a slight vibration to the mix.

“Thank you for bringing me here. For showing me all of this.”

I feel the pressure from his lips on my clit give way, and he stands before me.

“I will bring you here every day for the rest of eternity, if you so wish it.”

And part of me fucking does want it. I love it. And—unlike scrambled Eggsy—I know that Lock will only ever want me. I know that I will always feel wanted and loved.

And who doesn’t want that?


Chapter 22

 

Lock

11:24 PM FRIDAY

 

The water is cascading over my shoulder as I look down at Sammi. She’s naked as the day she was born, dripping wet—in more ways than one—and she’s the absolute picture of perfection. Her long brown locks cling to her tits, and her deep pink nipples stand out, inviting me to take a bite.

So I do.

“Ah!” Sammi moans, grabbing my hair and pulling me tight to her chest. I glide my hand up her back until it’s tangled in her hair at the base of her head.

I reach up and kiss her passionately, our tongues dancing together.

She wants me to lose control. I can feel her trembling beneath my hands—and it’s not because she’s cold. It’s because she’s so incredibly hot. Hot for me.

I press my rock-hard cock up against her pussy, letting it glide back and forth over the opening as I continue to kiss her.

“Lock,” she moans against my lips. “Please.”

“Good things come to those who wait, darl.”

“I don’t want to wait.” She raises her hips to meet my cock, but I pull back to prevent it from sliding in.

“Well, tough. I’m in charge here. Don’t worry, I’m gonna ravish you, I promise. I’m gonna make you cum over and over again.” I nip her bottom lip in between my teeth and gently flick my tongue over it.

“And then?” She purrs as she reaches down and begins stroking me. She’s a fucking temptress.

“Then I’m gonna make you my wife.” Her eyes lock with mine. They’re glimmering in the moonlight, reflecting nothing but me. I see a wide range of emotion in them. Excitement, hesitation, happiness and at the forefront of it all—desire.

Not breaking eye contact, I slide my cock into her pussy. Slowly. No need to rush this time, even if she is squirming and begging for it.

When I’m all the way in, with my hips flush with hers, I lean in and kiss her tenderly. I want to show her just how fucking serious I am about making her my wife. About loving only her for the rest of my life.

Hell, I’ve already been head over heels for her the last three years. She doesn’t need to know that, though.

She wraps her legs around me, pulling me close and running her hands up and down my abs. Her hips are gyrating, slowly but steadily. She throws her head back, and I lean down to kiss and suck on her neck.

I drag my tongue down her neck, licking water droplets from her smooth skin. I gently nip at her collarbone and pinch her left nipple, rubbing it back and forth between my fingers.

She cries out, and her pussy clamps down on my cock as she climaxes.

I start thrusting, keeping the pace steady but maintaining full control. It’s not long before her second orgasm rocks her body and she’s clawing at me. I feel her fingertips digging into my back, gripping tight as she leans back.

I pick up the pace, thrusting harder. “You feel so fucking good. I love the way it feels when you cum all over me,” I growl in her ear, grabbing her earlobe with my teeth. Her moans and hips are working to coax me on, but I don’t want to cum yet.

“Oh god, Lock!” I love the sound of my name escaping her mouth in the throes of ecstasy. Her cheeks are flushed, and her eyes half-lidded, but she’s never looked sexier.

Fuck Eggs. He doesn’t truly know just how amazing of a person Sammi is.

Sure, she can be annoyingly fucking headstrong. She’s all about logic—at least, until the tequila kicks in.

She makes me want to rip my hair out sometimes—okay, most times. And, yes, she’s forgotten every time we’ve fucked.

Then there’s that irritating way she calls me Crocodile Dundee. That’s one nickname I’d care never to hear again.

But she’s also an incredible work rival. She throws herself into her research and keeps pace with me as if it were nothing but a stroll in the park. She’s gorgeous, intelligent, and has a killer fucking bod.

Plus she’s a goddess in bed. I mean balls-to-the-wall passion. I’ve never fucked a woman that could hold a candle to Slammin’ Sammi; she’s at the top of my list by a long margin, and it’s no small sample size, that’s for fucking sure.

I grab her hips and hoist her off the rock, sliding her ass up and down my length. Looking down at me, she smiles. Her hair falls over my face, creating a curtain, and our lips come together.

I can feel everything she’s feeling in her passionate kiss. No words need to be said. Instead of professing my love, I show it. I deepen the kiss as I increase my movements.

The passion and desire between us is palpable. Our skin pressed together is the very embodiment of electricity. I’ve never felt this way about a woman before, and I never will again.

I knew it three years ago. I know it now.

Sure, some of this unbridled passion is the result of one very potent bottle of tequila, but there’s also something real between us. I can tell she’s feeling it, too.

Sammi is very honest with herself when she’s drunk. She lets loose, lets herself enjoy life, and goes after what she wants. And what she wants is not just my cock, though I’m more than happy to give it to her every time.

What she wants is me. She just won’t acknowledge that truth. Otherwise, why do we keep ending up in bed together?

Or in an alleyway, underneath a waterfall, in an aquarium? I’m what she desires.

“So…your wife, huh?” She flicks her tongue over my lips, before kissing my nose. “We’re really going to do this?”

“You betcha. I’ve got you right here in my arms, and I’m not gonna let you go. You’re gonna be Mrs. Williams. My bride.”

“Sweet talker.”

“Only for you, beautiful. Gotta make an honest woman out of you somehow,” I smirk.

Now I’m at the cusp of my desire, my cock is throbbing, and hers is clenching me tight, sucking me in like a fucking snapper.

I lean her back against the rock, throw her legs up on my shoulders. With one hand on her shoulder, I drive into her over and over again.

Harder.

Faster.

Each thrust is bringing me closer to my release, and I’m focused solely on her.

I grab her chin, forcing her to face me. “Look at me. I want to see your gorgeous fucking face when I cum.” She grins, panting, and I can feel her tightening around me.

“Lock! Don’t stop! God, don’t stop! Please!”

I pull her up, kissing her hard as I rock against her.

Fuck, this is the best sex I’ve ever had.


Chapter 23

Sammi

2:16 PM SATURDAY

 

Lock pulls the motorcycle over just outside of Bangkok, and it’s not a moment too soon. I don’t wait for him to say anything or even turn off the bike. I’ve fucking had it.

I jump off the bike and immediately start pacing.

The stress of this trip is already getting to me. I just wanted to enjoy one night out to celebrate my award and have one last hurrah before I tied the knot.

But, nooooooo.

“Seriously, what the fuck, Lock?” I reel around on him. “Every time you’re around, shit happens. Every. Fucking. Time. Why is it that at every conference or ceremony, you’re there?”

“In case you forgot, darl, we work in the same field,” he shrugs, finally hopping off the bike himself.

“Yeah, we do, but do you know how many other people work in the same field that I don’t see on a regular basis? I swear it’s like you’re stalking me.”

It’s the truth. I always see him. It’s like he materializes out of thin air and into the barstool next to me, bottle of tequila in hand.

Like a fucking genie that can’t get enough of me rubbing his lamp.

His long, hot la—

GAAAAH! Sammi, stop it!

“Really, Sammi? You’re going to fucking play it like that?”

“Play it like what, Lock?” I throw my hands up in the air.

“Me, stalking you? Not by a long shot. I’ve got women falling all over me, in case you haven’t noticed. If I end up at your side every fucking time we’re in the same city, it’s because you want it that way.” He jabs a finger at my chest accusingly.

I can’t help but laugh as I smack his finger away. “Yeah, I don’t think so. Maybe if you crawled out of your own ass once in a while, you’d see that you’re not all that fabulous.”

“That’s why you end up in bed with me each time, screaming my name over and over, right?” He smirks, and memories of last night under the waterfall pop into my mind.

Hot, passionate sex with water flowing behind us. The look on Lock’s face as he pounded me relentlessly.

No, no, no, no, no! Not right now!

“I—”

“And it wasn’t just once, Sammi. It’s all the fucking time. We’ve fucked on multiple occasions, and I’ve given you multiple orgasms each time.”

“Obviously, it’s not that memorable, because I don’t fucking remember any of it!”

Of course, I’m lying. The flashbacks have been coming fast and hard, much like the way we fucked last night. I can still feel the heat of his stiff, massive cock in me.

He doesn’t need to know that, though.

For a moment, I swear I see the hurt on his face. Lock is one to wear a mask; he doesn’t always let his true feelings shine through.

But just like that, his cool exterior is back in the blink of an eye. Must’ve been my imagination.

“It’s because you don’t want to remember, right? It’s so fucking easy to blame it on the tequila, but the fact is you don’t remember, because you don’t want to. God forbid you experience fun for once in your sober fucking life.”

“Fun? I have lots of fun, Lock. Without you. I don’t need you to have fun.”

“Really, fun with Egghead, perhaps?” He scoffs.

“His name is Eggbert. And yes, we have fun together. Why else would I marry him?”

“Because it’s the logical fucking thing to do, according to you. You’re so uptight in your day-to-day life that I’m surprised I could fit my cock up your ass. And I did do that by the way.” A knowing smirk spreads across his face.

“Wha—” I subconsciously rub my ass. Yeah, we might’ve done something like that. “What’s wrong with being logical?”

“Logic has a time and place, darl, but it’s not meant to rule your life. I highly doubt you have fun with that scrambled idiot. He’s a pompous ass, and you’re so much fucking better than he is.”

“You’re just jealous, because I’m here telling you that I don’t want you. I don’t bow to your feet like all the other women in your life.”

“No, I’m pissed because you won’t let yourself fucking be happy!” His normally bright green eyes are now dark with anger. “Is that any way to fucking live? At least when you’re with me and a bottle of tequila, you break out of that stick and have fun! And for what it’s worth, you have bowed down to me… I’ve had you on your knees sucking my fucking cock!”

“That’s not—”

“And you fucking loved it. You loved sucking every last drop of cum down that sexy ass throat of yours like a cup of Maxwell House’s finest. Do you need receipts? Because I’ve got them darlin’!”

“Lock—”

“The first time was three years ago, right here in Bangkok…”

“Stop!” I don’t want to hear this right now. “Just stop it, already. There’s no point to this.”

I’ve been having fucking flashbacks of hot sex with Lock for hours. The floodgates are threatening to open just thinking about it.

But I can’t let this get under my skin. After all, I am getting married.

“Why should I? You may not remember, but I do. And to be honest, I’m getting pretty sick and fucking tired of you forgetting. This has been our deal for years, Sammi. Years.” He takes a step closer to me, but I take one back.

“We’ve done it in an alley, in an aquarium, in the water…”

“Al-right! What do you want me to say?”

“I don’t want you to say anything. I want you to stop fucking denying the time we’ve spent together. I want you to realize that you can let yourself be free to live your life without having to be off your face.”

His eyes are searching mine, and I can tell he’s serious. Honestly, though, I don’t want to deal with this shit right now.

“I want you to stop being afraid and start embracing who you really are.”

“I’m not afraid of who I am, Lock. Never have been, never will be. Who I am is Sammi Brighton, and I am marrying Eggbert. You may not like it, but it’s not your decision to make.”

It’s only one in the afternoon, and this entire day has gone to the fucking dogs.

It’s hot, I’m sticky and pissed, and I just want to get away from this.

From Bangkok.

From Lock.

Because right now, my mind isn’t thinking straight, and I have no idea what the logical next step is here.


Chapter 24

 

Lock

2:20 PM SATURDAY

 

She just stares at me, a look of confusion on her gorgeous face. I know I’ve said too much at once. I know she’s probably overwhelmed.

I mean, hell, she is supposed to be getting married today.

I can’t find it in me to regret a fucking word, though.

An enormous weight has been lifted since the moment I called her out. I’ve been carrying this shit around for way too long.

Really, I only wish I had said it sooner. Maybe if I had spoken up three years ago, we never would have gotten into this mess.

If I’d shown her the truth, we might be somewhere else entirely. Instead, I kept my fucking mouth shut. I let her forget.

I let her get engaged to fucking Eggbert.

Well, fuck Eggbert and fuck forgetting. I didn’t forget. I just walked around, head swarming with memories of her.

The way she tastes, the way she laughs when she’s actually happy, and the way she looks when she’s coming on my cock.

Yeah, I sure as fuck won’t ever forget that.

This time, I’m not going to let her forget, either. I move before she has time to think.

That’s the real problem here: Sammi’s always fucking thinking. Always calculating and rationalizing.

Enough.

Enough logic. Enough practicality.

My hands lock around her waist, pulling her to me in a rush. My mouth crashes against hers before she has time to speak.

I put everything into this kiss.

All my frustration, my pent-up feelings…all the love I feel for this ridiculous fucking woman. I kiss her like I’ve lost my damn mind.

Probably because I have.

But whose fault is that?

Her body tenses the moment my lips find hers, every inch of her tightening in surprise. I swear to God I can feel her fucking mind working.

I just kiss her harder, doing everything in my power to drive the damn thoughts away. I want her here, with me, nowhere else.

Let’s face it. Calm, rational Sammi has never gone for what she really wants. It’s a different girl entirely that I’m trying to lure out now.

I almost can’t believe it when I feel her relax. When her lips begin to move against mine, I finally have the confidence to loosen my grip around her and just coexist, letting our mouths dance together.

Fucking Sammi Brighton is kissing me back, and she’s not even drunk.

I’ve never felt this from her sober. I’ve never so much as tasted her tongue without the lingering flavor of tequila.

There’s not a trace of it now, though.

I’ve gotta say, even without the heavy tang of liquor, Sammi tastes fucking amazing. I pull her harder against me, desperately trying to eliminate any space.

Between us, I can feel my cock begin to throb. I wouldn’t have thought it possible, but I want her now more than ever.

I fucking need her.

I release my frantic grip from her waist, letting my hands slide upward. My fingers glide over her ribs, settling on her unbelievable tits.

The way she feels makes me crazy.

Always has.

Despite the fact that she’s kissing me back, I’m still surprised when her hands begin to move as well.

They find my hips, fingers digging into my skin.

I most definitely should have spoken up three years ago.

I can’t actually believe how easy it was to break through to her, and I’m kicking myself for not trying sooner.

Her hands slide down, over my belt, trailing across my pants, into my pocket.

My fingers are in her hair, my tongue is in her mouth as her hand glides against my cock, mere fabric separating us.

I push against her, wanting her to feel every inch of my throbbing cock. Needing her to feel what she does to me.

She breaks contact so quickly, I almost continue kissing thin air.

That’s all I fucking need.

“Sammi,” I choke out, “look, darl—”

She raises her hand, cutting me off mid-sentence.

There’s a look on her face that I haven’t seen before. Some kind of elaborate play of mixed emotions. I have no idea what to make of it.

Maybe it’s because all the blood is still rushing to my cock, or maybe I really am just that enamored with her…but it takes me a ridiculously long time to figure it out.

As it is, it’s only the sound of jangling coming from her hand that clues me in.

I look down at myself, seeing the fabric of my now inside-out pocket.

It stands erect, a sad imitation of my throbbing dick.

It’s like the world’s worst magic trick.

That little sneak.

So the only reason she kissed me back was to get into my pocket.

The pocket where I keep my keys, of course.

“Sammi…”

“Nope!” she says, turning towards my bike.

She swings her leg over, hands gripping the handles like a pro.

I could probably stop her, but I’m a little distracted by how sexy she looks straddling my ride.

Reminds me of all the times she’s straddled—

The engine roars to life, cutting my thoughts short.

“FUCK! Sammi, wait!”

She doesn’t even turn to look. She just pulls on the throttle and speeds away. Leaving me alone once again.

Surprise, surprise.

I growl in frustration.

I kick up some dust.

Really, there’s not much else I can do.

I’m now standing on the streets of Bangkok, minus Sammi and a bike.

Though I guess you can’t count out the raging hard on. I’ve still got that.

My mind has fully processed the fact that Sammi ran off.

My cock on the other hand, he’s still holding out hope.

I can’t help myself. I start to laugh.

Fucking Sammi.

Sammi has now turned me into a guy who stands on the sidewalk, laughing at thin air while his cock threatens to rip through his jeans.

I’ll probably be arrested any moment now.

The idea just makes me laugh harder.

By the time I’ve gotten myself back under control, I’ve received more than a few curious stares.

On the plus side, though, I can once again think straight.

To be honest, once I’ve thought it through, I’m not even a little bit mad.

Sammi just made out with me to steal my motorcycle.

Which is many things, not the least of which is fucked up. Also, though, it’s impulsive, it’s irresponsible, it’s definitely fucking crazy…

In short, it’s everything that Sammi is not.

Not sober Sammi, anyway. Not before today.

The thought makes hope fucking soar in my chest.

Normal Sammi is nothing if not the picture of practicality. She’s calm, she’s rational, she’s…well, she’s fucking infuriating is what she is.

Which means that the girl who just stole my bike for damn sure isn’t normal Sammi.

This girl is someone else entirely.

Bold, wild, rash.

This is the girl I love.

The g1irl who smiles while getting jabbed with a tattoo rod and licks the come off my fingers.

This is the real Sammi.

And without a drop of tequila on her breath to boot.

For the first time in a while, I’m feeling genuinely hopeful.

I start to walk, ignoring the stares of curious locals as I go.

I don’t want to get ahead of myself here, but I may have gotten through to her after all.

Something’s different, that’s for damn sure.

My feet move over the uneven pavement, kicking up dust motes as I go.

The smells of Bangkok mingle in the air, overwhelming yet somehow inviting.

A smile creeps across my face, and before I know it, I’m whistling.

Fucking Sammi.


Chapter 25

 

Sammi

2:35 PM SATURDAY

 

The bike growls and hums beneath me, sending vibrations through my arms.

I’m not traditionally the motorcycle type. Anyone with a brain and a search engine can tell you they’re very unsafe. Statistically speaking, definitely not worth the risk of climbing on one.

Strangely, though, being on one now feels totally right.

Maybe it’s just because of what’s behind me.

I absolutely refuse to give in to the tears threatening my eyes. No way in hell am I going to cry right now.

The past day has been a living hell, but through it all, I’ve maintained my composure.

I’m damn sure not about to cry now. Not because of Lachlan fucking Williams.

I pull harder on the throttle, hearing the engine roar in response. My thighs cling tightly to the steel.

The buildings all fly by in a blur, tires squealing in protest.

I twist even harder, feeling the tread catch on the cracked street.

I’m trying to forget—and failing miserably. Which is funny, given that Lock seems to think I’ve got a real knack for it.

This entire trip has become a disaster. One big fucking shit show.

Every time I learn something new, it only gets worse.

I’m still reeling in the wake of my own memories.

Not to mention the things that Lock just said.

Even the roar of the motorcycle can’t seem to drown them out. They play on a loop in my mind. Word for word.

While I’d definitely never admit it to him, I’m fucking hurt.

Sure, I’m also angry. Definitely confused.

Mostly though, I’m just hurt.

I try to focus on my anger, my outrage at his nerve. I hate that he acts the way he does, like he knows me.

Most of all, though, I hate the fact that he does.

That he’s right.

I have been holding myself back.

This isn’t some great big secret like he assumes it is, though. I behave the way I do, because I have no choice but to. It’s not something that he can ever truly understand.

Being a woman in my field is rough. There’s always some man there, just waiting for me to slip. Waiting for me to act the part of the irrational woman so that he can point and shout, “Told you!”

It may be the twenty-first century, but try telling that to scientists.

It’s a fucking boys club. Always has been.

Stepping foot into a lab is like traveling to the land where feminism never happened. If you’re a woman and you want to succeed there, you play your role.

I can’t let go. Ever.

If I do, I’ll never get another research project. Then it will all be for nothing.

It’s a constant struggle to maintain control.

And, okay, maybe I have taken it a bit far from time to time, but it got me where I am today.

It got me to that ceremony, award in hand.

Though that’s a hard thing to cling to, considering said award seems to have disappeared. One of many things lost in my drunken haze.

It got me Eggs.

But I’ve very likely lost that as well.

My hand aches, and I realize just how hard I’m squeezing the throttle.

I relax my grip with a force of will, breathing deeply as I do.

Maybe tearing around Bangkok while I figure this out isn’t the best of plans.

I pull off the road, killing the bike.

The silence is deafening, but I need it to think.

Hesitantly, I reach into my pocket, pulling out my phone.

I already know what’s waiting for me there, but I feel the need to check anyway.

Eggs.

There are literally dozens of missed calls from him.

It occurs to me for the first time that he may now be genuinely worried. I know I would be.

Even still, I’m not sure that I have the courage to put his mind at ease.

I check the clock. 1:20 p.m.

I’m supposed to meet up with Eggs in ten minutes for a late pre-wedding lunch.

The idea feels almost silly now, considering there may not even be a wedding.

Not after what I did.

A million images flash through my mind at the thought.

Memories of Lock.

After three years of trying to pretend he doesn’t exist, he’s now the sole occupant of my thoughts.

I can’t seem to escape him. He’s everywhere today.

Especially in my own head.

I see him smiling, laughing. I see light shining off of his naked body.

I’ll admit, I still feel a flush of heat at that last one.

Ten minutes until I’m supposed to meet up with my fiancé, and I’m practically wet at the thought of another man.

I’m the fucking worst.

And then there’s the matter of the actual wedding.

Can I even marry Eggs?

Did Lock and I go through with our own wedding?

My thoughts spin rapidly in circles, threatening to drive me mad.

I may or may not already be married. How am I supposed to go see Eggs?

I have no idea how I’ll even begin to explain this to him. Or, for that matter, if I should.

I revisit the memory of the monastery again. Reliving every detail: the tattoo, the blowjob. It’s like I’m there again.

Mostly though, I focus on the end.

On Lock, yelling for me to marry him, and me, the one down on my knees.

I still can’t believe that I said yes.

In the memory, though, I was so sure. That’s what really throws me.

I wanted to marry him.

To be his.

I don’t think that Eggs even crossed my mind.

Don’t even get me started on my guilt over that one.

I unlock my phone screen again, entering the name of the restaurant into my GPS. The one that Eggs is probably sitting at right now.

Waiting for me.

My phone responds immediately.

Ten minutes away.

I could make it. Hell, I’d actually even be on time.

My hand hesitates over the throttle, though, my heart picking up speed at the very thought of going there.

Lock’s words echo through my mind, stirring up thoughts I’d rather not ponder on.

Things like whether or not I’m just playing it safe by marrying Eggs.

Questions about my love for him.

I can see now that a large part of my life has been constructed purely for appearance. I’m just not sure exactly how much.

I sit for another minute, repeatedly running the same ground in my mind, getting no closer to any real answers.

I can practically feel my futures being divided, lines being drawn for all the possibilities there are.

Finally, I give up the ghost, starting the bike up again and pulling out onto the road.

I still have no idea where I’m going, but I feel sure I’ll know what to do when I arrive.


Chapter 26

 

Sammi

2:47 PM SATURDAY

 

I arrive at the restaurant even faster than I expected.

Bombay Blues, the sign reads. It’s written in sky blues and neon pinks that completely contrast with my current mood.

I almost ride past it, having to stop myself at the last moment.

This is definitely not the place for my confession. Let’s face it, though, they don’t make restaurants dreary enough for what I’ve come to say.

I almost ride past it, having to stop myself at the last moment.

It takes every ounce of my courage to pull up to the curb.

My heart’s beating just a hair too fast, and my hands tremble slightly as I loosen my death grip on the throttle.

I’ve made up my mind, though.

Now I just need to get my body to comply.

I’ve made some mistakes in the last twenty-four hours—to put it lightly.

Mistakes that I’ll just have to learn to live with.

Keeping them a secret from Eggs, however, is one mistake too many. So I’ve decided to come clean.

To unburden myself, as they say.

The fact that I’ll just be transferring the burden onto him isn’t lost on me. But it’s a hell of a lot better than the alternative.

I can’t lie to him for the rest of our lives.

I dismount the bike, legs shaking as I do, and head for the restaurant like a woman bound for the gallows.

This is going to hurt.

I don’t slow, though, not even to take a breath. If I pause now, I may never find the courage to continue.

Instead, I pull the door open, heading towards my fiancé and the toughest conversation of my life.

Eggs looks up from his phone the moment I enter the room, a strange, almost quizzical expression on his face.

I assume it’s due to my little disappearing act.

He doesn’t know the half of it.

“Sammi! You’re…here?” he says, actually sounding surprised.

He stands, hugging me tightly.

“I’m here.” I choke out, damn near suffocating in his embrace.

His enthusiasm makes me feel about a hundred times more guilty. Though there’s a note of reservation in his voice as well.

He pulls back from me, staring into my eyes, a question in his own.

“I’m sorry I haven’t been answering the phone,” I say. “It’s been a crazy day.”

He cocks his head at me, gesturing for us to sit.

“You could have at least sent a text,” he chides. “I’ve been worried.”

Now that I’m here, I have no idea how to proceed. Confessing seemed difficult in my head. In person, I can hardly make my mouth work.

Come on, Sammi. Don’t bitch out now.

“I know,” I say, finding my tongue again. “I had to figure some things out...”

Then I look at him.

Like, I really look at him.

“What happened to your nose?” I ask.

Not because I’m trying to stall, but because Eggs’ nose is the size and color of an eggplant. It’s bandaged up well enough that he’s either decided to indulge in a little Thai plastic surgery, or he’s recently seen the inside of an emergency room.

A strange look crosses his face, so quickly I’m not sure it was ever there.

“Tripped coming off the plane.” He looks away, and I feel double bad.

He’s probably embarrassed…and I just called attention to it.

Best to just get on with it, then.

“Sorry. I hope you, uh, feel better soon. Until then…this isn’t going to help, I know. There are some things I need to tell you,” I say, “some things I did. It might not be easy to hear, but—”

“It’s fine,” he cuts in.

He has no idea how far that is from true.

“No, Eggs, really. I need to tell you something.”

“Whatever it is, Sammi-poo, I don’t need to know. We both make mistakes—and I know you’ve been out with your party girl friends all night. Mistakes with those women are inevitable.”

I bite my tongue on a retort. I don’t like hearing my BFFs referred to as those women. And something about the way he says Sammi-poo has my hands balling up into fists. I’m not sure why, but it grates on me.

Even more than normal.

“Eggs…”

“Really, Sammi,” he says, forceful like a declaration. “I don’t want to hear it. Whatever it is, it’s not important.”

“But—”

“What is important is the wedding. In just a few short hours, you’ll be my bride. Once we’re married, nothing else will matter. Right?”

“No, Eggs.” I manage to choke out before I’m interrupted again.

This time, by his phone.

He holds up a finger to silence me.

God, I hate it when he does that.

Usually I’d complain, but today, I don’t think I really have the right.

He pulls his phone from his pocket, glancing at the caller ID and then quickly up at me.

“I have to take this,” he says, standing.

I’m not sure what could be more important than this, but again, I bite my tongue.

I definitely don’t have the right.

I watch him walk to the back, phone now pressed to his ear.

There’s no way in hell that I can marry Eggs without him knowing the truth. No matter how badly he wants to avoid it.

There are just some things that you can’t bring to a marriage with you.

Secrets about repeatedly hooking up with someone else are definitely among them.

And possibly having married someone else?

Fuck, no.

He has to hear this.

I watch him walk back to me, my resolve renewed. This time, he has to listen.

“I’ve gotta go,” he says.

Fuck.

“What do you mean? We just—”

This time he interrupts me with a rough kiss on the cheek.

“I know, I know, but I’ll see you tonight!” he calls, already walking away from me.

Son of a bitch!

“Eggs, wait!” I yell after him, standing to follow.

He’s out the door before I even manage to push my chair back, leaving me to stare after him in awe.

What the hell could be so important?

I briefly consider chasing after him, telling him everything anyway.

The mental images of me, running down the street, screaming that I fucked Lock, are enough to stop me.

So, I’ll tell him tonight then…

I can already feel my resolve withering, though. Getting up the courage to tell him was hard enough the first time.

I throw a tip down on the table. Unnecessary since we ordered nothing, but I consider it space rent.

There’s really nothing to do at this point but go back to the Golden Gun.

Maybe Percy will have some ideas.

I mean, she’ll definitely have ideas, but maybe she’ll have a good one, too.

I start in that direction, bypassing the motorcycle as I go.

Maybe walking will clear my head.

Of course, walking doesn’t really help, but at least I won’t run the risk of crashing. The way I’m feeling right now, it’s best not to operate heavy machinery.

I navigate the streets of Bangkok with relative ease now. This area, at least, is one I know. This is a good thing, because I’m so deep in thought, my body is functioning solely on auto-pilot.

By the time I reach the Golden Gun, I’m no closer to a solution.

Still, I smile as I walk into the room, seeing the gang all there.

It seems like no matter how shitty things get, their presence always helps.

I hug each of them in turn, glad they’re okay after the kidnapping fiasco.

Apparently, it takes more than an enraged mafia don to keep us down.

When I get to Percy, I all but collapse in her arms. My head resting on her enormous tits is at least somewhat of a comfort.

“What happened?” she asks, pulling me harder against her.

“I tried to tell Eggs, but he just wouldn’t let me!” I whine in irritation, words half smothered by her chest.

She doesn’t even complain, just holds me there like she’s my mother, and I’ve got the world’s worst scraped knee.

“Well, then maybe he doesn’t need to know.” She pats my back, totally driving home the mother illusion.

I pull back from her, needing to look her in the eyes.

“I don’t know what to do.”

She nods in understanding, snaking her fingers through mine.

“I mean, it’s not like I want to tell him. I’m fucking terrified to tell him. But, doesn’t he need to know? He’s about to marry me, for fuck’s sake.”

“Maybe. If he’s avoiding hearing it, though…”

“He doesn’t even know what he’s avoiding! I might already be married to Lock!” I half yell. “That’s definitely the kind of thing he needs to know.”

“Yeah,” she says, resigned, “kind of hard to get around that.”

Glad she sees my point, I continue, “Even if I could, though, how am I supposed to live with that? He obviously trusts me, and to marry him now would really be fucking him in the ass.”

I glance at her for confirmation, but Percy doesn’t say anything.

Instead, the hand that’s been casually holding mine tightens into a death grip.

Her gaze grows hazy, far off.

I swear to God it’s like she’s having a stroke.

“Percy?” I ask.

“Say that again,” Percy says.

“Say what again?”

“That last bit. Hurry up, Sams. It’s important!”

I look up at my eyelashes like I’m trying to rewind the cassette tape of my brain.

“If I marry Eggs…it’ll be fucking him in the ass?”

Percy’s face lights up like a winning pull on a slot machine.

“Sams. I remember what happened last night.”


Chapter 27

 

Percy

7:24 PM FRIDAY

 

So I’m in the back of a tuk tuk, bouncing up and down on the big, meaty cock of my on-again-off-again sugar daddy as we speed through the streets of Bangkok.

“Oh my god, I know,” I moan as my eyes go crossed. “Hemingway and Fitzgerald were super gay together—but F. Scott loved Zelda! What was he supposed to do?”

Silver Fox tries to say something back to me, but I just clap my hand over his pretty bearded mouth and keep driving his D deeper and deeper into my B-hole. He’s pretty much the size and thickness of a baseball bat, so I’m more than happy to feel him tossing it into my dugout, if you know what I mean.

“Jesus fucking Christ, Percy,” Sammi yells over to me as her tuk tuk pulls alongside ours. “Can you take it up the ass on your own time, please?!”

Sammi is being a total buzzkill right now. Like, snoooooore.

Luckily, she’s wedged between Liam and Becks as they try to make out across her lap while Mysti May flashes her tits at tourists from the front seat.

But surrounding Sammi with fun has totally not made her fun by osmosis. Like, honestly, I don’t even think she’s fucking drunk—boooooo.

“You’re going to get us arrested, Percy!” Sammi pleads over to me while our tuk tuks race onward, side-by-side.

“You’re gonna get us arrested!” I slur back at her, grinding ass down on Silver Fox’s man-meat until he’s balls-fuckin’-deep. “Wee-woo-wee-woo, it’s the fun police! Officer Sammi, can I see your badge?”

“I said one drink.” Sammi cradles her face in her hands while Liam and Becky tongue each other’s face-holes over her back. “One drink! Why couldn’t you guys respect that?”

“Probably for the same reason Percy couldn’t respect the no shoes, no shirt, no service policy at that expat bar.” Mysti May looks over her shoulder and sticks her tongue out at me.

I flip her off with both hands while I keep riding my silver stallion with my titties flopping in the Bangkok breeze.

“Probably for the same reason Mysti May sexually harassed that Thai massage lady,” Becky comes up from air mid-make-out sesh for just long enough to add.

“Probably for the same reason Becky gave me a hand job for poker chips,” Liam agrees before diving back in, tongue-first.

“You guys are killing me,” Sammi groans.

I mean, you know how it is, though, right? First, you’re just casually flashing your nips at your on-again-off-again sugar daddy so he can eat pad thai off your titties at an expat bar.

Then your maybe-gay BFF is misinterpreting the signals from a pretty Thai masseuse and you’re getting kicked out of a massage parlor.

Then your other BFF is making her husband spray his sexy British man-seed all over the green felt of a poker table.

And before you know it, you’re racing through the streets of Bangkok in the back of a tuk tuk with big, fat billionaire dick shoved up your ass while you and your gal pals head to a ladyboy bar.

Typical Friday night, right?

So, there I am, swallowing Silver Fox’s peen with my ass and riding it straight to anal O-Town when Sammi breaks out the big guns.

“One drink at this bar,” she says. “And then we’re going back to the Golden Gun to crash. Okay?”

“YES! YES! YES!” I scream, gripping the seat in front of me while Silver Fox grunts beneath me.

“What?” Sammi raises an eyebrow in disbelief. “Really? You mean it?”

I laugh, realizing the mix-up while Silver Fox pumps my ass full of cum.

“Oh my god, sorry,” I giggle. “I was coming. But like…ugh, fine Sammi. One drink, then we’ll head back.”

“Thank you,” Sammi says, slumping down in her seat. Probably to avoid getting involved in Liam and Becky’s makeout sesh as it gets even steamier.

“Yeah, can-do, Sams,” Becky agrees, not even taking her lips off of Liam’s as she answers this time.

“Do y’all think I could get that massage girl’s number?” Mysti May asks.

I roll my eyes as I dismount Silver Fox. “Myst, come on, I don’t think she was into you.”

“Ugh. Fine. But this bar had better be fun.” Mysti May tugs her shirt back down over her beauty queen tits. “I don’t know how I feel about this ladyboy business.”

“See, Sams? Settled.” As our tuk tuks roll up to the bar, I pull my skirt back down and straddle Silver Fox’s lap. “So, I’m super drunk right now, but I love you,” I tell him. “Totally call me tomorrow so you can remind me that all this really happened.”

“Promise you’ll answer your phone, then,” he says, dark eyes sparkling as he tugs me down into a passionate kiss.

“Scout’s honor!” I say, and then I’m pulling my dress up as well as I hoof it out of the tuk tuk.

My boobs don’t like being caged again, but sometimes, you’ve just gotta put the titties away every now and then.

I’m just getting ready to push through the gang so I can get to the bar first and turn one drink into like, seven while Sammi isn’t looking…

But instead of being distracted by managing everyone’s inevitable alcohol poisoning, it looks like Sammi’s attentions are being held by something more sinister.

“Lock, mate, I know how it sounds,” the slimy voice of Eggbert Humphrey is oozing even over the dulcet tones of Thai Elvis crooning Viva Las Vegas on the jukebox. “But Sammi’s about to be my wife. You know how it is with women—unnnnng. Yeah, baby! Deeper! Deeper!—you’ve gotta get the ring on their finger, a baby in their belly, and then they’ll be too busy for things like science and research trips and complaining about being left at—unf! UNF!—at home.”

He hasn’t seen Sammi yet, poor bastard—but she sure as hell has seen him.

In fact, she’s seeing him right now—bent over a bar stool while a ladyboy in a Stedson hat and thigh-high cowboy boots takes him from behind, get along, little doggy-style.

“That’s fucked, is what that is, Eggsy.” Some big, broad-shouldered Chris Hemsworth-looking fuck is saying back to Sammi’s fiancé. “All this, really—it’s fucked. If you think Sammi will ever settle for that bullshit, you don’t know her at all. Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t tell her you’re here getting your pipes cleaned by Ladyboy John Wayne here? No offense, ma’am.”

“None taken,” Ladyboy John Wayne says, not even missing a beat with her thrusting.

Eggs rolls his eyes, and I hear the sploogy noise of him removing a cock from his ass. “Don’t be dense, Lock. Sammi’s a smart girl, I’ll give her that. But a woman’s place is in the home. Everyone knows that. All of these silly little ambitions, saving the hammerhead and whatnot—they’ll disappear as soon as she says, ‘I do’ tomorrow. Just you watch.”

I’m fucking drunk, and I can’t even believe what I’m hearing. Or seeing.

And poor fuckin’ Sams. Sams is having to take all of this in completely sober.

But, wait—because that shit doesn’t end there.

Like a smarmy little monologuing villian, Eggs doesn’t seem to know when to stop. The little fucker has his head up his ass, and he’s still managing to shove his foot in his mouth.

“Which is why I want you, Lock, to take her place on this fucking research trip. I know, I know, it’s supposed to be our honeymoon…but Sammi’s a fucking buzzkill, mate. Just imagine—me, you, my research team…and this sexy sweetheart warming our bunks at night.”

“Hard pass, Eggs,” Lock says, shaking his head and pushing his beer aside. “This isn’t some boy’s club bullshit that you can pull over Sammi’s eyes when—”

That’s when it happens. Sammi’s eyes meet Sexier Chris Hemsworth’s, and the cockiest grin I’ve ever fucking seen spreads across his lips.

“Evening, Miss Brighton,” Lock says with a wink.

“Lock, don’t fuck with me like that,” Eggs says, getting on his knees, still totally fucking oblivious. “You and I both know my fiancee wouldn’t be caught dead in—”

“A place like this?” Sammi asks, cool as can be. “Evening, Mr. Williams, Mr. Humphrey. Fancy seeing you boys here.”

Eggs does the fastest one-eighty I’ve ever seen. He turns around so fast, he nearly gives himself whip-lash—and dick-lash, too, since he turns his head right into Ladyboy John Wayne’s massive schlong.

“S-Sammi,” Eggs gasps, taking the dick to the face like he was made for it and then promptly falling on his ass. “Wuh…what—”

“What am I doing here?” she asks, striding forward. “Could ask you the same question.”

Eggs looks to Ladyboy John Wayne for help, but Ladyboy John Wayne chooses that particular moment to mosey on out.

“What are you going to do n-now?” Eggs asks.

It’s a good thing he’s already got his pants around his ankles, because if I were him, I’d be pissing myself right now.

Sammi just cracks her knuckles and calls out for a bottle of tequila from the bar.

“You know me, Eggs, honey,” Sammi says darkly. Both of her hands are curled into fists, and right now I’m just wondering if it’s going to be a left hook or a right. “I’m such a buzzkill, remember? So, I think, right now…I’d like to have some fun.”


Chapter 28

 

Sammi

3:00 PM SATURDAY

 

The stench of the Chao Phraya permeates my nostrils as I kick stones along its path. The sun’s reflection, along with an incredible, clear view of Bangkok is glistening in the water.

The sight is beautiful.

Unfortunately, my mood is anything but.

Percy’s story keeps playing over and over in my head, like a terrible earworm that buries its way deep inside of me. Her recollection of everything is so unbelievable and so outlandish that I have no choice but to believe it.

Percy has never lied to me. Not when it matters. I know her and respect her enough to trust what she tells me.

And while I don’t remember any of it, her story was so detailed that I have no choice but to take it as the God’s honest truth.

Fucking tequila.

My vice is certainly good for causing me a headache.

And amnesia. Let’s not forget about the blank slate I woke up to.

How is it that I’ve lived the course of an entire porno-thriller movie plot in the last two days and barely remember even half of it?

I just don’t even fucking know.

What I do remember, though, are the vivid details of my encounters with Lock. With flashbacks rolling in all day, I can’t believe how I’ve been acting. It all makes sense now.

“Sammi! Hey!”

Lock’s voice snaps me out of my thoughts before I even lay eyes on him.

The tuk tuk he’s riding in comes to a stop alongside me, and we’re now face to face.

He’s all smiles at first. One look is enough for him to realize that I’m no longer in the dark about Eggbert. His smile fades into a look of concern.

He knows that I know.

“Okay. Get in.” He opens the door. “There’s somewhere I want to take you.”

I get into the tuk tuk and sit next to him. We’re squeezed into the little vehicle so tightly that our thighs are brushing against each other. It makes for a very uncomfortable start to our trek.

He gives the driver a location, but I’m too focused on my discomfort and the repeating story in my head to hear his instructions.

“You knew, didn’t you?” I ask.

He doesn’t even have to answer that. He was there, according to Percy, and I can see it on his face.

Looks like the joke’s on me. I’m the only one who’s been out of the loop. And here I was like a fucking moron, feeling guilty about fucking Lock, feeling anxious about marrying Eggbert and completing my perfect, logically sound life.

“Yeah, I knew,” he answers softly. “I’m glad that you figured it out, though.”

I look up to find Lock’s eyes searching mine. They’re not telling me ‘I told you so,’ nor is he saying it.

“Well, then why didn’t you tell me? I mean, it kind of works in your favor, don’t you think?” Considering how long he’s been chasing after me, trying to make me his, it’s so easy to assume he’d be the one to tell me.

“Seeing you hurt doesn’t work in my favor, darl.  You needed to see it for yourself,” he replies.

He takes a brief pause, searching for the right words. “I don’t condone Egghead’s behavior, not by a long fucking shot, but can you say you’d honestly have believed me if I did tell you?”

I shake my head slowly. He’s got me there. I’d have taken it as an act of jealousy and totally disregarded him, it’s true.

“No,” I admit. “Definitely not.”

“That’s why I thought it best to just keep my mouth shut.”

“For once, right?”

He smirks at me and lets out a low chuckle. “You’ve still got some sass. You’ll be alright.”

I know I will. But that doesn’t exactly stop the hurt that I’m feeling right now in this moment. I feel like I’ve had the rug pulled out from under me.

The one by my side isn’t Eggbert but Lock. And you know what?

It feels just right.

I don’t ever remember feeling this at ease with that two-timing jerk. Either way, Eggbert’s nothing but a man-whore.

“Besides, you’re a strong, intelligent woman, Sammi. You don’t need him, and you don’t deserve that. I’m glad you found out.”

“Before I made the biggest mistake of my life, right?” I shrug.

I’m still lost in my thoughts and idle conversation with Lock when the tuk tuk comes to a stop outside of an aquarium.

This is where he wanted to take me?

A little confused, I get out of our ride and follow him inside. He softly takes my hand in his, and I’m not in the mental state to resist.

What awaits me inside the aquarium is nothing like I would’ve expected.

The interior is dim, but the construction of the tanks gives off an ethereal experience. I’m in awe as I look around.

Not only are there sharks swimming around me, they’re swimming over me too. The reflection of the lights glimmers off the glass as I gape.

Colorful jellyfish are dancing gracefully through the water. They look so beautiful, it’s nearly impossible to believe how painful a sting from one feels.

We wander through the glass hallways, still holding hands. Lock glances at me from time to time, but he remains silent.

I’m particularly enthralled when I come upon several stingrays surrounded by blue, red, and silver fish. The mish-mash of colors is entrancing and peaceful all at once.

I feel at home. I’m in my element.

Suddenly, it dawns on me that I’m not exactly sure why Lock thought to bring me here.

“Hey, Lock,” I squeeze his hand a little. “You said you wanted to bring me here, but why? We’re marine biologists. This is nothing we haven’t seen before.”

“No, it’s not work-related,” he replies. Lock turns to face me and takes my other hand so he’s holding them both and interlaces our fingers.

“Sammi, this is where we made love the very first time. Three years ago.”

Three years ago? Here? He must be mistaking me for some other girl.

I remember being here for a conference, for sure. But having sex here?

I turn my head around to either side, staring at the aquatic life, squinting hard, trying to process it all.

But then, I look up to see the hammerheads swimming above us. Like I’m watching it all happen all over again, the memory comes rushing into my head before I can even finish my thoughts.


Chapter 29

 

Sammi

1:59 AM THREE YEARS AGO

 

1One of my heels slips from my foot, falling to the floor with an impossibly loud CLANG that echoes through the silence.

“Whoops!” I say, trying to hold back my laughter.

“Shhhhh!” Lock whispers. “You’re gonna get us caught, mate!”

I laugh louder. “Oh no! Are you scared Mr. Williams?”

I hear my words slur slightly on his name, making me all too aware that I’ve drank a bit too much tonight.

From his giggling behind me, though, I’d say he has, as well.

We’d pretty much have to find ourselves here.

I feel a gust of cool air brush across my ass and realize my dress has hiked up. Lachlan, the gentleman that he is, clearly didn’t feel the need to mention it.

I reach back behind me with one hand, trying to pull it down and nearly falling through the window for my efforts.

“Hey,” Lock chimes in as I barely catch myself. “Why are you trying to ruin my view?”

I snort laughter, lifting one leg over the window sill.

Screw it.

If I’m being honest, I kind of like that he’s checking me out right now.

My other leg joins the first, dangling down over the linoleum inside. Butterflies manifest in the pit of my stomach. It’s a farther drop than it looked from the outside.

“This was a terrible idea!” I say over my shoulder as I slip off my other heel.

It clatters to the aquarium floor.

“Shhhh!” Lock whispers, again through laughter. “And it was your idea.”

“Well, it was awful,” I say, this time remembering to be quiet.

“Do you want go back?” he asks.

“Absolutely not.”

I let go of the window, dropping quickly and less than gracefully into the aquarium below.

My landing is rough, and I turn to make sure he didn’t see, but his face, peering down at me and choking back a laugh, tells me otherwise.

“Well, let’s see how you do,” I say, my voice full of confidence even as I struggle to stand.

He laughs, disappearing from view for a moment before pulling himself up in one fluid motion.

He drops down beside me, landing with uncanny silence, crouching like a superhero.

I roll my eyes, scoffing. I can’t let him know it, but truthfully, I’m totally impressed.

The way this guy pounded shots of tequila tonight, I was expecting a full face-plant.

“Well?” he asks.

“Well, what?”

“How’d I do?”

I shrug noncommittally. “Eh.”

His laughter is seriously fucking charming. “Okay, okay, not so easily swayed. Got it.”

He grabs my hand, leading me into the dark room before us.

“I know what’ll get a reaction from you,” he says, stopping. “Stay right here.”

He disappears instantly, leaving me to peer into the blackness.

I hear his footsteps echo across the room, followed by the sound of switches being flipped.

Since it was my idea to break into the 3D aquarium, I know what I should be expecting.

Still, when the display flips on, my breath catches in my throat.

I’m completely surrounded by colorful fish, swimming about in the most beautifully designed tanks I’ve ever seen.

Hammerheads, Great Whites, and Tiger sharks circle around me, their tales whipping wildly about.

The tentacles of countless jelly fish hang over my head. They tangle around each other, desperately trying to catch the herring that dart around.

At my feet, I spy catfish so realistic I’m surprised I can’t feel them bumping up against me.

It really is like I’ve been transported to the bottom of the ocean.

My own personal paradise.

“Isn’t it fucking awesome?” Lock asks, pulling me back to reality.

I look over, catching the look of wonder on his face as well.

“Fucking gorgeous,” I say.

He walks over to me, his body passing through holographic fish along the way.

“This was a really good idea,” he says when he’s only inches away.

“Yeah, I know,” I say, looking away and trying to be snarky.

In reality, I can’t stop looking at his mouth. I’m surrounded by the ocean and everything I love in it. But somehow, I can’t take my eyes off of Lock.

For the first time in my life, I don’t feel like I’m in control.

I peer over to his face again. I see his eyes studying my mouth, as well. They linger on my lips for a second before traveling lower. They travel down the length of me, so intent I can practically feel it.

When his eyes finally make their way back to my face, there’s a glint in them that wasn’t there before.

I know he’s about to kiss me the same way I know that the fish to my right is a nurse shark: with absolute certainty.

I take great pleasure in beating him to the punch as I dive in close to him and press my lips against his. Before he can so much as lean in, I’ve claimed that mouth of his as mine.

No surprise or hesitation festers within him. He doesn’t so much as pause. He just kisses me back intently.

This isn’t an exploratory kiss. It’s not sweet and tentative.

Not testing boundaries, either.

This kiss is well-established, and it has no boundaries.

My hands are on him before I even think to move, exploring his abs and his chest and running roughly through his hair.

There isn’t a part of him that I don’t want to touch.

His hands find me as well, matching mine with their single-minded intensity.

They run up to my tits, down to my ass. One hitches on the hem of my dress, sliding it up, even as the other tears at my neckline.

The fabric of my dress gives with an audible rip, my tits spilling through without its support.

I have only a moment to be glad I didn’t wear a bra today before his mouth is on my boobs. He bends at the waist, taking my nipple firmly between his lips.

One of his hands claims the other breast, groping, pinching.

I throw my head back, moaning loudly, staring wildly at the holograms that still swim around us. “Fuck!”

Then I reach down, wanting to feel him as well.

My fingers graze his cock, and I hear him inhale sharply around my hardened nipple. He’s completely stiff, his cock throbbing in my hand.

I reach down with my other hand, frantically trying to unfasten his belt, needing to actually feel him in my grip.

I’ve barely gotten it unbuckled when he lifts me, pulling my legs around his waist as he does.

He carries me easily over to a display table. It’s covered in pamphlets and aquarium maps, which he quickly swipes away with one stroke of his hand.

He settles me onto it, kissing me once more before dropping to his knees.

Slowly, reverently, he slides down my thong.

Or maybe he’s just trying to make me crazy.

Either way, I’m tense with anticipation by the time he drags it over my feet.

“Lock,” I moan.

He spreads my legs open, pausing for a second to admire my pussy.

A sound—half moan, half growl—escapes his mouth; it sends chills racing through me.

And then his mouth meets my skin, kissing frantically up my thighs and stopping occasionally to bite at some of my more sensitive skin.

I reach out, twining my fingers through his hair.

Lock’s tongue slithers out of his mouth and glides up and down my pussy lips before it slides into me. I gasp as it teases my wet, little hole.

Slow and taunting a moment ago, he doesn’t hesitate here.

He licks the length of my slit again, savoring me before he slides his tongue up to my clit.

I’m fucking dripping wet as he flicks his tongue across me, eliciting a moan and driving my fingers to pull tightly on his hair.

“FUCK!” I yell again, completely lost in what he’s doing to me.

He fits his lips over my clit, sucking gently while he reaches up with one hand.

I cry out when his fingers slide into me, my pussy tightening around them in reflex.

He thrusts deeply, fucking me better with his fingers than some men have with their entire cock. As he moves them, he matches their pace with his tongue, seeming to know how to find every nerve.

I press one hand against the table, supporting my weight on it as I raise my hips, thrusting back against him.

With every movement, his fingers thrust deeper into me, and I scream out in pleasure,  moaning loudly, no longer concerned if we’re caught or not.

I feel heat building in my core, fucking fireworks preparing to explode. I pull his head harder against me, grinding myself against his face.

He picks up on my imminent rupture, redoubling his efforts as I feel my orgasm build.

Finally, it’s all just too much.

I come hard against him, my hips thrusting, hand clinging roughly to his hair. Unintelligible sounds spew from my mouth in a rush. My hearing dims, my eyesight blurs, every sense seems to shut down in awe of his touch.

I can barely even hear myself screaming his name as I ride through this crashing wave of pleasure that seems to go on forever.

By the time it’s passed, my entire body is shaking. And when I return to the moment, I’m lying on the table, trying to catch my breath.

What a fucking winner I landed tonight. It’s hard to find a man that can make me come so hard and so fast, especially with just their mouth and a couple of fingers.

He’s every fucking woman’s dream—and I have him.


Chapter 30

 

Lock

2:17 AM THREE YEARS AGO

 

“Mmmm,” Sammi moans as I pull my fingers from her dripping pussy. I stare deep into her green eyes as my cock throbs hard for her sweet, little cunt.

No woman has had this effect on me before, but Sammi fucking Brighton has me under her spell. Any mate would tell me I’m loony, but I mean it.

“I want you, Lachlan!” she cries out.

What else am I to do but deliver the lady what she’s ordered?

As we’re standing face to face, I position my cock right at her slick little hole and look her right in the eyes as I slide myself inside her.

The suspense all leading up to this moment was all so incredibly worth it.

Her tight little pussy has my head all fuzzy as I thrust in and out of her. She just feels so fucking good. And her little moans and whimpers are driving me even more wild.

I pump in and out ferociously. I’ve never had a more euphoric experience with anyone. Here I am, latched to the first girl I flirted with at this conference, and I’m perfectly okay with that.

Sammi pushes me down forcefully onto the table behind me. I take her lead and slip out of her to scoot up on the furniture.

Quickly, she climbs over me and shoves my cock back into her pussy, full force and full length. I nearly cum right then and there.

Sammi rocks her hips back and forth, all while grinding her pussy against my body, stimulating my throbbing cock inside of her. She grabs her tits and tosses her head back, moaning wildly.

I stare at her face and then to the ceiling above us. Three dimensional hammerheads are swimming all about, creating such perfect fucking ambience to an already amazing moment.

Sammi’s face stays extended upward, marveling at the view herself.

“God. It’s a fucking shame this isn’t a reality for us. Why can’t we just see this view in person?” Sammi comments.

“Well, you know, doll. People just aren’t taking care of the planet. And that affects the fuck out of the oceans we work so hard to study and protect. It’s a damn shame, ain’t it?”

“Yes! It really is!” Sammi says, excitedly as slaps down on my chest still grinding those hips against me. Her pussy is so satisfying, I barely feel the sting.

“We need to come up with a global plan to save the oceans. The ocean life should look like that projection above us! Not some bullshit dumpster,” I suggest.

“Ooh! We can totally do that. Samira and Lachlan save the fucking oceans together. I love the sound of that,” Sammi continues, her words growing much more…sultry with each breath.

She’s close. And so am I.

“Let’s save the fucking oceans, Sammi! Let’s do it!” I shout as I thrust into her from below. Her pussy tightens and relaxes around my cock.

“Aaaahhhhh!” she screams, gushing cum all over my dick. Who knew that a new Save the Fucking Whales campaign would get this girl off. But it actually did.

Sammi fucking Brighton, the most passionate marine biologist on the goddamn planet.

As she pants and winces on my cock, I thrust into her a good few more times before finally, I erupt as well, unloading streams of cum all into her wet cunt. Her eyes widen and pierce through me as the last load glides itself deep inside her pussy.

My mind clears, and I sit up as Sammi lifts herself off of me. I push her messy, dark hair out of her face and tuck it behind her ear.

She really is a gorgeous gal. I can’t believe my small talk with her through the night got us to this very moment.

Shit, I’m still pretty damn sure this is all in my head and that I’ll wake up in the morning wishing I’d talked to her the moment I saw her.

“Lachlan?” she says, getting my attention. Apparently, we’re back to a full first name basis. Good to know.

“Yes, Samira?” I return.

“I hope I don’t forget this,” she admits in her hazy, post-orgasmic, drunken state.

“Don’t worry, babe. You won’t.”

“But how do youuu know? You don’t know me and my friend Jose very well,” she goes on and starts giggling to herself. She’s so fucking cute I can’t help but chuckle with her.

I trace her hair line with my finger and turn her around, laying her head in my lap, just admiring and petting her.

“That may be true, but I know this was fucking special,” I say. I’m trying not to get too into this. After all, we did just meet.

“It really was. Thank you so much for being my company all night. I’ve never been to one of these before. I was just so nervous, I guess.”

“Trust me, hon. You’re fine. You’ve been amazing company to me, as well. And I can’t wait to talk with you even more after the conference. Can I give you my number?” I ask, like we’re back to being awkward teenagers after a kiss during a game of spin the bottle.

“Yeah! Fuck, yeah! And I’m gonna call you as soon as I’m back home and settled. We can check up on each other and shit,” she says, still very insistently drunk.

“Fantastic. Hand me your cell, and I’ll add myself in,” I tell her. She slaps her hand around the table and doesn’t find it.

“Hold on,” she says.

Sammi gets off the table and fishes through her purse on the floor to grab her phone.

“Aha!” she shouts as she holds it up above her head. Again, cute. But drunk.

I take the cell from her hand and add my number and my name into her contacts. I’m damn giddy that I’ve just made such a great connection with this gal. But I’m doing my best to not seem over-enthusiastic.

“There you are, babe. I’m all in. Just shoot me a text when you’re up for it, eh?”

“Abso-fucking-lutely!” she assures me. “I want to thank you, Lock.”

“Thank me? For what exactly?”

“For being here. For spending the last few hours with me. And especially for that cock. Holy mother fuck, that cock!” she starts spieling on.

And here we go with the monster cock comments. If I’ve heard them once, I’ve heard them a million times.

“That cock is so fucking huge. Like…I won’t forget that cock, right? How the fuck could I?”

“I certainly would hope not. And even if you did, I definitely won’t forget tonight,” I reply.

“You mean that?” she says in a high-pitched, sweet voice. I’ve tickled her once again.

“Of course I mean that. Say, how about you give me your number as well, just in case?” I try to suggest. By the time I actually get the words out, Sammi is off the table, darting for the restroom.

Shit.

Well, there’s no way she’d blank on a night like this. It’s too fucking significant. 

I head over to the bathrooms myself, making sure she doesn’t pass out naked in one of them and embarrass herself in the morning. Despite the discomfort it brings me, I walk in to the ladies’ room.

There she is, on the floor, praying to a toilet.

“Come on, babe. Let’s get you back to your hotel,” I coerce her as I peel her off the cold, tile floor. She grunts and nods.

I hold her stable and walk us back to the hammerhead room, much to my own dismay, getting her clothes back on her.

As I care for her and hail us a taxi, she says one more time before her words turn into exhausted babbling noises, “I really hope I don’t forget tonight. You’re the most amazing man I’ve ever met, and I deserve to remember that.”

“You will, doll. You will,” I say, kissing her forehead before easing us into our cab.


Chapter 31

 

Lock

3:30 PM SATURDAY

 

I’ll admit that a lot of the time I’m an idiot. I know I should be thinking things through more, that leaping in head first isn’t always the best course of action.

But it’s how I’ve always lived my life. It’s how I will always live my life. I don’t have time to sit back and smell the roses. Not when there’s some new adventure around the bend.

It is what it is.

But bringing Sammi here to the Aquarium was fucking genius.

I think.

What better way to make her remember than bringing her here where it all began?

A move like this either makes me the dumbest smart person of all time or the smartest dumb person of all time.

Truthfully, I don’t know which one it is yet.

Looking at her now and seeing that wistful look in here eyes gives me hope. It’s like she’s piecing the puzzle together in her mind’s eye.

It’s like she’s remembering that she loves me.

That’s right, Sams. Remember everything, darl. Please.

She turns her head to look at me.

Her lips begin to curl upward into a smile.

I swear I can see this sparkle in her eyes.

I’m about ready to jump into the fucking air, I’m so ecstatic. After all of this craziness, she’s finally rememberi—correction: she remembers.

I’m so glad, I could crack open the champagne. It’s time to fucking celebrate.

I open my arms, and I’m leaning forward to hug her. I’m about to reaffirm my love for her.

And then she steps back and punches me in the face.

I take it all back. Every bit of leeway I gave myself. I am the dumbest dumb person of all time.

I’m barely registering what the fuck is going on, and she’s already storming out. She’s moving like a woman on a mission from God.

I hear the sound of giggling behind me. I turn around to see a bunch of teen Thai girls pointing and laughing at me.

“Thanks, ladies.”

I begin my chase after Sammi. We’ve come too far now to let things revert back to the same tired routine that they have been these last several years.

She makes it all the way down the Chao Phraya, which is farther than I expected.

“Sammi, stop. Just stop.”

She doesn’t.

I run up in front of her. My hands reach out and grab her shoulders.

“Fuck off, Lock. I can’t handle this right now.”

She tries to push me away. I stand my ground.

I can’t let her go now. I just can’t.

I’ve had enough of it all. It’s time for this cycle to end. And not only just for my sake, but for Sammi’s, too.

“Well, boohoo for you, Sams. No more running.”

“I am not running.”

I laugh in her face. It’s the first thing my mind thinks to do, and she needs to know that she’s bullshitting me.

“All you do is run, Sammi. Every. Fucking. Time. You run.”

This is not going to be a pretty scene, but if I don’t lay it out now and be brutally honest, she’s never going to let herself be happy. If it makes her hate me, so be it. But she needs this.

“You know what your problem is, Sammi? You’re a fucking a coward.”

She gives me a look, as though I just slapped her across the face with a baseball bat. She looks hurt, but it’s a look that only lasts for a second. Her eyes get wide, and I’m pretty sure she’s wishing she had a bat to hit me with.

Calling her out in public like this really wasn’t the plan, but it just happened that way. Preferably, I’d like it to have been behind closed doors or somewhere with far less people around to gawk and stare. But then again, nothing about these last few hours has been ideal at all.

All I can do is focus on her and me and us. That’s it.

I’ll admit that it isn’t easy with a crowd of onlookers watching us. We’ve got tourists from probably four different countries watching, a horde of locals in the middle of shopping, and even a couple uniformed cops are looking on.

I’m pretty sure they’re all waiting to see how badly she kicks my Aussie arse.

“I am not a fucking coward.” She looks like she’s going to hit me again after she says it.

Just to be safe, I take a step back.

She hits harder than you’d think.

“That’s bullshit. The only time you ever live your life and have fun is when you get drinking. But sober you? She runs to the hills the second life gets even remotely complicated.” I pause for a moment to let her think on that. “Look me in the eyes and tell me you love me, Sams. Do it. I dare you.”

I know she won’t do it. And she knows that I know. But that’s the point.

Sober Sammi is just damn afraid to live her life.

You can swim with sharks or giant stingrays or battle poachers every day of the week. That kind of thing doesn’t make you brave. It doesn’t save you from being called a coward.

If you can’t admit to loving someone unless you’re drunk, or if you aren’t able to go out and live the life you want unless you’re drinking, well, bad news, mate: you’re a coward.

“You can’t, can you?” I don’t give her the time to answer. “But if you were drunk? Oh, well, then this would be a whole different story then, wouldn’t it?”

We’re both really wound up at this point. It’s a flood of emotions—from anger to frustration to affection.

I know that she loves me, just as I know I love her. I’ve seen it. I’ve experienced it.

Fuck, I’ve held it in my hands like it’s something physical and tangible.

We’ve come so far that, at this point, it’s too far gone to turn back now.

“You’re an asshole, Lock,” she hisses with tears pooling in her eyes.

“You’re right, Sam. I am an asshole. But I’m a sober asshole who’s standing here right now, telling you that he loves you. I live my life how I want—without having to find courage at the bottom of some bottle to do it.”

Okay, that was a bit of a low blow. But, Sams, you need to hear this. It’s all for your own good.

“I do not need booze to be happy and live my life how I want,” she insists.

I roll my eyes at her. It’s better than laughing at her, but not by much.

“Oh please. If you were drinking right now, you’d be confessing your undying love for me. You’d be telling me about how much we have together. You’d be all over me and telling me how badly you want me.

“Fuck, you would have me take you right here. Right now. In front of all these people.” I turn and make a grand gesture toward everyone watching. I’m pretty sure the crowd has nearly doubled in size too from when this all started. “Oh, that’s right, Sams. You’d be all over me. You know I’m right. Hell, I wouldn’t be all that surprised if the thought of it turns you on. You’d love it if I bent you over right now and—”

Did I mention she’s fast? Because she is. Like sneaky ninja fast at that.

One second, I’m telling her how she’d have me bend her over. And now I feel myself falling backward over a rope into the nasty river below.

Now when I say nasty, I mean nasty. The river is one of the filthiest in the world. Most of it in this part of the country is wastewater dumped from households and businesses. Even fish can’t survive in it.

And I’m now submerged in it. I’ve never felt dirtier in my life.

I’m crawling up out the water as quickly as I can. Some people are nice enough to help me, but the smell coming off me is strong enough that they may pass out first.

Sammi has decided to storm off again. Once more, she’s on the run from dealing with me and her emotions.

“Hey, Sammi. Be sure to call when you remember our wedding ceremony,” I yell as I step over the rope barrier.

I just hope that if—or when—she does call that I’ve had the time to shower enough times to get the smell of the river off me.


Chapter 32

 

Sammi

4:10 PM SATURDAY

 

I’m the kind of woman who makes plans and sticks to them. Lists, flow charts, calendar entries—the lot.

That’s me. That’s the Sammi Brighton way. My five-year plan is a five-decade plan, and my schedule is usually booked down to the fucking minute.

So, if you opened up my day planner right now, it would tell you that at 4:00 p.m. on Saturday, I was meant to have my hair done by one of Bangkok’s premier stylists. Simple braid, according to my entry in my wedding plan binder. Crown of lilies, no veil.

I ought to call the stylist and tell her that the appointment is off. Scratch that—the entire wedding is off.

But I just don’t have the heart.

What I do have is the bottle of tequila. I take a long, hard swig of it before I pass it to Percy.

“I just don’t know where I went wrong,” I say, blinking. I feel fucking shell-shocked. This is the kind of shit that happens to Becky. Or Percy. Or Mysti May. Not to me. “I planned everything. It was calculated, dammit!”

“It’s feelings, Sammi,” Liam says, taking the bottle from Percy. He has his arm around Becky and passes her the bottle next after taking his own swig. “You can count cards and stars and data sets—but not love.”

“Maybe it’ll end up okay,” Becky says, ever fucking chipper. “It did for us, anyway.”

I roll my eyes. “I’d call that an anomaly at best, Becks.”

“Maybe.” She shrugs, then turns to Liam and nuzzles him, nose tip to nose tip. “But there are like, a trillion people in the world, Sams. And people meet the loves of their lives every day, anyways. It’s like the anomalies are stacked in our favor.”

“They’re stacked against mine,” I groan. “I was supposed to be getting married in a few hours. Now, I’m not getting married at all.”

Percy hiccups as the bottle gets back to her. “That’s not totally true,” she corrects me. “You probably got married last night. To sexier Chris Hemsworth. Remember?”

“Not yet, I don’t.” I shake my head and take another swig of tequila. At this point, I’m not sure if I’m drinking to remember…or drinking to further forget. “Lock and I don’t even belong together, Perce. We’re like gunpowder…and more gunpowder.”

“And when the sparks fly between you, you both explode?” Percy winks.

Becky makes a drunken little explosion noise, and Liam looks at his wife like he wants to put a baby in her.

Christ. They’re way too much right now.

Instead, I reach out and smooth a lock of Percy’s bubblegum pink hair behind her ear. “You’re one to talk. Why don’t you just let Silver Fox wife you already?”

“Warner?” Percy laughs, trying to grab the bottle back. I have to make a quick pass to Liam just to avoid her greedy little fists. “Silver Fox is a different story entirely. I’m not like you and Becks—when I settle down, it’s all fucking over for me. No more international sugar daddies. No more wild weekends or crazy fun.”

Becky shrugs. “I dunno, Perce. I feel like I’ve had even more fun since I got married.”

Liam hands her the bottle and grins. “That’s because we’re made for each other, love.”

They look like they’re going to make out again, which makes me groan. Liam shoots me a sympathetic look.

“Sammi, don’t be fucking ridiculous,” he says. “You’re hung up over a man who spent a critical portion of last night calling you boring and taking cock up his ass. Meanwhile, there’s been a perfectly good bloke chasing you all over the city today like a lovesick puppydog. He’s in love with you. It’s obvious. And from what we remember from last night…”

“I’m in love with him too,” I grumble. “I know, I know. But I don’t want to be, dammit! I want my calculated, synergized, artfully planned life back!”

“Yeah, well, I want my hair to stop looking like I’m a main character in a Japanese cartoon show.” Percy reclaims the bottle and shoves it into my chest. “Sober Sammi gets whatever hand Drunk Sammi dealt her. It’s time to nut up and just fucking roll with it, babe.”

“Worked for us,” Becky coos. Her eyelashes flutter up at Liam so hard I think I get motion sickness just watching them.

“Sometimes the decisions you make when you’re pissed are just the ones you’re too afraid to make when you’re sober,” Liam agrees.

Then the suite door swings open, and we hear the sound of two sets of stiletto heels clomping down the hall.

“Hey, y’all!” Mysti May calls out. “Guess who I found waiting for me down at the bar!”

A group-wide eye roll commences.

“Unless you’re Mysti May,” Percy stipulates beneath her breath.

“Silly bird could use a few sober decisions to balance the scales a bit,” Liam agrees.

“I think she missed me,” Mysti May coos, trekking in with her arm around Ladyboy Celine Dion.

But Ladyboy Celine Dion is looking a little worse for wear right now. In fact, Ladyboy Celine Dion doesn’t seem to be having a very good time at all.

“I left my drugs here,” Ladyboy Celine Dion tells us all, looking somewhat apologetic.

“Check the bathroom,” I suggest, and she clomps off to search for whatever illicit substances she decided to stash in our toilet or beneath our sink last night.

“Isn’t she great?” Mysti May coos, watching Ladyboy Celine Dion leave.

We all share a look.

“Myst, we’ve gotta talk about your love life, hun.”

“This isn’t healthy,” Percy agrees.

“We just want what’s best for you,” Becky says sweetly.

“And you might need to stop falling in love with any tart who asks to see your tits,” Liam adds. Like he’s trying to crack an eggshell with a jackhammer.

“You…fuck you, guys.” Mysti May blinks…then scowls. “All y’all get to make drunken decisions, and they turn out fucking perfectly, then all mine end up being trash? This ain’t fair!”

It looks like I’m not the only one on the verge of a breakdown. It’s only just hitting me now…but this trip has been pretty fucking awful for Mysti May, too. Becky and Liam might just need a tetanus shot or two, and Percy definitely needs a hairdresser…but I really do feel for Mysti May.

Or at least, I’m starting to, when I hear a sharp, shrill yelp come from the bathroom. A shaggy brown blur comes flying out through the bathroom door and hits the wall, then takes off running through the hotel suite.

It takes me a second to sort out what’s going on.

Percy gets there first.

“The monkey’s got the drugs!” she yells, diving across the floor at the renegade primate.

It kicks her in the face before leaping onto Liam’s head. Becky sees a quick solution there, grabbing her purse and swinging it at the furry little face-hugger…but a moment too late.

Instead, she just ends up hitting Liam in the face with her Louis Vuitton while the monkey scrambles into the kitchen with a massive bag of weed, Mysti May in hot pursuit.

It’s fucking chaos, is what it is. I don’t even bother dealing with it—instead, I just tip the bottle of tequila back against my lips and finish off what’s left of it. Might as well, right? I’ve already ruined my life this weekend—can one more drink really hurt?

And that’s when it happens.

That’s when I remember marrying Lachlan fucking Williams.


Chapter 33

 

Sammi

12:01 AM SATURDAY

 

I have candles all around me, white lilies in my hair, and a hunky Australian between my legs.

“Have I ruined your life yet?” Lock asks. He lifts one of my calves over his shoulder and pushes my back against the golden wall of the temple so hard, the flames of the candles tremble.

“Oh, definitely.” I balance on tiptoe and trust my cunt at his face. “Ruin it harder!”

It’s insane, what we just did.

Hell, it’s insane, what we’re about to do.

Whatever blessing that monk put on our tattoos earlier probably didn’t come with the instruction to fornicate in a sacred temple at midnight.

Then again, I guess it might have. We’ll never know.

We don’t speak Thai.

“And what other bad decisions would you like to make tonight, darl?” Lock says in between kisses to my inner thigh. “We’ve already made enemies of the Thai mafia…stolen a sacred artifact…kidnapped a ladyboy…”

“Ladyboy Celine Dion is here of her own free will,” I remind him—and then I grab his hair and make him lick my pussy.

“Mmph” is all that Lock says back.

Damn right.

His tongue slides up and down my pussy lips, making my hips buck against him. I want more. I need more.

And if he won’t fucking give it to me, I’ll take it for myself.

It’s probably a sin by the standards of one religion or another, the way that I want Lock right now. More likely than not, it goes directly against the teachings of several.

The Buddhists have their detachment. The Hindus have karma.

But right now, my only religion is Lock’s tongue between my thighs, and I’m praising it accordingly.

“Oh god,” I moan. “Oh god—oh GOD—”

“Is that what you’re calling me now, darl?” Lock asks.

I glower down at him.

“Ah, well. Don’t stop. It’s flattering.” He shrugs, shooting me that billion-dollar grin before he goes back to work.

“Oh…oh god,” I continue as his tongue finds my clit.

I was raised Catholic, so I’m sure I’ll feel accordingly guilty in the morning.

Not for long, though.

This is our last little sin before we become husband and wife.

I try to keep it all straight in my head, the unlikely chain of events that have led up to this point.

Eggs’ infidelity, which I’m realizing smarts only slightly less than his assessment that I’m too boring to be anything more than a wife.

Beneath the table at the Ladyboy Caberet and the alleyway outside.

Magical tattoos and monastery’s curse.

A gambling den and squirting in the face of a mafia don.

Making love beneath a waterfall and orgasming in Lock’s arms.

And now…this.

First comes tequila, then comes love, then comes marriage.

But before that…I guess I ought to come, too.

It’s only par for the course that I should squeeze one last orgasm in before we become man and wife.

And I come hard, humping Lock’s face in desperation and losing control. He wraps his arms around me, pulling my cunt flush with his lips and tongue and teeth. I find myself cradled in his arms, fully supported by his strength, while the candles flicker golden all around us.

My body twitches and spasms and takes every wave of pleasure that Lock doles out, just like always…

But it’s different this time.

It’s more.

“Fuck,” I swear. My chest is heaving, and my body feels full of the same light that surrounds us. Now, the world is glowing on the outside and glowing from within, too. “Lock…”

He smiles up at me, lips glistening with my honey. “Yes, my bride?”

“I want to suck your cock real, real bad right now, handsome.”

“Mm. Beautiful.”

He slides a hand up my stomach, stroking the bodice of my wedding gown. It’s gorgeous, inlaid with crystals and pearls. When I asked Ladyboy Celine Dion where she got it, she put her finger to her lips and poured me another shot.

I didn’t ask again.

“Please, Lock.” I can feel my mouth watering just at the prospect of having his cock between my lips again before he makes me his wife. “I can be quick about it.”

A devilish gleam appears in Lock’s eyes.

“Who said anything about being quick?” he asks me, and suddenly my world’s spinning.

Before I know it, it’s Lock who’s got his back against the temple wall.

He’s not wearing anything fancy, but I don’t mind. Somehow, it’s difficult for me to imagine Lock in a suit or a tie. His white button-down is buttoned down just a little too far, and his tan slacks are just a little too tight.

He’s perfect, is what he is. And the tightness in his pants…well, that’s gotta be at least 25% bulging hard-on.

We’ll see if they don’t accommodate him a little better once I’m done draining his balls.

As I pull his cock out for what feels like the dozenth time tonight, I can’t help but marvel at what a fucking man I’m about to marry. I don’t subscribe to any of that alpha male bullshit that I’m supposed to believe in…but at the same time, I can’t help but feel like maybe I’ve just been waiting all this time to meet the right alpha male.

Lock’s an asshole. I’ll give him that. He’s a womanizer and a playboy, and he thinks too fucking highly of himself—all of that’s true.

But he’s also cultured. And he’s fucking gorgeous. We want the same things out of life, and at this point, I’m finally realizing how important that is.

Eggs would have had me scrubbing the floors in his shadow while he fought the good fight.

Lock and I can fight that fight side-by-side.

As I wrap my fist around Lock’s dick for the final time before he’s officially mine, I can’t help but marvel at how fucking big it is all over again. It’s like every time I see it, I fall a little more in love with it.

Sammi Brighton. Seduced by a dick.

I don’t know why that surprises me, but it does.

Still, surprise doesn’t stop me from sticking out my tongue and pumping his cock in my fist until all of his precum is milked onto my taste buds.

There’s something incredible about Lock’s cum. Salty and sweet all at once.

That one little taste is enough to make me want more.

And if there’s one thing I’m damn fucking good at…it’s getting what I want.

“That’s right, darl,” Lock purrs as I wrap my lips around his heavy, engorged tip. “Take it all. Lick it all up. Get me wet then suck me dry.”

“Mmmph” is all I have to say to that.

It’s all that needs to be said.

I know it was a wild fucking ride getting here. And I know that this isn’t what I planned. Farthest thing from it, in fact.

But with my Lock’s dick in my mouth and the gorgeous world that is his stupid, handsome, lovable Australian body left for me to explore, I can’t imagine my life ending up any other way.

“Take my cock, Sammi!” Lock’s voice turns to a low, desperate growl as he grabs my braid, meeting my pace with a little thrusting of his own.

The pace doubles. Then triples.

“Sammi!” A high-pitched Texan voice calls out from the bottom of the temple’s steps below. “Are you guys getting married or what?”

“Yes,” Lock growls, not to Mysti May, but to me.

I feel his balls tense up beneath my chin.

I start sucking harder.

“Come on, you fucking horndogs!” Percy shouts up at us, too. “The ceremony’s about to start!”

“You’re mine.” It’s like the rest of the world doesn’t exist for Lock right now—his existence begins and ends at my mouth, and I double up my efforts to accommodate. “You belong to me, Sammi—my wife—my bride—my whore—my fucking—”

Lock explodes in my mouth, sending wave after wave of his sweet, salty cream gushing over my tongue. I gather it all up, careful to save every spray of it—then I roll it around in my mouth and collect it on my tongue.

I spread my lips and show him—show him the way his seed looks as I balance it on my taste buds.

When I open my mouth again, every drop of that cum is gone.

“You belong to me too, Lock,” I tell him, and for once, I have a grin on my lips just as cocky and smug as his.

“Damn right I do.” Lock takes my hand and pulls me to my feet. “Have you realized yet that when we kiss…you’re going to taste yourself on my lips?”

“And you’ll taste yourself on mine,” I remind him. My chest feels like it contains a fucking supernova right now—but my lips…my lips feel ready for that kiss, even if the rest of my body isn’t yet. “Are we really doing this, Lock?”

“Have to,” he chuckles. “They’re all waiting for us down there…and I’d hate to disappoint our audience.”

“Let’s do it, then,” I tell him. “I love you…husband.”

I watch his face light up at the sound of that word: husband. It’s almost like he’s been waiting for this for a long, long time.

Which is silly, considering we’ve only been together for just this one night.

“I love you too…wife.”


Chapter 34

 

Lock

1:02 AM SATURDAY

 

My blushing bride is beaming as I carry her over the threshold into our suite. I lean in and give her a kiss, excited to get her inside.

“I love you, Lock!” she says as our lips part. Never in my life has my heart been so full. I’m staring so deeply into her gorgeous green eyes that I’m blissfully ignorant of our surroundings until…

A ping pong ball hits me square in the mouth.

I wince, trying to process what even happened. I look out ahead of me, Sammi still in my arms new bride-style…

We both take a good, long stare at what’s going on in our hotel suite. I don’t know about Sammi, but I can’t even blink.

What the fuck is this shit?

Music is blaring through the entire suite, so much so that the ground is vibrating. I can barely process anything because the bass is just so high.

The coffee table has turned into a poker table, and Becky and Liam are sitting there with a monkey and gambling against it. And worse yet, the monkey looks like he’s winning.

As I turn my head to the dining table, a look of horror manifests on my face that forces Sammi to put her hand on my cheek in a concerned wife manner.

“Baby, what’s wrong?” she asks.

I don’t answer. I just nod my head in that direction.

She turns her face to the sight in front of us. I’ve directed her to the source of the ping pong ball.

Percy and Mysti are playing beer pong. With no paddles.

Why is that any shocking? They’re also not using their hands.

The ping pong ball that tapped me square in the lips was launched from a vagina.

That’s right. A cunt-launched ping pong ball whacked me right in the kisser. How or why they decided it was a good idea to start rocket launching ping pong balls from their pussies is beyond me, but I have an inkling that ladyboy Celine Dion had something to do with it.

They’re all laughing and having a good, time and I can’t help but stare as Mysti lines up her next shot. I watch, perplexed, as she lands a ping pong ball right into one of Percy’s cups.

“Fuck’s sake, ladies,” I exclaim as Sammi giggles uncontrollably.

The three of them look over at Sammi and me.

“Ayyyyyyy!” shout Percy and Mysti, their best drunken attempt at greeting us before returning to their game.

We walk past them and pass by the most intense monkey-led game of Texas Hold ‘Em I’ve ever seen.

The suite is much too loud, and I can see by Sammi’s face that she feels the same. We go out to the balcony, getting some fresh air and a muted version of the chaos as we watch from outside instead.

I return Sammi to her feet and hold her in a loving embrace.

“Thank you, Lock,” she says. She nestles her head against my chest.

“Of course, darl,” I respond. I lean down as she looks up at me, and we share another passionate kiss.

My cock twitches in my pants as our lips meet and meld with one another. As my hand wraps around Sammi’s tight little waist and caresses her side, my thoughts start to go hazy, and I’m overwhelmed with the desire to consummate our marriage.

I reach my hand down to her warm pussy, rubbing the fabric of her dress against her bare pussy lips. She sighs up into my ear, sending a shiver down my spine and raising goosebumps all over my body.

Sammi reaches a hand down to my rock-hard cock and starts running her fingernails against it through my pants, making my eyes roll back in my head. Fuck. She knows exactly what she’s doing.

I thrust my cock hard against her hand, and she grips it tight and hard against my pants before unbuttoning them and tearing my cock out into full view.

She drops down to her knees, thumping hard against our concrete balcony overlooking the entire city and fiercely shoving my cock between her lips.

As the head of my dick slithers against her tongue, I thrust into her mouth further, forcing her to open her throat to take the rest of me.

Holy shit.

“Yes, Sammi. Mmph, baby. Just like that,” I say to her, petting her head as she works my massive, throbbing cock.

“Mmm,” she moans as she slides her mouth back and forth over my dick. I throw my head down to watch her, moaning and thrusting in and out of her while she pierces me with those damn green eyes.

In an act of raw passion, I tear her up from her knees and force her against the balcony, still facing me. I throw her leg up, resting her high heel on the rail and bringing myself down to her pussy.

I drag my tongue against her pussy lips and flick it against her clit before closing my lips around it and sucking. She moans in delight and gets a good grip of my hair, pulling my face harder against her pussy as I make out with her love button.

Her pussy is so sweet, and her aroma so intoxicating. It’s all I ever want to experience for the rest of my life.

Sammi is the one. I’ve never been more certain of anything.

I slide a finger inside of that sweet, slick cunt of hers and rub it against her G-spot over and over, listening to her writhe and feeling her squirm above me.

I pull my lips off of her pussy and slip my finger back out, dragging it up her pussy lips as I come back up to her face, kissing her soft, plump lips with her sweet nectar on my own. As my tongue slips into her mouth, I position my cock against her pussy opening.

She gasps hard as I thrust into her, taking her as mine for the first time ever as man and wife.

From the first time we’ve ever fucked, I’d dreamed of this moment. Sammi’s been mine for as long as we’ve known each other, and it’s finally time for me to make it official.

I pump in and out of her, my cock pushing hard against her G-spot with each thrust. She digs her nails into my shoulders as I plow into her. Our bodies are hot and sticky with sweat, demonstrating just how much passion we have flowing between us.

She’s panting hard for me, and her pussy is tightening around my throbbing, aching cock. We’re both close, our bodies building up intense, tingling orgasms just ready to explode out of us.

And it’s perfect. Everything about this moment.

From the polluted sky, to the noisy room behind us, to the stench of Bangkok. All of it has had a hand in making this the most memorable moment of our lives.

As I thrust into her again, she collapses, gushing cum all over my cock. Just as she climaxes, my cock bursts inside of her, coating the inside of her pussy with my creamy juices and mixing with her own.

Just as we’re both coming down from our climax, Sammi’s head falls against my chest, and she begins to weep. Perplexed, I hold her head tight, comforting her and petting her hair.

“What’s wrong, baby?” I say. I kiss her forehead.

“I’m just so saaaaad!” she wails.

“Sad? Sammi, why are you sad?”

“Because I’m going to forget all of this! I just love you so much, and I’m so happy with you, and I’m gonna forget it all and fucking marry that asshole tomorrow and be miserable!”

“Sammi…” I start, finally also pulling my dick out of her.

“I’m just a fucking coward for not owning up to any of this without all the tequila. I’m sorry. I really wish I was sober. I don’t want to be drunk anymore!” she cries.

At my second attempt to comfort her, I’m interrupted by another guest.

The monkey makes chirping and cooing noises as it closes the door behind him, joining us outside. Sammi’s face lights up.

“Monkey!” she shouts. The monkey gives her his full attention. “Come with me.”

As they start back inside, I follow. I don’t know what’s going on, but I’ll be damned if I don’t stick around to find out. I shove my dick back into my pants and regain my composure.

Once we’re back into the suite, maneuvering through the chaos, Sammi stops at her room. She reaches onto the dresser and hands the monkey her award.

“I won this tonight, Monkey,” she says to him. “I want you to take it and hide it from me until I can remember how much I love my husband.”

The monkey chatters unintelligibly and delivers Sammi something that looks akin to a salute.

He takes the award and scampers off with it, suddenly full of purpose.

“There,” Sammi says, nodding and crossing her arms over her gorgeous, perfect chest. “Now I’ll have to fucking remember—or else.”

And just like that, my heart is full.
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I stand up like Spartacus before the fucking Romans and level a finger at the weed-thieving monkey currently headed toward the balcony with an entire kilo of Mary Jane.

“Catch that fucking monkey,” I announce, zero goddamn context. “That little bastard stole my award!”

Well. Stole might not be the most accurate statement. My dumb, drunk ass gave it to the monkey, and the monkey took it to do who-fucking-knows with it.

For all I know, the symbol of the only thing I’ve done right since being in Bangkok could be on the roof, stuck in the elevator, hidden beneath that pile of Percy and Mysti May’s pussy ping-pong balls, or at the bottom of the Chao Phraya by now.

But whatever happened to it, one thing’s for sure: I want it back.

Maybe I’m just stalling. I consider it as I dive at the monkey across the living room floor, my fists narrowly missing the opportunity to close around its mangy little tail. It’s entirely possible that I’m focusing all of my energy, my emotions, and my rage at this poor little monkey, wherever the hell it came from, so I don’t have to think about anything else.

Like the fact that I really did marry Lock last night.

Or the fact that I told him I loved him. Over and over again. And he said it back.

And we both meant it.

I might be trying to distract myself from the fact that I brought him back here with me. That we laughed and fucked and—no, not even fucked. We made love out on the balcony, and he held me in his arms.

I’m definitely trying to ignore the fact that I didn’t want to forget what I forgot. That every clue I tracked down today and every memory I collected and recollected—that all of that was pushing me closer and closer to this inevitability that at this point, even I can’t deny.

I fell in love with Lock last night. Or maybe I feel in love with him three years ago on yet another wild, drunken night.

Christ, maybe I’ve always loved him. Maybe soulmates really do exist and fate is real, everything happens for a reason and all of this—every hateful, infuriating, insane chaotic moment—maybe all of it was building to this from the start.

From the moment our ancestors crawled out of the ocean and onto land.

From the very point in time when the elements that make up our bodies were released from exploding stars.

I’ve been looking at last night as a mistake.

Or rather, I’ve been looking at is as a series of mistakes. A cart full of horseshit and bad decisions that only picked up speed as it rolled downhill. A fistful of fuck yous to my master plan.

But now, I’m wondering if maybe this wasn’t the way it was meant to be. Or, if nothing else, maybe it was the best possible outcome.

Lock and Sammi. Sammi and Lock.

Samira Williams-Brighton.

Mrs. Lachlan Williams.

It sounds a hell of a lot better than Mrs. Eggbert Humphrey, at any rate.

So, okay. Say that it was all meant to be. Say that love really does exist beyond my scheming and calculations. Say that I really do love Lock.

What now?

I feel bad for punching him in the nose, for one.

And for stealing his motorcycle.

And definitely for pushing him in the river.

The monkey leaps into the air, rebounds off of poor Liam’s face, and launches himself into the twinkling embrace of the suite’s crystal chandelier.

One thing’s for sure: I still want my fucking award back.

“Bad monkey! No!” Ladyboy Celine Dion says, pointing an aggressive, sparkly-tipped finger at the monkey as—of all things—he rips into the bag of weed, pulls a Thai baht out of his vest and begins to roll a joint.

“I’ll be damned,” Liam swears, staring up at the monkey in awe. “The horny little bastard smokes weed.”

“I don’t know how I feel about this,” Becky says, crossing her arms and staring up at the monkey’s impeccable rolling skills. “I don’t even smoke weed. Does this monkey seriously go harder than me? Like, that’s not fair, right?”

“Y’all,” Mysti May says, putting her hand on her hip. “I know that no one else wants to say it, but I think we need to kill the monkey.”

“No!” I say before Miss. Texas decides to pull out a concealed six-shooter and take matters into her own hands. “I need that monkey, Mysti May.”

“Poor little guy just wants to get lit, Myst,” Becky says solemnly. “Blaze on, little dude.”

“I need the Monkey sober, Becks. I…” I place my face in my hands and suppress a scream over what I’m about to say next. “I gave the little bastard my award last night and told him not to give it back to me until I remembered everything.”

“That’s great, though!” Becky said, grinning. “Because now you have, right?”

I look around the trashed suite, drawing in a deep breath. “I think so,” I say. “But I don’t know how to convey that to…him.”

I gesture at the monkey in frustration, and he looks down at me like I’ve deeply offended him. What exactly he’s offended about, I’ve got no fucking idea. He’s the one hanging from the chandelier, rolling joints from an increasingly irritated Thai Ladyboy’s bag of weed.

“Maybe remembering isn’t enough,” Becky says, taking my hands into hers. Her little green eyes are lit up with hope—Becky always was such a romantic. “Maybe…maybe you need to remember why you need to remember. Maybe this is it, Sammi! You fell in love last night! Maybe you need to remember why.”

I roll my eyes. Hard.

“Lock Williams is…I don’t know that you can call what I have with Lock love, Becks.”

Which is true. I’m not just being frustrating, I fucking swear. How am I supposed to piece together a bunch of half-remembered drunken sexcapades into something resembling love?

It doesn’t add up. Does not compute. Calculation: failed.

“He rescued you from the mafia,” Liam reminds me.

“And he took you to that aquarium,” Mysti May adds. “You nerds love aquariums!”

“He married you last night, Sams.” Becky squeezes my hands and looks at me pleadingly. “Lock Williams, playboy billionaire marine biologist. Married you. Don’t you think that means something?”

I shake my head. Not because it means nothing to me…

But because I don’t know what it means.

“None of that is love, guys,” I say with a sigh while Weed Monkey swings above us, his joint held between his teeth as he pats his little vest down for a light. “That’s not love, is it? That’s just a series of actions. They don’t necessarily mean anything.”

“Sammi B.! What is love if not a series of actions carried out with meaning!?” Becky looks like I’m breaking her little romantic’s heart right now, which I hate to do—but I just can’t get with this.

“I don’t know!” I drag my hands out of Becky’s clutches and run my fingers through my hair. “Love is—love is flowers! Roses and lilies or some shit! It’s fucking communicating—telling each other stuff instead of sending each other on wild goose chases around Bangkok fucking Thailand all day trying to piece together clues.

“It’s not just getting married, Becks. It’s putting the rings on each other’s fingers so you have proof of it the next morning when you wake up.”

“I know you don’t mean that, Sammi,” Becky says, looking disappointed at me.

But she doesn’t have long to look at me like that, because the doorbell to the suite rings, and she has to go and get it.

“So. Let’s talk planning,” I say, seizing the opportunity to steer the conversation over to literally anything else. “How are we getting this monkey out of the chandelier?”

“We could—aw, bollocks,” Liam says, cut off mid-sentence by the doorbell again.

I disregard who the fuck could possibly be needing shit from me right now while I’m busy dealing with Weed Monkey problems—and turn to Mysti May instead.

“I could put you on my shoulders and you could grab a broom?”

She chuckles to herself. “Like we used to do at frat parties. Drunk girl jousting! Yeah, that could—oh, what the fuck even?”

And then Mysti May stomps off too as the doorbell rings. Again.

“Did you order pizza or something?” I ask Ladyboy Celine Dion.

She shakes her head. “You don’t order Thai pizza before you’ve smoked the weed. Trust me.”

So, there I am. Staring up at the monkey. Watching it stare back down at me. Standing in the living room of the suite with Ladyboy Celine Dion, our metaphorical dicks in our hands.

And that’s when I hear it.

Becky Black’s smug little voice.

“Hey, Sammi…come here.”

“I’m busy, Becks!” I yell back. “Why?”

“Because, ya dumb slut! You’re gonna want to see this.” 
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I slump down the hall, breathing out a huge huff of air like I’m about to blow wind against Becky’s sails.

The first thing that happens as I do is my phone rings. I check the caller ID—Eggs.

I don’t fucking answer it, because if I do, I’m going to say something that I’ll regret. There’s too much anger there. Too much resentment.

When I talk to Eggs again, I’m going to be calm. I’m going to be cool.

And I’m going to say something that’s going to fucking destroy him, because that’s what he deserves.

The second thing that happens as I approach the door to the suite is that I see it: a fucking pile-up.

Three Thai delivery boys bearing gifts with Mysti May, Becky, and Liam all wearing the world’s most self-satisfied grins on their faces.

“Okay,” Becky says. “So, here’s the deal. This order…”

She waves Delivery Boy #1 over and pinches his cheek in a way that makes him blush. He’s carrying a bouquet of lilies—my favorite—with a card attached.

Which I reach for, and Becky promptly plucks away just before my fingers close around it.

“This order,” she begins again, looking so smug I wanna smack her, “was placed the day you announced your engagement to Eggsy—the shithead.”

“Who from?” I ask.

Becky clears her throat, then reads from the card: “Sammi—You’re marrying a wanker who doesn’t deserve you, but you’ll be a smokin’ hot bride. If you need anyone to object last minute while you stand at the altar, I’ll be there. Yours, Lock.”

Delivery Boy #1 hands me the lilies and Becky deposits the card on top. She’s lucky that the lilies leave my hands full…

Or else I’d be tempted to actually smack her.

“Typical Lock,” I say, shaking my head. “He sent me flowers as an excuse to be disapproving about my choice in men.”

“Which turned out to be right,” Liam reminds me. “Show her what’s behind door number two, love.”

Impossibly, Becky’s smile gets even more smug as she beckons forward Delivery Boy #2.

“This order,” she announces, “was placed at seven last night. Presumably at the beginning of Lock’s meeting with Eggs at that ladyboy bar.”

Delivery Boy #2 stacks a second massive bouquet of flowers atop the first. Black roses—oh, this should be rich.

Once again, Becky does the honors, grabbing the card before I can see it.

“Sammi—If you haven’t talked to me yet today, do. And if you’re still marrying that shithead, don’t. It’s important. Yours, Lock.”

“Drama queen,” I say, but even I’m a little touched by this.

These flowers weren’t gloating.

These flowers were a contingency plan.

“He was going to tell you, Sams.” Becky looks suddenly sincere. “He didn’t want you to marry Eggs without knowing.”

“Okay, okay,” I relent. “So what’s behind door number three?”

Becky’s big smug smile returns, and I immediately regret asking.

“This one’s my favorite,” she says, beckoning forward Delivery Boy #3.

“Card?”

“No card,” Becky says.

Delivery Boy #3 is holding only a little blue box.

“Open it, darlin’,” Mysti May urges.

I shift the flowers over to Myst and take the box in my hands.

My fingers are trembling.

I know what must be inside.

“When did—”

“Early this morning,” Becky says with a little nod.

Now it feels like my whole body is shaking.

It was never about the flowers. I have to admit that now. It was never about having a ring on my finger, either.

It was never about anything other than being too fucking afraid to accept what I’m always too drunk to remember.

I’m in love with Lock.

I might have been in love with Lock for a very long time.

But I’m an idiot, and I’m an asshole. Faced with something so slippery and intangible as love, I wanted to hold out until I had something solid. Evidence or data or a fucking checklist with all the boxes ticked off.

And now, being presented with all that shit…

Fuck.

I’m in love with my husband.

God fucking dammit.

My fingers slip as I fumble with the box, trying to open it.

I’m terrified to discover what’s inside…

And I’m excited, too.

I pry the box open slowly, holding my breath…

“Uh, guys?”

Percy’s voice carries down the hallway, and I pause, grateful for one more moment before the full reality of my life comes crashing down on me.

“Kinda having a moment right now, Perce!” Becky yells back at her.

“Yeah, that’s like, cool and stuff. It’s just…”

Percy’s bubblegum pink head pokes out into the hall.

Shit.

She actually looks fucking concerned.

“Three big black cars just pulled up outside, and a bunch of dudes with guns just got out of it. So, uh.”

My heart drops into my stomach.

I grab Becky by the arm.

“We need to move away from the door.”

So, Becky, Liam, Mysti May, a dozen white lilies, two dozen black roses, three delivery boys and I rush down the hall to join Percy, Ladyboy Celine Dion, and a joint-smoking monkey in the living room…

Just in time to narrowly avoid the Bangkok mafia kicking down the door.

Men with guns pour into the room, and for once, it’s not my dumb ass on the line for a change.

Instead, we all move protectively around Percy, whose pink hair is starting to look less like a big dumb mistake and more like a half-assed attempt to conceal her identity…

Or a target.

Because if she thought changing her hair color would change the heart of the mafia don…

It didn’t fucking work.

I open my mouth to tell him, You know what? Fuck off. Forcing his way into a private hotel room with all these gun-wielding mafiosos might be how things work in his world, but we’re Americans, dammit. Even if he did successfully kidnap, murder or—god forbid—marry Percy—we have one of the most rabid, sensationalized medias in the goddamn world.

He might not care about dealing with the police or the legal system or the government, but the second a major news organization gets hold of this particular story, his ass is grass—and not the kind that the monkey dangling from the chandelier is smoking, either.

At the same time, he opens his mouth. Probably to continue his monologue from earlier—that if he can’t have Percy, no one can. Lots of guns, much shoot, yadda yadda, et cetera, marry me or else.

It’s so fucking predictable that not even the fear of being riddled with bullets is gonna stop me from rolling my eyes at it all right now.

But before either of us says anything, something funny happens.

The monkey—this damn fucking monkey upon whom I’ve low-key been placing the blame for all my fucking problems—the Weed Monkey makes the strangest happy little chattering noise and swings down from the chandelier…

Right into the mafia don’s arms.

And into the mafia don’s open mouth…

The monkey places its joint.

So, we’re staring at the mafia don with baited breath, feeling pretty what the fuck and wondering what the hell he’s going to do next.

And the mafia don is staring back at us…with pretty much the same expression on his face.

At some point, one of the mafiosos has the bright idea to whip out a lighter and set the joint aflame…

And just like that, the tension dissipates.

“You found my monkey!” the mafia don exclaims.

And damned if he doesn’t take that fucking monkey into his arms and hug the little bastard tight.

I’ll be honest…at that point, I’m out.

I head out to the balcony—the same balcony where Lock and I fucked last night. The last twenty-four hours have been so fucking insane that I’m having trouble taking it all in.

It’s insane the way that twenty-four hours can change your entire fucking life. That you can lose the man who’s supposed to be the love of our life…and meet your soul mate, all within the course of one day.

That you can squirt on the face of a mafia don, be kidnapped by his men, get rescued by said soul mate, and then—some-fucking-how—reunite him with his long-lost, card-counting, weed-stealing monkey companion, narrowly avoiding a villanous monologue—a fate worse than death…

“Hey,” Becky says, coming out on the balcony and standing next to me. She leans on the rail at my side and nudges me gently with her elbow.

When I follow her gaze, I realize something insane.

The little blue box Lock sent me is still unopened in my hands.

And—shit. Lock. Last time I saw him, I pushed him into the Chao Phraya…another fate worse than death.

“You gonna open it?” Becky asks.

My shoulders rise and fall as I take a big breath and release it again.

“Yeah,” I admit. “I have to…even though I already know what’s inside.”

“You don’t know specifics, though,” Becky says with a sly little grin. “Maybe he’s surprised you.”

“Maybe,” I say, smiling back at her.

For once, I don’t even want to slap her for it.

I run my thumb over the edge of the box, thinking it over. But first…

“We need to talk to that monkey,” I say, grabbing her by the arm and dragging her back in.

Inside, the Bangkok mafia seems to be partaking heavily in Ladyboy Celine Dion’s weed…and Ladyboy Celine Dion as well, for that matter. She’s giggling as she’s passed around from one gangster to the next, being felt up and kissed on to her heart’s content.

Mysti May looks pretty let down, but honestly…Mysti May needs to stop falling in love with everyone she hooks up with when she’s drunk.

I approach the mafia don with a little fire burning in my chest. I know what I have to do next—with Lock and the little blue box and my life and everything. But before that happens…

I bow to the monkey.

“I’ve figured it out,” I inform the little primate bastard. “I’ve remembered everything. And…” I groan. “I’m in love with Lock Williams. Okay? I’m admitting it. So…can I please have my award back?”

The monkey sits back on the mafia don’s shoulder, looking pleased with himself. The mafia don, on the other hand, looks confused as fuck—and I give the dude a tired shrug.

You and me both, sister.

Appeased, the monkey nods his head and points his finger. I breathe a sigh of relief. Maybe the first of the last sighs of relief I’ll have to breathe today.

That is, until I see where the monkey’s finger is pointing.

“Oh, god, no,” I sob.

Because over there in the corner, just beneath that sticky, smelly pile of ping-pong balls… I see the faintest glimmer of the award I received last night.

“I’d let it go if I was you, babe,” Becky says, patting me on the shoulder sympathetically.

“Yeah…I-I’m good. Can you guys hold down the fort here?”

I look at the faces of my BFFs, and they all smile and nod.

Fucking good. For the first time in the last twenty-four hours, it looks like everything might finally be alright.

I tuck the little blue box in the pocket of my skirt and run out the door.

He might hate me. He might fucking despise me. And I’d put good money on him not smelling too great…

But I’m in love with Lock Williams.

And a woman never gives up on her husband.
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I take it all back. I’m actually hoping that she doesn’t call.

Fuck it. Fuck it all.

I really don’t know why I thought things would have been different this time around. For the last three years, it’s always ended up the exact same way.

I’m like the walking definition of insanity. My name and face are right beside the word in the dictionary at this point.

And, to top it all off, I’m walking in this incredibly disgusting heat and humidity while smelling of the oh-so-lovely Chao Phraya.

On a cool day, that would smell bad enough. You throw in the damned heat and humidity, and I could probably kill a mob of kangaroos.

I’m surprised there are so many boats in the water. How do people tolerate this nastiness?

Back home, if the water stunk, you leave it the fuck alone. No one wants what comes out of it.

When I finally return to my hotel to check out, I’m not at all surprised that everyone is moving away from me as if I were Moses parting the Red Sea. Nobody wants to be near Michael Jackson’s pimp who smells like he just crawled out of a hippo’s arse.

The poor girl behind the counter gets one whiff of me, and she’s reaching for the nearest trash can. I do all I can to make it a painless transaction.

“Look, I’m sorry, darl. I know I’m rancid. I just want to check out.”

She calls for some help, but nobody is willing to get much closer than twenty feet.

I feel bad for the woman. She’s a real trooper, though. We go through everything as quickly as we can for her sake so that I can get out of here.

I’m making my way out of the hotel when the woman behind the counter yells at me.

“Sir, what about your possessions in the room?”

“Don’t worry about it, darl. Consider it a write-off,” I yell back over my shoulder.

Just like the rest of this fucking trip.

And boy, has this trip been one large pain in my arse. Even if I were to exclude all of the crazy shenanigans with Sammi and her people, I’ve still lost all my luggage from my room, was forced to dress like a member of Thailand’s worst boy band, and was forced to take a dive into the Chao Phraya.

I’m barely into my miserable walk back to my boat so that I can leave this damn country when a couple of guys who look like your typical United States frat boys approach me.

“Hey, man, can you help us? My friends and I are trying to find the Golden Gun. You know where it is?”

Of course I would get stopped and asked about the Golden Gun.

I want to throw each of them into the river, but I’m too damn drained and just tell them where to find the place instead.

“Thanks, dude. And, uh, just a suggestion, but you should take a shower and change. You reek, bro.”

“Thanks, dude,” I say, deadpan.

I had really hoped that things could have been different this time around. This time was different than the others. It was like some incredibly adventurous joyride, and that was all before the getting married bit.

I really thought that this time I would end up with my happily ever after.

And it’s a bitter pill to swallow, but happily ever after doesn’t fucking exist. It’s all just one big cosmic joke.

And truthfully—in hindsight—I really shouldn’t have gone through with everything.

She was drunk. I was drunk. Her friends were on another plane of existence kind of drunk.

None of us were in the right state of mind at all, really. But I always felt that getting married while drunk was something that drunk me would know not to do.

In the end, it all boils down to two things.

One, Sammi is still a coward. Even after she remembers most of what happened last night, she ran.

Two, I’m a fucking idiot. Dumbest dumb person on Earth.

“Excuse me, sir?”

I don’t even realize I’m being addressed until I feel this tap on my shoulder.

I turn and see a small family of obvious tourists with wads of tissue up their noses.

“What can I do for you folks?”

“Hi. We’re trying to find the Golden Gun. Do you know where it is?”

Oh, you’ve got to be fucking kidding me right now.

“The Golden Gun? You guys are trying to find the Golden Gun?” comes a voice from another group of wandering tourists.

“Oh, so you’re both trying to find the Golden Gun?” I sneer, addressing both groups.

Both groups of tourists are nodding and smiling. They look at me like I’m some blonde, smelly Jesus who’s going to show them the way to salvation.

“Well, here’s how you find it.” I pause and I swear they lean in as if waiting to hear the word of gospel. “Fuck off.”

The two groups look at me with surprise, as if they’re getting pranked.

“I’m sorry?” one poor soul pipes up.

“I said: Fuck. Off. Do you want me to spell it out for you, mate?”

I turn and start to walk away. A small voice, like that of a child, calls me an asshole behind my back.

The kid isn’t wrong.

Normally, I would have been happy to help those people out. I’m a nice guy.

But right now, I am exhausted, I am frustrated, and I am in no mood to be the laughing stock of some big universal joke.

I just want to get on my boat, hit the water, and sail back home.

No more Thai mafia. No more stolen Buddha heads. No more underground gambling dens.

No more squirting on people. No more looking and smelling like a Thai sewer. No more Sammi.

The moment I step foot on my boat, I feel more than a bit at ease. I’m peeling off my clothes, and I jump straight into my shower.

It feels good to be back on my boat. Hell, I didn’t even want to stay at the hotel I was at. The only reason I was there was because there were some conferences about the migration pattern of the great white that I didn’t want to miss out on.

I get out of my shower and—unfortunately—I still smell. It’s not nearly as vomit-inducing, but it’s a stench that will probably linger for a day or two.

Just another reminder of how much this trip has completely sucked.

I’m down on the dock when I feel this tapping on my back.

Oh, this better not be someone asking me about the fucking Golden Gun again.

I turn around, and I’m ready to let it all out, mate. I’m ready to lay out whoever is behind me.

Only it isn’t some tourist looking to ask me about the Golden Gun.

Instead, I’m looking in the lovely green eyes of the woman I love.

“Lock, I remember. I remember it all.”

“You mean—”

She doesn’t even give me time to finish. Sammi jumps up into my arms and presses her lips against mine.

Suddenly, every sullen moment from my final walk away from Sammi Brighton is in the past. Every unkind thing I had to say about myself and about her all recanted.

Sammi Brighton is in my arms, kissing my lips, remembering how she’s my fucking girl. And nothing in the world could top how I feel right fucking now.

She pulls her lips away from mine and smiles at me with a smile I’ve never seen on face her face before.

“I love you, Lock. And I plan on spending the rest of my life with you. I plan on saving the world with you.”

“I feel a distinct ‘but’ coming on here, Sam.”

She laughs. “But there is one thing I need to do first.” She looks me up and down and sniffs me. “And you could probably stand to take another shower.”

We laugh.

I kiss Sammi—my wife—with every ounce of love that I have.

I hold onto her tightly and refuse to let her go as we share a loving, passionate kiss with no restrictions, no reservations, and no holds barred.


Chapter 38

 

Lock

6:40 PM SATURDAY

 

I take my wife by the wrists and slam her against the bedroom wall of my yacht so hard, the boat rocks.

“Tell it to me again, darl,” I growl, my nose against her gorgeous, perfect nose. “And if you skimp on detail…I’ll punish you.”

Sammi giggles. She’s not the kind of woman who giggles frequently—and especially not while sober. But while her lips might always taste of tequila to me, for once, I’ve got her in my arms with the full confidence that she could pass a breathalyzer test.

“Maybe I want you to punish me.” She arches a gorgeous, perfect eyebrow in a way that makes my cock even harder than it already was.

And I didn’t think that was even fucking possible.

“I’m a bad man, Mrs. Williams. I might just punish you either way for making me wait so long to make you mine.”

And then, as if in demonstration of my own rottenness, I dip my lips down to her collarbone and sink my teeth into her skin.

Sammi hisses and gasps, struggling against me one moment then easing her body closer to mine the next. I can almost feel the pleasure chemicals coursing through her veins, relaxing her muscles, and washing over her gorgeous, perfect brain.

“I might just like it,” she admits in a whisper.

For not the first time today, I run my tongue over her skin and think about how goddamn much I love my gorgeous, perfect wife.

I think about dropping the subject there and just fucking taking her. It’s what my cock wants. Christ, it’s what my whole body wants: Samira Williams nee Brighton, writhing in passion beneath me and moaning my name.

But it was such a stroke of genius…

I’ll only want her more if she’ll just tell me the story one more time.

“Play it again, Sams,” I tell her, and I feel her body shake with laughter.

“That’s a misquote, you know.”

Typical fucking Sammi.

I pinch her ass, then smack it, just to let her know I don’t care.

“Mm,” she moans, low and deep. “What should I start with, honey? The part where I left Eggs at the altar to come fuck my real husband on his big, sexy yacht?”

“How about the part where you put Ladyboy Celine Dion in your wedding dress and marched her down the aisle instead?” I suggest. Firmly.

And as with every firm suggestion I make, I accompany it with a firm thrust of my cock against her thigh. Just to let her know that I mean it.

“She seemed happy enough to play along,” Sammi laughs, thrusting right back. “I just didn’t think she’d actually go through with the rest of the ceremony, too.”

“And you thought Eggs would?”

Sammi shrugs. “You know how he likes Thai ladyboys, honey. I think they’re going to have a lot of fun together.”

“Not as much fun as you and I are about to have,” I tell her.

Then I tear her fucking top off her.

I have just enough time to enjoy the way her tits spring out of it—big, gorgeous, perfect tits—before she puts her foot against my abdomen and kicks me to the ground.

“That wasn’t very nice, husband.” She smiles as she takes my wrists in her own hands, pinning me to the floor of the yacht.

“I’m not a very nice man,” I admit, still watching the way her tits sway as she straddles me.

But when Sammi straddles me, it’s not my cock she’s after. It’s my mouth.

God, I love my wife.

She positions herself over my face, hugging the scruff of my jaw tight with her gorgeous, perfect thighs. When she lets go of my wrists, I seize the opportunity to slip my hands beneath her skirt and grab her ass, pulling her cunt down onto my lips.

She tastes like salt and honey, like the sweetness of sunshine after a long day in the ocean.

She’s already wet when she mounts me, and when I slip my tongue between the lips of her gorgeous, perfect cunt, she only gets wetter.

“Moan for me, Lock,” my woman commands.

And damned if I don’t moan louder than I’ve ever moaned before.

She rides me like a dream. No—better than a dream. A man has no control over the bits and pieces of nighttime visions his subconscious conjures up.

And while Sammi might be the one riding my lips, there’s no pretending that I have anything but complete control over her.

I have control over my wife’s gorgeous, perfect hips as they buck against my mouth. I curl my fingers around her gorgeous, perfect hip bones and move her back and forth at my own pace, like the steady roll of the ocean’s waves.

I have control over her clit—goddamn, I have the utmost control over her clit. I control how it moves beneath my tongue, how fast, how slow—

I have control over the gasps she makes, the little purrs and coos of passion. The way her lips fall open in a gorgeous, perfect O while she approaches an O of her own. The way those same lips pull back into a snarl as I tease her.

I control the way I push her just to the brink of orgasm then steal it away from her like a thief in the night, just to hear her moans turn into whimpers. To feel her get desperate in the way she tries to take her pleasure from my tongue.

Sammi wanted to ride me, but she didn’t study marine biology for nothing. And now, she’s a boat out on the ocean of my desire—and I control the way she rises and falls until I allow her to reach the peak of her longing.

And then, I control the way she crashes down into the sea of my lust.

“Lock!” she cries out, twining her fingers into my hair. She pulls on it hard, like she thinks she can rein me in—

Silly little thing, my wife is. No woman can control the waters of the earth.

Not even a goddess like her.

She comes for me, hard and fast and with desperation. When I finally give it to her, I don’t hold back—and she can’t hold anything back at all, either.

Then, opportunist that I am, I pull her off my mouth and position her cunt against my cock.

“Beg for it, Sammi,” I say with that smile she hates so much.

Sammi takes a deep breath. I watch her lips spread out into a pleased little smile of her own.

“Call me your wife again, and maybe I will,” she says back to me.

Then, the way she always seems to do just when I’m beginning to enjoy myself, she slaps me dead across the face.

But I’m a man who’s been known to roll with the punches…

And God, I love a woman who can throw a good punch.


Chapter 39

 

Sammi

7:01 PM SATURDAY

 

“Christ, Sammi,” Lock moans as I grind my cunt against the tip of his dick. “You’re the fucking moon, you know that?”

I raise an eyebrow. “Am I, now?”

“Mmm. You are, darl.” Lock shifts his hips beneath me, trying to sink his cock where we both want it to go…but he teased me just a moment too long with that orgasm. And I don’t intend to let him get off that easy…

Even though I know we’ll both get off in the end.

We always do.

“Tell me then, babe.” I roll my hips round and round, swirling his tip around my burning hot entrance and coating him in my cum. “How am I the moon?”

“Well,” Lock says, setting his jaw and trying to work it out for himself. “I’m the ocean, see, and you—something about controlling my waves?”

I grab a fistful of his hair and arch my eyebrow again. Lock only laughs.

“It’s damn hard to be all poetic and shit with you, darl, when you’re teasing my cock like this.”

“Mm,” I moan, sliding his cock between my pussy lips and rubbing my clit up against it. “Best shut up then.”

“Maybe you’d better make me,” he challenges.

And so I do, pressing my lips against his as I take the full length of him. Just like that—all at once.

Then, there aren’t any more words to be spoken between us.

Just sighs.

And animalistic growls.

And so many fucking moans.

If you would have told me twenty-four hours ago that I’d be riding Lachlan Williams’ cock right now while his luxury yacht rocks beneath us, I would have laughed in your fucking face.

But that’s life for you, I guess.

Laughable at worst, and at best…

“Aaah!” I cry out, driving my hips against his a little faster.

The orgasm tears through my body, even harder than the one before. That’s the thing about fucking Lock Williams, I’ve discovered.

Once I get started, I only want more and more and more.

Whether I remember it or not…at the end of the day, I think I was always destined to end up back in his bed—or his boat—or wherever it is that we’re going to end up next.

I’m thinking the high seas, if I’m being perfectly honest.

We’re already out on the water…and in a world full of oceans, I feel like we could do big, glorious things.

Together. Always together.

I keep that in mind for when I finally decide to let Lock cum.

For the time being, though…

“Sammi,” Lock gasps. He slides his hands up my body as my hips force him to say my name.

“Yes, darling?”

“Did you ever—oh, fucking Christ—did you ever get that box I sent?”

I smile. Of course, I smile.

In the heat of everything, I nearly forgot about his little blue box.

“And something like three dozen flowers, besides,” I add, fishing it out of the pocket of my skirt.

“Have you—oh God—have you opened it yet?”

“Mmm. No,” I admit. “Should I?”

I run my thumb across the top of it, weighing it in the palm of my hand as I milk Lock with my cunt. There’s something fucking glorious about teasing him—using his hot, muscled body for my pleasure and with every twitch of my hips, making him want me more and more.

But all my teasing has a price.

Luckily, when it comes to Lock, it’s a price I’m always willing to pay.

He finally thrashes his hips upward, and I lose my balance. There’s a dark grin on his handsome, perfect lips as he wraps his arms around me, lifting me up and pinning me to the side of his bunk with his own hips.

“Open it,” he growls through his teeth.

He thrusts deep into me, finally able to take what he wants. It sends such an intense wave of pleasure through my body that I nearly scream and drop the box entirely.

Instead, I wrap my legs around his waist and take his shoulder between my teeth. My arms encircle his neck, holding on for dear life…

And then finally, I pop the little blue box open and take my first look at the treasure contained within.

It’s a ring.

I always knew it would be a ring. Men don’t send women that they’ve drunkenly married during a wild night in Bangkok a little blue box unless it has a ring inside it—so of course it’s a fucking ring. I was prepared for that.

What I wasn’t prepared for was to fall in love with it so quickly. Literally on sight. It sparkles up at me as Lock drives his hard, thick cock as deep inside me as it will go.

I orgasm again, staring into the glimmering shine of a white opal, book-ended by twin sapphires. My eyes roll back, and my whole body tenses up and—oh god.

I’m in love with this man.

Really, truly in love with him.

And now I’m really, truly his wife.

Eggs never gave me an engagement ring. It never bothered me at the time—I’m not that kind of woman. Knowing me, I would have lost it anyway.

My engagement to Eggs was calculated and rational and reasonable—all the things that the old Sammi Brighton liked about not really being in love.

But it had always lacked heart. Maybe because his heart was always more interested in what was between a Thai ladyboy’s thighs…

And mine was always with Lock. Whether I remembered it or not.

And now, here Lock is, squeezed tight between my thighs.

I slip the ring onto my finger and toss the box aside—then I kiss him.

I kiss him hard.

My husband.

I can hardly believe that this is really my life.

“Beg me for it, wife,” Lock says, moving his lips over to kiss the ring on my finger. “Beg me for my cum now that I’ve made you my bride.”

And I’m not a begging woman…

But for my husband, exceptions can be made.

“Please,” I gasp. I’m amazed at how ragged my voice sounds. Like I’m not just indulging him…

God. I think I actually might mean it.

I might mean it so much, I even go so far as to say it again: “Please, Lock. Give—give me your cum. Fucking—I need it, babe. Please! Cum for me, Lock! Fucking cum for—aaaaaah!”

I can feel him fill me up. Really, truly feel him. Every inch of my body explodes with pleasure. I’m pretty sure we’re literally making the boat rock back and forth with the power of his every thrust.

And his cum—my husband’s cum—it pours into my pussy, load after load, until it’s pouring out of me, between my thighs and onto the floor beneath us.

“I’m going to make you clean that up later,” Lock growls, laughing against my ear.

“Mm. You spent all day cleaning up my messes,” I admit. “Maybe it’s time I clean up one of yours.”

But if we’re a mess together, we’re a glorious fucking mess.

The best kind.

We’re a mess to remember.

And when he kisses me…

I know that this time, I’m never going to forget it.


Chapter 40

 

Lock

SIX MONTHS LATER

 

Sammi’s got her back to me, bending over slightly to reach the bar. Even after six months of staring at it in awe, I still can’t believe what a great ass my wife has.

Or how freely I can finally stare at it now. Not that I didn’t before anyway, but now she smiles when she catches me looking. In fact, she’s smiling at me right now, glancing over her shoulder at me while she makes us drinks.

Her lips quirk up in a knowing grin. They do that a lot now.

She turns back to the bar, and I just keep right on staring.

The setting sun behind her hits her exposed skin just right, making her glow. And damn if most of her isn’t exposed, her bikini barely covering anything.

I really have the world’s sexiest wife.

Wife.

The word still feels odd in my mouth. Or on my mind, as it were.

No matter how many days pass, I’m still amazed that it’s true. That she actually married me.

Not to mention stayed married to me.

That right there is the real shocker.

After Bangkok, Sammi and I both needed a change. She from spending so much time working in labs, me from spending so much time on solid ground.

The solution was obvious. We made a beeline for my boat, and we’ve been here pretty much ever since. It was obvious from that first night in the 3D aquarium that Sammi had dreams that could never be reached from a lab.

Her safe and rational approach held her back in more ways than one. At the end of the day, no matter how well meaning, you can’t affect change without getting your hands a bit dirty.

Still, I was nervous when Sammi told me her plan.

Fighting shark poachers?

I mean, I’d only just married the girl. I wasn’t exactly keen on losing her.

When she gets an idea in her head, though, nothing can stop her.

So here we are: sea breeze blowing, sun setting behind us like a picture. Our own little chunk of paradise.

Sure, it’s not been all easy sailing, so to speak.

I look at the scar running down her back—a close call, that one. Cut with a diving knife.

Right in front of me.

My heart about fucking stopped beating. You can imagine what happened to the guy wielding it. He’ll be lucky if he walks again.

Even before we got married, I would’ve ruined a man for touching Sammi. Now, that bastard’s just lucky she was there to pull me off of him. That’s Sammi for you.

Such a soft touch.

She walks over to me now, drinks in hand. I take mine with thanks, smiling up at her as she straddles my lap. She leans in, kissing me on the cheek, home to a new scar of my own.

“It’s not healed properly,” I say about it, “I think this is as small as it’s gonna get.”

“Good,” she says, “I love it.”

Oddly enough, I believe her.

I set my drink aside, using both hands to pull her closer against me.

“Yeah? You think you can stand to look at this face forever?”

She laughs. “Well, not forever. Just until we die.”

“Nope, not long enough.” I respond.

She nods in agreement.

It’s been a crazy few months. Almost as crazy as the time we spent in Bangkok.

Almost.

It feels good to have this time with her. We may have our hands full with shark poachers and near-death experiences, but in the middle of it all, we have these moments. Times when it’s just the two of us. Calm seas and stiff drinks.

I live for these moments. I live for her.

I pick my glass back up and take a long drink. It’s a margarita, of course. Whenever we drink together, it’s tequila.

And whenever Sammi mixes us margaritas, it means we’re in for a hell of a night. Although really, every night with Sammi is kind of that way.

“What is it?” she asks, looking down at me.

“Hmmm?” I come back to reality. “Oh, nothing, just thinking…I’m just really fucking happy, Sammi.”

She nuzzles closer to me. “I love you, Lock.”

“I love you, too…Sammi-Poo.”

The look of abject terror that crosses her face is worth the smack it costs me. She wriggles in my grip, and I hold her tighter.

“Don’t you DARE!”

“But—Sammi-Poo!”

I can’t control my laughter. I love how much she hates the nickname almost as much as I love calling her by it. To think she almost married that fucker.

Insanity.

She must be thinking along the same lines because her laugh sounds more than a little like relief.

“Fuck you, Lachlan,” she chokes out between giggles.

“Is that an invitation?”

I’m already getting hard between us.

Raging boners are pretty much my natural state of being now. Difficult to be around Sammi without one. She grinds against me, feeling for herself.

“Maybe…if you quit this Sammi-Poo bullshit.”

“Hmm…you drive a hard bargain, darl.”

“Sure do.”

She leans in again, this time directing her lips to my own. Her kiss is soft. They often are now, full of meaning in a way that they never were before.

I kiss her back, my own meaning clear as well. The sun continues to set behind us, bathing the world in gold. The ocean sloshes against the boat, its splashes soothing in the otherworldly silence of open sea.

“Lock,” she mumbles, breaking the kiss.

“Yes, darl?”

“Tell me you love me. For real.”

“I fucking love you, Sammi Williams.”

“Better,” she says, leaning back towards me.

Of course, it’s this moment when her phone begins to ring.

“Ignore it.” I say, redoubling my grip on her.

“Lock!” she laughs.

“Oh, come on!”

“It could be important” she says, wiggling out of my arms. “Two minutes. Tops.”

I growl at her, sulking a bit, but make no further argument. The way we live now, it very well could be important. She crosses the deck to grab her phone, and I hear her indistinct answer.

I reach again for my margarita, downing half of it in one long drink. If I have to sit here waiting, I might as well get a little off my head. The sunset is breathtaking, and I direct my attention to it.

I could never feel this calm in the city. There’s always something going on there, always so much noise. I love how quiet it is here.

“AHHHHH!” Sammi squeals, startling me out of my thoughts.

“Oh my god, when?!” she shouts.

What the fuck?

“Of course we will be,” she goes on. “We wouldn’t fucking miss it.”

Her words grow indistinct again, and I’m about to go over and find out what all the fuss is when she turns around, setting her phone back on the chair.

She walks over to me, grinning from ear to ear.

“Guess what?” she says

“What?”

“Percy’s getting married!”

“What? When?”

“In three months!”

She’s practically giddy as she settles herself back on my lap.

“Okay…” I say. “Where are we going?”

“Amsterdam! Isn’t that wild?”

“Oh, man.”

Yeah, I suspect it will be.

Sammi scoots closer to me, her mouth hovering mere centimeters from mine.

“We’ll worry about that later, though,” she says. “So…where were we?”

Where indeed.

I close the gap, kissing her hard. Behind us, the sun is on its last breath, stars already starting to cut through the sky. I wrap my arms tightly back around my wife.

Yeah, it’s gonna be a hell of a night.

In fact, you could say it’s going to be a night to remember.
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Daniel

 

If I’m not mistaken—and I rarely fucking am—I think my secretary is wearing a ball gag as a necklace today.

“Sorry to bother you, sir,” she says, as that big red rubber ball jiggles against her throat.

She’s tightened the leather straps up enough that it could reasonably be mistaken for a choker, but I’m not some uninitiated fuck—I didn’t exactly get my first erection yesterday.

“Make it quick.” I don’t have time to question my secretary’s more-than-questionable fashion choices. If I don’t figure out why the columns on this report aren’t adding up by the end of the day, I won’t know which incompetent jackass in accounting to fire tomorrow morning.

“It’s just, uh, your mother is here,” she informs me.

And then, right on cue, my mother flounces in. Doesn’t even give me time to feel sorry for myself.

“Danny, darling!” my mother coos, trotting into my office on a pair of peep-toe heels the color of cotton candy vomit. “How’s my favorite businessman? Give mommy a little smooch, that’s a good dear.”

I roll my eyes—but I do as I’m bid. My mother is as vapid and air-headed as they come, but she’s still the woman who gave birth to me, and for that, she can have as many cheek-kisses as she wants. I just wish she’d stop fucking calling them smooches—and I wish she would have left Muffins the Purse Dog at home for once.

“Missed you too, Mom,” I relent, keeping an eye on Muffins. His fluffy, feral little head pops up out of my mother’s Chanel purse just as I’m enveloped by the scent of No. 5—her favorite perfume.

To his credit, Muffins doesn’t fucking growl at me on sight anymore—but he does look like he’s ready to take a jealousy shit in my mother’s handbag any minute now.

“Maybe you should let my secretary take Muffins on a walk, Mom,” I suggest. I’d hate for Mom’s latest husband—whoever he is—to have to replace a sold-out handbag—plus, if my secretary really is wearing a ball gag, I’m sure she knows her way around a leash.

“Nonsense, honey,” Mom says, sitting on my desk like she thinks she’s still a teenager or something.

That’s my mother for you. Mentally, she hasn’t aged a day since 18. Physically, her plastic surgeon does what he can.

“Muffins and I are here as a team, darling. We’re on a mission today, you see.”

I shake my head and take the bait. “And what might that be?”

“We have a date for you, honey.” She says it like I’m supposed to be excited—or surprised. I’m not. “Muffins picked her out special, just for you! Didn’t you, schnuckums?”

While my mother feeds her purse dog a doggie treat, I’m just trying to suppress a groan.

“Oh, dear, don’t look like that,” my mother reprimands. “This one, Danny—she’s a keeper. Nice, wide, childbearing hips—and, I only think she’s had three nose jobs, so you know she’s got good genes for Dr. Scalpel to work with.”

Dr. fucking Scalpel. My mother knows that I have no intentions of settling down any time soon, and she’s already planning my children’s first elective surgeries.

“That’s sweet of you, Mom,” I say cordially, “but I think I’ll pass.”

“You’re not getting any younger, Danny.”

“Not without Dr. Scalpel’s help, I’m not.”

“And you know how I’ve always wanted grandchildren…”

“You have grandchildren,” I remind her. “Fendi has four kids, Mom. Chanel has two. Prada just had twins last week, for fuck’s sake—and she’s barely even sixteen.”

“Ruff!” Muffins barks aggressively. Briefly, I consider tipping over the purse—but then he might shit on my carpet, so I think better of it.

“Yes,” my mother agrees. “And I’m sure that for as long as your half-sisters can find YouTube stars to have unprotected sex with, they’ll give me plenty more. But I haven’t done everything I’ve done for them, Danny honey. I did it for you. For us. You need to start thinking about your legacy, sweetheart.”

I have to hand it to my mother: she knows exactly where to twist the knife.

I never knew my father, but from my mother’s stories about him, I’m better off this way. She had me when she was the same age as Prada is now, and he left her without even bothering to stick around for my birth.

Ever since, Mom has been enterprising in the only way I think she’s ever known how. Her next relationships were calculated affairs with rich old geezers who took us in, fed us, clothed us, and taught me everything there was to know about their business empires.

Even once they knocked Mom up and the relationship soured, her ex-husbands always kept an interest in me. Put me through some of the top business schools in the country and—to my surprise—even named me heir to their fortunes over their own children.

Part of me feels like Mom screwed over my half-sisters for life in that regard. Can anyone really blame them for all their accidental pregnancies and the strip clubs they’ve inadvertently burned down?

They’re sweethearts, but she did name them after her favorite purses—one of which, from the smell of things, Muffin is shitting in literally as we speak.

“I’m not even thirty-five yet, Mom. I’ve got the entire fortunes of three of your ex-husbands to blow before I have to start worrying about who might inherit them.”

She narrows her eyes at me. “We both know that’s not true. You’ve always been a responsible boy, Danny. You’re smarter than that. If you don’t want to go on the date with the nose-job girl, that’s fine—but it’s high time you stopped fucking sluts on your desk and started thinking about finding one to give you a baby—one who’s worthy of being your wife.”

I sigh, rubbing the bridge of my nose.

She’s not exactly wrong. I care more about her ex-husbands’ resort chains than I do about what bimbo I’m currently bending over my desk—which is why I had six of them in here last night, all lined up and begging for my dick.

It’s why I keep a drawer full of condoms in my desk, too. I hardly need an army of bastards running around my city, considering that I’m a bastard myself.

“Just think about it, darling,” my mother implores me. “A wife and a baby—it could be good for you. I only want to see you happy, you know, and—awwwwww, did Muffins do a widdle poop? Did Muffins ruin Mommy’s expensive handbag?”

It happens that fast. Just as quickly as my mother blew into my day, she’s already gathering her things and meandering back out of it, cooing at her handbag and holding it at arm’s length as she goes.

“Have a good day, Mom,” I call after her.

“You too, dear,” she says. I can hear her stop at my secretary’s desk on the way out. “Oh, my! What a gorgeous necklace, sweetie! You absolutely must tell me where you got it!”

Then the door closes behind her, and I’m alone again.

I try working once she’s gone. It’s no fucking use. Maybe it’s the lingering scent of Muffin-shit in the air, or maybe she’s really planted the idea in my head the way she hoped.

I don’t want my mother worrying about me.

And I don’t want to see all my hard work go to waste.

A wife. An heir.

It sounds fucking preposterous is what it sounds like. I’m not husband material—and I’m certainly not worthy of being a fucking father.

I’m a loose cannon—a bad boy sowing my wild oats like my father before me, only I have the decency to be fucking responsible about it. My wild oats ultimately end up safely contained inside a condom—and then immediately dumped in the trash.

I look at the pictures on my desk of my half-sisters and myself. There’s one of Prada and me on her seventh birthday, just before she stabbed the party clown with the cake knife, and I had to talk him out of pressing charges.

There’s another of me with Fendi and Chanel at that underwater night club I helped them open, just before they hooked the oxygen intake tubes up to bottles of vodka and all the mermaid performers nearly drowned.

Admittedly, I don’t love the idea of those three taking over my empire if something were to happen to me.

Maybe I do need an heir.

But to have an heir, I need to find the right woman—and to find the right woman, I need to clear my fucking head.

“Cancel the rest of my appointments for the day,” I tell my secretary.

“Yes, master—I mean, uh, yes sir,” she calls after me.

“And no more bondage porn while you’re at work!” I shout over my shoulder—because, yeah, I fucking saw what was on her computer screen before she closed the window.

“Sorry, sir!”

I drive through the city until I see a place where I can clear my head. It looks like some shit out of a bad Lewis Carroll novel—but on the bright side, at least no fucking women will be approaching me, trying to get me to bend them over the Mad Hatter’s tea table for a quickie.

Inside, there’s a woman sitting at a table with her three very pregnant friends. Exactly the kind of woman I’d want to put a baby in, really—not that I’m genuinely considering that right now.

I don’t know if it’s because I feel a sort of solidarity with her after the talk I just had with my mother—or if it’s because she’s just so fucking gorgeous that I can’t help myself—but I shoot her a sympathetic look as I walk past.

She doesn’t even fucking notice—and when I walk into a room, women always notice.

Incredible. Today’s just not my fucking day.

I order, grabbing a table near hers. From the sounds of things, her friends are planning a baby shower.

Fucking inescapable, this baby thing today.

But if she doesn’t want to be the odd one out…






Rose

 

Alice’s Tea Cup is supposed to a fanciful, whimsical kind of place.

Actually, the place is called Alice’s Tea Cup Chapter Two, since the original location is downtown. All part of the charm, I suppose.

The tables are set low to the ground, surrounded by uncomfortable-looking stools—except for the coveted corner table.

Of course, my cousins somehow managed to score that spot, creating a boisterous little corner enclave surrounded by paintings of mushrooms, caterpillars, and a spiral-eyed Mad Hatter.

I hear my oldest cousin Katheryn’s brassy voice sailing through the air the moment I step inside.

“So, Lyle’s all like, ‘Uh, I don’t know...’”

“Wait, wait,” Sarah interrupts as I walk to their corner island. “Who the fuck is Lyle?”

“The party planner at the supply store.”

“Lyle? That’s his name?” Sarah laughs.

“Yeah, I wouldn’t be able to make this shit up. Anyway, he’s all like, ‘Duhhhh, I don’t know about that.’”

Jenna’s the first to notice me as I walk towards the table, waving me over with her hand while my other two cousins carry on.

“If that’s what you asked for, he should get it for you!” Sarah shrieks.

“Tell me about it! Then Joseph, my own husband Joseph, backs him up.”

“What? No, he didn’t,” I yell, announcing my presence.

Sarah and Katheryn turn towards me and squeal in delight, waving me over. Jenna slides over, making room for me at the only padded booth in the tea shop.

I’m a little late to the planning party, but it’s not for me anyway. All three of my cousins are pregnant, making them the guests of honor at their three-way baby shower.

I’m just going to be a regular guest. Lucky me.

 “Oh, he totally did,” Katheryn responds to my statement. “And I’m just like, ‘You’re my husband, bitch. Back me the fuck up, not this bitch-ass party supply guy.’”

“Damn right. And what did he have to say to that?” I ask, sitting down.

“Oh my god, he was all, ‘That might be reinforcing gender stereotypes―’”

“Oh, god,” Sarah interrupts.

All three of my cousins giggle with derision.

“I know, right?” Katheryn scoffs. “So I tell him, ‘Do you want me to get an abortion? Because if I don’t get a gender reveal cake, and the gender reveal cake that I want, I’m going to the abortionist this afternoon, and I’m sending you the bill!”

I shake my head and cringe at her bad humor.

As my cousins laugh, two waiters show up out of nowhere, carrying a bunch of Mylar balloons shaped like…smiling and frowning babies.

They’re still just planning, but the Alice’s Tea Cup Chapter Two staff knows my cousins so well that they’re getting their own little party today.

“Wait, this isn’t part of your job.” Sarah grins at the waiters.

“Only for today,” the tall, handsome waiter behind me says with a grin while tying balloons to my chair.

“Be careful,” Jenna tells the waiter. “Rose doesn’t have one in the oven—she might float away.”

“That’s a risk I’m willing to take,” he says before walking away.

Huh. I don’t really know how to take that.

“Don’t worry about him,” Jenna assures me, patting my arm. “He makes a decent chai latte, but he doesn’t have much else going on.”

“Oh no, he doesn’t,” Sarah butts in. “Or at least not upstairs…downstairs, probably.”

“Hmmm. I don’t know about that.” Katheryn grins before taking a sip of her iced coffee.

“Watch it, Kath,” Jenna murmurs.

Katheryn nods with the straw still in her mouth, not letting up until well after she loudly slurps up the last few drops.

“Uh-huh.” With a self-satisfied smile, Katheryn leans happily back into her seat and pats her belly.

“What, you think little Hunter enjoys that?” Jenna asks accusingly.

“First of all,” Katheryn snipes back, “Hunter might be Chantelle. We’ll all have to see the cake before we know that.”

“Well, excuuuse me then.” Jenna rolls her eyes.

Unfortunately, while she looks ready to move past it, there’s no stopping Katheryn when she gets started. “Hold on, Steve Martin, I’m not finished...”

“Uhm, what kind of reference is that?” Sarah interjects, raising her eyebrows. Of course she doesn’t let Kath hog all the attention for long. “How old are you? Should you even be having a baby?”

“Hey, it was Jenna’s reference,” complains Katheryn.

“No, it wasn’t,” Jenna says quietly, giving me a quick, sly Don’t you just love our cousins? smile.

“I’m two years younger than you!” Kath is pointing, and her voice is taking over the whole tea shop. “And besides, I’m allowed up to two hundred milligrams of caffeine a day, and you bet your ass I’m gonna enjoy it.”

“Hope you and Joseph are setting up a Starbucks Fund for little Hunter-or-Chantelle. Kid’s gonna come out addicted!” Satisfied with her sass, Sarah lifts a humongous buttercream-frosted cupcake to her mouth and destroys half of it with a single chomp.

The little exchange all but forgotten at the sight of the cupcake, Katheryn asks, “Hey, are you making Marcos go to that cupcake ATM on the East Side?”

“Oh, hell yeah.” Sarah’s talking with a mouth full of cupcake, looking at the remainder of her treat with insatiable greed. “They’ve got fuckin’ whoopie pies there, too, now.”

“No shit,” Jenna remarks, eyes bulging.

“Yeah!” Sarah downs a gulp of chai latte, readying for her next bite. “I kicked Marcos’ ass out of bed at two a.m. last night to go get me one.”

“Just one?” Kath questions with a knowing smile. I notice she has a buttered scone on her plate.

“Well…he always gets extra.” Sarah’s ecstatically conquering the last of her cupcake without a care in the goddamn world.

“Oof.” Katheryn drops her scone and lifts herself halfway out of her seat. “My damn phone’s vibrating. I’m not used to keeping it in my pocket.” She reaches into her floral print stretch pants.

Wait, what?

Really, that’s what she’s wearing?

What the hell? This is a woman known to spend hours agonizing over which necklace to wear to a casual brunch, and here she is, out in public, and she just looks so...

Comfortable. And carefree. Like her pregnancy actually unburdened her of a lot of needless bullshit and stress while she focuses on what’s really important.

“Ugh, it’s just Joseph again, asking if I want or need anything.” Kath rolls her eyes.

“Want or need?” I ask.

“Yeah, he always specifies both, the old sap. Oh, look, he volunteered to hit up the cupcake ATM, too.”

“You’re making him go, right?” Sarah demands.

“I don’t know, I can’t go too crazy with the refined sugar. Maybe just some pickles, and bacon…and salt and vinegar kettle chips...”

“And lemons!” Sarah screams, prompting me to laugh loudly.

It takes a couple seconds for me to notice my cousins are not laughing with me, and they’re looking at me like I’ve gone batty.

“Lemons?” I ask incredulously to no one in particular. “Since when are you into lemons?”

“Ooh, good call, Sar.” Katheryn’s now typing the shopping list into her phone, ignoring me. “And maybe some dark chocolate with chili powder—not too much sugar in that…and…sent.”

Kath sits back down gracefully, knowing her husband is already on his way to fulfill her list of demands.

“Excuse me, ladies.” The tall waiter materializes from behind me, carrying a large plate. “These are compliments of the management, and I’d like to personally congratulate all of you on your three new bundles of joy.”

All of you.

What am I, invisible?

The tall waiter reaches over me to plunk a plate of chocolate-chocolate chip cookies on the table.

Okay, he’s forgiven.

“Why, thank you,” Jenna says gracefully.

“I’m sure you’ll all make wonderful mothers.” With that, the tall waiter recedes into the background. Katheryn and Sarah can barely hold in their laughter until he’s out of earshot.

“He’s so serious,” squawks Sarah.

“He’s always like that,” Katheryn discloses in a hushed, gossipy tone.

“I thought it was sweet.” My interruption causes my cousins to look at me.

“You just get used to hearing it after a while, Rose,” Jenna offers, shrugging.

Huh. Maybe that’s true. Maybe it gets tiring to hear people congratulate you and compliment you for months on end. I wouldn’t know.

One thing’s for sure, though: I would never get tired of walking around in stretch pants all damn day.

I mean, shit, nobody judges my cousins for it. They’re all wearing fucking stretch pants.

God, that sounds nice.

I can’t be too jealous, though. In any case, the tall waiter’s right―they’ll make wonderful mothers. In Jenna’s case, she’s already a wonderful mother to her son Jayden.

Would I make a wonderful mother? I wonder.

What’s stopping me again?

Oh, right. That whole significant other thing.

“I want a baby.”

My eyes go wide with surprise when I hear the words, even though it’s me saying them. It’s a thought that just came out, all on its own.

I’m not used to my three cousins, all of them my BFFs, silent and staring at me.

The stunned silence stretches out for what feels like forever, but I don’t retract my statement.

As my cousins stare at me, looks of delight dawning on each of their faces―I realize how much I really do want a baby.

The sound that comes next is like a chirpy, manic Greek chorus, with Jenna, Katheryn, and Sarah all shouting in unison.

“OH MY GOD!”

That exultant screech is followed my cousins excitedly trying to talk over each other. After a few seconds, they calm down just enough to yell fragments of advice at me semi-coherently.

Figuring that I might actually learn something from them, who all have at least some experience with pregnancy, I hurriedly dig out a pen and a small notepad I always carry with me.

“Hold on, let me try to get this all down.” This silences the three for a second, and I find a fresh page and ready my pen at the top line. “Okay, I’m ready.”

“We can totally find you someone,” Jenna bellows.

“Uh, not really something I can write down, but, thanks?”

“The guy that cleans our pool—Jack.” I see a familiar, dreamy look in Katheryn’s eyes. “I could hook you up with him. He’s hot!”

“Ten inches,” Sarah says pointedly.

“What?” Okay, this is getting crazy. Are they actually giving me pointers on that?

“Whoever it is, make sure he’s well-hung.” Sarah points at my notepad. “Write this down: he must have a ten-inch dick, at least.”

Oh, well. I do as she says, scribbling frantically, unwilling to incite the wrath of a pregnant woman.

“And he must be six feet―no, cross that out―over six feet tall,” Katheryn adds.

“If you’re going to have a baby, you’re going to need money―lots of it,” Katheryn pipes up while I’m still scrawling down the height requirements. “Whoever it is, make sure he’s loaded with tons―and I mean tons of cash. Don’t settle for anything less.”

“And he better be sexy as hell, don’t forget that,” Katheryn adds excitedly.

“Oh, and with a really nice apartment,” states Jenna.

I compile the list as my cousins dictate requirements, drawing empty checkboxes next to each item.

Well…this is totally unconventional advice about having a baby. I mean I wasn’t exactly thinking along the lines of how…tall my sperm donor should be, but now that I’m getting their advice…it doesn’t sound half bad.

Having a baby with someone who can tick off each of these checkboxes is sounding like a very nice idea indeed.

I don’t know who that could be, or if he even exists, but as the list grows, I’m getting more and more eager to find out.






Daniel

 

I can’t fucking tear my eyes away as the sexy girl over the next table bids farewell to her friends. They’re like clucking hens or some shit―loud, friendly, and full of excited chatter.

I smile to myself as the place quiets down somewhat, following the departure of two of them. The noise fades significantly after that whirlwind of fun I’ve been listening in on for the last half hour.

A sudden urge hits me to use any excuse I can find to flirt with the girl. She’s too goddamn cute, and I need to meet her. I overheard her friends say that her name is Rose, which is quite the fitting name, if you ask me.

One of her cousins is still there, helping her clean up and talking animatedly with an almost electric buzz.

I study Rose as she moves around the table, skirting to the other side to pick up the bill.

There’s my chance.

I fucking take it, ready to swoop in and make contact with her for the first time. Make a fucking impression. Engage her in a charming way that’s totally my style, diving right fucking in.

Letting a charismatic, sexy smile settle on my face, I flash her my perfect pearly whites.

“Excuse me, miss?” I stare right at her, unleashing the full force of my trademark charm.

She turns to face me, blushes, and then glances at her last remaining friend. The friend shakes her head and shrugs, as if to let her know that she has no fucking clue why I’m talking to her.

Then she turns back to face me. “Can I help you?”

“Yes, in fact, you can. Do you mind if I steal the sugar off your table for a second? I promise I’ll give it right back.”

“Oh, yeah, sure. That’s fine with me.” She smiles and waves a hand dismissively, as if to let me know it’s no trouble. “We’re done with it anyway. Most of our party has left, and we’re just finishing up.”

“Lucky me,” I say with a wink.

Her boisterous friend laughs as she watches the interaction. Her cackles practically fucking bellow through the small tea shop.

“Oooooh, honey,” she says and dances around in a circle, her rounded pregnant belly leading the way. “We’ll give you all the sugar you want.”

Rose blushes and covers her face with her hands like she’s trying to physically shield herself from the embarrassment.

“I’m sorry,” she mouths to me in a whisper and shakes her head, walking away to pay the tab at the bar.

I just grin wider and chuckle, taking it all in stride. If I’m gonna be bold and daring enough to put myself out there and break the ice, surely I’ve got the balls to allow myself to become the brunt of some playful flirting.

Especially when there’s a hot girl involved.

I do have to confess that I have a bit of an ulterior motive for distracting the hot girl, though: I want to swipe that little list she made, the one about what she looks for in a guy and how she wants to find one to father a baby for her.

Because let’s be real―it’s a pretty fucking crazy idea, right?

But what can I say? She’s piqued my curiosity. I need to see that list.

Grabbing the list is a crazy idea, too, I know, and I’ll probably get caught, but the risk is part of the fun, after all.

As soon as she has her back turned to me, I grab the sugar and pick up the list in one smooth move, subtly placing it in my pocket while the remaining girl goes to retrieve her purse off the backs of the seats.

I watch as she struts over to Rose and says goodbye. They’re too far away from me now, over by the bar, so I can’t hear what they’re saying, but I stand back and watch as they say goodbye and hug.

The girl waves to Rose and then winks as she passes me again. I lift my hand in a small wave, watching her walk out onto the bustling, always busy New York City streets to hail a taxi.

I spin back around, directing my attention to Rose as she talks with the bartender as she pays the bill.

I have to respect a woman who’s willing to go so far to foot an entire bill like that for her friends. I like how she kept her cool under pressure from them, too.

I quickly give the list an once-over, laughing at the boxes I can check off so fucking easily, and then I shove it back in my pocket.

A few seconds later, Rose appears again, but she’s seemingly forgotten all about the sexy stranger: the dream hunk sitting right across from her at the next table. Huh.

She begins shuffling things around on the table, packing up and tidying some of the dishes to stack neatly on top of each other.

I wonder if she’s been in the restaurant business before because of the way she’s deliberately trying to make the serving staff’s lives a little bit easier. Or maybe she’s just nice?

She fumbles around, and almost instantly, she looks panicked. Her cheeks flush red as she picks up items randomly and places them back on the table.

“Looking for this?” I pitch my voice low, sauntering closer to her. I pull out her beloved little list and wave it in front of her.

Her face flashes with horror, and she turns as white as a sheet.

“Give that back,” she orders. “Now.”

I merely grin and size her up. I want to keep playing the game. Playing with Rose.

She reaches over to grab it from my hands, but I’m too quick for her. I swat her away playfully and keep the list out of her reach.

With amusement, I run through the list again in my head while laughing…and then I debate whether I should read through the rather unusual criteria out loud or not.

I mull it over for a second or two, then decide for my new acquaintance’s benefit that I’ll just keep the requirements listed here to myself. It is, after all, a fine dining establishment.

I glance down at the paper again and grin devilishly as an idea pops into my head. I give her a saucy wink as she continues to stare at me in horror, as if she wishes there were some way for her to melt to the floor.

I pull a fountain pen out of the breast pocket of my jacket and click it on, my eyes never leaving hers.

“Um…what are you doing?” Rose fake-laughs with obvious anxiety and apprehension.

I glance at the list then back up at her. “I’m helping you out, of course.”

What else would a gentleman do?

I look at the first item on the list.

Must have thick cock…like, ten inches at least.

I smile oh-so-slowly at Rose, knowing I look as fucking charming as ever, before writing down a check mark with a dramatic flourish.

Rose places her head in her hands, covering her eyes, and groans. “Oh god, this isn’t happening to me.”

I peer down at the next item up for debate.

Must have fat stacks of cash.

Done and done…I check that one off the list and wink at her.

I deliberately power through the rest of them, making sure to be as ridiculously over-the-top sexy as possible—whether to make her laugh or to make her swoon, I don’t know—although I think for now, she’s simply humiliated. Perhaps when she has time to reflect on the situation alone at home later, she’ll come around.

Must be over six feet tall…check.

Must have a really nice apartment…check.

Must be sexy as hell…well, I don’t mean to brag but…check.

Each time I check an item off her list, I make sure to give her an enthusiastic grin, as if there’s nothing more important to me in the entire world right now than fulfilling the items on her wish list.

“Are you finished yet?”

She puts on a brave front, but her cheeks give her away with a flush of embarrassment. I’m totally fucking getting to her.

“Not quite,” I tell her as another fresh idea comes to me. “Very close, though,” I say teasingly.

“Well, good, because now I need to begin planning my funeral for next week,” Rose mutters.

Ah, so she has a sense of humor about this after all. I like it. A whole fucking lot.

“Oh, come on,” I retort. “I think your list is very reasonable. Practical, even. This day and age, you need to make sure you get what you want before you seal a deal.”

She shakes her head and rolls her eyes. “Whatever. It’s not like I’m buying a couch.” She attempts to play it nonchalantly, but she’s too fucking adorable to pull it off.

Ignoring her, I jot down my name and phone number in my neatest handwriting at the end of the list.

Standing up, I finally relent, much to her relief, and hand her back the beloved piece of paper. “Call me if you ever want to talk more or make any negotiations.”

She stares up at me blankly. “Huh?”

I point to my name and number and she blushes again.

“Oh…okay…” She trails off and continues to stare at the paper.

I throw some cash on the table to pay my bill and walk out, back to the loud streets outside. I can’t help but smile as I climb into the waiting town car.

At the very least, I’ve extended a mode of direct communication―a lifeline that won’t exactly guarantee that I’ll ever see her again, but that gives me hopes she’ll take up my offer and give me a call.

At the most…well.

The truth is, it’s not like I really need a heir―but at the same time, it’s not a bad idea to keep my options open, either.

Much as I hate to admit that my mother is right, I’d rather have a child to raise as my own heir to the company than pass the torch begrudgingly to one of my wild siblings—no way will Prada or Fendi or Chanel take care of the family fortune like they should.

Jesus, just the thought of their names and passing the torch in the same sentence makes me want to tell my driver to turn the car around, just so I can jump that girl right there in the shop and bang her brains out on the table—all for an heir, of course.

So yeah, okay, I gave her my number―so what?

Just like Rose, I’d rather keep my options wide open, too.






Rose

 

So yeah, I’m still trying to process exactly what happened at the tea shop. I didn’t dream that shit up, did I?

Throwing my Fendi clutch down on my kitchen counter, I smile like a kid in a candy store because for once in my life, things look like they could be going my way.

No, wait.

Ugh.

Okay, Rose, it’s time to climb back down from the clouds to your regular, boring, single life, I scold myself.

I can’t seriously be taking that guy for real, right? That list was made in fun, but oh my god, when he started making those checks next to every item…I mean ten inches? Really?

My mouth is suddenly dry, and my body feels on fire in a way I’m totally unfamiliar with.

Walking over to the window, I pull open the shades. The afternoon sun is warm and inviting. I live in a trendy, up-and-coming district by Battery Park, and if I can attest to anything magical in my life, it’s this view of the Hudson and East Rivers right from my twenty-second-floor apartment.

Daniel…

My laugh stuns even me, but I can’t help myself. Who the hell does that guy think he is?

Sure, he’s sexy in an obvious kind of way. Sure, he seems charming enough. But looks can be deceiving.

I mean, he could be part of some type of sex trafficking ring or something, sent on a very important and secret mission to abduct me in plain sight, while I remain in my giddy, foolishly delusional, and clouded mind. I’ve seen Dateline reports on that shit!

Or worse, what if he’s a serial killer? Or a member of the mafia?

 I had a friend once who had a friend of a friend whose brother’s uncle’s nephew was in the mafia. I’m totally not making that up, either.

Am I that naïve? I should be scoffing at the idea of even thinking I could have a relationship with a stranger. Especially thinking of letting him knock me up.

I must be crazy.

Of course he’s in the mafia. I’m staring out at the East River right now, and the universe couldn’t hit me in the face with a brick to be more obvious about that fact.

Well, okay, there I go again, rationalizing things until they become outlandish and blown out of proportion.

He really fucking hot, though…and I’m lonely…and I want a baby now more than I ever realized. Seeing my cousins today really drove that home. It’s like I’m clearly seeing for the first time what’s been missing in my life.

I take a deep breath and skirt away from the window, running a hand through my hair. I plop down on the couch and grab the remote, but thinking better of it, I reach for my laptop instead.

Thanks to the wonderful array of information up for display on the fine tool we call the internet, there are a million ways I can research this guy and find out who he truly is. Then I’ll know just how crazy I am for even entertaining this idea.

I’m sure I’ll find a huge picture of him on Google or something wearing a Bruce Wayne tuxedo while he smiles deliciously with six-foot-tall gorgeous models and blonde celebrities crooked under each arm.

I gulp when I my worst fears come true, and he is all over fucking social media. Daniel practically owns the damn thing. His name is sprawled out everywhere for the world―and, unfortunately, me―to see.

I laugh as I scroll through blogs, forums, and even Twitter, quickly becoming addicted to learning more about him.

Seriously though…this is the guy who wants to knock me up? This can’t be real. Is there a team with cameras going to pop out of my closet and say ‘Gotcha!’ any minute now?

Yeah, this is the kind of shit you only see on hidden camera shows.

Daniel appears to have quite a selection of notable yet creepy admirers. Some hoe-bag on a forum actually says that his hair is insured for four million dollars.

What the fuck?

I scroll through pages and pages of evidence of past relationships that he’s had and can’t believe this is splashed out there for public viewing pleasure.

Apparently, he has an ex-girlfriend named Maggie, and, well, let me tell you, she’s wildly unpopular on most of these websites.

Of course, hate is a strong word, so let’s go with loathe instead.

To me, though, it’s all comically suitable reading material, and I’m entertained, to say the very least. Hey, it’s gotten me to stop wallowing in my own lonely, barren-uterus abyss of self-pity, hasn’t it?

I shut my laptop and take a deep breath. What the hell am I getting myself into? Am I actually considering this?

He seemed so mellow, so…I don’t know…down-to-earth in the tea shop, like he would never be the player type.

Ha! That sentence alone should never be uttered. Of course, all men are players to a certain extent.

They want the pussy when they want it, and nothing is going to stand in their way.

What makes this guy any different?

He seemed so sweet and charming, though…in a crazy sexy kind of way that has me suddenly fanning myself.

Here I go again, playing devil’s advocate with my own mind. I’m starting to wonder if I should look into therapy or something.

I walk back over to my Fendi bag and pull out the phone number that’s scribbled on my outrageous list of baby daddy criteria.

I grin from ear to ear, giddy at the thought of this gorgeous, mysterious stranger.

I pick up my cell phone and punch his number in, then quickly delete it and forcefully place the phone back down on the counter.

Then I do what any other reasonable woman facing a dilemma would do. I toss my phone on top of my armoire―out of reach so that I can’t easily access it.

You know, just in case I decide to do something crazy like actually call the guy.

I’m frustrated with myself as I groan and pull over a chair to climb up and retrieve my phone off the top of the armoire.

God, I’m ridiculous. I’m acting totally insane right now.

It’s just a phone call. I know how to talk to people, right?

Well, I guess only time will tell―if he actually answers the phone.

Telling myself not to do it while simultaneously tapping the number out again on my phone, I bite my lip.

I hope he doesn’t answer.

I mean, I hope he does.

I don’t know what I want, to be honest. Maybe this could be a fantastic little experiment I can test out on myself to see how far I’ll go. I mean, what if it is a good idea?

It’s not like I have to marry the guy tomorrow, or at all, but it would be nice to have some male companionship for once in my life. And if we can have a little baby-making fun in the process? Even better.

All my best friends and family members are getting married and popping out kids faster than I can say the words ‘baby bump’.

I owe it to myself to have some fun and live a little, right? I can always be adamant that I’m not looking for him to bury his little swimmers into my uterus just yet.

I mean, I think we both deserve the opportunity to get to know each other slightly better first. Then we go from there. If anything, we can have a good time for a while.

I bite the bullet and hit the call button before I can give myself the chance to think anymore and hang up.

He answers on the second ring.

“Hello?”

Shit! I have to say something or else this will end with me having a meltdown where I sob in the tub over a glass—no, a bottle—of red wine.

I clear my throat. Okay, Rose, form words and spit them out. Now!

Holy shit, this is the longest any person has not talked, like, ever.

“Um, hi, Daniel,” I finally blurt out, chuckling nervously and praying that he hasn’t already hung up on me, thinking I’m a prank caller or something. “It’s Rose, you know, from the tea shop?”

“Hi, Rose from the tea shop,” he greets me back, his voice deliciously deep and teasing. I can feel him smiling.

Okay, so we’re off to a good start here. I don’t need to go hang myself from my shower rod just yet.

“I’m just calling to say…hi.”

What the hell am I talking about? God, I’m fucking cringing on the inside. Thank God this conversation isn’t taking place face to face.

“Hi back.” He chuckles into the phone, sending a delicious shiver through my already tightly wound body. He sounds just like a sexy, rich billionaire should.

“I um, was thinking about…you know…taking you up on your offer.” I wince and bite my nail.

There’s a pause on the other end of the line, and my heart collapses.

“That’s wonderful to hear,” Daniel finally says on the other end, and I can breathe once again.

“Really?” I laugh with relief.

“Yes, I’d love to see you again. Any excuse I can get.”

“You don’t even know me.” I giggle, toying with him as we banter back and forth.

“There’s always time for that,” he says casually.

“Yeah…I suppose you’re right,” I say and pace the floor of my apartment because I’m fucking stir-crazy now, and the adrenaline pumping through my veins is giving me enough of a turbo charge to turn into Wonder Woman at this point.

I’m thankful he still sounds approachable and enthusiastic.

“Do you think that we could, like, you know, get to know each other first before we decide on anything too, um, serious?” Like knocking me up?

I pray with every fiber of my being that he’ll agree to this suggestion.

“Sure,” he responds. “Absolutely. That sounds fair and reasonable to me.”

“Great,” I say and exhale a year’s worth of pent up sexual frustration and tension.

“So, when is the beautiful Rose Flower free?” Daniel asks.

Rose Flower? Well, that’s a new one…

I pretend to be glancing at an invisible, nonexistent calendar. The sooner the better, honestly, but I can’t exactly admit that to him.

“Let’s see here…” I trail off. “How about this weekend? Will that work for you?”

“It sure will,” he replies with another of those sexy as fuck chuckles. “What’s your address? I can have a car pick you up.”

“Really?” I don’t know why I should sound so surprised. He’s a ridiculously rich guy, after all.

I give him my address, and we say goodbye, the usual polite endings to a phone call where you tell someone you can’t wait to see them and blah, blah, blah.

When I hang up, my heart is racing with excitement. I can’t believe I just did that. I’m never this bold.

I’m seriously going on a date with a guy who could be a potential sperm donor? This is straight out of some movie where the heroine has some harebrained idea that ends in ridiculous shenanigans.

I mean, let’s be real, I’m probably not going to let some random stranger knock me up. But maybe I’ll have fun with Daniel. Maybe I’ll end up having at least some of my life goals fulfilled.

We’ll see.






Daniel

 

This has to be my eight-trillionth time to check my gold wrist-watch―a Rolex, of course, and a vintage one at that―and yes, I bought the present for myself after scoring a major―and I’m talking major―business deal with a marketing firm for my hotels.

I must be crazy for agreeing to this meeting―uh, I mean dinner―with the beautiful and charming Rose Makin. I was actually a bit surprised she called me. I mean, yeah, I’d hoped she would, but even I have to admit the circumstances were pretty outrageous.

Oh, what the hell. She’s cute, and I’m horny.

I’m not one to shy away from my primal instincts, and she’s a tasty dish I can’t wait to taste later on, if I’m successful in seducing her.

I’m not a jerk or a womanizer. Let me set the record straight. I just fucking love the female body: the curves, the softness, the fleshy pink places between a ripe woman’s legs…

Fuck.

Speaking of tantalizing curves, my date for the evening is walking, or should I say strutting, into the restaurant. She’s moving effortlessly, with deliciously swinging hips and voluptuous cleavage that leaves little to my wild and vivid imagination.

Fuck, I have to shift uncomfortably in my seat and picture my grandmother just so I can hide the massive throbbing hard-on that’s already bulging in my pants. The last thing I want to do is freak her out and send her running for the bustling Manhattan streets once she meets the creep with a boner poking out in plain sight.

Before she arrives at the table, let me just set the scene here.

We agreed to meet up at one of the exclusive restaurants in one of my finest, and most luxurious hotels in all of the tri-state area, possibly in the world.

I’ve arranged a private dinner. I’m talking white tablecloths with white candles flickering in the center, rose petals scattered romantically (and blissfully fragrantly, I might add) all over the table.

I have an order for the most expensive bottle of champagne to be sent to the table as soon Rose walks over here. I stand to greet her, pasting on one of my sexiest smiles, the one that does it every time. She finally reaches me, and I try to tame my wildly beating heart.

What the fuck is that about? I always, I mean I always keep my cool, and I always have the upper hand with women. But there’s something about Rose…

I swallow hard and take a deep breath. Fuck, she looks amazing―and I plan to tell her so, over and over again, until she’s putty in my hands. I mean, I’m still not totally sure about this whole baby thing, but at the very least, I’m going to enjoy this date with her.

She’s wearing a peach-colored tube dress that accentuates her fucking gorgeous cinnamon-colored eyes.

Her hair is long, wavy, and sandy blonde, flowing halfway down her back.

As I lean in to give her a hug, I notice her hair smells like coconuts―but not before I intentionally press my chest against her overflowingly ample tits first.

Yeah, yeah, I know. But I can’t fucking help it.

“Thank you for joining me tonight,” I grin as I pull her chair out for her with a flourish.

“Wow, aren’t you the proper gentleman?” She laughs lightly, and I hope that gesture’s a score of brownie points in my favor.

Her voice is like honey dripping all over me on a tropical oasis in the middle of the Caribbean.

I’m not in love, but I’m sure as fuck climbing the Mount Everest of lust.

I grin at her as I hold my tie to my chest while taking a seat across from her.

She takes her napkin from the table and places it delicately in her lap, raising her eyebrows, her eyes shining with a hint of naughtiness.

Perfect.

“Rose, I think you’re in for a treat you’d never expect to get from here. This is one of my favorite restaurants.”

“Oh?” She raises her eyebrow in mischief. “Well, please, sir, enlighten me. I just love juicy dishes.”

The irony of this situation is that I’m captivated by the two juicy dishes on her chest that are practically fucking spilling out of her dress. 

The secret I want to disclose to her is the fact that I want to rest my head on her pillow-like tits, but instead, I flash my perfect white teeth and lay on the charm nice and thick.

I lean over the table.

“Well, first of all…might I tell you how fucking stunning you look tonight.”

Then I whistle, and slap the table for effect, making her giggle.

“I’m talking smoking hot.”

“Thank you,” she says as the waiter pours our drinks. “You sure know how to make a girl blush.”

She’s a total mystery. An intriguing mixture of sweet shyness and sassy boldness. My goal of the night is, obviously, to lower her inhibitions as quickly as possible. Having said that, I still want her to trust me, and I know we have to work up to that by building a solid foundation.

“I also have a surprise for you,” I toss her a friendly wink.

Her face lights up. “I always love a good surprise.”

“Well…” I begin as she waits patiently for the kicker. “So, as you know, I heard you and your girlfriends talking about the shower in the tea room, and―”

“You mean you were eavesdropping on our conversation,” she teases, and bites her lip playfully.

Fuck, that’s sexy.

“Hey now.” I feign offense. “You ladies were a bunch of clucking hens. The whole restaurant could hear you.”

“By the way, clucking hens is our official and formal name,” she jokes in return.

I laugh. Wow, I’m having fun with this one. She’s keeping me way more interested already than the women I normally date.

I might be in deep shit…

But as far as I’m concerned, any chance to get pussy is a win in my book.

Hang on there, calm down. Don’t worry, I’m not a fucking maniac. I know how to be respectful of women, which leads me to my next point.

“Anyway,” I take a sip of my champagne, and aim to entice her. “Do you remember when your friends were talking about how they were having intense cravings?”

Rose rolls her eyes with a grin. “How could I forget?”

“Well…” I pause for effect. “I took the liberty of ordering lavish versions of those foods, and they should be arriving at the table any moment now.”

Her face changes from shock, to disbelief, to wonderment, and then finally the spinning wheel lands on immense pleasure.

“Are you kidding me? Like what sort of lavish treats?”

I give her a smug smile, fucking proud of myself for coming up with this idea. If I’m going to potentially woo her as the woman who’s going to give me an heir, I’m going to show her exactly what I have to offer.

“For starters,” I continue, “a gold leaf milkshake is on your menu.”

Rose squeals like a tween girl. “I’m so excited.”

“Then, I believe fried pickles will be coming your way, too, with a fantastic spicy Dijon glaze to dip them in.”

“Oh, wow.” Rose raises her eyebrows. “Sounds fancy.”

“Look around you,” I tease and gesture to the fine dining establishment.

“Touché,” she says with a laugh.

A few minutes later, our food arrives, and I watch as Rose’s eyes become as big as the platters adorning the table.

“This is, um…quite possibly the greatest lengths I’ve ever seen a guy go to in order to impress a woman,” she says and takes a nibble from the bowl of exotic French fries.

“I take a great deal of satisfaction in making sure any date of mine feels well cared for.”

“I can see that,” she laughs. “Regular pregnancy cravings can eat their hearts out.”

She scoops up a pickle and gobbles it up.

I have a twinkle in my eye as I watch her sample food from the platters. I admire a woman who isn’t afraid to eat on her first date.

And fuck. She sure is cute as hell.

“You know,” she says with a smirk, “I had to check you out to make sure you aren’t a serial killer.”

I explode into laughter. Fuck, this girl is too much.

“I understand. I had to make sure you aren’t going to cut off my balls and wear my scrotum over your face like a mask, either.”

Rose shivers in response, and to my genuine relief, looks completely repulsed.

“Um, that’s fucking disgusting,” she tells me. “I want to enjoy this delicious food you were so kind to order me.”

I drink her in, every ounce of her astounding beauty. I’m already intoxicated, but not by the champagne. This girl sitting across from me is making my head spin in the best ways possible.

“Well, I wouldn’t put it past one of your crazy ex-girlfriends.” She smirks.

“Let’s call them extremely creative fans,” I laugh in response.

“There are quite a few.”

She sips on her champagne and gives me a sultry glance over the rim of her glass that fucking floors me. I’m melting under the spell of her cinnamon eyes.

Rose dabs her lips with a napkin and clears her throat, a coating of seriousness waxing over her face.

“I have to admit,” she begins, “I know this is kind of crazy. But in my situation, time is of the essence. I don’t want to waste either of our time here.”

I swallow a bite of food and nod, glad that she’s the first one bringing the pressing matter to a head.

“However,” she gestures animatedly, waving around her slender fingers adorned with freshly manicured French tips. “This is all happening so fast. You still agree that we should get to know each other a little better first before making any decisions…right?”

She gives me a sheepish glance as if she hates to draw attention to the elephant in the room, but I know the topic must be brushed.

“Yes, of course.” I flash her an honest smile. “We need to make sure we’re a compatible match.”

Although I enjoy eyeing her sexy body and feel attracted to her physically, I still need to scratch off the task of making sure she doesn’t proudly wear the title of ‘insane bitch.’

“We don’t know each other yet.” I smile and add to reassure her further. “In time, we will.”

“Thank you.”

Her shoulders visibly relax with reprieve as she nods and smiles graciously. “I have to ask you, though, why are you even considering this?”

I shift in my seat, wondering how much to tell her. I decide I might as well go all in.

“Well, honestly, I need an heir for my companies. And I’ve had a hard time in that department.”

Her eyebrows practically reach her hairline. “Um, according to the internet, there are plenty of people out there more than happy to help you out.”

I grimace. “Yes, and as you so nicely pointed out, none of the women I’ve dated have had much going for them in the sanity department.”

“So, why me? You don’t even know me. I could be just as crazy.”

She’s a breath of fresh air so far, being so upfront about everything.

“Let’s just say you need something, I need something. It’s business. And I think you might just make a great business partner.”

Yeah, it’s a cold way to put a damper on our flirtation, but I need more time to make sure that she’s the real deal, not another one of the women out to get a piece of me. Even though if this pans out, she’s going to get a very real piece of me.

“It’s better to play our cards right and exercise patience,” I continue. “We don’t want to get down the road with a baby—if it gets to that—and realize we’re polar opposites.”

“That’s very true,” she nods in agreement, adding, “I can absolutely live with that and agree one-hundred percent.”

“I have an excellent starting point,” I tell her. “Would you like to go out on an official date with me sometime next week?”

She chuckles. “Wow. If this isn’t a true first date, and you consider this just a ‘meeting’ of sorts, then I cannot wait to see what tricks you have up your sleeve next week.”

I admire her honesty.

“So, is that a yes?” I grin, not quite sure why I’m holding my breath―but I am just the same.

“Yes.” She nods enthusiastically. “It’s a yes.”

“Great.”

I clap my hands together because I’m really fucking pleased at how the evening is going so far. “I have some things I need to wrap up in the office next week, and I’ll have to check my calendar before I can pin down a date. Once I have one, I’ll give you a call. Does that sound fair?”

“Very reasonable. I’ll check my schedule as well in the meantime, and we can iron out the details later.”

We order dessert, but I have my own plans for a treat, and it involves every drop of Rose. I ask her what she has planned for the rest of the evening as we walk out to the car.

“I’d like to offer to take you home,” I say.

“That’s sweet of you, but I can take a cab.”

Her eyes dart around the busy Manhattan intersection as she folds her arms across her chest.

I know that look. She’s feeling awkward and uncomfortable, not sure how to act now that we are supposed to be parting ways. I have a better idea.

“It’s really no trouble at all,” I say, laying it on thick with yet another wink and grin. “You are the only date I booked for tonight.” I attempt to lighten the mood with a joke.

It works, and she agrees, nodding her head and smiling.

 “Okay, fine. You can take me home. Let’s just hope you don’t turn out to be a serial killer after all.”

We climb into my car and I watch as her dress rides up her thighs, exposing some tantalizing and fucking delicious-looking flesh.

Fuck, I want a taste of that.

I grin at her. “Of course, it’s what a gentleman would do.”

Gentleman, indeed. I climb in behind her, forcing myself to be that gentleman.

At least for tonight.






Rose

 

“This one is a little slutty. Definitely go with it.”

My cousin Jenna holds up a backless black dress with a plunging neckline. She’s always one to say what she wants, and she has no filter, like ever, when it comes to her open and brutal honesty.

I just laugh and shake my head. “God, Jenna, he’s going to think I’m a hooker.”

Jenna playfully hits my arm. “Girl, stop it. Live a little. At least somebody should.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I plop down on the edge of the bed while Jenna continues to rifle through my closet.

“Come on,” Jenna gives me a blunt stare. “Let’s face it, these stretch marks aren’t going to get me anywhere.”

“You’re happily married,” I remind her. “With a beautiful son named Jayden who’s sleeping in the next room.”

“Whatever.” Jenna rolls her eyes, and I just have to laugh. She’s crazy. I know she loves motherhood; she’s just playing around.

Oh, yeah… she’s the only person I’ve told so far about Daniel and our little ‘arrangement’―if you can even call it that―in it’s still budding stage.

Jenna and Jayden are spending the night at my place while her husband is out of the country at a business conference.

Jenna is always going to have my back and be supportive, no matter what. She’s my safety net, and I know she’ll clock a guy right between the eyes if he stands in the way of my happiness.

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” She turns to give me a look as if to say she doesn’t mean any harm by the statement, but she doesn’t want me to recklessly endanger myself, either.

“Why?” I laugh, teasing her. “Let me guess, you’ve heard better?”

She smirks. “Yeah…I have to admit, I have. You’re supposed to be the rational one.”

“Don’t worry about me,” I assure her as I graze my fingers over the soft throw pillow on the bed. “I have everything under control.”

“You’re like the person in the horror films who leaves the room and says they’ll be right back…. only they never come back.”

Jenna slaps her knee and roars with laughter at her own little joke.

I roll my eyes. “I thought you said you were going to be supportive?”

“Sweetheart,” Jenna plants a soothing hand on my shoulder, “believe me. No one on this whole green earth is more supportive of you than me.”

She places her other hand over her heart to honor her servitude to my cause.

“Thanks.” I chuckle and pick up the slutty black dress. “Maybe this little number isn’t so bad after all.”

“I told you. You should always listen to me.” She gives me a naughty little wink.

“Do you want to see a picture of him?” I sit up straight and pull my iPhone from the back of my jeans pocket.

“Does a bear shit in the woods?” Jenna laughs as if I’m stating the remarkably obvious.

I pull up his face on the screen, and Jenna immediately whistles.

“Holy shit, Rose.”

“I know, right?” I grin proudly.

“He’s saucy,” Jenna marvels.

“Delicious,” I add.

Jenna takes a step back and glances at me as if she’s sizing me up. “So…you haven’t actually had a taste of him yet?”

“Nope.” I shake my head. “We’re going to take it slow and get to know each other first. Then we’ll see where things lead.”

I swallow hard just at the thought of where this could lead. I mean, yeah, my biological clock is ticking, and this guy has everything I asked for…but right now, I’m thinking about the fun we could have working to achieve our ‘business’ goal.

“You know I’ll be rooting for you,” Jenna reminds me.

“How could I forget my biggest cheerleader?” I say and look at Jenna, who has a twinkle in her eye.

“You know what?” Jenna sits down beside me. “On second thought, just go for it. Seduce the guy. He’s fucking gorgeous, a once in a lifetime fuck. Who cares where it goes? Get you some of that, girl.”

I belt out a huge laugh. “Jenna!”

I get embarrassed when she talks that way, although I have no idea why.

In the end, I opt for the sexy little black dress, much to Jenna’s delight. She waves me off, nearly pushing me out the door to greet Daniel in his already waiting car.

As soon as I walk the few steps down the block, Daniel climbs out of the car with a wildly handsome and eager grin on his face.

“Aren’t you a sight for sore eyes.”

He smiles and kisses my hand. Then, to my befuddlement, he glances up as if he’s distracted by something.

I turn around to determine what the hell he’s staring at, and jump as I notice Jenna standing there.

Jesus, Jenna.

 She clears her throat and waves, grinning mischievously.

“Hi,” she says, and bounces on her heels. “I just wanted to meet Rose’s new friend.”

I force a laugh, and give her a look.

I’m not irritated, it’s just the way Jenna is. Like I said, she’s not afraid of anything, or anyone. But still.

“Daniel, this is Jenna, my cousin.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Jenna,” Daniel replies, extending a hand to her.

Meanwhile, Jenna is floating through the clouds or something because she looks like a giddy school girl who’s finally getting to meet her celebrity crush.

“So, Daniel,” she flirts, “do you have like a brother or a cousin you could set me up with?” She licks her lips, and twirls her brown hair around her index finger.

Daniel laughs politely, obviously taken off guard. That’s where I swoop in to save him.

“Jenna!” I exclaim in a reprimanding tone.

“What?” Jenna smirks.

“Um…hello?” I laugh. “You’re married, in case you’ve forgotten?”

“A girl can look, can’t she?” Jenna giggles friskily.

Rolling my eyes, I climb into the car after Daniel opens the passenger door for me.

“Whatever! Just go back into the house before you get yourself—or me—in trouble.”

I give her a sly grin, and she waves goodbye to us, bouncing happily back up the steps. 

“That girl is too much,” I shake my head apologetically.

“I think it’s entertaining,” Daniel confesses, grinning.

“Really?” I look at him with surprise.

“Sure.” He shrugs as we ride off together. “I have a big family, too.”

“So, you know what the torture’s like.” I laugh.

Of course, I’m only kidding. I love my family, and couldn’t imagine life without all those crazy-ass people.

Daniel drives us to an out-of-town resort. Frankly, I can’t wait to get out and explore because I’m one to never pass up an opportunity for a decadent night out. I’m not a freeloader by any means, but I’m totally looking forward to the evening.

Turning to grin at Daniel, I decide to have some fun with him.

“Do you always behave this gallantly when you entertain your female friends?” I implore.

“Female friends?” He chuckles and gives me a side-glance.

“Come on,” I demand. “Appease me a little. Make me feel like I’m the only girl in the world.”

“Okay, Rihanna,” he laughs, and I playfully slap his arm.

“Alright,” he says with a wink. “Let me just say it then. You’re crazy fucking gorgeous, and maybe, just maybe, I went a little overboard for tonight’s occasion.”

“Hey, you don’t hear me complaining,” I giggle in response.

We approach a cabana that appears to be directly on the shore.

“Wow,” I marvel at the surroundings, taking it all in. “This is incredible.”

Daniel looks pleased as he explains why this is his first choice for bringing me to dinner on date night.

“I have a confession to make, too.” He winces and stops short.

“Oh god, what is it?”

“I googled you, too.”

“Well, of course you did,” I state. “Any normal person would. I mean, you realize what kind of crazy situation we’re in.”

“Yeah. Anyway,” he says with a laugh, interlocking his elbow with mine. “I find you extremely attractive, and I wanted to impress the hell out of you. Judging what I saw on social media, I can tell you like the beach and the shore.”

“Ding, ding, ding…we have a winner!” I proclaim with a giggle, my finger pointing to the sky. “If your aim is to impress me, you’re off to an exceptional start, mister.”

“Why, thank you.”

He blushes, coming off…humble? That’s a trait I’m not used to seeing on a man. I mean, I certainly didn’t expect that from Daniel.

He’s totally cocky, the way he strides around acting like he owns everything…

Wait a minute…he does own everything! So yeah, the humility’s an interesting development. I should be careful not to judge him before I actually get to know him.

“All kidding aside, I have to say I’m touched by your thoughtfulness,” I confess.

And I genuinely mean it.

We get to the cabana on the beach side, where we can glance out at spectacular, million-dollar views of the Atlantic Ocean in all her pristine glory.

It’s a gorgeous night with a refreshing breeze that tickles the hair on my neck.

The cabana has white curtains on the side that billow and dance in the wind.

Okay, I admit it. This setting is crazy sexy―and romantic as hell.

“Not one detail has been forgotten here,” I remark and point around to everything I see.

“We’re also going to get to enjoy a magnificent sunset.”

“That makes the whole night right there,” I reply.

“What about me? Don’t I make your night?” He feigns offense.

I give him a naughty wink. “So far, so good. We’ll just have to wait and see how good you can make it.”

We order lobster, oysters, and every other kind of seafood aphrodisiac you could ever imagine on the planet.

I eat to my heart’s content, then lean back in the lounge seat, feeling positively stuffed. I take a sip of my chardonnay and bask at the radiant splattering of purples, oranges, and pinks that paint the sky with the surrounding sunset on the horizon.

“It’s such a beautiful canvas…” I trail off dreamily.

“The sky?” Daniel asks with a smile.

“Yes,” I say, and point a finger at him. “You…you are so on my level, little boy.”

“Little boy? We’ll see about that.” A belly laugh escapes his lips. “You’re getting a little tipsy, aren’t you?”

I shrug. “Unwinding after a long and stressful week never hurt anyone.”

What? Like I’m going to admit that I have three drinks on a regular night? Bitch, please!

“You better watch yourself, or somebody might want to take advantage of you.”

I lean over, purposefully allowing some bare thigh to show as my dress slides up.

“Let me guess—that somebody’s you?” I purse my lips. “Come and get it.”

“Well, if you’re offering…”

He laughs. I can tell he’s still trying to be a gentleman, but that he’s also sorely tempted.

And I’m feeling rowdy all of a sudden. I’ll just blame it on the wine. It’s the wine’s fault.

I’m almost embarrassed to even admit this…but it’s been a…well, a really fucking long time since I’ve been intimate with anyone. I’m hot all the time, and just talking to him with this flirty, sexy banter is making me tingle between my legs.

I giggle again and loosen up, throwing my inhibitions out to the sea in front of me. It’s been too long since Naughty Rose came out to play. I mean, if we’re going to do this whole baby bargain thing, I definitely need to know from the start if we’re sexually compatible.

Otherwise, this is all a fucking waste of time, right?

Right.

“I have something special in mind for dessert,” Daniel says in a whisper.

“Oh, yeah?” I raise an eyebrow as my pulse quickens, and my breathing becomes heavier. I know good and well that he’s not talking about a tiramisu here.

My pulse pounds in my ears as he leans in, gently closing his eyes. Then, his mouth meets mine, and I let out a sexy little “mmm” sound.

This taunting gives him a boost of confidence, and he places his hand on the back of my head, and runs his hands through my hair.

I moan out again, quieter this time, but just enough for it to reach his ears. Then, I open my eyes and realize we’re still in public. Dammit. I have limitations, you know.

I pull away, even though the air around us is magnetic and heating up with the intensity of the chemistry swirling around our bodies.

“What is it?” he murmurs and tries to kiss my neck.

“Not here,” I whisper and gently push him away. “People might see us.”

“Isn’t that part of the thrill?” He breathes onto my cheek.

“Maybe not this early…” I laugh.

Daniel sits up with a sigh and pulls the curtains closed to the cabana.

“There, is that better?” he teases.

“Um…not really.” I burst into laughter.

Daniel looks at the curtain and realizes it’s see-through fabric mesh, and we’re still fully exposed to the world.

“Oh, well,” Daniel shrugs and gets that devilish, lust-filled glaze over his handsome features all over again. “Let them see.”






Daniel

 

She’s nervous.

It’s almost cute, watching those cinnamon roll eyes of hers dart to the beach behind me, looking for some imagined voyeur who’s going to see all the dirty things we’re about to do to each other.

All the dirty things I’m about to make her do.

“Don’t look so anxious,” I tell her soothingly. I’ve been told on more than one occasion that I’ve got a soothing voice: deep and dark and rich.

I stand and take the arms off her dinner chair. I’m able to pick her up, chair and all, and turn her toward me with ease.

“I’ve never been watched before,” she says.

Rose’s smile is saucy, but I can see that flicker of fear in her eyes. It makes me hard, pushing her. I want to take Rose to the edge of her limits and then push her beyond them.

She’s so strong, so beautiful, and so fucking pure that to see her break would be ecstasy…

But to see her resist, rise above her fears, and take what she wants from the man who wants her?

Even better.

I’ve known fear in my life. Christ, some of the shit those cock-crazed women on those fan sites say about me is enough to make any man’s balls recede. Women on the internet write some weird-ass shit.

I’ve read the fuck-me schemes, where those women plan to somehow seduce me, poke a hole in the condom, and get themselves pregnant off my seed.

I’ve read the weird-ass plans to dive through my trash, locate my spent condoms, and make a baby with my discarded loads. If I was dumb enough to fall for that shit, it might have even worked.

I know my body, and I know my cock.

I’m prime breeding material.

It’s no wonder that women are falling over themselves in their obsession with my billion-dollar cum shots.

But I don’t want to live in fear tonight.

Not in fear of where my cum might fall on Rose’s delicious, perfect cunt. Not of who might see us, or what they might see us do.

No, I’m not afraid of being watched.

Rose shouldn’t be, either.

I take her cheek in the palm of my hand, and she leans into it. I watch the way the sunset makes her glow—the golden tinge to her skin, and the reflections in her eyes, all pink and purple in her cinnamon irises.

“You’re fucking beautiful,” I say, because she is.

She’s the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met, in fact. I don’t think I’ll ever meet another beauty quite of her caliber ever again.

“You should be used to being watched by now, Rose.”

“I am…to an extent,” she giggles. It’s a nervous giggle. Still too fucking cute to handle. “But men staring at me on the street, fully clothed, are different from…”

“From what?” I ask, trailing my fingertips down her neck.

“From a stranger watching me…with you.”

A blush rises on Rose's breasts like it’s blooming straight from her heart. Seeing her tits like that—all pushed up and heaving beneath the plunging neckline of her dress—it does things to my cock. Things that make me never want to look at another woman ever again.

Things that make me want to look at Rose for eternities.

“It doesn’t get you off at all?” I ask. My fingertips are at her shoulders now, teasing the straps of the tight little dress she came to me in. “The thought that anyone could see you orgasming around my fingers, against my mouth?”

The blush blossoms all the way up her neck now. I can feel her skin grow hot beneath my fingers. I watch it turn as pink as her namesake.

“I’ve…fantasized about it before,” Rose admits to me.

Christ. One little confession from those pretty lips, and she’s got me so hard.

My cock is fucking aching.

“Tell me more,” I say.

I have to know more.

Rose’s eyes dart to and fro again, searching for that imaginary onlooker. They don’t find anyone, and they won’t—but I need her focused now.

I take her chin between my finger and thumb and turn her face up to me.

“Tell me your fantasy, Rose,” I say, running my thumb over her lower lip now. “And I’ll make it come true.”

She inhales, leaning into my touch again. She might play shy, but it’s not who she really is. I know that beneath all these blushing petals, there’s something raw and wild at her core that’s just begging to be plucked.

“I’ve imagined…being fingered,” she admits. “At the movie theater, or on a train. On the subway, maybe—except that would be fucking insane, because the subway is nasty.”

I chuckle. She’s not wrong.

“Fingered by who, Rose?”

“A man,” she gasps. 

She gasps again when I take one of the straps of her dress and pull it down off her shoulder, leaving it slumped against the taut bicep of her arm. “A man who wants me…”

“A man who wants you so badly, he can’t wait to take you home,” I growl, pulling down the other strap. Roses’ tits are barely covered by the tight black fabric now. With one more tug, they’ll spill out into the open…free for me to claim and kiss and make mine. “A man who’s bold enough and man enough that he won’t fucking wait.”

“And you want me that bad?” she whispers, staring up at me.

“You have no idea.”

Her eyes close. She gasps again when I grab the front of her top and yank it downward. Just as I predicted, her tits spill forward. She has the prettiest fucking nipples—already hard for me, just begging to be pleased.

My mouth falls to one of them like I’m some kind of starving beast. For her, maybe I am.

I’m starved for Rose, and a man can only control himself so much.

She moans when I take her nipple between my lips, and when I take it between my teeth, she cries out.

For a moment, the beast abates. I look up at her, ensuring that I haven’t hurt her.

But her eyes are closed in blissful pleasure, and even as I pause, her back arches.

She’s shoving her breasts against me in my hesitation, whimpering, begging, and trying to force me to give her more.

She doesn’t have to want twice.

My tongue roams across the hard, swollen peak of her nipple as I take her into my arms. I pull Rose against me, breathing in the scent of her perfume with every breath. The closer she is to me, the easier it is to smell past that perfume.

It’s beautiful, but it’s not half as good as the smell of her bare, flushed skin.

“Daniel,” she moans.

I release one nipple, only to fall upon the other. I wouldn’t want to neglect something so fucking beautiful and so damn tasty.

“Daniel,” she whimpers.

Her hips grind against my body as I pull her up out of the chair.

“Daniel!” she gasps.

Rose is a perfect woman, I realize—even more perfect than I could have imagined. She wants a baby, not just in mind, but in body, too. Her broad, child-bearing hips move against me in a silent plea—one that I’ll fulfill in due time.

“Daniel!” she cries.

When I’m ready, I’m going to take this woman. I’m going to mark her as mine, fill her with my seed and watch her perfect, flat stomach swell with my child—

Fuck, when did I get full onboard with this plan?

“Daniel! Daniel! Daniel!”

Rose’s whole body shakes as she calls my name. As the shaking subsides, I hear her release a little giggle against my chest.

“I think…I think you just made me come from…my nipples,” she laughs in disbelief.

Fuck. Her body responds to me so effortlessly, I don’t even have to get her panties off before I’m making her orgasm in my arms.

“Does that happen often?” I ask out of curiosity.

“Nooooo,” she says forcefully, shaking her head. “Never before. What…what the fuck even was that?”

I shrug, lowering her back into her chair and pressing a kiss against her lips.

“Chemistry,” I laugh. “Biology, maybe.”

When I pull away from the kiss, I see her eyes dart around once more. Like she’s checking to make sure no one saw her orgasming while having her nipples sucked like a fucking slut.

“Rose,” I level with her. “You’re beautiful. I’m obviously gorgeous. Stop fucking worrying.”

“I know,” she laughs. “It’s just…what if like, serial killers—”

I shake my head, laughing again. “You watch too many horror movies, sweetheart,” I say, kissing her again. “And decidedly not enough porn.”

“What if someone does see us, though?” She’s still giddy from her nipple-gasm. I’m watching her nervousness dissipate before my very eyes.

This woman is such a fucking tease.

“Let. Them. See,” I say definitively.

My eyes drop to the hem of Rose’s skirt. Her eyes follow mine.

She won’t be worrying about anything in a minute or two.

That’s a fucking guarantee.






Rose

 

“Let them see,” Daniel says, like it’s no big deal for him at all. Any moment, anyone taking a stroll on the shoreline of his resort could come along and see Daniel and me fucking atop the table through the gauzy curtains of this cabana.

Any moment, some fitness guru jogging along the beach could stumble upon us, making out a beast with two backs while I twist those curtains up in my fists.

Any moment, a serial killer with a machete could come along and decide that, y’know what? He hates it when couples have romantic trysts on his murder beach!

After all…after reading some of the forum posts from Daniel’s insane internet fans, I wouldn’t put it past the bitches.

Like, that’s what happens to sexy couples fucking in secluded, romantic areas in the movies, right? They get slashed by an obsessive psychopath and end up on the front page of the newspaper the next day.

Hell, there’s probably an aging police detective somewhere out there in this city right now, just a few days from retirement. And he’s going to end up with our sex-scene-gone-wrong as his final case.

That’s how unrealistic all of this feels to me right now. Like we’re in a movie—not even our own movie, but someone else’s. That’s how hot Daniel is, and how insanely rich―and more importantly―how sweet he’s been to me.

Part of me wants to call bullshit. I’ve been holding my breath for the hidden cameras to pop out since I met this guy. Now, I’m totally ready.

A billionaire? On a beach? At sunset?

While drinking this wine?

This kind of thing happens to other women. It doesn’t happen to me.

Any minute now, Ashton Kutcher is going to jump out from the waves crashing against the shore. He’s gonna be like, “Haha, PUNK’D! Gotcha!” and I’m going to have to try and act like my panties aren’t dripping fucking wet right now.

But none of that happens.

The waves roll in off the ocean.

The sunset reflects off the water.

Daniel nudges my sandals apart with the toe of his sexy leather shoe.

“Tell me you don’t want it.”

I swallow hard and lick my lips. They taste like fine wine and wanting.

I like that. I like the way he’s looking at me even more.

“I don’t want to lie,” I admit.

It’s the only go-ahead he needs.

Daniel moves to his knees. That’s probably the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen: a man as powerful as him and as handsome as him, kneeling before someone like me.

I haven’t been able to get it out of my head, how bad I want this strong, sexy man to dominate my anxious ass and make me beg for his cock like a sex-crazed slut. But now that he’s on his knees before me, pushing my knees apart and looking at me like I hung the moon in the sky tonight…

I feel like a queen.

Just like that, all my inhibitions are put out to shore and washed away with the tide.

A salt wind blows in off the water. It’s cool and fresh and smells like the waves. I shiver when it kisses my skin.

The cold air raises goosebumps all over my body. I can feel them on my shoulders and my neck, my breasts, and my thighs.

But Daniel’s cheek is warm as his presses it against my knee. And his lips as he kisses up my inner thigh…

His lips are hot. Every place that they touch on my skin burns with longing, and that longing builds into something that’s becoming harder and harder to control.

It’s not usually like this. This isn’t normal, wanting someone the way I want him.

By the time he’s kissed all the way up one thigh, I can feel the humidity of his breath against the thin layer of lace that separates my pussy from his firm, greedy mouth.

By the time he’s kissed back down the other, I don’t just want him anymore.

I need this man.

If anyone can see us…let them see.

“Sip your wine,” he orders.

I don’t even think about it. My fingers instinctively curl around the stem of my glass. It makes the power dynamic between us right now deeply clear: even when Daniel is on his knees, he’s still in charge.

He can pamper me—make me feel like a queen holding court by the sea—but no matter what, he’s still king of this sand castle.

And I’m his prize.

Daniel’s hands smooth up my thighs. His touch is practically orgasmic. There’s nothing quite like feeling a pair of strong, handsome hands on your skin.

It’s been too long since I’ve known a touch like his—or maybe, his touch is just unlike any other I’ve ever felt.

His fingers hook beneath the waistband of my panties, sliding them downward. He doesn’t break eye contact with me the entire time he does it. It’s like he’s intent on making sure that he doesn’t push me to far…or maybe he’s challenging me to try and stop him.

Stopping him is the last thing I want. I slide down on my chair, and lift my ass up for him so he can slip my panties off of me.

The black lace glides down my thighs with ease. Removing them releases my scent. I’m so fucking wet for Daniel, the perfume of my soaked pussy hangs around us for a moment before the next gust of wind washes it away.

While it does, Daniel closes his eyes and inhales through his nose. Like a man smelling the bouquet of a fine wine.

I sip my white and let the flavor explode on my tongue, while Daniel follows his nose to what I can tell his body really wants right now: a taste.

His tongue slips between my smooth-shaven pussy lips with wanting. They’re slick for him. Dripping with my warm honey and just begging to be licked.

He laps at my cunt like the waves on the shore. Daniel drinks from me, like my pussy is a goblet, and he’s a man dying for a drink.

On the beach, every wave comes in harder than the last.

Between my thighs, Daniel’s tongue moves in the same way. He’s building, and building, and building to something, and the something is inside me.

In my cunt. In my womb. Growing and growing with increased intensity.

Daniel sucks and licks my clit like he’s in love with the taste.

Any moment now, his tongue is going to make the wave that’s mounting inside of me crash through my body, finally breaking against my skin.

Have you ever been out on the ocean? Not some silly lakeside beach, but the real ocean. Huge and vast, powerful and wide.

The ocean that tempted our ancient ancestors to build boats and sail beyond its blue horizons. The same ocean that inspired fearful tales of its watery depths.

The same ocean that broke the very boats its mysteries inspired.

When you move out far enough into the ocean, you learn to jump with the waves. They carry your body upward, up to giddy heights, and lower you back down only to take you higher still.

But then it happens: a wave moves towards you, and you know it will break before it gets to your body.

You’re faced with two choices: freeze up and let it crash down on you, sucking you under and sending your spinning, or you can dive beneath it and marvel in its power.

I feel the orgasm coming, and I choose to dive deep.

It crashes against my body anyway.

I feel the wine slosh in my glass as it hits me. My pussy undulates as Daniel wraps his arms beneath my thighs and holds onto my waist. My hips thrash against his mouth, bucking upwards.

I’m not sure if I’m trying to shake him or trying to shove my clit even harder against his face.

But Daniel is a hard man to shake, and by the time the orgasm washes back out to sea, I’m left trembling. Shivering with pleasure.

Shipwrecked against his shores and desperate for something—not just another orgasm from his mouth, but something more.

“I need you,” I pant. My voice sounds all breathy and high, like I’ve just swam the whole of the Atlantic in a single night. “I need you, Daniel. I need you.”

This isn’t like me. I’m usually satisfied after one! I’m not a greedy woman, and I’ve never been this fucking demanding of a man.

But judging by the way Daniel is smiling up at me, his lips laying a final kiss on my cunt, I know.

This isn’t like me, and Daniel has orchestrated it that way. The openness. The waves.

The aphrodisiacs, the setting sun, and an orgasm that hits me so hard, it knocks me free of my rational mind into a place where I’ll do anything he asks as long as it means feeling that kind of rapture again.

“Sip your wine,” he orders with an amused twitch of his brow.

My hand is shaking as Daniel slips a condom out of his pocket, and I bring the glass back up to my lips.






Daniel

 

I’ve got her right where I want her.

We’re both going to fucking remember this night. As Rose sets her wine glass back down on the table, I can see her hand shaking. It makes little ripples on the surface of the white.

She has beautiful hands, I realize: long, slender fingers.

 Gorgeously shaped palms. Delicate little wrists.

As I unbuckle my belt, I know exactly where I want those hands: wrapped around my cock, stroking it like her life depends on it.

“Knees,” I instruct her.

I can see the hunger in her eyes as she obeys. I pull my shirt over my head while she stares up at me, blinking, waiting for her next order.

I don’t think so, Rose. She knows what she wants.

“Go on, then,” I tell her, smirking. “I think you know what to do.”

There’s only a moment of hesitation—but when push comes to shove, this woman wants me too damn bad. A dark glint sparkles up at me in those enchanting cinnamon eyes of hers—

And then she’s tearing at the button of my slacks, doing everything in her power to take what she wants from me as quickly as she can.

“Good girl,” I growl as she works my cock out of my boxers.

As she holds it in her fists, Rose fucking gasps.

God, I fucking love it when they gasp.

Women have been fawning over my cock since I was old enough for my first fuck, but seeing it happen never gets old. It’s a point of pride, really—having a cock as big as mine, as thick as mine, and as able to please a woman as my cock always is.

As far as the female orgasm goes, it has a 100% success rate. Something about the way it’s curved, if I had to guess. It presses right up against the G-spot in just the right way…

Little does Rose know, it can go all fucking night if I want it to, as well.

I don’t have to instruct her anymore. As soon as the look of surprise vanishes from her beautiful face, it’s replaced by another look I know all too well on a woman: desire.

Rose is desperate to get my cock in her mouth. It’s triggered some kind of animal response in her brain that tells her exactly what she needs to do next.

She needs to smell me. Taste me on her tongue. Suck me until she’s sure that when it comes to filling her wanton little womb with children, I’m the best man for the job.

Damn fucking right I am. She can fucking bet on that.

Rose can be shy sometimes, I know. She can be mild-mannered and polite and sweet. That makes it even fucking hotter when she starts licking and sucking my cock like a fucking whore.

I love watching a woman go completely cock-crazed over my dick. I know it must have something to do with how fucking well-shaped it is. Perfect color, perfect thickness, perfect size.

My cock has a huge fucking head on it that fills Rose’s mouth to the brim—and that’s just the head. I can feel her flicking her slutty little tongue against the underside, lapping up my pre-cum with desperation.

“Good girl,” I tell her, stroking her hair.

Rose moans up at me happily—and then, a deeper, darker moan comes from her throat as I grab her hair in my fist and start easing my dick deeper inside.

Her lips are slick with her saliva, and the back of her mouth is fucking warm. Rose has the kind of mouth that you never want to take your cock back out of—but the way she’s licking me, I have to pull out, or else she’s going to make me explode then and there.

When I withdraw my cock from her mouth, she whimpers with longing.

“Shhh,” I soothe, petting her hair again. “Don’t worry. We’re just getting started.”

With the next thrust, the tip of my cock presses against the back of her throat…and I’m not even halfway in. I can see her eyes beginning to water as she struggles to accommodate me. It makes her mascara dribble down her perfect cheekbones as her eyes well up with tears.

I let them form. She’s going to look fucking beautiful by the time I’m done with her—more beautiful than ever, in fact.

There’s nothing more beautiful than a woman who’s been freshly fucked. Even if we’re not making a baby together tonight, I know that when it does happen…it’s going to be fucking worth it, just to see my cum leaking out of her tight, wet cunt.

The taste of Rose is still on my lips as I fuck her mouth. She’s moaning and whimpering for me while I do it, too—she fucking loves being used. I lick my lips, reveling in the taste of her honey.

She got so fucking wet when I was licking her cunt, making her come to the sound of the crashing waves…

She must have either completely forgotten that we were out in the open where anyone could come along and see, or she realized that she was as turned on by the idea of it as I am.

Couples as gorgeous together as Rose and I are don’t fuck in public every day, you know. As far as I’m concerned, it’s a public fucking service. Free porn.

It gets me even fucking harder, the thought that someone could be watching us right now. Letting us show them how it’s done.

“Christ, Rose,” I swear, pulling my cock out of her mouth. She was sucked down on me so tight, and my cock is so fucking thick, that when I remove it from her sweet fucking sugar lips it makes an audible POP! “Do you want me to cum in your mouth?”

Rose considers it for a moment. I can see the wheels turning in her slutty little brain.

“You didn’t bring that condom for nothing,” she finally says, a sly little smile playing on her lips. “I want to feel you in my pussy, Daniel.”

“And you don’t care who sees?”

Rose grabs onto my hips and pulls herself to her feet. The moonlight twines its fingers between the waves of her hair and bathes her tits in its glow.

“Let them see,” she says.

I’ve never wanted to fuck a woman more in my entire goddamn life.

But as Rose pops herself up on the table, pushing aside wine glasses and dinner plates, I can’t help but realize…this is a lot more than just a fuck.

When I claim her mouth, I’m not just thinking about how I want to get my dick inside her. I’m thinking about how I can kiss her to make sure that she never remembers the feel of another man on her lips.

When I squeeze her tits, I’m not just thinking about how fucking hot they are. I’m thinking that these are the breasts that are going to feed my child and how fucking bad I want to worship them.

And finally, when I nestle my cock between the hot, slick lips of Rose’s immaculate pussy…I’m not just thinking about getting my dick wet.

I want to make her feel me—really feel me. Not just inside her cunt, but all over her perfect fucking body. I want her to feel me in every cell—ever petal—every thorn.

“Condom,” Rose gasps as I tease the head of my cock at her entrance.

“Fuck,” I swear, feeling the condom still between my fingers.

How the fuck did I almost forget?

I never fucking forget.

Shaking my head, I try to clear my thoughts. I’m getting drunk on this woman—drunker than any wine has ever made me.

I get the condom rolled onto my cock in record time.

If I don’t fuck Rose now—fucking immediately—I’m going to go insane.

I take her in a single thrust. Hard and deep…but slow and exacting at the same time. I make her feel every fucking inch of me—and that’s a lot of inches to feel. Her cunt is so fucking hot wrapped around my dick that I find myself driven by some force beyond rhyme or reason.

The fact that there’s only a thin layer of silicone between my cum-slinger and Rose’s slutty, fertile womb only makes me fuck her harder.

Fuck, I’m never fucking like this. There’s just something about Rose—something that I don’t have the words to explain. Her scent, or the shape of her body, or maybe just the way she moans so sweetly in my ear when my cock makes her come…

“Daniel!” she cries out, grabbing my hair in her fists and holding onto me like she’s being swept out to sea. “Daniel! DANIEL!”

“Fuck—Rose!” I moan back in ecstasy.

My balls release as they slap against her pale, smooth skin. I can feel my cock pumping my cum into her—the way it pools around my tip as it fills the condom so full, for a moment I think it might burst.

It holds—thank god.

Tonight, if I’ve learned anything, it’s that Rose is the one I want to get pregnant. It has to be her—no one else will do.

Rose is going to be the mother of my children.

Rose’s cunt is the cunt I’m going to pump full of my babies.

…I just don’t know yet if Rose is sure.

“That was…amazing,” Rose giggles while I rain kisses down on her neck.

When I pull away, she looks pleased enough.

Just as I suspected—she looks beautiful when she’s been well-fucked. Sparkling eyes, flushed skin, ruined make-up, and epic sex-hair—that’s what my Rose looks like when she’s in bloom.

“Thought you might like it,” I say, grinning back at her.

“Excuse me, young man!”

There’s an elderly male voice calling out behind us, and suddenly, my stomach turns. My cock is still inside Rose—and now there’s some old pervert out here, staring at her?

Fuck’s sake. A second ago, I was getting off on the idea that anyone could be watching us. Now, I feel so fucking possessive of Rose that I never want another man to look at her ever again.

I do my best to cover her up with my body before I turn my head.

Standing behind us, just beyond the gauzy curtains of the cabana, is an elderly couple. The woman is clinging to the man’s arm wistfully, smiling up at him in the moonlight. I watch as the man pulls her a little closer to him, placing a kiss on her forehead.

“Can I help you folks?” I ask. Rose’s legs are still wrapped around my waist. When I look down at her, she’s giggling—and when she giggles, her pussy clenches even harder around my cock.

Fuck.

“We were just wondering if you folks knew if there was a drugstore open anywhere nearby,” the man calls out to us. If he knows what Rose and I are up to, he doesn’t make any indication of it. “The missus and I are looking to purchase, um…”

“Condoms!” the woman calls out. “As big of a box as we can find!”

I look down at Rose, doing my fucking best not to laugh.

She’s biting down on her lower lip, trying to avoid the same.

“Just up the road and to your left,” I call back to them. My cock throbs in Rose’s cunt—even with an audience, I’m getting hard all over again. “There’s a 24-hour place lit up like a Christmas tree—can’t miss it.”

“Oh, thank you, dearies!” the woman calls out. I can hear her chattering to her husband as they wander off: “I hope you packed your heart pills tonight, hot stuff! The things I’m gonna do to you tonight…you’re gonna need ‘em!”

Once they’re out of earshot, Rose and I dissolve into laughter.

She’s got a gorgeous fucking laugh. I could listen to it for a lifetime.

But I know I’ll turn those sweet little giggles into moaning again soon enough.






Rose

 

“Shit,” I swear, looking at myself in Daniel’s rear view mirror. “I’m a hot mess.”

“Emphasis on hot, I think,” Daniel says as he puts the car into park.

He’s driven us back from the beach just in time to meet my self-imposed curfew—10 p.m. on the dot. I could’ve spent all night with him just talking and listening to the ocean…which is exactly why I was so insistent on getting home early.

Not to mention the fact that, so far, talking with Daniel always seems to become something more than just having a chat.

I have to hand it to him, though. When Daniel fucks a woman, he does a damn fine job of it.

The messy state of my appearance right now serves as proof.

My mascara is smudged around my eyes so badly that I look like a sexy raccoon. My hair is in a bit of a rat’s nest, which has given it a whole new world of volume.

The lipstick I wore when I left the house has all either been kissed off, fucked off, or smeared across my cheek. And the halter top of my little black dress has been hastily retied all lopsided and fucky.

When I left for my date with Daniel, I smelled like nice perfume and anticipation. Now, I smell like sex and the ocean, mixed with a little white wine.

“Here,” Daniel says as he watches me try and smear my mascara into a slightly more refined smudge. “Let me.”

He turns my face to him and I’m able to just enjoy the look of him as he fixes my makeup with a handkerchief from his pocket, and, failing that, the pad of his thumb. I didn’t even know men still carried handkerchiefs—but I guess I don’t know that many billionaires, truth be told.

Up close like this, when he’s not smirking, or covering me with kisses, or trying to fuck me, I can finally appreciate how fucking handsome Daniel really is.

He has a long, straight nose that makes his face look masculine and refined, a chiseled jawline, and the dreamiest eyes.

It’s the face of a man who I would, all things considered, be totally okay with mixing my genes up with. And considering how tonight went…I’d say doing exactly that is right on schedule.

God, he can’t even fix my makeup without me thinking about getting pregnant with his child. If I wasn’t already flushed from all the fucking, I’d have the decency to blush.

“There,” he says, smearing the last bit of errant lipstick away from the corner of my mouth with his thumb. “Picture perfect.”

I do a quick check in the mirror again and realize that he’s right.

I mean, I still look pretty well-fucked, but at least I don’t look like I’m doing a bad impromptu audition for the role of Harley Quinn.

“I had…a really good night,” I say, and my voice is even doing that embarrassing breathy thing as I say it. Probably because Daniel’s thumb is lingering at the corner of my mouth—and as I speak, he runs it back over my lower lip.

He doesn’t answer me—he just goes in for another kiss. We’ve kissed enough times tonight, I’m beginning to learn his moves.

Our lips slide against each other’s in a coordinated sort of harmony, and when he presses his tongue into my mouth, our tongues tango like they were made to be partners.

“Get some sleep,” Daniel purrs protectively against my lips. “You’ll need it.”

“You too, tiger,” I tease. “Text me in the morning?”

“Rose, if I wasn’t afraid of smothering you, I’d text you later tonight.”

Something about that sits perfectly with me, and I end up grinning like an idiot. Being smothered by Daniel doesn’t honestly sound half bad.

He opens the passenger side door for me and kisses me again before he drives off. I wait in the driveway until his car is out of sight. As soon as I get inside the house, the interrogation starts.

“What does he taste like?” Jenna asks, greeting me with a knowing smile. “Is it pussy? Oh my god, I bet he tastes like pussy.”

I laugh uncomfortably, and not just because, well…she’s kind of right.

“He tasted good,” I say, and I leave it like that. I’m a bad liar, and it’s the truth in every way—from his lips to his cock to his cum.

But Jenna doesn’t need to know that.

“Okay, spill,” Jenna says. “You have to tell me everything.”

“We, uh…” I say, obviously stalling. “We went to the beach?”

That’s when Jenna does something that really freaks me out: she leans in, dips her nose to my neck…and she sniffs me.

“Oh my god,” she moans, pulling away. “You two fucked. Holy shit. I can smell it on you, girl!”

“Smell what?” I say, being, like, the most obvious ever.

Jenna gives me a look that verifies: she doesn’t buy it for a second.

“Yes or no, Rose,” Jenna says with a knowing smile. “It’s okay, you can tell me—I already know the answer.”

“I’ve, uh…I’ve still gotta process it for myself, honestly,” I say with a tired laugh. “Let me sleep on it—I’ll give you all the dirty details soon.”

“Good night,” Jenna calls after me in a sing-songy voice. It’s only as I’m opening my bedroom door that my word-choice hits her: “WAIT! Dirty details?! HOW DIRTY, ROSE?! HOW DIRTY!?!?!”

 I hate to leave Jenna in the lurch…only, I kind of don’t. I’ve always had to share everything with my cousins, be it clothes, or secrets, or Halloween candy. Jenna and I even share a birthday.

I’ve always been kind of a private person, and for once, I’m feeling kind of smug about keeping this sexy story to myself. It’s not that I’m ashamed of it—in fact, I know that Jenna would probably die of jealousy if she heard it all.

Something between Daniel and myself feels…special. Kind of sacred…and secret…and holy.

Maybe I’m just still half-dumb from how hard he fucked me, but I really want to believe that there could be something more going on here…

Or maybe I just need to stop being such a fucking romantic and hit the hay.

Either way, when I wake up the next morning, there’s a message from Daniel waiting for me.

Good morning, gorgeous, the text reads, and if that doesn’t make my heart go pitter-patter, I don’t know what would.

I consider my retaliation text carefully because, yeah, I’m apparently a starry-eyed, fifteen-year-old all over again when it comes to this guy. Part of me wants to believe that he’s actually into me. That last night was actually as crazy-awesome as I feel like it was.

That there could be something real growing between us.

The other part of me is playing the cynic. It figures that this dude just has some kind of weird pregnancy fetish, and I’m a willing participant.

Good morning to you too, I send back and then, feeling sudden wave of sauciness, I add a winky face.

Sufficiently reassured that I am, in fact, a texting genius, I venture out into the kitchen and dodge another coy line of questioning from Jenna over my morning coffee.

“Rose, I’ll die if you don’t tell me,” she says, pouting.

Luckily, I can deflect her line of questioning by leaving for work, and I know she’ll be off soon with my adorable nephew to pick up her hubby form the airport.

“I’ll tell you later!” I say, practically running out the door. “Love you!”

“Love you, too, ho!” she says, covering my nephew’s ears for the last bit.

She’s a good mom, Jenna. Just, holy shit, I’ve never met a nosier person in my life.

Work is work. Another day, another dollar—whatever. The exciting thing, of course, is my ongoing chat with Daniel—who has responded super positively to my ongoing flirtation-via-emoji.

New resort opening this week. Want to get away for a couple of days? his latest message reads.

I fantasize about it for a full minute: Daniel and me, lounging around on another sexy beach, soaking up the sun, and rubbing each other’s bodies with sunscreen until—unf—his fingers curl beneath my bikini bottoms, pulling them downward as he lowers his mouth…

Then, I come back to reality with the awful truth:

I’d love to :) Need to check with my boss about getting time off, though.

Let me know, he messages back. I need to see you again, beautiful.

He doesn’t add a winky face, but I’m pretty happy with the results nonetheless. The prospect of enjoying two whole days at one of Daniel’s resorts has butterflies coming to life in my stomach. I feel like when I open my mouth to ask my boss for the time off, they’ll fly out and flutter around the office for the rest of the day.

Maybe my inner optimist is right. Maybe this can be something. The more I obsessively scrutinize Daniel’s texts to me, the more hopeful I become.

…but not too hopeful, of course. My inner cynic is still along for the ride, pinching me to make sure I’m not dreaming with every passing moment.

I know he’s a playboy, and I know I shouldn’t let my guard down…

But that doesn’t stop me from allowing myself to get my hopes up.

Just a little.

;)






Daniel

 

Rose is a fine conversationalist. Yeah, that’s right…I care about that kind of shit, too. It’s not always just about the pussy.

Although I have to admit…the conversations almost always lead to pussy in the end.

But Rose isn’t just a good conversationalist. She’s cute, sweet, funny, smart―and sexy as hell. So, what’s the problem, right?

Why does there even have to be a problem, you ask? Alas, the world isn’t perfect, and neither is any relationship I’ve ever been in.

I have a problem. A mental issue.

Well, allow me to rephrase. I have a setback when it comes to sex that perhaps might prove itself to be unfavorable under the circumstances of this extremely unique situation I’m currently in with Rose.

Okay, I’m just going to come right out and say it:

I can’t come without a condom on my cock.

There, happy now?

Yes, it’s a mental thing. I don’t know why or when it started, but I’m always extra careful when I fuck women. Like obsessively so. To the point that I’ve trained myself to only cum fully protected.

I mean, I don’t want to have a horde of bastard children just walking around out there, while the baby mamas beg me for child support. I’ve seen enough of that shit with my step-siblings.

I’m literally shuddering at the idea right now.

Here’s the thing…Rose wants me to give her a baby. I think we’re both fully on board with the plan after our date the other night.

So how the hell am I going to retrain myself to be able to jizz out the special sauce without a condom? She pretty much needs my sperm filling up that cunt and overflowing, and the idea makes me both quiver with dread and jump for joy with excitement.

My point?

My tedious little problem has the potential to become our problem if I don’t at least put forth some solid effort to remediate the issue somehow. Given that having a child with Rose is part of the current plan, yeah…I have my work cut out for me.

It’s been a few days since I last saw Rose, so imagine my delight when my phone buzzes on my work desk, and I notice that I have a new message from her. Grinning, I scoop up the phone to check, secretly hoping that she’ll want to get together today.

Hi! I just want to let you know that I’d love to take you up on your offer to have lunch at your newest resort hotel. I’m willing to pack a bag for a few days of fun.

She ends the text with an adorable pink heart and a grinning smile emoji. I internally chuckle a moment. Why the fuck do these emoji’s do me in?

Rose is the fucking cutest, and I genuinely love spending time with her. Why else would I agree to be a live and participating sperm donor if I didn’t?

The little getaway will also be a fantastic way for us to get to know each other better and explore each other’s bodies in a more intimate way. Of course, I’m looking forward to the hot-as-hell fucking the most, but the condom problem is looming in the back of my mind.

I already plan on savoring every inch of her delicious and decadently smooth body, her warm skin, and her feminine scent. She’s amazing―pure perfection, really―and she leaves me with a throbbing in my cock that’s fucking insatiable. Given the chance, I’ll dive into her over and over, with more than a little enthusiasm.

Rose, I’m fucking thrilled. Pick you up first thing in the morning.

I send my response and smile with something I suspect is close to giddiness. And fuck, that’s never happened before. This woman…

My quest to have the most amazing woman on the planet give me my heir is well within my reach, and, well, let’s say I always get what I want.

____________________

The next morning, I’m at Rose’s doorstep, parking right outside of her apartment building to pick her up.

I’m so eager to spend the day with her, I make sure to whisk her away as early as possible so that we don’t waste a single minute.

The resort is about an hour and a half away, so I want to leave plenty of time to get there before lunch.

“Good morning,” Rose practically prances down the sidewalk to greet me.

I grin, unfamiliar, wild affection taking hold of me. Just looking at her juicy red lips and long, wavy hair makes my cock so hard it fucking aches.

She’s wearing a pastel yellow sundress this time, accentuating her gorgeous tan. She slips a slender arm around my waist and hugs me close. She smells incredible.

She plants a tender kiss on my cheek and gives me a seductive bat of her eyes. “It’s so good to see you.” The words drip from her lips like honey, and I want to devour every last drop.

I swallow hard, intensely trying to hide my growing boner in my pants.

“I’m thrilled to see you, too,” I tell her with a wink.

I help her climb into my car—I drove the Lamborghini this time—and we ride off, coasting down the street. Rose turns to smile at me.

“Tell me about your new hotel.” She says it with genuine interest, which I fucking love. 

“It’s going to be completely fucking awesome,” I admit with pride. “You’ll absolutely love it, believe me.”

Rose smiles and crosses her legs in the passenger seat, revealing more of her thighs that makes me drool. Fuck, I want to be right in between them right now.

“I have no doubt I’ll be impressed,” she says.

“It’s just a soft opening, not the grand opening yet. There won’t be a lot of press and PR to worry about, and this way will be better because we can have some privacy.”

“I like privacy,” Rose winks at me, and my fucking heart actually skips a fucking beat.

Jesus, what’s she doing to me?

If there’s one non-physical trait I can say surges me into even deeper desire for Rose, it’s the fact that I can tell she’s not materialistic. She’s not the type of woman that usually just wants a piece of me, and I can see through to her true colors that she’s a down-to-earth type of girl.

I’m beginning to notice that she gets excited over the simple things in life, the things that really matter.

In my opinion, fawning over the little blessings is what makes life spectacular, and I’m thankful that I have that in common with Rose. She’s a rare flower, for sure.

After a while of talking and laughing in the car, I pull up to the valet at the hotel, and a concierge welcomes us as I pass off my keys to the valet.

“Hello, sir.” The concierge bows before me extravagantly. “What an honor it is to have you here today for lunch with us.”

“It’s a pleasure.” I’m almost embarrassed by how showy he’s being. I thank the enthusiastic man and gently place my arm around Rose’s petite waist.

The concierge beams at Rose and gives her a tiny little bow, too. “Good afternoon, madam, it’s a pleasure to have you here with us for lunch.”

“Thank you,” Rose says politely.

We walk inside the hotel together.

“Wow.”

I glance over at Rose and immediately smile when I notice how she’s absorbing the grandiose lobby, filled with modern, elegant touches and sprays of colorful orchids adorning the counters and tables.

“Do you like it?” I grin.

Rose eyes me as if I’m crazy. “Are you kidding? It’s stunning! Amazing! Just…wow.”

I chuckle. “Thank you. We pride ourselves on presentation, and the first impression is always the most important.”

“You certainly don’t disappoint,” Rose says as she gazes with what looks like fucking adoration into my eyes and squeezes my hand.

“Thank you, my lovely lady.”

I am totally fucking floored by this woman.

“Be careful, if we swoon over each other too much, people might start to talk,” Rose warns playfully.

“Let them talk,” I scoff, unaffected by what other people think.

I lead her to the restaurant that’s tucked away in a cozy corner in the back of the hotel.

“This looks swanky,” Rose whispers.

“Not to mention trendy,” I quip.

“I can’t wait to see what’s on the menu,” Rose states and rubs her flat, toned stomach. A stomach I’m quickly wanting to see nice and round with my baby. “I’m starving.”

“I’m pretty fucking hungry, too,” I whisper into her neck, loose with the sexual innuendos.

Rose catches on immediately. She glances up at me with a naughty, devious smirk. “Maybe we should save room for dessert.”

“Darling, there is always room for dessert.”

I smile as I push open the door of the restaurant to allow her to enter first.

“Good afternoon.” A tall, friendly-looking hostess greets us with a bright smile. “Table for two?”

“In the back, please,” I instruct the young girl.

As soon as I respond, a look of recognition sparks in the hostess’ eyes.

“Holy crap, you’re the owner of this hotel, aren’t you?”

I nod. “Indeed, I am.”

“Wow, well, in that case, you can have our finest booth in the back, private and secluded from most of the restaurant. Please, just follow me.”

The girl bounces away with us in tow.

When we sit down at the table, Rose is grinning at me with amusement.

“What?” I laugh as I place my white cloth napkin in my lap.

Rose shakes her head. “Nothing, it’s just…well, you’re quite the celebrity over here.”

I laugh dismissively. “Hardly.”

“Oh, come on,” Rose places her hand softly on my arm. “Give yourself some credit. You work hard, you deserve it.”

“Well…” I smile. “Thanks.”

“What’s not to enjoy?” She smiles. “You’re sexy, smart, and charming.”

My cock hardens again. “And you, my dear, are incredible. Thanks for coming with me.”

“I’m always up for a free meal,” she teases, trying to get a rise out of me, but it doesn’t work. I know she’s not using me for my money. She’s using me for my cock.

But I plan on making this a lot more than that. There are plenty of details we haven’t worked out with our baby bargain, but I have plenty of stipulations in mine. Like the fact that I want to keep Rose around me for…well, maybe forever.

We order mimosas and tuna steaks with risotto. Once the food comes, we eat in companionable silence, relishing in the delectable and savory feast.

I feel totally at ease with her. It’s like conversation isn’t even necessary. We’re both just happy to be here.

“This lunch is absolutely incredible,” Rose says when she’s had her fill, leaning back and sighing with contentment.

“Do you want to hear something else that’s incredible?” I give her a devilish grin.

“Always,” she whispers seductively.

“Your legs,” I tell her and move my leg to push my knees between hers, spreading them wide open.

She lets them fall apart, lets me ease her open like a blossoming flower. The intense heat between us fills my cock with a rush of blood as it pounds, pulses, and stands at attention, practically fucking bursting from my pants.

The fact that we’re alone, yet still in a public place, gives me more fuel to act on the sexual tension and chemistry that swirls around us.

Sure, I want to fuck her right here on the table, but I know that won’t be acceptable. Plus, I’m the fucking boss. I should probably maintain some amount of propriety, whether I fucking want to or not.

“I have to say, it’s fucking nice that every time I see you, you’re wearing a dress,” I tease her.

“Easy access?” She giggles.

“Abso-fucking-lutely,” I say and take a deep breath.

Christ, Rose has me wrapped around her finger already.

The craziest part? I fucking love it.






Daniel

 

Easy access. I like the sound of those words.

It might be easy access for my fingers, but for my throbbing cock—it’s an entirely different story. And it’s my cock that really wants to get inside her pussy.

But, if it can’t be, I’ll have to make alternative arrangements. After all, I’m a man full of fucking ideas.

I watch her dip a piece of bread in olive oil before bringing it to her mouth. Her lips pucker a little as she takes the delicacy between her teeth. Oil drips down her chin.

Instantly, I reach out with a finger to clean up the mess.

She smiles.

I decide to change position. Sitting across from her means I can’t quite reach the part of her I really want to taste tonight. And since I know her legs are stretched far apart, it’s time to make my next move.

I slide into the seat beside her. Our bare skin touches, and I can practically feel the fucking scorch marks.

She looks at me intently as I dip my fingers in my glass of water and pull out an ice cube.

I grin at the confusion on her face. I drop the hand with the ice cube under the table and press it against her thigh.

Her breath hitches, and her eyes widen at the sudden cold contact.

I bring the ice cube up to her hot and wet pussy and push it against her clit.

She holds her breath for a few seconds, and when I move the melting object across her sensitive flesh, I hear her breathe slowly.

A dreamy look appears on her face, and those delicious red lips curl up into a soft smile.

The ice has melted, but I leave my fingers where they are, stroking her pussy. I feel her scoot forward to push harder against my hand, as if she’s eager for more.

I smile.

“A little impatient, are we?” I tease.

Just then, the waitress comes to check on us. “Anyone up for dessert?”

“Shall I order dessert for you, my love?” I ask.

Rose nods, and I see her lick her lips. Her cheeks have reddened a little, but I leave my hand where it’s comfortable. No point drawing attention to its current position.

It’s not like anyone can see what I’m doing anyway. For anyone standing near our table, it would just look like I’ve got my hand resting on my lap.

“We’ll take the crème brulee for two, please.”

“Certainly.” The young woman smiles and is about to leave when I decide I better order another bottle of wine.

“And a Pinot Gris as well.”

After a quick nod, the waitress leaves.

“OMG,” whispers Rose. “I can’t believe what you’re doing.”

Despite her words, she doesn’t push my hand away or move herself into a different position.

I pretend to look shocked and then feign ignorance. “I haven’t got the slightest idea what you’re accusing me of.” My hand pushes a little harder against her. I feel the waves of pleasure rippling through Rose.

She giggles. Damn, she looks sexy with those normally pale cheeks now flushed with pleasure. I love the way she’s squirming and wrestling with herself about my hand and her exposed pussy.

It makes her look even sexier than she already does.

“Now then,” I lean into her, “where was I?”

I kiss her neck and nibble on the lobe of her ear. A soft moan escapes her lips. I start to move my finger gently across her clit, from side to side and up and down.

“Do…good…in public…” Her words come out jumbled.

Of course I know what she’s trying to tell me, but I play dumb anyway. 

“I have no idea what you’re trying to say,” I whisper into her ear, my fingers now hovering near her entrance, teasing her.

A waiter approaches and pours the new wine into a glass for me to taste.

I take a small sip of the white wine and swirl it around my mouth before swallowing.

“I’ve had better, but it’ll do until later,” I say to the man and watch him fill Rose’s glass and then mine.

“I can’t believe you just said that to the poor young man,” Rose says in shock, and I grin.

“I don’t think he understood the double meaning,” I reply and continue to place little kisses on her neck. My hand goes back to her clit.

If there’s one thing that turns me on more than anything else, it’s to see her inner struggle. She looks so fucking delicious as she squirms in her seat, torn between giving in to what’s happening and fighting against it.

Right now, the giving in is winning.

Slowly, I move my hand off her clit and let my finger push all the way into that dripping pussy of hers.

I push as far as I can and then hook my finger in. The little squeal she makes lets me know I’ve found it—her sweet spot.

As I massage her inner walls, she tries to keep her face as nonchalant as possible.

And then I pull out of her again. I can practically hear and feel her disappointment. But she doesn’t have to wait too long.

Once I’m out of her, I use the juices on my finger to draw little lines along the inside of her legs.

“Oh, fuck, Daniel,” she mumbles, her right hand gripping my leg. She’s digging her fingernails into my thigh.

My massive cock is throbbing in my pants, and I’ll have to do some serious mediation before I can stand up and leave this table. There’s no way I can get up with this massive hard-on in my pants.

Our dessert arrives, so I leave my hand pressed against her pussy.

She sighs and picks up her spoon, digging into the sweet dessert.

She takes her first mouthful, and I say, “Remind you of something else that’s delicious and creamy?”

She shakes her head.

“I’ll give you a hint.” I wink and point to my crotch.

Her eyes widen.

“Maybe in the kitchen,” I suggest with a grin.

Rose laughs. “I seriously doubt it,” she finally manages to say between mouthfuls.

Mentally, I give her another tick. She’s got a wicked sense of humor—another thing I like in a woman.

I can’t stand girls who pretend to be all prim and proper and shit. No. A woman’s got to be able to take a joke and tell one.

The dessert is fucking delicious, but not as delicious as my lunch companion and resort date.

I can’t fucking wait to leave lunch and fuck her properly.

My fingers go back to humping her pussy. I want to see her come here at the restaurant, over lunch.

I’m not a betting man, but if I were, I’d say it won’t take me long to tip her over the edge and make her have an orgasm right here in public.

The knowledge that I’m pushing her out of her comfort zone is more intoxicating than scotch on ice.

“I want to watch you come. I want to see you fuck my fingers and do it right here in public,” I whisper into her ear.

Now her face goes an even darker shade of red.

“Daniel,” she says under her breath. At the same time, she pushes her hips toward my plunging finger. “I…it’s a bit too public…our room.”

There’s no one around us. We’re so far out of everyone’s line of sight that I can even take my pants off and sit her on my lap so I can fuck her for real.

Briefly, I entertain that idea. Now, that would be fucking awesome.

As I pummel in and out of her faster and harder, the walls of her pussy tighten, grabbing my fingers and trying to break them in two.

Fuck, she’s got one strong pussy. I can’t wait for my cock to be inside her.

I should just pick her up and take her to our room right fucking now. What the fuck am I doing waiting?

But I do want to keep giving her this pleasure right now because it feels fucking good to see her glow with desire and lust.

Faster and faster, I move in and out. Will she grab onto the table any minute and yell at the top of her lungs, like that chick in that movie? I can picture the scene, but for the life of me, I can’t recall the title.

I feel that Rose is getting close to coming. Her pussy becomes tighter and tighter, and I can feel her body quiver in anticipation.

And then her orgasm erupts deep within her and spreads through her like a wildfire. Even though she’s trying to keep her face impassive, I can see the pleasure burning in her eyes before they roll to the back of her head in ecstasy.

When her body stops shivering, I pull my finger out of her. I hold it up in front of her face, and she wraps her own tongue around it and sucks all her cum off. When she’s finished, I draw it out of her mouth with a loud pop.

“Now,” she leans into me, “do you think you have room for more dessert after this?”

“Are you fucking kidding me?” I stand up. “I can’t fucking wait for it.”

We leave the restaurant laughing like two horny teenagers who’ve committed some petty crime and are running from the scene.






Rose

 

I’m torn between feeling absolutely embarrassed as hell and feeling like I just did something to be proud of.

If Jenna—or any of my other cousins were to hear what just happened—they’d die. Okay, so they wouldn’t die, but they’d turn green with envy.

I mean, I don’t think any of them have ever done anything as kinky as letting their doting husbands finger fuck them in public.

Speaking of which…did I really just do that?

I bite my bottom lip. The pain shooting through me is real, so it definitely isn’t a dream. But holy hell, what came over me?

Where’s the good girl Rose who would never do anything so daring and outrageous?

I shake my head, but I can’t help being giddy with excitement.

It’s not as if being the good girl is something to brag about—especially if being good means being boring.

Am I boring?

I frown, wondering.

Daniel stops in front of the elevator and presses the button for our floor. Our eyes meet, and I feel a little like a movie star. It’s not every day that I get whisked away to a five-star ultra-luxury beach resort where my date is the owner.

Date...Is that even the correct word?

Is he my date, or is he something else? Technically, we aren’t dating. I mean this is supposed to be a business arrangement, isn’t it?

A business arrangement...but that sounds too odd for words, too. How can having a baby be a business arrangement?

Images of dirty diapers, messy babies, and tantrums come to mind. I think it’s going to be far from business, which is white shirts, contracts, and meetings over coffee or long lunches.

Is it also the warmth of his lips on the side of my head, rousing me from my wayward thoughts? This is hardly the moment to be debating our arrangement—what to call it and how to classify it.

Early days, Rose, I remind myself.

I mean, I might find Daniel totally intolerable by the morning. I might decide this baby bargain was a fucking terrible idea.

Somehow, I know I won’t, though.

Gently, he pushes me into the open elevator and keeps his arm wrapped around me.

I see another couple approach, but they hesitate and the doors slide shut. Thank fuck.

Daniel turns me toward him immediately and his mouth melts into mine like chocolate on my tongue.

My hands slide down the back of his pants, and I pull him toward me.

Briefly, I wonder if we’re going to have elevator sex. I’ve never done it in an elevator, and the idea has me gushing all over again. Come to think of it, I haven’t done it many places at all.

When Daniel thrusts his hips toward me, I’m tempted to just open his zipper and free his locked up cock and drop to my knees to worship it, but there’s a little jolt and we come to a sudden stop.

A huge part of me hopes that we’ve broken down so that we can live out my new fantasy of fucking in an elevator, waiting to be rescued.

But instead of lifting my dress to get to my pussy, Daniel moves away from me and leads me out the door.

Okay, well, maybe we’ll fuck in the elevator another time. I’m sure that whatever we do next, it will be just as mind-blowing as everything else we’ve done so far.

He opens the door to our penthouse suite, and I suck in my breath as I’m confronted with insanely over-the-top luxury.

The hallway leads to a huge living room with a red leather lounge, massive windows that capture the view of the ocean and a huge fireplace that takes up an entire wall.

On the ornate wooden coffee table rests a silver bucket with ice and a bottle of champagne, along with two tall gold-rimmed glasses. There’s a bunch of chocolate-dipped fruits there as well.

At first glance, I thought it was a rather exotic bunch of flowers, but on closer inspection, it’s fruit dipped in white, dark, and milk chocolate.

Daniel takes one of the strawberries and holds it to my mouth. I take it from him with my teeth. Then I lick his finger and release it with a loud pop.

Our eyes lock. He picks another piece of fruit and offers it to me again. While he keeps feeding me, I undo the zipper of my dress and let it slide down my shoulders.

A little strawberry juice runs down my chin, and Daniel leans forward to lick it off me. His hands find the back of my bra and unhook it.

My breasts bounce up and down when they’re freed. The sensation of Daniel’s eyes on me and the fresh air on my tingling skin leaves me feeling overwhelmed and needy.

I watch him take off the lid of a small round container. Then he dips his finger into it.

Mesmerized, I watch as he now holds up his chocolate-covered finger. He leans forward and smears it onto my already rock-hard nipples. Holy shit.

“Now that’s a bit sticky,” I mumble, almost incoherent with the lust rocketing through me, and watch him repeat his actions.

Daniel grins. “I promise to lick it all off.”

He shoves me gently onto the couch. He pulls the dress away and actually fucking rips my thong right off me. Then, he draws a chocolate line from nipple to nipple and down to my throbbing, waiting pussy.

Oh god, this man really knows how to drive a woman insane. My body feels like it’s on fire, the flames licking my pussy, the back of my head, and my insides.

My skin burns with desire, and my pussy aches for Daniel to touch it—fingers, tongue, cock, I don’t fucking care as long as he relieves some of this tension building inside me.

I arch my lower back and thrust my pelvis toward his finger.

But Daniel isn’t done. He keeps dipping into the chocolate and painting my body as if I’m the canvas and he’s the artist.

If he doesn’t fuck me soon or do something other than cover me in chocolate, I swear I’ll go mad. How much teasing can a body stand?

As if having read my mind, he finally makes his move.

I feel his tongue lick at my belly button. From there, he moves up to my nipples. His mouth engulfs first the left and then the right.

Stars appear in front of my eyes, and my head spins. I can’t think straight anymore, and I’m not even sure I’ll still remember my own name after this.

Could you lose your mind from too much pleasure?

If so, I don’t recall having read about it. Since you can read all kinds of useless shit on the internet, and I haven’t read about anyone losing his or her marbles from too much pleasure, it can’t be possible. But I might be the first.

By now Daniel’s tongue and mouth are working away at my belly and lower abdomen.

“Daniel, please, just fuck me already,” I beg. I’m surprised at my own language and behavior.

Before him, I have neither used the word ‘fuck’ during sex nor thought it. And I would never have begged a guy like this.

Of course, Daniel isn’t just any guy. He’s a fucking magician with his hands, tongue, and mouth. But what I really want is his big, thick cock inside my throbbing pussy.

Daniel responds to my request by burying his nose into my wetness. His tongue starts work away at my clit and then pushes into me.

“Fuuuuuuuck,” I screech and lift my ass off the couch to meet his tongue.

By now, that fire Daniel ignited in me earlier is burning so brightly I fear it might consume me completely.

When his hands find my ass, I lose complete control of my senses. It’s as if I’ve jumped off a cliff and am now floating on clouds.

His tongue darts merciless in and out of my pulsing, throbbing, drenched pussy.

O. M. G.

He’s going to make me come again. And he hasn’t even used his cock yet. How many orgasms can I have in one afternoon? How many can you have before exhaustion and the inability to have any more set in?

I think Daniel’s determined to find out.

“Oh, Daaaaaaannniiiiieeel,” I scream and dig my fingernails into his shoulders.

This orgasm is going to be even bigger than the one over lunch. I can feel the tingling sensation start in my groin before exploding in a decadently violent spasm, spreading through me.

The walls of my pussy contract and massage his tongue as it continues to mercilessly dart in and out of me.

When my body convulses, and the waves of pleasure wash over me again and again, I close my eyes and think there is no way I can survive this all-consuming bliss.

Although I’m a little too young to die, I resign myself to my fate because one thing is certain: I don’t want Daniel to stop.

After the orgasm subsides, I watch him take off his pants and place a small foil packet within arm’s reach. Naked in all his perfect Greek-god glory, he faces me.

His bouncing cock looks ready for action. I sit up, ready to feast on his massive dick.

After the way he just made me feel, I’m ready to return the favor. I lick my lips, eager to finally get a taste of him.






Daniel

 

If there’s one thing I just love, it’s pushing this prim and proper girl right over the fucking edge.

I was amazed she didn’t run a mile when I started to finger fuck her right there at the restaurant. At first, her eyes were full of hesitation, but it didn’t take long for them to express flat-out desire.

Those eyes suck me right in, their cinnamon color something else altogether.

There’s something honest in them, and I know there’s a wild beast in there, waiting to be unleashed―an animal filled with primal lust and passion.

As she’s taking in the sight of my cock, it requires every ounce of self-control not to shove it right into her perfect little mouth.

I know she wants it. The way she’s licking her lips, the way her mouth is parted just a little, it’s only a matter of time before my cock will be inside her.

There are a few drops of pre-cum glistening at the tip. I’m ready to fucking explode.

Mesmerized, I watch her tongue dart out and lick those droplets away. Then, she slowly and gently leans toward me to kiss the tip of my now quivering cock.

I feel goosebumps travel up my spine and arms. There’s something magical in her action. Her breath is soft and delicate, warm and gentle.

Fuck, it feels good—so fucking good—to have those velvet lips wrapped around my throbbing member. Briefly, I close my eyes and feel as if I’m floating on my back through a sea of desire.

She opens her lips wider to accommodate all of me, and I slowly feel like I’m fucking drowning. I clutch onto her tits, holding on like my life depends on it—like she’s my only salvation.

My fingers tease and squeeze, rubbing and kneading.

Hungrily, she starts to suck on my cock. This is what I’ve been fucking waiting for. I throw my head back and take a deep breath.

I want to enjoy this for as long as possible. I don’t want to erupt into her tight, wet mouth too early.

While her mouth is working its magic on my member, her hands have found another sensitive spot—my balls. She plays with them, rolls them around, and then squeezes them.

I don’t think I’ve ever had such a cocktail of sensations run through me. This woman knows her stuff.

She increases her pace. I watch her head bob up and down, and I marvel at the way her lips smack against my cock. The sound is fucking music to my ears.

I feel my massive cock expand with each inward thrust, and her tongue makes the most of it, darting out to lick my base each time she gets there.

Time. Such a strange concept.

It slows right down, and I’m acutely aware of her flawless pale skin, the bud-like nipples on those fleshy tits of hers, and her eyes. She’s completely lost in what she’s doing, giving it more than a hundred fucking percent.

I like this girl. A whole fucking lot. I think I made a good choice when I approached her.

If only there wasn’t my small problem. It’s so small it’s barely worth mentioning, and it will still be a little while before I need to raise it with her.

Stop ruining the fucking moment, I growl at myself.

Multiple explosions assault my insides. Fireworks to rival New Year’s Eve are starting at the base of my spine and spreading through me at breakneck speed.

My huge load builds up in my balls, and then, without further warning, I erupt like a fucking angry volcano in her beautiful mouth.

She does her best to swallow every last drop of my creamy cum as I shoot it down her throat, but it overflows and runs down her chin.

When the orgasm has passed, I pull out of her with a pop.

With my index finger, I wipe my own cum off her face with a finger, which she licks like it’s another one of those chocolate-covered fruits. She even bites my finger gently, teasingly, before she lets me go.

Then she stands up and struts around the room. I watch her head to the sound system. As she bends over to check out the selection, I get a good look at her ass and the swollen lips of her pussy.

My cock’s coming to life again already.

I’m not sure what she’s chosen, but as soon as she presses play, her body starts to bend, twist, and twirl to some boppy pop song.

I have never heard of it before, but I love the way her body becomes one with the music. Her own hands stroke, caress, and explore her curves.

Jesus fucking Christ.

Unable to stay where I am any longer, I join her. The next song is a slow one, and I wrap my arms around her back, pulling her as close to me as possible. Now we sway as one to some love song.

My cock presses into her ass, and I’m tempted to just shove it into her, here and now. But it seems wrong to the break this moment.

Her movements are fluid. I wonder if she used to take dance classes.

Slowly, I turn her in my arms so she’s facing me. Her tits rub against my chest, and her hands link behind my neck. I lower my mouth to hers. Our tongues meet, and pleasure erupts in me.

I need to take her, but before I do, there’s a little matter I have to attend to.

The music changes again. It’s another genre I’m not familiar with.

I move back to the coffee table and grab the packet I had left on it earlier. I pull out the condom, and it’s on my fucking cock before she realizes what’s going on.

The tip of my cock hovers at her dripping pussy. I debate my next move. And then, I let her warp her legs around my waist, straddling me.

Oh. Fuck.

As I stand there, Rose in my arms and on top of my cock, I feel the world spin around me. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say I was drunk. But I’m not―except maybe drunk on ecstasy.

With her arms still around my neck, she thrusts against me, using her crossed legs behind my back as support.

This is the most amazing fucking feeling I’ve ever experienced. I knew there was some kind of caged animal locked inside this woman. I’m sure this is only the beginning of the more adventurous Rose coming out.

As fucking awesome as this is, I need to put her down and really fuck her. There’s an aching need I have to fill.

My eyes zero in on the table, and I head for it. Gently, I put her on her back and make sure her legs drape over the edge.

I’ve momentarily pulled out of her to change position, and now that she’s in the perfect spot, I spread her legs apart and shove deep inside her.

A low moan escapes her lips. My hands use her tits as support. I push into her slowly until my balls are pressing against her ass.

And then I start pummeling into her, hard and fast.

She meets me with her own little upward thrusts as I slam into her again and again. Soon, the music stops, and the only sounds we can hear are my balls slapping against her naked skin and our short, shallow breathing.

There’s the occasional moan, and then Rose is yelping like a little lost puppy dog.

“Yeeeeeeeeeessssss,” she hisses, and I see her body tense all over. Her hands reach for my shoulders, and I feel her nails dig into me.

I can sense she’s about to come.

So am I. My cock grows with each thrust. It’s expanding, and the walls of her pussy are tightening. I increase my pace yet again.

The pressure of her tightening pussy is too much for my cock. I suddenly explode deep within her.

Wave after wave of cum fills my condom. My hands are frozen on her tits, and now she’s engulfed in her own orgasm.

Her pussy is tightening around me and squeezing every last bit of juice out of me. I fear she might break me. Eventually, I feel her go limp beneath me.

I stay in her a little longer, relishing the sensation of that fucking tight pussy. 

When I pull out of her, I give her a gentle kiss on the nose and stand to discard my condom.

After I return, she’s still leaning against the table. There’s a dreamy expression on her face.

“Another glass of cool bubbles?” I offer, and she nods.

“Actually, I don’t think I finished my last glass.” She goes over to the couch to take a look. I feast my eyes on her ass for a moment before I join her.

Naked, we lie on the soft leather and stare out the window at the deep, dark blue ocean. Later, I think we’ll go for a walk along the beach. And if it’s deserted enough, you never know what we might end up doing there.






Rose

 

I look at myself in the mirror and breathe a sigh of relief when the same familiar face looks back at me.

I mean, like, all of this luxury and expensive shit is so unusual I’m half-afraid I might have turned into someone totally different.

From ordinary girl to what—fake exquisite beauty? I smirk at the thought.

Is that possible? If you get used to all this expensive stuff can your looks change, too?

Of course they can, my inner voice pipes up.

When was the last time you picked up one of those glossy women magazines, the ones that tell you about the type of plastic surgery the rich and famous are having, the number of Botox injections, and not to mention the latest diet they subject themselves to?

And then there are contact lenses that change eye colors, beauty salons for manicures and pedicures, and parlors where they do all kinds of other painful things to your body.

The thoughts have me shivering a little. No, thank you. I may not be a supermodel, but I’m not hard on the eyes.

I’ll take myself as I am, thank you very much. And Daniel seems more than satisfied with what he sees.

I sigh and pull my hair up into a ponytail.

Of course it’s not a hip, cool, or deluxe hairdo, but it’s practical and super comfy for a day at the beach.

And that is what I’ve been promised—a day at the beach.

Briefly, I’m tempted to put on the war paint, but then I dismiss the idea. If this is about finding out how compatible we are, he may as well get to look at me in my natural state.

I mean, he’s seen me naked, mascara smeared across my face from choking on his cock. Surely no makeup will be okay, too.

My cheeks blush just a little as I recall some of the crazy hot sex we’ve been having. Just thinking about it makes me tingle all over and long for his touch again.

Daniel is an expert at dishing out pleasure. He seems to know my body better than even I do. The way his fingers caress my flesh, not to mention the fact he’s found and unlocked my sweet spot.

I didn’t even know I had a sweet spot.

Sure, I’ve heard other women brag about the sex and how a-m-a-z-i-n-g it is, but since it never happened to me like that, I used to think they just made it up. I mean, no man can be that good.

And then I met Daniel.

What’s more than that, I enjoy giving him pleasure. I positively fucking love to watch his massive cock bounce up and down as I breathe on it or feel it swell in my hand to something so massive it couldn’t possibly fit into me—and yet, it does.

“You ready, gorgeous, or have you grown roots in there?” Daniel calls to me, interrupting my thoughts.

“Coming,” I call back as I grab the perfume bottle. No harm in using a little special scent to bewitch the man.

I chuckle. So far, I haven’t needed to bewitch the man. He’s responding all on his own.

I mean, if our sexual compatibility was the only thing to worry about, I’d say we’re highly compatible.

But there’s more to this than just having a fantastic fuck.

When I find him in his shorts, my gaze travels from his chest to his cock on instinct.

His whistle makes me look him in the eyes, and a warm glow envelopes me. It feels good to be appreciated, even if it is from a man who only wants a purely transactional business relationship with me.

Well, it’s not all business, anyway. Stop thinking so much, Rose, and just get on with the day.

I take his outstretched hand. “So,” I begin, trying to sound nonchalant, “what’s on the agenda today?”

“The beach.”

I nod and push any silly thoughts about my looks, the future, and any other shit out of my head. This is supposed to be about getting to know each other before entering our bargain, and that’s what I should focus on—getting to know Daniel.

When we get to the beach, I can’t believe my eyes. Two deck chairs have been set up for us, and in between is a table with a silver bucket filled with ice and a bottle of champagne next to two long-stemmed glasses.

Floating in the water just ahead of us is a jet ski. I’ve only ever seen those things zoom by and never up close like this.

“Can we ride this thing? I ask, feeling like a little girl about to walk into a toy store to pick her favorite toy.

Daniel nods. “If you want to.”

Do I want to? Of course I want to!

I’m no adrenaline junkie, but I do like the idea of traveling across the turquoise-colored water at breakneck speed, the wind in my hair, and the saltwater invading my lungs and nostrils.

I was right not to put on makeup today.

I sit behind Daniel, even though he offered me the steering wheel. I enjoy resting my head on his broad shoulders and wrapping my arms around his abdomen.

This is crazy awesome. So this is what you get to do if you have money.

Usually, I have to debate whether I can afford to treat myself to a trip to the hairdresser or wait for a few days more to save money.

I would never be able to buy a jet ski, let alone be able to store it somewhere.

After we’ve ridden up and down the sea, Daniel takes me back to shore. Spontaneously, I jump off and swim the last few meters. I love the feel of the cool water on my skin. I dive under to get my hair wet, too.

When I walk out, my skin is prickling from the salt and cool air. I feel alive.

Daniel comes up beside me and holds my hand. I glance at him and briefly toy with running my hand down his back, but I stop myself. It’s a bit exposed here.

Even though we’ve already indulged in some pretty public stuff already, I tell myself wryly.

“Champagne, my love?”

I nod and take the glass. I sip and drink, soaking up what’s on offer. Daniel, primarily.

When it’s time for lunch, we walk back to the resort. Along the way, Daniel goes to great lengths to introduce to me some of his staff.

“Hey, George.” He waves to someone working the grounds. A great big straw hat covers the man’s face. When he looks up, he smiles and waves.

Daniel takes me by the hand and leads me over.

“George, meet Rose.”

The older man takes his hat off and wipes the sweat from his face with the back of his hands.

“Nice to meet you, madam.”

I blush and stammer a thank you. No one has ever called me madam before I came to Daniel’s resort.

The man smiles and turns to Daniel. “Nice day for the beach.”

They exchange a few more pleasantries before we walk on. A large lady pushing a heavy-looking trolley comes down the pathway.

“Ah, Linda!” Daniel calls out. “Come meet Rose.”

Again, I shake hands with one of his staff. I am even more embarrassed when Linda does a little curtsy.

When she’s gone, I turn to Daniel.

“You don’t have to introduce to me everyone, you know.” I feel a little out of my depth.

Daniel’s eyes have that special glint I already like about them.

“Of course I do. I’m sure you’ll be back, either as the mother of my child, or as a friend, at the very least.”

He pauses and tucks a loose strand of wet hair behind my ear. “Let’s hope it’s the former.”

His staff has already prepared the most delicious lunch imaginable.

Daniel pulls out my chair at a small table on the restaurant’s veranda overlooking the beach.

I could get used to a view like this, no doubt.

A tall, thin waiter comes to take our order.

“Could I have a lemon, lime and bitters, please?”

“Of course, madam,” he says with a slight bow. “And would you like a fresh lemon with that?”

I nod, feeling a lump form in the back of my throat. This entire experience is surreal, and I never want it to end.

After lunch, I lean back in my chair and find Daniel staring at me. His lips are curled up into a smile.

“I’m exhausted,” I confess.

He nods. “I know. Let’s go and get a massage.”

I stare at him. Where does he get the energy? “I don’t think I’m up for walking anywhere.”

“You don’t have to. I’ll get someone to come to our room.”

And sure enough, less than ten minutes later, I’m sitting on the deck chair on the balcony of our room, someone massaging my feet.

On the little table to my right is a steaming mug of coffee and a small plate of a selection of delicious chocolates.

I sigh.

“Something wrong?” Daniel says, looking concerned.

I shake my head. “No, not at all,” I reassure him quickly, wondering how to put what’s on my mind into words. 

“It’s just...” I start, then hesitate before deciding to bite the bullet. If this is about getting to know each other, I have to learn to speak freely to him.

“I do enjoy all this.” I wave my arms around in an all-encompassing gesture. “But I’m a little overwhelmed. I’m used to simpler things. Do you think we can do something a bit simpler?”

Instead of exploding in an angry tirade, Daniel smiles and nods eagerly, like it’s the best suggestion he’s ever heard.

“Of course. Tomorrow. I promise, tomorrow we’ll do something normal.”

I smile, relieved and excited at the same time. I can’t wait to see what Daniel’s idea of normal is.






Daniel

 

Okay, so I need to wrap my head around this concept of doing something simple. I’ve gone out of my way to show this girl how the rich and famous lead their lives and she asks for this.

I scratch my head.

But, of course, I agreed to her request. I mean, what else could I do? I want to spoil this girl and make each and every one of her dreams come true.

Her wish should be my command.

It’s easy for me. I’ve got the backing. She wants to look at the beach? No problem. I whisk her away to one of my resorts and make sure she gets a view of the beach—her own private beach.

If she wants a ride on a helicopter, no worries. I can arrange anything money can buy.

Diamonds, sapphires, and emeralds are easy to purchase. Vacations to any destination can be arranged, as can any mode of transportation―from expensive sports cars to a horse-drawn carriage, if that’s what her heart desires.

Of course, a trip around the world or a visit to a five-star restaurant would all be a piece of cake.

And boy, have I dated some girls with demands. Actually, demands is probably the wrong word. More like expectations.

Let me be the first to tell you, women have fucking high expectations of men, particularly men with money.

About three girlfriends ago, I was asked if I could arrange a meet-and-greet with some famous singer I had never even heard of.

When Rose asked me earlier today for a favor, I was expecting a list of requests from meeting Hollywood superstars to buying her a diamond ring and a fucking Ferrari.

But Rose asked for nothing like that. She wants simple.

I can’t fucking believe I’m thinking this, but Rose is definitely the marrying kind. The kind who takes joy in the simple, everyday things in life. The kind who wants a baby.

A family.

And I’m even more shocked to admit that I’m on the same fucking page.

I watch her as she’s curled up into a little ball, fast asleep. Her chest is rising and falling in a steady rhythm.

She looks peaceful and happy. Maybe she’s dreaming about tomorrow already. If only I had a clue what a simple day really means.

I don’t want to ask her. I don’t want her to think I’m a complete idiot who doesn’t know how to treat a woman on a date. We’re supposed to be getting to know each other.

I sigh.

I guess hiring a private yacht with a personal crew and chef to take us sailing wouldn’t be classified as simple. It’s just a guess, but I think I’m fucking dead right about that one.

What about hiring a private guide to take us on a luxury cruiser—no, I’m pretty sure Rose would not call that simple.

My head hurts from all the thinking I’m doing.

Rose mumbles something in her sleep. I can’t make out specific words, but I imagine she’s saying my name and showering me with compliments.

I’m surprised at myself. I find it interesting that I will go to great lengths to impress this girl. I mean, this is turning into hard fucking work.

And I’m completely game for it.

And I’m impressed Rose is asking me to tone things down. Human nature and my own experience dictate that people want more.

Once the carrot of luxury and what money can do for you is dangled in front of someone’s nose, their appetite is piqued, and they can’t get enough of what they once only dreamed of.

Clueless as to what ‘simple’ thing we can do tomorrow, I do the only thing anyone would do in my situation. I consult Dr. Google. Sure enough, after I type in simple things to do on a date, it takes less than two seconds for three hundred and fifteen billion results to appear.

I scroll through the results, scanning the headlines.

Fifty Fun Things to Do on a Budget

One Hundred and One Ideas to Do With Your Date if you Have no Money

Twenty-five Ways to Impress Your Date on a Shoestring Budget

I cringe at each and every one of those headlines. I don’t want to read about things to do with Rose on a budget. There’s no budget to stick to. My budget is, well, it’s whatever I fucking want it to be.

But her words buzz around my head like bees in a bottle looking for the way out.

After taking a deep breath, I open one of the promoted websites.

The picture of a couple strolling along the beach, hand-in-hand, catches my eye. They look like they’re walking into the sunset. 

I scroll through the list of cheap things to do. The suggestions range from walking hand-in-hand to browsing a second-hand bookstore or visiting an art gallery.

I can’t see how any of those things will appeal to Rose. They’re too simple.

With a sigh, I click onto another site.

Surprise, surprise. It’s another suggestion for walking along the beach holding hands, going on a picnic. Visiting local bric-a-brac shops, making a fire outside and toasting marshmallows, and visiting a park to feed the ducks. Fucking seriously?

I frown. Were these people for real? Who writes this shit? I want to spoil Rose and impress her, not bore her to tears.

The longer I search on the world-wide-web, the more confused I get. One thing’s for sure—the most common piece of advice is that walking hand-in-hand on the beach thing―or anywhere for that matter, as long as it’s fucking hand-in-hand.

I’m not convinced, but I vow to give it a go tomorrow. I promised we’d do something simple, and I never renege on a promise.

The next morning, I’m prepared to put my research to the test. There’s something else I found out about Rose when I did some online research on her after we first met.

 “Morning, my beautiful Rose,” I greet her, holding a breakfast tray.

Rose yawns, stretches, and blinks a few times. Her nose wrinkles a little as she sniffs the air.

“Mmmm,” she begins, “what do I smell?”

“I’m glad you asked.” I put the tray down to show her what I prepared. “Black coffee, toast, and sausage.”

I want to say, I hope this is simple enough for you, but I bite my tongue just in time.

Instead, I say, “I kind of did a little research on you and saw you like sausage.” I hesitate when I feel those large cinnamon eyes on me. “I…um…I assume you like this kind of sausage,” I point to the cooked sausage on the plate, “and not this one.” I point to my groin.

Rose bursts out laughing. It’s a belly laugh, the kind that has her doubled over, holding her abdomen.

Hearing her laugh makes me feel good, makes me feel like I’ve achieved something.

There are tears streaming down her face, and she wipes them away.

“Oh, Daniel.” She’s trying to catch her breath. “What can I say?” She grins, and it’s a wicked one, like a drink that I want to fucking drown in. “I like them both. But I like the sausage to eat, and yours…well, you know where I like yours.”

A glow sparks in me and quickly grows into a flame.

We eat breakfast in bed and laugh and joke about all sorts of things.

“So, what are we going to do today?” When she’s finished eating, she curls up, cradling her cup of coffee and staring at me expectantly.

For a few seconds, I’m so mesmerized by her that I forget what she asked.

“Um, yes. Today. I thought we’d do something simple before we head home in the late afternoon.” I can’t understand why I’m suddenly acting like a fucking teenage boy who has never talked to a girl before.

“Sounds good.” Rose leans forward and gives me a little kiss on the nose. “I’ll go and freshen up.”

It’s a slow start to the day, which suits me. I’m still a little uncomfortable with this simple day concept.

When Rose is finally ready to leave the room, we head outside. She looks at me expectantly.

I lace our fingers together, and I see her steal a glance at me.

With a deep breath, I take a step toward the beach.

“I thought we’d simply go for a walk today. Look at the water, collect some shells and,” I hesitate, “you never know, build a sand castle.”

With a confidence I don’t feel, I start to walk. To my surprise, she falls in step with me and grips my hand a little tighter.

As we stroll along the edge of the water, me holding Rose’s hand, I catch her looking at me in wonder from time to time, and it makes me feel like a million fucking dollars.

Looks like this simple thing isn’t so hard after all. And as we walk on the edge of the water, the waves lapping at our feet, I think it’s actually not a bad way to spend a date.

I feel very proud of myself, like I really achieved something today. I have this insatiable desire to prove to Rose that I can be anything she wants me to be.

I don’t understand it. I’ve never felt like this about any woman before, and I’m suddenly really fucking glad I went into that tea shop…






Rose

 

Some weeks go faster than others, and this week slots somewhere in the not-quite-fast-enough lane.

It’s a little bit difficult to concentrate on my work. My mind is on other things, and every time the phone buzzes to let me know there’s a text message, I feel the need to look at it right away.

I devour each and every one of Daniel’s little messages.

When I read his latest text, I’m giddy with excitement. I feel like a little girl about to eat her first candy.

It’s silly, really. Why should I be this thrilled he’s asking me on another date? I mean, we all know this isn’t going to be love, but a business arrangement. But I can’t help my feelings.

It’s nice to know he’s still interested after last weekend.

So…I was just thinking…are you free this weekend?

I chew my bottom lip and stare at my computer screen. It’s blank, reminding me I’ve done almost no work today.

Should I just reply with an Of course I’m free or does that make me look desperate? I don’t want to look as desperate as I feel.

I could write back something a bit more cryptic maybe, string him along a little. Although I don’t know how good it is to play this game of I’m busy, I need to check my schedule.

Jesus, life can be really hard sometimes. Where’s the user manual?

I mean, when you go and buy any kind of appliance, it always come with a manual. And any furniture you purchase has instructions on how to put things together. Although some of those instructions are not exactly clear either.

Briefly, I ponder what the manual of life would look like.

Chapter 1: How to Survive Being a Baby

No. I shake my head. You couldn’t start the manual to life at babyhood. I mean, babies can’t read. All a baby can do is eat and scream and sleep.

And I’m desperate to have one.

Maybe chapter one starts with how to survive turning eighteen. Yes, that would be a good starting point.

It could be given to you on your eighteenth birthday. Would it matter that you’d already committed a whole lot of mistakes by then? 

The second chapter would be about dating etiquette. And if everyone read the book, they would know what to do.

Of course, I’m not really dating Daniel. It’s not like we met on an online dating service or at a club and wanted to get to know each other.

Quite the opposite. I don’t think he’s really looking for a relationship, and deep down, I’m not either.

But as we both are acutely aware, the biological clock is ticking—more for me than for Daniel. I mean, men can have babies at any old age.

I’m pretty sure I read about a guy who was something like eighty and had fathered triplets. Crazy, I know.

My eyes go back to the text.

What did you have in mind?

I re-read the message and then delete it. No, it’s too…I don’t know, too something.

Where will you take me to this time?

I squint. It reads a little better.

I sigh. 

Should I Google my response? Would I find the answer?

Without further thought or hesitation, I decide to press send. I’ve agonized over this little text for long enough. And it’s not like I’m trying to come off any certain way because we’re going to be together in any real sense of the word, right?

This is just a getting-to-know-you experiment to make sure we want to take this baby bargain all the way.

Instantly, his reply comes back.

It’s a surprise xx

There are multiple emoji faces accompanying his words.

I chuckle. He’s speaking my language now.

In that case, I’ll check my schedule.

Of course, I don’t actually have to check my schedule. I mean, I’ve got nothing planned. It’s not like I’ve got admirers beating down my door or engagements for the next six months.

On the contrary, my calendar looks rather sad and sorry with no special plans marked on it.

As I’m about to let Daniel know I’ve checked and I’m free, another message comes in.

What? So soon already?

When I open it, I realize it’s from Jenna.

Hey, babe, don’t forget Jayden’s big birthday party this weekend xox.

Damn. I nearly had forgotten. Well, truth be told, if she hadn’t just sent me a reminder, I would have agreed to go away with Daniel.

So much for those plans. I’ve got to go the family event.

Back to Daniel’s message thread.

I would really love to see you this weekend, but sorry—no can do. I’ve got something planned already.

No sooner have I pressed send than the little device rings.

I look around. No one’s looking in my direction.

“Hello?” I keep my voice down so as not draw any attention to myself.

“I can’t believe you’re not free this weekend.” Daniel’s voice is not his usual bright one. In fact, it’s a little flat.

I feel flattered and about as disappointed as Daniel sounds. But there’s nothing I’m able to do about it. Family comes first.

What’s more, my life wouldn’t be worth living if I don’t go to Jayden’s birthday. Not only would my parents give me a really hard time, I don’t think Jenna would ever speak to me again. The rest of my family would be no better.

Best to just accept my fate for this weekend. Hopefully, there will be other ones to spend with Daniel.

“What’s so important you can’t come away with me?” Daniel asks. “You’re not going out with someone else, are you?”

I shake my head until I remember I’m on the phone.

“No,” I quickly reassure Daniel. I can’t believe he would even think that of me. Does he think I’m fucking shopping around for baby juice or something? “Of course not.”

“What is it, then? You going to the hairdresser? Girls’ night out? What?”

Wow, I can’t believe he’s so upset. It makes me smile, in spite of myself.

“It’s my cousin Jenna. It’s her son, Jayden’s, birthday party. The whole family will be there. I’m expected to go. I’m really sorry.”

And I mean it. I am sorry I won’t get to see him this weekend. Whatever his surprise is, I’m sure I would have loved it.

Now he’s silent.

“You still there?” I ask, wondering if he just hung up on me.

“You know,” I hear him say slowly, and I stop daydreaming. I was wrong. He hasn’t hung up on me. “It’s such a shame we won’t see each other. I was really looking forward to spending more time with you. I totally respect that family comes first, though.” He pauses. “But you know I’m free this weekend…”

Is that some bait he’s throwing out? Should I take it?

Is he seriously suggesting I ask him to come to a family gathering, like meet my mom and dad?

Oh, my god. Now things are moving really fast. His statement can mean only one thing, right?

But if I bring him, then what? My thoughts tumble over each other. In my mind, I can already see my cousins drooling over him, my mother planning the wedding, and Dad kidnapping him to check him out properly.

I mean, the minute anyone other than Jenna gets wind of me allegedly dating, there’ll be cartwheels, champagne corks popping, and talk of the dreaded W and B words.

Is Daniel really ready to meet my family? I mean, we’ve not even agreed if this is going to work and how it’s going to work.

What if, after meeting my family, he decides not to go ahead?

It’s a silly thought, but I can’t shake it. I mean, of course I love my family, I really do. But that doesn’t mean others will feel the same way.

The way Dad can sometimes go on and on about a game.

And Mom, well, she’s just Mom, and she’ll offer him all kinds of food. And if he says no, she’ll try something else because, you know if you’re not eating, there must be something wrong. The choices as far as she’s concerned are either you’re sick or you don’t like her food.

Stop it, Rose. I need to stop this train of thought and make a damn decision already.

“Well…” I start and stop again. Wait and think about this, my inner voice screams, but I ignore it. “If you think you’re up for it, why don’t you come?”

There, I’ve said it. I hold my breath as I wait for his response.

He’ll probably say no anyway. I mean, anyone in their right mind wouldn’t come to a family gathering when he barely knows the girl.

It’s not like we’re actually dating. And this kind of thing implies very much that we are.

What if this scares him off? What if he wasn’t implying that he wanted me to invite him?

The seconds tick by. My ear is pressed hard against my phone as I try to hear what he’s going to say.

It feels like he’s taking forever to reply. I’m beginning to wonder again if he hung up the damn phone.

I suppose I really can’t blame him. I mean, the thought of meeting anyone’s family is pretty scary, but meeting mine is particularly frightening. Everyone’s so intense, and there’ll be all this baby talk.

Never mind. Maybe the next weekend, I’ll be able to be whisked away by helicopter and be taken to a romantic deserted island. I can picture the bleached fine sand, the aqua-blue ocean, a palm tree swaying in the breeze, and the most luxurious beach house you could ever imagine.

“I’d love to,” replies Daniel, and I can feel my breath rush from my lungs as a warm glow spreads through me, starting in my belly.

Wow. Okay, wow. So yeah, maybe it’s a good thing.

I mean, if we’re planning to like, have a baby together, maybe he wants to know more about my family.

I push the thought aside. No, we haven’t decided anything. It’s too early; we’re still in the getting-to-know-each-other phase.

But I can’t ignore the little glimmer of excitement that takes hold when I think about going to this special event with Daniel.

Maybe it’s the next step. Maybe we’re making progress. Maybe this baby bargain is going to happen after all.






Daniel

 

The weekend seems to be approaching at a breakneck speed. Try as I might to stop it, I can’t. I mean, one minute it’s Tuesday, and now it’s Friday, and I’m due to go to this big family gathering.

Sweat breaks out at the mere thought of what I’ve agreed to do.

When Rose said she couldn’t spend the weekend with me, it felt wrong. I wanted to know why and move heaven and earth to have her with me. I thought she was going to say she was off to the spa or the hairdresser.

I had no idea it was because of a family thing. What on earth possessed me to actually fish for an invitation is now beyond me.

I guess I thought it was a good idea at the time. Now, upon reflection, I’m realizing it was a terrible idea.

Going to the party means I’m going to meet the family. It’s not going to be a quiet family dinner with Mom and Dad, oh no. I think Rose said the entire clan was going.

I lean back in my office chair and briefly close my eyes. I remember how just a few of them were at the tea shop.

Can I renege on my promise to come? I mean, would it be really wrong to come up with an excuse why I can’t do it?

Maybe I could feign illness? A serious bout of food poisoning due to something bad I ate?

I gnaw on my bottom lip. Mom has always been very strict about lying. She was against it for any reason whatsoever, and she didn’t believe in sort-of-emergency lies either.

If I told her what I’d done, she’d tell me to just go and make the most of it.

Especially if she knew what I was really up to with Rose—working on getting an heir.

I grab my phone and shoot off a text to Rose.

Hey, gorgeous…special dress code for birthday party?

I’ve been texting Rose daily. I love the way she responds, her quirky humor, her interesting way of using emojis, and the fact that so far, she’s not taken any offense at my twisted humor.

Not really…the theme is Cars.

I read the message and raise my eyebrows.

I thought it was a kid’s party…cars? Do they start driving younger these days?

Her reply is instantaneous.

The kids’ cartoon Cars. Have you seen it? You’d love it.

I scratch the back of my head. A kids’ flick called Cars. I better Google it before this party so I appear knowledgeable on the topic of kids’ movies.

Okay…kid film called Cars…got it…anything else I need to know?

A smiley face comes back.

I guess that means no. Butterflies, or maybe fucking spiders, multiply in the pit of my stomach.

D-day is nearly here. Of course it’s not really D-day, but it fucking feels like it. And of course it should be called MP day: meet the parents. Or in this case, MF: meet the family.

I sigh and actually search info about this Cars film. I watch the shorts and decide I like the tow truck, Mater.

Later, I receive a text from Rose with directions to her parents’ house.

You sure we can’t go together? Another emoji face sent with a gentle effect.

I’ve got to help set up and stuff so I’ll be getting there a lot earlier. Don’t stress. I’ll meet you outside, comes her reply.

I don’t feel any more reassured, but I guess it is what it is. Rose has made up her mind, and I’ll have to accept it.

Finally, when the day is here, I arrive at her parents’ house with sweaty palms and a wildly beating heart. The last time I felt this way was during my school days when I’d be called to the principal’s office.

Not that this happened often. But when it did, my palms were sweaty, and my heart raced in my chest. Maybe my knees were wobbly as well.

I’ve never in my whole fucking life felt this nervous about something involving a girl. What does that even mean? It’s not like Rose and I are actually dating.

And then something fucking weird happens. The mere thought of that causes my chest to contract. What the hell is that about?

Rose comes out and greets me. I react on instinct and pull her toward me and kiss her with all the need I’ve been holding back since I last saw her. She responds immediately.

Yeah, this doesn’t feel like a business deal. Not at fucking all.

When I hear a clearing of the throat, I pull away from her and look at someone hovering near the front door.

Spies.

“Come on in and meet everyone.”

With lead-filled feet, I follow.

“Don’t worry,” whispers Rose next to me. “You’re not about to face a fearsome fire-breathing dragon. It’s only my family.”

I force a smile to my face and feel her hand squeeze mine.

“If you put it like that, I’ve got nothing to worry about.” I try and sound lighthearted. “I was looking forward to meeting the dragon, though. I mean, how often do you get to meet one of those creatures?”

She giggles.

At the door are two older-looking people standing side by side.

The woman looks a little like Rose. Okay, so Rose looks a little like the woman. And I think I can see her eyes in the father.

“Mom, Dad.” We stop in front of them. “This is Daniel.”

Rose’s mom takes me into her arms and gives me a hug. There are hints of cinnamon, apple, and flour on her top. Maybe she’s been baking.

“Hi,” I say, trying not to sound too stiff, but I feel awkward as fuck—something I’m not used to in the slightest.

“I’m Dorothy.” She smiles at me, and I feel my muscles relax, but only a bit. 

Rose’s dad reaches out and shakes my hand.

“Nice to meet one of Rose’s fellas,” he says and then stops. “Oh, I mean―shit. That didn’t come out right. Um, I’m Arthur.”

Rose stiffens. “Dad.” I can tell she’s trying to sound calm. Now it’s my turn to squeeze her hand.

I know what she’s trying to say, but I think I also know what her father was trying to say.

Rose’s mom rescues the situation. “Come along, dears, and meet the rest of them. If we stay out here for too long, they’ll come looking.”

A young girl whizzes past in some vehicle-looking thing. She stops long enough to say hi, grab her presents from our hands, and disappear again.

“Kids,” Rose says and shrugs.

“Hello again.” Jenna comes over to greet us both. “So, has she paid you or are you coming on your own free will?”

Rose slaps her cousin on the shoulder, but I laugh.

“Maybe it’s a bit of both,” I joke, and Jenna laughs.

She turns to Rose. “He’s not bad, you know.”

I see Rose’s cheeks go red. Slowly, we inch forward. I think we’ve managed to get from the front door to main living area of house and are heading to the back garden, the place where it’s all happening.

Introductions go on and on and fucking on. The names wash over me, and I forget them as soon as I’m told who is who.

There are so many people here. Rose said she was from a big family, but this is fucking huge. It makes my own crazy blended family pale in comparison.

Rose is holding my hand as we walk from group to group, say hello here, ask how they are there, and generally try to chat to everyone at the party.

In the garden, I see giant replicas of the movie, and I pause at Mater, insisting I need to get a photo with the tow truck.

At some point in time, I start to relax, probably helped along by the alcohol.

I speak to Jayden, exchanging info on who her favorite character is. I think I’m doing okay because I picked the tow truck and not one of the new racecars.

Rose hands me another drink. We smile at each other. So far, so good.

I have to admit, her family has been very welcoming and has embraced me wholeheartedly.

The evening sky is displaying its magnificent colors as the sun sets. Soon, the backyard will be bathed in moonlight.

I wrap my arm around Rose and pull her close to me. It feels right. Fucking perfect, actually.

Like I could be part of this woman’s life forever. Part of her family.

It’s a crazy thought. Maybe it’s the alcohol, too. Maybe I need to get out of this romantic setting in the garden.

I lean toward her. “Do you want to go inside?”

Rose nods and takes me by the hand.

As I try to follow, I trip over something. But my eyes don’t focus properly, so I can’t see what’s in my way.

The world is spinning, and I feel Rose put her hand out to steady me.

Maybe I shouldn’t have had that third or fourth glass of champagne—or was it five?—or the cocktail someone handed me in a tall thin glass.

Rose takes the glass I’m carrying and puts it on top of something.

“I think you’ve had enough to drink tonight,” she says. And as she looks at me, I think I can see a little frown.

God, she looks hot and sexy. My cock in my pants stirs, and I want to jump her bones right fucking now.

I grab her and pull her toward me.

My mouth crushes down on hers. I want to kiss her—no, I want to do a whole lot more than kiss her.

I’m horny as fuck. I need to take her—like now.

I push my hips forward so she can feel the massive and still growing bulge in my pants. Rose responds with a low moan.

Our lips lock together, and the world spins around me. Her lips are so soft as they melt into mine. My tongue pushes past her teeth and explores the sweetness of her mouth.

At the same time, my hands grope for her magnificent tits. I can feel her nipples harden even through the material.

Somewhere nearby, a door opens and closes.

Rose stiffens a little. I pull away from her. My breath is coming short and shallow.

“Where’s your room?” I whisper.






Rose

 

The second his lips are on mine, I feel my knees go all jelly-like. And when his hand then finds my breasts, oh god, I think my common sense takes a leave of absence.

All I can think about is his massive cock in me, and maybe even—no, we haven’t agreed to anything yet.

Stop thinking, I tell myself and try to rally my thoughts.

In the dim darkness of my now empty brain, I take note of a door opening and closing again. Should I worry?

Where were we again?

Thoughts are trying to push through the fog of desire, lust, and animalistic passion, which have taken up residence in my head, but it’s no use.

“Rose,” Daniel whispers into my ear, and his warm breath sends little shivers all through my body.

Birthday. Party. House.

Random words poke in and out of my mind.

By now, one of his hands is under my skirt. I can feel his index finger pressing against my clit.

“Oh, Daniel,” I moan and let my hands run down his back. My hips press forward into him.

I shift my weight a little and knock into something in the process. The resulting smash and liquid on my legs interrupts what we’re doing.

“Shit,” I mumble and peel myself off Daniel.

The glass I’ve taken out of his hands only minutes before seems to have fallen off the little table I put it on and smashed into millions of pieces.

“I better get this.”

I run my hand through my hair and head into the kitchen. Flames flicker in me, and it’s difficult to concentrate.

I see him standing there.

On my hands and knees, I’m level with his cock. I lick my lips. Almost of their own accord, my knees scoot forward a little so I’m within tongue’s reach of his delicious cock. If I then unzip his pants…

Ouch.

I think my bare skin found glass. The pain momentarily distracts me.

With a sigh, I start sweeping up the broken glass. In the sparse light, it’s difficult to see if I’ve got all of it, but I decide it will have to do.

Quickly, I take dustpan, broom, and broken glass into the kitchen. I hear Daniel follow me. I don’t turn on the light.

Moonlight filters in through the kitchen window. The big outside lanterns also seep in.

Slowly, I turn toward Daniel, who’s standing so close behind me I can feel his breath on my neck.

For a second, we stare at each other. Each and every fiber in my being is lusting after this man.

I want to feel his fingers in me. I want to feel his cock in me. I want to ride it, and I want to stop thinking.

He’s coming toward me.

“Now, where were we?”

Before I can respond, his strong hands grab me and pull me into him.

Again, his mouth forces itself onto mine. He demands entry, and I strain toward him. My hands find his neck and hair.

I pull him closer to me. As his hips press into me, I can feel his magnificent cock straining to break through his pants. My right hand drops, and I place it over the bulge. Even through the material, I can feel him pulsing.

“We should…” I try to pull away from him. But he doesn’t let me go.

“You’re right,” he murmurs into my hair. His fingers have found my pussy again.

My back’s pushed against the kitchen counter. I’m arching my lower back, and my head’s touching the shelving.

The man really knows how to push my buttons. Right now, his finger is gently pushing all the way into my already dripping pussy before he pulls it out again ever so slowly.

Then he holds his wet finger in front of his face and licks it. The action is full of eroticism. I feel a shiver run through me.

In my hand, his cock is about to explode.

“I think we should make a drink and put some of these juices to use.” Daniel grins.

My own eyes widen.

It was fun and games to kiss and fool around, but we can’t have full-on sex in the kitchen of my parents’ house.

Panic rises in me. The door opens again; someone calls someone’s name. I hold my breath, and the door slams shut again.

“Relax, kitten.” Daniel’s eyes glint in the dim light. “How about a virgin margarita with a special touch?”

Am I hearing him right? Before I can respond, Daniel moves about the kitchen. It seems to take him less than a minute to return to where I’m still standing with the ingredients for a cocktail.

With one hand, he mixes, and with the other he goes back to taking care of my pussy. At first, I’m a little distracted by the blender, but when his finger is all the way in my pussy and he curls it up to rub against my sweet spot, any last hesitation goes out the window.

“Oh, Daniel,” I moan and open his trousers.

With his cocktail obviously done, he uses his other hand now to open my top and expose my breasts. As he frees them from their prison, they bounce up and down a little in anticipation of being touched.

But Daniel doesn’t use his free hand to torture my nipples with pinching and pulling. He takes an ice cube and rolls it around my nipple and fleshy breast.

The icy sensation sends flames of fire ripping through me. Oh god, I would never have thought such a simple thing could have such a powerful reaction.

I push my chest toward him.

At the same time, his finger is moving in and out of my pussy. His thumb is pushing against my clit, rubbing a little from side to side.

There’s another noise—footsteps. I tense a little, but there’s nothing I can do. I’m totally paralyzed with pleasure. It seems as if they’re getting louder. And then just as I fear they’re coming into the kitchen, they turn away.

My heart is beating wildly in my chest. The feeling of being discovered any second in my mom’s kitchen with my breasts exposed and Daniel’s finger in my pussy seems to only heighten my pleasure.

Slowly, the world is losing focus around me as my head is filled with clouded lust.

I barely register Daniel dipping his finger into the icy margarita mixture and dripping some onto my very hard nipples. When he lowers his mouth over them to suck off the delicious drink, I think I might actually pass out.

Trying not to scream out loud in pleasure and have the whole family come running, I squeeze his dick a little harder. In response, I feel his teeth bite harder on my nipples.

Then he pulls away again to drip more of the cocktail on me.

He repeats this a few times, and the way my body is shivering, I know it won’t be long before I come.

It feels a little wild and crazy, and I try not to think about the fact this is the place where for many, many years I used to watch Mom cook. Did she and Dad ever—

Oh my god, no, stop. I don’t even want to think about my parents having sex.

Eww.

Daniel has increased his intensity with his fingers. I think he may even have two or three pushing into me as hard and fast as he can.

My own hand is trying very hard to rub and squeeze his massive cock and balls. I roll them through my hands and knead them like dough.

When I come suddenly, I come with an almighty spasm. The walls of my pussy grab onto Daniel’s fingers and don’t want to let them go. Explosions and fireworks rip through me, and for a while, I feel as if I’m floating on clouds.

My breathing is short and shallow.

Eventually, Daniel pulls out his fingers. They’re covered in my juices.

Mesmerized, I watch him take one of the glasses he got ready before and smear my cum around the rim of the glass.

He repeats this with the other glass before pouring his cocktail into them.

With glowing eyes, he hands me one of the glasses.

“Cheers.” He smirks and takes a drink.

I follow. For the first time ever, I taste my own juices mixed in with the delicious flavor of a margarita.

“Now then.” He leans into me again. “Where did you say your bedroom is?”

Like a giggling teenager, I grab his hand and pull him out of the kitchen. I don’t bother to do up my top—any second I’ll rip it off anyway.

When I close the bedroom door and lock it for good measure, it’s Daniel who does the ripping—first his own shirt and then mine.






Daniel

 

I rip my own shirt off and then Rose’s. For a few seconds, I feast my eyes on those fleshy tits. They bounce up and down a little as she’s wrestling with her skirt.

Her perky pink nipples jut out, daring me to suck on them. I lean forward and oblige. I kiss each of them before I return to the task of undressing.

Before I get out of my pants, I reach into the pocket and grab my condom. There’s a little bedside table near her bed, and I put it there.

Before I slip it on, I want to make the most of those hands of hers.

Of course, I know I’ll need to slip that bit of latex over my dick sooner rather than later―otherwise it will be one huge, massive disaster―but I’m not quite ready.

There’s something about those hands of Rose’s. They’re velvety, sensual, strong, and just amazing.

If I didn’t have this problem—no. I stop myself thinking about it. There’s no point anyway.

I feel Rose’s hands wrap around my cock and squeeze. Then she opens up and lets her fingers move up and down my shaft as if she’s practicing the scales on the piano.

It sends fireworks exploding in my balls and abdomen. My brain has long stopped working and has gone on extended leave.

If I was right now asked to do even the simplest of tasks, like add up two plus two, I couldn’t. I’m lucky to be remembering my own name right now.

I run my hands through her hair. It’s falling loosely over her shoulders, and I love the feel of it as it runs through my fingers.

We’re just inside the room Rose has pulled me into. I’m not sure about the last time she’s been home or if she visits her parents often, but from what I can see, this is Rose’s space.

The bed is covered with a bedspread of light purple with pink roses all over it. Large frilly matching cushions decorate the head of the bed.

The bedside table has a simple, small light on it. There are no teddy bears from what I can see, although I wouldn’t be surprised to see one.

I know girls love stuffed teddies. I never understood why.

I push Rose back against the door. My mouth presses onto hers, hard. I want to devour her.

She has this delicious scent about her; it’s not the overwhelming expensive perfume other women use. No. It’s sweet—but not too sweet—sensual, and intoxicating.

I wonder if she’s aware of its effect and uses it for that reason?

My tongue is in her mouth, practically trying to grab her tonsils, and my fingers are toying with her nipples.

I can feel her push her hips forward and into mine. Her pussy is searching for my magic wand.

But before I can enter her, I need to get my condom. All in good time, I think to myself and use my right hand to lift one of her legs and drape it over my hip. She gets the idea and hooks it behind my back.

Now her pussy is really exposed and open. My hand presses against it.

At the same time, my hips push into her so the length of my cock is against her skin. I feel her shiver with pleasure beneath me.

I leave my hand where it is and press into her.

She makes some fucking sexy sound, but it’s muffled with my mouth still over hers.

Time seems to slow down, and I want to make the most of this magic moment. I feel droplets of precum on the tip of my dick.

I push harder against her. I want to try and feel her skin for as long as I can before I hide my cock in the condom.

Briefly, I toy with trying to fuck her without a condom.

I mean, I’m so close. We’re here in the perfect position. Why not just see if I can glide in and find out what happens and just go for it?

But we haven’t settled our deal. We haven’t officially agreed to this baby bargain.

Since I don’t know how much longer I can do this, I take her other leg and also hook it around my back.

Now I carry her over to the bed. As I walk, I suck on those gorgeous tits of hers. They’re now just at the right height.

At first, Rose looks at me a little confused. But when my lips wrap around her nipples, she pushes her naked body hard into me.

I gently lower her onto the bed and grab my condom.

“Um…” Rose looks confused.

“Won’t take long,” I reassure her and open up the packet.

“Do you always…” she starts and stops. “I mean, do you always use one? And how about…”

Before she can finish the question—a question I don’t really want to answer right now—I’ve got my cock covered and turn toward her. Instead of responding, I spread her legs and bury my nose into her pussy.

I lift her legs as I do so. This way, her ass comes off the bed a little and my hands make a bid for both cheeks.

As my tongue darts in and out of her soaked pussy, I knead and squeeze her ass. Meanwhile, my cock’s throbbing and demanding a piece of the action.

I pull out of her and position myself so my dick is right at her opening.

“Please, Daniel,” she mumbles, and I don’t need further invitation. Slowly, I slide my cock into her.

She’s tight, as always, but accommodates my massive girth. I grab her hips and pull her toward me as I push deep inside her.

“Yessss,” she hisses, and I can already feel the walls of her pussy contract.

To make the most of this, I start off slow and steady. I pull out and then gently push back in.

Rose has other ideas. She tries to get me to speed up.

“Come on, Daniel,” she begs, “faster, harder.”

With her legs still draped over my shoulders, I lean forward and push deeper into her.

“Your wish is my command,” I whisper, and then I let loose. I start pistoning into her like a fucking V-8 engine.

She meets each of my thrusts with a little upward push of her own.

I watch her tits bounce from side to side.

I let go with one hand of her ass and reach for the delicacies. As soon as I pinch her right nipple, she lets out a high-pitched squeal.

Her pussy is grabbing my cock so hard I fear she might strangle it. It’s as if she’s trying to fucking milk me of all I’m worth.

With a flame flickering in my abdomen and spreading at phenomenal speed, I can feel myself building up to a huge orgasm. It won’t be long before I come.

Beneath me, Rose’s body is tensing and shaking. With each thrust, my cock’s expanding and stretching her pussy.

“I…not…long,” moans Rose, and I can feel her orgasm explode inside her. Her muscles contract, and then she comes—really fucking hard.

A few seconds later, I release outrageous amounts of cum, and I can feel the condom fill to almost overflowing. A combination of heat and molten lava spreads through me.

As wave after wave of pleasure invades each and every part of my body, I stay deep inside her and wait for the pulsing of my cock to subside.

When I finally collapse on top of her, my cock’s still in her. I stay like this for what seems like forever.

I rest my head on her chest, between her tits, and revel in the afterglow. Her fingers run through my hair. Beneath me, I can hear her wildly beating heart.

It feels satisfying to know how much pleasure I just brought to her.

“You didn’t answer my question,” she whispers as I pull out of her.

I roll onto my side next to her and let my finger trace little circles around her breast.

“Remind me what the question was,” I say playfully and smile. Of course, I really do know what the question is, but I don’t want to talk about it now.

I know I’ll have to discuss it with her sooner rather than later, but I’d rather it’d be later.

Rose smiles.

“I think you’re trying to distract me,” she replies, and I raise an eyebrow in innocent protest.

“Distract you from what?” My other hand is on her ass.

She has a fucking great ass—soft and fleshy. I can’t get enough of it. Just thinking about her ass has my cock stirring again.

Instead of a reply, Rose rolls onto her side, giving me better access to that most delicious body part of hers.

Fuck. Yes.

I waste no time.






Rose

 

I watch him peel off the condom and furrow my brows. I mean, it shouldn’t be a problem because we haven’t agreed to anything yet, but it’s odd he’s always got one of those things with him and uses it.

I mean, we’ve had sex several times. That hardly qualifies me as an expert on his habits.

It’s difficult to think when his hands are on my ass. I can hardly believe my pussy is already begging for more. He really stretched me before, and yet I crave more.

So much more.

He rolls me onto my stomach, and for a while, I just lie there and relax into his hands. I can even feel the tip of his cock push against my ass.

Would he, I wonder―but stop myself thinking further along this line.

I mean, maybe he’s out of condoms. How many of those things does he carry with him?

I sigh and push those thoughts aside. Right now, it doesn’t really matter, does it? I mean, we haven’t agreed on this whole baby bargain thing yet, anyway.

But I sure hope he understands he’ll have to ditch the latex for me to get pregnant.

Oh, stop worrying, Rose. Daniel’s a man of the world and understands the principle behind the birds and the bees.

I tell myself to stay with him and enjoy the ride. Maybe he just wants to be sure about our deal before we take any chances. And really, he’s probably just looking after me, because I barely know him.

I feel his fingers scoop up my own juices and smear them over my ass cheeks. The sticky liquid feels good on my hot body. Catlike, I stretch and lift my upper body off the bed. 

I glance back at him, and to my surprise he’s rock-hard again. He’s got his long, thick cock pointing right at my ass. There’s no rubber. Hmm. 

Before I can complete the thought, I feel the tip of him push into my most private hole. 

I suck in my breath. I’ve never let a man go there before. I feel like it should hurt, but my body pushes against him of its own will to meet his juicy, meaty member. I want this.

His hands are on my pelvis, fingers digging into my flesh. I’m up on all fours now and can’t help but squeal a little as he pushes deeper into me.

I fucking love how he feels invading my body like this. I want more.

I throw my head back and arch my lower back. I don’t know how much more of him I can take, but I want it all.

Just then, I feel his balls slap against my ass. 

He thrusts in and out of me slowly, and I meet him on each thrust. I’m surprised at my own body and at the delight it’s experiencing at this amazing new sensation of being fucked in my tight little hole.

I can’t believe I’m enjoying this so much. If one of my ex-boyfriends had tried to do this to me, I doubt I would have agreed.

But there’s something persuasive about Daniel. I want him in every way.

It becomes difficult to continue any coherent thoughts. Wave after wave of pleasure races through me, a bit like how the waves lap on to the beach in a never-ending, continuous pattern.

I’m not sure how much pleasure I can stand before I lose my mind. The other day, I overhead someone say, I want to fuck her stupid, and I couldn’t help but wonder if that could happen. Could I go mad from too much pleasure and sex?

It sounds silly, but right now, I believe it might happen. The world seems to be going out of focus, and my body feels filled with a sticky, sweet substance.

I’ve got no control over my limbs. Not that I could go anywhere anyway with Daniel’s huge cock inside my hole.

Suddenly and without warning, he increases his pace. He’s going from adagio to allegro. Soon, all I can hear is the sound of his balls slapping against my flesh as he thrusts into me.

 Briefly, I wonder what he’s up to next. Is he going to come inside me? Then, without warning, his hands leave my hips and find my bouncing breasts.

He cups and kneads and squeezes them.

“Oh, Daniel…pleaseeee…” I’m not really quite sure what I’m begging him to do. My body is up in flames, and I think any second I’ll pass out from pleasure.

His cock seems to be growing with each thrust and stretching me more and more, filling me fuller than ever before.

Oh, Daniel, I think this time, because my voice fails me.

As if reading my mind, which I myself am unable to do, I feel one of his hands leave my breast and push against my pussy. Shock waves pulse through me.

I’m not sure how he manages to pummel harder and faster into me and at the same time use his long, skilled fingers on my pussy. 

The initial pressure of his hand turns to a push against my clit with his index finger. He circles it and then ever so gently moves from side to side. The small movements have huge effects on me. An avalanche of emotions. 

Fireworks explode in my lower abdomen and my insides feel as if they’re on fire. A volcano erupts and spreads hot molten lava to each and every one of my pores. 

If he keeps this going, it won’t be long before I’m going to erupt in a giant orgasm. I fear when that happens, I might just go up in a puff of smoke.

Of course, I know this won’t happen, but that’s what it feels like. I mean, I have never in my life read in the news about any disaster like going up in smoke during the act of sex. Who knows? This could be the first one.

Now here’s a strange turn of phrase if ever I heard one—act of sex. Sex isn’t an act, it’s so much more. At least with Daniel.

Sex is, well, I don’t know, just about the best fucking thing ever. 

But then again, it’s only become the best thing ever since I’ve been having sex with Daniel. Before, I guess it was pretty ordinary. It was only an act.

I sigh.

I’m thinking too much and not living in the moment and enjoying what the man is doing with my body.

The intensity is building, and I think I can feel him building up to his own orgasm. I bet it won’t be long before he’s going to shoot his load everywhere.

But I’m stopped from any further thoughts when my pussy pulses and clenches in a fucking massive orgasm. It grabs at the fingers inside of it, and just then I feel him stiffen, slowing down a little, before pushing into me deep and hard. There’s so much intensity in his thrusts that he unbalances me a little and my elbows buckle.

Then I feel it. He totally unloads inside of me. Jet after hot jet of cum fills my ass, spilling out and trickling down my thighs, and I shiver and shake and ride my wave of pleasure.

It’s fucking amazing to feel him cum inside of me, and I smile as I feel myself overflow with his sticky cream.

There you go. If he can come in my hole, I’m sure he’ll be able to come in my pussy when the time’s right. 

After all, there’s no hurry. I don’t know what I was even worried about. It was crazy, really.

When each and every last drop is poured out inside of me, Daniel pulls out. He collapses on the bed next me.

I lie on my side and stroke his cock, covered in juices. It feels so delicious. I want to just suck on it and lick and reward it.

So without further thought or invitation from Daniel, I slide down and let my tongue get to work. I wrap it around his tip and then kiss the top of it gently. My hands grab his balls and roll them from side to side.

I feel his long thick shaft come back to life pretty quickly, with my tongue licking and caressing it.

After a while, I wrap my lips over it and suck part of him into me. I go about halfway down and suck on his dick like candy. My eyes meet his, and I can see him moan with pleasure.

“Fuck, Rose, you’re fucking perfect.”

If there’s one thing I like to do, it’s to reciprocate in the pleasure department. And so I suck and lick and squeeze.

But I want more, and so I take all of him in my mouth. At first, I’m not sure how far I’m going to go, but I don’t need to worry. It seems natural to take him right into me, all the way down my throat. 

There’s no gag reflex. On the contrary, I hungrily suck on his huge bit of meat. I bob on him up and down and revel in the knowledge I’m making him grow and thicken with each suck.

It doesn’t take long before Daniel’s hands reach up and grab my head. He’s forcing himself even deeper into me, and I happily oblige.

When his muscles start to tighten and his cock pulses, I know he’s about to come again. I get ready to try and swallow his load.

Five, four, three, two…and here it comes.

Fountain-like, he erupts in my mouth, and I do my best to swallow every last drop. I feel a bit of it dribble down my chin.

When he stops unloading his cum into me, he pulls out of my mouth. With a grin on my face, I glide back up and kiss him.

He returns my kiss, and I nuzzle into his chest.

It feels amazing here in my bed with him. I feel happy. No, I feel ecstatic and on top of the world.

I know for sure now. I want to have this man’s baby.

The deal is on.






Daniel

 

The buzz is gone now, but after sex, I still have the same lingering apprehension that fights me in my head and lurks there like a fucking time bomb.

I saw it. I didn’t fucking imagine it.

I saw the way Rose quizzically glanced at me when I pulled the condom from my pocket.

If I’d gone against my gut feeling and addressed the issue, the moment would surely have been ruined, and instead of helping Rose put on her shirt right now, I’d be alone here for certain.

“Thanks for making me look presentable again,” Rose laughs as I zip up my pants.

“You never stopped being presentable,” I tease and get a blush from Rose in response.

The adrenaline rush of sex still flushes my cheeks, and my heart is pounding. Walking to the bathroom, I take one look at myself in the mirror and realize that the awkwardness of the condom moment is not going to flee from my mind without a fight. 

Turning around, I see Rose brushing her hair with a vacant expression on her face.

“Rose?” I call out to her.

“Hmm?” she asks with a satisfied sigh.

“Do you want me to go now?” I swallow hard, hoping the awkwardness is all in my own head.

Rose immediately shakes her head, giving some reassurance to my troubled thoughts. She gives me a funny look, as if she’s trying to analyze what I’m thinking and get inside my mind.

“Do you want to go?” Rose asks, furrowing her brows.

I slowly approach her as if she’s a lion in a cage because I don’t want to set her off-balance more than she already appears to be.

When I’m only inches away, I place a hand on her arms and give them a gentle squeeze of affection.

“Do you want to go with me, or are you going to stay?” I whisper, casting my eyes down at her gorgeous face.

Rose seems to be contemplating her answer, formulating it in her mind. I watch her as her features move with her conflicting emotions.

“I’ll just let everyone know that we’re going.”

She shrugs with ease, and I struggle to discern what will happen next.

My first reaction is to heave a sigh of relief. It’s clear as glass that Rose is suspicious of something, and the little condom problem I have might place a wedge between us unless I find a savvy way to figure this shit out. 

But we also just had some of the most amazing sex of my life, and I think she feels the same way. There’s a connection there between us. Something real that has nothing to do with babies or heirs or fucking condoms.

I’m not going to lie, I’m scared shitless that when time comes, when we make this deal, I may not be able to deliver.

I usually wouldn’t give a fuck. I’m not the relationship kind of guy. Or at least I wasn’t.

But no, I’m not sure where the fuck my head’s at. Rose has this intense effect on me, and I’m losing control fast.

I bite my lip and cast my eyes to the floor, not wanting to look Rose in the eye right now. If I do that, all my secrets might be revealed.

Wait a minute…isn’t honesty always the best policy? Or do you sometimes run the risk of hurting the ones you care about the most that way?

I run my hands through my hair and pace while Rose goes to say her goodbyes. Looking out the window, the darkness mirrors the way I feel inside. I’m not in a panic yet, but I suppose I need to tell Rose now before everything blows up in my face.

Everything could go wrong if I’m elusive. Like the night sky outside the window reflecting back to me, it’s not fair for me to leave Rose in the dark regarding something of such importance. Not with what she really wants out of me.

She comes back in just a few minutes.

“I think I spoke to everyone, and we can sneak out of here without doing the walk of shame,” she says with a laugh.

We walk out of the bedroom, and her relatives bombard us as soon as we appear. Well, so much for that.

Rose looks like a deer in headlights. I can’t deal with this shit right now, but I know I have no other choice but to take one for the team. 

Her tipsy uncle with the receding hairline approaches me and points a finger directly in my face, reeking of booze.

One of her female cousins whistles and claps, teasing us and asking us where we’ve been. Rose turns beet red and, honestly, I feel incredibly sorry for her in this moment.

Who knew a birthday party could turn into such a spectacle and fiasco?

The drunken uncle takes wobbly steps around me. I have two choices here. I can either blow it off, take it all in stride, and appease Rose, or I can punch the guy in the face and run out the door before I’m kicked out.

Obviously, the latter choice is a bit of an overkill, so I decide to take a deep breath and give the uncle a polite smile through my clenched teeth.

That’s when Rose’s father approaches and pats me on the back, as if to say, Way to go, son.

What. The. Fuck.

As if this moment can’t get any more embarrassing.

I shoot a glance at Rose, who looks absolutely mortified, but her cousins are all doting on her and playing with her hair as they whisper and cluck back and forth with Rose in the center.

“You’re going to treat this one right, aren’t you, boy?” The balding uncle is making the accusatory statement, trying to afflict me with some sort of emotional damage or some shit.

“Absolutely, sir,” I respond affirmatively, but holy fucking hell is this awkward.

No matter, though. I’m not looking at the uncle, I don’t give a flying fuck what his drunk ass thinks. I’m caught up in staring at the beauty and splendor of Rose.

“That’s great to hear,” Rose’s father gives me another unwanted slap on the back, but I smile at him with attempted enthusiasm.

“Thank you, sir,” I say and shove my hands in my pockets because I don’t know what the fuck else to do with them at the moment. This is probably the most uncomfortable moment of my life.

“Can I get your guarantee?” The obnoxious uncle just won’t fucking quit.

“Let me guess, I need your seal of approval?” I attempt a joke, and it goes off with flying colors as the drunk men roar with laughter.

I sneak another glance at Rose, who’s wincing but seems to be relaxing somewhat the longer we stand here and endure this shit.

Rose’s dad is getting ready to speak up again, his mouth hanging open mid-breath, but Rose interjects, stepping in front of him.

“Okay, Dad,” she says, acting as a moderator, gently pushing her father back a few strides. “That’s enough.”

“Hey, come on,” her father teases. “We’re just having a little fun with your new friend. It’s a rite of passage, you know.”

Rose rolls her eyes and doesn’t take her father’s bait. “Now you know why I never bring boyfriends home,” she says with exasperation and takes my hand as we move to the front door.

“Goodbye, everyone.” She does a slight curtsy and waves her hand through the air as we make our way out the door.

“Okay, so I guess we’re going now.” I grin at her.

After I help her climb into the passenger seat, I pull out of the driveway.

“Well, that was brutal.” I’m aiming for a lighthearted conversation, but when I glance over at Rose, she’s staring out at the world as it whizzes past us. I’m not even sure she realizes I’m speaking to her.

“Hey, at least we got to have some play time in your room upstairs.” I chuckle again and rub her thigh, but she subtly retreats, moving her leg closer to the car door and further away from my touch.

Rose sighs, as if she’s deep in thought, and reclines in her chair, so I allow her to be consumed by her mind, unbothered.

I’m tired from that whirlwind of a night and from having to deal with overbearing relatives that I don’t know―but I’m grateful for the quality time with Rose, at least.

The freeway is never ending, and I don’t think I’ll ever reach my destination with Rose if I don’t come clean about the condom thing. It’s like a fucking albatross around my neck. I know I have to tell her, especially if she’s starting to feel anything at all for me, like I am for her.

Hell, even if she’s not, she needs to know I can hold up my end of the deal.

I mean, there’s obviously something bothering her. Maybe it has nothing to do with me. Maybe it’s her family.

I don’t know, but I just wish she would tell me what it is so I can at least try to help her work through it.

I decide against my better judgment to press her a little further. Maybe a nudge is all she needs to open the floodgates.

It’s my goal to cheer her up, no matter how distant and preoccupied she’s behaving right now.

“Hey,” I whisper softly, going for a gentler effect this time.

Rose slowly turns her head and gives me an expectant gaze. “What?”

I clutch the steering wheel and dive right in. “Is there something on your mind?”

Rose gazes out the front windshield. “No.” 

“Really?” I ask with surprise, all my senses on alert now. Because, yeah, there really fucking is. “Are you sure? Nothing is wrong that you want to talk about?”

“Did you not like my family?” Rose asks defensively.

“What?” I shake my head ardently. “No, of course not. Why would you think...” I trail off because I’m fucking stunned at her question.

It’s not what I was expecting—probably because I’m so fucking stuck in my own head—and frankly, I’m not sure how to respond to it.

Rose continues to stare out the window. “Good.”

“I know they’re protective of you,” I say.

Rose scoffs as if what I’m saying is humorous. “They can be a bit much, you don’t have to lie.”

“I’m not lying…” I trail off again. Then, a thought comes in my head that I know Rose can relate to. “I have a huge family, too. I mean, you should meet them. Meeting your family was a cakewalk compared to what that would be like. But overbearing or not, ninety-nine percent of the time, they love us and just want the best for us.”

My comment seems to break Rose from her little spell a little bit. “Yeah…that’s the truth.”

“So, nothing’s wrong?” I grin and try to make myself look totally fucking irresistible.

Rose looks back at me with a small smile on her face. “No.”

“No, nothing’s wrong?” I just need to nail down a correct assumption here. “We’re good?”

“We’re good.” Rose nods and looks back out her window briefly before rubbing her temples.

I’m still not convinced―she still seems detached, indifferent to me

I try not to take offense. Maybe she’s just tired, like me. It was a long night after all. 

Pushing ahead, I let her know the plans for the night, if she’ll agree to them. “We’re heading back to my penthouse to spend the night there.”

I’m met with silence. I mean, I can almost hear fucking crickets in the car between us. 

“Rose?” I inquire once more. “Is that alright with you? Do you want to spend the night with me?”

I hold my breath, but it doesn’t take long for her to respond.

“Yes,” she confirms. “I’ll spend the night with you.”

Okay, so we’re establishing she’s spending the night. That’s progress, right? Hopefully it’s all uphill from here.

Because there’s one thing I’m certain of: I want to move forward with Rose, whatever that actually means.






Rose

 

I keep my eyes on the passersby outside the passenger side window. The problem is too personal to just blurt out in the car. Of course, I appreciate his concern, but I don’t want to raise it like this.

Anyway, how do I approach the matter? Do I just come out and tell him, Hey, so why are you carrying like a hundred condoms with you at all times? No. 

I mean it’s not really a problem, is it? I shake my head a little. Of course not. It’s totally okay to wear a condom. Good, actually.

Mentally, I make a list of all the reasons why wearing a condom during sex is a good thing. It’s a pretty long one.

Next, I compare the list to why it’s a problem. Of course, I can really only come up with one reason—a pretty major one, though.

Let’s face it, girlfriends. If I’m going to have his baby, he will need to fuck me without a condom at some point in time.

But this might be where my problem is. I’m getting way ahead of myself.

We haven’t actually agreed to that, so maybe I’m the one being obsessive here. Maybe he’s just looking out for me, protecting me in case we call the whole thing off.

When he pulls up outside his luxury penthouse, I stay in my seat.

“Um,” he starts and looks at me. “Are you not getting out?”

It’s my turn to be confused.

“Are you leaving your car?” I ask and bite my tongue. I wish I hadn’t said that. Standing on the curb is a smartly dressed man. Why am I letting all my insecurities about the status of our relationship/business deal come out as scathing remarks?

“Not for long,” he replies and comes over to hold my door open.

When we walk into his penthouse, I hold my breath for a few seconds and let my eyes feast on what’s on offer.

The most exquisite nutmeg-colored wooden floorboards gleam in the artificial light, offset by a beige-gray wall color with fancy artwork hanging here and there. Like the gentleman he is, Daniel takes my coat and places it on a hook near the door. Then he walks me into the living room.

Here, I’m greeted by huge floor-to-ceiling glass windows and a half-moon black leather lounge.

It’s minimalist, but tastefully decorated. I slip out of my shoes and walk over to the grand piano I spot in a corner.

I let my fingers move over the white keys, playing the E-major scale. Old habits die hard.

“You play?” I ask, a little surprised to find such a valuable piece in his apartment. 

Daniel shrugs. “A little.”

I squint and stare at him. I don’t think he’s telling me the whole truth.

From the piano, I move to the huge windows and feast on the view. It’s breathtaking.

Below me is the entire cityscape. The lights make it look like a fairy village. I smile. 

“Wow,” I say and turn to him.

Daniel is standing by a small bar. For the first time, I notice the large spiral staircase leading to an upper floor. I wonder if that’s where the bedroom is.

“Drink?”

“What can you offer?” I try to sound playful, but my mind is still elsewhere. From time to time, I’m like a dog with a bone—I can’t let go of something when it starts troubling me. And unfortunately, the whole condom thing is troubling me.

God, I wish I could just let it go.

I can’t explain it. I’ve always been like this. As soon as I fixate on something, I can’t let it go until I’ve got an explanation or a solution.

Apparently, this obsession of mine used to drive my poor mother insane. No one was safe from my questions and persistence if I couldn’t understand something right away. Like one day, Dad brought home a word search, and I didn’t rest until I completed every last exercise.

“Martini, cocktail, vodka and orange.”

I laugh. “How about a lemon-lime and bitters?”

I watch Daniel’s expert movements preparing drinks for a while, then I turn back to the view. I know it’s not of mountains or the ocean, but it’s pretty amazing.

To think, below us are people going about their business, partying in nightclubs, and finding their way to their little homes. And here I am on top of the world.

His arms wrap around me from behind and hand me my drink. A little of the pink bubbly liquid spills onto the shiny floorboards. 

“Oops, sorry,” I mumble and go to bend down and clean it up.

But his arms stop me from moving. He’s kissing me on my neck, nibbling on my ear lobe, and sucking on the spot just underneath.

My knees instantly turn to jelly, and my head leans against his chest.

“Something’s bothering you,” he whispers into my ear. “I can tell.”

It’s strange how Daniel is also not letting go of the matter. We’re more alike than I thought. I mean, in a way, we seem worlds apart. Just looking around here where he lives ―compared to my little sardine tin of a flat―only highlights this to me.

And yet, he’s also not letting go of my change in mood. He’s totally in tune with me.

I turn to face him. He doesn’t release me, and I’m still trapped in his arms. It makes me feel secure, wanted, almost loved.

The words I want to say die on my lips. I can’t possibly tell him what’s troubling me. I mean, it’s just ridiculous. Let it go, Rose, I tell myself. Let it go.

“Nothing’s wrong.” I try to put as much emphasis on the nothing and wrong as I can.

It really shouldn’t matter.

I try to tell myself to relax. I mean, I should look around and live in the moment. Enjoy the luxury. When was the last time one of my ex-boyfriends took me to their place, and it looked like this?

That’s an easy answer.

Never.

I have to remember: Daniel isn’t an ordinary run-of-the-mill man. Daniel is special, and we’re still in the getting-to-know-you phase to see if—and I have to remember it’s only an if—I should take it to the next level by having a baby with him.

“It’s because of the condom, isn’t it?”

I’ve just taken a sip of my drink when Daniel puts my concern into words.

I nearly choke on it. I cough and splatter and cough some more. Tears stream from my eyes. 

Daniel rubs my back gently. It’s a very caring, personal gesture.

Then he takes me by the hand and leads me to the black leather lounge.

I feel as if I’m melting into the leather. I’ve never sat on a couch as soft as this. It hugs my body, and I don’t think I’ll ever want to get up again.

“Okay.” His concerned eyes are looking straight at me.

I already feel really bad for having raised the matter at all―in body language, if not actual words. It really was so silly of me.

I’m about to tell him it doesn’t matter, but he puts his index finger on my lips.

“Shh,” he says, gently but firmly. “I’ll need to tell you at some point in time anyway, so I may as well make it now.”

Something hard and cold squeezes my heart. Is there something wrong with him? Maybe he’s fatally ill, which of course would explain this whole wanting an heir thing.

Oh, my god. That’s it. He’s dying.

Here I was, getting drawn in by his charm and wanting to have his baby―and maybe so much more―and he’s about to die.

I press my hand to my mouth, my eyes wide, not wanting to hear what he has to say, but needing to know all the same.

“It’s…” He starts and stops again. “As you must understand, this is fucking difficult to talk about.”

Difficult? Do I understand?

Now I feel more of those tears well up in my eyes. If I’m not careful, I’ll start bawling my eyes out before he’s even started to tell me the bad news.

I wonder how long he’s got? Are we talking days, months, or years? Would the baby even get to know his or her father?

When he looks at me with his crooked smile, I know I missed something.

“Um, sorry,” I mumble and take another sip of my drink. I can’t imagine what my face must look like right now.

“The thing is, I don’t seem to be able to, well…um…to come inside a woman if I don’t…wear a condom.”

Wait, what? Hold the train.

Did I hear him correctly? I regret taking a sip of my drink because it’s all I can do to not spit it out all over the place right now.

I want to laugh, because this surely is a joke, but one look at Daniel’s face tells me he wouldn’t understand. I mean, I thought he was dying.

But this? I never expected this. This problem is something different altogether.

Something I have no idea how to wrap my head around.

“So…” I’m not quite sure what to say.

“I know.” Daniel’s kneading his hands together. “It’s silly, really, but—” He stops again.

“And it can’t be…treated?”

I have to admit I’ve never heard of the condition. It almost sounds made up. But surely there must be something he can do.

I’m no psychologist, but it sounds very much like a psychological thing to me.

He sighs and looks at me. Those puppy eyes have grown even larger, if that’s possible.

“The cures the doctor suggested are all silly, and the ones I’ve tried haven’t worked at all.”

“Cures?” Where the hell is this going? This is getting stranger by the second. I tilt my head to the side and wait.

“He prescribed a mix of herbs, which I drank, but that didn’t work. He also suggested I drink more goat’s milk.”

I raise an eyebrow at the goat milk suggestion, pressing my lips together to keep from laughing.

Daniel shrugs. “Apparently, goats are hornier than cows or something.”

I can’t contain it anymore. I burst out laughing. He’s totally fucking with me.

“And he also said to try dancing naked in the moonlight on a deserted beach before…you know,” he trails off, grinning.

I take his hand and make him look at me. I’m pretty sure he thinks this condition is real, but I think it’s all in his head. Just like I know telling me this has to be a huge fucking blow to his ego.

But seriously, the guy is a fucking sex god. Never in my life have I experienced anything like I have with him. He’s done me a huge favor by showing me what I’ve been missing.

Just like he’s doing me a huge favor with this baby bargain…if we ever seal the deal, that is.

Time for me to return those favors.

“I’ll help you find a cure somehow,” I promise him, and I fucking mean it. Because you know what? Finding the ‘cure’ for this sounds like a whole lot of fucking fun.

And like a whole lot of fucking.

I’m so up to the challenge.

 






Daniel

 

Sure, my chest feels lighter from having just spewed the truth about my condom setback to Rose, but the fact that she’s staring blankly at me as if she’s having a difficult time digesting this new information gives me an unsettling feeling.

I swallow hard and can’t think of anything else to do, so I just stay there, staring at her and praying that she says something—anything—before my self-assurance crumbles like a dry cake.

She opens her mouth.

Yes! Progress.

Then, she shuts it close again and furrows her brows with concern. Apparently, we’re back to square one again.

Maybe I should break the silence, but I don’t want to end up saying the wrong thing. My stomach churns, tightening into a ball of stress and nerves that makes me feel heavy inside.

My heart gallops like a racehorse in my chest. Come on, Rose, talk to me, baby.

Even if she opts to curse me, hit me, swear and scream at me, I’ll take that over the void of silence that clings to the air like a wet t-shirt sticking to my back.

If she doesn’t talk soon, I’m going to go nuts. No pun intended. You know, nuts and semen and not being able to come without a bag on and all that…

Okay, fine. Whatever. Even I admit that one is in poor taste.

Rose glances out the window and heaves a sigh as if she’s carrying the weight of the world on her shoulders and doesn’t know how to release some of the burden.

I’d love to help her, to swoop in and be her knight in shining armor, if only I can get past this coming-in-her-pussy mishap.

She’s looking at me and piercing my heart with her soul. I’m intoxicated, enthralled, and captivated by her, and I would take a fucking bullet for her. The last thing I want to do is cause her any type of pain or suffering, believe me.

“Do you think…” she whispers and trails off, looking out the window as if whatever inkling of a budding thought in her mind is preposterous and not worth verbalizing.

“What? Tell me…you can talk to me and tell me your thoughts on the matter. I know it sounds insane, ridiculous, and made up, but I swear I want to make this work for you…for us.”

I try not to sound like I’m pleading with her, like I’m negotiating her off of a high bridge that she’s threatening to jump from.

I genuinely want to fix my problem, and if she has any insight, then by all means, she needs to share it with me for the good of the cause.

I gently hold onto her arms and rub them with affection, caressing her to swoon her and coax the ideas right out of her gorgeous, brilliant brain.

Rose pauses midsentence, but then reveals a question that disappoints me because I’m certain she’s not going to favor my response in the slightest.

“Maybe there’s another way?” Her voice is high and sharp with an enthusiasm that breaks my heart.

I shake my head, but Rose interrupts me. I shift my weight uncomfortably as she grips my arm with her long, slender, and sexy fingers.

“I know you said you went to that doctor, but honestly? He sounds like a quack. There’s got to be…something that can help you work through this.” She doesn’t sound frantic yet, but she’s barreling down that path for sure.

“Rose…” I begin, easing her in by treading lightly here. I’m already failing miserably at making her emotionally satisfied.

Physical satisfaction? One hundred percent guaranteed, every single time. I nail that shit.

Pun intended this time.

I respect her gut reaction. Sure, she wants to see me get better, and believe me, I want that, too. I mean, it’s not like I can hold up my end of the bargain if I don’t. It’s just…well, lately I’ve been feeling like it’s a hopeless case.

“Tell me. Let’s figure this out together,” she murmurs.

Wow. Finally, a woman who’s willing to stand behind me even when it seems like a lost case.

“I’ve already tried loads of treatment,” I reply as I shake my head and dismiss the idea. “Nothing has worked so far.”

“Well…that just means we haven’t found the right option out there for you yet.” Rose glances up at me with a positive twinkle in her eyes that I hate to shoot down out of the clouds with a disappointment-filled arrow.

I take a deep breath, preparing myself to dive into the most elaborate explanation I can give her as to why I’m a fucking mess.

I rub my tired temples and shuffle my feet against the cool hardwood floor. “I’ve already tried three treatments,” I remind her.

“The doctors can’t find a cure. Okay. But Daniel, this isn’t a medical condition. At least not one I’ve ever heard of. Perhaps it’s a psychological thing then…” Rose trails off with newfound optimism.

“I tried the methods, but nothing has worked so far,” I tell her the brutal, honest truth of the matter.

A smile spreads across Rose’s beautiful, full lips. She seductively places a hand on my chest and scratches her nails up and down my torso.

Then she hugs me close, and I inhale the scent of her shampoo. It smells like lavender, and I can just shut my eyes and picture myself fucking her in a valley of wildflowers.

I wish I could be doing that with her right now, but having her embrace me in will have to be second best, just so long as she stays near me. I never want to let her go, but she pulls away and gives me a tender smile.

“Just so you know…” she begins.

“Yeah?” I wait expectantly as arousal pulses in my cock yet again.

“If we ever do decide to do this, I will be there, right by your side, so you can find a…cure for your affliction.”

I breathe out an audible sigh of relief.

“Thank you.” I grab her to swing her close to me once again.

I begin to show her my gratitude by first kissing her soft, rosy cheeks. My actions are subtle at first, nurturing―and swell my cock even more.

The taste of her cherry lip gloss lingers on my mouth as she delicately parts hers to allow me access to her beautiful body, one perfect sliver at a time.

The fire ignites once again in my belly and spreads to every limb, toe, finger―every fucking extremity I have. I’m fucking addicted to Rose, and you can be damn sure I’m not going to let her get away from me.

Hungrily and urgently, I shower her with kisses that make her skin prickle with pleasure, chill bumps rising on her smooth flesh.

The flames of desire burn between us. I want to pleasure her over and over. I want her to scream with ecstasy that only I can give her.

With playful roughness, I push her up against the glass wall of my penthouse overlooking the city.

I delicately undress her, deliberately taking my time so that she’ll go wild as desire takes over every fiber of her being.

I pull her shirt over her head and caress her full, spectacular tits. She’s not wearing a bra, so I don’t have to worry about fussing with anything. Not that it matters―I’m a natural when it comes to removing articles of female clothing from their bodies.

Rose is moaning now, her cheeks flushed in anticipation as I push her legs apart with a wicked grin, just for her.

She’s intoxicating, and the blossoming scent of her delicious, ripe, and glistening pussy drives me fucking wild.

I want to pay her back for the debt I owe her, the virtue of exemplary patience, because I know how frustrating it must be to not know what’s going to happen next with our deal. With us.

I want to make her come all over my face, all over my hands, fucking everywhere. I want to taste her hot, warm cum as it oozes and drips out of her sweet, decadent pussy lips.

I take two fingers and push them inside of her as she gasps, giggling and moaning as she wiggles around on top of me.

I spend a few minutes pumping my fingers in and out of her as I kiss along her slender neck and shoulders, thrusting faster and faster, rubbing simultaneously against both her G-spot and her clit.

I use my thumb to play with her clit, swirling magical circles of pleasure and erotic bliss over her engorged bud and continue to push my fingers deeper inside of her to nail her G-spot again and again.

My efforts are soon rewarded when Rose grips my hair with her fingers and pulls it, digging her nails into my scalp as she rocks back and forth on the window.

She comes in an explosion of sheer bliss, shaking uncontrollably for a moment. When she winds down from her climax, breathing heavily and laughing, I decide to give her a wonderful show.

I take my fingers, the ones that were just a few seconds ago inside of her slit and smell them. Rose pants with pure fucking desire, and I can see that I’ve got her totally fucking enthralled.

I take my tongue and slowly graze it across my index and middle fingers, then suck on them, making sure to savor it as if I’m sucking on a lollipop.

“You taste incredible,” I tell her as I lick my lips.

“Why don’t you use your mouth this time?” Rose grins and pushes my head between her legs, and hikes herself up on the window so that she’s sitting on my face. Fuck, she’s like a wet dream come true.

In good position now, I rake my tongue across her clit and swollen pussy lips until she moans wildly with pleasure.

I swirl my tongue around, working hard and reciting the fucking alphabet on her clit until she violently shakes on top of me, coming again in record time.

She’s out of breath, glistening in the afterglow of two intensely erotic back-to-back orgasms, and my cock is as hard as a fucking rock.

Rose stares down at it and grins with mischievous flare. “Now,” she whispers seductively like the naughty girl she is, “I want to return the favor.” She pushes her index finger into my chest.

“Okay. No arguments here.” I grin, desire clouding my mind with fresh, insatiable lust.

“Wait!” I halt Rose right before she opens her mouth as wide as she can to swallow me in one bite.

“What is it?” She appears alarmed.

“Um…I need a condom…” I wince and trail off. I mean, do I really? I don’t know.

I should be able to come in her fucking mouth, right? Not like I’m going to knock her up like that.

At this point I’m starting to wonder if it is just all in my head. Pun intended.

“Okay.” Rose sighs and I can tell she’s trying not to make me feel even more uncomfortable than I already am. “Go and get one, if you need it.”

In that case, I whisper a quick apology into her ear and jog to my bathroom where I fumble quickly through the cabinets, finding one at last and retrieving it in a swipe.

I run back to Rose, ready and lured in by her cinnamon eyes. “Okay, I’m ready now.”






Rose

 

I think he misunderstood my intention.

My bad. I’ll give him a blowjob later.

But now that he’s armed with a condom, we better get right down to business.

With the lights of the city behind us, I sit on the window ledge and spread my legs for him. I’m his for the taking.

Of course I’m having a little trouble concentrating on the sex. His condom problem is, well, kind of unnerving.

Part of me wants to rush off and consult Dr. Google. I mean, if anyone can offer help, it’s the great search engine of the Interwebz.

I bet if we type in need help to get rid of need to wear condom during sex all the time or some similar shit, there’d be thousands of returns. Admittedly, it would not be in the millions, but how many different ways do you need to read about solving the same problem, right?

I’ve never understood why you get like a bazillion search results when you search for something.

What’s the point? Two or three pages, about thirty results, would be just fine. I hardly ever get to page two on search results.

Anyway, I can’t help but think Daniel might be stumbling around in the dark about his problem because he doesn’t actually want to find a solution.

It’s pretty obvious to me. With so many women wanting to have his child and openly talking about it on any social media outlet that will let them, I’m surprised needing to wear a condom during a pussy fuck is his only problem.

I guess I should be grateful he’s still able to fuck. It would be so much worse if he couldn’t do it at all. Sex with condom is better than no sex and no condom.

The thoughts are getting me confused right now.

I’m so distracted I don’t realize at first that Daniel is pulling me off the ledge and toward the ultra-comfortable, super-soft leather lounge.

It’s the kind of lounge you never want to leave once you’re sitting on it. As he pushes me onto it, I sigh.

Instead of lying on my back and facing him, he rolls me over so I’m face down. I push myself up on my arms and present him with my ass. Part of the reason I do this is I fear I may just fall asleep on my tummy on this gorgeous couch.

Daniel rubs my ass and lets his fingers go down to my pussy. The tip of his cock is poking at my cheeks.

Without any command from me, my ass is pushing toward him, begging him to enter me. But Daniel’s quite content to play with me.

His fingers tease my clit and draw little circles all around it, touching it only every now and again.

I push against him again and lower my upper body a little.

This man is a fucking expert at pleasuring me and driving me insane with desire. If he doesn’t push his massive cock into me like right fucking now, I might die from anticipation.

Why a man with his skill level has any kind of sexual problem is beyond me. 

Is needing to wear latex even a sexual problem? I don’t think so. Like even saying sexual and problem in the same sentence when referring to Daniel is totally an oxymoron.

Yeah, so not a sexual problem. Sounds totally like a psychological problem to me, though. I mean, I’m no fucking psychologist, but I know most problems as far as sex is concerned are psychological.

My grandma was a firm believer that there’s no such thing as a fertility problem. If a couple can’t conceive, it’s because they’re too stressed about wanting or needing to have a baby. I don’t know about all that, but you get my point.

Wanting a baby. I so want a baby. Daniel’s baby.

There’s no doubt in my mind now.

But if I’m going to have his baby, he’s gonna need to have sex with me without a fucking condom.

Could I manipulate the condom beforehand? Would he notice if I prick a tiny hole into? Would a tiny hole be enough for the sperm to fit through?

Argh. What the hell am I thinking? I’m starting to sound like his crazy, obsessive ex-girlfriends or wannabe girlfriends on social media.

But what will we do about it?

So many fucking questions and so few answers.

Suddenly I wish I didn’t know about his problem, although no—no, I definitely need to know about it.

It puts our whole fucking bargain at risk.

Um, if we ever actually make the deal, that is.

I feel my own juices being spread between my legs and on my ass, and I push all these thoughts away to focus on what’s really important here—Daniel fucking me.

I close my eyes. Wherever he touches me, he leaves a trail of burning desire. The ecstasy is building in me, rising to a crescendo.

And then without further warning, the tip of his cock is hovering at my pussy.

My hot cunt grabs for the object of its desire, but he’s not quite in far enough for there to be success. My hips thrust back toward him, and slowly, the tip of his cock pushes into me.

My back arches, and my tits dangle below me. I wish his hands would cup them, play with them, and squeeze them, but right now he’s digging them into my ass.

I throw my head back and look over my shoulder.

Little beads of sweat roll down his chest. While I can’t see his motor neurons, I know they must be working at maximum capacity―his abdominal and chest muscles contracting and relaxing in rhythm with his pelvic thrust.

Wow.

I can’t believe how fucking good-looking he is—sexy as hell, really, particularly when he’s fucking me like this, doggy style. I fucking love it.

Mesmerized, I watch his left hand leave my ass and reach for my tits. He first pinches and squeezes my left nipple before moving on the right one. Since they’re both for the taking, he wastes no time in giving them the attention they deserve.

Over and over, I replay his words of not being able to fuck without a condom. It seems so strange―and I can’t help but wonder if he’s got another agenda.

But what exactly that could be is beyond me.

 Is he making up the condom story so I won’t get pregnant? But what would the advantage be to him? Why would he do it?

I can’t see any fucking reason for stringing me along that way. If he doesn’t want to go ahead with the deal, then he could just come out and say so.

It’s not as if Daniel has a shortage of women. He doesn’t need me. Any number of chicks out there would trade places with me right away, I know that for damn sure. 

I feel him increase his speed. I listen to the sound his balls make as they hit against my naked ass cheeks. It’s a kind of splat sound.

Splat. Splat. Splat.

Yes. Yes. Yes.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

Me. Me. Me.

I push against him to increase the sensations.

By now, I’m crazy horny and not far from coming—again. I can’t believe he can make me come so many times in one night.

Previous boyfriends barely managed to get me to come at all. Sometimes I’d fake my own orgasm, just to make sure they got their ego boost. Imagine if you let a guy know he didn’t make you come.

Not Daniel, though. No faking for this man. Actually, he’s more like a Greek or Roman sex god, that’s how fucking good he is.

 What starts as a tiny flicker of pleasure in my belly soon grows into a raging fire of desire. Where his hands touch my body, he leaves scorch marks, and his cock inside my pussy is sheer rapture.

With each inward thrust, the walls of my pussy contract around his growing cock. How his cock can still be growing inside my tight space is beyond me, but it sure as fuck does.

Tiny fireworks go off inside my pussy as he thrusts harder and faster.

When eventually I lose myself in my orgasm, wave after wave of pleasure rips through me and threatens to drown me.

My muscles contract and relax in rapid succession, threatening to fucking strangle his cock.

 When I feel his grip tighten around my tits and ass, I know he’s about to come himself. Briefly, his body stiffens before he explodes his load into his condom.

After a while, I relax my arms to lie down. He stays on top of me and inside of me.

I feel him kiss the back of my neck before he starts to nibble and suck on my ear lobe.

“Sorry,” he whispers into my ear, and I say nothing.

What can I say? Before I know what to do with the information about the condom and Daniel, I need to come to terms with it myself.

Right now, it’s too hard to think about and work out exactly what it means. And of course I want to do my own research on the matter to see what kind of solutions other people offer on the matter.

If one thing is certain, it’s that Daniel is not the first or only guy with this kind of difficulty, and somewhere will be a solution.

I feel him roll off me and snuggle into my back. I make room for him and just lie there.

“It’ll be alright,” he says, and now I turn to look at him.

“Of course it’ll be alright,” I confirm with a smile. Because no way am I letting this guy go.

In fact, at this point, I’m starting to wonder if having a baby with him is even on the top of my list.

If it came down to it, what would I choose? A baby? Or Daniel?






Daniel

 

It seems as if she’s taking the news well. I mean, so far so good. She didn’t turn and run. She stayed and let me fuck her.

I play with her hair as we lie entwined on the couch.

My legs are wrapped around hers, and her back pushes against my chest and abdomen.

I’m surprised at myself. It had been easier to confess my problem than I thought.

Once I felt those cinnamon eyes on me, filled with understanding, it just came out.

Of course. I could see the disbelief in her eyes as she listened to me, but there was something else there as well.

I think it was compassion―a genuine desire to help and make the issue go away.

The sort of quality you want in a mother.

Mother.

I roll the word around my mouth for a bit, tasting it, exploring it and combining it with her name.

She’ll make a great mother. From what I’ve seen so far, she’s natural mom material. I’m not sure how I’ll go myself, but Rose will do the perfect job.

There’s a little inward chuckle as I mentally write a job description for a mother.

Wanted—woman of many talents.

To fulfill this role, you will need to have eyes in the back of your head, be able to cope with little sleep, settle disputes with minimal resources at the drop of a hat, be prepared to be challenged, and be available twenty-four seven with no holidays ever.	Management skills are essential, as is the ability to attend to any emergency whatsoever and to be on call at all times. There are no leave entitlements and the contract is for life.

If you are interested, call here.

Would Rose have applied if she’d read my job ad? 

I bet most of the those women on those social media sites wanting to have my baby would have second thoughts if it were put to them like this, too.

Rose turns toward me, and I feast my eyes on her tits. I love her pink nipples. They jut out and are the soft pink you would use to paint the bedroom of a baby girl.

Fuck, I really do have babies on the brain. When the hell did that happen?

“And…” she says as she strokes my chest. I watch her finger draw little circles and swirls on my skin. Her touch is gentle, and it leaves me burning with desire.

“And what?” I laugh. If I’m supposed to know what she’s asking, I haven’t got a fucking clue.

“And what now?”

I’m not sure if that’s really what she was going to ask, or if her real question is left unasked. I get the impression there’s more hidden in that ‘and’, but she’s not sure how to put it.

“How about a little drink?” She bats her eyelashes at me.

There’s no saying no to that.

I untangle myself from her beautiful curves and head over to my little built-in bar. It takes me no time at all to prepare two glasses for a cocktail. 

Rose joins me, and I feel her hands on my back and around my waist. My body is enveloped with warmth, and my cock is stirring again.

This woman has a magic touch. She seems to be able to snap her fingers and, click, my body responds.

“Cocktail?” I ask and try my hardest to concentrate on what I’m doing. It is becoming increasingly difficult to think straight with her hands all over me. If I’m not careful, my brain will stop working and leave my cock in charge. 

“Yes please,” she murmurs and licks her lips. Her fingers by now are stroking my growing cock, feather-like. Her touch is so soft, I have to check if she’s using her fingers and not blowing her warm breath on it.

Fuck. I’ve dropped an ice cube.

“Oh, thank you.” She chuckles and picks it up. “Crumbs from the Sire’s table. We’re being generous today,” she quips. “Shall I put it in my mouth and hold it open to receive a drop of your precious load?”

Her eyes sparkle, and I shake my head.

With increasing fascination and a quick growing dick, I watch her run the ice cube down my belly toward the tip of my now erect cock. When the ice rubs over my tip, shock waves of pleasure rip through me.

Fuck. What is she doing to me?

Rose giggles and moves the ice along the length of my massive member, around its base, and back up again. It’s as if she’s trying to extinguish the flames of desire burning within me.

But all that she’s doing is fanning them. Fire and ice, pleasure and pain, they work in unison.

I’ve stopped preparing our drinks. I’m unable to string a coherent thought together, and I’m not even sure I’d be able to say my name if I was asked what it is.

Rose now drops to her knees and stares at my cock. Standing erect and at attention, it’s quivering in anticipation.

At this point, I may just spray my cum all over at the slightest touch.

The cold is still lingering on my skin, and when Rose bends forward to blow a gentle kiss on my tip, I nearly faint from the pleasure.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

I’m dizzy from the excitement building in me. I know any second she’s going to wrap those lips around my throbbing fucking cock and suck on it for all she’s worth.

But nothing happens.

My eyes find hers. She’s simply staring at my cock, feasting on it, devouring it with her eyes.

Then she looks at me.

“I thought you promised me a drink,” she says with a pout.

I shake my head.

“Um…” I try to focus, but it’s difficult with the haze in my head.

“How about some Baileys and ice?” she suggests, and I rummage around my bottles until I find what the lady asks for.

She stays kneeling in front of me. I hand her the drink.

“Thank you,” she murmurs and dips her finger into the glass. I watch her take it out and lick off the liquid.

“Mmm,” she murmurs and then puts her finger back in the glass. Wide-eyed, I watch her drip some of her drink onto my pulsing cock.

The cool liquid sends pleasure pulsing through me. When she then gently laps up the droplets, I feel as if I’m going to fucking explode with pleasure.

“That’s better,” she says. “Sweet and salty mixed with sexual desire and lust.”

When her hot lips leave my cool cock, I want to just shove it right into her fucking pussy. For a microsecond, I don’t even fucking care I’m not wearing a condom.

But before I can act on my desire, she’s dripped more of her cocktail on my cock, and I shiver in anticipation.

Her tongue darts out, cleaning the dripping liquid off me and continuing to lick the length of my shaft for good measure.

“Ohhhhh,” I groan, unable to form any coherent words.

Is this woman real? Or is she a witch? If she had green eyes, I might be tempted to think I’d caught myself a witch, who was now using her wicked ways with me.

Whatever she is, I don’t fucking care. I just need to shove my throbbing fucking cock into her, into some part of her, any fucking part of her.

When she pours some more of her drink over me, I nearly go insane. Then she puts her mouth over my cock and starts to suck and lick and suck.

Explosions rip through me. My mind has gone completely blank and is filled with a hazy fog of intense lust. I need to fuck her.

As if reading my mind, Rose increases her speed and rhythm and bobs up and down on me, giving me a blowjob like I’ve never had one before.

The mixed sensations make me feel as if I’ve jumped out of a plane and am now floating weightless through the sky, bouncing from cloud to cloud.

I can feel my cum building in my balls, a tingling at the base of my spine, and I know that any second, I’m going to shoot the most humungous load down her pretty little throat.

My abs contract and flex again, and then my body stiffens. It’s coming. Any second.

Fuck.

“Roooooseeee,” I yelp and shoot my cream into her mouth.

I keep going and going, and she drinks every last drop of it.

When I finally finish, I collapse on the floor next to her.

She’s licking her lips.

“Not bad,” she comments. “Just the right combination of sweet and salty.”

I smile at her.

And then I lean forward to kiss her.

I start slow and gentle, picking up the taste of my own cum and Bailey’s on ice. Something stirs in me. My kiss becomes more demanding, and I force myself up on her.

I don’t ask permission, I just push my tongue into her mouth and practically reach for her fucking tonsils. I want to share in the taste of me she’s just had.

As I do, time slows down. There’s nothing else but Rose, me, and the sexual tension and lust between us. There’s no condom problem or anything else.

Nothing else exists. We are one.

We’re fucking perfect for each other, and right now?

I want to fuck her again.






Rose

 

I sigh. Why is life so fucking hard?

Couldn’t just once the stars align and let life be perfect? 

Here is what seems like the perfect man: rich, incredibly good looking, sexy as all hell, interested in some kind of arrangement involving having his child with me―and yet he’s not able to fuck my pussy without a condom.

Man, oh man.

Fuck.

It was one thing agreeing to have a baby with Daniel, it was another finding out he can’t actually do it without latex.

Part of me still can’t believe it, and I can’t help but wonder if he’s playing with me. He seems to have no trouble at all fucking me in my mouth, as he just proved.

In fact, judging by what just happened, I’d say he fucking loves it. Why then does he need the rubber before he fucks my pussy?

Psychological.

It’s got to be fucking psychological. But what kind of psychological problem is it? Fear of being responsible for a chick to fall pregnant seems the most likely explanation.

I shake my head.

But if that was the case, it shouldn’t matter with me, since he wants me to have his child, right?

My thoughts go round and round in circles, and I fear I might go mad if I don’t stop. This is just fucking madness.

Can’t a girl get her happily ever after just once in real life? Why is it only in movies and fairy tales?

I mean, I’m accepting an incomplete happily ever after anyway. I’m going into this with my eyes wide open. I know he doesn’t love me. I know the arrangement is purely a business arrangement.

I shake my head and sit up.

“What’s the matter, babe?” He smiles at me.

“I think we should retire to a different part of the apartment.”

He chuckles, and I feel myself drown in his smile and eyes. Those eyes are gorgeous.

“Lead the way, my princess,” he jokes and gets to his feet.

I know I’m no princess. If I were, there would be no problem. Fairy tales and all.

“You know,” I don’t move away from the bar, “I’m still owed a Bailey’s on ice.”

Grinning, he prepares two drinks for us. I move over to the sound system and flick through it.

Soon, I’m dancing to some hip-hop, and I watch Daniel stare at me open-mouthed. I dance over to him and take my drink. I bring the glass to my lips and enjoy the coolness on my warm mouth.

I know my tits are bouncing up and down, and I can see my nipples harden already. Just as I bound past Daniel, he grabs me and pushes me against him.

Now we sway together to the music. Our hips are joined, and I feel his cock come to life as my ass rubs up against him.

Side to side and up and down, I move to the music. I feel his hips thrust forward into me, and I push back against him.

My skin is burning, and I just want him to fuck me. I want to feel his cock rammed into my hole.

I know he hasn’t got another condom. And I don’t think he’ll reuse the last one. Because eww.

My insides are alight. Flames of desire flicker and lick at my openings. Once he’s inside me, there’ll be an earthquake in here.

Time to turn the heat up. I take a step away, and he pulls me back. I step away, and he pulls me back.

I lean into him and feel his hands on my tits. They cup them and squeeze them. My nipples are so hard they push against the palm of his hand. Somehow, without leaving my tits, he’s able to rub against my nipples.

The sensation is so awesome I feel electric jolts pulse through me. There are stars in front of my eyes, and I yearn for him to push into me.

Here we go, here we go.

Come on, Daniel. Here we go. This is your fucking cue.

Maybe he senses my impatience. I feel him lead me across the room as we dance. At the bottom of the stairs, he turns me toward them and then pushes me forward. My reflex has me reaching forward and grabbing onto the railing.

Something pushes at my feet and I obey, spreading my legs.

I peer over my shoulder and see him right behind me. His fucking massive member is definitely as ready as I am. It’s sticking straight up in the air, bouncing a little when it senses my proximity.

This is going to be it. He’s going to fuck me in my most private hole.

In anticipation, I wiggle my ass back at him and drop myself forward a bit. Now my upper body is at ninety degrees to my legs.

My tits bounce freely from side to side.

Come on, I urge him on silently, and then I feel his hand on my clit. He’s barely touching it, but it makes me go wild.

I try and push against him but, skillfully, he resists. The touch is lighter than that of a feather. My juices flow in abundance.

Fuck. I moan. I throw my head back and arch my lower back.

Aware of his effect on me, he lets his index finger slide just past my clit into my saturated pussy. He scoops up some of my juices and draws tiny circles along my ass.

The closer he gets to my hole, the more needy I become.

He uses both hands to massage, soothe, and knead. I relax and push back against him.

Back goes his hand to my clit. Now he uses thumb and index finger to squeeze my already over-sensitive clit really fucking hard.

I yelp in pleasure and pain. Tiny explosions ripple through me.

And then his fingers have left again.

I don’t know how much more of this torture I’ll be able to take.

“Pleeaasseee,” I beg and try to find his bouncing, throbbing cock.

He guides the tip of it to my opening. I sigh as I feel it push into me. Instead of going all the way, Daniel guides his dick gently into me, waiting for my hole to accommodate and relax around his cock.

His hands are now back on my tits, pinching and squeezing my nipples. The cocktail of sensations spreading through me is overwhelming. My head’s spinning, and my knees threaten to give way any second. 

All of me is engulfed in ecstasy, and I fear I’m at risk of going mad.

Daniel is increasing the pace and rhythm. Faster and faster, he rams his cock inside of me. I try and meet him with each thrust and revel in the sound of his balls slapping against my ass.

Hard and faster he goes. I can feel him expand in me and my own body contracts its muscles in anticipation of me coming.

“Harder,” I pant and lower my body some more to feel him deeper in me.

His hands leave my tits and grab my hips. Now he’s pulling me toward, and I know it won’t be long before I’m going to fall off the edge of another orgasm.

I can feel my abdomen contract and the walls of my pussy pulse.

“Daaaannniieeel,” I screech and grab the railing tighter. I can see white skin around my knuckles. This is going to be an earthquake alright―only better. My body will erupt and shudder and fucking drown in pleasure.

Daniel must be close to his own orgasm because I can feel him tense inside of me.  His fingers are digging into my skin, and he pulls me harder toward him.

And then with one final hard thrust, he comes inside of me.

I feel him empty his load into my hole, and at the same time, I’m gripped by my own orgasm.

Fire rushes through me, and my breathing is short and shallow. The tingling sensation starting in my pussy spreads outward, and soon I’m filled with it. 

When Daniel’s finished, he slumps on top of me. I feel as if my legs will collapse, and I can feel his right arm come under me for support. We stay like this for what seems like forever.

This moment seems perfect. Daniel inside of me without rubber―okay, so he’s in my ass, but still―there’s nothing separating us. This is the second time he’s filled my ass with hot, sticky cum.

There’s obviously no problem with him unloading in my ass or my mouth. Progress, right?

Eventually, I drop my arms and feel him pick me up. Carefully, he carries me through the room before he puts me ever so gently on the lounge.

He sits next to me and strokes my face, pushing loose hair behind my ear.

Our eyes meet and lock.

“Up for any further adventures?” I ask, and he grins at me.

“Do they involve sex?”






Daniel

 

The aroma of bacon wafts through my nostrils, and I sniff, inhaling the glorious scent of breakfast. Maple syrup and comfort.

Stretching, I yawn and peel open my sleepy, groggy eyes. As soon as I make my coffee, I’ll be functional again.

It’s really sweet of Rose to make us breakfast this morning, and I can’t wait to reward her with a nice little booty smack…and maybe I’ll eat her out if the food proves to be really tasty.

Wait a second.

What the…

Rose can’t be in the kitchen making a magical home-cooked meal for us.

Granted, I know she loves to cook, and I’ve witnessed her in the kitchen working her magic, but…

Rose can’t be in the kitchen cooking because Rose is in here with me.

She’s still sleeping soundly beside me. I watch as her chest peacefully rises and falls with each breath.

If she’s in the bedroom with me, then who the hell is in my kitchen cooking right now?

I have to get to the bottom of this. I roll over in the bed and plant my bare feet on the cool hardwood floors.

I carefully retrieve my arm from under Rose’s head. It tingles with numbness from falling asleep under her.

I shake it out once I climb out of the bed, careful with my movements to make sure she doesn’t stir or wake up.

I walk over to the other side of my bedroom and pull out a pair of boxers from my drawer, pulling them over my exposed cock. I’m guessing that whoever is in my kitchen won’t be interested in seeing my morning wood in all its glory.

I shuffle across the room and place my hand on the door knob. As soon as I pull it open, I gasp with shock at who’s standing on the other side of the door.

Instinctively, I wince with embarrassment and flash a glance back at Rose in the bed. Thankfully, she’s covered up with the comforter. Her petite little body is small and swallowed whole by the huge sheets on top of her.

I look back at my mother and stare in surprise.

“Mom…” I laugh nervously and scratch my bed head. “What are you…um…what are you doing here?”

My mom has a bright, beaming ray-of-sunshine type of smile plastered across her heavily made-up face.

I continue to stare at her, wondering when she’s going to give me a reasonable explanation for her presence outside of my bedroom door when I’m only wearing a pair of boxers and there’s a naked girl sleeping in my bed.

I’m trying to swallow my panic, but as I gulp hard and attempt the impression of a delighted grin at seeing her, I’m visibly sweating.

“Oh, darling,” my mom grazes my bare chest with her fingertips, “I just thought I’d give you guys a treat this morning.”

I gulp and turn around, giving my secret away by continually glancing at Rose. “Um…us?” I say with a skull full of anxiety as I push her out the door and gently close it shut behind me.

“Of course, sweetie.” My mom’s laugh tickles the air as if I’m an idiot to assume she’s unaware of what’s going on here. “I wanted to do something nice for you and your lady friend.” 

Lady friend? What the hell is my mom doing here, trying to kill me with humiliation? I may be an adult now, but I have limits when it comes to my mother invading my personal space and sniffing out a female…companion in my apartment.

Before I have a chance to protest any of this ridiculousness, my mom quickly skirts back down the hallway in the direction from which she came…the kitchen.

She must need to check on the bacon to make sure it’s not burning in the pan or something. For a moment or two, I can’t move a single muscle. In theory, I should be chasing after her, begging her to go home.

Maybe I can take the credit for breakfast, and I’ll get a special dessert treat of my own from Rose?

No, I can’t own up to all that cooking. Rose wouldn’t believe me for an instant.

Instead, I’m frozen in place, unable to move, and paralyzed by the shock of the events that are unfolding.

I’m a little lost, struggling to determine how my mom got into my penthouse in the first place, until I remember one monumental detail.

I had given my mother a key a while back―you know, when I was single and not looking at the prospect of a serious relationship.

Hearing my own voice ring through my head, I did the unimaginable: I told my mother she was welcome anytime.

Shit. What the hell have I done?

Honestly, remembering back, this isn’t the first time my mom has stopped by for a ‘friendly’ type of visit.

She likes to show up unannounced sometimes, whenever she feels like it or has leisure time. I suppose I should feel grateful that she cares enough about me to stop by, but enough is enough.

Why am I so surprised to see her here this morning you ask, as if I should be used to it? Well, to be honest, all the other times she’s done this, I haven’t had a naked girl in my bed.

I’m not interested in getting smothered by an overbearing mother, and I certainly don’t want Rose to have to endure that torture, either.

On the other hand…

Rose comes from a big family as well. Perhaps she’ll take it all in stride and find the whole ordeal comical.

Well, that’s what I’m hoping for, at least.

I take a deep breath and lean against the wall in my hallway, needing a few seconds to compose myself.

Okay, I think I’m calm enough to go back to bed and face my fears. I need to wake Rose up and give her a little fair warning of the over-indulgent and over-the-top mother figure who is probably whistling a tune and dancing through my kitchen with a spatula in hand.

I close the door behind me and lock it―you know, for good measure and all. If my mom has no reservations about helping herself to free reign of my house, then she probably wouldn’t have any inhibitions about waltzing herself directly into my private bedroom suite.

I stand over Rose for a few seconds, watching her sleep. She looks so content, so beautiful.

Her hair spills across the pillow in long flowing locks that resemble feathers. I hate to disturb her from her peaceful slumber, but the inevitable is calling―in the form of my mother setting a table for breakfast in the nook just outside the kitchen.

Gently, I graze a hand over her head, trailing my fingertips through her hair until they become intertwined with the wispy, delicate strands.

She stirs, but doesn’t rouse quite yet. Sighing contentedly, she rolls over in the bed―but her eyes don’t open.

“Rose?” I lightly tug at her shoulder. “Rose?”

“Mmm?” She grins in her sleep. “Daniel, is that you?” 

“It’s me,” I tell her, not whispering any longer because I want to get this over with.

She opens her eyes and blinks, furrowing her brow in confusion. Then, she reaches up for me and gives me a sexy little smile.

“What are you doing out of bed and all the way up there?” she whispers seductively and licks her lips.

Damn, she’s sultry, and her beckoning is really swaying me here.

There’s nothing I love more in this world than a horny woman who’s just woken up from a tender sleep.

Something about her smell, her taste, and the softness of her skin entices me as she glows with radiance under the sheets.

My sheets.

I really fucking love seeing her in my bed. I could get used to that.

I squeeze my eyes shut and shake my head, trying to distract myself with the thought of my mother rifling through my kitchen for gadgets.

“Daniel?”

I open my eyes at the sound of Rose’s alarmed voice. She props herself up on her elbows and stares at me with guarded caution.

“What is it? Why aren’t you coming back to bed? What time is it?”

Her voice sounds suspicious and frantic, so I ease myself slowly to a sitting position beside her on the bed. I take her hands in mine, cupping them together to cradle them.

“There’s nothing wrong,” I reassure her and give her a warm, genuine smile.

Rose’s shoulders sag in visible relief. “Okay.” She grins and bites her lip again, moving her legs in the bed. “Is it early still?”

“That depends.” I laugh nervously. “Is ten o’clock in the morning too early to have breakfast?”

Rose giggles, giving me an inspecting glance. “What is up with you today?”

I heave a dramatic sigh and decide to just rip off the Band-Aid, right then and there.

“Well…” I chuckle. “I have a confession to make.”

Rose pretends to be freaked out. “Oh, god. Not another confession.”

I playfully give her a little nudge, to which she responds with a fit of giggles, withering around in the sheets and squealing with delight as if I’m tickling her to death.

“Shh…” I hold her down.

She brushes the hair off her face and glances around with suspicion.

“What’s going on, Daniel?” This time, her voice is firmer than before, demanding.

“Okay, look,” I say, with a gesture to the bedroom door. “My mom is here, and she’s cooked us breakfast.”

The look on her face is exactly how I feel: Oh, shit.

Yeah, fucking tell me about it.






Rose

 

Okay, now he has my attention―but not quite in the best way possible. I jolt up in bed, sitting up in a lurch. I expel a nervous laugh, a sound almost unrecognizable to my ears.

“Um…what?” I ask, needing confirmation that I’m not still dreaming. I’m trying not to freak out, but I’m shocked for sure.

I feel sorry for Daniel. He looks downright freaked out, and his face is stark white like the sheets underneath me.

“I’m so sorry…” He trails off.

I exhale sharply and brush the hair off my cheek, giving him a smile and a reassuring nod.

“It’s okay…really.”

“Wow.” Daniel looks amazed.

“Wow what?” I laugh and scratch my elbow, feeling awkward and waiting for instructions on what I should do next.

Daniel shakes his head and disbelief and glances at my knees with a smile. “Nothing, it’s just…wow…you are completely fucking amazing.”

I stroke his cheek. “What makes you say that?”

“I just told you my mom let herself in and is helping herself to my kitchen to prepare a full on feast for us, and you aren’t even upset.” Daniel glances at me as if I’m his new hero.

I just laugh, taking it all in stride. “Well, you didn’t exactly tell me that she let herself in.” 

Daniel feigns sheepishness and rubs the thick hair on his head. “Did I forget to mention that?” he jokes.

“Oh, stop it.” I laugh and tease him by tossing the pillow behind my back at him.

Inside my head, though, the fact that his mother has a key and traipses around whenever she pleases is slightly unnerving, but I choose to keep that information to myself because Daniel looks stressed out enough as it is right now.

“So…” he grins as if he’s getting ready to ask a huge favor for which he’ll be forever in my debt.

“Just go ahead and spit it out.” I sigh, appeasing him with a roll of my eyes.

Daniel pats my knee. “You are so fucking great.”

“So, let me guess, we need to go and eat what she’s cooked for us?” I grin with a twinkle in my eye.

“Pretty much, yeah,” Daniel says. 

“Looks like there’s more than one pussy in this room,” I tease him with a wink.

“Oh, now you’re going to get it for that one, missy.” Daniel picks me up by the hips and throws me back down playfully, holding me down as he tickles me, making me giggle and shriek.

“Stop it,” I demand and thrash around, laughing.

He finally lets me go, and we’re both panting―and hungry. I can smell bacon seeping under the door, the scent wafting down the hall from the kitchen.

I throw the blankets off my naked body and pull a modest pink t-shirt over my head and the same jeans I wore the night before.

“Are you ready to get this over with?” Daniel casts me a grin as he jumps into a pair of shorts and throws a black t-shirt over his head that reads ‘Brooklyn Nets’.

“Not quite yet.” I laugh as if he’s insane. “I need to brush my teeth and brush my hair, not to mention blot on some foundation.”

“You don’t have to do all that.” Daniel waves his hand dismissively. “It’s just Mom.”

I clear my throat and raise an eyebrow at him. “Um, are you kidding?”

“What?” He laughs, adorably clueless.

“Correction,” I tell him. “She’s your mom, not mine. I need to look presentable for her.”

Daniel strolls over to my side and wraps his arms around my waist. We sway back and forth as if we’re at a junior prom dance or something, grinning at each other with giddy expressions.

“I think you’re already gorgeous,” he whispers as he tucks a strand of my hair behind my ear.

“Thanks, but I’m still not convinced I don’t need to at least run a comb through my hair,” I tell him and swat him away.

I run to the bathroom to get mildly presentable and then follow Daniel to his kitchen where my heart beats with frantic anxiety.

When we get to the kitchen, Daniel’s mother is wearing a floral print apron (where it came from, I have no fucking idea), and she’s pouring orange juice into tall glasses that sit on the kitchen table.

“Wow, Mom, you really went all out this time,” Daniel says.

This time? So, does that mean this happens often?

I plant a polite smile on my face and wait for introductions. Once we get that over with, his mom beams at us, instructing me and Daniel to sit down and enjoy the lavish spread she’s presenting.

“Everything looks delicious,” I tell her.

Daniel’s mom has been grinning ear-to-ear ever since we walked in the room. Normally, I would find this sort of behavior unnatural and fake, but there’s nothing about Daniel’s mom that seems like she’s faking it right now. She seems lighthearted and genuinely fun.

No wonder he gave her a key with unlimited access to his life.

I bite into the most decadently fluffy mountain of pancakes that I’ve ever seen in my life. They literally melt in my mouth, and I groan with approval.

“Oh, my goodness,” I swallow the amazing bite and dab my mouth with the napkin in my lap. “These are phenomenal.”

“Truly outstanding, Mom.” Daniel smiles and raises his glass for me to do a toast with him. 

“Seriously,” I say and cut into a piece of sausage, dipping it into a pond of syrup on my plate. “Can you do this for me every day?” I joke and glance at Daniel who tosses me a flirtatious wink.

“Sweetie, you just sit back and relax, eat to your heart’s content, and I’ll take care of everything.” She pats my shoulder with amusement.

“Thank you,” I say and continue to dive in, gobbling the food down just as she’s instructing. 

“So…” she begins. “What’s your name?”

She means no harm by the question. I know she’s just making polite and friendly conversation. Even still, I involuntarily tense up and toss a subtle glance at Daniel who coaxes me along with a nod.

“Um…” I clear my throat and wipe my mouth on the napkin again. “I’m Rose.” I smile up at her with a mouthful of food, feeling embarrassed.

“Rose,” his mom says as she closes the fridge behind us and walks back over to the table. “I like that name. Very classic. A beauty, just like you.”

I blush at her compliment and bow my head. “Thank you.”

“How did you two meet each other? What’s the story there?” She looks between us, and I imagine that the question is up for grabs.

I’ll let Daniel cover this one.

“Mom,” he says and casually points the fork in his hand in my direction. “You remember Rose.”

His mom glances at me with a furrowed brow, investigating me while she tries to rack her memory. “I do?”

“Yeah…” he says. “Well, you remember me telling you about her, anyway.” He laughs and takes a bite of egg. “She’s the one I met at the tea shop.”

He told her about me? I feel my chest swell, knowing that he’s been talking about me to his mother.

“Oh right.” She flicks her forehead as if she’s a scatterbrain.

“How long have you two been together?” She eyes me, and I know this one is directed at me, so I have no choice but to answer.

I shift uncomfortably in my seat, but try to make the act as subtle as possible. “Um…one month.”

Regardless of all the answers, his mom seems positively delighted. “Well,” she states and sits down next to me, “I have to say it’s such a pleasure to meet you, Rose. I just hate that it’s under these circumstances.”

She gives her son a lecturing glance, and he shrugs with a grin.

“It’s lovely to meet you, too,” I say shyly and look down at my plate which is now swimming in syrup.

“I do genuinely apologize,” she says again and places a heartfelt hand to her chest. “I show up unannounced sometimes, and that gets on Daniel’s nerves.”

“It’s really fine.” I dismiss her apology politely with a wave of my hand.

“I usually try to drop by when I most suspect that Daniel won’t have anyone with him,” she explains. “Ah, well.” She claps her hands together and makes me jump. “I thought I’d make the best of a sticky situation,” she laughs.

“No pun intended, eh, Ma?” Daniel chuckles and points his knife to his plate that’s also drowning in syrup.

“Oh, you kids just eat and don’t fuss over me.” She waves a hand at all the food and stands up again to clear some of the empty dishes off the table.

I eat as much as I can, under the circumstances, because let’s face it…I’m nervous as hell. 

This isn’t exactly the way I wanted to meet Daniel’s mother. I haven’t even showered yet. Internally, I struggle with self-doubt.

What if his mom is just being polite? What if she really thinks I’m a whore and I should leave her son alone?

It’s an answer I want to know but have no true way to ask.

Once we finish eating, Daniel stretches and yawns, rubbing his full belly. He has all but recovered from the awkwardness.

I just roll my eyes. It’s a typical male thing to do. As soon as their mommies come around with food, they become different people.

They’re all the same, but I just brush it off in my head. He’s perfect in so many other ways, and besides, he’s just…well, normal, actually. It’s nice to see that.

Daniel brings his plate to the kitchen along with mine. “Thank you for that amazing breakfast, Mom,” he tells her gratefully and plants a kiss on her forehead. “You outdid yourself this time.”

“Darling, it was nothing…and my pleasure.” She squeezes him into a gentle hug.

“Well, I hate to kick you out,” he laughs, “but we have to get ready for work now.”

“Oh, right,” his mom says as she continues to wash up and load the dishwasher.

As she finishes up and grabs her bag, I walk over to say goodbye. “It was so nice to meet you,” I tell her.

She’s still smiling as she addresses her son. “Daniel, you should join us for dinner.”

Daniel looks at me first. I just shrug because I don’t want to come across as rude.

“Yes!” his mother exclaims as if she’s just proclaimed the most elaborately seamless plan ever. “Bring her over to the house. That way, she can meet the family, too.”

Daniel’s eyes widen in horror, but he nods, knowing there’s no way out of this one.

“Sure,” I tell her with a smile. “That sounds wonderful. Count us in.”

Daniel’s shoulders relax slightly. I don’t mind coming to his rescue once in a while. Besides, he’s already been a champ and met my family. Maybe it’s time for me to return the favor and oblige him with a meeting of his own kind.

After all, if he’s going to be the father of my baby, might as well be on good terms with the grandparents.






Daniel

 

I slam the phone down and swear under my breath. Since arriving at the office, I’ve been stuck with the receiver to my ear.

The back of my neck is aching, as are my shoulders. Every time I complain about this, my secretary gives me no sympathy.

She suggested ages ago that I get one of those headsets to save myself from the cramps I get from squeezing the phone between my head and my shoulder, but I cannot imagine anything worse than having a phone permanently stuck to my ear.

And so I continue to suffer.

I’ve barely finished the last call to the general manager of one of my resorts when the blasted thing rings again.

“Hello,” I bark into it, sounding as angry as I feel.

Right now, I curse the person who invented the damn thing. I mean, as far I’m concerned, life would be a whole lot easier if I could spend less time on the phone.

Perhaps I could disable it? My eyes fall on to the cell phone lying on my desk with three missed calls and eight text messages.

I roll my eyes.

Perhaps the indicator of how the day was going to pan out had been Mom arriving unannounced and uninvited at my apartment this morning.

Of course, she’s done it before, many a time, just not ever when I’ve had a woman stay the night.

This might be due to the fact I rarely have a woman stay over. Most of the casual hook-ups don’t make it back home with me. There’s no way I want them to get too fucking comfortable.

I mean, once I take a girl home, she might get fucking difficult to get rid of again. I’ve heard the horror stories, read the outlandish claims online.

I’m not falling victim to some gold-digging chick. Nope, not me.

“Oh,” I hear my mother’s voice and regret sounding so harsh. “I though you’d be over the moon.”

I frown. “Why?”

What is she getting at? Does she know something I don’t?

I hear Mom sigh. I hate it when she’s cryptic.

“Did you and Rose have a fight, dear? You seemed to be getting along fabulously this morning…” She drifts off.

Am I standing on the line or something? What the fuck is my mother talking about now?

“Um, why would we have had a fight? Did she say something to you?”

My mother laughs. “No, sweetheart, she didn’t say anything to me. You both looked happy and relaxed in each other’s company. I’m surprised the afterglow hasn’t lasted all day with you.”

I sigh. Fucking awkward.

“Tough day in the office, Mom,” I grumble and look at my too weak, too lukewarm pretend double shot flat white. When my assistant brought it in to me, I asked what she calls this.

“The coffee you ordered,” she replied and was gone before I could say anything else. Without actually tasting it, I know it’s going to be fucking awful. It looks like dishwashing water.

A coffee bean might have walked past it, but that is incredibly doubtful. How shops get away with selling this shit as coffee is beyond me.

Mental note to self—make sure office staff never ever buys coffee from where this one came from again, ever.

“Oh, that’s a shame, darling.” My mother is happily prattling away in my ear. She’ll be happy if she hears the occasional grunt, yep, or nope. I think my mother could talk under wet cement or water.

“Daniel, are you listening to me?”

Fuck. What did she ask?

“Sorry, Mom,” I mumble. “Had to answer a question from my assistant,” I lie. 

“I asked if you like this girl,” Mom repeats her question.

I frown. “Which girl?”

After only two sips, I know this poor excuse for a cup of coffee is undrinkable. As soon as I can, I’m going to have to get someone to get me something better than this crap.

If there’s one thing I can’t stand, it’s drinking bad coffee. Life is too short to drink anything but strong, good quality coffee.

“Do you like Rose?” My mother repeats her question yet again. “Really, Daniel, I don’t know what’s the matter with you today.”

Interesting question. Do I like Rose?

I love to fuck her.

I like her scent, the perfume she uses, and those eyes.

I like the way she jokes with me and looks at me.

“Yes,” I reply after a brief hesitation. “Yes, Mom, I like Rose.”

Silence. 

What happened? Did Mom faint? 

“Mom?”

I think I can hear some sobbing. Oh no, fucking hell, please don’t let her cry. Inwardly, I groan.

I shouldn’t have said I like Rose. She’ll be making all kinds of fucking plans now. If I’m not careful she’ll arrange a wedding, book a baby shower, and celebrate our first anniversary―all in the blink of an eye.

“Can you bring her to dinner?”

Phew. I breathe a sigh of relief.

“Yeah, sure, I told you we’ll come to dinner.”

My emails on the computer are going bananas. Apparently, several people are in desperate need to discuss a range of different issues with me, from a blocked toilet, to a cat stuck up in one of the palm trees of one of our resorts.

I frown. What the fuck am I going to do about a cat stuck in a tree? Why are they bringing this shit to me?

“Sunday night.”

“Pardon?” That’s right, I’m still talking to my mom. “I’ve got to—” I start but she cuts me off.

“Come to dinner this Sunday night with that lovely girlfriend, Rose.”

I sigh. No point arguing about this. It makes sense for me to introduce Rose to my family, anyway; I’ve met hers already.

“Promise you’ll come to dinner this Sunday, Daniel. With Rose.” My mother sounds all serious, and I realize she’s calling me Daniel, not Danny.

“I promise, Mom, but I’ve got to get back to work now.”

After she’s hung up, I stare at the wall of messages and try and work out which one is the most important. I decide the cat one is the least important, and it goes to the bottom of the list.

But before I make the next work call, I better attend to something else. I pick up my phone.

“Hey, darling,” I say with a smile.

“Oh, hello there, handsome,” Rose replies, and I picture her sitting at her desk. 

I wish she were here in the office with me. Perhaps I should see if I can find a job for her with me here.

Of course, I’m sort of getting her a job by doing this whole pregnancy thing. I know we’ve not discussed it since agreeing to getting to know each other, but we both know the end goals was―is―a baby.

“I just got off the phone with my mom,” I tell her.

“Good for you. She okay?”

I chuckle. “She’s fine. She was reminding me about the dinner she mentioned when she was at the penthouse. She wants us to come to their house this Sunday.”

There’s silence. I have no fucking idea what I’m going to do if she backs out now that she isn’t being put on the spot by my mom.

“Okay, sounds good,” Rose replies, and she sounds quite cheerful.

“You sure?” I double check. I don’t want her to do it because she feels obliged.

“Absolutely. I mean, your mom and I are practically best friends already after this morning,” she jokes and I hear her laughter. The sound is music to my ears.

“Great,” I reply and play with my gold-tip fountain pen. I need to end the conversation, but I don’t want to get off the phone with her yet.

After cursing the little device earlier, now I’m enjoying talking to Rose. 

“I better get back to work,” Rose announces, but I just thought of something. 

“Shall we make a day of it, and I’ll pick you up?”

“I can’t leave until later in the afternoon. I’ve got a busy week ahead and need to finish everything by the end of the week. Sorry.”

I wish we could spend the day together, but there’s nothing I can do about it. 

“No worries, Rose. Make sure you look after yourself and eat properly and don’t work too hard.”

“You’re starting to sound like my boyfriend,” Rose observes, a smile in her voice.

“Isn’t that what I am, your boyfriend?”

Instead of a reply, Rose laughs and then she’s gone.

Isn’t that what I am―her boyfriend? An uneasy feeling settles in the pit of my stomach. Maybe we better talk about where we’re heading.

And soon.

Before I can pick up the phone and start returning these calls, my secretary buzzes me.

“What is it now?” I bark into the receiver and notice it’s nearly lunchtime. After this call, I think I’ll head out for lunch.

Since I’ve not had a proper cup of coffee this morning, I’ll need to have two with lunch.

“Sorry to disturb you, but I have someone on the phone who says they need to speak to you urgently.”

I roll my eyes. I’ve tried to train my secretary to give me all the information there is when she tells me about a caller, but clearly this has not sunk in yet.

“And who might this person be who needs to speak to me so urgently?”

“Sorry, sir, it’s a woman called Maggie.”

The only object on the desk is my cup of coffee, and so I take it and fling it across the room.

It lands against the blank wall with a little thud. Liquid splatters over the wall and onto the carpet. I don’t fucking care.

“I’m not available to speak to her. I will never be available to speak to this woman ever. If she calls again, don’t bother putting the call through to me.”

I slam the phone down and clench my fists. Slowly, I try and count to one hundred. I’ll need to bring my raging thoughts under control quickly.

When I’m still super fucking enraged by the time I’ve counted to four hundred and fifty, I decide I better go for a walk and get my flat white now.

I’m sure a walk and a good cup of coffee will put me into a better frame of mind.






Rose

 

For some reason, the butterflies won’t go away. They’ve taken up residence in my stomach and refuse to move out. If anything, they’re multiplying.

I knead my fingers in my lap and stare out the window of Daniel’s car. Maybe it’s the big billboard staring at me from various buildings―the smiling mom and baby tugging at my heartstrings as a permanent reminder that I’m not getting any younger.

Then there’s the ad for some retirement plan, asking if the timeline is being met. It’s one of those obtuse marketing strategies where the consumer is not actually sure what’s being advertised. It might just be me, but I don’t get the ad at all.

The only thing it does to me is remind me of the timeline I have with Daniel.

Okay, so we don’t actually have a timeline, and maybe that’s the actual problem.

When we first started on this road to get to know each other before we made a baby bargain, we should have discussed a time frame. Would the get-to-know-each-other phase last one month, two months, or three?

I mean, some people spend years getting to know each other only to find out when they’re old and gray that they’re not compatible. With the biological clock ticking, I don’t have that luxury.

And, let’s face it, if he’s still not sure if we should go ahead, it won’t be different in a month, a year, or ten.

God, in ten years I won’t be fertile anymore, I’m sure of it.

He’s not going to wait that long to make up his mind, is he? I gnaw on my bottom lip and shoot him the occasional sideways glance. His jawline is relaxed, and there’s a little twinkle in his eyes.

What’s stopping him? Second or third thoughts? Maybe he never meant to go through with it anyway?

I mean, this might be just a way for him to get a free fuck. The thought is absurd, I know. I’ve read the websites, the social media accounts, and all the other crap where women drool over the man and can’t wait to jump his bones and have his baby.

Okay, so he’s not doing it for the sex, I get it.

“Ready, darling?” His soft voice rouses me from my meandering thoughts.

I look around.

He’s parked the car outside a nice, colonial-style two-story home. A magnificent garden with a white pebble path stretches out ahead of me.

I see roses, marigolds, purple flowers, and something that looks like daffodils. It’s a feast for the eyes.

“As ready as I’ll ever be.” I make myself smile. Now is not the time to ask about the timeline.

I can imagine his face if I brought it up now, outside his mother’s house.

“So, Daniel how about that timeline?” I’d ask. “Are you ready to have that baby yet? And has your lawyer drawn up the contract yet? I mean, we want to make sure we document it all and prepare for any eventuality.”

With a shake of my head, I dismiss such crazy ideas. But seriously, would there really be a contract? It might be a good idea, right?

What if I have the baby and, for some reason, it’s not good enough for him? What if he changes his mind just before I give birth?

“So, Rose.” He turns to me as the midwife tells me to push. “I don’t think this is a good idea. And if you don’t mind, I’ll leave you and the…” He hesitates as he stares at my stretching pussy, “baby to it.”

I’d be left giving birth, with a baby tied to me 24/7.

The thoughts are ridiculous, I know, and I do my best to focus on what Daniel is saying.

He takes me by the hand and leads me up the garden path. Before he gets a chance to ring the doorbell, it opens to reveal a tall dark-haired man standing there.

“Hey, Ruben.” Daniel waves a hand in my direction. “Rose, I’d like you to meet my most recent step-father, Ruben.”

Most recent?

I shake his hand. He has a strong grip.

“Finally, I get to meet the girl who’s stolen my son’s heart.” He takes me by the shoulders and peers at me, and I notice Daniel cringe at the word son. “I can see why. You certainly do your name justice, my dear.”

My cheeks color a little, I’m sure of it. I mumble a thank you and we step inside.

“Right on time for dinner, you two. Punctual as ever, dear boy. You’re making your mother proud.” Something tugs at my heart as Daniel takes my hand and leads me inside.

Is it sadness that this might not be real? That I’m going to dinner with his family, and it could all be a charade? Am I…falling for Daniel?

I shake my head. Whoa, Rose. Get a grip, babe. A business arrangement—it’s only a business arrangement with Daniel. Don’t go falling in love with him now.

“So, Daniel, tells me you’re a retired lawyer.” I look at Ruben. “Sounds like interesting work.”

His step-father winks at me. “It can be. Trials can be very stressful, but you also get to meet a lot of colorful people.”

“Ruben represented someone once in a defamation case,” Daniel pipes up.

 “Some judge—no names shall be mentioned—had the misfortune of having a nasty neighbor. And one morning, when the dear judge stepped outside his mansion to pick up the newspaper, he saw a huge sign on his front lawn saying ‘Mr. and Mrs. Asshat live here.’”

“No way.” I shake my head.

“Anyway, the dear judge sued the sign writer for defamation.”

“Wow. What happened?”

Ruben claps his hands together. “There was a four-day trial and, in the end, the poor judge lost. It was held that sharing your opinion about someone is not defamation.”

“You’re not boring our guest with legal war stories dear, are you?” Daniel’s mom comes out of one of the rooms to greet us.

“I’m not bored,” I reassure her and return her greeting.

“Let’s eat,” she says anyway.

Dinner is amazing. Daniel’s mom is an awesome cook, which is a surprise, given the few things he’s mentioned about her being more about shopping than mothering. Though, after that breakfast the other day, it shouldn’t be.

“Has Daniel told you about the time he kept a spider as a pet?”

I shake my head.

“Daniel used to be mad about insects,” his mom tells me. “And he’d go around the house collecting spiders. Of course, he’d get terribly upset when one of his sisters would throw out the glasses with his pets still inside.”

Daniel rolls his eyes.

 “I haven’t heard much about these sisters,” I admit.

“Step-sisters,” Daniel corrects. “Fendi, Prada, and Chanel.”

I shake my head, trying hard not to burst out laughing. No fucking way.

Daniel leans over and whispers, “I’ll tell you later.”

His mom chimes in. “Oh, you don’t know about the girls? Why, Daniel, we’ll have to do this again and make sure they’re all here.”

“What’re you trying to do? Scare Rose off?”

I laugh. “Oh, come on, they can’t be that bad.” I give him a little kiss on the cheek. “I’d love to meet the rest of the family.”

He gives me a crooked smile. “You say that now…”

When dinner is finished, I offer to help clear the table, but Daniel’s mom is firm and insists I stay put, waving her hand. “Oh, we have help for that.”

I bite my lip to keep from laughing again. This family is so far removed from anything I’ve ever known. They definitely aren’t like my own.

We enjoy dessert and cocktails, and, after a few hours, I’m exhausted.

“Do you want to stay the night?” asks Daniel when he sees me yawn.

I hesitate for a second or two before I shake my head. “I’ve got a lot going on at work tomorrow and need to be there bright and early.”

There’s something in his eyes that I can’t quite put my finger on.

Disappointment? I can’t tell. But since it’s a long drive home, I know we better return tonight.

I don’t want to get up in the early hours of the morning and be exhausted from the drive before I even start my workday.

I’m sure he understands. But that look of disappointment, if that’s what it was, has me wondering all over again just what the status of our relationship is. We’re going to have to have The Talk―and soon.






Daniel

 

By the time we finally say our farewells, it’s late.

Rose snuggles into her seat and smiles. She waves goodbye as I pull the car out into the street.

“You were a real hit,” I say, feeling incredibly proud.

I never knew how important it was to me that my mom likes the girl I bring home. And not only does she like Rose―she adores her.

Rose seems to have no trouble at all communicating with one of the most important people in my life, even if Mom does drive me bat-shit crazy most of the time.

So far, Rose has only put her best foot forward. In everything.

“Dinner was lovely,” she says and yawns. I resist the temptation to stare as her beautiful eyes start to close.

I feel a little guilty for the late night she’s had, seeing she’s got a hard day at work ahead. Next time, I’ll have to check with Rose about the schedule of future dinners and parties.

I turn on gentle and soothing music as her breathing slows and steadies. I’m pretty sure she’s already asleep.

I hum to the music and give my thoughts free rein. Rose certainly is becoming part of my life. She seems to fit in nicely—perfectly, really.

I like her company, her wit, her intelligence, and, of course, the way she fucks.

I sigh.

Why have I let it come to this? I mean, we really need to sit down and discuss the arrangement in more detail. I can’t understand why we haven’t yet.

Has she not raised it again because she’s changed her mind? But if so, why is she still spending time with me? Going to dinner with my family, no less?

It nags at me. If she hasn’t changed her mind, why hasn’t she raised the matter again?

Thoughts spin around my head like flies trapped in a can, unable to find their way out.

Daniel, I tell myself, this is fucking useless.

What I need to do is talk to her about this.

Exactly how I’m going to raise it, though, is beyond me. Do I do it in the office or over dinner?

Suddenly, I’m not quite sure anymore what to do or how to say it.

This is fucking ridiculous. I’m getting really fucking pissed with myself now. I don’t have trouble with anything. Okay, okay, maybe there’s one thing I have a bit of a problem with, but generally when it comes to dealing with people, I’m a fucking expert.

I run a multi-million-dollar business. I manage a range of staff members, from the top to the bottom.

Surely, it can’t be that hard to sit down with Rose and discuss our business arrangement.

At the words business and arrangement, I feel a little uneasy. Could having a baby with a woman really fall into this category?

I’m not having second thoughts at all; it’s just that I’m no longer sure what to call it. Rose might not like it if I call it a business arrangement, and I wouldn’t fucking blame her.

Babies are people. They’re flesh and blood and crying and all sorts of things. Business is something else entirely.

By now, I’m drumming my fingers on the steering wheel.

Could I put it a little more delicately, along the lines of our…mutual interest?

Yes, mutual interest already sounds a lot better and seems to hit the mark. I mean, I’d like an heir, and she’d like a baby.

I let myself imagine how our conversation could go.

“Rose, it’s about time we talk about the finer details of our mutual interest.”

Or is it a project? ‘Project’ doesn’t sound too bad, either.

“Rose, how about we sit down and discuss our joint project? It’s about time we work out the finer details.”

I cringe. Would she slap me in the face? Probably.

Or would she just stare at me and say something like, Okay, but what are you going to do about your condom problem?

She would, of course, be right on the money. It’s the elephant in the room. Oh, sure, I’ve told her about the difficulty, but we haven’t really talked about solutions.

I know all too well—there won’t be a baby, a joint project, if I can’t fuck her without the latex.

I run my hand through my hair.

Suddenly, the weight of the world seems to rest on my shoulders. After I drop Rose at her place, I think I’ll go home and have a stiff a drink. Nothing wrong with drowning my sorrows from time to time.

Of course, Rose said she’d do anything to help, but the problem is I don’t really know what else to try. So far, nothing has worked.

There’s some incoherent mumbling from Rose, and I glance at her. She’s still asleep, muttering something I can’t understand.

When I pull up outside her place, she opens her eyes and yawns.

She looks delicious enough to eat.

“Here already?” Catlike, she stretches in the seat.

“Yep.”

“Do you want to come in and stay the night?”

I can’t believe what I’m hearing. Her words are fucking music to my ears. She wasn’t busting at the seams to get away from me and spend time on her own after, all.

“Love to,” I say and jump out to go and open her door. I feel so elated I’m tempted to pick her up and carry her to the front door.

Suddenly, I know we’ll work it out. We’ll find the right words to talk about it, both the project and my tiny problem.

After all, a problem shared is a problem solved.






Rose

 

I slam the door to my apartment shut and pull Daniel against me. It’s as if I’m possessed. I need to feel him, his naked skin, and his massive member. I’m cock-hungry.

I’ve never been forward like this, but something happened tonight while we were having dinner with his family.

Okay, maybe nothing happened, but right now, I need to feel his mouth on mine, his cock in my pussy, and our naked hot bodies entwined.

To my utter relief, he doesn’t push me away. Instead, he crushes his lips against mine.

I moan, my fingers already fumbling with the zipper of his pants.

His hands have gotten rid of my top already and are now pushing my skirt down. Thank goodness I live alone.

If someone else lived here, I couldn’t have this freedom of ripping a man’s clothes off by my door. Imagine a roommate walking in on us naked. I cringe inwardly at the thought.

Finally, I’ve managed to undo his jeans as well, and my fingers fumble for his massive cock, hard and straining for my touch.

When I feel it, my heart beat increases a little. Joy seeps through my bones. I can’t explain it, but it’s almost as if I’ve developed an addiction for his cock.

I need to feel it, to squeeze and knead it with my fingers.

He helps me push down his pants, and we stumble in the dark into my living room. Luckily, my apartment is the size of a can of sardines so there’s not much margin for error.

If we were in his penthouse right now, we could end up anywhere. With a crash, we land on my old over-used couch. He ends up beneath me.

“Did you eat oysters or something?” Daniel chuckles, and I giggle.

“And what if I did?”

“You should have shared,” he complains, resting his hands on my ass.

I push my pussy toward his pulsing cock.

“In my defense, I didn’t know you like oysters,” I counter.

My pussy is throbbing, and I’m getting ready to push into him when Daniel changes our positions.

Actually, he pushes me off the couch so I land on the floor.

“Sorry, love,” he apologizes. “I thought there was more room.”

I giggle like a silly teenager.

If I didn’t know better, I’d say I had too much champagne tonight, but I only had the one glass. Then why am I acting so strange? It’s not like me at all to take the lead when it comes to sex.

Must be his charm and open manner.

I struggle to get to my hands and knees. I see him crawl to his pants. What is he doing?

I decide to follow him anyway.

If someone were to see us, we’d certainly look strange. Two adults crawling like babies on the floor.

“Are you practicing your crawling skills already?” I joke and watch him turn to face me again.

“Maybe,” Daniel replies, and I think he’s grinning. “Race you back to the couch. Winner gets to decide how to fuck first.”

Man, oh man. A challenge, a race. You’re on, buddy.

I start, but misjudge my movement and tumble over my own hands. I dive headfirst onto the ground.

Ouch.

I think I might have a bit of carpet burn on my chin. I see Daniel getting ahead.

I feel like the snail in that kids’ movie, what was his name again? Derby, Ferby? No.

Turbo! That’s it.

With renewed vigor, I get back on all fours and make a last-ditch effort to beat Daniel to the couch.

“I win,” shouts my man, lifting his hands in a victory salute.

I collapse with laughter on the floor. His hands reach for me and gently pull me toward him.

“You cheated,” I say, huffing. “And you know what? Any gentleman would let the lady win.”

His hands are now all over me.

“Good thing I’m no gentleman then, isn’t it?”

His lips join his hands. There’s an urgency there I haven’t felt before. First, he assaults my left tit and then my right. A hand rests on my hips and another plays with my clit.

The cocktail of sensations sends electric shock waves through me. Wow.

I arch my pelvis to meet him and try to stroke that cock of his with my fingers. To my utter disappointment, he’s out of reach.

After a while, Daniel straddles me. He sits on my lower half and leaves his hands on my breasts.

Like a skilled artist, he rolls my nipples between his fingers before pulling and pinching them with intensity. The motion sends thrills of pleasure shooting through me.

And yet, all I can think of is having his cock inside of me.

With all the attention he’s giving me, it feels as if my body is melting onto the floor.

“Please, Daniel,” I whisper. “Fuck me. I need to feel you inside of me.”

He leans down and kisses me. “Really?”

His lips crush mine, and I push my tongue deep into him. At the same time, I move my pelvis beneath him.

This is fucking amazing. I feel alive, and I want to take control. I can’t explain it, but ever since dinner, I’ve been dying to get my hands all over him.

Perhaps, listening to all those stories about him made me horny. And fuck, I’m horny.

I’m so wet and ready I think I might explode. If he doesn’t enter me soon—like right fucking now—I swear I won’t be responsible for my actions.

I’m not quite sure what I’ll do, but I’ll do something. I suppose I could always threaten him, beg him, or just push him off me so I can get on top of him. Easier said than done, of course.

For the last few minutes, I’ve been writhing beneath his weight, trying to move so his cock will enter my pussy—all to no avail.

Why is he torturing me like this? Doesn’t he want to fuck me as badly as I want to fuck him?

My thoughts go all over the place, but I rein them in. No point going overboard with overanalyzing each and every one of his movements.

And then, I feel him lift off me a little so that he could finally thrust into my waiting pussy.

Yessssss.

I can see stars in front of my eyes, and fireworks explode in my head. But if I was hoping for a hard and fast fuck, I’m mistaken.

Daniel has entered me, and now he’s just staying where he is, deep inside of my pussy.

“I read somewhere that a true union of man and woman is when the man’s cock enters the woman’s pussy and then just stays there.”

“Are you being serious right now?” The light isn’t bright enough for me to see his facial expression properly so I can’t work out if he’s fucking with me or not.

I feel his warm breath against my neck as his lips brush against my burning skin.

Flames engulf me, heat spreading through me. I feel my own hips push upward against Daniel as his cock continues to swell inside of me.

“It’s true,” he whispers and continues with the butterfly kisses.

“And you’ve tried this?” I ask, not sure what to make of this.

I want him to fuck me. I want him to pummel into me like there’s no tomorrow. Yet he seems content just to be inside me.

“Of course not. I haven’t tried it before.”

“Sounds kind of…” I try and think of the right words. “Sounds like the kind of sex you have after you’ve had a good fuck,” I finish eventually.

“Okay, you win.”

 And without another word, Daniel starts to fuck me. At first he’s nice and slow, taking his time. But it doesn’t take long for him to increase his speed and rhythm.

I dig my fingers into his back and meet him with each thrust.

Finally, he’s fucking me the way I’ve wanted to be fucked since we came inside.

I feel like I’m floating on clouds, weightless.

His hands are back on my tits, and I love the sound his balls make as they slap against my naked flesh just below my pussy.

A flicker deep inside me grows, and I can feel my muscles contracting. At the same time, Daniel is starting to shiver.

I think he’s getting ready to unleash a huge load into his condom.

The walls of my pussy grab his cock with each thrust, massaging it, milking and squeezing. As he’s building to his orgasm, his already massive cock swells and expands even more inside me.

My pussy tingles, and I know there’s no stopping now.

I erupt, like a volcano filled. There’s no way I can put a coherent thought together now. All I can do is revel in the exquisite sensation of pleasure, lust, and desire.

Daniel comes at the same time, and I feel him pulsing inside me. Wave after wave of pleasure washes over us both as we come together. He stays in me, even when his orgasm is finished.

“I fucking swear, Rose,” he says into my ear, “we must try that other way one day as well.”

I nod, my fingers drawing circles on his back. I don’t care what we do, as long as it involves his cock inside of my pussy.






Daniel

 

This girl is full of pleasant surprises. The drive home had seemed extra long because of my navel-gazing. The longer I pondered the problems we had, the more convinced I had become she was no longer interested in our original agreement.

Of course, I have no idea why she’s still hanging in there, if that’s the case.

A gold digger she’s not, I know that much.

And then just as I’m getting ready for the huge fucking rejection, she invites me to the stay the night at her place.

The fuck we just had was unbelievable.

What can I say? I know one thing for sure, my choice to have her as mother for my heir has been fucking prefect.

I’ve never met another chick like her. She’s full of surprises, and I just love being with her.

Of course, as I pull out of her, I can see her eyes magically drawn to my latex covered dick. Like bees to honey, her eyes are on the condom.

I sigh and attend to discarding it.

“Let me see,” I say when I return to her and kneel in front of her. “I’m sure there’s a little matter I need to attend to here.”

My hands are rubbing along her thigh, with my thumbs caressing the inside of them.

Rose says nothing.

Slowly, I massage those legs.

“I guess you deserve a little reward for being a super well-behaved girlfriend tonight.”

I watch her expression. She’s smiling, but not taking issue with the girlfriend comment.

Good.

“I didn’t disgrace you then? Or dishonor the family name?” she asks.

I laugh out loud.

“Hardly.” I lean forward to plant a little kiss on her pussy. She’s so fucking wet. Her juices are flowing, and I know just how to treat her.

It takes no effort at all to spread her legs further apart. In fact, I pull her into a lying position and drape her legs over my shoulders.

Her ass is on the edge of the couch, and her pussy in the perfect position for me to tongue-fuck her.

“I like your mom,” Rose replies, and I stop any further conversation about my fucking mother by burying my face in her pubic hair. My tongue finds her clit and the opening of her fucking wet pussy.

She gasps when I flick my tongue across her weak spot. Her ass lifts off the couch a little, and I use this opportunity to grab onto those fleshy ass cheeks.

“Oh, Daaaaannniiiiiieeeel,” she squeals and thrusts her pelvis upward to meet my probing tongue.

Instead of pushing deep into her, I explore the outer perimeter, taking extra care not to miss anything.

A combination of moans, groans and yelps escape her lips. Most of what she says is undistinguishable.

But, judging from what I can understand and her very wet pussy, I think I’m on the right path to give back for what she put in tonight.

It’s never easy to meet the parents of your new partner. Of course, we’re not dating or anything, but the future in-laws don’t know this, and I’m sure it wasn’t easy for Rose.

I myself was very apprehensive when I met her family. What’s more, I met most of her family at a gathering.

Rose only had to meet Mom and Ruben, which might make it worse. I’m not sure which way is better.

Small and intimate, which means of course you are examined by two people through a magnifying glass, each and every action and reaction examined in fine detail and later discussed ad nauseam?

Or meeting the entire clan during a family gathering, where chances are you’re just one of many and so no one will pay you much attention?

Perhaps I should have made it easy for Rose and introduced her to them at a family function. Unfortunately, none come to mind.

Anyway, no point overthinking the matter. What’s done is done.

As Rose’s pussy starts to tighten, I go deeper into her. She’s so wet now, some of her juices are dripping down my chin.

I change position with my hands. Reluctantly, I pull them off her ass and move them toward her pussy.

Here, I use my thumbs to push against her clit. It’s only a little bit of pressure, but the desired effect is achieved. I can feel her quiver underneath my touch.

Like an arrow about to be nocked into a bow, her body is tense as I continue to assault her pussy with my tongue and fingers.

“Fuuuuuuuccccckkkkkk,” she yelps, and I hope she’s not ready to come already.

I want her to enjoy this, draw it out as long as possible.

To see how she’s faring, I pull my face out of her and catch her eye. She’s lost in some place in another galaxy far, far, away.

My tongue can still taste the saltiness of her pussy. She’s fucking delicious. I can’t get enough of her.

With renewed vigor, I go back to pushing my tongue into that pussy of hers as far as it will go. My mouth now covers her mound, and I start to suck on it.

Rose is thrusting her hip up toward me and is bucking with each inward thrust. 

I guess if she’s going to come, nothing I can do about it.

 I focus on my rhythm and speed. In and out my tongue darts, and I can feel my own cock throb and pulse and beg to be part of the action.

As I’m sucking and licking, I can feel Rose tense beneath me before exploding in a fountain of pleasure.

The walls of her pussy try to grab my tongue and squeeze it. But I pull out before they can.

When Rose’s body finally stops convulsing I pull out my tongue and look at her.

“Now,” I ask, “how’re you feeling?

Rose shrugs. “Okay, I guess.”

“Okay, I guess?” I try and sound calmer than I feel. “What kind of an answer is that? Okay?”

The football match can be okay, or the weather, as can the snowfall and the amount of rain we’ve had―but it seems a strange way to describe how you’re feeling after such an intense personal experience.

Is she alright? I peer at her and her push a stray hair behind her ears.

Maybe something is bothering her? Was it the fact we’ve not had any further discussion about our arrangement, or something else? She could of course be concerned about the condom problem, or her work?

Let’s face it, at any given point in time, several things can be on our mind. We human beings are complex things.

I doubt many of us can ever just be in the moment. And no doubt Rose right now is thinking about multiple things.

Guilt seeps through me. Okay, so I should be raising the subject of our joint project, but I doubt now is the right time.

With a sigh, I accept there may never be the right time. Something will always be in the way or just happened to make it awkward to discuss a topic as deep and serious as having a baby together.

“What can I do to make you feel on top of the world?” I change my tactic.

This way she’ll have to tell me what’s troubling her. Reverse psychology. Instead of asking what’s wrong, I’m asking what I can do to improve things.

“I’d really like something to drink,” replies Rose and stands up.

I’m taken by surprise. I had not expected this or seen it coming.

“You want something?” she calls over her shoulder, and I follow her every movement as she moves naked through her apartment.

Moonbeams come in through the gaps in the curtains and throw a magical light over Rose. As I’m staring at her, I can almost believe she’s a fairy. Now, that would make life a little more interesting, wouldn’t it? 

Mom, meet my fairy girlfriend.

Inwardly, I chuckle at my own joke.

“Sure,” I call back. “What’re you having?”

“I’ve got a rose in the fridge I thought might go nicely with some chocolate. Food and drink for the soul,” explains Rose as she returns with both those things.

She invites me to pour the light pink liquid, and I watch her break the chocolate into smaller pieces.

Chocolate.

I take a piece and rub it over her nipples.

She shrieks. “It’s sticky,” she announces, and I bend forward to lick it off. Then I pick up my wine glass and propose a toast.

“To Rose and chocolate,” I raise my glass.

She giggles but copies me. We utter the same words at the same time.

After I swallow my sip, I turn to Rose.

“Not a bad drop. Now where were we?”

I lean into her to kiss her, bringing her into submission, and she melts into me, offering no resistance.






Rose

 

I feel as if I’m drowning, and only Daniel’s lips are able to save me. All of me clings to him, and almost of its own volition, my body presses into his, seeking out his nakedness.

When or where I’ve had this significant change in personality, I don’t know.

What I do know is a few weeks ago, before Daniel fucked me, I was nothing like this.

If I believed in fairytales, I’d say some witch has cast a spell over me and turned me into a sex-crazed being.

I guess I should be happy about this development, being turned into a sex addict. I mean, it could be worse; she could have turned me into a frog, a donkey, or―horror of horrors―a fly. Witches usually do that sort of stuff. They turn you into something ugly, tiny, or useless.

Just think about being turned into a fly. There’s nothing more annoying, other than maybe a mosquito, than a fly which seems to have no purpose on earth whatsoever.

Flies just buzz around aimlessly and land on humans for no other reason than to be a pain in the ass.

What the fuck am I thinking? There’s no witch, no fairytale. Let’s face it, if there is a fairytale, Daniel would have talked to me about the arrangement by now, the one where he wants me to have his baby.

“I know what we should do,” murmurs Daniel in my ear, and I’m dragged out of my navel gazing. I smile at him.

“And that would be?” I take a sip of my wine.

“Melt the chocolate.” He kisses me on the tip of my nose and heads for the kitchen.

I’m not exactly sure what he’s doing, so I follow.

His shadow falls across the floor, and I can see his massive member sticking straight up in the air.

It didn’t take him long to get hard again. Briefly, I wonder if he’s brought a spare condom, but then push the thought aside.

Daniel randomly opens cupboards and drawers until he finds what he’s looking for.

Instead of offering to help, I stand behind him and use my hands to explore his body. I push against his strong abs and let my fingers crawl lower. Since the tip of his dick is pointing in the direction of my traveling hands, it doesn’t take long for me to touch him.

I encircle the tip of his cock with my fingers before I wrap my hand around him.

He quivers at my touch. Gently, I squeeze him before I take my hand away altogether to watch in fascination as his cock tries to follow my fingers.

It occurs to me how powerful a woman’s touch can be. I can make his cock dance to the tunes of my fingers.

I can’t stand it anymore, my insides are burning with desire, so I slide down onto my knees and around his front.

Now, his delicious cock is at eye level. I lick my lips, and I watch in enthrallment as his love rod bends toward my mouth.

I poke my tongue out and lick its tip. He tastes salty, manly, and full of sexual power. My pussy contracts and demands that I let him enter me again. But right now, I want to suck every last drop of cum from him.

“Roooseee,” Daniel moans and stops what he’s doing. “I—” But further words are cut off when my mouth cups his tip and sucks on it.

As if I’ve got a candy in my mouth, I lick and suck and lick again. Each time, he swells a little more in me.

I watch his hands grab the kitchen counter for support. It’s a bit cramped, and I pull off of him.

“Why don’t you…” I start, but Daniel’s already half turned away from me, so his back is now against the cupboard, and I can comfortably move to be in front of him.

My hands rub his abdomen and then find his balls, as my mouth continues to tease.

He’s bucking against my face, trying hard to push all the way into me, but I’ve got my ways to make the most of this.

Briefly, I pull off of him altogether and grin.

“Fucking little slut, you can’t just tease me like that,” he growls and tries to force my mouth open.

“Getting a little impatient, are we?” I laugh and blow him a little kiss on the tip again.

I watch as goosebumps form on his leg and tummy. I repeat this action, and his dick bounces up and down in search for the source of pleasure.

My eyes glisten with excitement. I never knew I had so much power in my mouth.

Slowly, I run my tongue along his shaft all the way to the base. Here, I circle him before coming back up on a different spot. His cock’s vibrating like crazy. I hold onto it with one hand and then repeat the action.

After a few minutes of licking him all over, I finally open my mouth and take all of him in. I don’t know if he’s ten inches or twelve. All I know is he’s huge and goes nearly all the way down my throat.

For a moment, I wonder if I might gag, but it doesn’t take long at all for me to adjust. A little tilt of my head back and, bingo, he’s all the way in, and I can start bobbing up and down on him.

I start slow and gentle. My hands are now attending to his balls. Like an expert juggler, I roll them around and squeeze them before releasing them. When my mouth hits the base, I let my tongue dart out and lick him there.

It doesn’t take long for Daniel to feel as if he’s going to come sooner rather than later, I’m certain.

I slow right down. In fact, I let him pop out of me with a loud smack.

“Fucking little slut, what are you doing to me?”

Instead of a reply, I nip the tip of his dick and then lick it. I want to see how far I can take things.

“Little fucking slut,” he groans but pushes toward me. Clearly, he wants more. And lucky for him, I can deliver.

Another nip, another lick, another suck. I repeat this a few times. By now my own pussy is so fucking ready, I think I may just have an orgasm from pleasuring him. My nipples are rock hard and dying for some attention.

Finally, I leave my lips wrapped around him and suck as hard as I can. I increase my rhythm and speed and feel his cock throb and grow and thicken impossibly larger.

And then his whole body stiffens, and I know he’s going to come. But instead of coming in my mouth, he pulls out of me and pushes my head back. I’m too surprised to resist.

Seconds later, his cock erupts fountain-like, and he sprays cum all over me. It lands on my face, my eyes, my neck, my chest, and even my belly.

I open my mouth a little and catch some of it as he sprays his juices all over me. Some of it lands on my eyelashes, and I look at him through a haze of cream-colored cum.

When he’s finally finished, he leans forward and wipes my eyes with his fingers. Then he holds it in front of my face. I lick it clean.

“Now.” He reaches behind him, and I see him take a bowl from the bench. With it in hand, he bends down in front of me.

Mesmerized, I watch him dip his finger in and come out with melted chocolate. He smears it over me, on my nipples, and down my chest―and a tiny blob goes onto my pussy.

“Fuck,” I moan and lean back against the door of the cupboard.

Then I feel his tongue dart across me start cleaning me.

My body feels as if it’s standing in flames. Wherever he roams, he leaves a trail of burning desire. I fear this might be too much for me.

There’s a growing throbbing in my pussy, and I feel like jumping up and pushing myself down on his dick.

I know he’s ready again. I can tell from the way it’s springing back to life.

Daniel has removed all the chocolate from my tits, nipples, and belly. He’s moving to my pussy.

His tongue darts over my clit and moves from side to side. I’m sure the chocolate is long gone, but he continues his assault.

I throw my head back and my hips upwards. His hands pushes against me. And then he’s gone.

Emptiness grabs me and threatens to choke me.

What the…?

I stare at the spot where seconds ago he’d been kneeling. Did I miss something?

As my mind starts processing what has happened, he’s back.

Realization dawns.

With one quick movement, he’s pulled me off the floor and pushed against the wall. His cock is in me before I can come to terms with the cocktail of emotions.

With hard, fast thrusts, he pummels into me, and I can feel my orgasm build already. His hands are on my tits and mine are on his ass.

I push myself against him as he fucks me standing in my own kitchen.

The world starts to spin, and my body fills with molten chocolate. Each of my pores is filled with ecstasy as he pummels his way toward another orgasm.

When I come, I come so hard I fear I might pass out. I start seeing stars, and my fingernails dig into his fleshy but firm ass.

He’s not far behind me and erupts in his own orgasm.

When we’ve both finished riding our wave of pleasure, we collapse on a heap on the floor of the kitchen.

“If we’re not careful, we’ll be thrown out with the trash.” I chuckle and return his kiss.






Daniel

 

Walking into the office isn’t something I ordinarily enjoy.

While I’m doing it, the last thing I’m usually thinking about is what happened the night before, even if what happened the night before happened with an especially sexy woman.

Just like in Las Vegas—what happens in the bedroom stays in the bedroom, and work, well, it’s work.

Yet what I’m thinking about right now, arriving at the office, are Rose’s cinnamon eyes, and the way they looked—not as we were making earth-shattering love, but afterwards.

She smiled during our conversation. I can’t remember the words, but I can remember the feeling.

It’s the same feeling I have right now, walking into work.

“What are you smiling at?” my secretary asks.

“Why, I’m not smiling at anything,” I reply.

She chortles a little bit. “Okay, why are you smiling then?” she clarifies.

“Because it’s a beautiful day, that’s why.”

She lets her snicker turn into a full-on laugh. “Um...okay, then.”

One of those things that I keep hearing over and over in my life is that if you just smile all the time, people will appreciate it. Not my secretary, maybe, but you may actually find people smiling back.

If the smile is genuine, that is; otherwise, you may end up confusing everyone—or possibly just creeping them out.

But apart from my secretary, the few people I pass on my way to the office, even those I just see from the corner of my eye, are all smiling back. That’s nice and all, but I’m not thinking about them.

I’m still thinking about last night.

Great fucking sex is just that—great fucking sex. But I’m thinking about everything after that. Rose, her eyes, and that feeling...it’s still there, as strong as ever.

And it feels nice. That’s the word. Nice.

That word often doesn’t seem strong enough, but I feel like this is a new meaning for nice. This feeling, this nice feeling that I want to hold onto...I don’t want it to fade.

I know it can’t stay like this—at this level of nice—forever, but I want it to be the foundation for the rest of my life.

For a family with Rose, with the mother of my future children.

There’s that feeling again, and it feels nice. It’s the perfect word, really, and it’s why I’m smiling right now.

Those words Rose and I exchanged last night—although I still cannot remember them exactly— I know we were talking about the future.

About a family.

It was nice, and we shared that feeling.

That’s what I’m feeling now, and I hope that Rose feels it, too.

I can’t imagine that she’s not. Even if she isn’t, surely, she must be thinking about what a great time we had. I mean, we’ve had some good times, but that was something fucking else.

I feel so nice that, when my phone starts buzzing the moment I’m alone in my office, I don’t even get a little bit annoyed. Usually, that’s the type of thing that makes me swear under my breath, but right now, I’m still smiling.

I check my phone to see a reminder: Dinner with Rose tonight. Make sure to go get her. My smile gets even bigger as I think about that song.

You have found her, now go and get her.

I feel like I’ve got her already, but I’ll go get her again for dinner tonight.

I start humming the old song to myself when I sit down at my desk. Old music’s the type of thing that used to scare me. I tried to stay away from it, wanting to stay young and modern.

But if I want to keep going in this world, I can’t avoid growing old eventually.

It’s something that doesn’t seem as terrifying as it used to be, because now it seems—well, you guessed it—nice.

“Hey, Mr. Smiley Face Songbird,” my secretary teases me from outside the door. “Don’t forget about your nine-thirty!”

I look at my wrist watch. Twenty minutes before I really have to start work today.

I don’t mind—it’s what I need to do.

For myself.

For Rose.

For our future.

I lean back in my chair to enjoy the meditative moments before the daily grind begins.

I try to picture my dinner with Rose tonight. I don’t think we decided on a place...but did we? If we did, I don’t want to disappoint her.

I search through my memory, trying to find a restaurant name somewhere in those beautiful moments in Rose’s bed.

I’m drawing a blank on that, but I do remember our goodbye kiss.

It was a sweet, lingering kiss that gave us both another little spark of excitement—not that there wasn’t already enough of that last night—but it delivered just a little taste of things to come.

Maybe after dinner tonight...but where is dinner tonight?

“Atera!” I say the restaurant name out loud when I remember it.

“It’s not at Atera. It’s in Conference Room A,” my secretary says through the door. She thinks I’m still talking about my nine-thirty.

I notice that my feet are up on my desk. I pull them down and take a deep breath.

“When you’re right, you’re right,” I call back. “I don’t know where my mind is, and I don’t know where I’d be without you.”

“I don’t know where you’d be, either, and I don’t want to think about it.”

I laugh at her snarky comments. She soon joins in on the laughter. We share a nice little moment in two different rooms, because why the hell not? It’s just a regular workday, and we’ve all got to get through it.

I stand up at my desk. I may be feeling nice, but I still need to look presentable for my next meeting.

Eons ago, we had this kind of flaky new-agey interior designer come in and, as he put it, Feng Shui-ed our offices.  I didn’t even have the energy to argue at the time, and he didn’t do much in my office besides hanging a full-length mirror on the inside of my office door.

It’s coming in handy now as I give my hair a quick comb. I pop a few breath mints and walk out the door.

I get through all my appointments and go over my emails. I don’t even take a lunch break; I just get through it while thinking about dinner tonight.

Or, more specifically, thinking about meeting Rose for dinner tonight.

And now, I’m done with the day’s commitments.

Oh, shit, where did we plan to meet, again? I’m seriously fucking distracted by her.

I sit down, close my eyes, and prop my feet back on the desk.

That nice feeling fills me up again as I think about our kiss and our discussion.

In my mind’s eye, I hear myself say, As soon as you’re done working tomorrow, I will be there at your office. You don’t need to do a thing. Sitting back up, I remember saying one more thing: Well, you might need to tell me when you’re finished.

As if Rose was somehow listening to my memories along with me, my phone buzzes.

Of course, it’s a text from her: I’ll be done in twenty minutes.

If this were any other date, I would think the message was a little business-like and perfunctory.

But it doesn’t bother me even slightly—it’s as nice as everything else Rose does.

I look at my wristwatch. It’s about four-forty.

I’ve made it a point to be early for all my other engagements today, and my most important appointment of the day is coming up in twenty minutes. I’d better get a move on if I want to be there the moment she gets off work.

I jog through the hallway, much to my secretary’s surprise. “Oh. My. God. What?” She squawks before giggling as I break into a run.

Walking into the lobby—at least I’m not jogging anymore—I step in and stand tall, feeling proud of the date I have tonight.

I feel excited, warm, happy, and nice as I look at my wristwatch again. It’s now about five minutes to five, fifteen minutes after Rose’s text.

If she really was getting out of work when she texted, she would be in the lobby by now—not that I’d expect her to wait for me all this time.

I look around the lobby, still smiling like I’ve been all day.

People are looking back at me. Two women and a man, all of them in grey suits, have stopped their conversation just to glare at me.

I look towards the front entrance where the security guard is also staring at me, as is the nearby older executive-looking guy in the meticulously tailored suit holding a coat over his arm.

But I dismiss them. Where is Rose, anyway?

I’m about to look at my wristwatch one more time, although it couldn’t have been a minute since I last checked, when I hear that lovely voice.

“Ready?”

It’s not like I’m not used to people staring at me pretty much everywhere I go. It’s mostly just background noise at this point.

But I still feel a strong sense of relief wash over me from just hearing Rose’s voice, knowing that she’s here, and knowing that we can leave soon. I look up from my wristwatch to find her standing right in front of me. Her nice smile perfectly matches my own.

“You have no idea how ready I am.”

Rose and I kiss briefly before crossing the lobby, leaving the people to gawk in our wake.






Rose

 

It feels like we’re pulling our weight equally, both of us pulling each other closer while we walk arm in arm out onto the sidewalk.

I spot Daniel’s car parked conspicuously, right in the middle of the loading zone in front of the building.

“Wait, you can’t park there,” I squawk with amusement.

“That’s what I thought, but then I tried it and found out how easy it is.”

I lean away from Daniel to see if I can spot a ticket on his car’s windshield, or a boot on one of the wheels. Daniel snaps me out of it by unlocking the doors remotely. The headlights flash, and the horn honks, giving me enough of a start to straighten back up.

Daniel laughs a free, easy laugh, and I get a little infectious laughter from him.

It starts out as infectious laughter, anyway, but soon we’re both laughing hard at nothing but our own happiness—and excitement.

Daniel’s done laughing by the time we reach the car, but he still has the goofiest, least self-conscious grin I’ve ever seen on him when he opens the passenger side door for me. I nod politely, which inspires Daniel to laugh again, just for a second.

Sliding into the seat and hearing Daniel shut the door, I feel a little of my cheerfulness drain. I don’t know why I suddenly have the idea that we’re not on the same page, at least not at this very moment.

And I’m surprised how upset that vague notion is making me feel. I begin breathing a little harder while I watch him walk in front of the windshield around to the driver’s side.

“Daniel,” I begin as soon as he opens the door. “May I ask you a question, please?”

“Sure.” Daniel keeps his eyes on me while he lowers himself into the seat and closes the door. “You sound so formal...and don’t forget your seatbelt.”

I can’t say why I love the fact that he mentions the seatbelt so much, but I already feel better. We both fasten our belts, and Daniel’s already started the car and pulled smoothly into the traffic before I remember my question.

“Oh, what I wanted to ask, was...”

Daniel slows to a stop at a red light, and looks at me attentively.

“...what’s the reason you think we’re having dinner tonight?”

The light turns green, and the taxi behind us starts honking immediately, but Daniel keeps his attentive face right on me.

Although―now he has that big, unapologetic grin again.

“Because we’re celebrating.”

“Celebrating what?”

“Celebrating our future. Together.”

“Together? As parents?”

“Of course!”

Daniel finally drives through the light, and I feel almost weightless with elation, like the seatbelt’s the only thing holding me in place.

I do know that, but I just needed to hear it again from Daniel.

The whole damn car feels feather-light, as if we’re not even moving, even though I can see that we’re coasting downtown along Varick Street.

I start flushing with excitement—not necessarily that kind of excitement, not this time, but overall excitement with things to come.

I shake my head slowly, unable to believe it.

Daniel turns quickly and effortlessly onto Worth. He looks at me, shaking my head, and I fully expect him to laugh some more.

“It’s hard to describe, but I feel it, too,” he says sincerely. “That’s just one reason I know we’re on the right path.”

If the seatbelt weren’t fastened and if Daniel’s moonroof was open, I would float off into the stratosphere for sure.

The car glides on air to the curb, where a valet is already waiting for us.

“How are doing tonight, sir?” I hear the valet ask while I start opening the door.

Somehow, Daniel transports himself to just outside the passenger door, and he finishes the job of opening the door as I step out onto the street.

I hear animated but hushed talking behind me. People are spotting Daniel, wondering who he’s out with. I ignore it, letting it blend into the background.

If Daniel’s affected by the nearby gossip hounds, he’s not showing it. His eyes stay right on me, and they stay there as we walk into Atera and sit down at our table, and even as Daniel orders the Krug Cuvee Brut.

“We’re celebrating,” Daniel announces to the waiter as his gaze remains focused on me across the table.

The waiter leaves silently to get our champagne. For the first time since we got to the restaurant, Daniel breaks his stare as he glances at my hand resting on the table. He touches the top of my hand lightly with just his fingertips.

“Do you think people are still watching us?” I ask.

“I couldn’t care less.”

“Do you care what they’ll write on Facebook tonight? On the forums?”

“Hey, gossipers, make sure to get this down...” Daniel isn’t yelling, but he’s being loud enough that anyone who’s listening will hear. “This is official, we’re together. Write about that on your goddamn message boards!”

“Official, huh?” I feel myself blushing slightly.

“I just want them to get it right, for once.” Daniel’s back to his conversational tone.

“Since that’s the case...what next?”

I watch Daniel, waiting for his answer. The silence is punctuated by the sound of a champagne cork popping close to my ear.

“What’s next is that we’ll figure it out.”

The waiter fills both champagne flutes.

“I’ll be back with the first course,” he declares before disappearing again.

“You’re saying you’ll figure it out.” My mouth is getting strangely dry, and I take a sip of champagne.

“That’s what I’m saying. There are other doctors, specialists I can talk to. Money’s no object, and there’s no shortage of specialists in this city.”

I nod my head, staring at the bubbles rising to the surface of his champagne.

“You haven’t already been to every specialist on Earth?”

Daniel shrugs and takes the first sip of his drink. “I haven’t had this much motivation before.”

I let out a laugh, I’m not sure why, and I help myself to a hearty swallow of my own drink. “It’s hasn’t even been two months, but, as you say―it’s official.”

Daniel takes another small taste of champagne.

“I think we both want the same things, Rose. To be parents, to be with each other...I know that’s what I want.”

Daniel lets his eyes finish his thought as gazes at me, a gaze that says volumes. I gaze back, hoping that my own look carries the depth of what I’m feeling.

“I’ll be there for you, and I’ll support you, and we’ll get this figured out together,” I tell him, in case my look isn’t clear enough.

The service at Atera isn’t overbearing, but it’s fast. We get through every delicious course, and there’s still some sunlight showing through the window.

“It’s only seven-thirty, or not even,” Daniel says, checking his wristwatch.

“This was kind of an early dinner...”

“That doesn’t mean it has to be an early night.”

I flush with excitement again. This time it is that kind of excitement, partially—but I’m also excited just to spend more time with Daniel. I actually missed him at work today.

After all those tasting courses, and all that champagne, I end up leaning on Daniel while we leave Atera.

“Hey, how much champagne did you have?” I ask when I see the valet bring Daniel’s car up to the curb.

“Two sips—you had the rest.”

Both of us crack up, and we keep laughing all the way back to Daniel’s building.

I’m still leaning on Daniel when we’re in the elevator, but then he starts leaning slightly in my direction, and I start leaning harder on him, and we both just keep fucking laughing.

We’re both standing upright but still laughing gleefully when we walk into the penthouse.

Then our laughter stops.

It doesn’t peter out, but it just ends like someone lifted a needle off a record.

There’s a woman, standing right in the foyer, staring at us. She looks familiar, but the sight of her glaring at us is enough to scare away any memory I might have of her.

She has strawberry blonde hair and kind of a loopy expression and…shit, there’s a child standing right in front of her.

 He can’t be more than six at most. The woman’s hands are on the boy’s shoulders, and he looks almost as confused as I am.

Okay, don’t freak out, just figure out what the fuck is going on first.

Where do I even begin? I try opening my mouth to ask a question, like Who are they?, but I can’t.

“Daniel.” The woman’s voice breaks the nervous silence, and the sound of her saying Daniel’s name incites a wave of nausea. “We need to talk.”

The woman walks over to Daniel with one arm over the boy’s shoulders. She’s looking at him with laser focus.

I feel paralyzed. Daniel looks at me.

“Rose…” Daniel says softly.

“Daniel, this is Darren. He’s your son.”

Amazingly, Daniel’s expression doesn’t change, and he’s still looking at me.

The nausea’s gone, and so is every other feeling.

I just feel numb.

The only thing I can feel are fresh tears streaming down my cheeks.

“Daniel, did you hear me?” The woman’s voice sounds like it’s coming through a long tunnel.

Daniel’s arm starts shaking slightly, and I realize it’s because I’m shaking. I hear myself let out a plaintive sob.

“Rose, don’t listen to her. We need to talk about this.”

Daniel’s voice is level and assured. I don’t know how to respond, but it doesn’t matter, because I don’t think I can, anyway.

“Daniel?” The woman’s voice sounds clearer this time, and with some effort, I stop shaking.

“I think you should talk to her first,” I hear myself say.

I back away from Daniel, letting his hand fall from my shoulder.

“Rose...”

I walk to the door and open it, hearing Daniel say my name several more times, pleadingly, as I leave.






Daniel

 

Rose is walking out the door, but I wait for her to be out of hearing range before spinning around to lash out at Maggie―which I’m sure won’t end well for either party.

I hate the fact that the last picture I have in my mind of Rose from tonight is a face contorted with confusion and eyes that were swelling with tears.

She is right, though.

I need to discuss the pressing issue at hand, the elephant in the room. Maggie and I have some catching up to do, however unconventional and hostile it’s going to be for us.

I need to clear up the bitter resentment that I’m sure Rose is undoubtedly feeling right now, but it begins with a step in the right direction and a battle with Maggie.

Turning back to face her, I shrug, not knowing exactly how to pursue this argument. Maggie stands in front of me with the little boy looking quizzically between the two of us. 

Her hands are on her hips, defiant, and neither one of us has even spoken a word yet to each other since Rose left.

“Okay, Maggie,” I sigh with exasperation. I don’t want to get the little boy involved, but she leaves me no choice because he’s standing right there, witnessing everything. “What is this really about?”

Maggie scoffs and pulls her son close to her, reeling him in by the shoulder. “What this is about, Daniel, is the fact that you have a son and you need to show him some respect.”

I glance at the boy named Darren and flash him a pearly white smile. It’s not the kid’s fault he has a crazy mother. I don’t want to inflict any further psychological damage on the poor kid by getting him caught up in a grown-up problem.

He glances at me with furrowed brows. He looks like he wants to trust me, but on the other hand, has a shy quality that’s not allowing him to part ways with his suspicions.

“How old are you, little man?” I attempt to engage him in friendly banter.

My efforts are ended in vain, because Maggie speaks up for him. “He’s five years old,” she jeers. “That’s something I guess you would already know if you took any effort in his life.”

“Maggie,” I begin and point a lecturing finger at her. “How the hell…” I trail off, sheepishly remembering that the kid is in the room before starting my argument over. “How in the world would I know about him if you never told me?”

Maggie rolls her eyes and breathes out a frustrated puff of air. “I’ve tried to contact you.”

“Uh…that’s news to me,” I retort, dripping with sarcasm.

“I found out I was pregnant with him shortly after we broke up.” Maggie’s tone softens as she glances at her offspring with a nostalgia that I can’t relate to.

Suddenly, I remember something that I can use as an ace up my sleeve. Maggie is bluffing, and I can prove it.

“Is there any way that we can speak privately?” I lean in and whisper in her ear.

“No.” Maggie shakes her head with antagonism. “He’s not leaving my side.”

“Fine,” I say and shift my weight. I already have enough to argue about with Maggie, I don’t need to add more things to the already leaning tower.

“I don’t think he’s my kid,” I tell her and cross my arms insolently.

Maggie laughs like a shrieking hound dog, then glances from her son and then directly back to me. “Are you kidding? He looks exactly like you, spitting image.”

I scrutinize the boy’s features for a minute or two, then shake my head. “I’m unconvinced, Maggie. First of all, you were on birth control pills when we broke up.”

“I stopped taking them,” Maggie blurts out as if she’s pulling the most outlandish excuses out of a hat.

“I know that’s not true,” I say and give her a knowing look. “You were always adamant you didn’t want kids and took the pill religiously. Remember? You always talked about how you weren’t ready for a family yet because you were diligently trying to pursue your modeling career?”

I raise an eyebrow and stare at Maggie, daring her to argue my exceedingly valid set of points. She’s not going to derail me to a plummet of burning flames just yet.

“Well, I…” Maggie grasps for straws, stuttering and falling over words.

“Then,” I remind her and point my finger in her direction, wagging it while another memory in my favor comes to me. “Then you left me. Do you remember that part, Maggie?” I slice through her confidence like it’s day-old bread.

“We grew apart,” Maggie counters with another sizable portion of pure bullshit.

I erupt into laughter like a wailing hyena. The boy stares at me with perplexity, and Maggie covers his ears.

“Maggie, you sound ridiculous right now. You do realize that, don’t you?”

“I’m not,” Maggie protests defensively.

“You left me for a celebrity and shattered my heart into a million pieces that I’m still trying to pick up to this day,” I confess and then immediately regret it.

Shit, I wish I could take that one back. I just admitted to a vulnerability that’s been absent ever since Rose came into my life, but is now coming screaming back, thanks to Maggie stirring up settled dust.

I glance at the floor, afraid to make eye contact with her. We’re silent for a few pauses while we both digest that information.

Then another issue dawns on me.

It was around the exact same time that Maggie left me that I started becoming aloof. That the condom issue surfaced.

This new realization rears its ugly head, but I have no choice but to cling onto control of the situation.

Maggie is staring down at her little boy, who also says nothing.

“Maggie.” My voice slices the air and startles all of us. “There’s only one surefire way to determine whether he is my son or not.” I point to the kid who’s shuffling his feet and glancing at the ground, looking uncomfortable.

“Oh yeah?” Maggie sneers. If we were in middle school I’m sure she’d be sticking her tongue out at me, because that’s how immaturely she’s behaving right now.

“Yeah.” I nod my head adamantly, ready to throw her kryptonite in her face. “Get a DNA test,” I demand of my ex.

“We don’t need a DNA test,” Maggie retorts. “He’s your son. I wasn’t with anyone else at the time―and besides, he looks just like you.”

Maggie appears smitten with her argument, thinking that I’ll just throw in the towel and grovel for forgiveness at her feet.

She probably expects me to cut her a fat check on her way out soon. Well, unfortunately for Maggie, she has sadly underestimated me.

“Maggie.” I try to enlist reasonable compromise into her brain. “I want the DNA test.”

“What, you’re a scientist now?” Maggie laughs, degrading me, which is apparently one of her favorite hobbies. “The truth will come out,” she adds, a quality of darkness moving across her features.

There’s a part of me that really prays this kid isn’t mine. I feel like I’ve been hit with an enormous life hurdle that I’m going to have to jump across in order to come out stronger on the other side.

I’m ready to build a family with Rose, and Maggie is certainly throwing an unwanted wrench in those plans.

Determined not to derail from what’s supremely important to me, I continue to forcefully persuade Maggie on the DNA testing idea.

I try to look at the bright side. Even if this little boy staring up at me with huge, confused saucer eyes—I think that even if it’s determined that he is my son after all—at least I’ll know that there’s a way to potentially conquer my coming problem.

Believe me, nobody wants a solution to my psychological issues more than I do. Well, maybe Rose is high up there on the list, too…but I need to have hope that I can father more children when the need presents itself.

Finally, I get Maggie to conform to the DNA testing. She’s hell-bent on making sure she keeps a tight grip on me in the meantime, and she’s proving to not go down without a fight.

“Fine.” She crosses her arms over her chest and gives me a sullen-child-type of look. “We can get the DNA test.”

“What’s the catch?” I ask with annoyance because I’m not a fucking idiot. I know that Maggie will want a favor in return.

“I’m going to stay here with you at your penthouse,” she says firmly, as if there is no reason for me to debate with her.

“That’s an absurd demand, Maggie,” I growl.

Maggie shrugs, as if my comfort is the least of her worries. I hate the idea of sharing a living space with Maggie again, but what if Darren really is my son?

“Take it or leave it,” she says.

I don’t want to scream and fight with her until I’m blue in the face. I want to leave a favorable impression on the poor kid.

I shake my head, and my knees involuntarily buckle under me. Good thing the couch is nearby, and I collapse into a heap on top of it, trying to get my head on straight.

I place my head in my hands and rub my throbbing temples. I have no choice but to agree to Maggie’s demands.

“Okay.” I nod, appeasing her as she looks at me with a smug smile. “You can stay,” I tell her, “But only until the results come through.”

I decide that I’ll place the confrontation with Rose on the back burner. It’s only fair―she doesn’t need to be involved in the never-ending drama unfolding in my life. Once everything is clear and out in the open, we can hopefully resume right where we left off.






Rose

 

I guess taxi drivers are used to seeing people cry in the backseat.

If I had decided on an Uber Pool instead, or if I decided to hoof it all the way down to my apartment, I may have had to deal with concerned looks, or people uncomfortably trying to not look at me at all.

Instead, the seasoned pro of a cabbie has no discernable reaction to my puffy, red eyes or my tear-strewn cheeks when I climbed in. Even though I’m barely able to verbalize my address through the sobs, he repeats it back perfectly before calmly starting the drive down to the Battery Park City area.

The streets are quiet downtown. There’s no traffic, apart from the few other taxis bobbing and weaving between lanes.

The weather’s warm, but the sidewalks are empty.

I look at myself in the rearview mirror. I barely recognize the miserable, weeping face I see. My occasional sniffles sound like they’re coming from someone else.

The numbness is back, but I can’t stop the tears from coming out.

“There are tissues,” the driver points out helpfully.

I look down and see the small tissue box just in front of the back seat. I grab one, and a second one, and begin the task of wiping the accumulated tears from my face.

“Th-thank...” I blow my nose. “Thank you.”

I have tissues in my purse, too, but I’m not even thinking like that.

Like someone who’s crying.

But I am. I’m still in shock, knowing that it’s going to hit me, but not ready for the pain and the reality to strike me yet.

My tears are way ahead of me, though. I was crying while I was on my way out of Daniel’s penthouse, and I’ll be crying when it does hit me―probably after I get home.

Then, there’ll be even more crying.

That bastard.

I’ve always wanted to live with the attitude that nobody can bother you unless you let them.

And it’s always easier said than fucking done.

We merge onto the West Side Highway. I see all the luxury yachts sailing in the Hudson, all the upscale condo high-rises being built in Jersey City, of all places.

And all the hotels.

Even if I could perfectly adopt that attitude now, to just not let Daniel get to me one second longer, then...

No, that’s not an option. Not if I could be pregnant.

And I couldn’t do that not ‘not letting him bother me’ shit anyway. Does that ever fucking work?

It must.

It really should, anyway.

Maybe it can work. For me.

I open my purse and find a fresh pack of tissues. I start clearing the next batch of tears.

I’m breathing a little clearer, and I don’t hear myself sobbing any longer, but there are some fresh tears making it difficult to see clearly.

After I clear the tears away, I see that we’re passing Stuyvesant High School and the Borough of Manhattan Community College.

A public high school and a community college, and they’re still two of the best schools in the entire region.

Anyone lucky enough to grow up around here, or to raise kids here, has some great options.

I look at my stomach. It looks the same as always.

Not that it would look any different at some point in the pregnancy, but...

I pat my abdomen lightly a couple times. I don’t think I feel anything different.

Do I?

The driver’s used to seeing people cry, but I wonder what he’ll think if he happens to look in the rearview now.

The numbness fades, making way for a strange, giddy kind of confusion. I put my hand over my eyes and feel fresh tears still forming.

This is not the time to try and convince myself that I’m pregnant.

But if I am, somehow, then cutting Da―that bastard out of my life becomes much more problematic.

Both of my hands are clenching into fists.

No more numbness, not much more confusion―it’s mostly just outrage.

I can’t even get myself to think his full first name.

The taxi winds through the quiet blocks of my neighborhood too quickly and screeches to a halt perfectly at my front door.

Dammit, now the shaking’s starting again.

I steady myself as best as I can and carefully fetch a few bills from my wallet. I can’t even fucking count them right now.

The driver smiles when I hand over the fare. It must be enough.

Shaking and weeping, I propel myself inside, past the doorman and concierge, to the elevator and to my sofa—no, my bed, all through sheer force of will.

I’m not taking this well, but that’s right now. I allow myself to let lose in a way I couldn’t in the taxi, or the lobby. I need to get it all out now so I’m ready to deal with this rationally soon.

I sob into my duvet cover until I’m worn out on every level of my being.

I feel like I just had an intense workout, but without the spirit-lifting endorphins or sense of accomplishment. Fortunately, the worst of my physical reaction to the ridiculous, horrible revelation is over.

I turn over to lie comfortably on my back, looking up at my plain, white ceiling.

“Maybe it’s time to paint this room,” I say in a collected, tranquil voice.

Now is probably the time to think of something, anything positive that I can find in this shitstorm.

At least I found out about it tonight, right? This could’ve gone on much longer.

But what did I find out, exactly? I have some ideas, but now that I’m no longer a bawling mess, I should use my brain to solidify the obvious.

I zombie-walk to the bathroom to wash my face. I keep my eyes on the sink to avoid seeing the current state of my makeup in the mirror.

I scrub hard with foaming face cleanser and hot water, washing off the layers of deceit.

Without looking in the mirror, I pull out my makeup removal basket—yes, that’s what I call it—from under the sink and methodically cleanse my face of mascara and foundation.

One more wash, and I look in the mirror to see a red but clean face. I like the look of it—that’s another positive to come from tonight.

An heir.

That’s what it’s all about to him.

An heir for the fucking hotel magnate.

How I feel doesn’t factor into it, except for how he wants me to feel as means to an end.

It could be the way things work―or the way things are often done in that world, at that towering level of that industry.

That’s not my concern, though, because that’s the way that Daniel is doing things, and it’s selfish, disgusting, and downright fucking immoral no matter what.

I pull a washcloth from under the sink and dry my face, starting to breathe a little faster.

I take another look my reflection. A deepening shade of red is taking over my face.

How long could this have gone on for?

It’s like he didn’t miss a beat when we walked in to find that woman.

And his son.

He just kept looking at me. So weirdly calm.

I shout out some angry, nonsense syllable and throw the washcloth across the room. It falls harmlessly to the floor. I’m glad I wasn’t holding something breakable.

I don’t know. I likely won’t be in a state to figure out every part of the situation for some time.

I let out a small burp.

No more champagne—not until I’m sure I’m not pregnant.

Damn it, if I am, then...

Then, I’m pregnant. Daniel needn’t have a damn thing to do with it.

I retrieve the washcloth from the floor. It’s still close enough for me to just lean over and pick it up.

I’m feeling calm as I put the washcloth over to my clothes hamper, but when I toss it in, I notice that I’m still wearing my purse.

I get a peculiar pang of nausea, and I look down at my stomach again. I pat it a couple times.

Then I break down weeping again.

I rip my purse off my arm, let loose another angry yelp and throw the Fendi bag to the other side of the room with gusto.

The bag hits the far wall and drops peacefully to the floor without a single item tumbling out.

I acknowledge my luck with a quick nod.

“Okay, no more angry throwing.”

The tears only last another minute or so, but I know I won’t be falling asleep easily tonight.

Almost without thinking, I walk into the kitchen, open a drawer and pull out a stack of Post-It notes and a ballpoint pen.

I sit down at the table, ready to write something.

I stare at the yellow notepad for a long, uncomfortable stretch of time before finally scribbling something down.

Daniel doesn’t need to know.

Okay, what does that mean?

After staring at it for a bit, I realize that it means that even if I am pregnant, Daniel does not need to know about it.

He has an heir already. That kid—Darren.

“Okay.”

Now that I’ve decided, I doubt I’ll forget. I crumple up the note and throw it in with the paper recycling.

I go to bed and try to fall asleep.






Daniel

 

You can’t escape it.

You get to a certain point where you think, At least I have my own place, a place that I’ve been working hard for pretty much my entire life. At least I could have a penthouse for myself.

But nope.

There’s no escaping certain things.

That’s a lesson I’m learning now, and I’m trying my best to do what’s right—like sleep on the leather lounge chair so Maggie and Darren can have my bedroom.

The kid is only five years old. I have to be as accommodating as I can.

And he might really be my son.

It’s Saturday morning, a good time for sleeping in, for catching up on the shuteye that I may have missed during the week.

Instead, at five-thirty in the morning, I’m awoken by the jarring sensation of a bright green Nerf football smacking me in my face. Yes, I think the fact that the football is colored bright green makes it hurt even more.

I’m even getting used to it. Seriously, a Nerf football is one of this kid’s favorite toys.

Maybe he just likes hitting me with it, even though he acts oblivious―or, in some cases, convincingly contrite.

And now I’m still lying here, hours after my initial Nerf wakeup call, trying in vain to get maybe just a few more minutes of sleep—only there’s a relentless sound that I know will make it impossible.

The sound that keeps me awake so often these days can’t be described as a pitter patter of little feet that I may be able to actually sleep through, especially with these uncomfortable foam earplugs I picked up at the drug store. Without seeing what’s making this sound, I would think it could only be produced by Andre the Giant wearing tap shoes, tearing back and forth across my floor.

By now, I know that it’s just Darren, wearing Velcro running shoes, tearing back and forth my apartment floor.

It turns out he really loves to run back and forth, for hours on end, especially in the morning.

I drift in and out of half-sleep. Maggie calls her son from just inside my bedroom.

“Are you hungry for lunch?”

Her voice is so fucking loud. Everything within me just wants to grab the two cushions my head is resting on and press them against my ears, but I don’t want to cause any problems by acting all melodramatic and frustrated.

“Are you hungry for lunch?”

Maggie just keeps yelling, and Darren keeps doing laps back and forth across the floor in front of me. I give up and open my eyes just to make sure it really isn’t Andre the Giant this time.

It’s not.

It’s still Darren.

He’s cute, and I appreciate his childish glee. He’s getting some exercise, too. Maybe he’ll be in the Olympics someday. That is if they invent a new track event―a relay race where the competitors keep running the same twenty meters, back and forth, only handing the baton off to themselves.

I think Darren could even get a gold medal today if it existed.

“Do you want McDonalds?” Maggie screams. “You should ask Daniel to go get you McDonald’s!”

“Is it really you who wants McDonald’s?” I shout in Maggie’s direction.

“I’m vegan!” She’s still yelling from my bedroom.

“Yeah, I remember now,” I grumble. “Sorry.”

“Actually, I guess I could have a Filet-O-Fish,” she says, a little more quietly. “Just tell him to hold the cheese...and the tartar sauce.”

“So you’re not vegan?” I try to speak loudly without yelling as I sit up.

“I am vegan, but we’re talking about a fish sandwich. Fish doesn’t count—it’s not meat, and it’s not really an animal by-product. It’s just an animal that’s not meat.”

I can’t take it. I fall back into my sleeping position.

“What the...heck.” I stop myself from uttering a much less appropriate word.

I hear sweet silence for a moment when Darren stops running.

The silence doesn’t last long.

“What the heck! What the heck! What the heck! What the heck!” Darren takes the opportunity to start running back and forth again, this time adding his new favorite phrase to his usual racket.

“What the heck! What the heck!”

“Oh!” Maggie yells. “Now you’ve fucking got him swearing!”

Darren only gets louder.

“What the heck! What the heck!”

“Attaboy,” I mumble, closing my eyes and slowly falling asleep, hoping to not wake up until we get the DNA test results.

“Daniel!”

A shrill voice slices through the rich tapestry of my sleep.

“DANIEL!”

The voice makes another slice, lengthwise through my slumber, forcing my eyes to open and see the early dusk light on my ceiling.

At least I slept a bit more, even if it was all fucking day.

I sit up to see my darkened living room, Maggie watching me with an overwrought frown, holding Darren at her side.

Maggie doesn’t notice that Darren’s now bringing his finger out of his nostril.

I stay silent as Maggie scowls at me and Darren looks at the greenish, gooey treasure he found, examining it like a jewelry appraiser in the Diamond District.

Darren’s face scrunches up in serious contemplation. I can almost see his thoughts.

“Should I enjoy a little snack now?” he’s thinking. “Or should I make this into a real investment and smear it somewhere on the living room wall?”

Darren shrugs and slurps the booger off his finger, smacking his lips proudly.

I’m glad it’s dark in the living room, otherwise my stomach would really be turning right now.

Darren’s finger goes right back into his nostrils, maybe for another chance at a long-term investment.

“Why haven’t you turned on the lights yet?’ I ask Maggie.

“Why haven’t you actually woken up yet?” she flings back.

“It’s Saturday...catching up,” I mumble.

Christ, now Darren’s toddling over to the coffee table, and a pint glass is sitting there without a coaster.

From what I can see, he’s poured all kinds of random ingredients from my kitchen into the glass: maple syrup, maybe rolled oats, some tonic water, avocado oil and...god, he’s not going to put what he found in his nose in there, is he?

And wow, somebody moved two of my end tables, placing them so they’re just sitting next to each other haphazardly by the coffee table.

I stumble over to the dimmer switch just to get a bit more light into the room.

Darren’s still hunched over coffee table, making Lord only knows what kind of foul creation. He’s humming a random little tune to himself, obliviously happy.

I don’t mind his little song, but I don’t think I’ll ever use that glass again.

I spin slowly around the room. Somebody’s been doing some interior decorating—I’m surprised I slept through it.

The only two pieces of furniture still in place are the coffee table and lounge chair serving as my bed during this interminable waiting period.

Everything else is rearranged, but it doesn’t look like it. Not by any sort of logic or sane sensibility.

“What the heck?” I ask Maggie quietly.

“What the heck is that we’ve been waiting for you to get us food, and now it’s almost dinner time.” Maggie shoves her forefinger at her nonexistent wristwatch. “There’s nothing left in your kitchen for us. I don’t think my diet’s unreasonable...”

“Did I dream that you asked about that Filet-O-Fish earlier?”

“What? No. I don’t eat carbs, but I do eat fish...”

“And bread. Or do you take the bun off?”

“Why would I take the bun off?”

Maggie’s voice doesn’t have a hint of awareness. Darren’s still toiling away, and I hope I somehow can avoid ever seeing the final result of his big experiment.

“Let me get dressed and I’ll run out to get you food at…someplace.”

“Just the Filet-O-Fish for me,” Maggie says like she’s ordering at a drive-through. “Or a fish sandwich from somewhere. Fried, please. And no cheese, and tell them to go easy on the tartar sauce because that might have carbs in it! And a hamburger for Darren—I’ll let him hear the call of veganism when he’s ready. Fries for both of us, please!”

“No carbs,” I grunt under my breath.

I need to shower and shave and brush my teeth, but right now I just need to get dressed and get the fuck out of here for a few minutes.

Later, while Darren and Maggie are eating on the sofa, with their greasy fast food bags and wrappers heaped on the sofa next to them, I grab a dish towel from the kitchen.

With my hand over my eyes, I navigate back to the coffee table, peeking through my fingers just enough to not bump into anything in Maggie’s new arrangement of my living room. 

I’m trying with all my might to not see whatever’s in Darren’s pint glass project.

I get a small glimpse of the glass, just enough to see a few colors: black, gold and green. 

My stomach starts to protest at the sight, but I grab that pint glass with the towel and walk it quickly as I can straight to the trash compactor. I throw the glass away, followed by the dish towel right on top of it.

Hopefully, I’ll never see it again.

The next morning, after another night of fitful sleep, I wake up to Darren’s Nerf football bouncing hard off the bridge of my nose and hitting some piece of furniture that’s somewhere it shouldn’t be.

“Now I know how Jan Brady feels.”

Darren halts his back-and-forth across the floor and looks at me with wide dyed curiosity. “Who the heck is John Brady?”

“I’ll get back to you on that.”

I jump out of the chair, sensing that something’s even more amiss than usual. I hit my shin on one of the misplaced end tables while weaving through living room, but I limp on.

Before exiting the room, I turn to face Darren.

“Actually, that’s Marcia Brady who gets hit with the football.”

“Marcia?”

“Marcia,” I pronounce carefully.

I give up the limping and hop on one foot through the kitchen.

Yep, something’s amiss.

Nearly every bottle from both my wine rack and my wine chiller is missing, except for two bottles in the chiller.

I take a quick look and see that a bottle of chardonnay and a bottle of white zinfandel are the only two left—all the red wine I’m keeping in the kitchen are missing.

The pain in my shin eases, and I get a waft of a strong odor.

It’s red wine, and it’s coming from the...bathroom?

I run to the bathroom door. The light is on, and I smell a pungent mixture of merlot, pinot noir, and cabernet.

“Hey, what’s going on in there?”

“Haven’t you ever heard of vino therapy?” Maggie chirps, sounding just as happy as a clam.

“What’s...what?”

“You know, a red wine bath.”

The sound of my face hitting my palm is probably loud enough to be heard all the way from Connecticut to Cape May.

I don’t even want to continue the discussion. I’m just ready for this to be over.

“Say, Maggie, you haven’t seen any messages, have you? Or missed calls? Maybe you borrowed my phone for something, and you saw something and forgot about it? I’d love to know.”

God, please let her say yes. I just need to know that Rose hasn’t given up on me.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Maggie projects in dramatic shout, like she’s auditioning for an off-Broadway production of A Streetcar Named Desire.

The combined smell of all the red wines is becoming too much. I step back from the bathroom door and almost knock into another randomly placed end table.

At least Maggie didn’t bring my phone along for her vino therapy—it’s sitting face-down on the end table.

It’s a sign, or at least that’s what I tell myself. I scoop up my phone, and for the first time in days, I walk into my own bedroom and lock the door.

I walk to the far side of the room so I can have some privacy as I call Rose...

But, fuck. I can’t call her yet. Not before I have solid news about the test results.

It’ll just have to wait.

And I’ll have to wait, too―with Maggie.

Unfortunately.






Rose

 

Two weeks.

Fourteen days, or thereabouts.

I’ll be honest: this entire time—an entire half a month—I never let go of the notion that I would be on this route again someday.

The route back to Daniel’s penthouse.

Someday. Someday soon.

I’ll continue my honesty, although this gets a little embarrassing: my definition of soon, in this case, has been sooner than two weeks.

I know. I’m asking a lot, right?

I look at today’s date on my phone, and I look at it in the context of the calendar hanging on my kitchen wall.

There’s no hiding from the LED light bulbs turned up to full brightness. It’s printed in stark black and white on the free calendar from the Thai delivery place.

Fourteen days exactly. Almost two dozen empty, eventless days. No word from Daniel, and no feelings of motivation strong enough to contact him myself.

Until now. Because it’s been two fucking weeks.

Fourteen days. Couldn’t he just call me?

It can’t be worse than the fears running through my head during that weepy taxi ride from his place.

Or it could be. The fact I’m yet to hear from Daniel is evidence it could be that bad―or worse.

I place my hand gently over my stomach while walking. I’m feeling butterflies again.

I wish I could say they’re butterflies of excitement, but these are more like butterflies of apprehension.

The fluttery feeling grows briefly, then fades when I stop at a crosswalk. I keep my hand where it is, as if my abdomen were its natural resting place. It gives me a feeling of security as Daniel’s home draws closer.

I don’t know why it gives me that feeling, but I’ll take what I can get.

It feels nice.

During these past two weeks of waiting to take the trip back up to Daniel’s penthouse, not once did I think I would enjoy the journey.

I’m still learning that it’s impossible to predict these things. It’s warm, it’s sunny, and there’s a light breeze and a jovial mood in the air...

This might be okay. I don’t know how, I couldn’t imagine the scenario, but I can’t predict anything.

It could’ve been a misunderstanding.

Yeah, a big misunderstanding, and he decided to just not call for two fucking weeks.

My right hand, resting so comfortably on my stomach, rejects the idea of burrowing through my purse to get my phone so I can check it yet again.

My right hand will hear none of that nonsense.

Even if my phone’s full of missed calls and messages, two weeks is enough of a chance.

And I can see Daniel’s building. I’m close enough to see that big picture window at the top floor.

The butterflies in my stomach are fluttering again. I get the feeling I shouldn’t be here.

I rub my fluttery stomach and regain control. There’s no stopping now.

I hold my head up high and tread into the lobby with purpose.

“Good evening.” A booming voice fills the lobby, greeting me with lots of natural reverb.

“Hello, I’m just going...”

“Up to the penthouse?” I don’t know if the large, suited man in front of me is the doorman or the concierge or what... “You can go on up.”

But he recognizes me.

I smile and nod, getting oddly flustered. Maybe I should be here after all.

“He won’t be home for about half an hour, though.”

The booming voice interrupts my fast walk to the elevator, but the concierge/doorman is all smiles as he hands me a key fob without saying another word.

I turn the key over and over in my hand on the way up to the penthouse.

Fuck it—if he wants to leave things like that and then not call for two weeks, he can handle the surprise of me waiting for him when he gets home.

I smirk while opening the door, picturing a startled Daniel finding me sitting on his leather lounge chair.

After that, there’s a good chance he’ll just tell me it’s over and that’ll be that, but...

I’m hit with bright lights while opening the door. It looks like every light in the penthouse is going at full throttle.

What is going on?

“May I help you?”

It’s her again. How could I have not guessed?

“Maggie.”

I remember her name at the same moment I say it out loud. That’s what I couldn’t remember last time. It’s Daniel’s ex-girlfriend―and the villain of his online fan base.

I’ve never seen a smile like the one that transforms Maggie’s face as she stares at me.

It’s technically a smile, but it looks cold, sinister, almost frightening. Thankfully, it doesn’t last long.

The kid is there, too. Maggie’s son, and...

I don’t know what’s going on. I can’t even gauge what’s happening. My brain is frozen, and I’m feeling paralyzed—just like the last time I was standing in this doorway.

The kid is glued to the TV, which is playing a daytime talk show. The audience is shouting, getting unruly, and the sound is loud.

It’s really loud; it must be turned up all the way. I don’t know how I didn’t notice it earlier.

“What are you doing here?” Maggie’s voice is almost drowned out by the television, but she keeps talking. “What are you doing in our house?”

I grab my stomach with both hands, no longer paralyzed but suddenly queasy. Maggie looks like she’s trying to suppress a grin, and I stop.

“Where’s Daniel?” I ask quietly.

I know he’s at work or on his way back.

Or is he?

I put my hand over my mouth.

Maggie’s evil grin is back, like she can’t stop it.

I try to gather my thoughts, at least to get through this moment, but the TV sounds like it’s getting louder.

I glance at the screen, but nobody’s changing the volume. The kid’s not even watching it anymore. He’s now looking at me.

The TV’s playing an ad for an action movie, and the sound becomes deafening.

“I think Daniel’s at the store, picking up stuff for Dar...Darren, mute the commercials, honey.”

Darren, that’s the kid’s name. Like a pro, he aims the remote and ends the horrible barrage of noise with a push of his thumb.

“Dear, I don’t know what you’re doing here, but I won’t push it.” Maggie’s condescending tone is tying my stomach in knots. “It really is over. You should know that, if you don’t yet.”

Even though I’m just standing on flat, solid ground, I stumble slightly and almost fall.

Regaining my balance, I see Maggie grinning with pure delight.

“Process it,” Maggie chirps cheerfully. “Let it sink in. Daniel has a family. There’s no more hope for you.”

Darren unmutes the television, and the sound of the shouting, shrieking crowd suffocates me. Tears are flooding my vision, but I can see Maggie still focused on me, smirking, her hands gripping the arm of the sofa with glee.

I clumsily run out the door and to the elevator. The sound of Maggie laughing at me competes with the sound of the TV coming from Daniel’s apartment.

Thank goodness the elevator opens as soon as I press the button, the empty car waiting to take me away from this hell.

I don’t know what’s carrying me on the walk home. I’m drained of all energy and all motivation for any fucking thing.

I just move down the sidewalk with a hard, blank stare, wiping away new tears every so often.

I stay on the route straight down to my building for a while, but after a few minutes, I take a brief detour.

I turn right and start walking west fast. I cross the West Side Highway and grab the key fob to Daniel’s apartment—I forgot to give it back.

And I’m not going back now.

I pitch the key into the Hudson with an overhand throw.

That feels surprisingly good.

And I’m still fucking crying.

There’s no denying what I’m going through.

“I’ve fallen for Daniel, hard,” I tell Jenna after getting back to my place.

All it took was a text message while walking home, and my cousin was waiting in the lobby by the time I got back.

Now she’s next to me on the living room sofa, her hand resting on my shoulder.

“You think so, huh?” Jenna smiles gently with knowing compassion. I emit a brief wheeze, which is as close to laughing as I could get at present.

“Only you could get a laugh from me right now.”

“Hey, I’m good for some things.”

“So you believe it?”

“I believe my eyes. I recognize that kind of pain all too well.”

“And you’ve gotten over it...”

“And so will you. You know that. We’ve all been through this shit.”

I shift away from Jenna on the sofa and face forward, looking at the wall.

“I’m going to need to some time, though.” I don’t know what I mean by that.

“Of course.” Jenna seems to know.

“I don’t think I can do it anymore.”

“Rose, they’ve had you long enough.”

“I guess that is what I’m talking about. Just, resetting...”

“Go. Find a sunny spot, take some time for yourself, figure it out.”

“Yeah,” I respond, kind of dumbly.

“And it’ll be time for you to bloom, Rose. I’ve been waiting years to use that one. But seriously, I’m picking up Jayden from his friend’s in like an hour, so...”

I don’t object to Jenna leaving. I’ve got things to do.

I walk Jenna out so I can pick up a pint of ice cream at the store downstairs.

It serves me well as I find a draft of my resignation letter, which I knew I’d be using someday, and print it out with tomorrow’s date.

I want to feel like a kid in a candy store trying to find a vacation rental somewhere tropical, beautiful, and far away from everything I know.

I’m not much for feeling excited tonight, though.

Looking through beach house rentals all over the world, I find a good deal in an unexpected location.

I sleep like a rock, and I hand in my resignation bright and early the next morning.

Everyone’s too shocked to say much, but that’s for the best.

After my last day of work, I pack in sort of a rush.

I have a teeming mass of impatient thoughts and feelings, but I want to wait until I get to the beach house to think about any of it.

I don’t have to wait long, though. 

After a forty-minute ride on the N train, I get out at Coney Island. I walk with my two hefty pieces of luggage down to my beachside loft to check in.

The loft has a weird floor plan, but it’s lovely, and it’s set apart from everything.

It’s so set apart that all I end up doing the first day is setting a towel down on the sand and setting myself down to stare at the water.

The weather is perfect. I can barely see and hear the Coney Island crowds in the distance.

Sitting on the sand, I feel just calm enough to numb myself for a while, but I’m not figuring much out, either.

After two days, I give up and wander into the crowds at Coney Island. Apart from a few confused tourists, the only people who try to talk to me are guys.

There are a lot of guys, and most of them are shirtless. Yet it’s like I’m looking right through them.

That scares me. I really let myself go off the deep end with Daniel.

Halfway through the week, I retreat to my loft.

I exchange a couple texts with Jenna, but I don’t talk with anyone. I cook with the groceries the property owners left for me. I only venture outside to sit at my quiet spot on the beach.

My quiet spot doesn’t seem to help much. When the week is almost over, all I can think is It’s been three weeks, nearly a month, and Daniel still hasn’t even tried to talk to me, not even to explain himself.

My week is nearly up, and now I’m crying again.

Dammit.

A week’s not enough, I guess, but I have to get over this soon.

I’ve got no other choice.






Daniel

 

I’ve been here in London for already a week, and I’m anxious to get home again, although I begrudgingly understand that I’ll be walking in the door to Maggie, not Rose.

My mother raised me to respect women, and that’s exactly what I intend to do. I don’t want to hurt Maggie by any means.

I’ll keep my word. If Darren is my son, then I’ll pick up the slack and will promise to make up for lost time with him.

The problem is that the results are taking far longer than I expected. I don’t fucking get it. In this day and age, shouldn’t something like that be available, I don’t know, fucking instantly?

I finish up my packing in my hotel room, eager to get back to New York.

I had been across the pond to check on an issue with one of my hotels here, and now that everything is back under control, I’m ready to get back to where I belong…with Rose.

I haven’t spoken to Rose since that day in my penthouse when Maggie showed up with Darren, demanding that I claim the son she’s certain is mine.

Even though I’m not with her right now, I know that Rose is just as eager to see the DNA testing results.

When I have everything ready to go, I turn in my hotel key and have a driver take me to Heathrow. My flight leaves in just two hours, and I plan on using the quality time on the trip back to think on everything that’s happened.

Rose deserves the whole truth, but frankly, so do I. I peel back the layers of my memory. I am fairly confident that Maggie was, in fact, on birth control at the time we broke up.

She wanted to focus on her career and never mentioned anything remotely resembling a pregnancy.

After boarding the plane, I order a gin and tonic and wear an eye mask. I get my neck pillow in place and heave a grand sigh as I lean back in my seat.

Hopefully, once I plant my feet back on American soil, I’ll be closer to a resolution where Rose and I can put this silly mix-up behind us.

When I step into my penthouse, Maggie and Darren are laughing together at the kitchen island. I cringe when I notice that Maggie is wearing one of the freshly dry-cleaned white button-down collared shirts I had washed just before I left for London.

She’s also wearing tiny pajama shorts underneath them. I toss the keys onto the counter by the door and shrug off my jacket while I carefully place my suitcase on the floor.

Maggie meets my gaze and gives me a wink as she ruffles her son’s hair. I recoil slightly.

I want to ask her what the hell she’s doing, but I hate to quarrel in front of the kid. He’s probably been through enough already as it is.

Cartoons are blaring from the sixty-inch flat screen above my fireplace in the living room, but they’re visible to the kid due to the open concept of my floor plan.

Darren is eating cereal and gives me a shy smile as I greet the two of them. I immediately notice that the counter tops, which I prefer to be kept clean at all times, are laden with dirty dishes.

My irritation is soaring through the fucking roof, and it hasn’t even been five fucking minutes since I got home.

“Uh, Maggie?” I scratch my head, trying to speak with as much politeness as I can.

“Yeah?” She gives me a seductive look as she puts a strawberry to her lips.

“Do you think you could clean up some of these dishes after you’ve finished eating?” I hate sounding like I’m trying to appease her. It’s my apartment that she’s invading after all.

“Sure.” Maggie shrugs with indifference.

The kid finishes his cereal and glances up at Maggie. “Mom, can I go watch cartoons in Mr. Daniel’s living room?” He points to the TV mounted on the wall.

“Of course, sweetie.” She strokes his cheek and plants a kiss on his forehead before he skips off. Then, she gives me a smile as if her son is the most adorable human on earth. “I guess it will take some time for him to start calling you Dad.”

I glance at the boy who’s happily sitting on the floor, his legs crossed and staring up at the TV.

“Maggie...” I begin, running a hand through my hair. “Have you heard anything about the results? It’s been weeks now.”

“Nope.” Maggie shakes her head and splashes a disgruntled look over her face. “It won’t matter anyway. We’re a family, Daniel.”

“Maggie, if he’s mine, sure...I’ll take responsibility. That doesn’t mean we’ll be a family.” I give her a firm stare.

She reacts like she’s totally fucking unfazed. “We’ll see,” she states with breezy confidence as she begins to rinse and wash the dishes on the counter.

It’s been three weeks since I took the DNA test. Three fucking long weeks.

Maggie is driving me crazy, waltzing around my penthouse apartment like she owns the place, helping herself to my food and laying around as if she belongs there.

I hate the way things are moving, as if we were a real couple or something. I decide to take matters into my own hands. If I want results from the lab, I’m going to just have to call them myself and demand an answer.

I wait until Maggie leaves one afternoon to pick up Darren from school before I dial the number to the hospital.

I have to jump through a few hoops and get redirected a few times on the call, but I finally reach a live person on the other end from the lab.

I clear my throat, explaining to the nice woman on the phone who I am, and that I’m waiting for DNA results.

The woman sounds confused at first. “I’ve been trying to reach you for almost three weeks now,” she admits.

“Um, what?” I ask, feeling slightly alarmed.

“Yes,” the woman confirms. “A woman keeps answering on your home line. Every time I call, she tells me either you aren’t home, or you’re unavailable and there is no other way to reach you.”

Instant fury seethes in my veins. “Well, here I am,” I say through clenched teeth.

“You are more than welcome to come view the results, sir,” the woman says. “We will just need you to come in person so that we can match your identification for confidentiality reasons.”

“I’ll be right there,” I tell the woman and hastily hang up the phone.

I don’t have time to call my driver, so I flag down a cab and rush to the hospital, marching through the doors to the lab with my ID in hand.

I receive the little manila envelope with the results, my hands trembling so much that I have a difficult time opening the package.

I take the sealed white documents out of their container and scan the results.

Negative….no matching DNA.

I stare at the words, feeling both enraged and vindicated at the same time. I clutch the results tightly in my white-knuckled hands all the way home.

When I get back inside the penthouse, Maggie is sitting at the kitchen table, wearing a black jumper with her leg propped casually up on the table. She’s scrolling through her social media feeds and smiling.

Once she takes one solid look at me, though, her smug satisfaction collapses and she turns as white as a ghost.

She defensively stands up and takes a step back. I wave the DNA papers in front of her.

“Read this Maggie,” I practically roar. I’m so angry I don’t even recognize myself. “Negative. Darren isn’t my son.”

Tears tumble down Maggie’s eyes. “I’m sorry…I really thought he was yours,” she yelps like a wounded puppy.

“You lied to me,” I growl at her. “Unforgivable!”

“Daniel…we’re good together,” Maggie pleads, still unwilling to give up the fight.

“Get out!” I demand. “Get out of my house now.”

A look of shame settles on Maggie’s face as her son comes out from the hallway looking scared. She quickly composes herself and dries her tears while the boy looks on in confusion.

But I can’t worry about her right now. I need to find Rose and tell her the results. I grab my keys to leave when Maggie stops me, gripping me by the elbow.

“Wait,” she says, clutching me. “Do you love her? Do you love Rose?” Her eyes are bloodshot, red and swollen with tears and desperation.

I don’t even have to hesitate before responding. “Yes,” I tell Maggie coldly. “I love Rose.” I shrug her off and run out the door to chase down my dreams before they slip through my fingers forever.

When I arrive at Rose’s apartment about fifteen minutes later, I’m a sweaty, panting ball of stress. I ring the doorbell, but then find myself pounding on the door a few seconds later in frustration, frantically calling out Rose’s name.

I lean against the door, trying to compose myself. To my surprise, Rose’s cousin Jenna answers the door. As soon as she sees me, she immediately moves to slam the door in my face.

“No, stop!” I cry out, putting my shoulder against it to keep it open.

Jenna gives me a sullen eye roll and crosses her arms over her chest. “What the hell do you want?”

“I need to see Rose,” I tell her, craning my neck to look past her into the apartment.

“She’s not here,” Jenna states flatly and tries to push the door closed again, but I’m stronger.

“When will she be back? Or will you just tell me where she is?” I beg.

Jenna’s face contorts into disgust. I have no idea whether she’s lying, and Rose is actually in her bedroom, but I can’t just shove her aside and tumble unwanted into the apartment.

I use a gentler approach. “Please, tell me where she is, Jenna.” I make eye contact with her. “I understand you’re angry and upset, just as Rose is, and you both have every right to be.”

Jenna sighs dramatically, a look of annoyance on her face, but I can tell she’s caving.

“Please,” I continue, pleading my case. “Everything is just a misunderstanding. I need to explain everything to Rose, but I need your help in finding her.” I give her a pitiful look.

Jenna studies me for a moment. “Do you love Rose?”

“Yes!” I exclaim, ready to shout it from the rooftops if I have to.

That’s when I realize—I didn’t hesitate to profess my love for Rose to Maggie and Jenna. There had never been any doubt as to what I felt for her.

Determination swells in my heart, and I plead with Jenna one last time, looking into her eyes and searching for any residing compassion and empathy.

“Come on, Jenna,” I tell her. “The kid isn’t mine, and I need to tell Rose.”

Finally, after what seems like an eternity of pestering, Jenna caves.

“Okay,” she sighs and places her hand on the door jam. “I’ll tell you where she is if you promise not to hurt her again.”

“Never again,” I vow firmly, looking her stone cold in the eyes.

“She’s at the beach,” Jenna reveals. “Out by Coney Island.”

I lean in to give Jenna a hug, thanking her and the stars above for helping me in my quest. Jenna reluctantly hugs me back, but I can tell by her eyes that she’s smiling internally and rooting for us.

I get my driver to bring me out to Coney Island. I wander the beach for a while before I spot her—the woman I’ve given my heart to without knowing it.

I walk up to her, keeping to the side, so that she won’t notice me right away. Her hair dances around her like billows of strands stretching out to the sky, like feathers reaching for the sea.

The early morning hues of the sky reflect a pinkish purply glow around Rose that makes her dauntingly magnificent.

I approach her carefully and stand just above where she has her knees tucked up to her chest and her toes curled into the sand.

“May I sit?” I request.

Rose stills for a second before she glances at me briefly. Then, she sets her eyes back on the Atlantic horizon. She doesn’t respond, but she doesn’t get up and walk away either, so I take that as a step in the right direction.

I grunt and crouch down on the sand beside her. “You don’t have to say anything,” I begin. “I know you’re really mad at me. Just hear me out for a minute. Let me explain everything.”

Rose doesn’t flinch or blink. She continues to look out at the scope of the ocean as the waves swell and crash to the shore.

“The kid isn’t mine,” I tell her. “The DNA test was negative. Maggie was just trying to trap me. Whatever we had between us was long gone, even before you came.”

Confusion appears on Rose’s face. She stands up and begins to walk away, but I’ve come too far to lose her now.

I try to walk beside her, but she pushes me away.

“Stop it!” she screams. “Leave me alone!”

I do as she says and allow her to wander a few steps ahead.

“Rose!” I shout to her on the empty beach. “Come back here. I love you, dammit!”

Rose halts in her tracks, her tiny footprints leaving a trail in her wake. She slowly spins around and gives me a quizzical look.

“I love you!” I declare again, not only to her but to the whole fucking world if it wants to hear. I raise my hands above my head and profess it with vigor. “I don’t know what I’ll do if I lose you.”

Finally, I notice the faintest smile cross her lips, but it’s so subtle under the fresh morning sunlight that it’s hard to see.

Then, out of nowhere, Rose doubles over and begins retching, dry heaving and clutching the sand.

“Rose?” I jog up to help her and, in that instant, she vomits all over the fucking beach.

 






Rose

 

“Rose, are you okay?”

Daniel’s hand tenderly resting on my shoulder is like a strong cup of coffee, waking me up from the dull, lifeless week I had hiding out on the beach.

I enjoy the feeling so much that I don’t respond right away—especially once the feeling starts evolving. The feel of Daniel’s touch, which I haven’t felt in a fucking long time, is sending little shivers from my shoulder to my toes.

Heat flows through me as well, and I don’t think it has anything to do with the fact I just vomited right on the fucking sand.

Blech! It’s right between Daniel’s feet and mine—but I don’t want to look at it anymore.

So, at last, I raise my head, and meet Daniel’s pleading eyes. His touch and those eyes obliterate all the bullshit, all the torment I’ve been putting myself through for days.

And all the suspicion and wariness that began weighing on me the instant I saw his face on the beach is crumpling down to nothing in the face of this feeling…

“Daniel, I feel great.”

“But...”

“I don’t know why I threw up, and I’m not even sure why I feel great now...”

“I love you.”

That’s why.

“Could you say it again?”

“Rose, I love you.”

He’s the damn medicine man.

“That’s it, that’s why. I know it’s not rational, and if you asked me five minutes ago...”

“I love you, and I mean it, Rose.”

“One more time.”

“I love you.”

“I...” I shake my head in disbelief, feeling hot, feeling lighter than air. Daniel leans in and gently kisses me on the cheek.

I lean into Daniel, wrapping my arms around him. He closes his arms delicately around me, moving in more closely and landing a feather-light, ethereal kiss by my ear.

“You were saying?” he whispers.

“I...I love you, too.” I chuckle softly, and Daniel does the same. As I laugh a bit more and let my head fall onto Daniel’s chest, teardrops fall one after another from my eyes.

What began as a delicate embrace grows naturally into a warm hug, as we prop each other up in the sand.

The realization is instant, yet the fullness of it dawns over me slowly and beautifully: This is where I belong.

So I stay there, in Daniel’s arms, feeling the sea breeze waft around us, listening to the seagulls and the crashing waves, hearing the distant sounds of joyous beach-goers and Cyclone riders, relishing in just how obvious it is.

Yet, I wouldn’t mind hearing it one more time.

“Say it again, please?”

“Rose, I love you.”

I release a couple more joyous, tearful laughs.

“Are you sure you’re okay, Rose?” Daniel asks.

“I love you.”

For me, those words are like a cure for both of us.

We slide slightly away from each other as the sounds of loud, boisterous crowds start to grow closer, the beach getting more crowded.

Daniel and I are not ready to leave this spot quite yet. He gazes down at me, and I return the look, beholding his gorgeous face and his eyes, seeing that he’s shed a few tears of his own.

How long had we been standing together on the beach? I don’t know, and I don’t care.

“Really, Rose,” Daniel begins, “the whole thing was just...”

“Hush. It doesn’t matter, and you explained it perfectly.”

“I love you.”

“Just like that.”

We laugh, and I watch Daniel’s face transform as a magnificent smile graces his lips.

“What do you want to do right now, Rose? Whatever it is, I’ll make it happen.”

“I want to kiss you.”

“Then please do.”

“I need to brush my teeth first. Remember?”

We both look at the sand. We somehow shifted, unconsciously, away from the spot where I threw up. We look at each other and burst into laughter once more.

“If you insist.”

“I insist. That’s what I want to do right now: brush my teeth.”

Daniel nods as he contemplates my desire.

“As I said, I will make that happen. That is entirely doable.”

“Hey, I can make that happen. I’ve got a toothbrush in my loft and everything. I even have toothpaste!”

“You rented a loft?”

“Come on, how did you find me?”

I start walking towards the building, and I grab Daniel’s arm so he stays with me.

I know things are changing fast. It’s crazy. A few minutes and a few words can transform your entire world just like that.

“Jenna told me Coney Island, so here I am.”

“That’s it?”

“It’s not like you were hard to find.”

Fuck, maybe there’s a reason I chose a vacation rental that’s even closer than the airport.

“Don’t downplay your sleuthing skills.”

Daniel deftly shifts his arm out of my hand, and laces our fingers together.

Then, he looks at me with that smile, and I feel the heat and weightlessness as strongly as ever.

“You don’t mind me tracking you down?”

“No, not this time.”

“Why not?”

“Because you’re showing me where I belong.”

Daniel looks away, nodding like he understands but clearly trying to figure out what the hell I mean.

To tell the truth, I’m not sure myself, but I almost start crying again when I say it.

The weather’s especially nice today, and the crowds around Coney Island are growing large and rowdy. Things are starting to get crazy crowded when we finally walk into the loft building.

“Not bad,” Daniel comments when we walk into the loft. “What is this, an Airbnb?”

“A lady never tells. Now, excuse me while I go brush my fucking teeth.”

I do a little spin while walking to the bathroom. I’m actually starting to like this place, a change of heart that evolved over the last thirty seconds since I walked through the door with Daniel.

I go into the bathroom by myself and feel a pang of apprehension that being alone in the bathroom is somehow going to break the spell of the outdoors, that I’ll suddenly start revisiting the uncertain—and maybe even the misery of the past few days now that I’m out of the enchanting seaside air.

I give my teeth a thorough brushing, and it doesn’t happen. I still feel warm and excited at the thought of what the future holds—and even warmer and a bit tingly at the thought of tomorrow.

Just to be sure of both my feelings and my oral hygiene, I floss and then rinse with mouthwash for a full minute.

I feel even warmer, even more tingly—this is where I belong.

Well, to be more accurate, where I belong is in the room with Daniel, who’s being very quiet out there.

“You’re still here!” I cry out joyfully as I leave the bathroom. Daniel’s sitting on the cheap little loveseat, resting his arm on the back.

“Of course I’m still here. I’m not going anywhere. Nothing could move me.”

“Is that so?”

I jump onto the loveseat and land on Daniel’s lap.

“Still not moving,” he whispers about a split second before I start the kiss I’ve been waiting for.

We both dive into it deeply, our lips and tongues desperate for a profoundly passionate kiss. Daniel falls slowly onto his back as I push against him and explore his mouth aggressively with my tongue.

After Daniel’s flat on his back, I climb on top of him and draw my tongue slowly from his mouth. I raise my head up just enough to look him in the eye.

“You still not moving?” I ask in a low growl.

“I could try…”

I grab Daniel’s shoulders and hold him down on the couch, pushing myself up slightly while pushing my lower half against his cock, which has grown long and incredibly hard in his pants.

“What was that?” I ask with a grin.

“Argument conceded.”

I hold onto Daniel’s shoulders, but he’s able to reach up and gently stroke my hair. That sends a serious shiver of heat through me, and I ease my grip.

Daniel’s hand moves down to my tits, and he starts teasing the area around my nipples through my t-shirt.

“Fuck!” I yell, longing to get out of my clothes quicker than I can tear them off. “Hold on!”

I rip the shirt up over my head and fling it as hard as I can towards the bathroom door.

“So, we’re doing that now?” Daniel reaches down and starts removing his own shirt.

“That’s right. Let’s get a move on.”

I start undoing my bra when the sight of Daniel’s bare pecs lobs me into a hypnotic state. My hands cannot do anything but fall onto them, and Daniel helps out by unfastening my bra as I run my hands up and down his chest and stomach, taking in every detail of his beautifully toned muscles.

A barely audible little moan escapes me as I move my hands up and down Daniel’s chest, then his abs, going a little lower each time, as he teases my tits.

I moan more loudly, and so does Daniel, when my hands reach his waist and the bottom of my palms come to rest tantalizingly close to his stiff, throbbing member—still enclosed in his pants.

“I’m so fucking wet,” I manage to say through labored breathing.

“You don’t fucking say.”

Daniel starts sitting up, and I move with him until we’re both up against the couch and revisiting that earlier kiss.

After a few minutes, Daniel leans back and asks an important question.

“Does this place come with a bedroom, or what?”






Daniel

 

We’re both under the spell now.

I wasn’t feeling it yet, not like this, when I was just wandering around Coney Island, searching hopelessly for Rose...for my love.

It sounds fucking cheesy, I know, but I already said that I’m under the spell. We both are.

It clicked for me, under today’s brilliantly blue sky, with the waves lapping against the shore, breathing the salty air. I was under the spell—and I still am now.

I had felt it ever since I first laid eyes on Rose in that quirky little tea shop, and I had felt it when I shouted that I loved her at the top of my lungs.

But it wasn’t until after she got sick on the sand, and I ran over in a haze of concern...it wasn’t until after she asked me to say those words again...

That’s when I went under the spell by the ocean—and I’m still there.

I’m still so very much fucking there.

I’m so there that I almost walked around Rose’s rental with my sand-caked shoes, before I threw them out in the hallway while she was in the bathroom.

And now, well, we’re both losing a lot more of our clothes, stumbling into the bedroom of Rose’s Coney Island vacation rental.

“You’re so fucking lucky I extended this for one more night,” she informs me.

“I’ve never felt luckier,” I agree.

I’m trying to undo my belt so I can get my damn pants off my stupid, eager body.

For once, my cock is not showing any signs of slowing down its unbounded enthusiasm. Goddamn, I must really be in fucking love.

“Having some trouble?” Rose purrs in a sugary voice that holds a maddeningly sexy edge just below the surface.

“Not at all.” I’m still fumbling with my blasted belt buckle in the doorway to Rose’s loft’s bedroom.

“I can’t take it anymore,” Rose shrieks, and she charges towards me with her hands out.

I throw my own hands up in surrender, which is the right decision because Rose needs room to grab the waist of my pants like it’s a steering wheel.

With her hands gripped securely onto my pants and belt, Rose begins pulling me ferociously back in the direction she came from, over to the bed in the middle of the room.

I am not objecting to Rose’s pulling on any level; in fact, I’m assisting her in the best way I can by trotting in the bed’s direction. She decides to throw me for a loop, though, when she twists me around to her left side and tries to throw me onto the bed.

I oblige by leaping in that direction.

I end up falling on my side, on top of the noisy spring mattress.

Rose falls with me, landing on her side, facing me while we listen to the springs buckle under our weight.

“This is going to be a noisy one,” I say with a chuckle.

“Wanna bet?” Rose challenges before grabbing at my pants again, with a renewed intensity.

I let her do her thing, and this time she succeeds in getting the damn things down, all the way past my knees, letting my rigid cock pop up freely into the bedroom air.

Rose’s hands, both of them, go straight for my cock. 

With the starved look in her eye, I expect her to wrap her hands around my shaft immediately. Keeping that hungry, determined look in her eye, she throws me for another loop by gently feeling my cock with her fingertips, moving them lightly and slowly all around my member.

I utter some nonsensical sound as I close my eyes in ecstasy.

Rose mimics my mumblings, and I open my eyes to see her sassy smirk as she tightens her hold on my cock.

I reach down and undo the button on Rose’s jeans as we both rotate into a better position—one in which we’re both completely on the bed.

I move my fingers gradually into Rose’s panties as she starts working my cock with more vigor. It turns out that she is indeed so fucking wet.

“Oh, fuck,” she moans, and finally grips my cock with conviction. “Keep going, please!”

My fingers continue on their slow, careful path, teasing Rose’s pussy lips coyly, staying just out of reach of her clit. Her soft moans grow in volume.

Rose’s hands drop away from my cock as she loses focus. I know she’s almost there. 

“Wait,” she pants, and pulls down her jeans and panties entirely, which makes me start to lose focus.

But I try to stay on course. I watch Rose’s spectacular cinnamon eyes as I pick up where I left off.

Rose belts out a giggly shriek when I start teasing her lips again. I slow the pace of my fingers more and more as I get closer to her clit.

“Oh, Daniel, come the fuck on,” she scolds me quietly.

Then it all starts happening at a rapid-fire pace.

What I intend to do is start running my fingers at a glacial tempo, taking all the time I need to send Rose into new, uncharted states of escalating, unquenchable desire until she finally succumbs to the abyss of a mind-blowing orgasm.

Yet as soon as my fingers start to move again, Rose fucking comes right away—really fucking hard. She grips my cock in both hands when she’s barely even finished.

I take in one last glimpse of Rose’s remarkable eyes in the ensuing blur, and in the literal blink of an eye, she’s moved down to my cock, licking slowly from the base up to the tip—and back.

“Ah, Jesus Christ!” I yelp as she keeps going.

Then she stops abruptly, and I hear myself still breathing heavily, my head sinking into the pillow.

“You like teasing, do you?” I hear her coo.

“I...I think I just lost all sense of space and time.”

I await Rose’s response—but I’m not prepared for the sensation of her tongue moving slowly around my cock again, exploring every facet of it, every nuance.

I’m not exaggerating when I say I’m losing sense of space and time.

Maybe I’m on a squeaky mattress in a rented loft somewhere on the southern coast of Brooklyn, but when Rose takes the tip of my cock into her mouth, I might as well be on another planet, in another universe, in another dimension.

I could be anywhere and have no idea which way is up because I think my mind is melting.

I moan loudly and deeply, but it sounds somewhere off in the distance. I’m just floating here, in this realm of unheard-of beauty and pleasure.

“Argh!”

I open my eyes to see the ceiling of the loft clearly as I come crashing down from whatever high I was on—and now I’m coming all over the wall behind the bed.

The mattress is starting to rise and fall in a steady rhythm, and the springs are making an ungodly noise. I don’t know why, and I can’t be bothered to care.

Every last ounce of emotional and physical tension has been thoroughly drained from me—and I still feel small waves of euphoric pleasure traveling through my limbs.

“Hey!”

I look over my left shoulder, toward the sound of Rose’s voice, and I see why the mattress is making so much noise.

Rose is on her feet, in the middle of the mattress, bouncing up and down lightly.

“I know jumping’s not a good idea,” she says, “but this is fun enough.”

The vision of Rose’s tits bobbing wildly sends all my blood rushing straight back to my cock. I immensely enjoy watching Rose take in that show with sheer joy, even clapping her hands a couple times as she witnesses my dick springing to rock-hard life.

I roll over onto my other side and see my pants on the floor. I reach into the left front pocket and pull out my wallet.

“What are you doing?” Rose asks casually, still bouncing.

I pull out the one condom I have, hidden behind my driver’s license.

“I’m trying to always have one on me no matter what.” I place the condom in an easy-to-reach spot by a pillow.

“You ready to use that now?”

I turn back towards Rose and bask in the sight of her smiling and lightly bouncing. I have no doubt it’s the best thing I’ve ever seen in my life.

I lie silently and appreciate this perfect moment.

Then I rise to my feet, facing Rose as she continues to jump up and down, grinning radiantly.

“I’m just putting it nearby—the condom, I mean...in case I need it later.”

I see Rose helping herself to an eyeful of my cock, which is still as stiff as it’s ever been.

“But first,” I continue, “it’s your turn.”

“My turn for what?”

“To feel so good that you’ll rise above the limits of time and space.”

“Um, okay. Then give me my fucking turn already.”






Rose

 

Rise above the limits of time and space, he says.

Hmm.

Daniel’s wording gives me pause for a second. I mean, it can’t be that good for him― or anyone, for that matter. It just sounds a bit over the top and kind of strange.

But I’m not averse to seeing what Daniel has in store for me.

Not while he’s standing across from me on the bed, his hard cock just a few inches away from me and the sun coming through the venetian blinds and glistening off his chiseled physique.

Heck, I’ll even make the first move—well, he’s moving, too—and we both fall toward each other and into each other’s arms...

And we lose balance, collapsing onto the mattress and inciting it to squeak like it’s maybe never squeaked before.

“I don’t know about you,” Daniel says softly after placing a small kiss on my shoulder, “but I think sticking to memory foam is a good idea these days.”

Daniel moves his gentle kissing closer to my tits.

“Agreed,” I reply breathily. “Or at least something quieter than metal...ooh…springs.”

This mattress is clearly not made out of memory foam, however, or any quiet material, as the springs continue their brash, creaky tune.

When Daniel and I get back to the modern world with more discreet mattresses, we can have all the quiet fun we want.

But today, in Coney Island, shit’s gonna get loud.

Daniel’s progressing gradually down toward my belly button, and I’m already writhing with the sensuality of his perfect kisses and the anticipation of where he’s going to be focusing very shortly.

I squirm with increasing intensity when I feel heat and the energy of Daniel’s mouth getting deliciously close to my cunt. When he finally gets so near to it that the anticipation is overwhelming and I’m nearly grinding my ass on the sheets and about to come a second time, he stops and stays still.

“You fucking tease, Daniel! What’s with you today?”

As I fully expect him to, Daniel remains motionless―yet so close. Motionless and close enough that I start writhing slowly again…and breathing heavily…and feeling my body temperature climb to Himalayan heights.

“Oh.”

I’m even moaning a bit, and he hasn’t even fucking started again.

Oh, there he goes, licking my left inner thigh so carefully, so meticulously, getting as close as he can to my actual goddamn pussy—close enough that I’m nearly ready to grab his head and shove his face in it, but stopping to move to my right inner thigh and running his tongue in maddening cycles getting closer, so enticingly close to it feeling so amazingly good…

Yet I know it’s coming, I know he’ll get there, and the thought of that moment soon to come elicits a small pleasured moan, followed by a louder moan as the moment does come.

Daniel works my pussy with his skillful tongue, licking my lips from bottom to top and taking his sweet, wonderful, fucking miraculous time.

I hear my voice groaning crudely and riotously, sounding just out of fucking control.

Because I am out of fucking control. Holy shit.

Daniel’s tongue is making the transition from the wide focus of slowly licking my pussy to moving in more intricate patterns, crisscrossing and moving diagonally, all while maintaining that same deliberate, thorough approach.

“Oh, holy shit!” My exclamation almost sounds like a prayer the way I say it.

I sink deeper into the bed, or I feel like I’m sinking deeper at least. I’m staring up at the ceiling, nothing but a plain white surface and a small lighting fixture. But I can tell my vision is getting blurry and everything is taking on a faint, colorful aura.

Daniel’s tongue is now orbiting my clit, taking painstaking care to get near, but not too near it.

I notice that I’m moving in the same rhythm and at the same measured tempo as Daniel’s tongue-work—thrusting my cunt back and forth.

“Don’t stop, keep it up, keep doing it.”

The words are absconding from my mouth; I can’t help but blab them out. That’s how badly I need for this to continue.

I hear my own feral groaning kick in again as Daniel’s tongue reaches my clit. It sounds almost as if it’s coming from another room or another universe.

My eyes are closed now, and I’m seeing weak colors. Daniel’s tongue continues another long, leisurely lap, and I start yelling gibberish as I’m consumed by a massive climax.

At some point during my historic orgasm, I open my eyes and see the white ceiling, and I hear my own tense, excited breathing crest then gradually lose intensity as I’m overcome by a remarkable sense of calm.

My vision comes back into focus in plenty of time to see Daniel crawl up next to me.

Daniel’s eyes are on me, and they’re amazingly easy to read—they’re full of adoration, jubilance, and anticipation of what I’m going to say next.

“Fuck, Daniel, you’re right.”

Daniel gingerly clears a few hairs from my face. He’s positively glowing with warmth, and so am I.

“So…did you rise above the limits?”

“I think so. I definitely climbed to some crazy heights, and I fell gently back to earth.”

“Making you feel that way makes me feel that way, if that makes sense.”

“I think so.”

Daniel’s glowing with warmth, with love, as he regards me quietly.

I could stay like this for eternity.

“I feel like you’ve got something more to say, Rose.”

“Um, I do. This is like the ultimate afterglow right now.”

Daniel falls onto his back so he’s facing the ceiling, and I do the same so we’re lying side by side, in the same position, looking skyward.

Simply lying like this next to Daniel feels really freaking good.

“More accurate words have never been spoken, Rose. But...”

Daniel lets his unfinished thought hang there until I have to sit up on the bed and confront him about it.

“But what?”

Daniel sits up and turns toward me.

“But if that’s the case, then we wouldn’t really need to continue. At least not today...”

“Yeah, if we’re that satisfied...”

“Do you really want to call it a day already?”

“Not on your fucking life, my friend.”

“Me, neither.”

“Good.”

We tumble straight into each other and pick up our earlier, untamed kiss where we left it, our tongues acting ravenous and insatiable.

Somehow, we ignite a sort of wrestling match while we’re kissing, with both of us leaning hard into each other.

Ultimately, Daniel relents, and he ends up flat on his back with me on top of him.

“Okay,” Daniel says after we’re done kissing and starts unwrapping his condom. “I’m glad I had this with me.”

“Are you sure you need that? Today?”

“Maybe, maybe not, but it’s open now, and I’d like you to do the honors.”

Alright, it’s not so bad. I can obviously get his cock to full rigidity at any time I choose, and if he needs this before we fuck, well, it could be a fun little ritual.

I sit up and move slightly back, straddling Daniel and getting into prime position for more transcendent pleasure. 

After taking the condom from Daniel’s hand, I begin shifting my weight up and down very softly, activating the mattress squeak sounds and allowing my tits to bounce nicely.

I smile with a touch of campiness as I hold up the condom.

I regard Daniel’s throbbing, rigid dick, appreciating the way it bounces subtly with the mattress. I’m well on my way back to being soaking wet, but feeling Daniel’s deeply firm cock under my fingers as I lovingly roll on the condom is enough to get me beyond ready.

I slither up and situate myself above Daniel’s exquisite member. As if we’re a world-class gymnastic team turning in a gold medal performance, we move fluidly together as Daniel’s cock starts making its way into my wet, waiting pussy.

Daniel’s cock proceeds to slide perfectly into my cunt, and I savor the sensation while easing myself down.

Things get blurry as I take in more of Daniel’s dick, and the surges of blindingly intense pleasure blooms into an ecstatic sea of bliss with each new inch.

And we’re only getting started.

I only take about half of Daniel’s dick at first, and that feels amazing enough, but the transcendence starts to kick in the third or fourth time when I lower myself completely onto his cock and we start gradually increasing our tempo.

My vision blurs, and the world starts shaking mildly, and I hear Daniel’s voice and my voice roaring in a duet of pure rapture.

I close my eyes tight to focus fully on the sensation of Daniel’s gigantic cock fitting me perfectly, again and again.

How could anything possibly feel this fucking good?

I lean backward a little and throw my head back in bliss. Our hands find their way to each other’s bodies, with Daniel stroking my tits and me lightly caressing his toned pecs.

That’s as much as we can take, and we both come with abandon.

After yet another journey to the sublime, Daniel and I lay on our backs, looking wordlessly at the vacant ceiling as the afternoon sun shines on us through the blinds.






Rose

 

“I can’t believe I’m five months pregnant already.”

A nostalgic burst of energy plants a smile on my face as I lovingly rub my swelling belly.

Daniel tosses me a grin and places his hand over mine. “Is the baby kicking right now?”

“If I stay very still, we can probably feel some light little flutters,” I explain and take his hand to direct it over to the top of my little mound.

“Here…” I whisper and bite my lip in concentration. “Keep your hand right here.”

I press his hand onto my belly, and after a few seconds, the baby responds with a sharp and swift kick with the cutest little accuracy.

Daniel squeals and move his hand over my belly, laughing with delight. “Holy shit, we have a little soccer player bouncing around in there!”

“I know!” I shriek with happiness and glance out the passenger side window.

We’re in the car, en route to our next doctor’s appointment. The doctor explained that this visit will cover the anatomy scan.

I grin back at Daniel. “I’m so excited to find out if it’s a boy or a girl.”

Daniel takes my hand and squeezes it. “I’ll be beyond thrilled and over the moon either way,” he confesses.

“Me, too,” I say and give him a warm smile in return. “I can’t wait to see the little pictures of his or her cute and chubby face.”

“That will indeed be one of the best parts.” Daniel stares out the windshield in front of him and laughs with the fondness of anticipation. 

“One thing is for sure…” I begin.

“What’s that, sweetie?” He turns to glance at me.

“This baby is going to be incredibly loved.”

“Hell yeah, they are.” Daniel chuckles. “Spoiled, too.”

“By your mom, I’m sure,” I tease and roll my eyes.

“Speaking of which,” Daniel says and unscrews the cap to his water bottle before glugging down a few sips. “She’s going to meet us at the hospital.”

“When? Today?” I ask and reposition myself in the seat. I hate to complain that it’s already becoming so uncomfortable to complete simple tasks when I’m only halfway there.

“Yep.” Daniel nods. “She can’t wait to find out the gender either.”

“Maybe we should have a gender reveal party.” I propose the idea. “It would be fun. Don’t you think?” I give Daniel a glance.

He nods. “Absolutely. I think that would be perfect. We could invite friends and family over, and then maybe pull pink or blue balloons out of a box or something like I’ve seen on social media.”

I’m thrilled at the idea. “We sure have come a long way, haven’t we?”

“It’s been a whirlwind of fun,” Daniel admits with a chuckle. 

We live in one of his resort hotels now, still in Manhattan, but it’s his newest venture and his “other baby”, so to speak.

I love all the perks of luxurious amenities, and the process of adapting was exponentially short for me.

At first, we were a little surprised to learn of the pregnancy because Daniel was still having a difficult time coming without a condom in place.

The way the doctor explained it to us was there was the possibility that the condom we used could have had a hole in it, or perhaps there was so much cum in that one load that it overflowed and spilled out of the condom and into me.

Pretty sure that was it because Daniel has some fucking massive loads of cum.

Either way, we are taking this lovely little surprise of nature as a beautiful blessing and a fateful gift from the universe. It was meant to be, condom issue or not.

I turn away, looking back out the window so that Daniel won’t become alarmed by my tears, although they’re the happy kind.

I’m remarkably blessed and have so much to be thankful for. Over the last several months, I’ve become closer and closer to his mom, and the gesture of her coming to the hospital to meet us today might seem minor, but to me it’s astronomical.

When we get to the hospital, Daniel squeezes into a spot in the parking garage that’s conveniently just outside of the elevator doors.

Relief flushes over me as I realize I won’t have to trot far to get there because the baby is currently using my bladder as its first ever squeeze toy.

When we get to the lobby of my doctor’s office on the eighth floor, I hear the familiar chime of Daniel’s mom’s voice.

“Hello!” she greets us and gleefully jogs over to wrap her arms around me and my baby bump.

I open my arms to embrace her, too, as she pats me on the back, and then she pulls away to size me up, drinking me in with joy.

“Darling…you look incredible.”

“Thanks.” I shift my weight with embarrassment and tuck an unruly strand of hair behind my ear. “I feel like a whale.”

“Are you kidding?” She clicks her tongue to protest defiantly. “You are stunning, truly glowing.”

“Well, if you keep it up with the compliments, I just may get a swelled head, too,” I joke.

“Anytime you need a boost of self-confidence, just let me know, and I’ll be happy to indulge you.” She winks at me and whispers, “Pregnancy looks good on you, kid.”

“Okay, Mother.” Daniel sighs with artificial annoyance. “Give the woman some breathing room.”

He pulls me away from his mother’s grasp, always acting protective over me and the baby.

“No, really, it’s fine.” I laugh because in reality, I’m delighted by his mother and thrilled to have her on my team.

We greet Ruben, and the four of us walk to the entrance to my doctor’s office just off to the right of the main lobby on this floor.

Everyone takes a seat in the back of the waiting room while I sign in and do the usual paperwork for my appointment.

A couple of minutes later, I join them with a smile on my face, plopping down beside Daniel, who pats my knee with exuberance.

“I’m so excited,” I whisper to the group.

“Me, too,” his mother squeaks, practically unable to control her enthusiasm.

“I’m just hoping for a healthy baby,” Daniel admits, to which we all nod in agreement.

“I concur with that,” I say. “A healthy baby is the true goal.”

A few minutes later, we’re called to the back. I have to go through all the routine motions of giving a urine sample and getting my weight and blood pressure checked.

After that, we head into the room where I slip into a gown before allowing everyone else back in.

“Hello, everyone. I’m Dr. Farland,” my doctor of Hawaiian descent greets the family.

“We’re so thrilled and honored to be a part of this historical event and witness it in person,” Daniel’s mom states with a dramatic wave of her hand.

I laugh at the adorableness of his mom as Dr. Farland squeezes the cold jelly onto my round and exposed belly. Then she places her ultrasound wand on top of it.

The baby immediately comes on screen, waving around its beautiful tiny fists.

“Wait a second here…” Dr. Farland trails off quietly and furrows her brow at the monitor.

My heart leaps into my throat and threatens to be vomited up in fear.

“Is everything alright?” I say with alarm.

“Yes…” Dr. Farland continues vaguely as she pushes her instrument around over my stomach. “It’s just…I think I see two babies here.”

Daniel and I glance at each other in shock, then back to the doctor to see if we’re hearing her correctly.

“I’m sorry.” Daniel shakes his head and speaks up. “Did you just say you think you see two babies in there on that screen?”

I glance back at Dr. Farland, waiting on eggshells for the answer, a little panic-stricken, but a little excited, too.

Dr. Farland has been my gynecologist even before pregnancy, and I’ve known her a long time, so I trust her with my life and my baby’s life…whether that ends up being multiples or not.

She finally grins and points to the screen. “Yes, it’s twins. See there?”

I squint my eyes. Then after further pointing out, I can see the two bodies on the screen, swirling, dancing, and playing with each other in there.

Tears of joy fill my eyes. “I can’t believe it! Twins!”

“They look perfectly healthy,” Dr. Farland announces.

“Girls or boys?” Daniel’s mom chimes in with the one question whose answer we are all dying to hear.

“We can find that out now if the little ones will cooperate,” Dr. Farland says and pushes the wand further against my belly, trying to expose the parts between the babies’ legs.

“This one is a…” She sticks her tongue out in concentration. “Boy!”

The room yells with delight.

“A boy!” Daniel yelps with excitement. “I’m going to have a son!”

“Congratulations, sweetie,” his mom says fondly and pats his back.

“What about the other one?” I squeal.

Dr. Farland moves between the second baby’s legs. “This one is a…”

She halts, and the suspense makes me feel like I might burst and go into labor right then and there.

“It’s a girl!” she finally exclaims, and we all roar with excitement.

I’m having twins, and I get the best of both worlds, too. Daniel leans down to hug me, and we squeeze each other tight with joy from the great news.

I’m in tears―the pure magic of the blissful moment takes over and consumes me, so I don’t notice at first that Daniel slowly bends to one knee in front of me.

I glance down at him from the examination table.

“Honey, what are you doing?” I chuckle and wipe the tears from my cheeks.

He retrieves a tiny red box from the front pocket of his jeans and places it directly in front of me. I swallow hard, knowing what’s coming, but I need another moment to compose myself.

“Rose, I love you. And I want to spend the rest of my life with you.” His breath hitches for a second. “Will you please do me the honor of being my wife?”

Daniel is a blurry figure in front of me through the fresh batch of tears rolling down my cheeks. Today is one for the history books: it’s completely perfect.

I can’t move because I’m so profoundly in shock by all the events of the past few minutes. I’m still trying to process and digest the splendor of the day…but I manage to whimper a tiny yes while nodding vigorously.

I hear everyone cheering and clapping as Daniel stands up and places the rock—a huge and chunky diamond—on my ring finger.

He kisses my lips and makes me tingle all over. “I love you so much,” he breathes into my neck, causing a shiver of pleasure to surge through me.

“I love you, too.” I sigh with contentment and make a mental note to freeze this perfect memory in my mind forever.

This baby bargain gave me way more than I bargained for―and I wouldn’t have it any other way.



Double Feature

A MFM Menage Romance

 

 

 

 

By Daphne Dawn

Copyright © 2017  by Crimson Vixens

All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or persons is entirely coincidental. This work is intended for adults only.

 

 

 

 

Want Daphne Dawn in your inbox? Get freebies, new release updates, bonus chapters, and more!

 

Sign up for my newsletter!






Kayla

 

I squeeze my stress ball in total frustration. What has happened to the day? About an hour ago, after my usual morning jog, I felt like I could take on the world.

I was ready to put fingers to keyboard and watch the words fly onto the screen, but now I’m sit-ting in my office, and nothing is happening.

My gaze travels, and I contemplate the elaborate certificate displaying my name and its various meanings, a present from my mother some years ago—one she bought during her travels to Cairo. It used to be at home, but when I took this job, with my own office and view, I decided to hang it up at work.

According to the elaborate gold-lettered writing, Kayla has several different meanings, depending on what country you look to. To some, it means “wise one.”

I have to say…I don’t feel particularly wise this morning. Time’s ticking, and I’m not producing.

With a sigh, I randomly hit some keys on my keyboard so my screen no longer looks so white and empty.

As I bring my coffee to my lips, I cringe. Can the day get any worse? I hate cold coffee.

I bite my bottom lip.

I haven’t produced anything this morning, and I cannot justify a coffee break already. My eyes look at the little clock in the top right-hand corner of my computer. Maybe if I write for thirty minutes, I can reward myself with a break and get a fresh, strong, and hot coffee.

My fingers hover over the keyboard. I don’t know how long they stay there without moving. With a sigh, I rummage around the top drawer of my desk, looking for a notepad.

Sometimes words seem to flow faster and better if I use the old-fashioned writing tools: pen and paper.

Slowly I unscrew the top of my gold nib fountain pen. I draw a few swirly lines to make sure there is still ink in it. Good, no further excuses.

Part of me had hoped that lack of ink would mean I’d have to duck out and buy some more. But alas, I really have run out of stalling tactics.

And so I let the pen do the work. Suddenly, a few scenes come to mind, and I make random notes.

“Good to see you working, baby cakes.”

I cringe and look up, my pen stopping midword. The last word now looks more like a drunken spider walked across my page, and I curse Ed quietly.

“Don’t call me that,” I say and look up.

“They still make pens, huh?” Ed ignores my comment and comes up to my desk, sitting on the edge of it. He takes the pen out of my hand and pretends to examine it.

“Or is this one a relic from the last century?”

Instead of a reply, I pull the pen out of his hand and screw the top back on.

“Only people who’ve been taught the craft of writing know how to use one of these,” I pause before I continue. “Oh, I forgot, you weren’t taught the craft of writing.”

Ed is the one reason my job is harder than it should be. Ed is the bane of my existence at the moment.

He ignores my comment and throws some papers onto my desk.

“Some notes for you for the second half of the season. I thought I better give you a hand, since you are new to this gig.”

If I could, I’d like to wipe that smug look off his milky face. Ed, as far as I’m concerned, is the opposite of sex appeal. His skin’s so pasty, I wonder if he ever goes outdoors.

The expensive designer suits do nothing for his short stature and thin body. Exercise isn’t high on Ed’s agenda as well. Even the mere thought of seeing Ed in shorts and a T-shirt makes me want to throw up.

Knowing Ed expects me to look at what he has given me, I randomly scan the pages.

I read a paragraph here and there, and then I feel the world turn up side down. Is he serious?

“You want me to do what?” I know my voice is no longer cool, calm, and collected; it probably rose an octave or two despite my best endeavor to sound perfectly in control.

“What’s the matter, baby cakes? Not up to the challenge?”

Ed has picked up my stress ball and looks at it.

“What do you do with this?”

“I told you not to call me that,” I hiss at him.

Lines have to be drawn. Ed’s taking way too many liberties with me. Producer or not, I’m still the head writer.

Slow down, my inner voice tries to warn me. Think before you speak. You are still new to this game. You are not quite there yet to throw your weight around.

“So you want me to kill one of the lead characters?” I ask, just to make sure I calm down a lit-tle.

Ed nods. “Sure, what’s wrong with that?”

I take a deep breath in before slowly exhaling. Deep breathing helps me to calm down.

“I think it’s too early in the show to kill one of the three brothers.” I pause and think. “The show is about three brothers. What’s the point of killing one of them already?”

Although, as I think about Ian’s performance the other day, I’m tempted to grab this golden opportunity and kill him. It would almost be a pleasure.

As I dwell on this, I start warming to the idea. Ian, if I am brutally honest, is hopeless.

“Don’t be silly,” Ed’s voice stops me mid-thought.

“What’d you mean?” I must have missed something.

“The killing thing. People love to see someone get killed off. It brings ratings. You’ll see.”

I’m still not convinced. Something doesn’t sound right about this. And why, as head writer, do I not get a say in this?

“But the show has only been going for one season. I can’t see the point in killing one of the key characters already.” I try and make my point. “I don’t want to kill one of them already. Maybe later, maybe when the time’s right.”

“You need to kill one of them.” Ed sounds firmer now as though no further discussion will be entered into. “The network expects it, and don’t forget who’s funding this project and with it, your job.”

His words feel like a threat. My heart beats a little faster. I don’t want to lose this job.

“Looks like I don’t have a choice then, do I?” I mutter and try to hide my disappointment. I had different views of how the story should progress, and it didn’t involve killing one of my characters.

“Of course you have a choice, baby cakes.” Ed is smiling his sleazy, slimy smile now. “You al-ways have a choice.”

Puzzled, I look at him.

“You can choose which one to kill off.”

I prick my ears, and my mood lightens just a little.

Ian, I will kill Ian.

While his character is a great character, Ian as an actor is hopeless. I can’t understand how he has gotten as far in the acting world as he has.

“I–” I start, but it’s as if Ed has read my mind. He interrupts me.

“You can kill any of them…except Ian.”

Openmouthed, I stare at Ed. Did he really just say I can’t kill Ian? Where’s my choice then?

Before I can say anything else, Ed’s mobile interrupts the two of us. Without another word, he leaves my office, mouthing something like “got to take this.”

When the door shuts behind him, I feel like screaming, but I refrain myself. Swear words leave my mouth, and I pick up my stress ball. Instead of squeezing it, I throw it at the large window looking out over Venice Beach.

I push my chair back and go to retrieve my stress ball. I don’t go back to my desk straightaway. Instead, I lean my forehead on the glass and stare at the people lying on the beach, playing beach volleyball, jogging, and walking.

Do those people, some of whom no doubt watch my show The Kings, really want one of the brothers killed?

And if so, why can’t it be Ian? Ian’s the weakest out of the trio. He has nothing on Brad and Scott. Why is Ian “off-limits,” as Ed put it?

If I didn’t know any better, I’d say it’s because Ed’s got a thing for Ian…but I know that’s not the case.

In the end, I walk back to my desk and try one more time to start writing. I put the whole “get-ting rid of one my lead characters” to one side.

Unfortunately, I cannot think of anything other than Ed’s words.

“Ian is off-limits.”






Brad

 

“The director’s wife apparently has an affair with—”

“I don’t care,” I say, my sneakers hitting the hard concrete at a fast clip. I can hear Shauna huffing and puffing behind me as she tries to keep the pace, but I try to keep the focus on my own breathing.

Having a personal assistant is fine, but I just hate it when she insists on following after me during my morning runs. Can’t a guy have a moment’s rest?

According to Shauna, no—an actor should always be kept in the loop. Of course, that means she’s always trying to tell me about the latest gossip in the industry.

Now I always know who’s cheating on who.

“Oh, but this is important because—”

“Shauna, seriously,” I tell her, slowing down my pace and looking back at her over my shoulder. Her cheeks are flushed, long locks of hair are already plastered to her face, and heavy beads of sweat are trailing down her cheeks.

I always feel bad whenever she tries to keep up with me, but what can I do? She’s the one who insists on coming.

“What?” she asks me, and then she stops, bending over and placing her hands on her knees. She takes deep breaths, her cheeks becoming more flushed by the second, and I stop my run and walk back to her.

“You okay?”

“I’m…I’m fine,” she breathes out, standing up straight, her cellphone still in her hand. “I was just trying to keep you up-to-date.”

“Being up-to-date is fine,” I reply. “But that doesn’t mean you have to tell me every single piece of gossip you hear on the internet.”

“Oh, I know that. It’s just that you never know what might be important,” she tells me, distract-edly scrolling through the newsfeed on her phone. I doubt she heard a word of what I just said.

“Shouldn’t you be acting as my filter? You’re supposed to tell me only the important things.” I place my hands on my hips, looking at her as she keeps her gaze fixed on her phone.

Fucking hell, I almost want to take the phone out of her hands and smash it to pieces.

I love Shauna to bits—she’s the best personal assistant I’ve ever had, and she’s always on top of every little thing—but she seems like a drug addict when it comes to the internet. I don’t think I can remember a single time where she didn’t have her phone in her hands.

“Oh god,” she suddenly whispers, raising her eyes from the phone for the first time in a minute. “This is big.”

“What’s big?” I ask her, cocking one eyebrow. Probably someone important having an affair.

Everyone in Hollywood seems to be having an affair. Maybe someone should write a column about that—Cheater of the Week or something.

“I’m serious, Brad,” she insists, and this time I actually believe she has something interesting for me. The look in her eyes tells me she’s worried, and it’s never a good thing when Shauna’s worried. It usually means that there’s trouble on the horizon.

“C’mon, tell me,” I insist, resisting the urge to simply take the phone out of her hands and see with my own eyes what got her that worried.

“Apparently, a rumor surfaced on the web about the second season of The Kings,” she finally starts, her thumb slowly sliding over the screen of her phone.”

“We’re not getting axed, are we? I mean, the ratings were through the roof last season—”

“It’s not that.” She cuts me short with a wave of her hand. “Apparently, one of the leads is go-ing to be killed off this season.”

“What the fuck?” I ask her in disbelief. That doesn’t make any fucking sense.

The whole premise of the show involves three brothers battling it out for the family’s fortune (and the heart of one girl), so why the hell would the production kill off one of the main characters during the second season?

“That’s what everyone’s commenting on,” Shauna shrugs, furiously scrolling through the comments on the article she’s reading. “And the studio has decided not to comment on the issue, stating that creatively speaking, all choices are valid.”

“Fuck,” I mutter.

“It’s not that bad. This is creating a lot of buzz. Ratings are going to be through the roof once the second season starts.”

“Yeah, right. But what if I’m the one being killed off?” I ask her, pursing my lips as I consider the implications. A show like The Kings offers a straight path to money and critical acclaim—it is, after all, one of these once-in-a-lifetime productions—and I sure as hell don’t want to have my head chopped off during the second season while Ian and Scott stick around to reap the rewards.

“I need to do something,” I tell Shauna without waiting for her reply. “I can’t stand around with my hands in my pockets while someone decides my fate.”

“Maybe you could talk with Ed?”

“Ed?” Right, like that asshole would ever hear me out.

He only cares about one thing, and that’s the studio bottom line. He’d happily kill every single character and replace them with pink CGI unicorns if that meant his wallet would keep on growing fatter.

“No, I can’t speak with Ed,” I finally say.

“Then what about Kayla?”

“Kayla?”

“Yeah, I know you’ve had your eye on her for a while now,” Shauna comments, her lips curling into a teasing grin.

Shit, is it that obvious? Maybe it is, I guess. After all, what kind of guy wouldn’t have his sights set on a woman like Kayla?

Kayla’s smart (you don’t get to be head writer of a show like The Kings just because you look good) and she’s a stunner.

There’s a sweetness to her eyes, and her lips seem to have the perfect shape for kissing. And when she walks, the sway of her perfect hips always makes my cock twitch inside my pants. I don’t even know how many times I’ve wondered how it’d feel to have her naked body pressed against mine.

“Maybe it’s time you make your move. Get into her good graces, and maybe she won’t chop your head off,” she tells me, making a dramatic gesture as she runs one thumb over her neck.

“Jesus fuck, Shauna. You really know how to cheer a guy up.” I sigh heavily, run one hand through my hair, and then look straight into Shauna’s eyes. “Alright, what’s the game plan?”

“Well.” She chuckles. “Time for you to realize that knowing everything about everything pays off.”

“Spit it out, Shauna. My career is on the line.”

“Alright, so…Organic Express delivers Kayla’s lunch every day, and she always eats in her office alone. That’s her routine, and she doesn’t deviate from it.”

“Well, I guess she won’t be eating alone today then.”






Scott

 

Jab, jab, right hook.

I land each one of my punches, and Chris tries to bob his head from side to side aimlessly, struggling to keep standing. Despite his experience inside the boxing ring, he’s no match for me – especially when I’m pissed.

“Jesus, fuck, man!” He breathes out through his mouthpiece, his words coming at me slurred and confused. “What’s gotten into you?”

“You told me you wanted to spar,” I shrug. “That’s what I’m doing.”

“You’re not sparring,” he protests, lowering his arms and spitting it out his mouthpiece. “You’re trying to fucking murder me.”

Harsh words, especially coming from Chris. He has been my personal trainer since forever, and I don’t remember him ever saying something like that. Yeah, I guess I’m feeling particularly pissed off today.

“Sorry, man,” I sigh, taking off my gloves and letting them fall to the mat. I walk to the corner and sit down on the small bench, taking a bottle of water from one of the guys watching our sparring session – or my murder attempt, as Chris put it.

“What is it? A woman? Work?” He asks me, walking up to me and placing his back against the rope. I hand him the bottle and he empties it fast.

“Just work, I guess,” I reply, running one hand through my sweat-soaked hair.

“Well, shit, let’s hit the heavy bag then,” he tells me, jumping out from the ring.

Groaning, I get up from the bench and follow after him, fully knowing that almost everyone in this fucking gym is staring at me. I’m used to it by now, but this time is different – I was really putting on a show inside the ring, throwing the hardest punches I could at Chris.

“Want to get your gloves back?” He asks me as he steps behind the heavy bag, grabbing it with both hands.

“Nah, I’ll just go with the hand straps.”

I need to feel the punches, even if I scrap my knuckles. I need to release all this fucking tension, even if that means my hands will be sore for the next couple of days.

Nodding at Chris, I then start throwing jab after jab at the heavy bag. He groans with every single punch I land, grimacing as he tries to stop the heavy bag from swaying back and forth.

“What’s happening at work? It sure got you rattled,” he asks me through his gritted teeth, pushing his shoulder against the bag.

“Some fucking asshole…has decided to…kill off a main character,” I tell him between punches, barely blinking as I keep my eyes trained on the heavy bag, imagining the face of some anonymous producer in there.

Who the fuck decides to kill off a main character in a show that’s a hit? The Kings is the most hyped up show on TV, and now that we’ve started shooting the second season I start hearing all these rumors. It doesn’t make any fucking sense.

“So what? Do you think you’ll be the one getting killed off?”

“I sure hope not,” I reply, throwing a hook so hard at the bag that Chris groans as if he was the one taking the hit. “The Kings is killing it, you know? We’ve got the ratings; we’ve got the critical acclaim. We have it all, man. I can feel it, whoever’s in this project will make a killing.”

“Curious choice of words,” Chris snorts, but I shut him up really fast. Digging my right heel onto the floor, I twist my hips fast and send my right fist flying against the bag. The impact is so strong that Chris lets go of the bag and stumbles back, a surprised expression on his face.

“Shit,” he laughs, “you’re not fucking around, are you? You really want to stay in the show.”

“Of course.” I stop for a moment, catching my breath and wiping the sweat off my brow. “I have the money, but I want something more, you know? I want to be recognized. I want to do something great. And I can do that in this show…unless they fucking kill me off, that is.”

“Well, shit, can’t you talk to anyone?”

“Like who? That shithead producer, Ed? Yeah, right,” I reply, now imagining Ed’s face on the heavy bag. That fucking idiot was probably the one pitching that stupid idea. He probably wants to start cutting costs, and while we’re still at ground level.

“There’s gotta be someone,” Chris insists, and I suddenly realize that he’s right. There’s someone, alright.

“Maybe,” I whisper, more to myself than to him. There’s someone that might be capable of helping me…someone with real power on the show. “There’s Kayla.”

“The writer? She’s the one penning your scripts, right?”

“Yeah, she’s the head writer for the show. You know her?”

“Of course,” he laughs, perhaps noticing the hopeful expression that must be plastered on my face. “I’ve trained her a few times. She’s a cool girl. And hot too.”

“That’s right,” I nod, Kayla the only thing on my mind right now.

I don’t know her that well – I just talked to her the few times she decided to show up on set – but she sure as hell left an impression whenever we talked. It’s not just that she’s got the perfect lips and curves; she’s smart too. I mean, she has to be smart to write something as great as The Kings.






Brad

 

“Hold on,” I tell the delivery guy as he strolls through the gates, cradling a plastic bag to his chest. He’s wearing a green cap and jacket, the Organic Express logo plastered all over his clothes, and there’s an anxious expression in his face.

He wasn’t expecting someone to stop him.

“I’m making a delivery for Kayla, the writer for—”

“The Kings,” I finish his sentence for him, stepping right in front of him and flashing him my best actor’s smile.

The moment he realizes that he’s face-to-face with one of The Kings’ main actors, his jaw almost drops to the floor.

“Oh, shit,” he mutters in disbelief, almost dropping the bag he’s holding.

“Whoa, careful,” I tell him, reaching for the bag before it slides off from his arms. “You don’t want to ruin Kayla’s lunch.”

“No, I don’t want to ruin Kayla’s lunch,” he repeats after me, his tone of voice so monotone that I feel like a Jedi master implanting thoughts on unsuspecting citizens.

Sometimes being a famous actor has its perks.

“Actually, why don’t I take care of it for you? I’ll deliver lunch for her,” I continue, now transitioning into my no-really-I’m-a-nice-guy smile.

“Er,” he starts, scratching the side of his head, his eyes never leaving mine. “I’m not supposed to do that. Company’s policy, ya know? I’m supposed to deliver the food to Kayla, not anyone else.

“C’mon, man.” I laugh. “What do ya think I’m gonna do with this? Poison her? She’s my writer. I need her.”

“Yeah, but still,” he continues, shifting his weight from foot to foot. I need to convince him to let me do the delivery—that’s my in with Kayla, and I’m not going to let it go to waste, whatever it takes.

“Seriously,” I start, taking one step toward him and laying one hand on his shoulder. “I’m sure you have a lot of deliveries to make today, and you don’t need to walk across the whole studio lot just to deliver this.” I hold the food bag in front of his face for a second. “I’ve got it covered.”

“I don’t know…” he whispers, taking his cap off and running his tongue between his lips. He looks uncomfortable, torn between doing what some big shot TV star tells him to do and obeying his company policy.

Maybe I can help in his little dilemma.

“Alright, man,” I tell him, stealing the cap off his hands and grabbing the pen he has tucked in his breast pocket. Holding the cap in the same hand I’m holding the food bag, I scribble my name across it and then hand it over.

“Oh, shit,” he whistles, his eyes widening as he looks at my autograph. The kid’s a fan, that much I can tell.

Maybe I can make him even more of a fan.

Reaching inside my back pocket, I grab my wallet and take two one-hundred-dollar bills from the inside. I fold them up and then tuck them inside his breast pocket before he can stop me.

“Just a tip,” I say. “I know you’ve been coming here every day since shooting started, and I want to know we all appreciate your hard work. Take the rest of the day off if you can. Treat your girl to dinner.”

Is this how it feels to fucking bribe someone? Because I feel like Al Capone patting a dirty cop on the head.

Although, yeah, I doubt Al Capone would bother with bribing the delivery guy from Organic Express.

“Thank you,” the delivery kid finally responds, rocking back on his heels and putting his cap on. “I really, really appreciate it!”

I offer him my hand then and give him a firm handshake, my you’re-welcome smile now plastered on my lips. Yeah, I have a lot of different smiles, and they all serve a purpose.

“Well, shit. I pulled it off,” I whisper to myself as I watch the delivery guy turning on his heels and marching back out the studio gates. I stand there, watching him get inside his van and leave while I balance the food bag on one hand.

Taking a deep breath, I turn around and start making my way toward Kayla’s office. I’ve never been there, as the head writer’s usually someone distant from day-to-day production, but now’s the time to get to know Kayla a little better.

My fate hangs in her hands after all.

Three minutes later and I’m standing outside her office, my right hand hovering over the door. I rap my knuckles against it and then perk up my ears as I wait for her reply.

“Come in!” she shouts from the inside, and I reach for the door’s handle immediately. “Just on time. I’m so hungry that I—”

“Yeah?” I chuckle, strolling inside her office and putting down her food bag on top of her desk. I look into her eyes, enjoying the way surprise has made her choke on her words.

She wasn’t expecting to see me here. Why would she?

“When did you get into the food delivery game?” She chuckles softly, tucking a lock of hair over her ear. Even though she sounds upbeat, I notice there are bags under her eyes (ones she has tried to conceal with her makeup), and her forehead is creased.

More than just stressed, she looks overworked.

“I’m a man of many talents.” I laugh, trying to get her mind off whatever’s worrying her. I don’t know why I’m doing this—it has nothing to do with wanting my character to stay alive. It’s just an urge to make her laugh and smile.

“Besides,” I continue, trying to keep my focus, “I might need to keep my options open.”

“Oh, so you’ve heard of it?” she asks me, reaching inside the bag and taking the small carton boxes from the inside.

“Yeah, I’ve heard of it,” I reply, and then I sit on the director’s chair she has next to her desk.

I might stay here a while.






Kayla

 

As I stare at Brad, who has made himself comfortable in my director’s chair, my nerve cells tingle ever so slightly. He certainly is a bit of eye candy. Nothing wrong with looking, I tell myself before I open my lunch pack.

Since starting on this project, I order my lunch from the same place every day. I’m almost sorry Brad brought it in today as I always enjoy the little banter young JD and I have. Of course, I know his name is not really JD; I just call him that because he does remind me a little of the legendary actor of the same initial.

And, of course, I love the way the young man turns bright red whenever I call him JD.

“A penny for your thoughts?”

Brad’s voice brings me back to reality.

I hope I’m not blushing now. There’s no way I’m going to confess I was just thinking about the young delivery boy. LOL.

Ah, hell, now I’m thinking in acronyms.

“Work.” I’m not a very good liar, so being vague is the best way to deal with it. I was sort of thinking about work.

“That bad?”

For a second, I think I can hear real concern in Brad’s voice. I revel in it.

I can’t recall the last time someone was concerned for me.

I weigh up my answer. Should I be truthful? Some people believe you have to maintain a professional relationship with the actors, and therefore you never confide too much in them…or anybody for that matter.

“Sort of.” I’m still not sure how much I should tell him.

I wonder what the reason was for his appearance today with my lunch. And what exactly has he done to persuade JD not to come up and deliver lunch himself?

“It’s a tough gig, isn’t it?” Brad prods. “Writing, I mean. It must be hard.”

I sigh. I so want to talk about this with someone.

To stall, I busy myself with my lunch. I spread out the serviette before I put the tub of salad on top of it. Occasionally, I glance at Brad, who has one leg crossed over the other.

Briefly, I imagine running my hands over the muscles in his chest before letting them wander down his back.

I must really stop my imagination from running away with me. I’m at work, not at home.

“Can be,” I eventually answer and take a forkful of quinoa salad.

“I reckon it must even be harder if you are woman.” There’s a deliberate pause, and I feel my heartbeat quicken as I wait for what else he’s going to say. “Particularly such an attractive and sexy woman as you.”

Despite my best effort, I’m sure my cheeks are a little red.

“I bet you say that to all the women,” I say before I can stop myself.

What is wrong with me? Where’s my word filter? I never say these things.

Brad chuckles. The sound of his warm, hearty laughter provokes a longing in me I haven’t felt in a long time. If I’m honest, I can’t ever recall feeling something quite like this before.

I study his rugged features. He really is a spunk. And he’s got muscles too.

“I’m not shallow,” he replies and winks at me. “I mean what I say. Nothing wrong telling a woman she’s beautiful when she is.” He pauses, and my breathing has increased a little as if I’ve jogged up and down the hallway.

“And,” he continues, now leaning a little toward me, “nothing wrong in telling her she’s sexy, if she is. And you are sexy.”

Now my nerve endings are tingling in anticipation. It takes all my self-control not to go and rip his shirt open and start kissing his chest.

Stay cool, I think to myself and smile. I nod in a graceful thank-you gesture, like one of those old-fashioned movie divas. At least I hope that’s what my gesture looks like.

I take another forkful of my salad.

“It’s a good show, you know.” Brad is leaning back in the director’s chair again, with his right leg now at an angle over his left one. He’s the picture of relaxation.

If I were an artist, I would paint him in this posture, naked.

I try not to smile from ear to ear. Brad has paid me another compliment. None of the other ac-tors have done so.

“Do you really think so?” I search in his eyes for mocking, but can’t see it.

“I do, Kayla. I’ve worked on a few shows, but I’m really enjoying this one. I enjoy working with you.”

I swallow the lump that has suddenly appeared in the back of my throat. He could just be saying this because he’s worried about being killed off.

“And I’m not just saying it to get you to keep me in the show.” He winks at me as if he can read my mind. “Although, you know, I would do what it takes…” He leaves the sentence unfinished, a delicious grin on his lips.

It’s my turn to laugh. He really is a very good actor, or a real charmer.

“I have to say, so far I have enjoyed writing the episodes.” I decide to open up just a little.

Brad’s brow furrows just a little.

“So far? Something changed?”

Not only is he good-looking, charming, and entertaining, he is also perceptive.

My left hand brushes through my hair as I sigh.

“I suppose every job has its good and bad days, and today’s a bit of a bad day.”

His left eyebrow rises just a little, but he says nothing.

“I love writing. I’ve always wanted to be a writer, and I think this could be my big break into the screen world.” I pause and take a sip of my coffee.

Boy, this is good. “And I don’t want to stuff it up,” I add.

When I finish my little unburdening, it’s as if a weight has been lifted off my chest.

“Who says you’re going to stuff up?” Brad sounds genuinely concerned.

I decided he’s not acting. He sounds too interested.

“No one yet. But this killing off scene has me worried. It doesn’t feel right, and I see a different potential in the show. I think it needs to go in a different direction.”

Brad studies me. As his eyes slowly travel over my face and down to my chest, I feel as if he is undressing me, slowly, deliberately.

Part of me is tempted to check if my blouse is still buttoned up to the second button from the top, but I resist the urge. It feels incredibly sensual.

Desire sweeps through me like a wildfire.

His eyes find mine again. He smiles at me.

“I think you’re a good writer.” He holds up his hand. “No, I think you’re a great writer. And I think you are good for the show. You have written fantastic stuff for all of us. You even managed to write lines Ian couldn’t stuff up.”

At the mention of Ian, Ed’s words come back:” Ian’s off-limits.”

I toy with the idea of sharing Ed’s words with Brad, but I decide against it. I barely know him, or his intentions. Although I wouldn’t mind betting his intentions right now were only on one thing.

And strangely, I don’t mind.

“Thanks,” I mumble, not sure what else to say.

“Kayla.” His voice sounds a little more serious. “Whatever happens, this show won’t ruin you. Even if you don’t agree with what is being asked of you, I know you’ll turn it into something great. That’s what great writers do—they turn ordinary stuff into extraordinary things.”

For a few minutes—okay, maybe seconds—we stare at each other. I lick my lips, thinking that if he was to rip my clothes off here and now, I wouldn’t stop him.

“Of course, I still don’t think you should kill me.” Brad breaks the silence first. “Kill Ian,” he quips, and I cannot help but laugh.

A glance at the time signals I must get back to work. I pack my half-finished lunch back into the bag. Leftovers for dinner.

Brad watches my every move. I like his eyes. They are intense, sincere, and truthful.

“I’ll see what I can do,” I reply and make sure my voice has a playful undertone.

“I’m just kidding, Kayla.” Brad is getting ready to leave. “I didn’t come here to beg. I just wanted to enjoy the company of the talented, gorgeous, and sexy head writer of the show.”

I smile. He makes his way to leave my office.

“Pity you didn’t get to eat anything,” I say, and my eyes are downcast as I speak, emphasis on eat.

It takes Brad less than two steps before he has his hands on my hips, and his lips are searching for mine.

Our mouths melt together. He pushes his tongue past my lips and searches for mine. I respond and lean into him.

His hands travel to my back. They briefly rest just above the dimples I have there, and they go for my ass.

What am I doing?






Brad

 

It wasn’t supposed to happen like this.

But it’s not like I could help myself. The sound of her voice, the shape of her lips, the scent of her perfume…everything in her reeled me in, and I had no other option but to go right ahead and kiss her.

She’s standing up now, and as our kiss grows fiercer, our tongues dancing with each other, I place my hands on her hips and force her to spin around. I push her against the wall, her back turned to me, and then I slowly begin to kiss her neck, caressing her breasts over the fabric of her dress.

I can feel her breathing growing harder and harder; her eyes closed, her face tilted sideways to-ward my lips, and her hands on the wall. The taste of her body makes my brain start to overheat and, at the same time, my cock becomes as hard as concrete.

Looking at her in such a vulnerable position, I just want to lift her dress, push her underwear to the side and slide my cock deep into her pussy in a single thrust.

I grab her by the hair, making her turn around to me. I want to fuck her so hard, I can´t think of anything else.

Pushing her back against the wall once more, I rest my hands over her breasts and squeeze them hard; as I do it, she takes her own hands to her shoulders and pushes the front of her dress down, the outer edges of her bra revealing themselves to me.

Opening my right hand, I hook my fingers on the cup of her bra and tug on it softly. The moment her rosy nipple jumps into sight, I feel a rush of boiling blood making its way down to my cock and I simply lose it. Grabbing her half-naked breast, I lean in and wrap my lips around her hard nipple, sucking it into my mouth and running circles around her rosy tip with my tongue.

Then I take her by the hand, leading her to her desk.

I force her to sit down, pushing away all the stuff lying there. Slowly, leaning toward her, I took my fingers on the hemline of her dress. I raise the fabric, counting my breaths as I bare her skin.

The moment I see the fabric of her thong, I simply lose it – I dive forward, pressing my mouth against her wetness, and I suck on it hard. Then, before I know what the fuck I’m doing, I bite at the drenched fabric of her thong and start taking it off her.

Exposing her wet pussy, I press my fingers over her clit, and she opens her mouth and moans. Oh, and she´s moaning hard. I’m not simply rubbing her, or tapping my finger against her clit – no, I know what I’m doing and what kind of reaction I want out of her. I rub the tip of my finger around her clit and then press it from above, indirectly.

Letting go of her clit, I go down to her inner lips, gently parting them with my finger as I go up and down her pussy. I let my finger go inside her just an inch, and her whole body tenses up, waiting for me to go all in.

I take my time, though, slowly letting my finger in as if I have all the time in the world. I push it in gently, curling it upwards and rubbing her from the inside.

I then slide another finger inside her pussy and increase the pace, sliding in and out her faster and harder. She starts to scream while, at the same time, I go back to her clit with the other hand, rubbing it with my fingers. She raises her thighs from the desk and starts thrusting against my hands, doing it as if her life depended on it.

“Don´t stop!” She screams, arching her back. Her body tenses up, and I can feel her inner walls tightening around my fingers; I can feel pleasure coursing through her veins, and next thing I know her moans are filling the entire office.

Still with her legs shaking, she slides off the desk and leans into me, her arms over my shoulders as her lips approach mine. She kisses me furiously, her tongue exploring my whole mouth. Then, she moves her lips to my ear, biting it gently.

“My turn now…” she whispers with a grin on her face.

Kayla’s hands leave my shoulders and go straight to my belt. Grabbing at it harshly, she un-buckles it, pulling it from the loops in my pants. She continues, undoing the top button of my pants. Then, she grabs the zipper, pulling it all the way down with one single movement.

Her lustful eyes go straight to my crotch, my cock straining against the fabric of my boxer briefs, waiting to spring free.

“You want this, don’t you?” She breathes out, slowly going down to her knees, her eyes never leaving mine. Her hands go down the side of my body, and she locks her fingers on my boxer briefs before tugging them down.

My cock jumps up to salute her, and she moves fast – she curls the fingers of her right hand around my shaft, and then she leans in and takes me inside her mouth.

She pushes herself down until her lips touch the skin at the base of my cock, its tip already pressed against the back of her throat, and she holds it there. She keeps my whole cock inside of her mouth until she can no longer do it. Only then does she roll her lips back up my shaft, slowly moving them until they’re wrapped tight around the tip of my cock.

She goes all the way back up, and her lips smack together as my cock pops out of her mouth. Then, she tilts her head sideways and, with her lips pressed against the side of my shaft, she brushes them down until her mouth is on my balls. She grabs my boxers again and, tugging hard on them, she sends them down with my pants to my ankles.

“Keep going…” I groan, tangling my fingers on her hair.

Kayla looks up at me and, as she does it, she parts her lips and laps at one of my balls with her tongue. She moves to the next one, repeating her motions.

Pulling back, she opens her mouth as wide as she can and, cupping both my balls with one hand, and sucks them both inside of her mouth. She goes back to the tip of my cock then, her lips and tongue tracing an upward line over my shaft, and she fits my cock in her mouth once more.

Every single cell in my body demanding to fuck her, I make her stop. I tangle my fingers on her hair and push her back until all of my cock pops out of her mouth.

She grins back, and I simply look down at her.

She goes towards the wall, resting both her hands there, and spreads her legs wide as she stands. I come up behind her, my hand climbing up her legs and under her dress. I grab her ass, my fingertips going over her crack while I slide one finger in to rub her soaked pussy again.

Raising the hem of her dress, I press my body into her, my cock fitting perfectly between her ass cheeks. She grinds against me as if tomorrow will never come, making sure that my cock is as hard as it could possibly be.

I place one hand on her breasts, furiously grabbing at them and pinching her nipples between my fingers. The other hand goes around her waist, cupping her pussy, one finger placed over her clit.

I keep pressing my cock against her ass, the finger I have on her clit drawing a cascade of moans out of her. In a blinding motion I part her inner lips with my fingers and push my cock down and into her pussy. She juts her ass back at me at the same time, allowing my cock to slide inside her straining walls as it goes.

“Oh god…” she moans.

With my right hand I slap her ass and, all gentleness thrown to the curb, I start pounding her without a hint of mercy.






Kayla

 

Brad just keeps on thrusting, fucking me hard. His movements are so fast and vicious that I’m not sure if I’ll be able to walk tomorrow.

I tilt my head to the side, trying to look back at him over my shoulder.

“Harder,” I whisper between moans.

Obeying immediately, he starts to thrust with such a fury that I don´t know if my legs will keep me up much longer. At least my pussy is resilient.

God, he’s pounding me so hard that beads of sweat start sliding down my forehead. I open my mouth to scream, but all that leaves my lips is a faint croak of ecstasy; I come like that, barely able to utter a sound.

My pussy tightening around his cock, I come hard, all of me trembling as if I had a fever. And I might just as well have one, since I’m burning up. I feel my chin quivering as I try to breathe, all my muscles twitching and spasming as pure delight rages through me, flooding both my body and mind.

It’s embarrassing to admit, but I never came like this before. I’ve had orgasms before, yes, but what I’m experiencing goes far beyond that. A simple orgasm pales in comparison to what I’m feeling right now.

“Tired already?” he asks me, a wild grin dancing on his lips, softly kissing my neck as he pulls out.

“More,” I smile, suddenly feeling so spent that smiling is the only thing I can do.

Oh, yes, I want more…so much more. And I want it now.

I can barely believe that Brad’s in here with me…and more than that, he’s having me. Oh God, he’s doing so much more than just having me. He’s fucking me like no one ever did before, and I can´t fight against it!

I know I probably shouldn’t be doing this, but the desire that crawls under my skin is stronger than anything I’ve ever felt in my whole life. I know this is probably a mistake, but I can’t run away from what’s happening. I just can’t help myself.

“This is insane,” I tell him as I slide both of my hands down the side of my body, grabbing my dress. Swaying my hips from side to side, I send it down to my legs and then kick it up in the air; the fabric rises up, and then traces an upward arch before landing on the floor.

“Yeah, this is insane…and I love it,” he replies and, following my lead, he grabs his own shirt, pushing it down his arms and throwing it to the floor; it falls right on top of my dress.

He’s totally naked now, and he looks even better than everything I’ve imagined. Sure, I’ve seen some shirtless pictures of him before (and there was a scene during the first season where he was naked from the waist up), but none of that compares to being this close to him. There are ropes of muscle hiding under his taut skin, and everything in him seems to have been carved out by a master’s chisel.

Approaching him, I slowly press my hands against his abs, feeling their grooves and ridges. I kiss his stomach gently, my tongue caressing the outline of marble wall. I look up and there he is, smiling with his eyes closed, savoring my lips on his skin.

And then, going on my knees, I let my hands fall on his cock once again.

I’ve never sucked a man after having his cock inside me, but I guess this is a good time as any.

I don´t waste any time – parting my lips, I tilt my head sideways and lean into him. I rest my open mouth against his shaft and start slowly sucking his tip, closing my eyes as the raw manly scent of his cock mixed with the taste of my pussy climbs up to my brain.

I kiss the tip, parting my lips and licking it with slow deliberate circles. He moans as my lips engulf his tip, his warmth spreading to my lips.

My mouth goes forward in slow motion, my lips sliding down his shaft. I feel his hips pressing forward and, when his whole cock is in my mouth, his hands touch my head, grabbing it with firmness.

My tongue draws circles around his cock, right before I bob my head a couple times, his hardness dancing inside of my mouth, alive with raw desire.

I pull back from his cock then and, with cautious fingers, I start stroking his member.

“Come here,” he commands me.

Pulling me up, he lays me down on the top of the desk once more and climbs on top of me, hunched like a wild animal preparing to devour his prey. His chest touches mine, my breasts brushing against his soft cool skin.

I lace my legs around his waist, placing my right arm over his shoulder, my mind screaming at him to make me his, to subdue and dominate me. He kisses me again, his waist on mine.

I rest my trembling fingers against his chest and run them down his abs, each ridge and valley making my heart feel tighter inside my chest. I let my hand go lower, and only stop when I find the root of his cock; I curl my fingers around it and, pulling him in with the leg I have around his waist, I force the tip of his cock between my pussy lips.

I bite on my lower lip as I feel the tip of his cock against my drenched folds, but that’s everything I have the time to do; with one quick thrust he’s in me, his thick mast pushing its way past my inner lips and straining against my inner walls.

“So good,” I moan, pressing my forehead against his and smiling.

“It’s more than just good,” he says, rocking his hips and sliding his cock in and out of me.

My eyes are shut, and I’m clenching my teeth again. I wasn’t prepared for this. It’s simply too…good.

And it keeps getting better: as he thrusts, he keeps pressuring my clit, circling it steadily with his two fingers. With his free hand, he grabs my left breast and squeezes it, pinching my hard nipple between his thumb and index finger. I’m panting, my body swaying against his in waves.

I feel his whole body tensing up, but I don´t want him to come yet. And I can tell Brad doesn’t want to come as well…I mean, there´s still so much more to do.

He pulls out his cock and, with a kiss, he puts me down from the desk, my legs feeling weak the moment my feet touch the floor. But he gives me no time to catch my breath. His hands on my waist, he makes me turn around and face the wall once again.

I place my hands against the cold concrete at shoulder height, jutting my ass back toward him. A cry of pleasure leaves my lips as he smacks my ass hard with the back of his hand. Then he does it again. And again.

He does it until I’m gritting my teeth, the pain running through my nerves toward my brain – except the moment it gets there it has already been distilled into pleasure.

I let my head down, my hair falling over my shoulders and brushing against my breasts. His hands are now over my buttocks, squeezing them lightly. After the rough treatment, the gentle touch of his fingers feel like a blessing. The more his fingers caress me, the more they move toward the valley between my ass cheeks.

The moment he’s close enough, he takes his hands out of me and, with just one finger, he traces the line between my cheeks all the way to between my thighs. Then, turning his hand around, he keeps going. I swallow hard when his fingers go over my pussy lips, gently parting my folds.

He slides a finger inside me and I moan, my throat producing a sharp sound of pleasure. He starts fingering me then, his finger going in and out of my pussy fast.

Again and again, over and over.

Then, I feel two fingers inside me in a continuous movement, a game of in and out, and I struggle hard against the urge to moan as loud as I can.






Brad

 

She’s pressing her legs together and gritting her teeth, locking my hand into place as I finger her towards insanity. I start biting at her neck and, at the same time, I pinch her nipples with my free hand.

“It feels good,” she purrs, and I let go of her nipples. I spread her legs farther while I force her to bend over, her hands firmly pressed on the wall as she juts her ass back at me.

I breathe into her ear, grabbing my cock and pushing it down. I only let go of it when I feel it right on the gap between her thighs, her pussy lips brushing against my shaft. She goes on tiptoes, and all I have to do now is thrust…which, of course, is exactly what I do.

I go as hard as I can right from the beginning, grabbing her by the waist as I ram my cock inside her pussy. My thighs slap her ass cheeks feverishly, and the sound of flesh on flesh fills the entire office.

With the fingers of one hand buried in her ass cheeks, I slide my free hand around her waist and I stretch my fingers wide so that one of them is right above her clit, pressing and rubbing there as I keep on going at her mercilessly.

She starts pushing out her ass faster at me, a relentless rhythm I match as I thrust at her. Each time we do it, my cock goes deep inside her, forcing a throaty moan to escape her lips.

Holding her against the wall, I thrust my hips harder and harder, ramming my cock into her in such a way that I can’t help but wonder if her pussy can take such a beating. Judging by the way she’s moaning, I’d say it can. She screams once more as her pussy tightens around my cock, so hard it feels like a vice, and I continue thrusting as she comes.

She presses her head against the wall, moaning hard through her gritted teeth, and I hold my position as a violent orgasm ravages her delicate body.

Fuck, I knew that she was beautiful, but I had no idea she was this good when it came to sex. Oh, scratch that – she’s not good, she’s a fucking Goddess.

“Get over here,” I growl, sliding my cock out of her pussy. Before I even know what the fuck I’m doing, I grab her hand and pull her into me.

I go down to the floor, making her come after me. She comes willingly and, realizing what I want, she places her knees on either side of my head while I lay down on the floor. Lowering herself over my face, she rests her wet pussy right on my mouth, and I take my hands to her ass cheeks and push her further down.

With her pussy on my mouth, I react by instinct and open my mouth wide, using both my lips and tongue to ravage her wetness.

Swaying her hips rhythmically, she rubs her pussy against my face, slowly losing control. I hook my fingers on her hips, forcing her to press her pussy against my mouth, and I use my tongue to ravage her insides at the same time. I flick it up and down the length of her pussy, always making sure to take care of her clit, and she rewards me with a string of generous moans.

Then, pulling out of my mouth, she slowly slides her body down mine, her lips tracing a downward line over my chest.

Guiding my shaft right where she needs it to be, she eases herself down, allowing my cock to pierce her. The moment she feels all of my inches buried deep inside her, she starts moving her hips back and forth in a flowing motion. She rides me fast and hard, her eyes closed as moans just tumble out of her lips.

I grab her ass cheeks and feel the movement of her body, placing my fingertips over her ass crack. I can notice her whole body shivering, so I spread her cheeks wider and start caressing the gap between them, moving one finger up and down.

As she jumps up and down and back and forth, the movement of her body grows even more violent. She´s truly driving me crazy as she rides me hard, straight into oblivion, finishing off with one sudden thrust.

I hold my position and the whole universe seems to explode inside her body, such is the heat coming from her skin. I can almost picture the fireworks going off behind her closed eyelids.

“Oh my God! That felt so good,” she says between moans, resting her head down on my chest.

“I’m not done with you yet,” I grin and, before she knows it, I push her to the floor and make her roll to the side. Pushing her knees apart, I settle my body between her legs.

She looks in anticipation as I edge closer to her, the thick head of my cock reaching for her inner lips. She shudders as I press it there, rubbing my tip along her pussy and up to her clit. I then slap my shaft against her wet pussy twice and she almost bangs her head against the floor in madness.

She opens her legs wide and lets out a scream. I enter her fast, my shaft sliding deep inside of her, her tightness sending shards of absolute rapture from her pussy to my mind.

I thrust at her like that for God knows how long, my body pressing down on hers. She laces her legs behind my back, but she’s not locking me into place; she allows me the freedom to move in and out at will – which I do.

I keep on thrusting hard and violently for a long time, this moment so delicious that I can imagine myself spending the whole day like this, lying on the floor while I ravage her.

I continue until all strength leaves her body, her legs sliding down from my back to the floor as all muscles in her body become taut. I pound her even strongly then, feeling her weakness. Her pussy tightens around my cock and she screams out loud as she comes once more.

Closing my eyes, I continue fucking her with abandonment, beads of sweat dripping down from my face and falling onto the floor. My muscles seem to be burning with the effort, but I don’t stop; instead, I go even faster, pushing through the pain and exhaustion.

“I’m going to come,” I groan, and that unleashes something inside her. Next thing I know, my cock is already out of her pussy and she’s rolling to the side and going to her knees. Grabbing my thick member, she starts stroking me hard.

The moment she feels slight spasms running through the length of my shaft, she doesn’t hesitate. She just opens her mouth and dives in, taking my whole cock into her mouth.

My whole body tenses up and a fraction of a second later I explode, my milky seed spilling into her mouth like a raging river. Just one burst and her mouth is already brimming with cum.

Reacting on instinct alone, she takes her mouth out of my cock, allowing me to gush my seed all over her naked body. She keeps on moving her hands over my cock as I come; heavy beads drip down her face, running over the curves of her lips, as more strands splatter against her breasts.

She only opens up her eyes when my cock stops throbbing against her fingers.

Looking down, she takes her hands off my shaft and smiles, seeing her own skin glistening, a thin layer of creamy semen on her naked body.

“Oh, Jesus,” she sighs, sitting up on the floor and leaning back against the wall. “What the hell has just happened?”

“I have no fucking idea,” I breathe out, joining her against the wall and throwing my head back. I close my eyes, listening to the sound of my own heartbeat, and I can’t help but smile. I just came in here to deliver lunch and try to save my character, and I ended up getting the best sex of my life.

Not bad for a Friday.

“You gotta go…” She says out of the blue, and I look at her and blink twice before I realize what she’s saying. “No one can find out about this, or else we’ll be in trouble.”

“We’ll be in trouble, right,” I mutter, suddenly realizing that the reason I came into her office was because I wanted to stay out of trouble.

Oh, fuck it, this was worth it.

We get dressed in a hurry, keeping the silence as we do it, and then I make my way toward the door. I lay my hand on the handle, but then I turn around and meet her gaze.

“See you for lunch next Monday,” I tell her, and then I just leave, my I-just-had-the-best-sex-of-my-life smile on my face.






Kayla

 

I put my mop and bucket back under the laundry sink. My floors are so clean I can see my own reflection, and I know I could eat off them.

It’s been a while since I’ve scrubbed my apartment from top to bottom two days in a row. Usually I just get the cleaning lady to come during the week so I don’t have to be bothered with housework on my days off.

But this weekend was different. Sex the other day with Brad has left me a little confused. My cage has been rattled.

With the cleaning equipment out of the way, I go back into the living room and put some music on. My eyes travel along the rows of books in the bookshelves, but nothing leaps out to say “read me.”

I ponder what else I can do to distract myself. Mentally, I tick off the housework already done: dusting done, washing done, ironing done, floors done, and windows cleaned.

I walk to the stereo. Alright, let’s focus on the music then. Music is soothing; it calms the mind.

Should I have pushed Brad away when he started kissing me? Hard call. I’m only human after all, and it’s been a while since I’ve had sex.

Well, in fact, I’ve never had sex the way Brad and I went at it the other day.

Will it get out? Will the rumor mills go wild and make my life a writer’s hell? And what would Ed make of it?

Sick of being confined to my four walls, I decide to head out. Fresh air, exercise, and a change of scenery are what I need.

I decide to drive to the canyon for a run. It’s Saturday, and I will go for a run around this time.

Brad has rattled my cage, sure, but maybe it’s best I keep to my routine. It will clear my headspace…there’s nothing better for it than being out in rugged, beautiful terrain. The view from the canyon always leaves me feeling a little better.

It somehow puts into place how insignificant we humans really are. We are these tiny beings in a huge unknown space—the pimple on the ass of the universe.

With my running shoes on, my hair tied back, and water bottle in hand, I get into my car. Once at the canyon, I park and do a few stretches. The last thing I want to do is pull a muscle or strain a ligament.

To my relief, there aren’t that many people up here today. It is a very popular walk, and sometimes it can be difficult to park your car.

I set off. My mind mulls over the Brad dilemma. I’m a firm believer that it’s no good to be involved with a work colleague, and there’s no arguing Brad is a work colleague.

I’m the head writer and he’s one of the main stars on the show. It could get complicated.

But then, of course, I could be overreacting. I’ve made no plans to see Brad again, nor has he suggested another date. Of course, sex isn’t really a date anyway.

Kayla, when did your life become so complicated? I thought to myself.

I round a corner in the path and collide with something soft. It’s a human being. It’s a man.

A man I know.

For a second or so, I hold my breath. What’s he doing here?

“Hey, Scott,” I say and try to bring my breathing under control. Scott is holding me by my shoulders. “Are you stalking me?” I’m joking, of course, although I always regret saying it.

What if he thinks I’m a weirdo?

“I am,” Scott replies, and the look in his eyes tell me he isn’t entirely lying. Okay, what’s going on in here?

His touch is messing with my brain, desire wells up in me, and nerve cells start to tingle.

“You are?” I repeat to try and hide my feelings. My heart rate is increasing even though I’m standing still. I hope my yearning for his touch is not too obvious.

“I can’t lie.” Scott finally lets me go and takes a step backward. He’s grinning at me.

I try to say something witty back, but I draw a blank. Instead, my gaze feasts on his six-pack and bulky shoulders. Weightlifting is definitely part of Scott’s workout.

His thigh muscles are bulging, and I know I’m staring at his crotch. I can’t help but wonder…how big is his cock?

“I know why you’re stalking me,” I say, eventually forcing myself to look into his face.

“You do?” Scott lifts his hands in mock innocence.

“You’ve heard one of you is going to get killed off. And you want to know if its you.”

Scott takes a little bow.

“You’re correct, dear madam. But only partly correct.”

I raise my eyebrows and say, “Really? And what would the other reason be?”

Before he answers, I can guess what is coming. His eyes speak volumes. I’m wearing my cropped running top and knee-length tights.

His gaze has practically undressed me already. And yet I want to hear it from him.

“I’ve come out here today to go for a run with the gorgeous head writer of our show. I want to get to know you.” The grin of the cat that caught the mouse accompanies his words.

I laugh. Luckily, he can’t see under my clothes. Between my legs, a little wetness appears already. It catches me by surprise; am I really reacting like this around this hunk of a man several days after Brad has fucked me?

Can it be something in the water? Has someone tampered with it and added some form of aphrodisiac? I vow to buy bottled water for the next few weeks, knowing my theory is totally baseless and borders on silliness.

I slap him on the shoulder. The tips of my fingers burn with desire as my flesh touches his.

“With only one purpose in mind, I bet.”

Scott’s grin widens. “Is it that obvious? Or are you able to read me better because you are a writer?”

Instead of a reply, I decide it is time to issue a challenge.

“Well, dear prince,” I start and turn back toward the way I had been going. “If you want to find out who is going to be killed at my hand, you better race me to the top.”

“What’s the prize?”

I turn back to him one more time.

“We’ll race to the end of the trail. If you win, I’ll tell you who gets killed.”

“And if you win?”

Instead of an answer, I turn and start to run.

My feet fly across the uneven ground. I keep my eyes peeled forward. I don’t want to collide with anyone else.

Usually I take time to admire the magnificent view from up the valley and the homes below, but not now. There’s purpose to my running.

I’m driven to impress. It’s not that I don’t want Scott to win. Truth is, I still have no idea who is getting killed and who stays.

I don’t like the idea, and so I haven’t written the scene yet.

No, the run has taken on a different purpose all together. The minute I had laid eyes on Scott in skimpy shorts—shorts so short that not much is left to the imagination and a wide-cut singlet—an almost animalistic desire awakened deep within me.

I want to impress Scott. I want him behind me and feasting on my backside.

In my imagination, I picture myself pulling his shorts off and freeing his throbbing cock.

After another bend in the track, I have to slow down. A stitch in the right side of my abdomen is making it difficult to keep at the pace I had started.

“Keeping up, snail?” I call over my shoulder to Scott, who’s now a little distance behind me.

“Insult me all you want. We are not there yet.”

I keep running. I’m enjoying this.

“Hope you’re enjoying the view back there.” I can’t resist the urge to needle him a little.

“More than you can imagine” comes the instant reply.

Scott’s gaining on me.

Part of me tries to pick up my pace again, but another wants to keep the distance between us small so I can keep teasing him.

I want him to take the bait.

With the end of the trail in sight, I need to plan my next move. If I win, what prize will I claim?

My nerve endings are almost screaming at me to ask for him, all of him inside me, but I wonder how I should play the game.

Here I have been worried about my antics with Brad, and to solve that problem, I’m now considering throwing myself at my other main star in the show.

Talk about from fire into the frying pan.

Of course, I could let Scott win, and then I wouldn’t have to ask for any prize. But where would the fun be in that?

I turn back to see Scott steadily closing the gap between us. His expression is full of lust.

“Come and get it,” I taunt.






Scott

 

Running usually relaxes me, but this run is anything but. My mind is racing with a thousand images flashing through my head.

I’ve only ever seen Kayla behind a desk, in the writer’s room, or at a table read, and she always has her head down, pecking away at her keyboard. Until now, I never looked at her closely, or thought about her as a woman.

Maybe she’s a decent person, who knows? It’s damn hard to trust anyone in Hollywood. This industry is callous, and she probably doesn’t give two shits about my character or my career. If she decides to kill me off…well…I don’t know what I’m going to do. My mortgage isn’t going to pay for itself. A multi-million-dollar mansion doesn’t come cheap after all.

If I didn’t need the money so badly, I would give them all the finger and go back to indie films. But let’s face it, there are major perks to being on a hit TV show, and The Kings is one bad-ass series. I gotta admit I like raking in the big bucks every week, and the star treatment, the separate trailer, the personal assistant, and all the swag.

If I’m being honest, low budget movies are ghetto in every way, and besides, the food fucking sucks.

I’m no prima donna, I just like the creature comforts I have right now. I think I've earned them, and everyone deserves a few pleasures in their life. Right?

There are some actors who think it’s annoying to be constantly hounded by groupies, the paparazzi, and anyone else looking to get into their personal lives.

But, fuck it. My mother always said, you gotta take the good with the bad. So, if the bad means going through gyrations with the public in order to enjoy some luxuries, then, I’m all in. Because continually looking for my next gig is not what I consider a good time.

So, this Kayla person needs to come through. Big time.

She wants to race me for the answers, fine. I’ll play along with her game. But it’s working my last nerve, because I’m forcing myself to be nice, and nice isn’t usually how I play.

I just want to know – Is my character dead? Or am I staying on the show?

I slow my pace so I can run next to her. I want her to know I’m pissed that I have to tackle this dumb-ass trail just to find out what she has in mind for me.

I turn to say something, but I hold myself back from releasing the shit storm inside of me. Not the reaction I expected from myself.

She gives me a sideways glance and suddenly I don’t feel angry.

Hmm…what am I feeling for this woman who has the power to delete me from the script with one keystroke?

Damn.

Seeing her here in the great outdoors with her cute little running shorts, and I do mean little, as in petite, as in barely there, makes me want to see more of her.

Scott, get fucking straight. You’re here for one reason only, to discover your fate.

I hate when I talk to myself. This woman is somehow getting to me. Not what I want to happen. Not at all. I’m a tough guy. Not a pussy.

“Tougher than you thought,” Kayla teases.

It takes me a minute to understand she's talking about the trail.

“Ha,” I force a laugh. “Ain’t nothin’ tough about it. Just enjoying the view.”

I’m running, but I’m not trying to beat her. I just let her set the pace and continue to take glances in her direction. Damn, she’s pulling me in.

Stealing glances at her face, I can see that without any make up, this woman’s skin looks awfully touchable. And her naturally pink lips are just begging to be kissed.

I know Kayla’s not gonna tell me what I want to know until we're done playing this little cat- and-mouse game. Okay, fine. As long as I have to play by her rules, who says I can’t have fun? Time to shift gears, let her get ahead of me. I might as well enjoy the view while I’m out here working up a sweat.

I slow it way down, and rub at my side. I make her think I’ve got a pain and let her pass me. What the fuck – I’ll pull out a sprint in the last eighth of a mile and get what I came for. In the meantime, I’m going to get a look at her from behind.

I admire beautiful women, and I’d have to be crazy not to see that Kayla is one piece of deliciousness wrapped up in a neat package. Her tight buns, long lean legs, and slim waistline are much better scenery than these rolling hills. So, yeah, it’s time for her to take the lead. I want to just watch for a bit.

“Better look out, you’re going to fall behind,” she says in a breathy voice as she passes.

“Yeah, that’s the plan,” I say under my breath.

I hold back and I smile, because I’m finally relaxing.

But Kayla keeps turning to see how far ahead she’s getting, and I’m careful to keep the distance just enough to look and her hips in motion, but not too much that I can’t take her in the end.

As we move along the trail, I know there’s no way to go any slower without her knowing I’m copping a look. I gotta make this look natural, so I bend down to re-tie my shoelaces.

“Hey, you okay?” Kayla asks, turning and jogging in place.

I keep tying, and look up. “Yeah, sure. Go ahead, I’ll catch up.”

Kayla doesn’t stop running in place. A slow smile spreads across her face and I’m captivated by that mouth of hers. Kissable. Supremely kissable.

“Like hell you will,” she says.

“Huh?” I seem to have missed a beat in the conversation. It’s those damn lips.

“Catch up with me,” she says laughing, and then takes off up the trail.

I get up and follow in hot (and I do mean hot) pursuit.

We're getting close to the finish line now and I want some answers, so I have to ignore that bulge pressing against my jock strap and put some steel in my stride.

After a few more seconds I pass her and give her a wide grin. As I round a bend in the trail, I can almost see the finish.

“I hope you’re ready to spill the beans,” I call over my shoulder.

“Ha! You’ve won nothing yet,” she yells back.

Then without realizing, I see Kayla pass me on the inside of the turn. I literally do a double take, because I didn’t think she had it in her. But clearly, she’s digging deep for that last kick.

As if running ahead of me isn’t enough, she turns completely around, taunting me.

“You got lead in your shoes, pretty boy.”

“Seriously, that's the best line you can come up with?” I’m panting a bit, but I keep smiling.

She’s running backwards and she keeps smiling.

“Come on, pretty boy, show me what you got,” she says in her best taunting voice.

I’m about ready to surprise the shit out of her, ‘cause I still have plenty of juice left, and I’m not about to save one ounce. I’m going to pass her so hard and so fast, she’s gonna scream.

“Oh, shit!” Kayla cries, flying backwards. I can see she's tripped on a tree root and she's now airborne.

She lands flat on her ass and the look on her face is one of total agony.






Kayla

 

I cannot believe my own stupidity. As soon as I look forward again I know I’m going to fall. The tree root seems to have come out of nowhere.

In slow motion I trip, my arms flail trying to stop the inevitable, all to no avail.

The ground seems to be coming toward me at incredible speed. Reality is I am falling face forward onto the gravel path. Before impact I close my eyes. This is going to hurt.

Sprawled on the path I lie there. What would the chances be of the earth opening up underneath me to swallow me up so I can disappear forever? Very slim, I know. Non-existent actually, my brain reminds me and I do a mental head to toe check on possible injuries.

Nothing broken from what I can gauge.

“You ok?”

I wish the ground would swallow me up and spit me out on the other side of the earth.

“Fine,” I mumble and get on to my hands and knees. I’m not fine, not really. Everything hurts and I can see blood from grazes on my knees, elbows and palms of my hands.

Tears threaten but I bite them back. I’m not going to cry.

“Here let me help you up.”

I feel Scott’s strong grip pull me onto my feet.

As soon as I put weight on my right foot, pain shoots through it.

“Ouch,” I wince and shift awkwardly onto my other foot.

“What’s the matter?” Scott peers at me.

“Ankle,” I say and point to my right foot. Ouch. My right ankle’s throbbing. The grazes hurt, and my pride, well it had been trampled on by a heard of elephants.

“Here,” Scott put his left arm around me to support my weight. “Let’s get you over onto that log so we can take a look at your ankle.”

The minute my body touches his, all my pain evaporates and is replaced with desire. I close my eyes and enjoy the feel of his muscles.

With incredible tenderness, he lowers me onto a fallen tree. Then he gently undoes the laces of my shoe.

“Is this ok?”

I nod. His touch is pushing all my sex buttons. If we weren’t out in the open I don’t know what I would do. Maybe rip the little clothing he was wearing off his body and explore it with mouth and hands.

Once my shoe is removed, Scott works on my sock. Instead of ripping it off, or rolling it down, he takes his time gently pushing it downward inch by inch. Every few seconds he looks at me for any sign of discomfort.

My insides are turning into jelly and my brain is threatening to go on strike. Touch me, I want to whisper but I don’t. Please, please, pretty please touch me. But I stay strong.

Once my foot is bare, Scott holds it in his hands. His fingers press gently on different parts, asking if it hurts.

Each time I shake my head. Agony, this is sheer agony, with my body screaming for more. My pussy is so wet I could just take him here and now.

Suddenly, Scott’s thumb finds the injured spot. I flinch as his fingers gently prod the area.

“I think it’s a sprain.” Scott keeps holding my foot.

I nod. My mouth is parched and I’m afraid my voice will betray me.

I feel Scott’s eyes look right into my soul.

I myself am looking inward. How can this be happening to me? A few days ago I was bewitched by Brad and had the best sex of my life, and here I am practically begging another man to take me and fuck me.

“I’ll help you back to the car.” Scott’s voice penetrates my foggy brain.

If I could I would put some distance between us so I can think better. His presence is unnerving and I cannot think clearly.

As slowly as the shoe and sock came off, Scott puts them back on.

I try and stand but I’m a little unsteady on my feet. I waver and Scott holds onto me.

Please don’t let me go, I whimper silently. Scott, who seems to have turned into a mind reader, keeps his arms around my waist.

“I think I better carry you,” he says and before I can protest I’m in his arms.

Fire rips through me. I feel the hardness of his muscles. He really is the proverbial muscle pack. There are muscles I didn’t even know men had.

“You work out then?” I say and look at his profile.

No effort seems to be expended in him carrying me. It is as if I’m light as a feather. I wish I were. I know I’m slim, but like every other woman in LA I wish I could lose a few of those pesky pounds on my thighs and hips. And if anyone ever talks about childbearing hips again I swear I’ll scream.

Scott glances at me.

“Not as much as I’d like to.” Lust flares up in his eyes.

Butterflies caress my skin. I put my arms around his neck.

“Comfortable?” A pause. “There are different positions we could try, you know?”

I raise my eyebrow in mock surprise.

“I hadn’t thought of different positions.” I smile innocently at him. “What do you suggest?”

Vivid pictures flash through my mind.

Scott fixes me with his intense eyes.

“Well lets see,” there’s a little furrow in his brow and a sparkle in his eyes I have not noticed before. “You could start traditional and move onto the more unusual.”

As he speaks his fingers are caressing my back, drawing little circles on it.

“Tell me more,” I whisper and feel a tingling between my legs.

“I’ve heard of the Tominagi.”

I chuckle. “Is it painful?”

Scott shrugs. “We’d have to give it a go.”

My desire intensifies.

“And?”

My eyes hang on each and every one of his words.

“Doggy lift, fireman pole and one of my favorite, Swiss ball blitz.”

I take my gaze off his face and look around. Unfortunately I realize we are at the most exposed part of the Canyon trail. There’s not even a tree or high grass in sight.

“And you are experienced in all of those?” I continue our banter.

“Well, in some I’m experienced, in others I would I like to get more…” he pauses, “experience. You know with this sort of stuff you can never have too much experience.”

I feel one of his hands move toward my backside. He’s managing to hold me in such a way tha his hand is now on my bare skin.

My grip around his neck tightens. I want to take some of my weight off his arms so he can continue his search for more personal parts of my body.

“And during all this getting experience,” I continue, “have you worked out which is your favorite or are you still working on it?”

He throws his head back and laughs.

“I might need to go over some of them again to make sure which one I would rank as number one. I just need a willing subject.”

By now his fingers are sliding along my ass. If only he could get to my pussy from there. I shift in his arms.

“Painful?”

I shake my head.

“We could try a different position?”

Our eyes meet and our gazes lock. Slowly he lowers me to the ground before picking me up again. This time I wrap both my legs around his waist. My arms go back around his neck.

“Better?” he murmurs into my ear.

Action is still rather limited this way, but my pussy now feels his erect dick. I know he’s as turned on and ready for action as I am.

To my relief I can see the car park not too far into the distance. Mental calculations confirm we can be back at my apartment ready to rip each other’s clothes off in less than twenty minutes.

I’m breathing hard and this time not from physical exertion.

Scott’s chest rises and falls against my breasts. I can feel his muscles and heart beat through the flimsy material that separates our skin. He too is breathing a little faster.

Finally at the car he slowly lowers me to the ground. My back is against the driver’s door.

The instant my feet touch the ground, Scott’s mouth is on top of mine and his tongue is demanding access into my mouth.

I groan and dig my fingernails into his neck. His hands are pushing under my top and are squeezing my nipples.

Tempted as I am to rip his shorts off I am aware of other parked cars and the possibility of strangers coming upon us having sex.

Briefly I let my hands move down into his shorts, just to feel his cock. It’s hard, its long and it’s ready for me.

“Let’s go to my place.” I invite him, and he doesn’t need to be asked twice.






Scott

 

She’s about to get inside her car when I grab her by the wrist.

“What are you doing?”

“Going home,” she whispers, looking at me with wide eyes.

“No way,” I tell her, reaching for her car keys and taking them out from her hands. “You’re not driving like that. Your ankle’s all swollen. We’ll take my car.”

I don’t even let her argue the point. I just pick her up from the floor and carry her toward my Aston, parked just a few dozen meters away from her Prius. As gently as I can, I place her on the driver’s seat and then I take my place behind the wheel.

“I’ll need directions,” I say, looking at her with a grin. Fuck, I can barely control myself. If it weren’t for the fact we’re surrounded by all these fucking tourists, I’d just fuck her right here.

“It’s easy,” she replies, and a few minutes later we’re cruising down the highway, my cock still fighting back against the fabric of my shorts. I don’t even remember the last time I was this hard.

The moment I park the Aston outside her apartment building, I get out of the car and just pick her up. I carry her inside the building and straight toward the elevator, my lips aching for hers with each step I take.

“Fuck, I can’t wait,” I tell her as she fumbles with her keys. When the door to her apartment finally swings open, I almost tumble inside. Still, I regain my balance and softly place her down.

“I don’t want to wait,” she adds, throwing her arms over my shoulders and reeling me in. Our lips meet, and then I’m working on auto-pilot.

With one hand on her waist, I grab the hem of her crop top and then pull it over her head and throw it to the floor. After that, I just tug on her shorts, sending them down her legs. The fabric pools at her feet and she kicks it to a faraway corner. She might feel exposed right now in her bra and her tiny thong, but judging by the look on her face, she’s liking it. And so am I.

I take a step back and allow my eyes to roam over her half-naked body. She looks fucking hot in nothing but shorts and a tank top, but this…fuck, this is something else. Where has this woman been all my life?

“Now this is a pretty sight,” I tease her, my eyes wandering up and down her body. My gaze lingers on her thong, and then it does the same on her breasts.

Feeling my heart kick against my chest, I grab her by the arms and push her toward the couch in the middle of her living room. I lay her down on it and I lean into her.

My lips reach for her mouth while my hand anxiously slides down her body. My other hand slowly goes to her back, finds the clasp of her bra and frees it; instead of allowing the cups to droop over her breasts, though, she places her hands over them.

Allowing the tension to build, she pushes the straps of her bra down her shoulders, and only then she does allow the cups to start drooping. My eyes widen as her right nipple comes into sight, rosy and hard, and I just want to get a taste of it.

I reach for her breasts then. She trembles slightly as she feels the palm of my hands pressing down on her hard nipples, and then I turn my fingers into claws and squeeze her breasts eagerly. She gasps as I do it, her breasts burning with pleasure.

Then I run my lips from her mouth, to her neck, and finally then on her nipple. I wrap my lips around her hard tip and, taking it into my mouth, I start sucking on it. My tongue gently circles her right nipple while I suck on it and my other hand squeezes her left breast. She closes her eyes, a pleasant warmth under her skin.

“It´s so good,” she whispers, her mouth allowing a soft moan to escape.

I continue doing the same to the other nipple.

“It’ll get better soon enough”, I grin.

I pull my mouth out of her nipples and slide my hands down the side of her body, taking them to her waist.

With a growl, I take my fingers to her inner thighs and pull on her thong, sending it down her legs. She bites her lower lip as she feels it sliding down.

As I expose her wetness, she curls her fingers around my wrist and makes me press my hand against her pussy. My fingertips caress her inner lips with gentleness, tracing the contour of her pussy and carefully avoiding her clit. She starts swaying her hips back and forth, trying to make me press my fingers against her clit.

Then, before she can even moan, I open my hand and press it hard between her thighs. She snaps her legs shut by instinct, trapping my hand there as I flick one finger against her inner lips. She opens her mouth and sighs in frenzied delight as she feels my finger sliding inside of her.

I take it all the way, curling it upwards and pressing my fingertip against her G-spot. I rub her there, drowning her brain with pleasure. When I slide one more finger inside of her, she can’t stop herself from moaning – she opens her mouth and lets a high-pitched cry of pleasure fall from her lips.

Just like that, she arches her back and I feel her pussy tightening around my fingers as she comes.

Still shaking, she gets up from the couch and presses her hand on my crotch, my cock pulsing furiously against her, and slides it upwards towards the hem of my shorts. Her eyes never leaving mine, she slowly starts pulling them down, my cock pressing out against her knuckles as she goes.

Wasting no time, she grabs my underwear, pushing it down in one swift movement. My cock jumps out at once – I can see on her face she’s surprised by my length, and I can’t help but grin.

“Not bad,” she smirks at me, curling her fingers around the root of my shaft.

She starts stroking me, taking one hand all the way up my length and then making the same climb with her other hand. She goes like that for a while, tugging on my member with both her hands in a flowing motion.

My hips rock slightly forwards, and I just want to put my whole hardness inside her mouth. She lets her hands go up to my stomach and she grabs at my t-shirt, tugging on it and undressing me.

I take it out as she hurries down to my shorts and boxer briefs and push them completely down my legs. Before I can take them off, she grabs me by the waist and pushes me down onto the couch, right next to her.

I grin at her as she positions herself on top of me, taking my sneakers off and throwing them away. I kick off my shorts then, taking a whole second to marvel at the perfect, naked girl standing on top of me.

She leans into me fast, parting her lips and taking my cock inside of her mouth. I exhale in pleasure as she flicks her tongue against my tip, circling it with soft and deliberate movements.

My hands go to her head and I push her down with an almost anxious eagerness. She doesn’t even bother resisting my pressure – she wants to feel that thickness inside her tight mouth, and I don’t want to wait for it either.

Going down my length, she pushes herself as hard as she can, straining to fit me all inside of her mouth. She pulls back slowly the moment she feels her lips touching the skin at the base of my cock.

Then, firmly grabbing my cock by the root, she starts bobbing her head, my length going in and out of her mouth at a steady pace. I guide her with my hands although she keeps her own rhythm – she needs no guidance, the rhythm of her mouth on my shaft growing into an unstoppable crescendo of lustful fury.

Pulling back out again, she lets my cock pop out of her mouth and starts stroking me again, her eyes never leaving mine.

Oh, Kayla’s good…very fucking good.






Kayla

 

His breathing is growing rougher with each bob of my head and I up the pace, stroking him while I suck.

Letting go of my head, his fingers slide down my neck and go around my waist, caressing my inner thighs. I push my knees slightly apart, allowing him to place his hand on top of my pussy, one finger of his immediately finding the way to my clitoris.

He doesn’t waste time – with his cock lodged deep inside my mouth, he slides one finger inside of me and starts to move it in and out in a furious pace. I sway my hips as he does it, my throat vibrating with a moan that can’t escape my lips because of his massive cock.

I like his fingers inside of me almost as much as I relish having him in my mouth. But there’s something else that we can do – something better.

I grab his hand and make him take his fingers out. Then, I pop his cock out of my mouth and jump on top of his body.

With my back turned to him, I slide back. Realizing what I’m about to do, he grabs me by the hips and pulls me into him, his mouth fitting right below my dripping pussy.

I only stop when his face is trapped between my thighs and then I start easing myself down softly, allowing his tongue to part my pussy lips and jab in and out of me quickly, while his other hand press down on my clitoris.

With my pussy on his face, I lean forwards, grabbing his cock and pointing it straight at my mouth. I let it slide inside of me in a hurry, his burning flesh rolling over my tongue hastily. I suck on him as hard as I can, cupping and caressing his balls with one hand. God, his balls are huge – it seems like I’m playing with tennis balls.

I try to focus on what I’m doing, but it’s harder than it seems. He keeps flicking his tongue at me, thrusting with it and then sliding it along my slit, all while he rubs on my clit with the dexterity of a true master. We’re pleasing each other with our mouths – my pussy in his mouth, his cock in mine – and it’s absolutely amazing.

I feel my whole body burning with pleasure and all I want to do is scream. To do so, I take his cock out of my mouth and let a high-pitched scream tumble out of my mouth, filling the whole living room. I grab his knees hard, arching my back as a jolt of mind numbing electricity runs through my spine.

I’m coming hard and, fuck, he doesn’t ease up. He keeps licking me, his fingers hooked on my hips and keeping me in place. I tremble in ecstasy like a madwoman until I can’t take it anymore; I roll to the side, closing my eyes and breathing hard.

But I want more. I know I shouldn’t be doing this, but I can’t help it. I’m drawn to him like a moth to a flame.

I lick my lips and he looks at me, his hands circling my waist, and I lean in to kiss him. My tongue slides along his as our bodies press together in frenzied lust. My pussy is calling for him and I become a ravenous, wild person I hardly recognize.

With Scott’s hands on my hips, he lifts me up so that the head of his cock is lined with my opening, before sliding me his hard shaft inside me. A slow moan escapes me, and my hips begin to move as Scott looks at me with a grin.

Our bodies move slowly together, he slides and sits up on the couch so that his hand is cradling my neck, guiding me on and off of his cock.

I’m screaming. Oh, I’m screaming really loud now.

It’s impossible not to – I have been with some men, sure, but Scott’s cock is on a completely different league. As he rams it inside me, I feel my inner walls straining to accommodate him, my whole body being torn apart by pleasure.

I lift my ass slightly up and moan, his thickness completely devastating me. I ease myself down, making him go deep once more. Before I know it, I’m riding him in a pendulum motion, his cock sliding in and out at a careful and gentle pace.

I start going faster. I want it fast and hard, I want him to lash out at me with all the raging ferocity that he’s capable of.

As if he could read my mind, he places both his hands on my ass and, grabbing hard at my ass cheeks, he starts rocking his hips against mine faster, his cock hitting me deep inside my pussy with such demolishing strength that I can’t even tell right from left.

I try and match his rhythm, bucking my hips at him at such a quick pace that I start to run out of breath. But Scott doesn’t ease up – he keeps thrusting and thrusting, all of my senses completely overwhelmed by a feeling so damn pleasant it should be illegal.

He smacks my ass hard, grabbing my ass and feeling the sway of my body with his fingers. My muscles become tight and I know it’s coming – I surrender to that tidal wave of pleasure willingly and come again.

I scream so hard that I feel my throat growing sore.

I feel him tense up then but, acting by instinct, I tighten my pussy around his cock like a vice. I pull him out of me slowly, my body trembling as I do it. I roll to the side, my back against the couch.

“We’re not done yet,” I say, and he replies by placing his hands under my ass cheeks and lifting me up. I cross my legs on his lower back, placing one arm over his shoulder as he leans into me. He presses his body against mine and I do the rest, using my free hand to hold his cock into position.

With one hand under my neck and the other holding me by the waist, he rams his cock all the way in. He starts to thrust at me furiously, his thickness completely ravaging my inner walls.

I start moaning louder as his thrusts become almost unbearable, the strength with which he does it shaking me to the core. My skin is burning, my muscles are electrified, and my mind is boiling. Every single cell in me is devoted to one single thing: pleasure.

“It’s so…fucking…good…” I breathe out, the words getting out of me between thrusts. He says nothing; he just keeps on fucking me, pistoning into me as if he was put on Earth for the sole purpose of pleasuring me.

He fucks me without a trace of mercy, his cock pounding into me so fast and hard I can’t even tell if it’s coming or going. And who cares about that anyway? All that matters is that he’s inside of me, right where he belongs.

I can’t hold on much longer. My mind is going blank, each trust choking down all rational thoughts on my brain – it doesn’t take long for my body to start burning up, a river of volcanic pleasure coursing through my veins in boiling ecstasy.

“Oh my –” I stop mid-sentence, a scream erupting out of me as I climax again, my legs letting go of him and kicking against the couch in uncontrollable ecstasy. I scream and moan, my muscles feeling numb as electric pleasure starts to pool inside of me, filling me up to the brim.






Scott

 

I stop thrusting and slowly pull out of her. I lean into her and kiss her lips once again.

She pulls out from my kiss and goes up to her feet, grabbing my hand.

“Let’s change the movie set, shall we?” She asks me with a devilish grin on her face. I follow her across the living room and into her bedroom.

“I won’t argue that one,” I reply with a chuckle. “You’re the head writer.”

We arrive at her bedroom and she wastes no time, guiding me straight to the bed. Then she lies down on her back and, grabbing me by the neck, forces me to follow after her. I’m prepared to part her inner lips and thrust again when I realize she has other intentions.

“Not yet,” she grins, reaching for my cock; she begins stroking it back and forth, her movements slow but steady.

“I want your cock right here,” she tells me firmly, pointing to the valley between her delicious breasts.

Smiling, I grab and pinch her nipples hard. Then, placing my shaft between her breasts, she squeezes my cock between them and I start to thrust.

Fuck, I’m going insane. The sight of her wicked expression, her breasts and my cock between them…yeah, I’m going fucking insane in here.

She keeps on squeezing my cock between her breasts for a long time, and I only stop when I feel the fire of ecstasy taking over me. Gritting my teeth, I take a deep breath and stop myself from coming right on time.

Grabbing my cock firmly, I close in on her and push her down the mattress, forcing her to lay down.

Slapping my cock against her pussy, I press my body against hers, her breasts mashed against my chest. She laces my neck with one arm, pulling me into her, and opens her mouth to kiss me.

As soon as our lips connect, I start thrusting, doing it as hard as I can. My thickness pushes her inner walls back as it slides all the way in.

I thrust hard right from the start, going deeper each time my cock slides inside her. Her eyes are closed and her mouth sings a sweet moan – the perfect soundtrack while I ravage her completely.

Feeling close to the point of no return, I pull out of her and hook my fingers on her thighs, making her roll to her stomach. I kneel on the bed, pulling her into me. She juts her ass back at me and props herself up with her elbows.

Her hair is dishevelled, locks of it falling over her face, but she doesn’t seem to care. Neither do I. All that I care about is handing out a sweet beating on her drenched pussy.

Her body shivers as she feels my hands tracing the curves on her ass, my fingers finding her aching pussy lips and parting them with care. She moans as I press my large tip against her pussy, rubbing it up and down there. She wiggles her ass at me – she’s impatient, she doesn’t want to wait anymore, and she doesn’t want any teasing.

In a fraction of a second, I sheath my cock up to the hilt inside of her pussy. Moaning hard, she pushes her head down against the mattress, her hair cascading down her shoulders as she lets a string of moans escape from her lips.

Pistoning into her with a kind of savage violence, I reach for her breasts and flatten my hands against them, massaging her flesh and brushing my fingertips over her hard nipples.

She’s grabbing at the sheets hard, the intensity of what’s running through her veins completely mind numbing. She’s gritting her teeth, her whole body tensing up as she savors how my cock struggles against her tightness.

Then, as she tightens her pussy around my length, I slow down the pace, taking my time to appreciate how it feels to be deep inside of her and have her inner walls trying to choke my thick cock.

Only after taking a few deep breaths do I start picking up the pace once more. She screams, and all I can hear is her voice and my thighs slapping her ass, the sound of it filling the entire room.

Slowly, I slide my right hand to her clit and star rubbing it. With the other hand, I grab a handful of hair and yank on it, fucking her as hard as I can.

It doesn’t take long for her to come again.

She’s screaming, and she’s screaming hard. I pulled my cock out of her, and she just collapses on the mattress. But she still has some strength left. Half staggering, she gets on her knees, grabs me by the neck, her mouth close to mine, and forces me to lay down.

Then, she climbs on top of me, her wetness rubbing against my thighs.

Kayla leans into me and sways her chest over my face, enjoying the look on my face as her breasts jiggle right over my eyes. I take one hand to her ass and the other to one of her breasts. I lift my head and wrap my lips around her hard nipple, sucking on it with such violent desire that she can’t help but close her eyes and sigh harshly, all air leaving her lungs at once.

Incapable of holding her desire any longer, she starts sliding down my body, rubbing her pussy against me. When she reaches my thighs, she grabs my throbbing cock with her eager fingers and moves her hand up and down a few times. She points it upwards, angling my tip, and eases herself down.

She sways her hips back and forth for a while, but soon enough she’s jumping up and down my cock as fast as she can. I keep thrusting as she does, matching her rhythm.

She keeps riding me, going like that for what seems like an eternity, going from riding my cock to simply jumping up and down over it. I feel thick beads of sweat dripping down my head, and their saltiness stings my eyes.

Still with my cock inside her, she lifts herself up on the mattress slightly, raising her knees and supporting herself with only her feet. It’s like she never injured her foot. Maybe it was all just a plot to get close to me.

Fuck, she’s so good at this I don´t think I can take it much longer without coming. She’s squatting over me, my cock pointing straight up and ready to be buried deep inside of her once more.

Using the last strength remaining in her body, she starts lowering herself on my cock and then going back up. She screams each time she goes down, my cock so deep inside of her that she can’t help but force herself further down, eager to have every single inch of my shaft burning inside of her.

I almost believe that my size doesn’t matter – her desire is so wicked, so all-consuming and fierce, that I just know she’d take me no matter what.

I feel my cock pulsing harshly inside of her, all of my body tensing up, and she makes one last effort to not slow down. I’m gritting my teeth and, in an instant, my muscles become even more taut as my cock starts spasming violently inside of her, shooting all my cum inside her. My warm seed fills her up and starts dripping down to her thighs, falling in thick droplets on the sheets – but she doesn’t stop.

She doesn’t want to stop.

She continues forcing herself down, and a few seconds later she’s coming, pleasure violently raging through her. She’s high on sex, high on my pulsing cock inside her. And as my shaft continues spasming, my load shooting deep into her, she moans so hard that her voice starts quivering.

We keep coming for a long while, the seconds ticking away as the fire of ecstasy consumes us both. Only when I become still does she roll to the side and lay down on the mattress, her limbs sprawled.

I didn’t even notice it before, but I’m covered in sweat, my hair plastered to my face.

Fuck, who’d have thought that Kayla would be such a goddess between the sheets?






Kayla

 

I remove the icepack from my ankle and rub some cream on it. Back at the freezer, I grab some ice cream and start eating it straight from the tub. Angela is a firm believer in eating the stuff straight from the container in times of emotional overloads. And I’m suffering from emotional overload.

Armed with spoon and box, I limp back to my laptop. I wait for the screen to come to life and try my hardest to push vivid images of this afternoon out of my mind.

Time for some work, Kayla, I think to myself. You’ve had your fun, and now you need to concentrate.

Easier said than done, I discover.

I sigh and randomly type some words onto the screen. At least now it doesn’t look so empty. What a sad habit.

Failure, you’re a failure. The words haunt me. I can’t afford to screw up this project.

I must succeed.

For further inspiration, I take another spoonful of ice cream. I revel in the cold, sweet texture sliding along my tongue and down my throat. Not as good as swallowing all of Scott, but it’s satisfying in its own way.

Briefly, I imagine Scott’s body covered in ice cream and the pleasure I’d have in licking it off, my tongue working its way from chest to belly to between his legs. I sigh.

I can still feel his tongue working its magic between my legs.

I shake my head. What am I doing? There’s no time to indulge in fantasies of our sexual escapade earlier today.

If I don’t start writing, Ed will have me killed, or worse, he’ll see to it that I would be fired.

I change my tactic.

Quickly my fingers move across the keyboard to pull up my scene map. My scene map is like a mind map, except it depicts different scenes in the series.

Instead of writing, I will focus on creating individual scenes. Any progress is going to be better than nothing at all.

I reread the first series and then open up my notes on series two. But try as I might to concentrate, my thoughts are not cooperating.

Brad. Scott. Scott. Brad.

Kill one of them. Ian’s off-limits

Those things invade my mind like weeds invading the lawn.

It’s no use. There’s no way I’m going to be doing any work tonight.

There’s only one thing to do. I go back into the kitchen and grab a wine glass. A bottle of red is taken from my wine rack, and once my glass if full, I make myself comfortable on the couch.

With my left hand I hold my glass and with my right hand I flick through my contacts. Ah, there it is.

After the third ring, I get worried. What if she doesn’t pick up? What will I do then?

“Hello, stranger,” a familiar voice greets me after the eighth ring.

“Hey, Ange.” I take a sip of my wine. For the umpteenth time, I lament the fact my best friend is out of town at the moment.

Why has she chosen this week to take a little break? It’d have been much better if she were around. A girl’s night would be awesome.

“What have you been up to?”

I sigh. Where do I start?

“That bad, is it?” Angela asks before I can reply to her question.

“You know me too well.” I laugh. “I don’t know where to start.”

It’s true. What do I unburden first, the problem about work or the problem of fucking my two leads?

“Ed’s being a dick,” I start, and I hear Angela laugh. Instantly I feel better.

“What else is new?” Angela says, and I’m reminded how Angela had a run-in with Ed last year. It wasn’t pretty, but from what she said, Ed came off looking worse from the incident than she did.

“Well,” I start and try and work out how to put it to her. “He’s interfering with my creative side. He just barged into my office the other day to tell me I have to kill off one of the leads in the show.”

“Is that all?” Angela sounds indifferent.

“I don’t think it’s time to kill one of them, and besides…” I falter.

There’s laughter from Angela.

“Let me guess, you’re screwing one of them?”

Luckily, Angela can’t see me go bright red like a tomato. Wait till she hears the rest of my story.

“Anyway, why don’t you kill that loser Ian? He’s a wanker anyway.”

Good old Ange, not one to shy away from saying it as she sees it.

“That’s just the problem. Ed told me Ian’s off-limits.”

Silence.

“But even if he wasn’t off-limits,” I continue, “I don’t think the show is ready for losing one of the brothers. I mean…it is meant to be about three brothers, not two and their deceased brother.”

I pause to take a sip of my wine. “Although you could maybe delve into that ghost stuff, you know? Like they did in that other show.”

“I don’t think Ian has the talent to play a ghost,” Angela points out.

I groan. “And he’s off-limits.”

“I heard. Can’t you do that? Just kill one of the guys and have him come back as a ghost…that way, you’re only changing his character. Solved. Easy.”

More wine dances across my tongue, tantalizing my taste buds. Briefly, I contemplate the story line put forward by Ange before I dismiss it. Ed would never go for it.

“It wouldn’t work.”

“What’s the other problem?”

“I’ve had the best sex ever with Brad,” I confess, and Ange chuckles.

“And since when is that a problem? About time you loosened up and looked after your sex life. You and Angelo were never meant to be together.”

“And then today,” I continue, ignoring the reference to Angelo. Angelo has been shelved over twelve months ago, after I found him banging his personal assistant. “I fucked Scott.”

I wait for the rebuke.

“I still can’t see the problem?”

“Are you serious?” I rouse on my best friend. “Have you been listening? I’m having sex with two different guys.”

As I say it out loud, I groan inwardly. When did my life become so complicated?

What had happened to my goal of becoming a successful screenwriter, find a supportive man, live in a nice mansion downtown along with all the other successful writers and…and what? Be bored out of my brain?

“Lighten up, Kay,” Angela says.

“Easy for you to say.” I grumble. “You’ve always been more adventurous than me.”

I’m sure Angela doesn’t tell me everything that’s going on in her life. She’s a wild one.

“About time for you to catch up. Enjoy it and see where it takes you. I wish I had two spunks like Brad and Scott lust after me.”

We laugh. We both know Angela is not short on admirers.

“But what am I going to do?” I persist.

“Enjoy it.”

“What about this killing off scene? How can I kill either Brad or Scott?” I know the minute I do, our relationship will be over. Am I selfish in not wanting it to end with either one of them?

“You need to think creative. You’re the writer. You’ll work something out.”

Angela sounds full of optimism.

“But I still don’t know what to do about Brad and Scott.” I know I sound like a broken record, but I can’t help it.

“Again you need to think creatively. You might not need to choose between either one of them.”

I frown. What does she mean?

“You’re not suggesting…?” I hesitate. Is she really suggesting I keep both going at the same time?

“I’m suggesting you’re making a mountain out of a molehill. How do you know they would be against doing it with you,” Angela pauses, “together?”

“At the same time?” I blurt the question out before I can stop myself.

“Duh.”

“I don’t know. That sort of bad girl stuff doesn’t suit me.”

“How do you know?”

I bite my bottom lip. “Because I’m not like that. You’re like that.”

“About time you get with the program, girl.” Angela laughs before I hear her talk to someone else.

“Sorry, gorgeous, got to go.”

“Company?”

“You bet. Just go with it. Stop thinking about it, and you’ll see it’ll all work out.”

I feel marginally better when I press the end button on my phone…emphasis on marginally.

It’s too early to go to bed, and I know I won’t be able to sleep, not with the way I’m feeling right now. And so I try one more time to plan my scenes for the next upcoming season.

Angela’s words ring in my ear: “get with the program,” and “be a bad girl.” I’ve enjoyed sex with both Brad and Scott. Perhaps my best friend’s right.

Maybe I should just go with the flow.






Scott

 

I pull up at the Starbucks drive-through for a triple espresso. I need to bring my A game for today’s read through, and a heavy dose of caffeine is just what the script doctor ordered. I need to be wide awake and ready for action.

I pass my credit card through the window, pay for my coffee, and drive to the studio.

The top’s down today, and the sun is fucking magnificent. I love LA mornings when there’s no smog and the air is almost fresh.

When I get to the lot, I park my car, and who do I see? Brad. Bam!

What a way to start the day.

I mean, he’s a nice-enough guy, and if we weren’t in a competition about whose character is gonna live and who’s is gonna die, I might really dig him. Maybe grab a beer together after a long day on set—if I weren’t competing.

I guess I need to cut him some slack. This wasn’t his idea.

The whole situation is just fucked. Seriously.

I need to stop thinking like this.

Before I get out of the car, I pull down the visor and give myself the once-over in the mirror. I check the hair, give a big smile, and make sure there’s no breakfast stuck in my teeth. Looking good. Time to move on out.

“Breathe,” I tell myself. “Stay calm. People can smell desperation.”

There are certain things that are out of my control, but I refuse to believe this is one of them. I will act my ass off (and any other body parts necessary) at this table read to make sure I’m the character they can’t live without.

“Yo! Brad,” I call as I jog over to him. “Wait up.”

“Hey, Scott. What’s going on?”

“Ah, you know, the usual.”

“Yeah? Kinda tense around here lately, don’t you think?” Brad asks.

“Yeah, just a little,” I say, trying to sound like I’m tossing off the remark.

We push through the revolving door, and we’re greeted by Sam the guard.

He’s about a hundred years old and can’t see worth shit. If there were any type of disturbance, we’d definitely be on our own. But he’s been with the studio for twenty-five years, and no one has the heart to fire him.

He just scowls at us as we say our hellos. We sign in and head toward studio A.

Most of the cast for The Kings is already at the table, and the only person missing is Kayla.

I hang my jacket up in the corner, take the script from my back pocket, and head over to the table with my triple shot and plop down in the seat next to Brad.

I inch my chair a little closer. I bet he can feel me breathing on him. I figure a little intimidation might throw him off.

My mother used to say, “Whoever has the upper hand has control.” And I want control.

The truth is, I gotta have it. I hate, absolutely hate, not knowing what’s coming next.

When I read a book, I skip to the end so I know who did it. I can’t take the anxiety of not immediately knowing what’s going to happen.

Like right now, I want to know what Brad knows, and the best way to do that is to get him talking.

“Kayla’s late,” I say and blow a breath out as if I’m exasperated.

“Not really,” Brad says, looking at the clock on the wall. “She has another five minutes.”

“Aren’t we precise, and protective.”

Brad sits back in his chair and looks at me. “Meaning?”

“Let’s just say I have my sources, and I know what goes on around here.” I make a circular motion with my hand, indicating the studio.

“I’m not sure that’s something you want to brag about. It’s a little girlie, if you ask me,” Brad says.

“So now you think you’ve got comedy chops? ’Cause that wasn’t funny.”

“I just call it like I see it.” Brad folds his arms over his chest. “Who would have pegged you as gossip girl?” And then he chuckles.

It’s the chuckle that gets me. It’s a little superior, so now I’m feeling like I gotta pounce.

I lean in and whisper, “I know you think you’ve got it all going on with Kayla.”

“Jeez!” He turns in his chair and frowns. “Was your last gig as a code breaker, because you’re being incredibly cryptic. What are you talking about, and what is it you think you know, Scott?”

He sounds pissed, and a the few cast members are starting to look our way.

“Well, I know about that little lunch run you did for Kayla.” I shake my head. “Dude, that was so freaking lame. What makes you think wining and dining with the head writer saves your ass? It’s gonna take a lot more than that.”

Brad just stares at me and shrugs. Smug is all over his face.

“I’m seriously asking, why do you think that’s your save?”

“I’m not just a pretty face,” Brad fires back, pointing to his head. The rest of the people at the table are definitely staring at us now. “There is actually something underneath this hood. And I have a plan.”

I so wanna wipe the smirk off his face. But it’s true, the guy is good-looking, and clearly he’s working as hard as I am to stay in this game. So I gotta give him some props.

“If you know so much about what’s going on around here,” Brad continues, “and if you have your finger on the pulse, as you claim, why don’t you know who’s getting written off?”

I gotta admit, this catches me slightly off guard.

Now it’s my turn to shrug.

“If the studio is looking for an easy answer,” Brad says, “I have a tire iron in my trunk. I’ll make it painless, I promise.”

“Look, all I’m trying to say is it’s going to take a lot more than bringing Kayla lunch to beat me. It’s going to actually take some acting skills. And sorry. Last time I checked, there was no contest. Mine were front and center.”

I slap the table for emphasis, and the girl across the table jumps.

“Oh, ho, ho, ho…you think? Dream on. Who got twelve, count them, twelve script pages in the last episode?”

“Bro, what the fuc—” I shake my head, “Your character’s name was on twelve pages, but you were lying unconscious for ten of them. It’s not as if you had to act, for God’s sake!”

“Remember who won the People’s Choice Award? Right, that would be me.” Brad gives a low whistle. “Man, why don’t you go sit on the other side of the table?”

He pushes to his feet and walks over to the craftytable, all eyes on him.

I get up and step right in line next to him. “Listen, this is getting out of hand,” I say in an angry whisper.

“Asshole, you started it.”

“I am not the asshole. You’re the one who’s playing Kayla. And if I find out that’s the case, they won’t have to figure out who to write off, ’cause I’ll kill you.”

Brad grabs a bottled water from the table and takes a long chug while I stand there and wait for a response.

He wipes his mouth with the back of his wrist. “I feel the same way. If you’re using her to keep your job, then I really will take out that tire iron.”

Now I’m pumped the fuck up. I want a piece of this guy. I’m about to take a swing when the door opens, and in sweeps the director’s assistant, a girl named Sandra.

“What the fuck are you guys doing?” she asks, her foul mouth fast at work while her gaze sweeps the room. “You’re in the wrong fucking room. Kayla has been waiting for you for ages.”

As the rest of the cast starts getting up from their chairs, Sandra raises her hand and stops them. “No, today’s just the three wonder brothers—Brad, Scott, and Ian.”

Ah, fuck.






Kayla

 

“Play it cool,” I remind myself as I pretend to be busy reading from my laptop. Sandra has gone out to look for the cast, and a few minutes later, the door opens and Brad saunters in. My nose recognizes his aftershave, distinct yet subtle.

I briefly glance at him, smile, and return to reading. My heart is bucking in my chest like a wild bronco. Take deep breaths, I think, but I steal the occasional glimpse of Brad.

How I would like to be doing something else right now, other than sitting through a reading with our director and three actors.

“Hey, gorgeous,” he says casually and sits to my left.

I pretend to only just notice him now.

“Hi, Brad. How’re you today?” I am pleased with how casual I sound. There isn’t a hint of a quiver in my voice.

“Party started already, huh?” Scott has come in without me noticing it.

I reach for my coffee and take a sip. This is going to be an interesting reading.

Since my romp with Brad and Scott the other day, I haven’t been in the same room as the two of them.

“Where’s Ian?” Scott breaks the silence first.

“We don’t’ need him,” quips Brad. “A threesome is much more cozy, don’t you think?” He shoots a meaningful glance in my direction.

I notice Scott narrowing his eyes and leaning back on his chair, his lips a thin line. Have they been fighting?

Ah, and the tingling between my legs has me on edge. Perhaps I should ask for a jug of ice-cold water to be brought in.

“Who says Kayla would be interested in you?” Scott is quick with a comeback.

Brad shrugs.

“Dude, you gotta go on a limb to get ahead in life.”

Scott’s eyebrow raise to a perfect arch.

“A limb? Looks like you’ve’ gone out on a twig, my friend.”

My nerve endings are on fire. I’m trying to search for something to say to diffuse the tense situation.

“You learned your lines?” is all I manage to say. Not very imaginative, but at least both of them are looking at me now.

With each of their gazes on me, I feel heat spread through me, together with electric shock waves, as if I’ve stuck my finger in a light socket.

“For our next blow job,” Brad starts, Scott coughs, and I’m not sure what to say. “Sorry. I mean for our next con job, I suggest we target the jewelry place.”

I see Brad grin from ear to ear. He seems to be enjoying himself. He oozes relaxation.

Scott leans back in his chair, glancing at Brad sideways. His lips curl into a little smile.

“I thought we’d agree not to go after the diamonds but focus on the one gem.”

It is my turn for my brows to furrow. I flick through my notes on the computer. I’m pretty sure I didn’t write those lines.

“Ah, yes. Previous plans. The trouble with previous plans is, they are too predictable.” Brad doesn’t miss a beat.

“Now the gem. The gem is worth going after.”

Open-mouthed, I watch the wordplay between the two of them, and I’m not sure what script they’re reading from.

“You started without me?”

I didn’t notice Ian come in, followed closely by Derrick, our director. Both sit down. Derrick pulls out some papers from his bag and spreads them out in front of him.

Ian crosses his arms in front of his chest.

He’s not bad-looking—it’s just the opposite, actually. Pronounced jaw, deep voice, and piercing…not to mention the sleek haircut. But he isn’t like Brad or Scott.

While the other two exude confidence, their energy a raw and manly one, Ian seems…off. I don’t know what it is, but he doesn’t strike me as the manly type.

All that would be alright if he could act, but Ian is a complete disaster.

Neither Brad nor Scott acknowledge Ian.

“Hi, Ian,” I greet the actor and nod at Derrick. “Ignore them, they’re just—”

“Comparing the size of their dicks,” completes Ian, and for a second silence descends over the room. Thankfully, I register there are no heavy objects any of them can pick up and use as a weapon.

“Kayla.” Derrick sits directly opposite from me. “Everyone’s got your next scenes, I assume?” The director, like me, has chosen to ignore Ian’s outburst.

Clearing my throat, I nod. Part of me wants to laugh, and the other wants to end the reading and hide in my office.

“Let’s take it from the top,” I say and look at Ian.

His expression is blank, and he makes no attempt at doing anything other than glare at each of us in turn.

Scott leans toward him and whispers something I cannot understand.

“I’m bored,” mumbles Ian, and I frown. I scroll to the correct spot on the script.

“And I think we should come up with something fresh.” I add for him, feeding him his line.

The man is driving me insane. He never seems to know his lines. And when he does deliver them, he lacks any kind of conviction or passion for his role.

Mental note to self: reduce Ian’s dialogue for future scenes. He may be off-limits, but I can make sure he takes a considerable backward step.

“Fresh, you say,” Scott butts in. “I think I can help with fresh.”

“You don’t know how fresh,” Brad adds, even though I’m sure it’s not his turn.

What are they up to?

“Like I said before.” Brad moves his head in Ian’s direction. “Before he came in.”

“What are you guys doing?” Ian cuts Brad off.

Scott chuckles.

“Antiques—we need to start dealing in antiques,” Brad continues without paying any attention to Ian.

“I’d rather deal with a fresh young thing.” Scott winks at me as he speaks.

“I’m tired of being—” Ian stumbles over the word being and stops.

“Ian.” I’m getting pissed off. “It’s not that hard—I’m tired of being the actor in your heist. I want to be more involved.”

I scowl at him, reading his lines from the script. The Kings is a TV show about three brothers planning a heist, not a goddamn Shakespearean play! What’s so hard about getting these lines down?

“Just keep up with the other two, would you?” My patience is running on super low today.

“If your writing wasn’t so extraordinarily bad, I wouldn’t have any trouble remembering or speaking them.”

At his words, I grip the arms of my chair. How dare the little shit insult my writing. And that smug look on his face is enough to want to make me hit him.

“Stooping to insults isn’t going to make you look better,” I say in the calmest voice I can muster.

Inwardly, a storm is brewing. If there’s one thing I can’t stand, it’s arrogant pricks like Ian. People who stuff up and blame someone else for their mistakes really rub me up the wrong way.

“Hey, man.” Brad turns to Ian. “That’s uncalled for”

Ian glares at Brad.

“What’s it to you, Brad?” Ian emphasizes Brad as if it has four a’s and not one.

“There’s nothing wrong with Kayla’s writing,” Scott adds and smiles.

“My, my,” Ian sneers. “Two blokes drooling over Kayla. How does it feel, Kayla?” His voice is by now dripping with sarcasm.

I’m trying to think on my feet.

“Let’s just stick to the lines and say them properly.” I inject authority into my voice. My eyes search for support from Derrick, but he’s not much help.

“I would if those two wouldn’t clown around, comparing the sizes of their dicks to impress you,” Ian says, pointing at Scott and Brad.

The man is now starting to trample on my nerves, and I’m more determined than ever to kill him off, off-limits or not.

“Look, Ian.” I get out of my chair. “It’s always you who stuffs up his lines. You hardly ever remember them properly. And when you do remember them, you say them more like a zombie than a professional actor. My lunch delivery guy could do a better job than you.”

Ian is pushing his chair back, and it falls to the ground with a loud thud.

His face is redder than a tomato.

“How dare you.” His voice is barely under control. “How dare you, you bitch in heat, treat me like this?”

At his words, I feel a little heat rise to my cheeks. Who does he think he is to speak to me like this?

“She’s right, you know?” Scott now puts his two cents’ worth in as well, and Ian becomes even redder.

“You’ll be sorry, Kayla.” Ian is now shouting. “You’ll be sorry when I tell Ed.”

I watch him storm out of the room. His words perturb me only a little.

Someone is clearing their throat. It’s Derrick.

“How about we take our lunch break a little earlier today.” He glances at his watch before he adds, “Reconvene at 3p.m.”

When the door shuts, I busy myself with my laptop.

Apart from the ticking of the clock, there’s not a sound in the room.

Eventually, I look at my two remaining leads.

“Good job today,” I say and smile. I mean it. I’m not sure what the hell they were doing with all that improvisation, but I enjoyed it.

Brad grins and looks at Scott.

“Yeah, thanks, but I think we could’ve done better.”

“No, the two of you work well together. You make a good team.”

They exchange what looks like a conspiratorial glance. Butterflies multiply in the pit of my stomach. What are they planning?

“Your writing helps,” Scott says, and I know I’m blushing a little.

“You don’t have to say that.”

“No.” Brad is quick to jump in. “He’s right. Your writing is fantastic. It’s not your fault Ian is a jerk and is useless at what he does.”

I shut my laptop and look from one to the other.

“Teamwork is important, and you two are team players. I appreciate that.”

Go with the flow, I hear Angela’s voice inside my heads.






Kayla

 

With little sweat beads forming on the base of my neck and a slight dizzy feeling, I ponder my next move. Opportunity is presenting itself. Angela’s words ring in my ears as if she’s standing next to me.

Be a bad girl, Kayla. Enjoy it and go with the flow.

With laptop firmly closed and back in my bag, I head to the door. It’s now or never.

If I want this, I need to make my move now. And in a way opportunity has just presented itself.

“Grab it,” I tell myself.

“I’m going to have lunch in my office.” I don’t look at either of them. Instead I keep my eyes down, as if studying the pattern on the carpet intently. “Do you care to join me?” I hope I ooze total innocence.

Instead of Brad or Scott asking which one of them I’m inviting, they both say yes at the same time.

I walk ahead of them. I wiggle my ass deliberately from side to side.

My tight miniskirt rides up just a little as I walk up the staircase. I don’t pull it down. In fact, I try and make sure it rides up a little higher with each step I take.

And I walk slowly, making sure the two men can feast their eyes on my behind. With any luck, their sexual desires are fuelled, and their imaginations working overtime.

It’s an hour before I normally have my lunch. I’m not prepared to entertain anyone for lunch.

As soon as we enter my sacred kingdom—my office—I turn to my two guests.

“Care for a bite?” I bat my eyelids and smile sweetly.

Scott grins, and Brad shoots a sideways glance at the other man.

“Always,” both answer at the same time.

To slow things down, I sit behind my desk. I lean forward a little to allow each of them an eyeful of the pink lace of my bra, having made sure my top is no longer buttoned all the way to the top.

Brad takes a seat in the director’s chair, and Scott sprawls out on my three-seater lounge. I knew having a lounge in the office was a good decision.

A silent thank you is sent to Angela. Angela had assured me every writer needs a director’s chair and lounge in their office. According to her, one never knows what’s going to happen and what type of seating will be needed.

Looks like my lounge is going to be needed today, at least if everything goes according to plan.

“You boys happy for me to be in charge…?” Deliberately, I leave the question open.

Scott shrugs, and Brad nods.

“I like a woman who knows what she wants.” Scott unbuttons the top half of his shirt.

I watch them both and lick my lips. Crazy lust fills my every last pore.

This is madness. When did I turn into this crazy sex-obsessed woman? What happened to the nice girl my mother had raised?

“Let me order us something.” I dial the number of my lunch provider and order my usual, times three.

“Just ring when you are at the office,” I add before ending the conversation.

When I hang up the phone, I see Brad looking at my name certificate displayed on the wall.

“In some cultures, ‘Kayla’ means ‘keeper of the keys.’” He turns toward me. “I bet you have the key to my heart already.”

Scott jumps off the couch and joins Brad.

“It also says it means ‘wise one.’” Scott nudges Brad. “You have to agree, she’s definitely wise. The way she put Ian in her place and the stuff she writes, she definitely fits the bill.”

Both look at me, and suddenly I wonder if this really is a good idea.

“A name well chosen.” Scott walks over to my desk. He sits on the edge of it and picks up my stress ball. Slowly, he squeezes and releases it and squeezes and releases it again.

“Is that what you do for relaxation, Kayla? Play with balls?”

Scott’s eyes never leave mine as he asks the question.

It’s difficult to think of an answer quickly. Watching his fingers with the ball is almost tipping me over the edge.

Part of me wants to rush over to him and start freeing his dick and balls for a play, as Scott just put it.

Movement out of the corner of my eye distracts me.

Brad has moved next to my desk as well.

“I bet you have no shortage of balls to choose from.” It’s Brad’s turn.

I decide to play the innocent, sweet little girl.

“Did I mention you both work well as a team?”

They nod.

Scott answers first. “I think you said something about it in the reading.”

“You’re not worried by what Ian said, are you?” Brad leans forward a little, his elbows resting on the desk. His upper body is bent at the hips, and from where I’m sitting, I have a nice view of his ass.

I pretend to mull over the question, only to feast my eyes for a little longer on Brad’s delicious ass.

“I’m a little worried about him running off to Ed,” I admit. “There’s something going on between Ed and Ian, but I can’t put my finger on it.”

Scott laughs.

“By something going on, you don’t mean…you know, something going on between the two of them?”

“Please.” Brad holds up his hand. “Dude, I haven’t had lunch yet, and now I feel like puking.”

The thought is so silly it makes me laugh. I feel myself relax a little. This is good; this feels right.

“No.” I shake my head. “I definitely don’t mean that sort of going on.” I, too, find the image that comes to mind too disgusting for words.

It’s not that two men together weirds me out. I’m fine with it. I just can’t imagine anyone being that intimate with Ed.

“I can’t explain it.” I shake my head. I didn’t invite these two sex gods to my office to discuss Ed and Ian. “It’s for another day.”

“I agree,” Brad says and straightens up. I hide my disappointment. “We shouldn’t waste our time talking about those two losers.”

Scott nods.

“Back to teamwork.” I steer the conversation back to where I want it to be.

“It’s all fine and good to have teamwork on the set, in front of the camera.” I pause and lick my lips. “How are you guys with teamwork outside that environment?”

I watch the two men exchange puzzled expressions.

I leave the safety of my desk and make my way toward Brad, who’s still leaning on the other side.

Scott is watching us through narrowed eyes.

I level with Brad and rest my hand on his hand. My fingers trace his fingers. I look from one to the other.

Realization registers on Scott’s face. He comes over to stand next to me.

“You want to know if I’m a team player? With Brad?” Scott pretends to study Brad. “Of course I’m a team player, on and off the camera. And if I had to choose who I would want to be on my team, I would choose Brad, no doubt about it.”

I smile and nod.

“Good. How about you, Brad?”

I look up at him. My hand travels up his arm and draws little circles on his shoulders.

“Like Scott said. Of course I’m a team player, on and off the camera. And who wouldn’t want to be on Scott’s team? Particularly if you are the—”

He does not finish the sentence.

Smart man.

Feverishly, I try and think what I am on this team. Am I the referee, the ball, the judge, the player, or the coach? There are so many options, but I can really be only one of those.

“Especially when I’m the coach,” I finish for him.

It’s Scott who grabs me around the waist, lifts me off my feet, and carries me to the couch. Briefly, I’m taken back to the other day and the canyon run.

This is total madness and so unlike me. I feel lightheaded, as if I’m floating on clouds. Gone is the prim and proper girl who has never done anything slightly out of the ordinary.

Up until the other day, my sex life has been pretty ordinary.

Amazing how quickly my life has changed.

Brad doesn’t need a special invitation to come over to the couch. I’m breathing hard, and my nerve endings are on fire. If one of them doesn’t do something about quenching my sexual appetite, I think I might burst into flames.

With a sigh, I surrender to what is about to happen.

Angela was so right.

Be creative, and go with the flow.

I enjoy the attention of these two men who want to please me.






Brad

 

Are we really doing this?

Just an hour ago I was ready to exchange fists with Scott, and now here we are, alone with Kayla in her office. Now that’s what I call a good plot twist.

“Kayla,” I start to say, but she shuts me up fast. She closes the distance between us, grabs me by the shirt and pulls me into her. Next thing I know our lips are locked in a fiery embrace, and my hands are resting on her hips, making sure she keeps her perfect little body pressed against mine.

When I finally pull back from her kiss, I open up my eyes just in time to see Scott closing in on her. He places one hand on her waist and leans in, brushing his lips against her neck, his mouth tracing a straight line toward her ear.

Yeah, I guess we’re doing this.

“Is this what you meant by teamwork?” I ask her with a soft whisper, looking straight into her eyes. I feel my heart quickening – and my cock becoming as hard as a steel rod – and her lips slowly curl into a wicked grin. My kind of grin.

“What do you think?” She asks me, an easy laugh escaping her lips.

Taking one step back, she looks from me to Scott and then back. Reaching for us, she flattens the palm of her hands against our cocks, curling her fingers around our shafts as her grin widens.

“Seems like you’re also eager for some teamwork,” she continues, but I can barely hear what she’s saying. Right now, the only thing my brain can process is the way her hand feels on my cock.

“I’m more than eager,” I find myself saying, and then I just grab her hand and make her turn on her heels. Pushing her against the edge of her desk, I then make her sit up on it. With one hand, I throw all the documents and papers on top of the desk to the floor, my hand sweeping across the surface in a blind frenzy.

“That’s right,” Scott agrees with me, placing both his hands on her knees. Moving fast, he forces her to spread her legs and then goes down on one knee in front of her. Following after him, I lower one knee to the floor.

“What are you guys doing?” She breathes out, and I can tell she doesn’t want to hear a reply – she wants to see one. And we’re more than happy to oblige.

Moving at the same time, we take our hands to the hem of her skirt and push it up, only stopping when the fabric’s all bunched up around her waist. I run my tongue between my lips as my eyes meet her thong, a wet patch already showing on the fabric.

“This is what we’re doing,” I whisper, leaning in and brushing my lips against her right knee. Scott does the same and, working in tandem, we start making our way up to the wetness between her thighs.

I get there first.

I take my mouth to her inner thighs, and then I simply can’t help myself – I run the tip of my tongue over the part where her skin meets the fabric of her wet underwear, the scent of her pussy driving me completely insane.

“Fuck, I want it,” Scott groans, and without waiting for my reply he just dives in, pressing his open mouth against Kayla’s drenched thong. He sucks on her pussy over the fabric, and I do the rest – I grab the elastic band and pull it against her outer thigh, forcing it to snap. The moment the fabric rips apart, Scott pulls back from Kayla and grabs her thong, ripping it off her body.

“Now this is what I call a lovely sight,” I sigh, my eyes trained on her pink pussy lips, her skin glistening from how wet she is. Pushing Scott to the side with one shoulder, this time I take the initiative and dive into her. I part my lips and reach for her clit with the tip of my tongue while, at the same time, she rests both her hands on my head and grabs me by the hair.

I don’t even know what happens after my tongue touches her clit – she just snaps her legs shut, throwing them over my shoulders and pushing Scott to the side. Pulling me in, she starts swaying her lips from side to the side as she rubs her wetness against my face. I keep my mouth open, flicking my tongue at her as I allow her sweet taste to crawl all the way up to my brain.

I’ve always been the kind of guy that doesn’t mind about going down on a woman (if she earns it), but it’s different with Kayla. With her, I just can’t help but love every single second of it. Fuck, I could eat her out for hours and hours. Who cares about lunch when I can feast on the most delicious thing in the world?

I keep on devouring her pussy for what seems like an eternity – the good kind of eternity, that is – and, when I open up my eyes and look up at her, I realize she’s already kissing Scott. She still has one hand on my head, but her other one is busy with Scott’s cock. She has slid it inside his pants, and she’s flicking her wrist at a fast clip, stroking him as if she had no time to lose.

“Oh, fuck,” she suddenly moans, pulling back from Scott’s kiss and gritting her teeth. Her head is thrown back, and judging the way the lines in her face are deepening, I’d say she’s just a few seconds away from having her brains melt off.

Which I don’t mind at all.

In fact, I start working her with my tongue even more furiously than before, lapping at pussy with renewed strength. Using her hands like hooks, she yanks on my hair while she thrusts against my mouth, the sweet pressure of her pussy on my face making it so fucking hard that I can’t even think straight.

I have no idea what kind of sorcery Kayla worked on me and Scott, but damn – it’s working.

“OH GOD!” She screams suddenly, and I can almost feel an electric current taking over her pussy as she comes. I keep my mouth pressed against it as she surrenders to her first orgasm of the day, but I slow down the pace of my tongue. I want her to survive what’s to come…

After all, there’s so much more we can do.

Teamwork, right?






Kayla

 

The name’s Kayla, and I’m a bad girl.

Or, according to Angela, I’m still a good girl – I just seem to enjoy being with two men at the same time. And, really, what’s not to enjoy? Brad and Scott are the most perfect men I’ve ever encountered, and both of them want me. This is Heaven. Sure, outside this office, real life is waiting for the three of us, I know that.

But, right now, I just want to go with the flow.

“Oh, Jesus, that was impressive,” I moan, taking my legs off from Brad’s shoulders. I lean back over the desk, propping myself up on my elbows, and smile as I watch Brad go up to his feet.

His lips are glistening from my juices, and I can’t think of a more perfect sight right now. Besides, the way he eats me out…oh, God. I never even knew that I could come that hard just by having a man’s tongue taking over my pussy. But then again, Brad and Scott aren’t just any men – they’re in a category of their own.

“Seems like you enjoyed yourself,” Scott laughs, the flames of lust burning behind his eyes.

“I did,” I purr, pushing myself off the desk and resting my hands on their chest.

Without waiting for them to say a thing, I go down on my knees and hook my fingers on their belts. Working fast, I take their belts off and then unzip their pants, their cocks straining against the fabric of their boxer briefs.

Seriously, I can’t believe I’m about to do this.

“Let’s see what you got, boys,” I continue to purr, and then I tug on their boxers and the same time and free their huge cocks, both of them as hard as they’ve ever been. Reaching for them, I grip them tight and then start moving my hand up and down the length of their shafts, stroking them at a slow rhythm. Of course, that rhythm doesn’t stay slow for long – before I know it, I’m flicking my wrist so fast that I feel pain shoot up my arm. But I keep at it, looking from one to the other as I take care of their throbbing members.

“I want a taste,” I continue, tilting my head sideways and leaning in. Going for Scott first, I part my lips with the tip of my tongue and lay it against his cock. Then, I run my tongue down the whole length of his shaft, only stopping when my lips brush against his balls.

I do the same with Brad, and I keep at it for a few seconds, going from one man to the other and teasing them. Then, without a warning, I simply let go of Scott’s cock and open my mouth as wide as I can – I wrap my lips around the tip of his cock and take his whole length into my mouth, the way his shaft presses down on my tongue making me even more wet than before.

“My turn,” Brad says, grabbing me by the hair and forcing me to take Scott’s cock out of my mouth. Directing my movements, he leads me straight toward his cock and, using one hand, he brushes its tip between my lips. I open my mouth by instinct and then he just thrusts, driving his huge member all the way to the back of my throat.

Now, I know every girl fantasizes about what it’d be like to be with two men at the same time…but this is completely surreal.

I always thought that fantasies such as these were supposed to be kept locked in a vault deep inside my mind. But now, I’m having seconds thoughts. Maybe these fantasies are meant to be lived. Because, really, this beats everything I’ve ever done before.

“More, I want more. I need more,” I suddenly tell them both, Brad’s cock popping out of my mouth. “I want it all,” I continue, my movements as lustful as they’re desperate.

I push their pants and boxers down to their ankles, and they help out by kicking off their shoes. Then, they take off their shirts as fast as they can and I simply gaze at their naked bodies, my brain suddenly freezing.

This is happening, this is happening, I repeat over and over again inside my head. This isn’t a dream.

Taking a deep breath, I let instinct take over.

I reach for Brad’s hand and push on it, forcing him to go down on one knee in front of me. The moment he’s level with me, I simply place my hands on his shoulders and push, force him to lay down. I go up to my feet fast, kick off my heels and push my skirt down my legs.

“I’ll help,” I hear Scott say, and then I feel his large hands pulling on my blouse. I raise my heads as he takes off my blouse and bra, and then I simply go for the kill.

I place my feet on either side of Brad’s thighs, and then I lower myself. Grabbing his cock, I angle it up; there’s no buildup this time. I simply ease myself down onto his cock, arching my back as I feel his thickness pushing its way past my inner lips.

“Fuck,” he groans, all his fingers digging deep into the flesh of my ass. Rocking my body back and forth, I start riding him as hard as I can right from the beginning. The time for teasing is over – now’s the time for action.

“Teamwork, remember?” I hear Scott say, and I open my eyes to see him standing by my side, grabbing his hard cock with one hand.

Before I even think of what I’m doing, I simply lean into him and take his length into my mouth. I start bobbing my head back and forth, using the same rhythm with which I’m riding Brad, and I can already feel that sweet pressure building up inside of me.

I don’t last long.

“Mmm,” I moan, the sound muffled by Scott’s cock. My pussy tightens up around Brad’s shaft, and I feel a firestorm making its way up my spine, a whirlwind of electric flames consuming every single thought inside my mind as I come for the second time today.

Had I known a threesome would be this good, there would have been no debate before.

Bad girl or good girl, I don’t care.






Scott

 

“Mmm,” she moans, and I feel the vibration making its way through my cock, her lips still wrapped tight around my shaft.

Fuck, I never thought I’d see Kayla like this – riding Brad with my cock deep inside her mouth. Never in my wildest dreams did I think that something like this would be possible. Hell, even if I knew it to be possible, I doubt I’d believe one day I’d be willing to share a woman like this. Especially a woman like Kayla.

I don’t know what it is about her, but I simply can’t see her as just a fling. No, there’s more to her than that. Sure, she’s the hottest woman I’ve ever been with, and she sure as hell knows how to drive a man out of his mind…but it goes beyond the obvious. She’s smart, funny, and I like the person I become whenever I’m around her.

Soon enough I’ll be writing love poems and shit.

“Alright, let’s kick this up a notch,” I find myself saying, and my voice sounds foreign to my own ears.

Right now, I’m not in control of anything I’m saying or doing. I’m just living in the present moment, enjoying the ride without thinking of the consequences. Not a good way to lead your life, I guess, but it’s the perfect way to do things when it comes to sex. At least that’s my philosophy.

“Please,” Kayla moans as I take my cock out of her mouth. Her hands are on Brad’s chest and, even though she just came, she doesn’t climb down from him. No matter, right now I’m in the mood for sharing.

“Stay there,” I tell Kayla, and she looks at me, her eyes wide with anticipation. Smiling at her, I stand between Brad’s legs and then go down to my knees right behind her. Placing one hand right between her shoulder blades, I force her to bend forward and I hold my breath as I stare at her perfectly shaped ass.

“Oh, God,” she breathes out as, with just one finger, I start caressing the length of her crack. I stop for a moment on her ass hole, and then I start sliding my finger in, readying her up for the main event.

“Please, Scott, please,” she insists, and I just take my finger out of her ass and replace it with the tip of my cock.

“Is this what you want?” I ask her, leaning in and whispering these words against her. “Is this how you want us to fuck you?”

“Yes, yes…more than anything!”

“I can’t say no to a lady,” I whisper. Using both my hands, I spread her ass cheeks wide and start sliding my cock inside her ass. I throw my head back and close my eyes as I feel her tightness. Even though I go slower, I only stop when all of me is inside her.

“So…so good,” she moans, her quivering voice making the hair on the back of my neck stand up. Well, if she thinks this is good…it’s about to become so much better.

Ever so slowly, I start rocking my hips, making my cock slide in and out of her at a steady tempo. She doesn’t seem to want a slow tempo, though – instead of handing all control to me, she starts rocking her body softly, working on Brad’s cock while I take her from behind.

Kayla might not look like it at a first glance, but she’s fucking insatiable.

And that’s exactly the way I want her to be.

Hungry for my cock.

Using one hand, I grab her hair and force her to throw her head back. Holding her like that, I start ramming her hard, my thighs slapping her ass over and over again, the sound of it echoing inside the office and my own mind. Fuck, I think I’ll dream of this sound when I go to bed tonight.

While I thrust, Brad does the exact same thing, pistoning into Kayla and raving her pussy while I take care of her tight ass. We work as one, our three bodies connected by the raging lust coursing through our veins.

My hands have turned into claws, and now I have both on Kayla’s hips, keeping her in place while Brad and I fuck her into perfect oblivion. She’s no longer moaning – she’s screaming now, the sound of her voice so shrill that I can’t help but wonder if anyone can hear us outside the office. Luckily, everyone has left for their lunch break, which means we’re pretty much alone and Kayla can scream as much as she wants to.

“HARDER!” She shouts at the top of her lungs, and Brad and I don’t hesitate.

We start going as hard as is humanely possible, our cocks completely demolishing her body. Beads of sweat drip down my forehead, stinging at my eyes, but I don’t give a fuck; right now I have one concern only, and that’s giving Kayla the best fucking orgasm of her entire life.

“Don’t…” She doesn’t even finish her sentence. One violent thrust and she comes undone, arching her back and collapsing on top of Brad’s body.

Every single muscle in her body seems to be twitching, and she’s no longer moaning or screaming. She has resigned herself to silence, one born out of pleasure.

Still, Brad and I aren’t done.

While she comes, we keep on thrusting as hard as we can. Not that I can do it for much longer – I can already feel the fire of ecstasy burning deep inside me, and I know it won’t take long until I unleash all of my load inside Kayla’s ass.

“Fuck,” I groan, my train of thought derailing as I feel my cock spasming hard inside Kayla. Brad groans something at the same time, and next thing I know I’m coming, my fingers digging deep into her ass cheeks and my eyes rolling in their orbits.

Fuck, my purpose was to give Kayla the best orgasm of her life, but I think this was the best fucking orgasm of our lives.






Brad

 

While I get dressed for the morning, getting ready for a long day at work, I can hear Shauna click-clacking on her laptop in the other room. She’s a “heavy-typer.” I’ve known a few, and it always makes me laugh.

She’s no doubt doing her morning routine, searching and reading the blogs for juicy gossip.

Some people find it odd that my personal assistant lives at my penthouse apartment, but that’s how I fucking roll. I don’t like to waste a single minute of my day, and if that means having Shauna live here rent-free, so be it. She doesn’t seem to mind, not even when I bring the odd girl home.

As I put on my watch, a Rolex, I imagine what kind of day I’m going to have. Good? Bad? Exciting? Boring? The possibilities alone are electrifying.

I’m a doer. I don’t find enjoyment in reading about what other people do. Especially not like Shauna does; she loves all that crap. But her ability to keep a finger on the pulse of this town is one of the reasons I hired her.

Shauna’s smart and savvy and remembers everything she reads. I’m lucky to have her. Truly fortunate.

I look at myself in the mirror. What a day yesterday was. It’s going to be hard to forget.

I feel myself becoming aroused. I stroke myself over my pants a few times, look at my watch, and start considering what I have time for.

“Hey, Shauna, how’s my time?”

“Looking good, Brad.”

“Do I have an extra fifteen or twenty? What do you think?”

I hear her typing away for a moment.

“Checking the traffic. Looks like there’s a minor traffic accident on the highway. I’m thinking not,” she replied. “We’re gonna need an extra few to get in on time.”

I stop stroking myself and sigh. “Okay, thanks.” I’m going to have to wait until I see Kayla again. Maybe after lunch, I think, smirking.

While tying my shoes, I hear Shauna groan or moan or something. She’s clearly affected in some way by something she’s reading. This isn’t out of the normal, but after yesterday, I’m feeling a little paranoid.

“Find something juicy?” I’m just teasing. I don’t expect her to answer, and I kinda hope she won’t.

“You could say…”

“Really?”

“Um…yeah…”

I’m done getting ready. I walk out of my bedroom to the kitchen area. I see her staring, reading, and in deep thought.

“Shauna?”

“Yes, Brad?”

When she finally looks at me, I wave.

“Oh,” she says, smiling. “Good choices. I like those colors on you. I think this outfit shows your serious side.”

“Thanks.” I nod. “What did you find?”

“Find?”

“Online.”

“Oh, right.” Her face goes back to its normal blankness. “How have things been with Kayla? Everything working out? Moving along?”

“Things are going well. Fine,” I say, not feeling like elaborating at the moment. “Yeah, fine.”

“Better than fine, I’d wager.”

“Okay. Better than fine. Why?”

“Much better than fine,” she says, winking.

I’m catching her drift. She knows something, but she’s being too shy to say it. I walk up to the breakfast nook where she’s sitting and pick up the apple she left there for me.

“You found something. What did you read, Shauna?”

“Just a couple of lines. A blind item. Nothing big….”

“But…”

“But there promises to be more.” She shrugs. “Sorry, boss.”

I take a deep breath. I’m trying to control my anger. It’s a battle, and I’m not winning.

“Show me,” I tell her.

Shauna turns her laptop to the side so I can see the screen. There, on one of the worst celebrity trashing blogs, is a headline about me and Kayla. I can hardly fucking believe it. “LONG LUNCHES. LONGER STARES. WHAT HAPPENS NEXT…”

“Fuck,” I say loudly.

Shauna does her best to deflect. “It could be about anything.”

My voice grows louder. “Fuck!”

“Maybe it’s nothing.” She tries to ease my anger.

But inside, I’m already a burning inferno of rage. “Fuck!”

I throw the apple across the room, striking a wall and knocking a framed painting off its hook.

“Brad—” Shauna begins.

“These fucking idiots, Shauna,” I say, beginning to pace. “Insiders. Paparazzi. Fucking fame seekers. What the fuck do they know? What the fuck do they want?”

“They want money.”

“I don’t need this shit. I don’t need this attention. Not now. Fuck. Not now.”

“It’s probably nothing,” Shauna repeats. “Don’t worry about it.”

“What happens next…” I reread the headline. “Shauna, what if they know what happened next?”

“What happened?” Shauna asked.

I give her a look. She knows the look. It’s the one I give when I’m about to get laid, or just did.

“Oh.”

“Yeah.”

“Well…”

“Yeah.” I shake my head. “Fuck!”

“I could make some calls.”

“You know what pisses me off the most, Shauna?” I ask, but I don’t wait for a response. “Kayla really doesn’t need this. She doesn’t need any negative press right now. She’s just getting started. Just getting her stride. She’s better than these dumb blogs. She doesn’t need this. Fuck. If this hurts her career, I’ll—”

“Brad.”

I look at Shauna. She has her glasses on, she’s sitting up straight, and her lips are drawn. She looks like my middle school vice principal when she was about to doll out a punishment.

“Yes?”

“I will make some calls. I will track down the sources. I’ll see if I can’t squash this before it goes anywhere.”

“That would be great. Thank you.”

“The blood stays on my hands, Brad. That is why you hired me.”

I finally laugh. Shauna lightens the mood. I really appreciate her being able to do so.

“Yes, that’s why I hired you.” I look at the oven clock; it’s getting late. “That and your skills as a getaway driver.”

“Oh shit.”

I pick up the keys and toss them to her. She catches them with ease. In fact, I don’t think I’ve ever seen her drop them.

Shauna rarely drops anything. I’m beginning to feel more confident by the second. Shauna will take care of this.

Kayla will be fine.

Everything will be fine.






Kayla

 

The jackhammer that has been working away in my head all morning seems to be increasing in intensity. I can’t believe we’ve been going over the same scene for the last hour.

Every time I think it’s been a take, Derrick insists it needs to be done again.

Rehearsals have never been this hard.

Last time, he didn’t like the vase on the kitchen table with flowers, which only ended up there because ten minutes earlier, he had insisted the kitchen needed to look a little brighter. Not to mention the number of times we have to stop to prompt Ian for his lines.

I will need to go and find aspirin or something similar on the next break; there’s no way I’m going to get through the day with this massive headache.

“You’re meant to be annoyed. The line is ‘Why does he get all the fun?’ It’s not hard.” I call to Ian and stomp closer to the set.

This man is really driving me up the wall. A cockroach would be more useful right now than this bumbling excuse for an actor.

I see Ian glare at me. There’s something else in his eyes, something I haven’t seen before.

“If you bothered to learn your lines, we wouldn’t need to stop every five seconds.” I flick through the pages on my e-reader.

“Brad comes in and picks on you,” I tell him, looking at the script.

Scott chuckles, and Brad whispers something to him. Briefly, I’m distracted and lose my momentum.

“And then,” I say and turn my attention back on Ian. “And then you say the seven itty-bitty words I just told you.” I lower my device and put one hand on my hips. “Brad and Scott are able to learn their lines and do the take without interruption. Why can’t you?”

 

Perhaps I have overstepped my mark, but I can’t keep my anger bottled up any longer. Someone has to tell this pompous ass he is useless like tits on a bull.

“Scott and Brad.” Ian mimics me.

My insides feel as though they are going to boil over.

“Instead of being the idiot on the set, you should focus on your acting. I mean, have you even read and studied your lines, or do you just turn up to annoy us?”

“Like you three studied lines the other day at lunch?”

My brow furrows, and I count to three before I feel I can open my mouth again.

“We all know who the blind piece in the gossip column was about, don’t we?” Ian continues.

I don’t want to lose self-control, but at the same time, I cannot let Ian get away with this. If the vase had still been standing on the kitchen table of the set, I would reach for it now, but one of the prop guys has moved it already.

Before I can say or do anything, Scott’s fist collides with Ian’s face.

“No need to get personal,” he hisses at Ian who crumples into a heap on the floor.

He doesn’t stay down long.

Quick as lightning, Ian is on his feet again and lunges at Scott.

Scott is nimble on his feet, and he avoids the forward-moving Ian.

It’s Brad who receives a wayward swing from Ian’s flailing arms.

I scream. Chairs are being pushed over; one of the lights crashes onto the floor, and splinters of glass explode on impact and scatter across the set.

“Stop it,” I yell into the chaos.

Brad swings a left-handed hook at Ian’s chin.

Ian ducks, and it is Brad who is unbalanced.

The spindly figure of Ian lunges at Brad, spurred by some invisible force. His arms wrap around his waist, and it appears as if he’s trying to push him across the set.

Scott comes to Brad’s assistance.

For a few seconds, I can’t work out what is happening. Three bodies go tumbling onto the floor. Prop guys are moving quickly between the fighting men to move precious filming equipment out of the way.

“Stop it,” I scream again. There’s no denying I enjoy seeing Ian get his ass kicked, but I know violence doesn’t solve anything.

I turn to Derrick. “Do something,” I demand from the director, who so far has not moved out of his chair.

With four large strides, he is at the rolling mass of bodies.

I’m not sure how he manages to separate the bundles of testosterone, but he does.

Ian is breathing hard, and blood is trickling down his chin. His lip is split, and I can see a bruise forming around his right eye.

Makeup will have their work cut out to get him ready for filming.

“Gentlemen.” Derrick keeps his hand on Ian, who looks like he wants to kill Brad and Scott. “Let’s take a break. We need to clean up the set.”

He makes no comment about the incident or what consequences will flow from it. I admire his calm manner. The man is a total professional.

I see Ian hesitate.

He turns to leave.

“You’ll be sorry.” His comment is directed at me.

I feel Brad come to stand to my left, and Scott to my right.

“You’ll be sorry you insulted me. Ed will hear about this, and you’ll be sorry.”

I take a step forward toward Ian. He doesn’t scare me.

“Newsflash, dickhead,” I yell at him. “I’m already sorry I’m in this mess. I’m sorry I have to work with you.”

I watch him leave.

Part of me wants to laugh. I know I should take his threat seriously, but with his fat lip, he sounded less than threatening.

His words did not come out clear, and he just looked pathetic and not menacing at all.

I feel Brad’s hand on my shoulders.

I turn toward them.

“You okay?”

I nod. Now that I see the total destruction of the set, the seriousness of what just happened descends on me like a giant weight.

Ed won’t be happy.

This won’t be the last of it either. And he will use this to pressure me into killing one of my men.






Kayla

 

I pick up my coffee cup and take a large sip of the hot black liquid. After I swallow, I smack my lips together. Boy, this feels good.

Angela, sitting across from me, is sipping on a large iced chocolate. The drink is overflowing with whipped cream.

“Mm, whipped cream. Imagine all the things you can do with whipped cream,” Angela says and grins at me.

“Stop it.” I try to sound serious. “Focus. I need you to listen. I can’t understand how my life suddenly has become so complicated,” I complain and drink more of my coffee.

Laughter peels from Angela’s lips. She puts her tall glass down and leans back in her chair.

“You’re kidding, right?”

I pretend to scowl at her.

“I mean it, Ange. All I wanted to do was to come to LA and write. Head down, bum up.”

“You’ve sure put your bum up,” teases Angela, and I regret my choice of words.

“Stop it. You know what I mean.” I roll my eyes.

There’s more laughter from my best friend.

“Lighten up, sweetheart,” she chides and leans forward to sip her iced chocolate.

I run both hands through my hair.

“The whole thing’s just crazy. My life’s crazy. Maybe I’m crazy.”

“Everyone in LA is crazy, Kayla. You should know that by now. That’s the attraction of the place. I mean, all this craziness zooming around this place and colliding with each other makes LA what it is. That’s why people come to live here, that’s why we live here.”

I groan. I’m not sure she’s right.

“What about all this stuff that’s been going on?” I persist. My bones have been rattled to the core.

“What stuff?”

I fold my arms in front of my chest. “The stuff with Ian and Scott and Brad.”

“Be more specific for me, babe, would you?”

Only my best friend is allowed to call me babe. If a man had just called me that, I would have kicked him between the legs.

I’m not sure if she’s trying to be helpful by asking questions or if she really doesn’t understand my problem.

“You know,” I try again. “Ian’s going to run to Ed and complain, and now Ed will come to me and let his anger out on me.”

Angela shrugs.

“Has anyone else complained about you?”

I think about her question for a minute. At the same time, I watch the movement and color of LA. We are seated in the outside area of the Rest A While café.

From where we are seated, we can see people pass by—they’re on their way home, to a hot date, or some other engagement. Some people are laughing, others have their heads down, and others again look straight ahead, earphones in their ears and their expressions vacant.

I imagine most of them lead fairly uncomplicated lives.

Wouldn’t it be nice to be one of these passers-by who do not seem to have a care in the world?

“Earth to Kayla.” I hear Angela’s voice. Startled, I look at her.

“Has anyone else complained about you?” she repeats her question. She’s speaking slowly, enunciating each word.

“Sorry.” I smile. “I drifted off.”

“Drifted, alright.”

“I haven’t heard about any other complaints.” I don’t tell her about Brad complaining that we need to repeat our antics of the other day. I doubt Angela would class it as the sort of complaint she was asking about.

“So what are you worried about exactly?” She signals the waiter. “I feel like something fatty and sweet.”

I laugh.

“How do you do it?”

“Do what?” Angela asks with total innocence.

“Eat all that fat and sugar and stay super slim.”

Her right hand waves in a dismissive fashion. “It’s easy. Plenty of sex.”

We both burst out laughing.

“And then there’s the gossip piece,” I continue and watch Angela take a forkful of chocolate cake. “It could really hurt my career.”

I’ve been worried about the effect of the piece in the gossip column since I’ve read it.

“You worry too much.”

“I worry just the right amount,” I counter.

“What’s wrong with a bit of gossip? Haven’t you heard the saying ‘Any publicity is good publicity’?”

I shake my head. “I doubt that applies to the type along the lines of head writer engages in threesome with two of her stars.”

“Why not?”

Angela is really unbelievable. I wish I had some of her attitude when it comes to what people think about me.

“It’s that bad girl stuff. Only bad girls have threesomes. I think it might affect my reputation.”

“It’s about spin. If you put a positive spin on it, it won’t give you a bad reputation. And you’re totally wrong—good girls have threesomes as well. Threesomes are all inclusive.”

Lost for a reply, I pinch some of her cake.

“It’s about time you stand up for yourself and what you believe in. You can’t just let people trample all over you. You need to stand up to Ed, and you need to work out if you want to continue to bang your two leads. And if you do, stand up for your personal choice too.”

She continues, “Just because you choose something different, doesn’t make it wrong. If you want to fuck two guys at the same time, that’s your choice. But don’t be ashamed about it.”

“Shush, not so loud. I don’t need another blind piece written about it.” I’m sure I’ve gone bright red.

Angela swallows before she replies. “If I was in your shoes, I’d be shouting it from the top of the Hollywood sign in the hills.”

She takes another bite of cake. “I’d probably write my own gossip column about it to make sure the facts are right.”

The image of Angela doing this makes me laugh. Bad girl Angela, afraid of nothing.

I know she’s right.

Of course, I know she’s right. I do need to stand up for what I want and for what I believe in. Deep down, I agree with my best friend.

Unfortunately, it sounds easier in theory than it is to do in practice.






Scott

 

I jog up the driveway and bang on Kayla’s door. I run my hand through my hair and hope she’s home.

I need to see her and make sure she’s okay. I still can’t believe the way Ian fucking speaks to her. She’s such a great chick, smart, with an ass to die for, and all-around gorgeous.

Just thinking about her makes me horny.

“Hi.”

I didn’t notice her open the door. Now that she’ standing in front of me in that skimpy dress, the hemline just covering her ass, I’m lost for words…briefly.

“Hey.” I smile my most charming smile.

“Want to come in?”

Do I ever?

“If it’s okay?” I play it cool. I don’t want to frighten her. She looks so vulnerable.

I just want to wrap my arms around her and protect her. Well, there are other things I want to do to her as well, but they might happen later.

“Of course it’s okay.” Kayla takes a step back and invites me in. “It’s more than okay,” she adds as I walk past her.

“Coffee? Water? Beer? Wine?”

My insides melt as I watch her make her way into the kitchen. Her butt wiggles from side to side, and I can’t get enough of looking at those gorgeous legs of hers.

“What are you having?”

Kayla gets on her tiptoes and reaches for a glass in her top shelve. As she does so, I watch her dress ride up a little, and I feel a stirring between my legs.

“Easy, boy,” I say and keep feasting my eyes on her ass. I have to restrain myself from grabbing her and pushing my dick into her pussy, right here, right now. “Everything in good time” I tell myself.

“Bubbles,” she replies and turns back to face me with two tall glasses in her hand.

“Me too.”

After I get to watch her bend over to retrieve a bottle out of the fridge and catch a glimpse of her G-string, my cock is ready for action. Fuck, this chick is hot and knows how to push my buttons.

I follow Kayla into the living room where she drapes her curvy body over the lounge. She pats the spot next to me, and I sit down.

“You okay after the shoot the other day?” I ask and watch her. I love the little dimples in her cheek when she smiles.

She shrugs.

“Ed’s not going to take it well.” It’s more of an observation than a question. “And Ian will probably become even harder to work with.”

“I can handle Ed.” I sound more confident than I feel. The punch might have just handed someone the perfect reason for me being the one killed off.

I don’t want to be the one who gets the chop. I want to keep working with Kayla. I hadn’t realized before how bad I want to stay on the show for this woman’s sake.

Ces’t la vie, I think, as long as they don’t punish my Kayla for it. Her career shouldn’t suffer at the hands of fuckwits like Ed and Ian.

“What’s so funny?”

Kayla’s question leaves me a little embarrassed. I can’t tell her I just thought of her in terms of mine.

“The look on Ian’s face when my fist collided with his.” It’s true—that was funny and very satisfying.

“I have to say,” Kayla tells me, taking a sip of her drink. “It was good to see. He is such a…” she pauses, obviously looking for the right word.

“Dick,” I provide for her.

She laughs.

I love the way she laughs. She throws her head back just a little, exposing her sensuous neck—a neck I just want to smother in kisses.

“I didn’t want to upset you,” I say.

Kayla laughs.

“You didn’t. I mean, it felt good to see him get what he deserves.”

My left hand moves from the couch onto her outstretched leg. I love the feel of her soft skin.

“At least tomorrow there won’t be gossip about you or Brad.” I keep stroking her leg. “The focus will be on the punch I threw.”

To underline my point, I throw the punch into the air with my right hand.

“It’s not the press, Scott. It’s Ed. Ed’s going to be furious.” Kayla leans back against the seat of the couch. “Ed will make us pay.”

“Ed...Ed can get fucked.”

Kayla laughs again.

“How’s your hand?”

I love how she sounds so sincere, like she really cares. And I think she does care.

I hold out my right hand and pretend to examine it.

“It’s fine. I’ve done worse during workouts. Ian’s soft all over, even in the head.”

Kayla lifts her head and shifts position. She moves closer to me. Slowly, deliberately, she takes my hand.

Little butterfly kisses cover my hand. If this is how she thanks me, I must punch Ian more often.

She stops, and I want to push her head back down, maybe even farther down than my hand.

“I just want to thank you for,” she pauses, “standing up for me like that. You were awesome.”

Her eyes practically melt my insides. Gosh, she’s hot.

“It’s okay,” I mutter and notice how dry my mouth suddenly feels.

Kayla gets off the couch and repositions herself on top of me, her legs on either side of me.

Involuntary, my hands rest on her hips.

Kayla smiles and wiggles on me from side to side. My insides start to burn with desire.

Before I know it, her lips are on mine. They are soft, sensual, and needy. I open my mouth and invite her tongue to find mine.

As we kiss, I hear her little groans. My left hand leaves her hips and pushes under her short skirt to find her wet pussy.

Her lips are pushing down on mine, and her kiss becomes even more intense, if that’s even possible.

My other hand finds its way to her breasts and starts playing with her nipples.

Thank god I’ve come to check on how she is.






Kayla

 

We lock lips.

Surrendering to his embrace, I start kissing him eagerly. I don’t want to waste one single second. No, I want to seize the moment and squeeze it for all it’s worth, not giving a moment’s thought to everything that’s been going on.

I want him. Now.

“Fuck, why do I want you so bad?” He whispers, his lips brushing against mine as he speaks. Getting up from the couch, he carries me in his arms and starts walking across the living room. Without taking my eyes off his, I point him toward the bedroom and he makes his way there.

The moment he puts me down, my lips found their way to his once more.

“Take it off…take it off,” I tell him, breathing harder and harder as I grab the fabric of his shirt.

He smiles. I start unbuttoning his shirt, my fingers moving fast as the desire takes over me. Pulling the shirt out from his pants, I then press the palm of my hands against his walls of abs, feeling their contour under my fingers as my pussy starts growing wet.

“Kayla…” Scott whispers as his shirt slides down his arms to the floor. With one hand on the nape of my neck, he tangles his fingers on my hair and holds me still. Leaning into me once, he brushes his lips against mine. We kiss heartily, our tongues slow dancing around one another as I press my body against his.

“I want you…” he continues.

I feel his cock hardening inside his pants, its bulging shape brushing against my inner thigh, helping me become even wetter. Ah, if we were already naked, I’d just grab his cock and guide it towards my pussy…

I move my fingers down to his belt, unbuckling it in a frenzied hurry. Pulling it from its loops, I then open the top button on his pants and push the zipper down. His cock strains against the fabric of his boxer briefs, and I feel a shiver going up my spine as my knuckles brush against that throbbing thickness of his.

Hooking my fingers on the fabric of his boxer briefs, I send them down his legs with his pants. Falling to my knees on the floor at the same time, I look up at Scott, the shadow of his cock falling over my face.

My hands climb up his legs and to his waist, my eyes not leaving his for one simple second. His cock his throbbing, almost jumping in place as if begging for me to touch it. And I do want it. I want it so bad it hurts.

Instead of attacking his cock straight away, first I deal with his shoes: untying them, I take them off his feet one at a time, and then I take off his pants and boxer briefs.

I take a moment to gaze at his naked body, and then my fingers curl around his hard cock and my hand goes up and down, deliciously savoring each inch of his member.

He grabs my head with both hands, guiding my mouth to his cock. I part my lips and, in an instant, the salty flavor of his shaft fills my mouth. My tongue traces a long and gentle circle around its tip before I allow myself to go deeper.

I open my mouth and let him slide in. His girth forces me to open wide, his length making the descent down his cock an almost never ending voyage. I go as far as I can and look up, imagining what’s going through his head.

The moment I feel my lips brushing against the skin at the base of his cock, I close my eyes and start bobbing my head up and down my length, doing it so fast that I almost can feel my brain moving inside my head. He lets out a groan. I go fast, and I go hard – I fucking know what I’m doing.

“Oh, that feels really good,” I hear him say, but I’m so lost in what I’m doing that his voice feels it’s coming at me from the other side of the room. I keep on sucking on him for a long time, and then I wrap my fingers around his cock and start sucking and stroking at the same time, my mouth and hands working as a unit.

A long and deep sigh escapes his mouth and I lower the pace, only to speed up once more. He grabs a handful of my hair, pressing my head down, his shaft almost against the back of my throat, and he holds it there for a second.

I press my tongue against his cock and pull my head back, allowing his cock to slide out gently. I still want to feel his taste on my mouth, so I lick his shaft and the pre-cum on his tip, while my hand keeps working his cock with the same rhythm I had used with my mouth.

Then I approach his tip again and fill my mouth with his pulsing length. Right now, I’m stroking him fast and sucking him hard.

It doesn’t take long for his cock to start pulsing against the inner side of my mouth and, knowing that he’s close, I push through the pain on my neck and keep going as hard as humanly possible.

I just want him to come inside my mouth.

His fingers curl against my scalp and, with one deep thrust, he comes into my mouth. It’s warm and salty, and as it gushes in a torrent inside my mouth, I can feel my skin prickling. I remain there, his spasming cock inside of me as he shoots his seed until my mouth is completely filled – both with his cock and his cum.

When his fingers on my head relax, I start pulling out, tightening my lips around his cock on the way out. He’s breathing hard and there’s a grin of satisfaction on his face.

Still looking him in the eyes, I swallow all his seed. His face lights up with a devious grin and he takes my hand in his, pulling me up to my feet.

“You’re fucking amazing, Kayla,” he whispers, leaning toward me. He grabs me, holding both hands around my waist, and lays me down on the bed.

His hands slide around my waist and under my dress, climbing up my inner thigh and making my skin prickle again. His fingers brush over my groin and, if I was wet before, I become completely drenched now.

I close my eyes, moving my hips harder and grinding against him almost desperately. A moan leaves my lips as he brushes his fingers over my thong, applying a gentle and barely noticeable pressure over my wet pussy.

One of his hands climbs up my side and crawls towards my chest, finding its way under my dress and cupping my right breast over the bra. He pulls at the cup, baring my nipple, and he presses it then between two fingers, pinching it. I rest my forehead against the mattress, biting down on my lower lip as a storm of lust rages inside of me.

Still pinching my nipple, he flicks my thong to the side and brushes the tip of his finger against my wet pussy. My whole body shudders in anticipation.

He traces the contour of my pussy as if he wants to absorb all of it, carefully brushing against its outline and gentle circling my clit.

He does it for one minute, carefully coming and going, each time applying just a little bit more of pressure.

Then, without any kind of warning he slides one finger inside my pussy. Instinctively I push my hips against his hand, eager for the touch of his hands and body against my pussy.

Before I can even gasp, his mouth is wrapped tight against my pussy, and he starts sucking there as if he has been thinking of doing it all day long.

I put one leg over his shoulder as he licks at me and, now having a better angle, he slides two fingers inside of me in an instant. I gasp, closing my eyes as I press my back into the bed, thrusting my pussy against his mouth as he fingers me.

Pulling out from me, he pushes the thong down my legs and I just kick it away to the corner; his mouth is on me again, devouring me with such intensity that I can barely keep my eyes open.

Sliding one more finger inside me, he keeps fingering me until my pussy starts to spasms and becomes tighter; immediately he presses his tongue over my clit and, moving it in circles, he makes my muscles burn in under a second.

And just like that, I come.

“I’m going to fuck you really hard, Kayla”, he says, pulling out his fingers from my drenched pussy.

That´s all I wanted to hear.






Scott

 

“Are you ready to go again?” she asks me with a provocative tone. She gets up quickly and goes on all fours on top of the mattress, shaking her delicious ass in front of me.

I don’t answer her. I just grin and place my hands around her waist and pull her harshly toward me.

She juts her ass me, pressing it against my body, and I have to close my eyes as I feel her wetness so dangerously close to my cock. Swaying her hips from side to side, she grabs her dress, keeping it up on her waist, and grinds against my cock as hard as she can. I pull back before she can complain, though, my hand goes directly to her dress tugging on it with hurried movements. I grab the zipper of her dress and start pushing it all the way down. Then, she presses her legs together as I pull the fabric down her legs; at the same time, she takes off her bra.

I lean toward her and with both of my hands I give her breasts a hard squeeze.

With my chest on her back, the outline of my muscles pressed against her skin, she starts rocking her ass against me once again. She darts her hands back trying to reach my cock.

Grabbing my cock, she guides it toward her pussy, but I pull back. I’m going to make her suffer for a little while. Over her shoulder, she looks back at me with an impatient face. She wants to be fucked now, to feel my whole length inside of her. And that´s exactly what I’ll do.

In an instant.

Still with her on all fours, I lean in and take my mouth to her pussy. I kiss her inner lips gently and then start moving my tongue up and down; at the same time, I gently insert one finger inside her – and then two fingers – and start to move them in and out of her. She’s so wet her juices are flowing down her legs.

Still fingering her, I start tracing a path with my tongue toward her ass crack. When I lightly touch her hole, she allows a heavy moan to escape her mouth and her whole body shivers with pleasure.

Right now, I’m doing more than just teasing Kayla – I’m teasing myself as well. I’m so fucking hard. I need to feel the warmth of her pussy around my cock.

Pulling my fingers out of her, I slap her ass hard enough for her to moan and bite her lower lip. She half-expects me to smack her ass again, but the next thing she feels is my thick cock pressing against her pussy. She pushes her ass backwards by instinct and I bury my cock in her to the hilt.

I’m not being gentle.

I start to thrust at her like a hungry ferocious beast, each movement I make drawing a high-pitched scream out of her lips.

Leaving one hand on her waist, I reach for her breasts, feeling her hard nipples against the palm of my hands. I squeeze her right breast as I pound her hard, each time going faster than before.

“Harder!” She screams. “Harder, Scott! Don’t stop!” she continues, bucking her ass back at me, my thighs slapping hard on her ass cheeks and my balls on her pussy.

I piston into her mercilessly, my cock going in and out her at full speed.

“Don’t – ” she starts to say again, but I’m fucking her so fast that this time she doesn’t manage to finish her sentence.

Her pussy tightens up around my cock like a vice as she bunches up the sheets, clawing at the mattress like a wild animal, and that’s when a wave of pleasure hits her. Her whole body tenses up and she collapses, her body going limp and shaking at the same time as she comes hard.

“More,” she asks me as she tries to get up, her muscles still twitching.

Sitting up, she makes me sit on the edge of the bed, placing her arms over my shoulders. As she does it, she raises one leg at a time and sits on my lap, straddling me while I cross my legs. The moment she´s on top of me, she bucks her hips hard, pressing her pussy against my shaft and pinning it against my body.

She keeps on swaying her hips, grinding against my cock and smearing her juices all over my thighs. She presses against my cock so hard that it makes me groan.

“Give me that pussy,” I tell her with a wicked grin.

She opens some space between her pussy and my cock, reaches for it with one hand and curls her fingers around it. She angles it downward so that my tip is pressing against her inner lips but, instead of allowing me inside her, she just brushes it up and down the length of her pussy. My whole body is as tense as a nocked arrow, and I genuinely don’t know how much longer I’ll be able to endure this torture.

Locking her eyes on mine, she finally raises her hips a few inches, allowing the tip of my cock to be pressed against her inner lips. Holding her breath, she then lowers herself as fast as she can, literally impaling herself on my big cock. The tip of it parts her drenched folds in a fraction of a second as she violently lowers herself.

Gritting her teeth, she starts bucking her hips against me, swaying them back and forth in such a way that I feel wildfire burning inside my muscles.

She rides me as hard as she can right from the start, allowing my cock to ravage her mercilessly. She keeps going like that for God knows how long, large beads of sweat dripping down her forehead.

She rides me into oblivion, and she only ease her rhythm when she feels her insides clenching.

“Oh, I’m gonna…Oh, fu –” she starts to say, but then her words turn into a drawn out moan as I feel her pussy tightening up around my cock viciously.

She moans as loud as she can. Digging her fingernails into my chest, she throws her head back and closes her eyes. Gritting her teeth, she holds her breath as she endures the sweet whipping of an orgasm, the pleasure raging through her veins turning her smile into one of the best things I’ve ever seen.






Kayla

 

I groan as he pulls his cock out of me, and then roll to the side and allow myself to lay there in the mattress, by body collapsing from exhaustion as I try to catch my breath. My arms and legs are sprawled, and I feel as if I’m floating.

But Scott still has some strength left.

Placing his hands on the back of my knees, he drags me to the edge of the bed; there, he pushes my legs up and I have no other choice but to rest them over his shoulders.

Leaning into me, he forces me to bend over and guides his cock straight home, pushing it past my pussy lips and drawing a high and mighty moan out of my lips. Sweet Jesus, what is this man doing to me? This isn´t sex – this is magic, the kind you’re not sure if it’s real or not.

His cock is ramming me furiously as his thighs slap against my ass, flesh on flesh, lust coating our bodies. Even though I’m a writer, I’m not sure if I’m capable of finding the right words to describe the amount of pleasure that has taken over my body. It’s simply too much, far beyond the realm of what I thought to be possible.

I start screaming as the fury of his pounding turns into electric delight, my body wrapped tight in a blanket of pleasure. Our bodies sway at the same rhythm for God knows how long, and I just close my eyes and surrender to the moment.

He doesn’t stop or slow down – he keeps pushing through my moans and my screams, pounding me mercilessly as I push my voice to the limit.

I’m screaming, I’m screaming as loud as I can. My body is trembling as if I’ve lost control of all my limbs. My legs and arms are flailing, and I almost feel like crying in pleasure. Scott remains still, rocking his body against mine as I simply vanish into a higher dimension.

After a few more thrusts, he suddenly pulls his cock out of my pussy and, grabbing me by the waist with both hands he turns me around, my back now turned to him.

“On your fours. Now.” He commands me, and the tone of his voice leaves no room for hesitation.

I obey, and I do it quickly. Wasting no time, he slides his hand from my clit to my ass crack. Then he gently inserts his finger inside my hole. I moan as he slides in and out each time harder and deeper.

He goes as deep as he can, and then starts to move it in a pendulum motion, my body aching for more than just a finger. But there’s no need for despair. As if he could read my mind, he takes his fingers out of me and replaces them with his large cock, it pressed tight against my hole.

With his hands on my ass cheeks, he spreads them wide as he eases himself in, his cock pushing back against my inner walls as it advances steadily inside my ass.

I scream as he goes all the way in.

He pulls back slowly before going in again, his body rocking against mine. Making sure that he’s not going anywhere, I start bucking my hips against him.

I’m breathing hard, the muscles around my lungs so numb with pleasure, that I’m having a hard time doing something as simple as breathing. He starts going faster, his cock settling into a crescendo rhythm, and my ragged breathing turns into a cadence of wild moaning.

He leans even more into me, pressing his body against mine. As he comes and goes, each time his cock goes deep inside of me, he starts rubbing my clit with one finger, an expanding pressure spreading throughout all of my body.

Like holding my breath, I know that the moment when I won’t be able to endure any longer is coming.

That’s pretty much how I feel right now.

I summon all my strength and tense up my legs, jutting my ass and thrusting my hips hard against him.

He continues until my body simply can’t endure any longer.

My mind is exhausted, my muscles tense and pulsating, trembling with pleasure. But he goes on, thrusting in and out my ass as hard as he possible.

“Oh, fuck,” I whisper, and I close my eyes and surrender to the inevitable.

I let go of the world.

My muscles tense and the whole universe explodes inside of me, my mind flooded by a tidal wave of pleasure.

I scream, an impossible cry of pleasure. My whole body trembles – my face, my arms and my legs. I throw my head back and close my eyes. My body explodes once more, an impossible and powerful orgasm shaking every inch of my body and soul.

He continues, burying his whole length deep inside my ass, and a few seconds later I feel his whole body becoming taut and his breathing heavier. With a final thrust I feel his cock spasming against my insides, and then he unleashes his seed, filling me up to the brim.

I collapse on top of the mattress, stomach down, while he keeps his cock gushing inside me. My skin prickles as I feel his cum dripping down my legs, and I grab at the sheets once more, bunching them up in my hands.

When he pulls out of me he rolls to the side on the mattress, lying down by my side.

We stay there for a long time, just catching our breath in the silence of the bedroom. Then, doing it gently, he reaches for my hand and locks his fingers on mine. We don’t say a word – we just enjoy the closeness of our spent bodies, holding hands.

I don’t know when this became more than just a fling, but there’s no doubt in my mind…

This is way more than just a fling.






Kayla

 

With my left hand, I squeeze my stress ball, and with my right hand, I doodle on a blank page in my notepad. I’m hoping this distraction will leave me as calm as possible for my upcoming meeting with Ed.

I glance at my wristwatch. Five more minutes before I have to face him. I’m not looking forward to this meeting, but I know there’s no way I can get out of it.

My eyes leave my notepad and find my name certificate. “Wise one” is meant to be one of the meanings of Kayla. Pity I’ve missed out in the wise department. Obviously, Mum had chosen the wrong name.

If I were blessed with wisdom, I would know what to do, more to the point I wouldn’t have even gotten myself into the situation I’m in. I sigh and look at my scribbles.

Have I just doodled a penis and balls? I frown and stare at the shapes.

My door opens, and Ed breezes in to interrupt my thoughts. He has his mobile held against his right ear. It seems to be a permanent feature there.

Quickly, I turn the page. I don’t want Ed to see my art work.

“Got to go,” I hear him say.

Three minutes early, I see.

“Hi, Ed.” I try and inject enthusiasm into my voice.

“Have you done it?”

Straight to the point, no pleasantries, no small talk.

“Done what?” I stall. Of course I know what he’s referring to, but I want him to spell it out.

“If you haven’t decided which one you’re going to kill, I’ve decided for you.”

I hold my breath. I’m on the edge of my seat, and I feel as if I’m watching a thriller with me as the main character.

“You have?”

“You will need to get rid of Scott.”

I breathe out slowly. “Think before you speak,” I silently tell myself, but I can feel my innards rupture from emotional explosives.

“Why?”

Ed crosses his legs and brushes invisible things off his trouser leg.

“Surely you know?” Ed stares at me. I shrug. “After the altercation between Scott and Ian, I think we can all agree it is Scott who has to go.”

I don’t agree at all. If anyone should go, it should be Ian, but I keep this to myself. I try and bide my time.

I try to sound in total control when I reply.

“I think Ian is overreacting. He had a bad day filming. Everyone got frazzled, and testosterone got in the way.”

I look at Ed to gauge his reaction.

“That’s not what Ian said.” Ed glances at his phone. “Don’t let your feelings get in the way of good judgment.”

Is there a hint of a threat in Ed’s voice?

“I think it would be a mistake to get rid of Scott. Brad and Scott work well together. They are a team, just like the characters they play. The show needs them.”

“Get rid of both of them then.”

My mouth drops open. Did I hear that right, or is there something wrong with my hearing?

“If you think one is not going to be good without the other, kill them both and make Ian the star of the show.” Ed pauses. “Problem solved.”

He hesitates before he adds, “Don’t let your personal feelings get in the way of your career, Kayla.”

I’m too stunned to be able to reply. Has he lost his mind? How the hell would that work?

I can’t just kill off two of the main stars of the show—the only two that are really any good.

“A car accident is always good. With some good writing, you can string it out and keep the audience in suspense for a bit.”

My mouth opens, but no sound comes out. I try again and feel like a fish out of water.

Just then, Ed’s phone rings. He looks at the screen, presses the answer button, and leaves my office.

I’m not sure how long I sit and stare at the chair where Ed had sat during the meeting. It wasn’t really a meeting, I decide, more like a dictator come to tell me what to do. From my point of view, a meeting was about discussing different ideas, working through a problem.

The longer I sit and ponder, the angrier I become.

Eventually, I push my chair back and make to leave my office. I scribble something on a blank page and walk out.

The note on my computer will let anyone who’s looking for me know I’ve taken the rest of the day off.

There’s no way I’ll be able to get any writing done after this meeting. I may as well get out before the walls close in on me. They are suffocating me as it is.

I drum my fingers on my steering wheel for a few minutes before I drive out of the car park and turn left.

I have no idea where I’m going. It’ll do me good to just go for a little drive.

As I make my way through the traffic, I replay Ed’s words. Just get rid of both of them.

It was nuts. There was no other way to describe his reaction.

The show doesn’t have enough traction to survive the two main leads being written out. While I don’t make a point of reading the reviews regularly, I’m aware the audience hasn’t warmed to Ian.

Without paying attention to where I’m going, I turn left, right, and left again, and I meander through downtown LA.

I enjoy working on the show, and I have plenty of ideas of where it could head. After the first season, I was brimming with ideas and creativity. Ed hasn’t been interested.

Ed.

I decide Ed is the problem, together with Ian, in all of this.

Of course, Angela is right, and I really need to start to speak out and stand up for what I believe in.

I take another left-hand turn and notice I’m in Brad’s street. I sigh and slow down.

Outside his house, I stop the car.

I know Brad must be home. He isn’t scheduled to shoot at the studio today.

I take deep breaths in and out before I get out of the car and walk to the front door of Brad’s house.






Brad

 

I don’t remember when I started running on my elliptical machine. But the mileage is up to almost four and a half miles. I’m zoning out; mad one minute, sad the next. I’m feeling completely and utterly frustrated the whole time. Fucking useless. I hope Shauna can figure this mess out.

Shauna has the day off. She has a home life too. I often forget she’s married and has a teenage kid…a daughter named Sam—no, a son named Sam.

Yeah, I can’t recall; I really should remember.

All I can think about is the trouble this blog has created. It’s the last thing I wanted. The very last thing.

I know my career can handle the stress, but not Kayla’s…hers is just starting.

Toweling the sweat off as I cross my house, I head for the shower. All I wantis to rinse off quickly and then make myself some dinner.

I have some top-notch steaks marinating in Worcestershire sauce and some chopped-up onions and mushrooms waiting to be grilled. My stomach growls. Yeah, it’s going to be delicious, and after all the calories I just burned, I have nothing to worry about if I eat it all.

That’s my plan—eat until I’m stuffed and then fall asleep on the couch, watching a movie.

While showering, I think I hear my doorbell. A UPS delivery no doubt—my new cell phone charger. I get out of the shower and start drying my body. I can hear my assistant’s words in my head.

“You always say not to leave the packages at the door too long. Kids like to steal things that look like they came from Amazon or Best Buy,” I say to myself, a reminder to rush out to get it.

I’m still pulling on my Nike sweatpants when the doorbell rings again. Either the UPS delivery guy has made a mistake, or someone’s here. I wonder who?

“I’m coming!” I shout.

Dashing through my house, I pull my T-shirt on. I would have liked to dry my hair too, but the doorbell rings a third time. Whoever is at my door is in a damn hurry.

“Coming!”

I kinda fling the door open. Not meaning to. To my surprise, there’s Kayla turning, about to walk away.

“Hey. Hey you,” I say, grabbing her attention.

“Hey, Brad. Can I come in?”

“Of course.” I wave her in.

I’m so happy to see her. My day’s suddenly shaping up. I cannot wait to see where this is going to go. Maybe, if I am lucky, I will get…well…lucky.

“So…what’s happening, Kayla? I wasn’t expecting to see you today.” I smile. “But I sure am happy you stopped by.”

“It’s a mess, Brad.”

Oh shit. I feel my heart drop to the floor upon seeing her upset face.

“What’s wrong?” I say. “Tell me what I can do to help. Anything. Just say it.”

“I don’t know.”

Kayla’s voice is full of defeat. Watching her plop down, basically giving up on my couch is enough to break my heart. I’m quickly realizing I will do anything—whatever is needed to help and protect her.

I really care. These are not just words falling out of my mouth. These are not empty promises. I mean them.

“Kayla—”

She whines. “What…”

“Kayla, listen to me, okay?”

“Yeah?” She peeks up at me; she’s looking so sad it’s ridiculous.

“I’ll quit the show. Okay. I’ll quit. Maybe that will help. I mean it has to, at least, make things a little easier for you, right?”

She’s stunned. I can see it on her face. “You’d do that for me? You’d quit for me?”

“I would.” I smile. “Quitting will not hurt my career.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah. I get offers all the time. I have a few sitting on the table right now. I can call Shauna and she can tell you herself. There’s always some producer or director waiting on me. This won’t slow me down at all. No. I’ll be fine.”

She’s quiet for a moment. I’m not sure if she’s going to cry or what. So I kneel before her and take her tiny hand.

“Is that what you want?” she asks me. “Do you want to quit?”

Her eyes look pained. I can tell she doesn’t want this either.

“No. Of course not. I don’t want to quit. You’re an amazing writer, and I love working with you. This is the most excited I have been about a role in a long time. But all that said, I will quit. Gladly. If it helps you.”

She stands up suddenly and wraps her arms around me in a big hug. It feels nice. Not just her body pressed against mine, but the sentiment feels good.

Kayla feels good.

“Thank you for saying all that, Brad. Really.”

“I meant it,” I whisper in her ear. “Seriously, Kayla, if it is your career or mine…then I’ll quit to protect you.”

She hugs me tighter. It feels like she doesn’t want to let go.

I stay in her embrace for a bit. And when she loosens her hold, I quickly acquire her eye contact by gently pinching her chin. “You are amazing, Kayla.”

“Am I?”

“Yes.”

Leaning in slowly, I can feel the heat from her mouth before my lips even reach hers. Pressing them lightly, I hope she welcomes their presence, and she does. Her mouth opens slightly.

She smells like roses…roses and sex.

God, I want her so much.






Kayla

 

I throw my head back, baring my neck to him, and he savors my skin with gentle kisses. I pant each time his lips touch me, a gentle fog of pleasure blanketing my mind. I get out of his hold with cat-like movements, freeing my hands and taking them to his t-shirt, my frantic fingers pulling it from his body.

I take off his shirt then and, almost with a growl, I press the open palm of my hands on his pectorals, feeling all the warmth coming from his skin under my fingertips. He presses his body against mine, sending a shiver down my spine, and then grabs a handful of hair on the nape of my neck.

Holding my head, he presses his mouth against mine; fireworks go off behind my eyelids as we kiss savagely, our tongues dancing and fighting against each other with abandonment.

Still kissing me, he makes me take a few steps back, until we reach the couch. Then we sit down.

“Come here, Kayla,” he says, taking me by the hand. I obey him, sitting on his lap.

I slide my hands up his knees, slowly raising them until finally only my fingertips are touching the fabric of his sweatpants. Without taking my eyes from his, I take my hands to my chest and unbutton the top of my blouse, the patterns on the black lace bra I am wearing peeking at him.

I can feel him aching for more, the impulse to just grab me by the waist, push me closer and just rip my blouse open darting across his face. But he remains still.

I rest my hand against his chest, the warmth of his body coming at me. I bite my lower lip and look at him, his eyes begging for me almost desperately.

In a swift motion I lace my arm around his neck and pull myself to him, sitting across his lap. Reacting by instinct, his hand goes to my waist, his long fingers brushing against the exposed skin between my skirt and blouse. It only takes that, his fingers on my skin – and I immediately feel a pulsing heat between my thighs, a piercing desire to just hike up my skirt and let him have me there and then.

I still can´t believe he would have given up on the show just to protect me. I want him so much...I just want to touch him, to do things with him. And I’m not just talking about sex. No, it goes deeper than that.

I pull his sweatpants hard down his legs. His hands fly to my waist and he turns me around, pulling down the zipper of my skirt. I push it down with the tip of my fingers, my bare ass turned to him.

I can feel his eyes banqueting on the vision of it, enjoying the shape of my ass and delighting on how only just a small strip of thong covers me.

With my back still turned to him I give a step into his direction and lower my ass into his crotch. It fits neatly against his cock, and I rub myself against it, the length and thickness of it almost making me moan. Our hips sway against each other, a frenzied lust driving both our bodies.

I’m so wet I’m almost expecting it to drip down my legs.

Wasting no time, I get up and turn myself to him.

His hand grips my jaw, index and middle finger sliding inside my mouth. My lips wrap around his fingers instinctively, sucking on them gently. My tongue swirls around it and my body throbs as I imagine his cock between my lips.

Doing it as slowly as I can, I place my hands on his outer thighs, hooking my fingers on his boxer briefs. One little tug and his member springs free, and just seeing it again, my skin prickles.

Leaning into him, I close my eyes as I approach his cock. I part my lips and let the tip of my tongue out, resting it against the tip of his cock and allowing the saltiness of his pre-cum to coat my tongue.

I take my time, flicking my tongue and using it to circle the fat head of his cock. Tilting my head sideways, I then run the tip of my tongue down the length of his shaft. When I finally get to the root, I place one hand under his balls and start massaging them.

Guided by instinct, I open my mouth as wide as I can and suck one of his balls in, allowing its full weight to rest over my tongue. I do the same with the other one, wrapping my lips tightly around it as I keep on lapping with my tongue, and only then do I go back up his shaft.

This time, I go beyond his tip. I open my mouth wide again, allowing the tip of his cock between my lips, and then I start lowering my head over his length. His cock pushes down on my tongue and against the inside of my cheeks, filling me all my mouth.

I push my mouth down his huge cock, going as deep as I can. When my lips reach the base of his shaft, I hold my position for a few seconds, feeling the tip of his cock throb against the back of my throat and savoring all his inches.

Then I start bobbing my head up and down as fast as I can, both his hands on my head guiding my movements. I don’t even bother with building up a rhythm; I just suck him violently from the start, ravaging his cock with my mouth…or the other way around.

As his muscles start to become tense, he pulls out of my mouth, pulling my head back with both hands. Then he leans forward and grabs me by the hand, pushing me up.

His mouth goes to my neck then, savage kisses and soft bites finding their way through my skin. He starts unbuttoning the rest of my blouse and then, when the last button comes undone, he takes off my blouse with a single yank, leaving me only in my bra and thong. Taking his hands straight to my shoulder blades, he unclasps my bra and takes it off as well, revealing my breasts.

“I want you so bad, Kayla,” he says, his hand tracing a line between my neck and my right breast, then circling my nipple with his fingertip.

“I want you too. I want to feel you inside me”

I guess I don’t have to say anything. My whole body is whispering, fuck me right now, Brad, please.

He smiles at me, pinches my nipple twice as my wetness grows by the second. He then leans into me, his mouth going toward my breasts.

While his tongue dances around one nipple, his fingers start caressing the other one.

He takes me back to the couch, laying me there. He sits by my side and, stretching one arm in my direction, he reaches for my thighs. With his fingertips he starts drawing the outline of my wet thong, lightly pressing on my aching pussy.

With a single movement he pulls my thong off, making it slide down my legs; I balance it on one foot for a second, and then just kick it across Brad’s living room.

I sway my hips, but he takes his other hand and holds me in place by the hips.

Slowly parting my pussy lips, he takes his finger all the way up my crevice, and only then does he brush his fingertip against my clitoris

I exhale sharply, his fingertips caressing my wet lips with a maddening gentleness. He keeps his soft rhythm and slowly drives me to the edge with his touch. Ah, I love it.

Suddenly, he slides a second finger inside me and starts upping the pace. His fingers slide in and out my insides while he´s rubbing and pressing on my clit with his thumb.

I’m screaming now, and I’m also moaning. God, I don’t even know which one I’m doing. I can’t see straight, I can’t hear a thing. In this exact moment, the only thing my mind can process is the way Brad’s fingering me, pushing me toward the edge of ecstasy.

I moan, feeling everything in me burning up, from my toes to the tip of my hair. I moan between my gritted teeth, my pussy tightening around his fingers as I come.

After a few seconds, and without a word, he goes up to his feet and picks me up from the couch. Carrying me in his arms, he makes no detours – he crosses the living room and goes up the stairway, In the upper floor of his house, he goes straight for the bedroom, gently placing me down on the mattress.






Brad

 

I lay myself next to her and find myself thinking, knowing in my heart that no woman has ever made me feel like this. And no, I’m not talking about the sex only. There’s that, of course, but it goes way deeper than just our bodies. It’s something…different.

At least for me.

I’m not used to this feelings shit.

I roll to the side, my body meeting hers as I reach for her lips. As we kiss once again, I position myself between her knees, keeping them wide. I can feel her body still shivering from the last orgasm.

Then I take my mouth from hers, brushing my lips down her body. I grab a pillow and put it under her ass, lifting up her thighs a bit more. By now, she has already realized what I’m going to do.

“I want it…now,” she moans.

“Patience is a virtue,” I grin, mischievousness making my heart drum fast. I move away from her pussy to look at her. Her eyes are closed, her skin prickled.

I start running my fingertips up and down her inner thighs, avoiding her pussy, which is making her impatient.

“Come on…I want it,” she continues, grabbing my hair, trying to bring me closer to her pussy.

I gently press my lips against her inner thighs, kissing them first, and then licking them, drawing a line that reaches closer and closer to her wetness. Then I finally touch her, her lips allowing the escape of a moan of pure pleasure.

With my fingertips I trace the outline of her outer lips, and then go back to her inner thighs. She’s becoming insane, her fingers tangled on my hair, her thighs moving fast in order to become closer to my mouth, her whole body wanting to feel the warmth of my tongue inside her.

I slowly start kissing and sucking her inner lips, while I slip one finger inside her wetness, as deep as I can, and hold it there.

Then, I move it in and out at an increasing speed. At the same time, I reach for her clit with my tongue, pressing it there.

I begin to move my tongue in circular motions around her clit while fingering her, now faster and harder than before.

It doesn’t take too long until her legs wrap around my neck, and she thrusts her pussy against my face, her whole body tensing up.

I love doing this. Her smell, her taste.

This woman really got me good.

She lets out a scream, one loud enough to be heard for miles. Her whole body twitches as she comes, her pussy tightening around my fingers again.

Giving her no time to rest, I position myself on top of her and she laces her legs around me.

I allow my tip to part her drenched folds and, the moment her inner lips are wrapped around the head of my cock, all hell breaks loose. My thick shaft strains against her inner walls on the way in, stretching her wide.

I thrust my cock deep into her in a single movement, burying all my length inside her aching pussy. My long inches move fast, stabbing her violently fast, as she screams as loud as she can.

She can’t hold out any longer. She bites her lip against a loud moan as her entire body is flooded with intense pleasure. Each thrust of my cock sends another powerful shockwave through her body, her toes curling and her fingers digging hard into my back.

Moving fast, her movements fluid and desperate, she kneels on the mattress and forces me to lay down.

She grabs my cock and, wanting to have me inside her mouth once more, she leans towards me, engulfing me with her lips straight away. Grabbing her hair, I push my cock down her mouth, pushing through my last inches until her lips are touching the root of my length.

As her mouth moves up and down my cock, I groan softly. She reaches one hand up to circle the base so she can take my cock all the way into her throat. She holds it there for a moment, moving up and down enough to rub my head against the inside of her throat. Pulling away, she circles her tongue around my head as she gasps for air, her hands working my while she catches her breath.

But more than having me in her mouth, she needs me inside her pussy again.

I just need to feel her warm pussy around my cock again.

She lets go of my cock as I get out of the bed.

“Come here, Kayla.”

She comes without any hesitation and I force her to turn around and bend over the edge of the bed.

Massaging her ass cheeks, I slide one hand between her legs and rub my fingers from her clit to her ass, and then ease myself into her. She presses her forehead against the mattress, sweat trickling down her back, as my cock parts her pussy lips and lodges itself deep inside her once more.

She juts her ass back and starts swaying her hips slightly, moving them from side to side as she rocks her body against mine at the same time.

I press into her with all my weight, going as deep as I can.

I enjoy the feeling of every inch of my cock sinking inside her pussy, as I slap her ass.

With every thrust I speed up gradually until I am fucking her mercilessly. One of my hands rests on her lower back and I wrap the other around her hip, fingers digging into the curve where her hip meets her thigh so I can fuck her even deeper than before. I admire the red prints left on her ass by my hand, one of my fingers teasing over the tender skin.

She’s gritting her teeth, each thrust I make making her body tense up. I keep my relentless pace.

This is fucking perfection.






Kayla

 

He keeps on upping his pace until I just can’t take it anymore. I throw my head back, my hair falling down my shoulders, and let out one mighty scream, loud enough for every single person in the whole city to hear it.

“So good,” I purr as I feel the smooth fingers of an orgasm caressing my mind.

Slowly, he pulls his huge cock out of my pussy and let go of my hips, allowing me to collapse on the bed. I tilt my head to the side, contemplating his face, beads of sweat running down his forehead, as he sits on the mattress by my side, his legs crossed.

“Don’t tell me you’re already tired.” He grins, his mouth reaching for mine and falling perfectly on my lower lip.

“I want more. I’ll never be tired of you. Of us.”

Oh my God, I can’t believe I said that.

He smiles. With some strength back in my legs, I get up and jump into him, wrapping them around his waist.

I grab his cock and place it right on my pussy, its tip resting on top of my inner lips. He bucks his hips at me, my inner folds parting and engulfing his thick head. His lips curl into a grin and, before I can even prepare for it and ease myself down, he grabs me by the waist.

He holds me in place as he thrusts hard. The moment his shaft slides inside of me, it’s as if my body is burning from the inside out. I lean more into him, my fingers clawing at his shoulders as I begin to ride him as fast as I possibly can, matching the rhythm of his thrusts.

I lean into him, my lips looking for his, and I kiss him once again. Surrendering to lust, I explore his whole mouth with my tongue, our thighs moving in a frenetic dance.

Pulling back from his kiss, I let a loud moan erupt on my lips and I drag my fingernails across his shoulder blades harder enough to draw blood.

Every single muscle in my body tenses up, becoming as hard as concrete, and my inner walls tighten up around his thick shaft once more. Then, before I can even process what’s happening, I’m hit by a veritable bomb of pleasure.

My eyes roll in their orbits, and it feels like as if both my lungs, my heart, and my brain have turned into balls of fire.

And I come again.

He pulls out from me, but he doesn’t need to be told what to do. I haven’t even had the time to breathe and he’s already behind me, slapping my ass and rubbing his thick fat cock over my pussy as I wiggle my ass.

He rams it in me in an instant and, before I can even control myself, I let out a violent scream. He’s ramming me so hard, I lose all notion of where I am – I don’t care about anything anymore.

Still inside of my pussy, he places his long fingers over my cheeks from side to side, and a shiver goes up my side as I feel his fingertips over my crack. Noticing it, he spreads my cheeks wide and then starts caressing the gap. He stops right over my asshole then, pressing gently there.

“Oh, God,” I gasp as he starts pushing his finger inside my ass, the movement of my body growing more erratic and violent. He truly drives me crazy, there’s no doubt about it. And that’s exactly the way I want it.

He starts fingering me as I rock my body back and forth, waves of pleasure crashing against my body as I forget to breathe.

Then, he pulls his cock out of pussy and his fingers off my crack, and presses his tip on my ass hole.

He goes all the way deep inside me, and I scream with pleasure. He starts thrusting and I push my ass back, allowing him to go deeper and deeper.

With one hand he holds my waist, and with the other he reaches for my clit, rubbing it with his almost magical fingertips.

After that, his fingers leave my clit and start running over the length of my pussy, up and down, while he fucks my ass good, no mercy left to his movements.

I can´t even describe what I’m feeling right know. I’m dizzy, my whole body focused on his movements as I try to keep up with his pace. I’m drunk in sex, sweating pleasure through my bare pores.

He starts fingering my pussy at the same time, and I don’t think I can hold much longer without coming, that wave of pleasure forming itself on every cell of my body.

His body is becoming tense too, the hand he had placed on my waist now running up through my body, reaching for my breasts.

“Don´t stop…Don´t…you…fucking…stop!” I scream at the same rhythm he thrusts.

He groans and doesn´t stop, going even harder than before. As my insides tighten around his shaft, I can feel him spasming inside my ass, unleashing a torrent of cum that starts dripping down my legs.

Still with my back turned to him, I close my eyes.

He pulls out of me and my skin prickles as I hear his hard breathing. A fraction of a second later and I feel thick ropes of cum falling on my back, crisscrossing over my naked skin.

“Oh, God,” I moan, throwing myself on top of the mattress as I try to catch my breath, my body being devoured by flames of pleasure.

“This was so fucking good,” he whispers, throwing himself on top of the mattress as if he’s about to pass out. I guess I’m not the only exhausted person in here.

“Everything’s good when I’m with you,” I find myself saying, and my heart grows tight as I realize what I’ve just said.

First Scott, now Brad…what’s happening to me?






Scott

 

Left, right, right left—I move my feet quickly. My hands pommel the little punching bag hanging on my veranda in the same rhythm. Little beads of sweat are forming at the base of my neck.

The ding on my phone lets me know I’ve done five minutes. I stop, take a sip of water, and start again.

Another twenty of these and I’ve done my workout for the day. I might even go for a bit of a run.

It takes me some time to realize the strange sound I’ve been trying to ignore is someone knocking at my front door.

I bounce through my apartment, trying not to lose my momentum. I’m not expecting anyone, so I know I’ll be short and quick. If it’s religious recruiters, I’ll be short and rude, and if it’s charity collectors, I’ll be reasonably polite and short.

Either way, I’ll be short.

“Hey, man. How’s it going?”

I stop dancing on the spot. I’m not going to be quick after all.

“Not bad. And you?”

Brad pats me on the shoulder.

“Great.”

“Do you want to come in?”

He nods, and I lead the way.

Brad looks at my punching bag.

“Those any good?”

I nod and take another sip of water.

“They’re great for letting off steam.” And boy have I been letting off steam. I could have powered an entire steam train for a hundred miles or so over the last few days.

Brad throws little punches at it. The bag barely moves.

I walk over and give him a demo.

“Nice moves, showoff,” Brad says and sits down. “Seen Kayla lately?”

The question throws me off.

“I see her everyday…like you, at work.”

Brad laughs. “Come on, man, I know she’s hot for you. I mean, after the punch-up the other day and the fallout.”

“She said she was okay.”

Brad nods.

“She’s a tough one. But I think she’s really suffering the way Ed treats her. And that dead shit Ian.”

“Don’t get me started on those two.” I hold up my hands. “They don’t deserve to be working with someone like Kayla. She loves her job and takes it really serious.”

 

“I know.” Brad nods. “I think we need to help her.”

I look at Brad.

“Really? What’d you have in mind?”

Brad leans forward and stares at his hands.

“We need to find stuff on those two.”

“What sort of stuff?” I hadn’t heard anything bad about Ed or Ian, except that Ian was fucking hopeless and Ed a dickhead. It’s hardly the sort of thing you can use against someone.

“You know we need to find their weak spot. Get someone to dig up some dirt on them.” Brad seems to have given this a lot of thought.

I scratch my head.

“I guess. But what if they don’t have anything?”

Brad laughs.

“Trust me, dude, they’re bound to have some dirt on them. We need to dig. He who shall dig will find.”

We both laugh.

“You just made that up.”

Brad nods.

“Duh, but it sounds good.”

“Drink?”

Brad looks at his watch.

“Suppose. It’s after lunch.”

When I come back with two beers, Brad is standing in the living room, studying my music collection.

“Does Kayla know?” I ask and hand Brad his beer.

Brad looks over at me.

“Know what?”

“Your plan of digging up some dirt.”

Brad takes a drink before he replies,

“Nope, she wouldn’t agree to it anyway. You know what’s she’s like—too nice for her own good.”

I nod.

“She’s great, isn’t she? Gorgeous, sexy, smart, and so goddamn hot.”

“Not to mention a fantastic fuck.”

We toast Kayla with our beer bottles.

“We need to look after her.”

I agree. “We all want the same thing. Kayla wants us to stay on the show, and we want to stay on the show and want Kayla to stay as head writer.”

“And we all want Ian to piss off and for Ed to disappear off the face of the earth.”

“So how do we get rid of Ian?” I persist.

I think Brad has more of a plan than he’s telling me. If this is the case, I think he should share. After all, two minds can be better than one.

“I haven’t worked out all the details yet. But I think the first step is to find someone to get any dirt on both Ian and Ed. With any luck, there’s some kind of connection.”

I cringe at the word connection.

“You’re not suggesting a connection as in Ed and Ian, are you?” I’m not against two blokes at all. I’ve even played a gay guy once, but the thought of those two gives me the creeps.

Brad laughs.

“No way. No man or woman would want either of those jerks.”

I think to back on everything I’ve read about Ian. I draw a blank.

“I think we’ll be scratching to find something on Ian. He’s so dull I’ve never read anything about him in any of the gossip columns.”

“Me neither, but there must be something there.” Brad takes another swig out of his bottle. “It’s odd that Ian only works on series or films Ed has something to do with.”

I hadn’t picked this up. Smart man, our Brad.

“Okay, so let’s see what we can find.” I agree.

“I’ve got my assistant trying to dig up as much as she can.”

I scratch my neck.

“I know this PI. He’s good, very good. I’ll pay him a visit, and we’ll see what he can find.”

“To Kayla,” we both toast again.

“Let’s vow to make sure nothing happens to our Kayla,” I say.

Brad echoes, “Hear, hear.”






Scott

 

As I walk out the door, I look one last time in the mirror. Not bad. Instead of my usual jeans and tight T-shirt, I’m wearing dark loose-fitting trousers, a dark shirt, a coat, and a cap.

I pull the cap down to cover my face. No one should recognize me in this getup.

Instead of driving, I take the bus and walk the rest of the way.

Outside a double-story building with broken shutters and a crocked sign, I look around. There appears to be no one around. With any luck, no one will see me go in.

I press the bell where it says “Keyhole Antics” and wait for someone to open the door.

When it does, I almost sprint up the stairs. I make sure I touch nothing. The germs are practically staring at me from the railing and walls.

On the second floor, I turn left and spot the large green lettered sign straightaway.

Richard Burstfly, Director.

Keyhole Antics and Co.

I cringe.

If Kayla didn’t mean so much to me, I wouldn’t be here.

Carefully I walk to the door. A cockroach glares at me I nearly step on him. I would step on him if I didn’t want to get my shoes dirty. The damn thing is so huge I wonder if it’s some kind of mutant.

Once I’m past it, I half turn to look at it again. I swear I thought it talked to me.

Luckily, Richard opens the door before I can work out how to touch the handle without catching the plague or something worse. I don’t want to be walking out of here with two heads and four legs, or something weird like that.

“Me man Scott,” Richard greets me like a long-lost friend.

“Hey, Richard.” I lift my hand in a hello type of wave. There’s no way I’m touching his hand. Who knows where it has been.

“Call me Dick Scott. Everyone else does.”

I follow the PI into his office.

To describe the shit heap as an office was an exaggeration—a massive overstatement.

The couch against the back wall was so full of stains I wondered what had been going on there before deciding I probably did no really want to know. Those stains could be anything.

A single light globe hung from the ceiling; the paint was peeling off, and every space was covered in either papers or some other shit.

Dick shoves a pile of stuff off a chair and invites me to sit down. He himself heaves his mass of fat onto one of those swivel chairs behind his desk. As his weight descends on the unsuspecting chair, there’s an almighty racket.

In anticipation, I hold my breath.

Nothing happens. Judging by the noise, I thought the chair was going to collapse and Dick end up sprawled on the ground.

“Now, my man,” says Dick, and his stained sausage fingers fumble through some papers on his desk. “Is it the wife? Girlfriend? Bitch on heat straying and you want to find the bastard for castration?”

At the word castration, I feel a twinge in my penis.

“No.” I shake my head. I feel something crawl over the back of my neck, and I swiftly brush it off. Out of the corner of my eyes, I see a cockroach.

No, wait a minute, not just any cockroach, but the one from the corridor. Is he staring at me? I glare at him and lift my foot in a threatening manner.

The roach gets the message and disappears behind a bundle of papers.

“Sorry,” Dick says. “Boyfriend straying? Same thing really, isn’t it?”

I shake my head.

“Sorry?” I have missed what he said, too distracted by the fucking bug.

“You want me to find who your boyfriend is fucking?”

Now I roll my eyes.

“No.” I hold up my hand to stop him from talking. “It’s not that sort of investigation. I need you to find dirt.”

Dick leans forward on his desk. Is he drooling? He is all ears.

“What type of dirt?”

“I need you to find what you can on these two people.”

I pull out a photo of Ian and Ed. I have written their names under each of their photographs.

“That dude looks familiar.” Dick’s meaty finger points at Ian and leaves a fat stain right on his cheek.

“He’s an actor on a daytime television series.”

The PI scribbles something in his notebook.

“And this one?” Now the same fat stain can be seen on Ed’s chin.

“He’s the producer on the same show,” I explain.

Dick scratches his chin.

“They’re together?” His fingers entwine as if to get his point across a little clearer.

I shake my head.

“No, it won’t be that easy. Ian, the actor, seems to only be in stuff where Ed is the producer.”

More notes are scribbled in the notepad, emphasis on scribbled because to me it looks more like one of the many bugs in this room crawled across the page in drunken stupor than legible writing. Maybe Dick couldn’t write?

“It’ll cost.” Dick rubs his hands together, and it looks like his nose is glowing.

“I’ll pay. I’ll pay top dollar, particularly if you can deliver.”

The hands stop rubbing and come to rest on the desk.

“Keyhole Antics will deliver, Scott. It always does.”

I pull out some notes and throw them onto the desk. I don’t want to touch anything.

“Down payment, Dick. There’ll be more once you give me the dirt.”

Now I’m sure there’s spit trickling down the PI’s chin.

“Don’t you worry.” Dick stands, and I make for the door.

I see his outstretched hand and manage to avoid being patted on the back by it. Even in the dim light and from where I’m standing, I can see the black dirt under the fingernails.

I cannot get down those stairs fast enough. Once I’m outside the building, I take a deep breath. The odor was so strong in there I had barely been able to breathe.

I know the man is brilliant and he gets paid well. What the fuck does he do with his money? I know what he should do with it: invest in a new office, a cleaner, and a makeover team.






Kayla

 

With a sigh, I delete the last thousand words I’ve typed onto the screen and watch them disappear. Ed’s words about a car accident ruin anything I want to write.

I glance at my handwritten notes. During one night this week, I couldn’t sleep, and some good ideas came to my mind. So as not to forget, I jotted them down.

I’ve decided the brothers’ relationship needs to become the focus. They are going to stop doing their old tricks. It’s time to decide to do something bigger than they have ever done before.

My notes went on to describe how they masquerade as antique dealers to con this mega rich single woman into buying a very valuable manuscript from them.

I try again.

The car accident scene refuses to take shape. Any time I start with a car, it turns into an old antique thing—one this lady drives and the two brothers have their eye on.

I shake my head and decide there’s only one thing I can do right now.

When I come back with my strong hot coffee, I sit down and put fingers to keyboard again.

As I type the opening of the scene, I sigh.

Blast Ed into outer space, I think. Why is he trying to ruin my life? He and Ian, together they are the odd couple determined to make sure I fail.

I think about the last few days. It’s been great. Scott and I had amazing sex.

And then there had been the mind-blowing sex with Brad.

I shake my head as I stare at my screen, notes, and back at the screen again.

I slam my hand onto my desk. Fuck Ed, I think.

If there’s one thing I know, killing Brad and Scott is not the answer. And I know I don’t only hold this opinion because I’ve got feelings for both of them.

During my soul searching, I’ve realized I’m more professional than Ed. It might appear to Ed or some of the others that I am letting my feelings get the better of me, but I disagree.

And what had Ange said to me? It had been something about standing up for what I believe in.

I believe in Scott, and I believe in Brad, and more importantly, I believe in this show.

Drinking my coffee, I curse both Ian and Ed. Instead of sitting here and reveling in all the good things in my life, I’m sitting here being miserable.

This is a time when I should be enjoying falling in love with two men, and I should be drinking up my success in the screenwriting world.

Less than two years ago, no one had heard of Kayla, and now over a million viewers watch the show on which I’m head writer. Not that bad for someone who didn’t like English and whose fifth grade teacher told her to get ready for a career in hospitality.

I sigh.

I know what I must do. I must write the script the way I want to write it. And then somehow Ed needs to be…needs to be what?

It’s good neither one of them are here right now because I’m so tempted to lash out physically. I ache all over.

Next time Ian makes some smart-ass remark about my writing, I swear I won’t be held responsible if I hit him.

My gaze moves around the office. What suitable object could I use? I don’t want to hurt my hands or get blood on them.

I shake my head migthought. What’s happening to me? What level am I stooping to?

I don’t believe in violence.

And yet thoughts of smashing something heavy over Ed’s head are overwhelming.

With a sigh and another sip of my coffee, I straighten up and start typing again.

If I want to change the show, I had to get writing.

My eyes glance at the clock and the little reminder that has been bopping up and down in the top right-hand corner of my screen.

Shit.

I’m meant to be on set for filming. In my haste to get out the door, I knock my cup of coffee. Hot black liquid splatters everywhere. Some land on the ke“

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I mutter and grab some tissues to wipe up the mess. Quickly I turn the keyboard upside down. Coffee drips onto my desk.

After I’ve mopped up most of the mess, I leave my keyboard upside down to make sure it dries out completely. I doubt the budget would allow for a new one, particularly if I have to confess to being responsible for its malfunction.

At the lift, I frantically press the down button. For some reason, it seems to take forever to come.

Why is it that when you are in a hurry, technology moves extra slowly? Newton’s law, or was the guy called Murphy?

With the elevator a no-show, I race to stairs. It’s probably faster to walk.

By the time I’m on the ground floor, my hair is in my face, little beads of sweat are rolling down my cheek, and I know my makeup will is smudged.

A glance in a mirror from another set confirms my worst fears. I look like a mess.

Breathing heavily, I arrive on set.

All eyes are on me as I open the door. Filming had not started.

“You’re late,” Ian says and sneers. He then looks at Scott and Brad. “Again.”

There’s that intense desire to hit him again. I brush the hair out of my face and

quash the temptation to plant my fist right between his eyes. Deliberate and slow, I walk over to Derrick. He greets me with a smile and a wave of his left hand.

“Don’t worry, Kayla. You’re just in time,” he says. “We’re about to start.”

With a nod at everyone else, I take up my seat next to the director.

Silently, I congratulate myself for not losing my cool and keeping it together.






Kayla

 

I settle into my chair and busy myself with my e-reader. If past takes are anything to go by, I know I will need to be on hand to help Ian with his lines.

When my fingers find the spot, I finally look up.

Brad and Scott are on set and ready to go. Ian hovers on the edge and seems to be arguing with a young girl.

“Problem?” I turn to Derrick, who shrugs.

“Let’s roll,” he calls, and everyone takes their place.

This time the scene takes place in the garage of the brothers’ home. They’re about to head out to a party where they plan to meet their unsuspecting female victim.

I watch Brad and Scott deliver their lines near perfect. I hang on their every word. They are good—really good.

My decision to write the show my way intensifies. I don’t only owe it to these two great actors, I also owe it to the viewers.

Ian comes on set. I hold my breath. I watch and listen.

Today at least he remembers most of what he has to say. Luckily, he only has a few words to recall. It’s really Brad and Scott’s scene.

To an outsider, it might look deliberate. But it wasn’t. For this scene, the focus had to be on what the older brothers were doing. Ian just had to take a little back seat.

Whilst he remembers what to say, his delivery was still nowhere near as good as that of the other two. Ian stumbles over some of his words, and as far as delivery is concerned, well it could be done a lot better. I groan inwardly and shake my head.

The part might only be minor today, but that does not mean it is not important. And of course, it is no excuse for a poor performance.

I sigh. Ian really needs to go, off-limits or not.

During the break, I see Ian flick through his script. I watch him. His piano fingers move the pages back and forth.

A storm cloud travels across his face. And then he looks at me.

As he walks over, I know whatever he’s got to say, it’s not going to be complimentary.

“A word,” he hisses, and I can feel some of his spit land on my cheek.

Disgusting.

“Yes?”

I try and remain cool, calm, and collected.

“Don’t think I haven’t noticed what you’re trying to do.” More spits come flying my way, and I try and move to the left to avoid being showered in it.

“It won’t work with me playing the innocent little girl.” Ian is overcome with rage. Out of the corner of my eyes, I can see Brad move in my direction.

It is heartwarming to know he’s concerned for me; however, at the same time, I don’t want a repeat of the other day. Life’s complicated enough.

“You are trying to reduce my part. Don’t think I haven’t noticed I have far fewer lines than Brad or Scott. I’m not stupid.”

Someone, I’m not sure who, whispers that’s debatable, but I don’t laugh.

“If you think you can write me out of the show, you’re wrong. If you don’t start to write more scenes for me, you’ll be sorry. Really sorry.”

Silently, I pat myself on the back for having stayed calm.

“Finished?” I ask and rise out of my chair.

For this I don’t want to be having to look up at the enemy. And I have decided that is what Ian is, the enemy.

Part of me wants to wipe his smirk off his face with a heavy object, but there’s nothing suitable nearby.

“Well, let me tell you something, Ian.”

Someone is putting his hand on my arm. I think it might Derrick, but I shake it off.

“If it wasn’t for your bumbling, idiotic attempts at acting, this show could be fantastic. You are dragging it down. Not only do you never remember your lines, you can’t deliver them. A dead fish would have more delivery presence than you do. I have never seen an actor as bad as you.”

“How you can even call yourself an actor is beyond me,” I continue. “You are a disgrace to all other actors. I’m not sure how you got the job, but if you want to keep it, you should start to put some effort into it. Better still, why don’t you have someone teach you the basic skills of acting, speaking, and enunciation? Half the time, I can’t hear what you are saying.”

I take a deep breath in before I continue. “But maybe it’s just that you can’t get any better. Maybe it’s time you look for a new career. I hear they have a vacancy in garbage collecting right now. Surely even you with your pea-sized brain should be able to do something like that.”

I stop.

Silence.

No one says anything.

My arms are by my side, and I feel a little quiver run through them.

Ian takes a step toward me.

“You’ll be sorry,” he hisses. “You’ll be sorry you spoke to me this way, and you’ll be sorry you’re trying to write me out of the show.”

I lift my head and pull my shoulders back. “Appearance is everything,” my ballet teacher used to say. If you look confident, you will feel confident and ooze confidence.

“Not as sorry as you and your lousy acting career,” I yell at his retreating figure. “You may be pretending to be an actor, but I’m still the writer.”

I’m not sure if he can hear me. I don’t care. Someone will tell him what I said, I’m sure of it.

Without taking any notice of the other people in the room, most of whom are not quite sure where to look, I turn to Derrick.

“I’m going home,” I say and pick up my device. “There’s some major rewriting I’ll need to be doing whilst it is fresh in my mind.”

I leave the set quickly. I don’t want anyone talking to me.






Brad

 

I drive to Scott’s house.

I was hoping to avoid this moment, but it can’t be fucking helped; Shauna has warned me that a few more articles are circulating online, some of which seem to point to the fact that someone knows about what happened between me, Scott, and Kayla.

I have to let him know all. Maybe he has some insight—maybe he knows who is releasing information to these stupid celebrity blogs.

But what if he’s the one behind it? I wonder for a moment, but then I just dismiss that thought. Nah, no, it couldn’t be. He wouldn’t hurt Kayla.

He must have heard my car pulling into his driveway as he is looking out the window when I put my car in park. I glance at him for half a second, and something in his expression immediately tells me he knows I’m not coming as a bearer of good news.

“Hey, Scott,” I say as he opens his front door.

He steps out.

“Brad.”

“Hey. I want to talk to you about something. You got a minute?”

Scott is clearly uncomfortable; his face tells a tale of stress and worry.

“I got a few minutes, and I think I already know what you want to talk about too.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah.”

“Okay…” I leave a pause for him to fill in.

“These fucking articles, man...they’re making the rounds.”

Oh shit. He does know. If he’s seen it, who else has?

How far spread is this stupid thing? “The fucking articles.” I nod. “Yeah. That.”

“Fucking bloggers. Nothing better to do.”

I chime in. “Fucking bloggers. Sitting at home on their fat asses…”

“Kayla hasn’t seen any of these articles yet?” he asks.

“As far as I know. She knows something is up, but she never reads those filthy gossip sites.”

“Thank god for that.” Scott sighs. I can see that at least that info relaxed him some.

“We are going to have to tell her, Brad,” I add. “And soon.”

“We?”

He puts his serious face on to answer. “Yes. We.”

“Shit, Scott. I was hoping to clear this all up before having to tell her. You know. Dodge the fucking bullet.”

“Clear this up? What have you done? Have you found out anything?” he says while grasping my shoulder.

“I put my assistant on it. She’s a stone-cold killer. For real. There are bodies. I don’t know where they are buried. But I know there are bodies.”

“Seriously, Brad?”

“Yeah.” I don´t like his tone. “Well…what have you done?”

“I visited a private investigator who handles these types of things,” Scott explains. “Hollywood things. Just like I told you. I had him investigating Ed and Ian, but I told him to keep an eye out for something that might reveal who’s leaking all this fucking information.”

I can’t believe we’re now working with PIs. Soon enough, we’ll be running some shady black-ops thing.

“And what did you find out? Anything?”

“Well, clearly someone knows about the three of us. I mean they know-know us. Know us personally. Most likely, it is someone who is working on the show.”

“No shit.” I have to repeat it to believe it. “Knows us. Works at the show. Fuck. That’s kinda creepy, Scott.”

“Very creepy.”

“If it is someone who is involved with the show, then they must hate one of us.”

“Or all three.”

“Seems more likely that it’s just one of us. You know, like they are holding a grudge or…” It suddenly hits me, and I can see Scott is thinking the same thing.

“They want Kayla’s job.”

“Another writer. Shit! They are the jealous types. It’s gotta be, right?”

Scott is silent for a moment. I can see his brain at work. “Maybe? I’m not sure. But it doesn’t matter anyway. Whoever they are, they are going to regret messing with us. And they are really going to regret messing with Kayla.”

“Fuck with Kayla and get the horns,” I say. “All four of them.” I then look at Scott and grin. “Four, right? Shauna normally does my math.”

“Self-deprecating humor? That’s impressive, coming from you. But four’s right, Brad.”

“Good.” I nod. “’Cause I’m pissed. And cowardly little bloggers won’t like me when I’m pissed.”

Scott nods and pats my back. “Let’s go. We got work to do.”






Kayla

 

Can my day get any worse? The freezer is empty, and there’s no ice cream left. The cupboards are bare, and there’s no chocolate.

I frown. How did I forget to stock up on the essential food groups? What’s a girl to do when there’s no sugar in the house?

Briefly, I toy with the idea of having a glass of wine. But I know drowning my sorrows will not solve anything.

What will solve my problems?

The answer is obvious, sort of. I know once upon a time the sensible me, the one who never stepped out of line, would say the way forward is to break it off with Scott and Brad and then bow to Ed’s demands and write one of them out of the show.

Everyone’s replaceable, I know that.

But something is changing in me. I don’t want to dump Scott and Brad. I can’t explain it, but I love them both.

I want them both.

So the other option is to work on Ed and Ian.

The niggling feeling deep inside with respect to Ed and Ian is intensifying. There’s something not quite right about the two of them. I’m sure there’s some kind of secret—a secret I need to discover.

A knock on the door is a welcome distraction.

When my eyes feast on my visitors, my bad mood vanishes for a little while.

“Come in.” I step back and hold out my cheek to receive a kiss.

Both oblige.

As soon as our skins touch, there’s an explosion of desire. Perhaps I won’t need sugar or fat today to make myself feel better.

Scott produces three large cups of coffee.

“Strong and black.” He holds out a cup for me. “Just the way you like it.”

I grin.

Our fingers touch. “You know me too well,” I purr.

Brad clears his throat.

“And something fatty and full of sugar.”

I wink at him.

“Did you bring cream as well?” As I ask the question, I lick my lips. “There’s so much one can do with cream.”

Brad chuckles.

“We forgot the cream.” He turns to Scott and gives him a playful slap on the shoulder.

Scott shrugs.

“Never mind. I’m sure next time we can try the cream.”

We laugh.

I walk to the kitchen to get plates and a knife.

Several minutes later, we are seating on the floor of my living room, backs to the couch.

Mmm, this is nice. I grin inwardly. Pity about the other problem in my life, the one called Ed and Ian.

By my third mouthful of chocolate cake, I decide I better fess up.

“I know you’re both worried about all these articles. I’ve read them.”

Scott and Brad exchange a quick glance.

Before I say more on the subject, I take a sip of coffee and stuff more cake into my face. Boy, this feels good.

“I can’t understand why the gossip columnist is going after us,” I say with my mouth full.

Neither Brad nor Scott say anything.

“All this gossip, innuendo, and hinting is making me sick. Why do journos need to write this crap?”

I take another piece of cake. I’m sure later I’ll regret it, but right now I crave more.

“People want to read that shit,” Brad answers my question.

Scott has gone into the kitchen. I’m not sure what he’s doing, but it feels right he treats the place as his own. It shows commitment on his part.

I lean my head against the back of the couch.

“Do people really want to read about what I have for breakfast, who I fuck, and when I fart?”

Brad laughs.

Scott returns with three tall glasses and a bottle of sparkling red.

“It’s low alcohol,” he announces and deposits his goodies on the coffee table. Then he’s gone again.

“I mean, I don’t really want to know what Ed gets up.”

“You’re not Ed. You’re Kayla, head writer of a successful television show. People want to read your gossip.”

“And what’s this bullshit blind gossip anyway?” I feel my insides bubble with anger.

“Well, it leaves it open to speculation.” Scott has come back into the room. This time, he’s carrying a platter of cheese and biscuits.

“Hardly,” I interject and grab some cheese. “I mean, whoever wrote yesterday’s piece may as well have used my name.” I try and recall the exact words. I’m sure the writer had referred to the hot new talented head writer from the show about the three brothers.

As if that leaves people guessing about the identity.

“Come, Kayla.” Scott has come to sit next to me. “It wasn’t that bad.” I see him glance at Brad. “And we’re taking care of it.”

I roll my eyes. It’s not that I don’t appreciate what they’re trying to do, but the enormity just hits me.

“At this rate, I’ll soon be more famous for my sex life than for my writing.”

Don’t cry, I think to myself and bite my bottom lip. “I want to be known for my writing.”

Life sucks, I decide. Sure, I know I should be grateful to have these two caring blokes by my side, but it still sucks.

I’ve worked hard to become a writer, and here I was still trying to prove myself to some dickhead who shouldn’t be doing the job he was doing.

“Kayla, listen to me.” Brad has taken a hold of my arm.

At his touch, nerve endings tingle in anticipation. Brain activity changes to a different mode.

“Scott and I are looking into it, and we will take care of it.”

“We will Kayla. We won’t let anyone ruin your career.”

I look at Scott and then at Brad.

“And we will make sure we fix it before any major damage is done. Promise,” Brad adds and kisses me on the tip of my nose. The touch of his lips is light like a feather. A yearning manifests between my legs for his touch and his lips.

They both sound so earnest and sincere.

“Thank you,” I whisper, a smile dancing on my lips.






Brad

 

I’m watching Scott and Kayla discuss the gossip column and all the trouble it’s causing us. It’s maybe the fifth time they go through it all. I’m starting to get sick of the whole ordeal.

I want it over. Now. I want to get back to my life, and I want to see where this thing with Kayla could go, without all this added drama.

Truthfully, I’m feeling bad: bad for Scott, bad for Kayla, and bad for myself. I’m imagining all the crazy things this blogger’s story can say if we don’t stop the madness.

Whoever it is, and whatever information she (or he) has, I know they won’t stop at the truth. Soon enough, the lies will start, and we’ll be accused of things—truly crazy things. Bat-shit crazy things.

Then it hits me.

Before I know it, I’m formulating a plan in my head that can possibly save the day.

God damn, I’m fucking brilliant.

“…that’s why Brad’s got his assistant out there trying to find out who is responsible. She’s tracking down sources, reaching out to the bloggers. Brad said she is putting on some serious heat, but I don’t—”

“I got it,” I say, interrupting Scott. “I fucking got it.”

“Got what, Brad?” Kayla asks.

“I have a plan. One that should work. I mean, it works all the time. Why not work for us, right?”

“What’s the plan?” Scott asks.

I smile, beaming and nearly laughing. “You’ve all heard of fake news, right?”

Kayla gives a nod and Scott says, “Of course.”

“Well, what if we start leaking a ton of fake gossip? Some really crazy shit and some really weird shit. Like crazy, impossible-to-believe, fucked-up shit.”

Scott’s nodding now. He smiles and adds, “We flood the blogs with all sorts of news. These articles, whatever they keep on saying, will be lost in a sea of other gossip items.”

“People wouldn’t care. There would be so much fake shit out there that they would not know what is real or fake.”

“And they would stop caring…” Kayla sees it too now. “Brilliant.”

“Exactly!” I cheer. “Think about it. When you are on Facebook and click one of those links—the ones that say ‘15 reasons to and 10 reasons not to….blah, blah, blah’—what do you do when you are on the third item and an advertisement pops up and interrupts you?”

“I ‘x’ out. I hate that!” Kayla says, grumbling.

“Me too.” Grinning ear to ear, I keep on, “I hate it, so I just quit and move to another post.”

“Brad, you might have just saved all our careers. I see this as working, I really do. And I can think of a few crazy things to put out there that will make people realize this is all just…”

“Whacky shit.”

“Yeah. Whacky shit.”

“I can write up maybe…forty or fifty items. But how do we distribute them?” Kayla asks.

“Emails. All we need are some fake Gmail accounts to go with our fake gossip stories.”

Scott pulls out his phone, waving it in the air. “I’ll start making email accounts.”

Kayla rises from her chair and bounces up and down—a show, I, for one, am glad I do not miss. “I’ll get my laptop and start writing blind times and fake stories.”

“Great,” I say, whispering to myself. “Damn, you look hot.”

As she’s dashing out of the room, she yells back, “This could be fun.”

“Hey, Kayla, write a story about me being abducted by aliens.”

“And make sure you note how he was anally probed.” Scott’s laughing before he can finish the joke. “And loved it.”

I run my fingers through my hair and then pick up my drink. After a sip, I reply. “Takes one to know one, Scott.”

“Alien?”

“Um, no,” I say, sneering. “Someone who loves being anally probed.”

“Epic comeback, Brad. You’re stepping up your game.”

“Thanks.”

I text Shauna, wanting updates. She replies that she has none. Following up, I simply dial her number and call her.

I explain to her the whole plan, and she just listens to it.

“Brad,” she finally says when I’m done. “I have a list of all the blogs I was searching and looking into. These are the blogs you need to send your fake gossip to. These are the ones people visit the most.”

“Excellent. Great work.”

“I must say I’m proud of you, Brad. This is a great plan,” Shauna says over the phone.

“Thanks. Sometimes I surprise even myself.”

“Like I say all the time, all you need, Brad, is the right inspiration. And Kayla is just that.”

Looking at Kayla, the smile on her face as she’s typing away, I cannot disagree with Shauna.

She’s right.






Scott

 

There’s the same fucking cockroach staring at me again. What’s wrong with this dude?

As I walk past him, I do a double take. Is this thing wearing armor? And boxing gloves?

Without getting too close, I peer at it. I know I’ve not consumed any alcohol, so I can’t be drunk. Maybe the stress is getting to me, but I swear this bug is not normal.

This time, Dick Burstfly is not there to open the door for me, but I’ve come prepared.

I retrieve a tissue from my pocket and use it to first knock and then turn the door handle.

“Come in,” calls Dick, and I wonder if he has any kind of filing system or if it simply pushes the papers from a finished case onto the floor.

I walk in and trip over something soft and squishy. My insides turn as I imagine what it might be.

“Get out,” yells Dick, and I’m shocked until I see the grey fur ball.

With a hiss and a spit, the cat leaps up and disappears through a cat flap in a side door.

I sneeze. I’m allergic to cats. Great, fucking fantastic.

I don’t have my allergy medication on me. I sneeze again. My eyes are starting to water, and I resist the urge to rub them.

“You got something?”

I need to get out of here quickly.

Dick rubs those sausage fingers together and grins.

“Take a seat, Scotty. Take a seat.”

I’d rather keep standing, but it seems the PI won’t part with any information unless I’m sitting.

With a sigh and another sneeze, I perch on the edge of the seat.

I look around and wonder if it is possible for this place to have gotten filthier and messier in such a short amount of time.

“Now.” Dick’s voice stops me midthought.

“Hope it’s good,” I mumble and keep an eye out for the mutant cockroach, who I suspect is planning a takeover of the apartment, office, and maybe even the business.

“Let’s start with this one.”

Sausage fingers fumble through a pile of papers and produce the photo of Ed.

“He’s in real strive.”

Images of Ed with multiple prostitutes fucking him in compromising positions come to mind. Yuck. Disgusting.

“Your man, Ed, basically has no money. He’s broke, or almost broke.”

I frown. What’s so bad about not having money? I feel disappointment wash over me like a bucket of ice-cold water.

“I don’t see,” I start, but Dick interrupts me.

“The man’s got a gambling problem.”

It still doesn’t seem so bad to me. I’m sure there are plenty of other people who have a gambling problem.

“That’s it?” I try not to sound too annoyed. Maybe Dick Burstfly is losing it. That’s what happened to some people, they got to the top of their game and stalled at the height of their success before crashing to the ground, landing hard.

Dick shakes his head.

“Now this fellow,” he says as he points to the picture of Ian, which by now has multiple other unidentifiable stains all over. “This one was a lot harder to crack. But crack him I did.”

I sure hope this is better than what he’s given me so far.

I’m not sure how well Brad will take the news that all we can get on Ed is a gambling habit and hardly any funds in the bank.

“You see, sometimes its less obvious, the connection, the dirt. Know what I mean?”

I shake my head. Fucking lunatic is talking in riddles. I sneeze again.

“Okay. So I told you Ed here has a gambling problem…”

“Got it,” I reply and resist a smart-ass remark.

“However, even though Ed is broke, he is able to maintain a pretty good lifestyle and stay afloat, unlike some other gambling tragics. Now you might wonder why that is.”

I don’t really fucking care, but I don’t say this to Dick. Instead, I wait, my patience wearing thin.

“So after some digging around, I discovered someone is funding him. Someone is giving him money.”

I wonder where this is going and glance at my watch. Ten minutes of my life wasted sitting in this dump. I take a deep breath in and exhale slowly. Stay calm.

“It wasn’t too hard to work out who was giving Ed money. Ed has a sister—a sister who seems very attached to her brother, or so at least it seems on the surface. Sibling or not, it seems strange to keep giving him money.”

“Is there a fucking point to all this, Dick?” I’m getting pissed off with this long-winded story of the PI.

“Sorry, Scotty. Of course there’s a point. Ed’s sister has a son. A son called Ian. A rather useless, unemployable son called Ian.”

Finally, the light globe turns on.

I get it.

“Papers?”

Dick hands me a surprisingly clean-looking envelope.

“All in here, my friend.”

Before he hands it over, he holds out his other hand.

“For a reward, it’s yours.”

I pull out my wallet and throw five thousand bucks onto the desk. With greedy fingers, Dick grabs the money and shoves it in his top draw.

With the evidence in hand, I leave.

“Pleasure doing business,” Dick calls to me just before I close the door.

I hope I won’t have to come back to this dump ever again.

The fucking roach is still sitting where it was when I walked in. I stop and glare at it, and I swear it glares back.

I’m tempted to take a photo and show it to Brad and Kayla. But then again, I don’t want them to think me a fool.

Outside, I mull over the information Dick gave me. Only now I realize how bad the gambling habit and being broke really is if one is a producer.

I don’t know many networks who want to employ a producer who cannot manage their own finances and are reliant on someone else’s money. When this gets out, no one will hire Ed ever again as a producer.

I can’t wait to tell Kayla and Brad what I’ve found out.






Brad

 

Sitting at home, I’m feeling pretty darn good. I’ve spent the afternoon with Scott and Kayla. We wrote and distributed fifty-five fake gossip items about the three of us.

I’m sure that will be enough—no matter what the gossip is about, the blogger releasing all these stories will just be washed away in the flood we created.

Fuck you, whoever you are. You and the asshole leaking information. Fuck you both.

Shauna’s coming over for dinner. Actually, she’s bringing dinner. Chinese food from my favorite restaurant.

I’m really looking forward to some egg rolls and some pork low mien tonight.

I’m flipping channels on my big screen plasma TV, looking for a something with a sci-fi flare that I can watch until she gets back.

I’m kinda hoping this one movie, the space movie with the giant bugs, is on. Every time I flip by it, I end up watching it. It gets me. Every damn time, it gets me.

Unfortunately, I’m not finding it. Lots of teen drama movies are on. Not even the good kinds with a touch of horror, just the sappy, whiny kinds.

When I was that age, I was busy playing video games and hitting on the hottest girls in class, not crying and moping about. Times sure have changed.

I can hear Shauna’s car pull in the driveway. My stomach growls. Just in time.

“Hey, Shauna. Your timing is absolutely perfect. I’m just—”

Shauna runs into the living room. I’ve never seen her so happy or excited before. You’d think she won the lottery.

“You were just getting ready to give me an all-expense paid vacation to the Caribbean. Don’t protest—I’m right.”

“Wait? Was I?” I say, smiling.

“And you are gonna rent me one of those luxury jets so me and my family can fly in style.”

“Whoa. Really?”

She places the food down on my kitchen table, and while retrieving her phone from her oversized purse, she nods. “Yeah, really.”

Sitting at the table, I’m both intrigued and hungry, so I unpack the food while asking, “What did you do to deserve all this? Did you get me extra egg rolls?”

“I did better. So much better,” she says, pointing to her phone. “I got answers.”

“Answers?” It suddenly occurs to me what she’s speaking about and why she’s so happy. “Answer-answers? You found out who?”

“I did.”

“Holy shit, Shauna.” I stand up so quickly, I spend everything on the table into motion, nearly spilling my food and drink. “Who? Spill it! The info, I mean.”

“Ian and Ed are the blind item sources. The blogs have been paying them for dirt.”

“Ian and Ed. Those motherfuckers!” I slam my open hand down on the table, shaking everything there again. “I can’t fucking believe it.” Well, fuck, it makes sense, doesn’t it?

Shauna paces back and forth as she continues, clearly trying to expel all the energy inside her. “And you’ll never guess how I found out, Brad.”

“How?”

“I found out from talking to Shelby.”

“Shelby?” I wrinkle my brow. “My Shelby? I mean my X-Shelby. My ex-girlfriend, Shelby?”

“Yes.”

“How the hell?”

Shauna stops; gathering herself a moment. “Shelby is dating a friend of mine. I never told you that?”

“Um…no.”

“Well, she is. She’s very happy. I mean, they are very happy.”

I shrug at her comment. “Great… So….”

“So, Ian and Ed told Shelby, thinking she would love hearing how they are destroying your career. But Shelby isn’t bitter because she is happy in her new relationship. Happier than she’s ever been.”

Her words both irk and excite me. Mostly irk.

Ed and Ian. Shelby happier than ever.

What the fuck. I need to call Scott. He’s gonna love this.

“So what do you think?” Shauna says. “Did I earn my vacation?”

She did. She earned it and more.

“Shauna, you earned a month’s worth of time off. Contact my assistant”—I’m teasing now, but it’s the honest truth—“have her set you up. All expenses paid for!”

“You think your assistant will be jealous?” she says, laughing.

“Nah.”

Shauna looka at me funny; I’m forgetting something. Oh, right.

“And I’ll rent you a luxury jet too.”

She cheers and gives a loud “Woot!”

“One month. What will you do for a whole month?”

“Two weeks is fine, Brad. You wouldn’t be able to survive without me for more than that. A month? I’d come back and you’d be jobless, broke, starving, and—”

“Naked.”

“Exactly.”

Walking around the table, I put my hand up for a high-five. “You’re the best, Shauna.”

SLAP!

“We’re the best, Brad. We make an excellent team. Like Batman and Robin.”

I smirk, and she smirks back. I know what that means. “That makes me Robin, doesn’t it?”

“It sure does, Brad.”






Kayla

 

I check my reflection. Looks good. Tight black skirt, white blouse, black jacket, and matching shoes give me the serious writer look I want to portray.

Today’s a special day, and I have to look my best.

Ian and Ed wanted a war…and they’re about to get one.

“You look hot,” Scott whispers in my ear as he walks past. I quash the flicker of desire with thoughts of ice water.

A quick check of my wristwatch confirms that the head of the network should be walking through the door to our set any second. And right on queue, he comes in.

I nod in his direction and am pleased to see Derrick intercept him before Ed gets to him.

With a deep breath, I walk to the set.

Brad and Scott both smile at me in an encouraging sort of way. They know what’s about to happen. Scott gives me the thumbs up.

I catch a glimpse of Ian and Ed in an intense discussion. This is going to be so good.

A feeling of schadenfreude overcomes me already. Pricks, both of them. They deserve what’s about to happen.

“What’s going on, Kayla?” Ed stops me midstep.

Is that fear I hear in his voice?

“Baby cakes, tell me what you’re up to.”

“I told you not to call me that,” I say coolly and push past him.

Ian is now by Ed’s side.

“What did she tell you?” I hear Ian ask Ed, but I just ignore the two of them.

I push past them. When I’m on the set, I take a bundle of papers from one of the prop boys.

“First of all, let me welcome Mr. Prong, head of the network, to the set today.” I pause to applaud. The others join me. “I have invited the honorable Mr. Prong to watch our filming today.”

I pause to relish in the electric atmosphere and then add, “There’s been a rewrite.”

Ian snorts, and Ed visibly tenses.

“Here’s the amended script.”

I walk over to Ian and Ed to give them the paper.

Frantically, Ian flicks through the pages. His face visibly whitens to the color of a ghost.

“She can’t do this, Ed.” Ian’s voice is near hysterical.

“Oh, yes I can,” I reply for Ed.

Ed glares at me.

“Really, Kayla. I thought we talked about this.” He holds the typed pages toward me.

I nod. “We did, and you did not want to listen to my ideas. You dictated what should happen, and your ideas were not in the best interest of the show but in the best interest of yourself.”

I hear Ian gasp in disbelief. I chuckle inwardly. He must have read about his own death.

When I had made up my mind to kill Ian off, I had to work out how.

“You can’t kill me off.” Ian is almost hyperventilating. “Did you see this?”

He is waving the pages in front of Ed’s face.

“She has written total nonsense. It says here I’m walking along drunk on the main road when I stop to stare at oncoming lights. Since I think the lights belong to two bike riders, I do not move. And I don’t realize the oncoming lights are from a tram until it is almost too late. But before the tram can kill me, a crane lifting heavy metal poles onto a building site looses a pole, which lands on top of me.”

With an expressionless face, I look from Ed to Ian.

“What’s the problem? You’d rather be killed by the tram? There are no lines for you to remember, so it shouldn’t take too long to film this scene.”

Ed takes a step toward me.

“You know Ian is off-limits.”

I flinch, but only because Ed has an unpleasant mouth odor.

“You cannot threaten me anymore,” I say and take a step back. “I know your little secret, and in a minute, so will everyone else.”

A mixture of shock, disbelief, and horror reflects in Ed’s face. He looks at his phone.

“As much as I want to hear more of your little make-believe stories, I’ve got to take this.”

Not this time, sunshine. I reach for the stupid device and pull it out of his hand. The element of surprise is on my side.

“Not this time, Ed.”

I throw the phone in a wide arc across the room.

“Now that I have your full attention, let me tell you what I know. I know about your gambling debts. I know your sister is helping you out financially. If it weren’t for her, you’d be broke already. A gambling habit is rather expensive, isn’t it?” I pause, not because I want an answer, but more for dramatic effect.

“Now one wonders why your sister would help you out like that. What’s in it for her? She’s not doing it for fame. What is she doing it for?” I add.

I love this. It’s finally payback time. That little shit will be unlikely to get another acting job around here any time soon.

“But if one knows the family tree, it is not really hard to know why she’s doing it. She’s a mother, doing what any mother would do if her son had no talent. She’s giving you, her brother, money, and in return, you make sure Ian baby here works as an a actor at all costs.”

I glance at Ian. He seems to be fighting back the tears.

“And then, to make a little on the side, you sold information about me, Brad, and Scott to some bloggers so they could write trash about us.”

To my surprise, Ed does not try and refute what I’ve said. Instead, he goes over to where his phone landed, picks it up, and then leaves the set without another word.

Ian hovers on the same spot for a few more seconds before he, too, leaves.

Brad and Scott are still smiling. Brad is applauding.

Pride swells in me. I wish Angela could see me. Finally, I have stood up for what I believe in.

“Shouldn’t be too hard to film the killing scene, even if Ian does not come back,” announces Derrick, and I laugh.

Mr. Prong waves me over to him.

“Looks like the two of us need to meet and discuss the future of the show and you.”






Kayla

 

I smell the roses on my desk and buzz Lydia, the office junior, to bring a jug of water and glasses to my office.

As I wait, I admire the new painting hanging on the wall directly opposite my workspace. It arrived a few days ago.

Attached to it was a little note: From your greatest admirers.

Every time I look at it, I’m overcome with gratitude. How lucky am I to have such supportive people in my life?

The painting is of a boat tied to a pier. I love the blue of the ocean and the story the boat tells. Every time I’m stuck for ideas, I stare at the painting, and words start to flow again.

A knock on the door interrupts my thoughts.

“Come in,” I call.

“Hey, gorgeous.” Brad pokes his head through the door, closely followed by Scott.

“He’s not here yet?”

I shake my head.

“But he’s not due for another five minutes or so.”

Brad checks his watch.

“Told you there’s no need to rush.” He turns to Scott.

“But if we hadn’t rushed, we’d be late.”

I look from one to the other and back again, following their friendly banter, much like following a tennis match.

A polite cough from the door stops the conversation.

“I hope I’m not interrupting something?”

I leave my desk and walk to the door to greet Mr. Prong.

“On the contrary, Mr. Prong, we were just talking about you coming to the meeting.”

We all take a seat.

“I have to say, Kayla, I have been very impressed with your work.”

Straight to the point and no pleasantries—time’s money for this man as it is for me. Since Ed’s walkout and my explosive speech—that’s what Brad calls it—I’ve been bursting with creativity. The ideas and words pour onto the page.

“She’s an excellent writer,” adds Brad as if he needs to convince the head of the network to keep me on.

Butterflies multiply in the pit of my stomach, and a feeling of warmth hugs me. Power, control, love—they are awesome feelings.

“She’s that and other things,” Mr. Prong agrees.

I clear my throat. It is time to stay cool, calm, and collected, I remind myself.

“As I was saying, you’ve impressed me and the other members on the board. We’ve noticed a significant increase in ratings since you took control of the writing and got rid of that useless actor.”

Mr. Prong pauses. I notice his fingers twirl a pen through his hands.

“Thank you.” I bow my head a little, more to break the silence than anything else. I don’t have much experience in the world of business and negotiations, so I’m a little nervous.

True to my ballet teacher’s words, I involuntarily straighten up and instantly feel taller and calmer. Dance with confidence and no one will know if you are dancing the wrong moves.

“I have had our legal department draw up some paperwork,” Mr. Prong continues and puts a thick bundle of papers in front of me.”

He reaches into his briefcase a second time to pull out more papers. It looks intimidating.

“And these are for you.” He smiles at Brad and Scott as he hands them a slightly thinner bundle of papers. On second thought, it might not be thinner at all.

I randomly flick through the pages, and the words blur in front of my eyes.

“I don’t expect you to read through all of it now,” Mr. Prong says, and I look at him. “Today I want to focus on the key points of the contract, like the length of time. You will get plenty of opportunity to read though it and ask any questions later.”

“I see you have the length of the contract blank,” Brad says, and I find it is the same on mine.

“I thought we should do two years,” Mr. Prong says and leans back in his chair.

It’s my turn to play with my pen. Instead of engaging in acrobats with it, I unscrew its back and put it back on.

“Two years in this industry isn’t very long.” I glance at Scott and Brad.

Scott is holding up five fingers. My thoughts exactly.

“What did you have in mind?” Mr. Prong is polite in his question.

“I think it should be at least five years. This show isn’t one of those fly-by-night, five-minutes ones. It is here for the long haul.”

I hold my breath as I watch Mr. Prong scribble something on his contract.

“Done. Anything else?”

That was easy. Was it too easy? Do I need to be on guard?

I clear my throat.

“There’s a couple of other matters I would like to address now before we are too far down the track and it becomes too difficult to raise again.”

It is Mr. Prong’s turn to bow his head a little.

“I want full creative rights as head writer.”

I hold up my hand as I see Mr. Prong wants to say something.

“That does not mean I won’t consult with others on the team. I am a team player, very much so. But I don’t want to have happen what happened with Ed.”

I might have put too much emphasis on the words team player, but I want to get my point across.

Silence.

Eventually, Mr. Prong scribbles something on the page.

“Agreed. Anything else?”

I take a deep breath in. “I want you to give me the position of producer as well.”

“You?” Mr. Prong doesn’t hide his surprise. There may even be a hint of disapproval in his voice. “You have no experience as a producer, from what I recall.”

This might be harder than I thought.

I nod. No point disagreeing. If I’m going to sell myself, I need to be honest.

“You are right, I have never worked as a producer. But I have all the right qualities. I have an abundance of creativity.” I pause to think what else I need to add.

“I am able to lead a team of diverse people. My planning and organizational skills are exceptional, and I can work to a budget.”

If he doesn’t agree, I don’t know what else I can say.

To my surprise, Mr. Prong nods.

“Done.” He makes to stand.

“If you can, have signed contracts back to my assistant within the week. Let her know if you need any other changes included.”

When he’s gone, Scott comes over and picks me up to twirl me around once. Brad comes over and hugs me.

“You were awesome, gorgeous,” both say at the same time.

I grin from ear to ear. Boy, I feel good.

Brad takes my right hand and Scott my left. They both look me in the eyes.

“Baby,” Scott starts. “We just want you to know we think the world of you, and we’ll be with you every step of the way.”

Brad nods.

“The way you kick ass, I love it.” Brad kisses me on the cheek.

I feel tears well up—tears of happiness.

“Kayla,” they both say, and I look from one to the other. “We love you.”

I put my arms around both of them.

I lean forward, and Scott finds my mouth. He pushes his tongue past my lips and finds mine.

I feel Brad’s hands travel up my top and squeeze my breasts. My lips leave Scott’s and finds Brad’s.

I know how we’ll be celebrating for the rest of the day.






Kayla

 

I’ve been happy before, but I don’t think anything compares to what I’m feeling right now.

It all worked out. Everything seemed stacked against me – against us – but the stars aligned and we’ve made it.

And now here we are.

Just the three of us.

“Time to celebrate, boys,” I chuckle gently, looking from one to the other, my heart drumming wildly inside my chest. More than lust, there’s passion and love running through my veins. There’s happiness, there’s joy, and all the good things everyone deserves to have in their lives.

“A celebration, huh?” Scott whistles, coming up to me and resting his hands on my waist.

Grabbing me, he pulls me into him and crushes my mouth with his, his tongue parting my lips and wrestling against mine with a kind of unbridled fury. As he kisses me, he pushes me back against the wall, pinning me there. His arms go around my waist and he grabs me by the ass, his long fingers squeezing my cheeks as our lips remain locked together.

“I want you so fucking much,” I hear Brad say, and I open my eyes to meet his gaze. He’s leaning against the wall, right next to me, and his parted lips tell me that he’s waiting for his turn.

I don’t like to keep anyone waiting.

Pulling back from Scott, I throw one arm around Brad’s neck and pull him into me, my mouth hungrily looking for his. We lock lips, and I close my eyes again as we surrender to a passionate kiss, one brimming with lust and love.

When all this started out, I never thought I’d end up falling in love. But that was silly of me. How could I not fall in love with men like these? They’re perfect in every sense of the world – their bodies, their minds, their souls. Everything in them seems to have been designed to make me happy.

“You’re mine,” Scott whispers against my neck, kissing my soft skin and pulling it between his teeth.

“And mine,” Brad breathes against my lips, one of his hands grabbing at my breasts, my nipples hardening against the inside of my bra.

“And you,” I smile, pulling back from them and looking from one to the other, “are mine.”

“I couldn’t put it any better,” Brad grins, and with that he presses his body against mine. I can already feel his erection against my inner thigh, his cock like a wild animal that can smell its prey. Except in this case the prey wants to be devoured, and that as quickly as possible.

“Fuck me. Fuck me hard, and fuck me now,” I find myself saying, my forehead pressed against Brad’s as the words leave my lips.

“What? No foreplay?” Scott teases me, moving fast and sliding one hand under the hem of my dress. His fingers go straight to the wetness between my legs, and he presses the palm of his hand against my pussy. The moment he does it, a loud moan leaves my lips, the sound of voice blanketing whatever thoughts still floated inside my mind.

I open my mouth to reply to Scott, but I don’t find the words. I just moan again, and then again.

“I love the way you moan, Kayla,” Brad tells me, nibbling at my bottom. “I could hear you moan and scream all day long.”

“I agree,” Scott chuckles, and with that he grabs my thong and flicks it to the side. Without a moment’s hesitation, he slides his index finger inside me and curls it upward until it meets my G-spot.

The moment I feel the pressure in there, it’s as if my spine has turned into a column of fire. I feel my flesh burning, my eyes roll in their orbits, and I throw my head back against the wall.

“Fuck,” I hiss, my pussy tightening around his finger as I come.

Hell, this was fast.

“Someone’s ready,” I hear Brad say while Scott slides his finger out of my pussy.

My eyes are still closed, but I hear the sound of a belt coming undone, and a zipper being pushed down. Next thing I know, I feel a thick cock pressing against my inner lips, and I open my eyes just in time to see Brad grinning as he thrusts.

“OH GOD!” I moan again, throwing my arms over his shoulders as he drives all of his inches inside me. Needing more than to feel just one man, my right hands darts to Scott’s waist and I try to unbuckle his belt clumsily.

I manage to do it somehow, keeping my focus while Brad thrusts over and over again, and I push both his pants and boxers down. Scott’s cock springs free in a fraction of a second, slapping the back of my hand hard, and I just grab his shaft and start stroking him as hard as I can.

With one cock in my hand and the other inside my pussy, I finally close my eyes and throw my head back once more, simply savoring the moment. For someone that wasn’t that sure about threesomes, I think I’m doing pretty well.

“Harder, harder, harder,” I repeat over and over again, saying it so many times that the word ‘harder’ simply loses its meaning. Not that I need to worry – Brad has heard me, and he’s not the kind of guy to ignore a request like that.

Moving his hips as fast as is humanely possible, Brad drives his cock so deep into me that I have no other option but to jump up. He reacts fast, grabbing me by the ass and pulling me up and into me. I lace my legs around his waist, his cock buried so deep inside me that I see fireworks going off behind my shut eyelids. I sway my hips hard, matching the rhythm of his thrusts.

“I’m going to....” I trail off as a violent tightness takes over my chest, my heart shrinking as pleasure wraps itself around it.

Sweet mercy, have I died and gone to Heaven?






Scott

 

As good as it is to watch Kayla’s expression as she comes, I want more than just be a spectator. Sure, I don’t mind Brad fucking her, but I want a piece myself.

We have all the time in the world, yeah, but when it comes to Kayla I don’t want to risk it. I want to enjoy every single second as if it were the last. I want to live my life one day at a time, burning each and every one of her smiles into my memory forever.

Fuck, who knew that a guy like me would end up falling in love? If anyone told me I’d be head over heels now (let’s not mention the fact that another guy’s involved), I’d just laugh like a maniac. That’s the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard, I can hear myself say to someone capable of making such a premonition.

But the truth is, these past few weeks have been the best in my entire life. Sure, my career’s looking better and better (and that’s because of The King’s success), but my happiness has nothing to do with that – I’m just happy because of the way things have worked out between me, Scott and Kayla.

We love her, she loves us…and that’s all I need to be a happy man.

“I want you,” I whisper, reaching for Kayla’s hand and pulling her into me, my mouth desperately looking for hers. My hands work fast in a blur of movement, pushing all clothes off from her body, and I only stop when she’s completely naked in front of us, her tight little body ready for the taking.

Grinning, I place my hands on her waist and force her to turn around, pushing her against the wall. She places her hands on the wall at shoulder-height, and thrusts her ass back at me. Closing in on her, I slap her ass cheeks with the back of my hand and take my mouth to her neck, kissing her smooth skin while I breathe in the scent of her hair.

“I don’t know what you fucking did to me,” I whisper into her hair, “but you’ve made me the happiest man on Earth.”

“The happiest men on Earth,” Brad corrects me, closing the distance between him and her and kissing the other side of her neck. As he does it, I take my free hand to my cock and push it down between her thighs. I hold my breath as I feel her wetness against the tip of my cock and, without a moment’s hesitation, I simply thrust, driving all my inches deep inside her.

She gasps as my thickness travels all the way inside her, and I close my eyes as I feel her tight pussy choking my cock. I start thrusting slowly, building up the rhythm more patiently than I thought would be possible, but it doesn’t take long for me to submit to a crazy frenzy of lust.

Pistoning into her hard, I smile as I hear the sound of flesh-on-flesh, her moans blending with it to create the most perfect song I’ve ever heard. Fuck, I’ve never been the kind of guy to go all lyrical and shit, but I just can’t help it when it comes to Kayla – sex with her is like fucking magic.

I wouldn’t be surprised if I opened my eyes and saw little unicorns frolicking around while rainbows shot up from one end of the office to the other.

“I love you so fucking much,” I whisper as I fuck her, my body moving so fast that I feel sweat trickling down my back. Her body feels warm against mine, and her pussy keeps on becoming tighter and tighter around my cock. Soon enough she’ll come undone.

“I love you too…” She moans, smiling and opening her eyes. She looks back at me over her shoulder and then back to Brad. Taking one hand off the wall, she reaches for Brad and curls her fingers around his cock, stroking him while I ravage her sweet pussy.

“Don’t stop, Scott, don’t you stop!” She pleads me, and I’m more than happy to fulfill her request. Hooking my fingers on her hips, I start ramming my cock into her pussy as I can, the sound of my thighs slapping her ass echoing inside her office.

“Is this how you want it?” I whisper into her hair, my movements furious.

“Yes, yes, yes…” She breathes out between thrusts, her voice quivering as she nears ecstasy. She hisses and presses her forehead against the wall, her eyes closed as the lines in her face deepen.

“Oh, my fucking God!” She gasps, her pussy becoming so tight that I wouldn’t be surprised if it broke my cock in half. It doesn’t, of course – but I do have to hold my breath and tense up to stop myself from coming right here and now.

Slowly, I slide my cock off her pussy and take a step back, my lungs and heart working overtime. Fuck, she leaves me spent every single time. I was the kind of guy that could go all night long (and I still do, of course), but Kayla never settles for anything less than my A-game.

“I’ve had the two of you already, one at a time,” she starts, turning around on her heels and pressing her back against the wall. “Now I think it’s time for the two of you to share me, don’t you think?” She continues, the words share me falling from between her lips like silk.

My cock twitches at the thought, and I just know that the next time my cock’s inside here there’ll be no way I’ll be capable of stopping myself from coming. No, this is the final stretch, and I’m more than ready to be torn apart by pleasure.

“Sharing you seems like the best thing I’ve heard all day,” I whisper, and then take one step toward her.






Brad

 

“You want to be shared, you’ll be shared,” I say, looking at Kayla as my heart kicks inside my chest. I never thought I’d be in a situation like this, where I’d have to share the woman I love with another man, but here I am. And the weird thing is, I don’t give two fucks about that.

As long as we’re together, the three of us, things will be alright.

“Oh, you’ll be shared alright,” Scott adds, walking up to her and pushing her against the wall once more. Leaning in, he kisses her softly, brushing his lips against hers. I walk up to them, lean back against the wall by Kayla’s side and then grab her hand. Stealing her from Scott, I pull her into me.

“Oh,” she gasps, pressing her naked body against mine, her breasts pressed against my chest. I feel her hard nipples against my skin, and my cock twitches hard, eager to have more of her.

“Is this what you want?” I ask her, grabbing my cock with one hand and angling it down. I brush the tip of my cock up and down the length of her wet pussy, and I have to use all of my willpower to stop myself from thrusting right away.

“That’s exactly what I want,” she purrs, biting on her bottom lip.

“Then you’ll have it,” I reply, taking both my hands to her ass and pulling her up and into me. Reacting fast, she laces her legs around my waist and throws her arms over my shoulders. I bend my knees just an inch, angling my cock so that it’s pointing straight at her pussy, and she lowers herself over it.

“Oh, fuck,” she moans as my shaft slides deep inside her.

“Now, now…I want in,” Scott says, walking up behind her and running his fingers down the side of her body, his fingertips going over the curve of her ass. He runs one finger along her crack, lingering on her hole, and then he just grabs his cock and presses its tip there.

Kayla goes from biting on her bottom lip to gritting her teeth, her eyes closed as she prepares for the onslaught of pleasure that’s about to come her way.

“Do it, do it,” she asks Scott, her head still thrown back.

Scott doesn’t answer her with words. Instead, he simply starts pushing his cock inside her ass, taking his time as inch by slow inch his cock takes over her insides. The moment he’s deep inside her, both of our cocks claiming her body, Kayla sighs heavily.

“I love you, I love you so much,” she cries out, her fingernails digging deep into my shoulder blades.

“Then you’re in good company,” I chuckle softly.

“You are, because you’re everything to us. You’re the world to us, Kayla, never forget that,” Scott adds, and I can’t help but feel happiness wash over me as a bright smile takes over Kayla’s lips.

“Then fuck me like you mean it,” she manages to say. And we don’t waste a single second. We start slowly, sliding our cocks in and out of her ass at a steady tempo, but we keep on increasing the pace. I keep on holding her close to me, her legs still locked around my waist, and I feel like never letting go.

I want this, whatever you can call this relationship, for the rest of my life.

We deserve all this pleasure.

We deserve all this happiness.

We build the pace for a few minutes, but soon enough we’re fucking her as if our life depended on it. Her moans and screams of utter pleasure fill the whole office, but I’m not even sure of how loud she’s being.

My brain is too busy trying to process all the pleasure I’m feeling right now, and it has shut down all secondary functions. All I know is that Kayla’s having the time of her life – and so are we – and that’s all that matters. As long as Kayla’s happy, we’ll be happy.

“As hard…as hard as you can,” she begs us, her voice trembling as she drags her fingernails across my back. She’s exhausted and spent, but she seems to want to go out with a bang. Well, we’re happy to provide exactly what she wants.

I grit my teeth and start fucking her as relentlessly as I can, sweat pouring down my muscles as I push my body past the point of exhaustion, working it to the limit. Thank fuck I like being active and spend a lot of time in the gym – I would never be able to fuck her like this if I wasn’t in top shape.

Scott’s probably thinking the same.

His eyes are closed, his hands on her hips. Rocking his body against her hard, I can tell he’s close to his breaking point, each and every line on his face telling me that he won’t be able to resist for much longer. Well, fuck it – it’s the same for me.

“Come for me...come for me, boys,” Kayla says, clawing at my back, and that does it for me. The moment I feel her coming, her pussy lips spasming around my cock, I can’t resist it any longer. I groan loudly and surrender to the fire ravaging my insides, my cock pulsing hard as I shoot all my load inside of her tight little pussy.

“Fuck,” Scott groans at the same time, and he stops moving all together, an expression of pure bliss taking over his face as he comes inside Kayla’s ass.

We remain like that for what seems like forever, the three of us surrendering to the way ecstasy has blanketed us. Only when I feel my knees buckling under my weight do I allow Kayla to climb down from my body.

We slide our cocks off her and, moving as if the three of us are in sync, we lean back against the wall and slide down to the floor.

Sitting down on the floor of her office, all of us trying to catch our breath, I realize something I had never understood before.

Love isn’t about feelings, chocolates and roses. It isn’t about music, poetry, or any of that bullshit.

Love is about a connection, a mingling of souls. And it’s rare…very, very rare.

I don’t know what I did to deserve it, but I found love now.






Kayla

 

“Hurry,” Brad calls from the living room. “You’ll miss it.”

I roll my eyes and stifle a yawn.

“You want coffee don’t you?” I call back and press the button on our new shiny beast, the latest and greatest coffee machine money can buy.

“Food?” Scott comes into the kitchen and turns on the oven.

I shrug. It’s a bit early to be thinking about eating and I will need at least one strong caffeine hit before I can make decisions of importance.

“Voila,” Scott produces croissants from somewhere.

“Yum.” My stomach now growls even though only a few minutes ago I could have sworn I’m not hungry.

“What are you two doing?” calls Brad from the living. “You better not be doing something I should be part of.”

We giggle.

“Don’t worry Brad,” I reply. “We’re just getting food.”

Just at that moment Brad’s head appears in the kitchen.

“Just checking,” he grins.

Several minutes later we are all huddled around our new oversized extra large television screen.

“Turn it up.” Scott complains. “I can’t hear anything.”

“You don’t need to,” Brad gives him a friendly punch in the upper arm. “It’s not like you’re going to win anything.”

“Shh,” I say to both of them as the announcer of the Emmy Awards welcomes everyone to what she says will be a night of surprises, or early morning for us since for some reason it is being held outside the USA, somewhere exotic, somewhere where the time zones don’t match ours.

We smile at each other.

Our show - it has become known as our show in the last few weeks since…well, ever since I took over, really - has several nominations.

Scott is nominated for outstanding supporting actor and Brad for outstanding lead actor. None of us are sure who determined Brad as lead and Scott as supporting actor, but it doesn’t matter. What matters is, they both are nominated.

The show itself is nominated for outstanding daytime television drama. I, together with my writers am nominated as outstanding drama series writing team. And best of all I’m personally nominated as outstanding producer of daytime television drama.

The last few months have been amazing. Life has been kind to all of us.

With my talented team of writers and supporting lead actors, the show has gone stronger. I have even been approached by a couple of other network heads to write for them.

I have been headhunted.

A month ago Scott, Brad and I decided to move in together and since we each owned small apartments it was time to upgrade.

House hunting was fun. Some of the agent’s eyes grew to the size of dinner plates when they saw me walk up with two blokes. The women seemed to take it better than the men.

The lawyer who had to draw up the paper work was priceless. It took him quite a long time to work out we were a threesome.

Our house is in the hills alongside some of Hollywood’s other super stars. On our first night Scott stood on the balcony and raised a toast to everyone.

“This is where we belong.” He announced to no one in particular.

“More coffee?” I ask and look at Brad and Scott.

“I know what I want more of,” Scott’s hand reaches under my flimsy nightdress.

My pussy instantly responds, like it always does when either one of them touch me.

“Not now,” it takes all my strength to resist. “We don’t want to miss the announcements.”

Scott pouts. “What about a quickie.”

I leave him without another word.

Once I’m in the kitchen I hear yelling. I poke my head back into the living room.

“Quick,” Brad shouts. “Supporting actor is about to be announced.”

I hear just the tail end of nominations and Scott’s name.

With three quick steps I’m next to him and hold his hand. Brad is holding his fists tightly shut.

Drum roll. The announcer smiles and pulls the name out of the envelope in snail’s pace.

“Hurry up,” I urge him, bouncing up and down on my seat.

“Scott from The Kings.”

We hug and cry with each other, almost missing the announcement of lead actor.

“Shush,” I hold my hand over Scott’s mouth. We listen to the nominations and again my heart is beating so fast I feel as if I’d just run a marathon. With Scott having won an award it would not feel right if Brad didn’t.

The camera zooms in on the announcers face. She holds the paper in front of her eyes as if she needs glasses. I can see she’s reading silently. Come on, just say it, I mouth.

“Looks like our new show is going to be cleaning up tonight,” she says and I’m already squeezing Brad’s hand.

“The winner of outstanding lead actor is Brad from The Kings.”

I can’t believe it. We hug, we kiss, and we hug again. I’m crying and laughing at the same time.

When they announce our writing team as winners of outstanding writing I feel as though I can’t take much more.

“And now ladies and gentlemen, viewers,” a handsome face says from the television “we come to outstanding daytime television producer.”

Brad and Scott crowd around me. Both of them hold me as tight as possible. If they squeeze any more I won’t be able to breathe.

“It’s a tough field this year,” says the blonde assistant to the announcer smiling broadly into the camera.

“Like every other year,” agrees the announcer. The names are read out. Goosebumps crawl up my arms and back when I hear my own name. It feels surreal.

I close my eyes and put my hands over my ears. I don’t think I can listen.

“You’ve won!” shouts Brad.

“You’ve won!” shouts Scott and both of them kiss me.

I fall back on the couch. They pounce. Their hands are all over me as are their mouths.

Oh my gosh. This is amazing.

Almost at the same time both of them pull back.

I sit up.

“What?” Suddenly all feelings of happiness disappear. They look so serious. Do they have bad news? Are they leaving me?

“Kayla,” Scott takes my hand.

“Kayla,” Brad takes my other hand.

Has someone died?

“We want you to know,” Scott starts.

“That you mean the world to us.” Finishes Brad.

They are leaving me. I can tell from their faces. I brace for what comes next.

“Kayla we love you and we want to spend the rest of our lives with you. Will you marry us?’

I blink. What? Did I hear correctly?

“Will you?” they repeat and now I start to cry.

No words pass my lips and so I simply nod.

We melt into each other’s arms and Scott kisses me. Brad’s mouth is traveling downward where my wet pussy waits for him. And both my hands are busy with needy dicks.

I can’t believe it, but this is my life now.

I’ve been blessed.

 



Now or Never

 

 

 

 

By Vivien Vale

 

Copyright © 2018 by Crimson Vixens

All rights reserved.

 

 

 

This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, places and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or persons is entirely coincidental. This work intended for adults only.

 

 

 

Want Vivien Vale in your inbox? Get freebies, new release updates, bonus chapters, and more!

 

Sign up for my newsletter!






Kat

 

I wasn’t completely expecting Jason to be here, but I’m still disappointed he’s not. Or, at least, he hasn’t been here for the past few days, so I’ve been lying on this chaise, looking nonchalantly that way and this way.

I’m not such a nonchalant person, it turns out, because once I finally push my legs over and walk to the beachside bar, Miguel, the young man who’s been bringing me my afternoon cocktail, asks when the person I was waiting for would be arriving.

“I’m not—I’m, um, alone,” I say. Making my voice light, I add, “I’m having some much-needed quiet time.”

Miguel—sweet, sweet Miguel—stammers and apologizes.

“I misunderstood, Ms. Aviva. For some reason,” he says, “I thought—”

I wave away his apology. Sweet Miguel isn’t crazy. I’ve basically been jerking my head around every time I hear the sound of people entering the hotel’s private beach. I shouldn’t quit my day job to be a covert CIA agent.

Still, no Jason.

I didn’t come here for Jason. Well, not just for Jason, but I’m curious about what happened to him. I came back to see if he stuck to his word and if he stayed in this “forever country,” as he always called the Riviera Maya region of Mexico.

He said—this was seven years ago now—he would never leave Tulum once we got here, and I understand now why he wanted to come. It’s beautiful here—in certain areas of the beach, the only sound is breaking waves and wind. The Caribbean Sea is every shade of turquoise.

I think of all the plans we made. Spending weekends on Cozumel, an island off the mainland. He said we’d stay out of the city, stopping only long enough to rent two scooters and then ride the circumference of the island to its undeveloped east side.

Where everything would finally be okay.

The months we were together were easily the most extraordinary of my life.

After everything blew up in our faces, though, I packed my bags and left Jason and plans for Mexico behind me, focusing on my safe life of deadlines and bills, awful spin classes, and too much wine. All I kept of our plans for tucked away in my heart.

Before he said it had to be Mexico, I asked him to come to DC with me.

“If you like it there, you could—or, you know, we could—stay for a while,” I told him. “We could come to Tulum once or twice a year for retreats and workshops. I mean, I don’t want to be working on Capitol Hill forever. I have, I don’t know, maybe five years left at most. Any longer and I’ll keel over dead, probably.”

Of course, I had more years of work in me than I realized. When I told Jason I only had five years left, I didn’t count on the promotions I received and the campaigns I got to run. I didn’t count on being given the lead to craft and lobby for the congressman’s signature legislation.

I didn’t count on years after the law had been passed, that it would be threatened again and again.

Of course, I didn’t expect that. Not after all the years we gave to passing it. I didn’t expect it to be gutted completely, not after I had given over my entire twenties to it.

But it was declawed, and I’m gutted. Effectively, everything the law was supposed to do has been undercut. It’s a nothing law now—it does nothing, it helps no one, and I didn’t count on how much that would hurt and how personally I would take it.

And, of course, I didn’t count on Barrett. I didn’t count on meeting him one random Thursday night at the Black Cat, and then I didn’t count on him moving in with me two months later.

I for sure didn’t expect to be his boss three months after that. Then, of course, I was surprised by the exquisite, piercing pain and humiliation of watching my relationship disintegrate in front of my colleagues, the congressman, and our entire close-knit staff.

And six months ago, when I thought the dust had settled, I should have known something was up when the voices hushed when I opened my office door and walked into the room where everyone but the congressman sat. Barrett is getting married to Melinda, a press secretary who works for a congresswoman two offices down. A girl, incidentally, I hired as an intern four years ago.

Of course.

And so it goes.

The happy couple should have said their vows this very afternoon. Melinda and Bare together forever starting this weekend.

Then I got the cryptic message.

Now or never.

I gave myself the week off and booked a ticket to the last place I ever thought I’d go: Tulum.

And if all my instincts are correct, at some point, Jason should appear.

“Uno mass,” I say to Miguel, making my American accent as thick as possible.

Miguel laughs at me gamely and takes his time making my third margarita. He slides it to me.

I incline my head. “Grassy-ass, sir.” And I wave over my shoulder back to my chaise.

I misjudge the distance and nearly fall back into the chair. My drink splashes.

“Shit,” I mutter, moving the glass into my left hand and licking the right one.

“I bet it tastes salty,” a voice says. A voice I’d know anywhere. The voice that haunts me.

Jason.

I can hear his smile.

I look up, and there he is, staring down at me, dripping from the sea like the most fucking gorgeous demigod you’ve ever seen.






Jason

 

Her tongue darts out to graze her lips, licking up the margarita salt still lingering there. My eyes are drawn to them, and instantly a thousand memories assault my brain, my body responding to them as it always does.

“You know I like it salty, Jason,” she replies, her provocative voice and suggestive smirk almost masking the shock I see in her eyes.

And fuck, if her words don’t make my already-stiff cock turn to pure steel.

Katherine fucking Aviva.

I want to ask her what she’s doing here. Why now? It’s been seven fucking years, and she just now shows back up in Tulum and gives me that irresistible smile, flirting with me about how fucking salty she likes it like no time has passed.

“What are you doing here, Kat?”

It comes out even harsher than I intend, and I’m certainly not trying to sugarcoat anything. But I need to fucking know. Did she get my message? Does she know what’s at stake?

Her smile falters for half a second, but then it’s right back in place. She leans back gracefully in her beach lounger and takes a slow sips of her cocktail, looking up at me from under the brim of her hat, taking her goddamn time.

That seems to be her modus operandi. It’s not like I actually believed she’d come like she said she would—after she’d done all the things she said she needed to do before she was ready to explore what else life had in store.

Whatever the fuck that means.

All I know is she was supposed to meet me here.

And again, it’s been seven fucking years.

Kat shifts in her chair, and I’m sure it’s a measured move because it has its precise desired effect. Her full, round tits bounce slightly, threatening to prove that no, string bikinis are not, in fact, made to keep anything contained.

And fuck, that sparks another round of images in my head. It’s like they’re coming at me from everywhere, attacking from all sides. The sexy intermingled with the sentimental.

In my mind, I see her splayed out beneath me as I drive into her tight, wet pussy, then I spray hot cum all over the most fucking fantastic rack I’ve ever had the good fortune to fuck.

My cock twitches with need.

That image is replaced by one of us on a dark sandy beach in the early hours of the morning, our slick, naked bodies twined together, and the crashing waves are the only sound we can hear over our thundering hearts. The whispered I love you’s.

My heart clenches with pain.

Still she says nothing.

Fuck this.

I huff out an angry breath and turn to leave without another word.

I’m not doing this. Not today. Not ever if I have a fucking say. It doesn’t matter how much is at stake.

“Jason, wait.”

The urgency in her voice stops me, though. I squeeze my eyes shut and grit my teeth, the muscle in my jaw ticking.

There’s also a hint of nostalgia in the way she says my name. And a hint of pain.

Good. I hope she feels fucking miserable. After the way she just up and left me, sending me here then never showing, I hope she’s suffered through every single fucking day of the last seven years. Just like I have.

I sigh and look back at her. “What, Kat? I’m not in the mood to play your games.”

Her eyes drop to my cock, and I don’t even try to hide the fact that I’m hard. What does she expect? She looks just as fucking hot as she ever did.

Time’s been good to her. Besides, it’s not like she doesn’t know what kind of effect she’s always had on me.

“Jason,” she says again, standing this time and closing the distance between us. “I got your message.”

I look closely at her, seeing the same woman I knew seven years ago. But I see something else too—something new. She looks almost…haunted.

Well, welcome to the fucking club, baby.

The ghost of this woman—of us—has followed me around like a fucking albatross. All the things I could have done differently. The choices we should have made.

Fuck.

I draw in a sharp breath when she places a hand on my chest in a gesture so intimate, so familiar, it’s like no time has passed.

How is it possible for her to still have this effect on me? She’s sucking me into her clutches, I can almost feel it, with a single goddamn touch. It’s like she’s casting some kind of spell over me.

Kat reaches up with her other hand and runs her fingers across my stubble jaw.

And I can’t take it. I fucking snap.

Too many nights of what ifs and could have beens are enough to make me see this for what it is.

A chance to make things right.

I don’t know what brought her here, and I don’t even fucking know what kind of chance we could even have after all this time.

The only thing I know is that there’s never been another woman like Kat. And I’d be a fucking idiot to walk away from her right now.

It’s like something in my brain shifts, and I stop thinking. I act on pure instinct, forgetting everything about why we’re actually here together.

Grabbing Kat’s hips, I dig my fingers deeply into the soft flesh and yank her hard against me. She’s not prepared for it, and she stumbles forward, clutching my arms to steady herself.

But it doesn’t matter because I’ve got her right where I want her—wedged up against me, my cock straining against her bare stomach, and those gorgeous tits pressed into my chest.

“Fuck, Kat,” I growl. I can feel how hard her nipples are through the thin fabric of her swimsuit. “Look what you do to me.”

One fucking look at her. That’s all it takes.

She lets out this sexy little whimper as she shamelessly rubs her body against mine. It’s like fucking muscle memory. Our bodies recognize each other, drawn together like magnets, responding with an intensity that takes me by surprise.

I’ve always told myself that if I ever saw her again, I wouldn’t do this. I wouldn’t go down this same tired road with her.

Lies, all of it.

Because now that I have her here in my arms again? I know exactly what to do with her.

Driving my hands into her long waves, I fist my fingers in the strands and yank her head back, forcing her to look at me. The gasp that escapes her lips makes me even harder.

I rock my hips into hers, wanting her so fucking bad. Then I lower my head, crushing my mouth to hers in a kiss that unleashes an unstoppable ache for more.

And I know it’s a mistake because this woman is my kryptonite. I’m like an addict finally giving in after seven years of sobriety.

But I don’t fucking care.

Kat will be mine.

Forever.

I’ll make goddamn sure of it this time.

Starting right the fuck now.






Kat

 

I want to be Jason’s.

All over again. Like the way we were before. My eyes droop in the pleasure that’s going to come in just a few seconds as his hard body begins to envelop me.

“Don’t you fucking close your eyes, Kat,” he says gruffly, and I feel his hands squeeze my ass harder. I squirm as my eyes open. I look him deep in his blue eyes, and I can’t help myself.

I’m lost—transported back seven years ago.

When we were happy.

Before everything went to hell.

Jason used to work for my father back then. That’s before Maurice’s men killed Daddy. I wonder to myself if Jason had still been working as Daddy’s bodyguard if he would have allowed the two black Lincoln Continentals to pull up on opposite sides of Daddy’s Mercedes as it idled at a red light on 76th and 5th Avenue.

Would Jason have been in the back seat?

No, he always insisted on driving Daddy when he was the bodyguard.

He probably would have seen something suspicious immediately. He probably wouldn’t have waited for the windows on both cars to roll down. He probably would have peeled out long before the guns were drawn and hundreds of bullets from automatic rifles were unloaded into Daddy’s white Mercedes Maybach right there in broad daylight.

A gangland hit, the newspapers had called it. Unseen in the modern era of New York City with the clean streets and broken windows method of policing. Well, this was broken windows, alright.

Jason would have stopped it if he were there.

But he wasn’t. He had already left.

Or…I had told him to go. The thing is, I never expected that he would stay away. I never expected that I wouldn’t see him.

I thought that we would be separated for a while, that I’d be able to meet him there when the dust settled after I told Daddy about us. He told me he loved me. He told me that he couldn’t live his life without me.

I was so stupid to send him away.

But things didn’t go the way I thought they would.

I told myself so many things during those first months.

I told myself that it was the best thing to do. That a mob princess wasn’t supposed to fall in love with her father’s bodyguard. That I was only doing what Daddy wanted when he forced me to stop seeing Jason. Kept me from following behind.

I told myself that we would never be happy. That I was going to college. I was going to leave this world of crime, I was going to marry a Vanderbilt or an Astor, and my husband would be senator.

Yeah. More like I was going to cry into my pillow for two years and then pine for the other five.

Until today. When I saw Jason.

My legs are shaking as I take in his scent. I can’t believe what’s happening. I want to hold onto this moment forever. I want to grab it and never let it go.

Because if I do—if I close my eyes for just one second—I’ll lose it.

“Jason,” I say slowly, my eyes looking into his. I can feel his hard cock pressing against my body. My barely there bikini is ready to fall off, and I honestly couldn’t care less who is around us.

No one else exists when I’m with him.

Jason only replies by pulling me closer, if possible.

“Jason, I want to say,” I start, not knowing what exactly to say but knowing I need to say it. “I want to say I’m sorry.”

His gaze changes. If anything, I can see him thinking.

Jason’s not a stupid man. He’s actually done quite well for himself after he was cast out by the family.

I knew he was always capable of so much more than what he was doing. He was never meant to be just a bodyguard. Just like he was never meant to be more than just a low-level enforcer.

But Jason had a hard life. Orphaned when he was five years old, he was taken in by the family. Raised as a future soldier.

By the time he was eighteen years old, he had made a name for himself on the streets. He ran the largest weapons running ring in the Tri-State Area—all under the watchful auspices of Daddy.

It was his guile and perseverance that first made Daddy bring him into our inner circle. To trust his life in Jason’s hands.

I knew that Daddy was old-school through and through. To him, it was inconceivable that a mob princess like myself would ever deign to associate with someone that did the dirty work. But I didn’t care back then.

I still don’t.

“I just want you to know, Jason, that I…I love you,” I say almost shyly.

He looks at me.

“I fucking love you, Kat,” he says to me. “I love you fucking forever and fucking always. Don’t you ever fucking forget that.”

This moment is perfect.

More than I ever hoped for.

I don’t think I could have even imagined it any better.

And that’s when the gunshots ring out.

The glass shatters on the bar next to us.

It only takes a second for Jason to look around and see what’s going on. There’s screaming and yelling.

I’m frozen.

“Get the fuck down!” he yells, throwing me to the ground. “Now!”






Jason

 

“Get the fuck down! Now!” I shout, instinctively placing one hand on Kat’s neck and forcing her to crouch. I hear more gunshots, the quick rat-tat-tat of semi-automatic guns drowning my thoughts and allowing instinct to kick in.

Reaching behind my back, I grab my Colt, my fingers tightening around the cold metal as my heart pumps boiling blood through my veins.

By the time I’m done, there’ll be a body count.

Grabbing Kat by the wrist, I drag her behind the counter and release the safety of my gun, my back pressed against the wall.

“Jason, no!” she whispers, looking straight at me. Her face is as white as the first snow of December, and her eyes are wide with terror. Even though she grew up used to violence and corruption, she sure as fuck isn’t used to having a target on her back.

No wonder. She’s been trying to lead a normal life for years now—a life that wasn’t supposed to involve me.

But I’m here now.

And I’ll be damned if I’ll let anyone come between Kat and me. Point a gun at her, and you’ve just signed your fucking death sentence.

“I don’t want to lose you,” she tells me again, placing one hand on my chest, right over my heart. “Not again.”

“You won’t,” I tell her with a slight nod. At the same time, I hear footsteps all around us, shattered glass being stepped on by heavy boots. If I stay here hiding, we’ll be doomed.

I need to act, and I need to do it right now.

I take one quick peek over the counter, and a fraction of a second later, I hear another gunshot. I duck just before a rain of bullets falls against the counter, splinters of wood flying everywhere.

I counted five guys, three of them carrying handguns while the others have sawed-off shotguns. They aren’t after Kat then; if that were the case, they would have just sent one guy.

No, they sent five assholes because they want to put me down. Well, that was a fucking mistake. If you want my head, you better bring an army of sufficient size.

“Don’t move,” I tell Kat as I reach for my boot with my free hand. I grab the small blade I carry there and, still with the Colt in my other hand, I take a deep breath and jump up to my feet.

Moving fast, I cock my left arm back and then throw the knife at the first guy I see. He tries to shoot all the same, but by the time his finger squeezes the trigger, my blade is already buried deep in his neck.

“Get him!” one of them shouts, but I’m too fast.

Digging my heels into the floor, I place the palm of my left hand under the butt of the gun and take aim. The first guy goes down like an empty paper bag, his eyes going vacant the moment my bullet pierces his skull.

I hit the second guy twice—one time on the chest, the other right between the eyes—and then I duck behind the counter once more.

“Jason…” Kat whispers my name, but I can’t bring myself to look at her. I don’t want her to see me like this—the coldhearted man she tried to run away from, a man on a path of violence and chaos.

Rage wells up inside me fast. How do these motherfuckers dare come to me the moment I find Kat? Why are they forcing me to be the old Jason once more?

I’ll make them pay.

I’ll make them fucking pay.

Gritting my teeth, I jump up to my feet once more. The moment I’m standing, I squeeze the trigger on my gun, and the next guy collapses on the floor, a bright red painting his white shirt.

Jumping over the counter, I run straight toward the last man standing, and I take hold of his shotgun before he has the time to do anything.

“Don’t you fuckin’ move,” I growl, pressing my Colt right between his eyes. I’m so close to him now that I can smell the fear.

“P-please,” he stammers, and that just makes me want to squeeze the trigger even more. I know I should be asking questions, but right now I just want to make him pay for putting Kat’s life in danger.

Fuck all questions, and fuck all answers.

“Jason, no!” I hear Kat say behind me, her mellow voice calming down all the rage consuming me from the inside out. “Don’t...don’t be that man,” she urges me, slowly placing her hand over mine and forcing me to lower the gun.

As I do it, I feel a glimmer of hope inside me. Maybe Kat’s right—maybe I don’t need to be the old Jason. Maybe I can be the right man for her to love.

With her by my side, I can change. I know that.

“Go back,” I growl at the man cowering in front of me. “Tell everyone—come after me and you better bring a second army…one just to bury the bodies.”

Emptying the shotgun, I throw it to the floor and then stash my Colt back on my belt. “Let’s go,” I tell Kat, lacing my fingers with hers and dragging her out of this ruin of a place.

“Let’s go,” she whispers softly, running her tongue between her lips.

For a fraction of a second, I can’t help but believe it.

Maybe this time we can be together.






Kat

 

Jason’s tongue on mine is the salve to near any situation. Even danger. Even ones that remind me of everything that I’ve tried to leave behind.

I let my fingers belong to his, let my mouth belong to him, and I’m safe again for a moment.

A moment is all it takes.

A moment took away the one person who meant the most to me, and a moment can give him back. Remembering what we had, what I might have in him again? Sometimes that’s all that keeps me going.

When I finally need to breathe again, I don’t let go of Jason. Because as much as I need him, that’s how much he needs me. I breathe him in, inhaling the taste of not just his lips but also his pain. His suffering. His struggle.

I mean, if I had any humor in this situation right now, I’d think how foolish those people are to mess with a man who is a deadly weapon. I’m not just talking about what my hands go to grip beneath his belt.

Jason is dangerous. He could kill all of them and do away with their backup and their backup’s backup. But I don’t find anything funny in this.

I know Jason doesn’t either. That’s why he tries to be a better man, even if he can’t see it. A life still has value to him.

A wild flutter in my chest tells me that after all this time apart, my body and my heart know that it’s always been Jason.

I want him to be mine, forever. I want a family. Something I never thought I’d say. I know Jason wants it, too, someday, though he fears what kind of father he’d be.

Jason finally stops ravaging my mouth, only to move his kisses to my neck. We’re tucked away somewhere in the shadows of the building now, far from the hail of gunshots that could have killed us both.

Jason has me. I’m safe. I realize I don’t fear anything when I’m with him.

No. I just trust in him, and it makes me lighter and safer and freer than I’ve ever felt before. Even though he’s one of the most dangerous men I know.

His mouth on my neck makes me shiver. His words take a moment to sink in before I realize the meaning of what he’s saying. I’m so caught up in sensations.

“Told myself I’d never let you near anything like that again,” Jason growls against my skin.

I feel his teeth nipping at my flesh, a stinging sensation sharp against the once-tender kisses. He gets back to the way he tenderly touched me, but there’s a possessiveness in how he holds me now that reveals the raging fire inside.

“Jason, I know…” I say, but I already know my placating words aren’t enough to calm him.

I put my hand on his heart. My fingers find his chin. “Jason,” I say, my words like a prayer.

This is all that ever calms him. And when we were apart, it was what I craved more than the feel of him between my thighs or the way he breathed into my neck when he came inside me.

No, I missed this strength we find together more than anything, and I say this as a woman who has had her eyes regularly roll back in her head from being fucked by this man.

Loving someone, even someone who fucks you incredibly, is so much more than anything else.

“Jason, we have this.” The words are almost stupid, I know. But these were the first words I said to him the first time I saw a wildfire in his eyes that neither of us knew how to put out.

Something between us clicked, locked, and fell into place, and that’s who we are now. The span of years means nothing.

Jason’s hand closes over mine, fingertips softly brushing my skin. The need is there, but it isn’t cloying at him and taking over his actions, his thoughts.

He’s here with me.

That’s all I’ve ever wanted. I don’t care how silly it sounds.

But something about the air changes. There’s nothing silly in what either of us wants now, no.

Now that the imminent danger has passed, we can revel in the moment. The fact that we’re finally here together again.

Now the want is pure heat, electric lust practically crackling in the space between us. I close that space, crushing my tits against the soft wall of his chest just to feel the two of us closer.

Jason’s fingers tuck under the crook of my chin, and he makes me look up at him. The way he kisses me now isn’t sweet or tame. His tongue doesn’t wait for permission, but my mouth is already open for him.

His arms pull me up against him, and he’s already tearing my clothes to tatters.

Blindly, my hands are tearing at his belt to release the cock I need inside me now. I mean, that’s the other side of true intimacy. There’s the love—the inescapable way we both find solace in each other.

And there’s the way I need his cock stretching my pussy so perfectly that I forget my own name and I’m reduced to a puddle of sweat and cum.

“Fuck, you’re so wet,” Jason says, his fingers on my pussy making me cry out a strangled yelp.

“I need you,” I tell him, my head falling back as I whimper.

He can take me from a normal person to a wanton, greedy-for-his-cock slut in a second or less, and he knows it. I see the smug look on his face now and I figure, hey, he’s earned it.

He drops to his knees and buries that smug grin in the wetness of my pussy, and I can’t remember any other thoughts. My hands fist his hair, and the pressure building within in me mounts higher with every stroke of his tongue.

I think I hear myself saying “fuck” a few times, but there’s nothing more coherent in my moans because my body is consumed with lust.






Kat

 

I’m still dripping when he picks me up—his love, his ragdoll. Any ordinary day, I’m nothing more than a plaything to his rippling muscles, but after the art that his tongue just performed on me, I’m putty in his hands.

And for every bit that I am limp, his rock-hard man meat makes up for it. I’ve never had anyone like Jason before.

No one has ever made me crave sex with them as much as he has. Even being totally satisfied, I am still ready for more with him.

He makes me stand up and face him in front of the wall. Picking one leg up, he positions himself before me and stares into my eyes as he enters deeply inside of me in one swift thrust. I know he’s wanted this since the moment he saw me again, and there’s nothing I want more.

Not a word is said between us. I can feel the blood, sweat, and debris on his shoulders from the escape. He enters me fully, balls deep, and only one thought remains in my mind: Jason.

I can feel his sinew and muscle tighten, stretch, and tighten again as I’m lifted up nearly a foot higher and lowered back down onto him again, his cock remaining in me the whole time. I love this man as I’ve never loved any man.

His pace quickens, and I know he loves how this feels just as much as I do. I tighten my pussy on his cock. He loses his rhythm for a second, moaning as his passion builds.

He recovers quickly and continues his practiced stride in me.

I tell myself that I’ll hold out for him, that I’ll wait and come with him, but I know the lie even as I think it. I can’t hold it any longer. My eyes roll back, I throw my head back, and I scream his name out. “Jason!”

Quickly, a calloused hand comes over my mouth, silencing me, reminding me that more of them, whoever they are, could still be out there. That we’re only safe if they don’t find us. That they’ll never stop looking for us.

I fear I went too far as he pulls back his hand—a hand that could just as easily have ended my life, a hand that has ended many others.

He moves his hand to the back of my head and puts his mouth over mine, kissing me as deeply and passionately as his cock is fucking me.

I want this to last forever. I want this to be all that there is. The two of us, and nothing else in the world.

Except maybe if we were to bring another into this world.

Is it crazy to want that when everything else around us is crumbling apart? I know what kind of man he is, but does he know what kind of father he could be?

He thrusts himself more deeply into me, and his breath quickens. His mouth moves down to my neck where he kisses me. I know it’s coming, and I can’t help myself.

He thrusts one last time, grunting and moaning into my neck, and as his cum fills me. I’m launched into another wave of ecstasy.

He lowers me down to the ground and pulls me more tightly against him. I know he has nothing left in him. He’s filled me up until our cum is mingled and running down my thighs. We stay there, cradled in each other’s arms, forgetting every care in the world, even if only for a second.

This is our time right now. And he’s earned his rest.

I don’t wake up from my sated post-orgasmic haze until I hear the urgency in his voice.

“We have to keep moving.”

This is his training kicking in again. He was always on guard, always on mission, moving endlessly toward his objective and letting nothing stand in his way. Nothing about that has changed.

“I trust you, Jason. I’ll do whatever you say.”

“Do you have a place?”

I was worried he would ask me this. Since the second he came back into my life, there was only one other person that I could think of. She won’t be happy to see us.

“Yes, it’s not far from here.”

He can sense my hesitation.

“What is it?”

“After you were gone, I came here once, years later,” I admit. “You weren’t here. I had no idea how to find you. But I did find someone. Someone who helped me forget.”

He waits for me to continue. He’s not the jealous type. “You two have a lot in common.” This gives him pause. “Just please try to remember that she’s a friend, my friend, and she’s someone who can help us.”

He silently nods his assent.

We carefully emerge from the shelter of the building. I try to watch every direction at once, eyes darting around, looking at everything but seeing nothing.

Jason walks on as if he doesn’t have a care in the world, but I’m sure he sees more than I could possibly be aware of.

It’s a short walk to Kristen’s, but it feels like it takes forever, exposed as we were out in the open. I can’t believe I’m taking Jason there.

After we enter her building, I knock on the door and reflexively turn toward the hidden camera mounted next to the door. Jason doesn’t move his head, but I know he sees it as well.

The door buzzes, and I push my way through. The room is dim with very little furniture in it, leaving wide-open spaces between.

Kristen walks up to me, all smiles, kissing both cheeks. Her eyes take a careful appraisal of me while her face is blocked from Jason’s view.

“Who’s your toy?” She turns to Jason. “What are you, Rangers? Seals? Black ops? I can tell by the way you move that you’re something.”

Jason remains silent.

“Kristen, this is Jason.”

Her face changes as she regards the six-foot, two-inch man in front of her, and she almost seems to back away from him.

She knows exactly who he is now.

Without saying another word, she launches herself at him, a knife coming out of nowhere. I stand out of the way. I know that Jason can handle himself, and I think they need to do this to measure each other before either of them will feel safe.

The fight doesn’t take long. Neither suffer any significant injuries, just a few bruises and scrapes. To me, it appears that they just stop, but I know that to both of them, there’s a clear victor.

Kristen, still breathing heavily, looks back at me.

“We need your help, Kristen. They’re after us again. I don’t know if they will stop this time.”

“You can stay here, of course. I’ll let you get cleaned up and get some rest. And I’ll get you some food. Then we’ll figure something out. I have clothes for you, Kat.” She looks at Jason. “You may be a little harder. How do you feel about sequins, or pants with an embroidered ‘Juicy’ on the back?”

He ignores her and we head to the bathroom.

Taking our clothes off, Jason gets in the shower. I follow and start to clean his back. The simple act, so familiar from days gone by, calms me.

He keeps his back to me, pretending not to notice the door opening again as Kristen gets in to join us.

Kristen starts to kiss my neck and shoulders. I wait, wondering what he’ll say when it clicks just what kind of friendship Kristen and I had.

Jason turns around and looks at us, and I start to kiss Kristen, my eyes on his the whole time as I pull her between us.






Jason

 

I smile as I watch Kristen embrace Kat from behind. It’s not often a guy gets a view like this, especially in a world like this. Kat is already melting and moaning between the heat of the water cascading over us in the shower and the familiar touch of Kristen.

I don’t mind, though. Adaptation is ingrained within me by trade, and this is just another situation to appreciate. I’m just going with the flow, and enjoying what I’m given is my M.O.

As I wash myself slowly and methodically, I look at Kristen’s body, up and down. She’s incredibly well toned. Her muscular frame dwarfs Kat’s, but she still has a feminine air about her that makes me want to bend her right over.

That might come later, but for now I have a show to enjoy.

This is a fantasy—this, here, with Kat—I never expected would come to life.

Kat runs her nails up and down Kristen’s back, leaving light-red lines across her that blend in with her heat-marked skin. Kristen grabs Kat’s hair and yanks her head back, drawing a sharp, pleasure-filled moan from Kat’s throat.

That’s her favorite.

She exposes Kat’s neck and begins to suck, letting her hair go slightly now that she’s found her point. Kat’s eyes are trained on mine, and I see the familiar look completely filled with lust.

Her eyes roll back, and I look down. Kristen’s fingers have found her clit and she teases her, easily drawing moans of ecstasy from her in moments. Kat’s whole body jolts upward as Kristen slips two fingers deep within her.

Her body quivers and shakes as she moans, dropping her head and letting the water run right over her. Kristen’s arm thrusts furiously as she fingers Kat with abandon.

Kat begins to cry out as she reaches her climax. I can’t help but stroke myself, my fingers gliding over my slick cock as I watch her face twist and contort in pleasure. Kristen stares right at her, just as I am, as she brings her to a familiar, body-rocking orgasm.

Kat’s arms embrace Kristen as she quivers under her touch. Kat makes a futile effort to stifle her own screams by biting into Kristen’s shoulder, but this only serves to renew Kristen’s vigor, and her fingers don’t relent in the slightest.

Finally, after what was, by my count, at least three orgasms from Kat, Kristen removes her fingers and immediately sucks them clean. Kat grabs her head and kisses her with passion again, panting for breath as her knees shake.

“Fucking hell, babe…” Kat says breathily. “And here I thought there would be issues coming here…”

Kristen simply smirks and exits the shower, leaving Kat and I to clean ourselves quickly under the rapidly cooling water. Hot water is a fine commodity in these times, and it’s a big gesture that she even offered it in the first place.

We hurry ourselves along, though I’m mostly clean myself at this point. I use my time wisely as I watch. I scrub the dirt of life from Kat quickly and help her out of the shower.

We dry ourselves off and head to the bedroom to find our new clothing.

As we walk into the bedroom, I see Kat get pulled to the bed before either of us are even able to react. Kristen shoves her down roughly but knowingly, and Kat falls with much practiced movements.

She looks up expectantly from the bed as Kristen swings her leg over her head and places her cunt right over Kat’s face. The last thing I see of Kat’s mouth is her tongue extending from her open and waiting mouth, a huge smile on her waiting face.

As Kristen grinds down on Kat’s mouth, I take the time to study her body further. Her arms are incredibly muscled but toned, to the point of not being cumbersome. Her shoulders are soft but marked with common signs of both a tough workout and battle.

I wonder what all has happened to her in the years since I’ve seen her.

Her chest is strong, and the muscles under her fantastic tits hold them tight to her fantastically. Everything about this woman is ready for battle, and it’s incredibly sexy.

I knew Kat’s tongue was talented, but something about Kristen must have her extremely worked up because I’m already seeing signs of a building orgasm as she rocks her hips on Kat’s head. Kat is running her hands all over Kristen’s body, stroking her stomach, grabbing her hips, and gripping her tits tightly. It’s all I can do to resist gripping my cock and spraying them both with my pent-up cum.

Kristen arches backward and moans out in orgasm. Kat reaches up to work her clit rapidly, and I see streams of cum spray out from Kristen’s cunt, drenching Kat’s already-damp face and hair. Kristen reaches down and grips Kat’s hair, shoving Kat’s face back into her cunt in the final throes of her orgasm.

Kristen dismounts Kat’s face and lies down, only slightly out of breath. Kat climbs toward me with renewed vigor and grabs my hand, deftly pulling me around onto the bed myself.

Without a moment’s hesitation, my cock is in her mouth as both Kristen and I watch her slurp away at my ten rock-hard inches. Her head bobs up and down as her slender frame wiggles irresistibly behind it.

Almost as if our thoughts about Kat are in sync, Kristen pulls herself up and begins to stroke Kat’s ass. She stares and studies it, then plants a sharp, echoing smack. I can see the redness almost immediately, even from my vantage point.

Kat moans gently on my cock, then louder as Kristen moves behind her to slide her tongue directly into Kat’s ass.

Kat moans even louder and begins to suck me with even more enthusiasm. Her ass sways back and forth against Kristen’s face in rhythm to her sucks and strokes up and down the full length of my cock.

Suddenly, she presses down, taking my entire length into her throat, and a grunting moan escapes me to my surprise. I entangle my fingers in her hair and press her up and down, adding light force to her already-enthusiastic rhythm.

I begin to thrust my hips along with her, pressing my cock to the back of her throat, and each time she lets it pop in and out. This girl really knows how to work.

I see Kristen get even more enthusiastic with Kat’s ass, and she lifts her mouth up off me, still gripping my spit-slick cock tightly, and moans loud. She stares at my face with a devilish grin before spinning around, her ass now in my face.

She kisses Kristen deeply, mixing the taste of my cock with her ass between their mouths, and she slowly lowers her ass down to rub on my cock.

Kat and Kristen’s spit mixes between her cheeks, my cock sliding easily with the lubrication. Kat reaches back without breaking their kiss and grips my cock tightly, angling it to her satisfaction before sliding her ass down the entire length of my cock.

The sheer tightness of her perfect ass makes my mind go completely blank as she works up and down my thick shaft.

She breaks her kiss with Kristen and leans back against me, propping up on her heels to ride my cock faster. She spreads her legs and pulls Kristen’s face down to her cunt, so close that I can feel her breath on my balls, and she begins to eat Kat’s pussy with incredible excitement.

I can feel her slip one, then two fingers inside Kat’s cunt with ease, making her ass even tighter as she slides my cock in and out of her. I feel Kristen’s fingers massage her G-spot then alternate to rub my cock from inside her.

The feeling is maddening, and the all-familiar feeling of my balls swelling up begins to dawn on me.

She rocks her hips up and down against both my cock and Kristen’s face, grabbing her hair and emitting screaming moans from her throat. I grip her hips tightly and begin to thrust upward myself, working in and out of her ass with increasing pace. I feel Kristen’s fingers match me, so I begin to speed up my thrusts until I’m fucking Kat’s fantastic ass with every inch of force my well-trained body can provide.

My cock begins to swell as Kristen shoves her fingers as deep as she can reach, and Kat and I both begin to orgasm. My cum sprays from my cock into her ass, flooding her immediately.

Cum gushes out around my cock. Even my girth isn’t enough to contain the incredible flow my balls are pumping into her.

With a few more thrusts, I’ve emptied my balls into Kat’s ass and fall backward onto the bed, and she falls right on top of me. We’re both smiling and panting for breath as she slowly works me out of her, the cum spilling out onto the mattress. Kristen watches and giggles slightly.

“Pay that no mind. This place is temporary as of now, anyways,” she says, slightly breathless herself. “You two rest up. I’ll set you up with supplies to continue on your way. I’m certain the ones following you will be catching your scent again soon.”

Kristen lets us nap. Kat doesn’t realize just what’s on the line—not yet—but Kristen’s right. Before long, we need to be on our way.






Kat

 

Being this clean feels so wrong, it’s almost dirty.

I’m not used to waking up so well rested, or in such a comfortable bed. I yawn, stretching like a kitten in the sunshine, and find Jason’s chiseled body beneath the sheets next to mine.

Embracing my newfound lazy feline status, I practically purr. Awake, Jason is tall enough and looks “don’t-fuck-with-me” enough that he can be a little intimidating. Asleep, he’s practically a teddy bear.

It’s not often that you get the chance to catch a guy like him with his guard down. It’s a dangerous world we live in, after all. But a hot shower, a good night’s sleep, and a hard, passionate fuck with my safe house’s host seem to be all that it requires to get Jason’s guard down.

Speaking of our host, Kristen is nowhere to be seen. But she’s left us with a black duffle bag with supplies in the corner and more orgasms than we can count. That’s pretty good hospitality even by old-world standards.

In a world where most people are just as happy to murder us where we stand and loot our corpses for everything we’ve got as they are to wave good morning, this is the goddamn VIP treatment.

For once, it feels like things are finally looking up.

As my eyes trail down Jason’s body, it looks like something else is looking up too. Big Jason might still be fast asleep, but little Jason? Little Jason is standing hard, thick, and ready, pitching such a sizable tent beneath the sheet that continuing to call it Little Jason feels deceitful and wrong.

Jason’s dick is a fucking weapon—locked, loaded, and ready to be fired at will.

I can’t even help myself. I reach for it as if on instinct, my greedy fingers ready to pump that gorgeous piece of man meat until I make him fire his cum cannon all over these nice, clean bed sheets.

But just as my hand wraps around the rock-hard thickness of Jason’s dick, I hear Jason growl like a wild fucking animal. His eyes open fiercely, and he grabs my wrist so hard I’m momentarily afraid he’s going to snap it then and there beneath his big, strong hands.

We stay like that for a second, both of us frozen, hearts pounding, holding our breath.

Jason breathes out first. Gratefully, I follow suit.

“You shouldn’t startle a man awake like that,” Jason says, forcing a laugh. He yanks my wrist and pulls me on top of him, claiming my mouth in a kiss.

He’s minty. Fresh. You don’t realize what a luxury toothpaste is after wondering if you’re going to go without it for a while.

It makes my tongue feel pleasantly tingly when Jason slips his between my lips.

“You taste like cunt,” he says, grinding his cock against my pussy with only the sheet between us.

“I wouldn’t mind if you tasted like cunt, too, you know,” I tease, grinding right back.

It feels so fucking good to just feel safe for a while, like nothing’s about to get you and nothing’s about to go wrong.

Of fucking course, it can’t last.

There are keys on top of the bag of supplies Kristen has left us. Inside it is enough water to last us several days. Food for a week, if we ration it. To my surprise, there’s also a bottle of moonshine.

“Wow,” I say, holding it up for Jason to admire. “We must have fucked her pretty good last night.”

“I recall you doing most of the fucking,” Jason says, taking the keys in his thick fingers. “Have a swig, Kat, baby. You’ve earned it. Besides, looks like I’m driving.”

The moonshine is dark and tastes like caramel gasoline. It burns all the way down. It’s been so long since I’ve had hard liquor, I end up coughing like some kind of lightweight after just one swig.

It makes Jason laugh at me.

Normally, I’d mind. I’d get offended or some shit. But Jason has a nice laugh, and these days, you take your amusement where you can get it.

Enjoy it while you still can.

The keys go with some kind of modded-out Trans Am. It has a hazard-orange body, although between the doors, the hood, and the trunk, it’s a total ROY G. BIV situation. Every color of the rainbow.

It might have been a firebird once, in another lifetime. Now, when Jason turns the key in the ignition, it runs, and that’s all anyone can ask of it.

As I slide into the passenger side next to him, I tuck my slender legs up beneath me on the worn leather of the seat. The road before us is long and full of potholes. Barely a road at all, really.

But the sunrise is still staining the horizon Bloody Mary red. The day is still cool, with plenty of day ahead of us. And the moonshine has settled in my stomach nicely.

I’m curled up there like a sleeping kitten. It’s a reminder that people can still be good, and the world can still be okay—that we’re only a hot shower and a good night’s sleep away from feeling human again.

“Let me blow you,” I say, turning to Jason after a while.

Jason yawns, then looks over at me and smiles. “You’ve got a one-track mind, Kat, babe,” he says.

But that doesn’t stop him from leaning the seat back a little and reaching down beneath the steering wheel to get his cock out of his jeans.

I’ll never get tired of seeing this man hard. Like, holy shit. It makes me wet just looking at him.

I pounce on that big, ten-inch cock like a woman starved, and there’s only one thing that can satisfy me. My lips stretch around it, wet and happy to accommodate his iron-hot thickness as it slides against my tongue.

“Goddamn,” Jason breathes shakily. “You suck cock like a dream.”

“Don’t fall asleep, honey,” I tease him as I pop his cock out of my mouth. A long strand of saliva connects my lips and his big, fat cockhead.

I’m ready to slurp it back up and go back down on him ASAP. “We’ve got a looooong road ahead.”

But just as I’m about to swallow that bad boy up and force the entire length of him down my throat again, I see something black out of the corner of my eye.

Dark.

Sinister.

It’s moving so fast that by the time Jason sees it, there’s not even a chance to wrench the steering wheel and turn the car away.

The van T-bones us so hard my window shatters, showering me with the sharp little snowfall of broken glass.

We’ve been caught.






Jason

 

“Fuck! Buckle the fuck up, Kitten. These motherfuckers aren’t playing!”

The car that slammed into us, almost tossing us into a spin, recovered just as fast from the impact as I did. Whoever made us is hot on our tail, and the speeds are hitting close to 100 mph.

“I hope this fucking piece of shit holds onto the tires. Look behind us and see if you can tell how many are in the car,” I growl out. My voice is demanding, but I’ve never failed, and I won’t now.

My eyes are on the road ahead as Kat unclicks her seatbelt for a minute, checking the back window.

“I think two, but the window isn’t clean. Hard to tell with all that dust.” Kat’s voice is shaking when she speaks.

“Belt back on. Now. Hold on. I’m taking that turn off up there.” I point out toward the small dirt road that’s about a hundred feet ahead of us. They won’t expect that. How fucking stupid could someone be to go off-road in a Trans Am?

“What the hell was his name?” My voice is that of an insane man. She wouldn’t even know what I was talking about.

“Huh? Whose name?” Kat looks over with a blank stare.

“Smokey and the Bandit. What the hell was Burt’s name in that movie?”

Of course, she still doesn’t know who I’m talking about, but that movie made cars like this famous.

“Bo. The name was Bo.” With that, I make the sharp turn down the dirt road, the tail end of the car swerving back and forth.

“Shit, they followed us,” I say, my voice even. I won’t let her know that we’re this close to fucked.

Not yet, at least. Not ‘til I’m sure of it.

“You know how to shoot?” I ask her. I’m sure she does. Girls like Kat are eye candy, not badasses. Except Kat.

“Yeah, I do.” She laughs, and I smile. That’s my girl.

“Grab the gun out of my boot. I want you to try to shoot out the tires. Not ours!”

Sticking her tongue out, Kat reaches down, grabbing the small handgun in my boot. Her hand is shaking.

“Roll the window down. I’m going to slow a little. When the car gets close, shoot the fucking tires.”

“Got it. Hey, can I call you Tex? You know, like this is some gunfight at the OK Corral?” Her voice is filled with nervous laughter.

“Sure, call me whatever the fuck you want. Just don’t miss, okay?”

Rolling the window down, Kat leans out as I slow the car to 50 mph. It’s a chance we have to take.

“Can you get a clean shot?” I ask. I’m just hoping she doesn’t drop the fucking gun.

“Yeah, I think... I can,” she says, the gun resting in her hand as she aims it at the car behind us.

POP!

“I HIT IT. I HIT IT!” Kat screams out. She fumbles with the gun, almost dropping it.

I yank her back in the car by the back of her shirt. She’s laughing out of some manic combination of euphoria and fear when I do.

She settles herself back in the seat in a state of shock.

“You got the sum, bitches. Knocked that car clean off the fucking road. I think I’ll call you Candy Apples.” I cackle with laughter. I slow down and watch the two guys in the other car rant and scream.

“Did you get cut when the window blew?” I ask her. I was concerned before, but there was no time to say anything. Fight-or-flight took over.

Grabbing my smokes from the dash, I tap out a Marlboro red, perching it between my lips. Pushing in the car lighter, I hope it works. This car is, like, ancient, and I forgot my lighter back at the place we stayed at.

Pop. The lighter signals it’s hot. I light up my cigarette; the cancer stick is needed in times like this.

“Bad habit, but fuck, so is dying,” I say as I inhale, the smoke filling my lungs with toxic fumes.

“That stinks,” Kat spits out, reaching to yank the cigarette from my lips. Placing it between her own lips, she inhales, leaning back when the smoke consumes her.

“Fucking hell, Kat!” Growling, I have the cigarette back before she can complain.

We drive for hours, until the sun is making its way slowly toward the horizon.

“Where are we going?” she finally asks. Her feet are now hanging out the window of the car, the road finally back to paved.

“I know a place where we can stay tonight. If anyone finds us, well, let’s just say this—they won’t find us.”

A hundred more miles pass before we reach the destination. We reach a biker bar called Whiskey Pete’s.

No one would venture into this place without a death wish. You have to know someone to even make it through the parking lot.

We’re stopped by two armed men. I look over at Kat for a minute. “Stay put, okay?”

She nods, but I don’t trust her. Not for a minute.

Turning the ball cap on my head backward, I get out, and I’m met with two old friends.

“Jason, that you?” the bigger one of the two asks. He’s about forty, with a pot belly, and balding. The gun on his side makes up for his appearance.

“Yeah, me and the old lady.” I stop for a minute. I hate to lie to them, but they don’t need to know everything. “We need to lay low. She blew the wrong guy back in Texas, and, well, we need a place for the night.”

“You fucking liar!”

There she is, not following the fucking rules again. Standing at my side, this crazy woman is going to blow it all. Why the hell doesn’t she listen? Why?

But I still fucking love the fuck out of her, even if she can’t keep her mouth shut.

“Yeah, we can put you up for a day or two, but put that bitch in her place. You know the boss doesn’t like mouthy women.”

With that, we’re waved through.

“I told you to stay in the car. I asked you nicely. Why can’t you just, for once, listen to me? These guys are not a cake walk.”

Driving to the front of the neon-lit bar, I ask again, “Please, let me handle this. I’ll get us a room, and you can finish that blowjob you started in the car.”






Kat

 

These fucking bitch men sure do like to say “bitch” a lot. They like reminding themselves of what they think they are or some shit. Wonder why they need so much reminding?

Not that Jason’s much of a slouch in the manhood department, at least the physical manhood department.

Tonight, he’s doing an okay job in the practical manhood department as well. That stunt-style drivin’ wasn’t too bad, even if he likes to ham it up like he’s on the set of some fucking third-rate car chase movie.

On the other hand, treating real-life peril like a movie isn’t a bad way to make my juices flow, but I think Jason’s gonna have to wait a bit before I wrap my lips around his ample cock again, despite what he’s thinking.

Okay, so my mouth is a bit dry after that nice little chase punctuated by some of that loud-ass gunfire that I’m getting all too used to these days.

I can tell Jason wants to put his hand on my back, or maybe hold my hand like some love-struck little kid as he walks quickly across the parking lot.

He wants me to go faster, upset that I cramped his style in front of his old bald lil’ buddy. I’m showing him by keeping up with what he thinks is a fast stride.

“Come on, let’s go!”

That’s what he has to settle for, more hollering at my ass.

“The quicker we get into the room, the quicker we get laying low, the better,” he proceeds to seethe out in a gravelly whisper.

I’ll reiterate: what a fuckin’ ham. All these new sides of Jason coming out tonight are kinda growin’ on me, though, and I know there’s one part of him that’s probably growing as we walk, just thinking about what’s gonna happen when we get into whatever shit-ass back roads motel room is waiting for us.

I watch for signs of walking funny.

“What you fucking looking at? You’ll get plenty of opportunity to take it all in soon enough.” Jason’s giving me a crooked smirk.

“Doesn’t this place specialize in whiskey or something? They’re advertising their whiskey-ness in neon.”

Jason’s smirk drops into his own resting bitch face. Fuck it, he’s so fond of that word, I’m gonna use it, thinking and speaking about his as I please.

“I told you to let me handle this, and you ignore that and get out of the car with me again. And I don’t say shit! The least you could do is let that pretty mouth rest for like five goddamn minutes so it’ll be in good condition for my throbbing cock.”

I do my best to make my own face into something resembling a crooked Jason-like smirk.

“My crooked mouth is feelin’ awful dry. I think some of that roadhouse whiskey is in order to prepare me properly for our room fun.”

“Room fun? It’s this weird bullshit I’m talking about! You’re gonna get us killed, or worse, with your nonsense. You better wait in the fucking car for both our good.” He shakes his head. “You of all people should know better than this.”

I look back at the parked vehicle, like I’m even considering getting the fuck back inside. Very little good can happen inside that thing, as I’ve been learning slowly.

Maybe a little good happens there, but that doesn’t involve me sitting in there like a quiet little lady by my fucking self as fucking Jason goes and plays cowboy biker or whatever the fuck he’s planning to do in that Whiskey Place nightmare.

I look back at Jason’s face. He looks serious. Fuck, he looks shit-scared.

Maybe he has a point.

“Just what kinda barroom dealings are you planning on up in there that are manly and important that I need to hide out in that death-mobile?”

I watch for Jason to start getting angry, because that could be kinda fucking hot. Fuck, it would definitely be hot.

If he wants for me to start up that blowjob again at some point soon, he has to give me a little bit of fire.

I mean, gunplay is one thing, but I don’t like that dumbly violent crap. I like to watch a man’s face turn into passionate anger in the intimacy of a sketchy biker bar parking lot.

But no, still just fear. The motherfucker’s still just shit-scared. Maybe of the situation, maybe for me and my safety, or maybe of just how I can mess it up somehow.

I don’t mess shit up as a rule. But nobody’s perfect, and rules have exceptions.

“Fear can be good,” I purr, tryin’ to throw in a bit of menace to maybe inspire the blood to start flowing to Jason’s nether regions.

“More weird shit. What the fuck are you talking about?”

I nod back toward the car.

“I see you’re scared. And fuck, that makes me a little scared. And, I’ll say it, a lot turned on. Two things you want: the rest of that blowjob, and for me to wait in hiding in the car. The least you could do is step with me back there for a few.”

I can see Jason seriously considering the possibilities. I’d like to think I can see his cock expanding through his jeans as well.

Jason nods a bit too slowly, if I do fucking say so myself. And I realize that in spite of how we fell so easily back into each other’s arms, I don’t know for sure who he really is anymore.

But if I know him at all, he’ll never pass up a chance for a blowjob.

“So,” I ask him, “is that a yes?”






Kat

 

The walk back to that motherfucking car is only a few feet, but it feels like it takes a goddamn eternity to get there. The pavement is rough, like this shitty little place needs some serious fuckin’ care.

I get to the car and pull up at the handle. I scoff. “It’s locked still, asshole.”

“Hang on. Jesus Christ, you have no patience, Kat,” Jason remarks.

“Well, excuse me, fucker. What the hell was I supposed to do if you didn’t come back with me then?” I love testing this guy. Fuck, I just love this guy.

I like watching that little vein on the top of his head start pulsing. That’s how I know I’m really pissing him off. And when he’s hot, the sex is phenomenal. Nothing’s changed.

“You’re pushin’ it, Kat.”

I giggle. After fuckin’ around and getting the keys in the door, Jason gets into the driver’s seat. He reaches his arm over and lifts the lock on the passenger side, and I crawl into the car.

I see Jason all panicked again when I look over at his face. “What the fuck are you so hung up about?” I demand.

“Nothin’, alright? Stop worryin’ about me. Get the fuck to work, baby,” Jason commands.

I sit up on my knees in the seat, facing Jason. My butt cheeks peek out from underneath my tight leather skirt, and the heels of my boots are hard-pressed against the passenger side door.

I reach my hand over and grab at his pants, feeling his hard cock in my grasp. A man so well-endowed just drives me insane. I smile, bite my lip, and shake my hips in excitement.

I move my hand up and unbuckle his belt and unfasten the button to his light-blue jeans. I unzip his pants slowly and carefully.

“Hurry up, Kat. You’re gonna give a guy some blue balls!”

This man knows just how to get me going. I stick my hand into his boxer briefs, grab his cock, and pull it out of his pants.

I stare at it, marveling at its massive girth and length. Fuck. Let me have some of that.

I open my mouth wide, take the whole fuckin’ thing into my mouth, and let it slide down my throat. Jason grips my hair tight and gasps. “Holy fuck, Kat,” he exclaims.

I giggle with him in my throat, sending vibrations against his cock, and I feel him twinge in my throat.

I start bobbing my head up and down on him. As I suck his huge cock, I take my hand and cup his balls and start massaging them some.

I love handling his cock. It’s just what I need after the fuckin’ day we had.

Jason takes a deep breath in. As he inhales, his hips flex up and his cock pushes farther into my mouth than I’m ready for, and I choke on it. I gag a couple of times and feel his cock pulsing as it rests against my tongue.

I take my hand that’s been on his balls and wrap my fingers around the base of his cock and start stroking him, the edge of my lips meeting where my hand ends. I twist my fist up and down his cock and rotate my head in the same direction.

That shit makes me feel like a porn star.

As I’m bobbing and stroking on Jason, his precum hits my tongue. It’s really ShowTime now. I take my tits out of my low hanging blouse and pull my mouth off his cock.

I push my boobs together and lower them against Jason’s cock.

“Oh fuck,” he shouts. He’s always loved tit fucking, and today is going to be no exception. I thrust my chest up and down against his cock, and I put my face into position so I can keep sucking at the head of his cock.

As I force my tits up and down his cock, I swirl my tongue all around the head of it and play with his frenulum. He shudders underneath me. His hand is gripping my hair tight, and he’s guiding my head and my body.

I love when he’s forceful with me. My cunt is dripping, just dying to have that cock inside me.

I moan with his cock in my mouth, and he simultaneously starts moaning out loud. He pushes my head down on him hard, and his hips flex up and hold position while he shoots a massive load of cum toward the back of my throat.

I take some of it onto my tongue and lift my mouth off him, letting my tits get sprayed with the rest. His cum covering me is so hot. When the last of it lands on my nipples and starts dripping down, I take my hands and start rubbing his load onto my skin.

I even spit the cum out of my mouth and onto my chest, letting him get a sexy view of cum-laced drool fall down my chin and onto my big tits.

“Fuck, you’re gorgeous, Kat. How the hell did I end up here with you?”

There this fuckin’ guy goes again, being all sweet. Well, I guess it’s not bad all the time. As I roll my eyes at him, there’s a knock at Jason’s window.

A large man in a leather jacket is peering into the car, staring at me while I’m dripping with cum.

I do my best to cover my tits with my hands, but no one can mistake sex hair. Worried, I press my back against my window and fix my clothes. Jason reaches to his side and grabs his handgun.

He rolls down his window, just slightly enough to get sound out so he can talk to this fucker.

“What the fuck do you want?” he demands.

The man, with his own gun pulled up in our view, smiles and looks over at me and smiles. “Her.”






Bruce

 

I lick my lips. I can’t believe my fucking luck.

When I first see the car, a beat-up old thing, I’m tempted to call for backup. No lonely cop wants to come face-to-face with a bunch of scumbags doing a drug deal or some other dirty shit.

Something stops me, though.

I inch a little closer. In the dark shadows of the wall, even my extra-large frame stays hidden, and that’s saying something. Some of the guys who work with me can’t believe I made the cut.

Fuck the fitness, I tell them, it’s brains you need.

It’s dark, fucking dark, but with a half moon, I catch a glimpse of what looks like two people in the car.

My hand finds my gun.

How dangerous can two people be? What’s more, two people are hardly here to plan a heist.

I inch forward, comforted in the knowledge of my own protection in the black of the night.

My black leather jacket was a stroke of genius. It gives me added camouflage. When you weigh in at about two hundred and fifty pounds, you need all the help you can get. I stopped wearing the uniform when I hit the two-hundred-pound mark and someone said they no longer catered for my size.

Back then, I received a letter. I still recall it word for word. Lose weight or lose out.

But I have my own connections and ways. Whoever thought they could get rid of Bruce played with the wrong man.

Fucking dickheads, some of the boys.

It doesn’t take me long to work out what’s going on in the car.

This might become my lucky night.

God knows I deserve to be lucky. Women barely look at me, and when they do, it’s with that sort of sour lemon face. Think they’re so fucking superior. Fucking joke.

To make sure I get the best vantage point, I creep forward slowly, snail like. A loud crunch makes me flinch.

I stop dead in my tracks. My eyes are fixed at the car the whole time.

Shit.

Nothing happens.

My dick is getting agitated. It hasn’t seen action since the last time I paid a visit to Contessa Amore’s place. I pretended to be there on official business, nothing like throwing my weight around a little.

The girls there are mostly young and of some ethnic background. But I don’t give a fuck. A man has his needs, even a man of my size.

But from what I can see, this fucker in the car has caught himself a goddess.

I can see the back of her ass, and all I want to do is spank it with my large hand. My fat fingers want to find that pussy of hers.

If I want to make the most out of this gift sent from the universe, I need to make sure I plan this absolutely to perfection.

No need to strike too early.

I can already see the smirks from the other guys when I return to the station at the end of the graveyard shift. And I might share my story with them. Then again, I might not.

I’m so close now I can hear the dude moaning. And I can see the chick’s tits.

My dick is threatening to explode. I resist the temptation to use my fingers to help myself along.

No. Don’t spoil it, big guy.

This one is for you. In a little while, she’ll be all yours. And you can do with her what you want.

In my mind, I’m already playing the scene out of how I’m going to fuck this chick. She can pay for all the insults I’ve suffered at the hands of women like her. And the best part will be there ain’t anything she’ll be able to do.

As the guy looks like he’s about to cum, I’m finding it more and more difficult to concentrate on the plan. I have my hand on the gun already.

There’s no doubt I’ll need plenty of persuasion for this dickhead to give up his chick. And no doubt the chick will need some…persuasion to participate in what I’ve got planned for the two of us.

I play with the idea of simply kicking the guy out and driving off with her. We could go somewhere, somewhere more comfortable, somewhere with plenty of mirrors.

The idea of seeing myself with this fucking hot babe has a certain appeal to it. Wouldn’t it be awesome to see my flesh drown the delicate skin of this floozy?

All women who hook up with assholes like this one in the car are floozies as far as I’m concerned. Decent women wouldn’t hang around dark deserted parking lots in the dead of night fucking a guy.

Briefly, I think of my mother. My dick loses some of its hardness. What would my mother think of me now?

Who gives a fuck? An inner voice pipes up. She left you when you were six years old.

I turn my attention back to the car. Now is not the time to dwell on my mother, who ditched my father for some fucking asshole who took her away.

Maybe this chick in the car has a husband and kid somewhere at home. She probably told them some lies about a girls’ night out, when really she was here fucking herself stupid with another man.

Fucking bitch.

My cock is back to full attention and ready for action.

I watch with a little drool coming from my mouth as the chick grabs her tits. Any second now, I’ll make my move.

The timing is going to be everything. I don’t want them to drive off, and I don’t want to do it too soon. Although my dick is getting impatient, it wants some of the action.

“Easy, boy,” I purr, and I pull myself up to my full height.

And then I make my move.

It’s Bruce time.






Will

 

The term five-o, yeah, I fucking know it well. A lot of my, uh, colleagues...no, that term sounds wrong for who they are—who we are, who I am...no, associates—fuck, that’s fucking better. Associates.

Those motherfuckers think it’s from hip-hop that it originated there along with po-po and such...wait, where did po-po start?

I’m getting off track, and there’s a fucking five-o approaching the vehicle—a term those 5-0 motherfuckers use—and it’s not a vehicle that I fuckin’ know. But I digress, so I’m driving the speed limit like a decent fucking citizen down a road that I know is always quiet cause that’s the way I like it these days, and there’s one of those big five-o motherfuckers.

Damn, either I’m getting old—hell, I know I’m getting old—but either my age is showing its ugly fucking head or my past decisions are catching up with me. Either way, to finish what I was saying about that five-o term, I remember Hawaii 5-0, at least the reruns; I know where that shit comes from.

Anyway, I’m driving the old Continental, ‘cause what else would a motherfucker like me drive? I’m going as slow as I goddamn want to when I see one of those new-ass squad cars—the kind us honest fucking citizens have to foot the bill for, and with my past, I cannot not take notice of those fucking things wherever I see them.

And it’s fucking parked. Great.

But now, I see your stereotypical officer of the law just waddling away from his taxpayer-funded vehicle. Now, allow me to expand on what I mean by stereotypical in this particular fucking instance: this stereotype is the kind born in the heads of hacky-sacking college smoke hounds who think that cops do nothing but sit in donut shops all day.

This officer of the law likely visits his share of donut shops. But to be fair, in my world of endless white flour-based delicacies with the requisite cannoli—that’s plural, the singular is cannolo—and Italian cookies for dessert, a lot of my associates make this blue uniform-wearing dude look like Christian Bale in the fucking Machinist.

This poor guy is still bursting out of his blues, which, to be fair, were probably fitted a few dozen Boston creams ago. I slow down even more to watch him wobble to a car that looks too old and rundown for anyone to fucking care about.

At first, those 5-0 po-po mobiles gave me an instinctual pause. In my line of work, a job of any size can be grounded to a halt, along with your whole motherfucking life, by some nosy beat cop just looking to fill his fucking parking ticket quota.

The bit of pause, even in this law-abiding section of my life story, is now giving way to amusement with a bit of pity for the poor po-po...fuck, when would I ever feel that for a dude like this?

Anyway, I’m thinking that this lumbering officer of the law better hope that it’s some scared shitless high schooler with a learner’s permit or a sweet old Sunday-driver grandma who just happens to be out in the middle of the week getting fucking oranges or rolls or whatever.

Because if there’s any shit of any kind that’s about to go down, there can be no doubt that it’s gonna go down hard on the Stay Puft fucking Marshmallow officer. And when it goes down hard, it might not be too bad to have a front-row seat, maybe while enjoying one or two of those fresh zeppolas riding in the shotgun seat next to me.

Now, a motherfucker such as myself would generally be wise to avoid such situations, but as a current model citizen, one who enjoys a good fucking show, I don’t see the harm in maybe pulling over and putting the Continental in park.

As I do just that, I keep a close eye on Mr. 5-0. Some fucking cop. The dude doesn’t even notice me pulling over, or at least he’s pretending not to.

I’m on the other side of the road, and I can get a good look at his face.

Damn, that motherfucker looks excited. I could swear that he’s drooling, approaching the vehicle like some sort of determined law-enforcement zombie...or like there are a few boxes of chocolate-glazed donuts waiting for him in the backseat.

No, fuck it, I can’t judge the 5-0 man for that. He’s drooling, maybe literally, over whatever shit’s about to happen. I may be getting a little drooly myself now.

I’m glad I stopped and just happened to be making my way this way, because this has got to be good.

I turn off the loud-as-fuck ignition of the Continental—does that motherfucker really not notice?—and I lean over to roll down the window.

Sometimes these old-ass manual cars with no power fucking windows come in handy, but whatever that po-po dude is headed toward has him distracted good and proper.

I may as well just fucking get out and watch.

I undo my seatbelt, pull up the driver’s side lock, and step out of my own fucking vehicle. I take a quick glance at the glove box first.

You don’t think I go anywhere without my .38, do you? I know I’m crowing about being law-abiding and all that, but a motherfucker like me, with the life built around me, can’t be that fucking stupid.

It ain’t registered, not that that matters. I’m leaving it there for now.

The 5-0 man doesn’t register the Continental door slamming. He doesn’t see me peering over the top of the sedan like a prairie dog either.

Fuck, what’s that?

I hear the sound coming from the vehicle that the officer of the law is apprehending.

It sounds like...yeah, a chick laughing, and then moaning. Now there’s a guy moaning, too.

The cop doesn’t notice me, and the happy couple is yet to notice Mr. Officer staring at them.

The thing is, this particular officer of the law doesn’t look ready to cite these lovebirds for indecent exposure or some shit. He looks ready to fucking join in.

I don’t think I’ve ever used this word in my fucking life, but gross.

This is some weird shit. What the hell do I do now?






Kat

 

I want to get something out of the way, like, right off the bat. Before we get any further. Before you make any fucking judgments about what comes next (and comes next, and comes next).

I am not a slut.

Or, okay, well, I am, but hold your fucking opinions for a hot sec. I’m a slut in the way that all women deserve to be sluts—kinky, confident, in charge of my sexuality, and damn proud of it.

I know what I like. I know what I want. I know when I want it, and I know how to get it when I do.

So when the police officer taps his dirty little flashlight against the driver’s side window—just as Jason is getting to the good part—I utilize the full extent of my arguably slutty powers, and I crank the window down.

“Hunnf?” Jason says.

Generally, hunnf is not a word. At least, it’s not in the English language. You won’t find it in the Oxford dictionary. Maybe not even on that Urban Dictionary site.

But when Jason’s mouth is currently busy and buried beneath my dripping wet pussy with the driver’s seat leaned all the way back while I ride his face and my big, bare tits threaten to honk the horn on the steering wheel…

A bitch can translate.

He’s not really sure where I’m going with this, and hell. Maybe I’m not either.

“What seems to be the—oh! Fuck, baby, yessss. Right there! Mmm.” I lick my lips and stare up at my reflection in the officer’s shiny silver aviators. “Problem, Officer?”

He’s a big guy, the officer. His uniform, it doesn’t fit him right. But look—and remember, I’m maybe, maybe not really a slut—I’m just so horny right now, all I can think is how much better he would feel out of it.

I’d feel better too. That’s the thing about police officers, you know? When they’re out of uniform, we all feel more comfortable.

He can keep the handcuffs and the badge around, though. Maybe even the gun.

“Ma’am,” the officer says. There was a smile on his face when he came up to the window, but now his throat sounds dry. Totally parched, even.

“Thirsty, honey?” I ask. Not a slut. Just, y’know, improvising here. “Sounds like you need to…”

My eyes travel all the way down his uniform, over his dad-bod cop belly where it strains at the buttons of his shirt to a big tent in his slacks where something else is straining.

Fuck. He’s probably as big as Jason. Bigger even, maybe.

“Wet your whistle?” I suggest. Admitted, kind of like a slut might.

“Mmph,” Jason says. Maybe in protest. Maybe he’s into it.

His tongue is still flicking against my clit like it’s a pleasure button just begging to be pushed, so I’m willing to assume the latter.

“You’re…you’re offering…” the officer stutters. Slowly, very slowly, he’s piecing it together.

“We don’t want any trouble,” I reassure him.

He pulls down his aviators. He’s got pretty eyes—cornflower blue. They’re sweet, if not a little enraptured in disbelief.

They’re also making love to my tits right now, and who can even blame him?

“No trouble,” he says.

“Mmmmmph,” Jason moans.

I grind my cunt harder against Jason’s gorgeous mouth.

“Just a little fun,” I tell the officer.

He licks his lips.

He offers me a hand.

I take it and slide off Jason’s mouth. Just short of an orgasm, but I’m betting we can rectify that situation shortly.

“Hey,” Jason complains, sitting the seat up. “I was using that.”

I make sure to grind the that in question against Jason’s own rock-hard erection as the cop presses my hand against his own sizable piece of man meat.

“What’s the law in this state about concealed weapons?” I giggle, squeezing the cop’s hard-on.

The cop smiles. He’s got a good smile. No, he’s not a hot piece of ass like Jason is, but he’s tall, broad shoulders, probably kind of a perv, but y’know. Sometimes, you take what you can get.

“We’re in favor of them,” says the cop.

I hop out of the car and bend over to show him exactly where I’d like him to conceal his weapon.

“Kat, you dirty fucking slut.” Jason laughs.

I have just enough time to open my mouth in protest before Jason sticks his cock in it.

You know what? Fucking redacted. Hello, my name is Kat, and I’m a slut.

Hello, Kat.

That’s right, baby.

I hear the cop relieve himself of his belt and lower his zipper. His cock presses against my soaking wet slit, slick with my honey and Jason’s saliva, as I gag on Jason’s huge throbbing dick.

Honestly? Full slut admission here? Choking on cock just makes me wetter.

I take Jason down my throat all the way. My lips touch down on his big gorgeous balls just as the cop hilts himself in my cunt. Generally, I’m kind of a sore loser. By the end of this, I’m going to be a sore winner, too.

The cop’s rod is so long and thick, my pussy can barely accommodate him, but I believe in myself.

As he reaches around to stroke my clit, it does a greedy little victory dance.

Of the three of us, I didn’t figure Jason would finish first. But when he does, oh my god, he comes so beautifully. His cock throbs against my tongue once, twice, and then he’s pumping my mouth so full of cum that I have to suck and slurp even harder to keep from wasting any of it.

I come next. The combined ministrations of the cop’s fingers at my clit, his cock balls-deep in my pussy, and Jason’s cum in my mouth sends me over the edge. Full-body orgasm.

My knees knock together. I drool Jason’s cum back onto his cock and scramble to lick at all up.

“Aw, fuck,” the cop moans from behind me. “Oh, god—you’re so fucking hot, honey! You’re so tight! I’m gonna…I’m gonna—”

Whatever he was gonna do, we can always assume, but we’ll never really know. Because just as I’m pretty sure I’m about to be filled up with cum in both ends at once, I hear a hard THUNK! Sound off from behind me.

Then I feel the cop’s body slump to the ground, leaving my pussy aching, gaping, and throbbing in his absence.

Standing over the cop’s unconscious form is one of the most gorgeous men I’ve ever seen, the grip of a pistol still wielded in his hand from where he’s knocked the cop out of it.

“I’m Will,” the gorgeous man says, surveying the scene. “I, uh…thought you folks looked like you needed help.” As his eyes widen, taking it all in, realization dawns on him. “I see now that, uh…might not exactly be the case.”

“Huh,” Jason says, a little dumbfounded.

“Oh well.” I shrug. “It’s nice to meet you, Will. He’s got his handcuffs there on his belt—this might be a good time to use them.”

Obligingly, Will stoops and cuffs the cop’s hands behind his back while I reach across the seat and gather my clothes.

“You got someplace safe we can go?” I ask him, shimmying into my shorts.

“Ah, yeah,” Jason says, zipping up his jeans. “This, uh…well, you can see how this looks.”

Will nods. “I live just up the way. Let me hop in my car and you can, uh, follow me.”

“What about him?” Jason asks, nodding to the cop.

I bite my lip as my gaze lands on the cop’s still-hard man meat, hanging there out of his pants. He wasn’t a bad fuck by any means, but who knows what would have happened if I hadn’t been so willing, y’know?

“We’ll flip his hazards on and we can just…leave him here, I guess,” I say with a shrug. “When he comes to, it will probably all just feel like a really crazy dream.”






Will

 

Her tanned, toned legs get my attention first.

I imagine them around my waist as I fuck her against this car, but first thing’s first.

Then I run my eyes over her body, taking in every curve until I see her face. She’s the most gorgeous thing I’ve ever seen, an angel. And trust me, I’ve seen it all. From my mansion on the hill, I have the run of this town, only no one knows it.

I operate behind closed doors. You get more done that way.

I have a mind to swing her over my shoulder and make her never forget meeting me.

I saw her banging that dirty cop from afar, and now that I’m up close, I see she’s got another treat as well.

“What’s your name, honey?” I ask.

“Oh, um, hi. I’m Kat,” she says nervously, not able to tear her eyes away from mine.

“Who’s the guy?” I ask point-blank.

“I’m Jason.” He’s zipping up his pants and offering his hand in a sign of generosity.

What he doesn’t get is that I’m not generous, not with my women, anyway.

“There’s only room for one,” I say, pointing to the motorcycle I’m about to steal, because I’m not about to let the fuckwad go with Kat and me. “Lose the boyfriend.”

She looks willing to give him up easily, and I’m glad.

The cop’s still unconscious and handcuffed on the ground.

What she doesn’t get is that she doesn’t have a choice. I’m taking her with me whether she wants it or not.

I grab her by the waist and put her on the back of this Harley and crank it up—what idiot left his keys in the ignition?—just as she’s waving a tentative goodbye to her little boyfriend.

He’s got nothing on me. I’m a goddamn billionaire bad boy, and if there’s something I see that I want, I just take it.

Kat grips me hard by the waist as we ride off to my secret estate. The feel of her hands around me gets my cock hard even as the bike vibrates beneath us. Her vulnerability feels like pure anguish at me not being able to take advantage of her right here.

If I wanted to, I could take her away, off into the sunset or some such shit, but instead, I have other plans for her.

What my new beauty doesn’t quite understand is that she’s going to be mine now.

We ride for a while, and the cool breeze makes her squeeze my waist a little bit harder, maybe because she’s cold, or maybe because she’s scared.

It’s not every day a stranger comes along with a build like mine. I don’t think she’s seen a real man until this very moment.

I’m going to show her what she’s been missing.

The iron gates of my estate pull open, and we cruise in. I turn to see her awe-struck face and how she’s trying to take in all the beauty of my mansion even though the light of the moon dimly lights it.

“This is home,” I say, helping her off the bike.

She’s staring up at the facade of the manor, and I hope she realizes that she’s my virtual prisoner here.

It’s like Beauty and the goddamn Beast, only I’m no beast, unless you count 6’5 of pure, rock-solid muscle, a chiseled face, and a twelve-inch cock as beastly.

“Come in.” The door creaks open as I lead her inside.

Candles are lit, and they illuminate the wooden paneling and the old architectural detailing of the place. Black and deep red velvet curtains adorn the windows, and expensive art hangs on the walls.

It’s enough for her to understand that she’s somewhere new—a place where fantasies come true.

“What’ll you drink?” I ask her from the bar in the corner.

She looks at me with wide eyes, trying to understand where she is and how it all got to this point. There’s a sexual chemistry between us even now. It’s unavoidable, and we both feel it.

“Do you have Pinot Noir?”

“Sure.”

I get her drink, and then I pour myself a scotch.

“Want a tour of the place?”

“Um, yes, of course. It’s beautiful in here.”

I take her hand and lead her through the many rooms. I show her the marble-lined kitchen that has all the modern amenities—several guest rooms, the theater room, workout room, and then I lead her upstairs to the observatory.

Her eyes take it all in like she’s trying to memorize it.

“Wow, you can see all the way to the ocean from out here.”

“I know. Do you like it?”

“Like it? I love it.”

Her eyes dazzle in the moonlight as she sips her wine. “You know, I’ve never been in a place like this.”

I pull her to my side where she can hug my torso. I set her drink down on the wall of the balcony. And then, under the light of a million stars, I kiss her.

I kiss her passionately like I own her already. All I need is a little bit of a sign from her, and then I’ll take her away into oblivion.

“Tell me that you want this,” I breathe down her neck.

She doesn’t respond, and that infuriates me. I pull her chin up so that she has to meet my gaze.

“Tell me what I want to hear,” I practically growl.

She’s defiant, silent, but her eyes tell me everything I need to know. She has a look of yearning.

I kiss her again, slowly this time. She gives in.

I feel her body melt beneath my hands, my lips, my teeth. I’m ready to take this to the next level, and by the night’s end, I’ll have her begging for it.

Before I can kiss her again, though, we’re interrupted by the doorbell. I look over the edge of the balcony, and I see her little boyfriend has found my place. Cunning little bastard.

She tries to cry out to him from our position on the balcony, but I cup my hand over her mouth.

“Shhh, not a word, understand?”

She nods yes and then I see it again...that spark of attraction and desire she has for me.

This is gonna be an interesting night.






Kat

 

I’m in the house, and Jason is right outside, exactly where we need to be. Taking down this son of a bitch is going to be even more fun than fucking him. I can’t wait to drop this little girl act and get back to fucking Jason.

It’s been seven fucking years, after all, and we were thrown into this game the minute we set eyes on each other again.

Between dirty cops and playboys who think they’re gangsters, Jason and I have had a busy night.

The house is nice, and man, this one knows how to kiss. He probably has a kinky playroom all set up with all the expensive toys. Dilettante, I wish I could show him some real dominance.

I like making little boys with their expensive toys squirm with just some surgical tape and my voice.

But tonight, I’m the sub, damsel in distress, his captive. He has his hand over my mouth, so I open my eyes wide and feign terror mixed with attraction. The attraction is there; terror, not so much.

He takes his hand from my mouth and kisses me hard. I bend back away from the kiss, pretending to still need coercion. He’ll spill more secrets if he thinks he has control.

He was hard to find, this player in the shadows. He made our job hard. The dirt will be worth it, though. Trading in secrets is a lucrative business.

He bites my lower lip, and I let out a gasp. His hands are all over my body. I’m wet, already thinking about Jason breaking in downstairs while I keep the playboy busy.

I don’t want to come on too strong, so I put my hands on his ripped chest, almost pushing him away. He pulls me closer. Good, I have him just where I want him.

He kisses down my throat, shoving me against the short balcony wall. If I continue my “chase me” tactic, I’ll find out exactly how high this balcony is, and that will not be a good thing. I wrap my arms around his neck.

“Oh, we’re so high up,” I whisper. He lifts me up onto the balcony wall and shoves my legs apart. I’m getting a little nervous that I’m losing control of the situation, but I’m also really wet.

I may have underestimated this guy. He holds my waist with one hand while the other tears my shirt open, exposing my breasts to the cool night air. Then he slides a hand up my bare thigh and thrusts two fingers in my wet pussy.

“Such a long way to fall,” he whispers back.

I’m not faking the shiver up my spine, though if it’s from the heights or his thick talented fingers playing me like a fiddle, I’m not sure. I wrap my legs around him to keep a better grip, and I slip my hands from his neck, down to the zipper of his pants.

“Tell me what I want to hear,” he growls again.

“I want it,” I say in my best damsel voice. And I do, I really do want it. I can feel his raging cock under his tight jeans, and it’s a monster. I want to feel it fill me up, and I want to feel him come before Jason and I make away with all his secrets.

He growls, and I free his cock from those tight jeans. I feel the sticky precum on my lips before that monster is inside me. Just what I imagined.

I throw my head back in ecstasy and realize that is not a great idea three stories up. He pulls me closer to him, and I wrap my legs tighter. He lifts me up and spins us around, slamming me into the side of the building and fucking me hard up against the wall.

In the back of my mind, I’m timing Jason. He should be in the house, and I’m sure he’s found Will’s office by now. I’ll give him fifteen more minutes to download what he needs, then it will be time to head out.

Fifteen more minutes, plenty of time to enjoy my part of the job.

Will’s lips are at my throat, and I feel his rough leather jacket scraping my bare breasts. He slams his throbbing cock into me again and again. I grind my hips against him, feeling his pubic bone rub my clit.

His hands are soft and cold. They send delightful shivers through my body.

I let myself really enjoy this. I run my hands across his rippling chest and bite his collar bone. This makes him growl again, and he thrusts even harder into me. I’m starting to lose my focus, but that’s okay.

I let wave after wave of pleasure wash over me and allow myself to indulge for just a little while, finding the sheer edge of pleasure before I can take the plunge.

Time is almost up, my little playtoy. He does have enthusiasm. I might miss him.

I let go of the orgasm that’s been building. Sometimes I have to fake it, but not this time. I dive into the pleasure, and my pussy squeezing his cock is almost too much for my would-be Bluebeard.

My hips buck against the wall, knocking him back on his feet a bit.

“Please let me ride you,” I whisper. This is the part I needed to get to. He kneels and slides to the floor, still inside me. He’s so pretty in his rugged, I wanna be bad way.

I’m so tempted to keep him and make him a pet. Show him what true dominance is. But alas, that is not his fate.

I start slow, timid and shy. Back in character. I speed up and lean down to kiss him.

He grabs my breasts and pinches my stiff nipples. I might just get to come again. I do like this one.

I feel him building to a climax. His cock is throbbing in my cunt, and his breath is coming faster.

I lay one arm across his throat. He doesn’t even notice; he’s shifted one hand from my tit to my clit and is pinching and rubbing in time to my thrusting. I almost lose focus again as he drives me back to the peak.

Just as we’re both about to fall over the edge, I get a hold of myself and apply gentle pressure with my arm to his bare throat.

He explodes inside me just as I come again, my cunt grasping his spasming cock and pulling him deeper inside me. I feel his cum spilling out and down my leg, and his consciousness fades and he passes out from lack of oxygen.

I hear slow clapping behind me.

“I see you got what you needed,” says Jason, tossing me a black T-shirt dress. “So did I. Let’s get the fuck out of here.”






Jason

 

“What the fuck’s going on?” Will says, looking from me to Kat and then back again as he regains consciousness. I expected him to be out longer than that.

“Surprised, motherfucker?” I ask him, reaching inside my pocket and grabbing the pen drive. His eyes widen as he realizes what Kat and I have done.

“That’s right, Will,” Kat tells him, taking two steps back from him and putting on the dress I just handed her.

I watch her do it, the curves of her naked body making my cock twitch, and my heart tightens inside my chest as images of her and Will going at it crash into my mind. But it had to be done, no matter how much it fucking hurts me.

It had to fucking be done. And now we can move on from all this shit.

“No, no, no,” he stammers, grabbing his pants and getting inside them, his cock deflating faster than a slashed tire. “You can’t do that, you can’t—”

“Shut the fuck up, Will,” Kat hisses, and then she cocks her arm back and slaps him with the back of her hand. “You might think of yourself as a smart-ass playboy, but you’re just an excuse of a man,” she continues, coming up to my side and laying one hand on my shoulder. “And now we have everything.”

“Everything,” I repeat, closing my hand around the pen drive and putting it back in my pocket. “And now that we have everything, you’re about to become nothing.”

“If you do that—”

“Yeah, what happens next? The Feds come knocking at your door? Maybe something worse. Maybe someone will come up to you in some dark alley and put a bullet between your eyes. I know all that, Will, and to be honest…I don’t give a shit.”

With that, I close the distance between me and him and ram my fist into his face. He stumbles back, pressed against the railing of the balcony, and for half a second, I almost believe he’s going to tumble back and dive into an early death.

Not that I’d care.

“Let’s get out of here,” I tell Kat, grabbing her by the arm and dragging her across Will’s penthouse.

We’re close, and I can smell her sweet perfume. My cock’s trying to react to it, boiling blood making it harden up against the fabric of my pants, but I take a deep breath and try to remain in control. It’s not like I can fuck her right here and now—well, I could do it, but then I’d have to deal with Will, and I’m not in the mood for an execution tonight.

Although, to be honest, I’m aching to put a bullet in that fucker’s brain. I simply can’t accept the fact that he fucked Kat. I know it was necessary, part of the plan, but still…Kat’s mine, and only mine. No one has the right to lay one finger on her.

Shit, just thinking of this makes me want to go back and throw Will off the fucking balcony. Might be I come back later and do just that, but for now I have more important stuff to do. Like show Kat how a real man takes care of business. And by business, I mean…ah, fuck, I don’t need to explain what I mean, do I?

“What happens now?” Kat asks me as she reaches for my hand. I grab it as we head out of the apartment, and then we get inside of the elevator. My cock’s so hard now that I seriously don’t know if I can wait. Maybe I’ll just fuck her right now.

“Now…whatever we want to do, we can do,” I whisper, pushing her back against the wall and holding her arms over her head. She gasps slightly, her lips parting as if her mouth is waiting for mine.

Grinning, I lean into her and kiss her, pushing my tongue inside her mouth and closing my eyes as I allow the sweet flavor of her mouth to climb up to my brain.

“Is this because of Will?” she asks me then, escaping my kiss and looking straight into my eyes. There’s a mischievous glint there, one that means she’s up to no good. She’s teasing me, and she’s enjoying every fucking second of it.

“What is? Do you think I just want to fuck you because of what happened between you and Will?”

“Maybe,” she whispers back at me, a wicked grin dancing on her lips.

“Maybe you’re right then,” I growl, placing my hand on her neck while I grin back at her. “Might be I have to fuck those memories out of you.”

“That doesn’t sound so bad, you know,” she replies, her breathing growing heavier by the second.

My cock’s so hard right now that I’m half surprised it still hasn’t ripped a hole in my pants. Fuck, Kat always had this effect on me. I can’t be around her without wanting to fuck the living daylights out of her.

That’s love for you.

I’m about to pin her against the wall, hike up her dress, and start fucking her when the elevator doors slide to the side and into their partitions, their soft ding letting us know that we’ve arrived at the ground floor.

“Saved by the bell,” I whisper, taking my hand out of her neck and smiling. She pats down the front of her dress and walks out of the elevator, and then she looks back at me over her shoulders.

“Who said I want to be saved?”

Kat—what happened to my sweet, naive girl?






Will

 

No way am I going to let that motherfucker punch me in the fucking face and walk the fuck out with Kat.

I almost fall off the balcony. And that fucker just walks out.

That’s it. Something in me has finally fucking snapped, and I’m fucking done.

It’s going to be him. Or me.

I pull out my phone and look through my contacts. There’s only one person I call in situations like this.

“Grainger,” I say into the phone. “I need a pacification team to meet me on the roof.”

He tells me it’s going to take fifteen minutes.

There’s no sense in having a private security force if you’re not going to use it. I get out into the hallway, nursing my jaw, and wait for the elevator. I take it to the top floor and then climb the stairs that head to the roof.

There’s no way I’m going to let Jason get away.

I’m going to kill him.

That’s when the helicopter appears on the horizon. I raise my hands and wave in case the pilot is looking for me.

I watch as the small speck becomes larger and then finally as it approaches the building. I back away as the helicopter descends and five men jump out.

“Hand me the sniper rifle,” I command, and the lead man, dressed in a dark suit, reaches into the chopper and pulls out a wicked-looking gun. He hands it to me, and I feel its weight and heft.

It’s good. I can get a good fucking shot here. I nod.

“Let’s go,” I tell them. I get in the chopper and put on my headphones and mic and explain exactly what I want to do.

I want to swoop down into the city and take aim at Jason.

Then I want to shoot him in the leg so he can’t walk. Then I’m going to jump down and personally stab him in the throat in front of Kat.

Then I’m going to take Kat. And I’m going to fuck her.

And she’s going to enjoy it. Because the strongest of us will have won her.

See, I know women like Kat. All she cares is who the most alpha of the alpha males is. She’s the kind of woman that will fucking gravitate to power.

So it’s basically kill or fucking be killed with her.

The helicopter starts to ascend before banking left and descending again, going through the buildings. I can see people on the street turn their heads to look at us. It’s not every day that a helicopter flies so low to the ground.

Fuck it. I don’t care.

They think I’m a fucking effete fucking playboy? Well, let’s see what they think after I get done with this.

I line up my scope to my eye and take aim, searching for Jason.

I find him. He’s just fucking walking down the street with Kat.

I take aim as the helicopter descends. They haven’t seen me yet. They’re in their own little fucking world.

Wait till they realize that I’ve just invaded that world and I’m going to nuke it.

I pull the trigger.

The bullet tears through Jason’s leg, and I see him fall to the ground.






Kat

 

“Jason!”

The scream rips through my throat, raw and anguished.

No. Not this.

Not after everything we’ve done to get to this point. It’s like the end was finally in sight. And now that fucker Will is going to steal everything that’s ever mattered right out from under me.

Again.

I drop to my knees next to Jason, carefully checking the wound that’s gushing blood like a fucking fire hydrant.

Fuck. It’s the femoral artery.

“Jason, please,” I beg, my voice desperate as I shake him, trying to get him to hang on to the consciousness that I can see is fading fast. “Don’t leave me. Not again.”

He smiles faintly. “You’re the one who never showed up.”

It’s a joke. Yeah, a fucking poor attempt at one, but Jason never was one to take impending death seriously.

It still hits me like a fucking sucker-punch. He has to know, right? He knows I didn’t just leave him. Or rather, send him to our safe house alone, then never follow. He can’t just die now. Not when we finally have our chance we’ve waited seven fucking years for.

First things first, though.

I pull out my phone and dial 9-1-1.

But just as I’m about to hit send, I hear the beat of propellers behind me. I turn around and gasp.

No fucking way.

There’s fucking Will, hanging from the ladder of a helicopter like he’s fucking Jason Bourne or some shit.

Rage boils up inside of me. He won’t get away with this. I won’t let him.

He’s the one who caused all our problems to begin with, a fucking mole in Daddy’s organization. It was a long time before I sniffed out the truth.

He turned Daddy against Jason, and Jason’s been in fucking hiding for years. The knowledge of all that time we could have had risen to the surface, and fury like I’ve never known takes over my body, fueling me with adrenaline.

I hit the call button on the phone, then lean down to press a hard kiss to Jason’s lips.

“Hang in there, baby. Don’t give up on us now.” I wrap his fingers around my phone and push it toward his face before grabbing the gun from his belt and one from his body holster.

Then I have to hope for the best.

I stand and turn just as Will jumps the last few feet to the ground, a fucking sniper rifle trained on us.

Everything that matters hinges on the next few seconds. Heaven or hell. Life or death.

Jason or Will.

It’s going to be fucking Will.

I unleash years of pent-up rage as I unload both pistols at the same time, walking straight toward Will with my eyes glued to his evil grin.

It’s like time slows down, everything transpiring in a Matrix-like slow-motion feed.

I see the minute the first bullet hits Will, square in the chest. I mean, Daddy didn’t train his little girl to be anything less than a crack shot.

Then that twisted smirk is frozen in place as his beady eyes go wide with shock and I riddle his body with every last fucking bullet in both guns. It’s a gratifying sight, one I won’t soon forget. Or want to.

Finally, fucking finally, all of this is over.

Will falls to the ground in a lifeless heap as the chopper still hovers above us, its light shining down on us, illuminating the bloody scene like we’re performing for a fucking audience.

I stare up at the pilot. Is he one of Will’s goons that’s ready to kill me on the spot?

Just then, I hear the sound of sirens in the distance, and it sounds like fucking bells to my ringing ears.

I race back to Jason’s side to find him pale and shivering.

“Hang on just another minute, baby. It’s over. It’s fucking over.”

I drop to my knees and cradle his head in my hands. His lips are blue, his eyes dim.

No! He will make it through this.

My face is wet, and I realize I’m sobbing, my tears falling down my cheeks to Jason’s nearly lifeless body.

The sirens become a muted sound as everything in my world narrows down to a laser focus on Jason. I feel like I’m watching our future slip between my fingers. It wasn’t supposed to happen like this. We were supposed to get the files, clear Jason’s name, then live out the rest of our lives in a little cottage outside Tulum.

Jason’s eyes droop shut, and I find myself shaking him, begging him not to leave me.

Then I’m being pulled off him, and paramedics are loading him onto a gurney.

I hear mutters and curses and fragments of their words. The ones I do catch make my heart stop.

“Didn’t get here in time…”

Then everything goes black.






Jason

 

Riding off into the fucking sunset.

Right.

That shit’s only for the movies.

Because right now I’m in the back of an ambulance in the middle of the fucking night, and I don’t even have my girl beside me.

How the fuck did I not plan for this? I plan for fucking everything. Down to the last detail. I mean, all I had to do was send Kat one message—now or never—and everything happened just as it was supposed to.

Almost. I wasn’t supposed to get fucking shot and almost bleed out on the ground outside of fucking Will’s.

“Where is she?” I demand, fighting against the restraints the paramedics had to use on me.

Said I had to keep still. It was for my own good. Fuck that.

I need my girl. That’s the only thing that will make this better.

“She’s following behind us. Bruce has her in his patrol car.”

Who the fuck is Bruce?

Wait, how did they…?

The question must be written on my face because the acne-scarred guy checking my IV drip starts talking.

“We got a tip from some girl named Kristen. Said we might need to check out what was going down at that place tonight.”

Kristen? Kat’s Kristen?

I shake my head, grinning despite the fact that I feel like my whole fucking body is on fire right now. Are these motherfuckers holding out on the good stuff? Can’t they see I need more than some fucking Tylenol or whatever useless shit they’re pumping into my veins?

Kristen must have known all along. Kat was working with her. Hoping against hope that even after all this time I’d somehow make my plan work.

It took fucking long enough. Seven years is a long goddamn time to wait on someone. Yet she did. She came.

And despite all the insanity of the past twenty-four hours, we might actually make it through this.

They must decide it’s time for the good stuff because suddenly my body feels relaxed and I drift into blackness.

When I wake up I’m in a hospital room. The glaring lights make me blink, temporarily blinded. But when my eyesight adjusts, I feel like I’ve died and gone to heaven, even though for a guy like me, that’s a fucking lot to hope for.

But she’s like a fucking angel standing there beside my bed, her soft hands gripping mine.

“Kat.”

She smiles, that fucking gorgeous smile that’s the only thing that got me through the past seven years of living off the grid, hoping my day would come.

It finally has.

“God, Jason,” she says, a smirk on her face. “You really know how to sweep a girl off her feet.”

I manage a small chuckle. “Don’t you know that by now, baby?”

Then she’s serious again, leaning down close, her eyes penetrating my very soul.

“I love you, Jason. You have to know, all of this was part of the plan. Everything that happened.”

I stop her with one hard stare. “It was my fucking plan, Kat. Don’t you think I know that?”

I still can’t believe it worked. Well, I think it did.

“What about the pen drive? Do you have it?” I add quickly.

She nods her head. “I grabbed it right after I killed Will.”

“You killed him?” I can’t keep the shock out of my voice.

She nods. Looks like little Kat has grown up a bit after all. I mean, yeah, she grew up around this shit, but her father shielded her from it. For the most part.

He didn’t manage to shield her from me.

Then her words finally sink in.

“Say that again.”

She frowns. “I killed Will?”

“Before that.”

She smiles slowly, looking fucking perfect. Then after drawing it out for what feels like fucking ever, she finally tells me what I want to hear.

“I love you.”

“Fuck, Kat, do you know how long I’ve waited for this?”

“Seven years?” she says with a smirk.

“I love you too, baby. I fucking love you so fucking much.”

“Then why don’t you fucking show me?” Now her eyes are glinting with mischief. “Or don’t you think the nurses would approve?”

Fuck that. I don’t care what strict orders I’ve been giving. Will is fucking dead, I’ve got my life back, and I have Kat here beside me.

You better believe I’m about to fuck her brains out.

I don’t even have to tell her. She just climbs right on top of me, careful of my bandaged leg. And for once I’m not totally despising the fucking hospital gown I woke up in. Because it sure as fuck makes fucking my girl a lot more convenient.

Kat sinks down onto my already rock-hard cock in one smooth motion, and fuck, she’s so fucking wet and so fucking tight that it takes everything I have not to fill her up with my cum right the fuck now, to claim her as mine once and for all.

She starts out slowly, rolling her hips as she rides my cock, doing all the work, and I find yet one more benefit to being stuck in a hospital bed. Who fucking knew?

But then I can’t wait any longer. I grip her hips, digging my fingers in hard enough to bruise, and the moan she lets out shows me just how much she likes it.

We fuck hard and fast, and before I know it, she’s coming hard, all over my cock, clenching and gripping and convulsing around me while she cries out in ecstasy.

“That’s right, baby. Tell me I’m the only one.”

“Always, Jason,” she pants as I continue to drive into her through what feels like a never-ending orgasm. “It’s always been you. I love you.”

“I fucking love you, too,” I growl again. Then I unload my cum into her sweet pussy, feeling more at ease than I’ve felt in a long damn time.

I’ve got my girl, my name is about to be cleared, and we have our whole lives ahead of us. Finally, there’s nothing stopping us from being together.

Nothing could be better.
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Braden

 

My name is Braden Masterson and I'm a fucking legend.

As the head of an elite underground racing circuit in the most exciting city in the world, I’m the man that everyone wants to know, and the man that very few do.

Basically, I'm the most exclusive man in town and I like to keep my life and my affairs private. I'm the VIP that you just can't get access to.

I make it happen. I'm where the excitement begins and I'm the fucking life of every party. If you don't know me, you've likely heard whispers of me, tales of the legend.

I can’t keep a low profile, though, because of the operation I run. High-profile underground racing is no easy feat to accomplish unless you have power. In this industry, money is power. Lucky for me, I have more fucking money than I know what to do with.

The cops themselves shut down the streets of Manhattan just to make my dreams possible. Of course, it means I offer sizable donations to fund their retirement accounts but it's a small price to pay for the freedom of going fast.

Fast is how we roll. We’re collectively known as The Billionaires Club. The authorities allow it because we have so much damn money and all of us have one-of-a-kind, custom-made, souped-up race cars.

Hell, some of the cops even attend our races. It's an honor to be invited and it's such an underground scene that it's got that whole element of intrigue that attracts people. The cops close down certain roads within the city for construction—then the fun begins.

I'm part of the club, but most people consider me to be the best of the best. There's a reason for that. I have an edge. I almost always win because I have access to some of the best engine technology in the industry. My cars have the most high-performing engines, ones I developed myself.

Is all of this boring you? Well, it doesn't bore me. You see, engine performance equals winning, which means raking in a metric fuck-ton of money. The tiniest details matter because every second gained or lost is equivalent to about $10 million.

Now that you understand the social status of this club, maybe you can appreciate the level I'm at.

All this power I have in my hands automatically makes me the hottest bachelor in the city. To some, I'm a ghost, a phantom that they've only heard about but can’t get their hands on. But to others who have the privilege of knowing me, I'm a fucking god. I have women lining the streets just to get one taste of my cock.

In fact, right now, one begging to wrap her lips around my cock and give me a blowjob. She's a leggy brunette with fake tits and fake lips. She looks like a goddamn blow up doll. She's also the hottest girl I've seen tonight and that's why she's here.

"Hey baby, it's time," I say as I lean against the hood of my latest creation, a beautiful race car that I've named Desire.

I don't know this girl's name, but I definitely know her type. She's wearing an expensive dress and everything about her screams high-maintenance. Not uncommon around our racing unit. 

She's probably been with a couple of billionaires already, maybe even tonight, and she gets off on the money and the power. Who wouldn't?

It’s obvious she really wants to please me, so she bends over the hood and starts sucking my cock really hard. She immediately starts to deep-throat it, and that's the kind of woman I like.

"That's it, baby, take it deeper," I say.

My tone drips with seduction. All I can think about is having her take in more and more of me.

She takes a pause so that she can use her hand to encircle my now slippery cock. Her strokes speed up as she works her way up and down my thick length. I'm not really in this for a hand job, though, so I try to force her head back down on my shaft.

But she's got other plans in mind. She bends down low and starts to tease and suck my balls. It's so fucking hot, and I can feel myself tensing up from the feeling of her lips around me.

Once I've had enough, I grab her head and force it onto my cock once again. I need those lips around me. She deep-throats me once again like it's her mission in life to please. 

The entire length is stuffed down her throat and she can't get enough. She's moaning and crying, and I feel the vibrations all around my shaft. Her head bobs up and down, and I think this is fucking glorious.

I look up at the array of stars and think what a perfect fucking moment this is. I've got a girl sucking my cock as I lay down on the hood of my newly equipped race car under a vast, enormous sky. What more can a man ask for?

I'm one with nature and the race and everything beyond. But one thing I’m fucking sure of—I'm not one with is this girl. She's just one in a thousand that I've been with. Nothing about her tells me it's gonna last.

I'm weary of being with so many women that mean shit to me. But that doesn't mean I'm not gonna seize the opportunity to have my cock sucked whenever I want.

I love the enthusiasm of this one. She simply can't get enough. And I don't blame her.

I fist my fingers in her hair and hold her head steady as I pump my hot cum down her throat. She sucks up every last drop and continues to suck me even after I'm done, drawing out my pleasure.

She pulls off my cock with a pop and says, "Braden, mmm, you taste so good. You want to go back to your place?"

Fuck no. If this girl thinks she's gonna see me outside of this moment, she's got another thing coming. She should know I don't stick around. It's my well-established reputation. Besides, I've got other things to do. I let her down as gently as possible.

"No honey, I gotta run. But hey, maybe I'll see you at the next race."

I leave her with at least a shred of hope. Besides, who says it won't happen again? If I need to get off quickly, I can always count on her. And I know she'll be at every race she's invited to, looking for me and hoping that I pay her one ounce of respect and attention.

She wipes the sticky cum from her lips, and I take my keys and get in the car, giving her the signal that it’s time for her to leave. 

She's not coming with me. I have a gala to attend. I rev my engine and leave her in a trail of dust to find her own ride home. I mean, fucking come on. Surely, she knows how these things work.

There’s a gala after every major race. It's going to be a hell of a party, one that only billionaires know how to throw.

I'm anxious to get there and away from this girl now I've had my fill. 

I take my car to the city streets where everything is legal. Back to fucking reality.

 






Jenna

 

This gala is awesome but I have to admit I'm a little bored. It's just the same old thing after every race. I’ve been to a lot of these, and frankly, it’s not that impressive anymore.

Yes, I'm in a prime position of power that a lot of people would love to be in. I'm the head of development for a racing company—make that an underground racing company. Obviously, I oversee much of the research that goes into creating the fastest cars in the world. 

I'm a storehouse of insanely valuable information, and most of these billionaire racers and the people that work under them would love to have me on their side.

What can I say? I'm a fucking genius. And I take pride in that. I think of myself as slightly above all these people, even though they have money to spare—more than I do. But I'm used to being smarter than everyone, and maybe that gives me a bit of an ego. So what if it does?

It takes a lot for something to spark my interest. I like to live a fast-paced lifestyle, and I guess that's why am attracted to racing. This underground club is just my scene. 

Technically, nobody in my life knows what I do. I haven't exactly filled my family in on the fact that I work for billionaires to race illegally down closed-off New York City streets. But hey, I don't have to explain myself to anybody.

I'm happy with my life and I'm more than happy with my job. There's only one thing I'm not happy with—my love life. Or lack thereof.

I guess you could say I have high standards. But I consider that to be a good thing. The downside is I'm always alone. Rarely does a man reach my level of sophistication.

There's only one man in town that does a thing for me. And I'm basically here to scope him out to see if he arrives. 

Braden fucking Masterson. 

He's the hottest guy in town and the hottest guy in the racing circuit. I've had my eye on him for a long time. But, I figure I'm one of many. He always has a different girl on his arm every...single...night.

He doesn't have to work for women and I don't blame him. He's a genius himself, developing cutting-edge technology that I'd love to get my hands on.

I've been attracted to this man since the first moment I saw him. I don't think he knows I exist, but that's okay. At least I can watch him at these galas that are otherwise super boring.

I get hit on by a lot of billionaire racers, but never him. I find it to be a compliment that men want to date me, but I never take them up on their offers because, to me, that would be a fucking huge conflict of interest. I’m nothing if not professional.

And then I see him. Braden saunters in looking sexy as hell. 

Now that he's here, there's a certain level of excitement permeating the air. He always brings this charisma to every party. He's an amazing storyteller and he just has this natural ability to charm a crowd and be the center of attention.

He’s so unlike me, and maybe that's why I've always been attracted to him. I like to stay on the outskirts of the party and to go relatively unnoticed. 

Don't get me wrong, I’m not some wallflower. I have a banging hot body that men can’t resist checking out. And tonight, I'm wearing a black velvet dress that hugs my curves in all the right ways.

My deep brown hair is so dark that it's almost black. It's long enough to hit the center my back. I always get compliments on my green eyes that are so dark they match the deep greens in a well-shaded forest. 

I know myself and I know my worth. I know I deserve the best, and for me that only amounts to one person. 

Braden. 

Sure, we've technically never met. Come to think of it, I'm like all the other women that can't stop staring at him. But my simple crush has turned into an obsession. He's on my mind...like, a lot. More than I’d like him to be.

I watch him now as he makes his way across the room. Everyone's congratulating him because he won tonight. 

I like him because he's fucking gorgeous, for one thing. He's a six-foot-five wall of pure muscle, icy blue eyes, and a rugged demeanor. And I've heard amazing things about him in bed. Trust me, women talk.

I move through the crowd and try to mingle while keeping steady eyes on Braden. His hair looks a little bit rumpled tonight like he's just rolled out of bed, and I realize with a sinking feeling that this means he must have been freshly fucked by some girl. 

Just the thought of this makes me sick to my stomach. I'm burning up with jealousy and I can’t help but wonder why. I have no attachment to this man. He doesn't even know I exist. But here I am, feeling jealous and envious that another woman probably sucked his cock. 

The very thought makes me enraged.

I'm talking to some billionaire's wife—I think her name is Sophia Hughes.

"So, the race tonight was pretty great, wasn't it?" I say casually, trying not to let on how angry I am.

"Jenna, to me they're all the same. At this point, they run all together in my mind. I just don't understand these men and their fast cars."

She's fixing her hair and looking around the room for famous faces to mingle with. 

I don't agree with her. For me, life in the fast lane is everything. It's the ultimate turn on to be part of the racing scene. That's why I do what I do, even though it's illegal.

Sometimes, it's hard to have small talk with these wives and girlfriends. They’re less about the racing and more about the men, or should I say the manhood of the men?

I meet an array of gold-diggers all the time, and I can spot one from a mile away. That's not what Sophia is. She's legitimately married to one of the guys. But she's not so into racing, and I just don't understand that. 

I don't know what I'd do without the rush of the revving engines and the smell of the fast cars as they tear through the streets. Without that, I wouldn't even be here. I care less for the glitz and glamour of this life than I do for the excitement that comes with racing.

I'm responsible for a lot of what goes on out there, technologically speaking, and it makes me feel good to know that what I'm doing makes a difference, even if it’s just in our own little underground world. 

This desire to be around cars probably comes from the fact that I grew up at and around a racetrack. My dad was always tinkering with cars and he took me to every local race that was hosted. 

That's where I got a lot of my knowledge and how I also learned how to be around men without throwing myself at their feet. I'm used to guy talk, and you can pretty much say I grew up as a tomboy. I'd rather be working on a car than anything.

But I'm also gorgeous. Most women don’t have this kind of confidence, but I've come to accept that fact about me and be proud of it. Fucking revel in it.

Growing up, that meant that my dad and brothers always had to protect me from men who would take things a little too far.

But now I've grown up, and I know how to protect myself. I'm practically a virgin because I have such high standards—practically. The only thing on my radar right now is Braden and his beautiful…cars, of course.

I watch him as he walks around the room. Women swoon and men are vying to talk to him. He's the best racer. And so, naturally, he's got everyone's attention. I try to ignore him and act disinterested as he comes closer to me. 

I want him, but I’m not like the other women. I can play it cool.

I continue mingling with Sophia, who's telling me who and what society people are here.

"That's Mrs. Armstrong; she comes from family money. And her husband, Henry, well, he's not much to look at, but I hear he's very good in bed."

She always knows the best gossip. I'm listening to her intently, even with my eyes following Braden, and finding the conversation rather humorous. I love that Sophia’s a socialite and she can tell me the dirt on everyone.

I listen to her for a while but soon notice that my champagne flute is empty. That’s not a good situation at this gala. I need alcohol to get through the night, especially with Braden never giving me a second glance. Not that I’d give him what he wants—if he wanted it, that is.

I excuse myself from Sophia, and I'm just about to head for the bar when someone appears in front of me with two flutes of champagne.

I look up, and I'm shocked to find his blue eyes staring back at me. It's Braden.

When did he come this way? I’ve had my gaze trained on him all night.

"Would you like a glass?" he offers.

My knees weaken a bit as this is the first time I’m meeting him. At least I'm in a gorgeous gala dress.

"Oh, I'd love a glass. Thank you."

“I'm Braden Masterson," he says. "I don't think I've had the privilege of meeting you."

Suddenly, I feel very intimidated standing before him and I don't know what that's about. Normally, I have the self-confidence of a goddamn supermodel, or at least a NASA scientist. But standing before Braden, I suddenly feel very insignificant, dwarfed by the shadow of his magnificent presence.

"I'm Jenna," I say, offering him my hand.

There's instant chemistry between us. I can feel it, like the air between us is crackling with an electric charge. There's some kind of connection, an awareness. 

Maybe it's just because I've had a crush on him for so damn long. Or does he feel it too? I can't be sure. But when we touch, I swear there are fireworks. 

He holds my hand a little too long and says, "Yes, Ms. Lockhart, I know exactly who you are."

 






Braden

 

I hold her hand a second too long because she's taken my fucking breath away. 

This ravishing woman is the only person in the racing league that I've ever felt slightly overwhelmed by. 

And looking now into her deep green eyes, I find that I am, for once, speechless. 

Jenna introduces herself to me like she thinks I've never fucking seen her before, or that I don't know who she is. Of course, I do. 

She's the most stunning woman on the racing scene. Everybody knows who she is. But she has my attention right now because she's not just some girl who’s just willing to be an accessory on the arm of a billionaire. 

No, this girl's got brains. And she's actually got some brawn. She knows how to work on cars and she knows how to make them go faster.

She actually works for one of my competitors and that makes me really fucking irritated. I'd do anything to have her come over to my side, but I know she has this thing about being professional. 

Her reputation precedes her. She doesn't date racers—or anybody in the business. She likes to keep that boundary strong between work and personal life.

My cock twitches as I think of her having a personal life that doesn’t include me. She's the only woman I've ever met that I can't stop thinking about. 

Maybe it's because I have to hunt for her, work for it; she’s not one to easily give it up. Or maybe there's something more there. Something I can’t quite put my finger on.

These are questions I plan on getting to the bottom of. I'm sick of watching Jenna from a distance. I want to get to know her up close and personal. And if I choose her, she'll be in for one hot ride.

"Jenna, do you really think a single person in this building doesn't know who you are?"

My question makes her blush. I almost don’t think she understand the scope of her work and the imprint she has on people.

"Not only are you gorgeous, but I know you work for my competitor and that you know how to make those cars go fast."

She looks at me like I just extended a challenge. Talking about my competitor, her boss, probably ignites a sense of loyalty or something in her.

"Well, Braden, I have to say that I know who you are too. You're one of the best in the business and our little underground club. I really admire your racing style and I know that you have a lot of new technology within your company that I haven't even heard of. That intrigues me."

Fuck, this woman has the smarts enough to talk to me about racing. Suddenly, the conversation’s not so blasé. She actually has an opinion about things and that turns me on even more. 

I want to be the one to make her give in, though. I want to be the one to help her break the pact she's apparently made to herself to keep things professional.

"Would you like to dance?" I ask her.

It's a fancy affair. This is obviously the work of an expensive party committee. It comes with the territory of being in The Billionaires Club. Anything less won’t do.

We know how to race, and we know how to party, but most of all, we know how to make money. That's the main drive behind everything. And we may play fucking hard, but we work just as hard, too.

Normally, these parties are events where I can find my latest conquest for the evening. I pick up a lot of women here and bring them back to my place—my penthouse. But they're out as fast as they come in. No one gets to stay the night. That's just how it is.

Jenna probably senses this about me. She's not just any woman. I don't think anything gets past her, and I don't think she'd be too keen on being a one-night stand for me.

This girl's got borders and she's got boundaries that I'm gonna have to work on taking down. Suddenly, Jenna’s the only thing on my mind...because she's so fucking unattainable.

I take her out to the dance floor and hold her slender body close. It’s crazy because there's this undeniable spark between us. I consider the thought that maybe she's what's been missing from my arms all along. But I don’t linger on that too long.

"So, do you have a boyfriend?" I ask, even if I can probably guess the answer.

"As a matter of fact, I don't. I was dating this guy, not in the racing field,” she adds pointedly, “for about two years but we broke up six months ago."

Good. That's fucking good to hear—for me. The thought of her with another man, especially in a long-term relationship, makes me feel strangely envious. I feel like I should've been that man. Jenna excites me and somehow lights up unfamiliar feelings in me.

"Oh, that's too bad," I say with a tone of obvious insincerity.

"Is it though? Is it too bad, Braden?" She seems to sense my sarcasm.

"No." I laugh, giving her my infamous cocky grin. "The fact that you're single is like music to my ears."

I hold her closer than is strictly necessary, and we dance for a couple songs. Some insane kind of sexual chemistry is brewing between us, reaching a boiling point. 

My cock is nice and hard under my pants, and I know she can feel it because I really am holding her that tight. She senses my arousal and I sense hers.

Her face is blushing a lovely shade of crimson and she can hardly meet my eyes. 

I hope we can take this thing home tonight, or at least a step further.

I lead her off the dance floor and ask her if she'd like another drink. At this point, I can tell that she's feeling a little lightheaded from all the champagne, but she's not drunk.

"Yes, I would love another drink, thank you."

Jenna's got so much fucking civility and class. It's like a whole other level. For some reason, I want to impress her. Normally, I don't care about what women think of me, but Jenna's different. I can already see that.

I take her hand and notice everyone is watching us. I don't know why we're the center of attention in this room full of high-rolling people, but whatever. I’m going with it. 

Maybe it's because Jenna is never seen with a man. Maybe it’s because it's me she’s with, and all eyes are usually on me. Whatever the cause of their reactions, I feel like a celebrity now that I'm with Jenna. I think they're drinking in her beauty just as much as I am.

We go to the bar and I order whatever she wants.

"I'll have a martini, dry, no olives."

"Make it two," I say.

Our martinis arrive, and we sit at the bar and laugh together over silly things. It's like we already share a collection of inside jokes. She knows what it's like to be on the inside of the industry, and therefore I can really open up and talk to her. It’s not the typical bullshit I’m used to spouting to a woman.

She knows everything about cars and she knows everything about technology. There's a lot to get to know about this woman.

She gives me a little shit about being her competitor. But I take everything she throws out and send it right back at her.

"It's too bad your cars aren't quite as fast as ours," she's saying. "You know, if you had the technology I'm working on, you'd be the king of the race for sure."

"Is that so?” I smirk. “Well, I think I'm working on some things that would surprise even you. But I'm gonna keep those cards close for now."

She laughs. 

"Okay, that's fine. But we'll see you on the streets. Only then can you see what my cars can do."

She and I are having so much fun, but the alcohol’s going to my head. We're on our second martini now, and I think it's time to take things up a notch.

"Come with me," I say as I take her hand and lead her away from the crowd of people.

We duck into a dark corner of the ballroom and I press her against the wall. I can’t wait another second to taste this woman.

I brace my hands on either side of the wall beside her, pinning her in, and slowly lower my head, teasing, testing.

She doesn’t move.

I smile. She wants this as much as I do.

So I give it to her. I lean in and brush my lips against hers, softly, slowly.

A small gasp escapes her lips and I feel it go straight to my cock. I need more of her. 

Suddenly, I can’t hold back. I kiss her with all the restrained passion that I’ve been keeping in check all night. It’s hot and hard, and I’m desperate for more.

It takes her breath away and she kisses me back. Sparks are flying, the likes of which I never knew existed. Is it because this is all still new? Or is it because something about Jenna is just really that damn special?

Whatever it is, I give in. I fucking give in. I give into her a thousand percent. As long as this woman is in my arms, pliant and willing, I don’t care about another fucking thing. Just making her mine.

 






Jenna

 

Oh my god. My crush of a lifetime is kissing me like I'm the only woman in the entire world.

Braden Masterson has me pressed up against the wall in an obscure corner off the main gala ballroom. I know it sounds like a teenage dream, but I'm loving every minute of it.  

Full, soft lips press against mine, hard and fast.

Sparks fly and it's everything I ever imagined. More. 

And I've been imagining this for years. Ever since I saw him at his first race, I've had a thing for Braden.

He's the hottest guy in the underground racing club and right now, he's got me pinned between his strong arms. I'm devouring his scent, his muscles, and everything in between. 

I can hardly believe that we've finally met after all this time, and that right now my fantasy is being brought to life. 

I never thought he'd give me the time of day, but from the feel of his massive cock that's pressing up against his pants and my leg, he's going to give me a lot more than even that. 

I'm obsessed, already addicted to his statuesque frame that has me pushed so far back against the wall the wooden accents are imprinting into the skin of my bare shoulders. 

I'm thirsty for this. Needy and desperate. The idea of his cock and how big it must be taunts me with torturous pleasure. I'm aching to go down on my knees and just start sucking, taking him in my mouth until he explodes, but there's no way I'm gonna move a muscle lest I end this glorious event.

Someone pinch me, I have to wake up. Yet at the same time, I never want to.

He's kissing me with vigor, like he's been wanting to do this for a while. Like he’s just as desperate for me as I am for him.

Before this night, I was unsure if we’d ever formally be acquainted, but now this? I’m becoming well acquainted with details of Braden Masterson that I only imagined. The gods have looked down on me and sent Cupid with his bow. I must be doing something right to deserve this pleasure. 

At the same time, unfamiliar fearful thoughts gather at the back of my mind, threatening to ruin this perfect moment. I’ve always been sure of myself and the effect I have on men…so why am I suddenly having doubts now?

Shit. Stay with it, Jenna. Don't let self-doubt ruin your moment. 

I can't help it. I may have successfully charmed my way into catching his attention, but he's always been a playboy. That's a fact. And tonight, I may be just what's on the menu. 

I've worked too hard on my own damn career, setting boundaries from all these men and staying the course. I can’t just let Braden ruin my reputation.

Should I back off? Should I push him away?

A part of me wants to hold back because I know who he is. I know he's a player and that he has a different woman on his arm every night. That's not for me. I don't want to be that girl.

At the same time, it's so hard not to give in to my fluttering heart and the embrace of his gentle hands as he holds my face.

This is one of those magical nights when everything just comes together. This is what happens when you've been thinking about someone for so long and then all of a sudden, it comes true.

I part my lips as if to say okay, and he uses this as an opportunity to slide his tongue against mine in a tender embrace. It's the most intimate and erotic thing I think I’ve ever felt. It feels like we’re connecting, like it should always have been this way, yet why did it take so long?

I swiftly met him, and he swiftly charmed me, and now here we are in a corner, making out like teenagers at a prom. My dreams are coming true, but I keep telling myself to hold back, to not get hurt.

I'm slightly aware that we might get caught any second by members of the gala passing through the hallway. 

At the same time, I just don't care. I want to give in to Braden. I want to give him everything he wants. This must be how he gets women so wrapped up in him.

He's got charm that’s deserving of his billionaire playboy status. 

His tongue slides across my teeth before he invades my mouth with stormy kisses.

Even with my high standards, I find myself falling for him. Braden has that effect on people, and I just want this moment so badly that I'm willing to throw all of my boundaries out the window.

He bites my bottom lip, and I taste the martini on his tongue. I smell his musky scent, a combination of cologne, the racetrack, and masculine energy all combined into one. He's intoxicating.

Tenderly, he laces his fingers through my hair and softly tugs my head back so that he can better access my mouth. His eyes are wild and ravenous. 

He starts feeling my tits through my dress, and warmth radiates from within me. As much as I hesitate, his mouth is insistent on consuming mine. It's the first brush with such dominant energy I've had in a while. The rush of it goes straight to my pussy that's becoming wetter by the moment.

I feel a nervous and shaky excitement at being a virtual prisoner within Braden's arms. He kisses me softly, and I open my eyes to see him looking straight into my soul. He's searching for something, though I don't know what.

"Do you want me to kiss you, Jenna?" he asks in a hard tone.

I don't know how to respond. I've never had a guy question me like this before. 

Should I be honest and just say yes? Or should I play coy and not give myself up to him so easily? It's a predicament that I'm sure all women feel when they're with him. Or do they all just submit so easily? 

I can't figure out what I should do. I feel anxious with his magnetic gaze upon me. I want this moment to last and that's why I don't know if I should answer honestly or not.

How can I keep Braden interested in me if I just give it all up right now? I guess this shows how I don't know very much about men.

"I'll ask you again: do you want me to kiss you, Jenna?" he demands, a little more intently now.

"I...I don't know."

"You don't know? You don't like the feel of my lips on yours?" 

He traces soft kisses down my neck, and his hot breath sends spirals and shivers down my spine. He slides his finger down my torso and gently massages the outside of my dress over my pussy that's quivering beneath his touch.

"Do you want me to touch you like this?" he asks, gazing at me with those steel-blue eyes.

"I don't know what to say." I might as well admit the truth.

Suddenly with him, my fantasy guy right here in front of me, I don't know how to react. 

I've been nurturing this secret crush on him for so long, yet now that it's happening, I don't know how to respond. It seems too good to be true. I want this moment to last forever, so it’s natural I’d want to avoid ruining it

"I need you to tell me that you want it," Braden says.

I realize that if I don't answer soon, he might break away and all my dreams will come crashing down to earth.

I answer him softly. 

"Yes, Braden. I want you to kiss me. I want you to touch me."

"There now, that wasn’t so hard, wasn't it?" he asks me as his eyes penetrate into mine.

It's as if I can hold no secrets from him. He seems to know the truth of my soul whether I want to reveal it or not. With that comes a certain sense of vulnerability that I'm not comfortable with. I want to hide. I want to turn my blushing cheeks away from him.

But he forces me to be honest. He's holding my head so that I have to stare into his eyes. He's got me caught between the trap of his muscular arms. I'm not going anywhere as long as he's in control. There's nowhere to hide.

And so, I do my best to stand tall and meet his gaze. Whatever he wants, he can have. If it's just for a night, then so be it. And if it's forever, well then, I might be fucked, because to ride this high of nervous excitement every day of my life might be too much. 

Braden is too much.

People are starting to mill about. I hear voices coming down the hallway. Braden grabs my hand and pulls me further into the darkened hallway, where we’re truly unnoticed. It's total secrecy back here and that's how I like it.

He kisses me tenderly and forces my legs apart with his large knee.  I'm trapped between the wall and him. What is this primal need to make sure that I can't escape? He looks cocky like a hunter who has his prey right where she can't escape. 

He pulls down the top of my dress to reveal my tits, and once he catches sight of them, all bets are off. The look in his eyes turns dark and dangerous. I wonder what I'm in for.

He pins my hands above my head and starts sucking and twisting and biting my rosy tips.

I arch my back against the wall, hoping to feel more of his mouth on my now aching, almost painfully erect nipples. 

A hot rush of warmth spreads from my tits down to my pussy. I'm so wet that if he slides even one finger inside of me, he'll know just how badly I want this, even without me saying a word. My body will betray me. There's no playing coy.

"Have you wanted me, Jenna? Have you wanted me for a long time?" he asks, teasing my emotions.

"Maybe," I breathe.

I don't know how to answer his very straight-forward questions. 

What am I supposed to tell him? Yes, Braden, I've been lusting after you for years and I can't believe this moment is actually happening. Yes, Braden, I’ve been wanting you for so long, and now that this moment is happening, I'm afraid I can't contain it all and the nervous excitement is too much. 

I can't tell him any of that. Therefore, I don't know what to say.

Why is he trying to make me beg for it? Is that what he needs to feel satisfied? Is this what all the other women do for him? 

I start to close up and hold back at the thought of all the other women who've been in this same position, maybe even in this same dimly lit corner with him.

Don't get hurt, Jenna. Be smart. You’re better than that.

I try to close my legs, but his strong knee is between them. He senses my hesitation, and he seems more determined than ever to open me up. 

He sucks my nipple hard, and it turns me on so much that I’m finally able to give in to the moment without overthinking it. He kisses my lips, my aching nipples, my neck. He vacillates between all the sensitive points.

"Braden, we can't. The gala. What if someone comes back here?"

I try to argue, but all I get is more force from him.

He brings his hand up my dress between my legs. He rubs the outside of my thong, and the texture of the fabric combined with his hands is just everything.

I moan out, and he muffles the sound with his mouth as he fingers slide inside my pussy.

"Shh, baby, quiet down." 

His words do nothing to silence the climax that's exploding throughout my body. I've wanted this for so long. I've dreamed of this for so many nights. My muscles tighten around his hand. 

My body is shaking and all I can think is, I want more. So fucking much more.

But he slides his hand out, and then I watch as he sucks my juices off his fingers one by one. 

The sight of it has me ready to suck his cock, to be fucked right here in the hallway. I don't care as long as I feel him inside me right fucking now. 

With a wink and a sly smile, he abruptly turns and leaves me in a rumpled mess. 

I sink down to the floor and wonder what the fuck just happened?

Do I regret it? 

No. 

I just got a taste of Braden fucking Masterson at last. 

Did I get played? Maybe. 

I either just became one of the many on an ever-turning wheel of women that Braden's sampled. Or this meant something. 

I hope that it meant as much to him as it did to me, but I may never find out.






Braden

 

It's midnight in Manhattan.

The city never sleeps, but for us, it will.

We have the cops at our beck and call, and there's not many who can say that. 

Being a billionaire has its perks, including having the NYPD shut down traffic on a certain route for our exclusive race through the city.

This is what I live for, the fast life. When you have the world at your fingertips, when you can buy anything you want, then you have to raise the stakes in order to have fun.

This is my version of fun. I'm driving my latest car that's painted as pitch black as the night sky. 

She's gonna be fast and I'm gonna win tonight. How could I not, with my new afterburner mechanism that no one has seen before? The sheer thrust of it will take me into supersonic flight. It's like nothing you've ever seen in a car. Bugatti should be clamoring for my business.

I'm a genius for inventing this, as it's only been seen in jet engines before. My maximum velocity is gonna be at its height tonight, and everyone will be staring at me as I leave them in a trail of dust. 

Braden Masterson tears through the New York City streets again. I can see the headlines now. 

If this shit wasn't illegal, I'd be even more in the media than I already am for my genius.

But there's really just one person I'm after, one person I want to impress. I know she'll be here tonight because she's at all the races. The only problem is she works for my competitor.

Hopefully the shockwaves I cause tonight will catch Jenna's attention and she'll never look back—she'll never look away from me again.

I drive to the designated place and see the usual crowd of billionaires and high society socialites that like to be seen in our underground world.

It's the most exclusive club and it's hard to get an invite because it's so deliciously illegal. When you have this much money, it's not hard to have people clamoring for your attention, ready to appease every whim and vice.  

But quite frankly, I'm sick of that shit. I'm ready for someone to be real with me. I'm ready for someone to tell me when I'm wrong, which is rarely ever. But I still want it. I'm ready for something new.

I turn onto the abandoned street that's almost impossible to find in NYC. Rare as a goddamn unicorn. I park my car on the race line and that's when I see her.

Jenna's there with her own racer—my competition. She's wearing a tight leather bodysuit, leather pants, and a leather jacket. 

Fuck me. 

She looks like she’s made for this role. She looks like a fucking raven-haired supermodel playing the part of someone on the racing circuit.

The thing that’s different with Jenna, though, is she's actually smart. She knows everything there is to know about cars. And that's what makes her so desirable. The girl has brains, and I fully plan on capitalizing on that.

At the same time, she's my competition. She'll never see what I have in store for her tonight. 

This woman may think she's on top of the latest technology, but nothing compares with my new invention. The afterburner mechanism is brand-new and when she witnesses it in action, she's gonna be jealous. 

She’ll be clamoring to find out how I got it done. She and everybody else. They'll be after my technology, but that's a well-guarded secret.

I pull up in my black car that might as well be described as the fucking Batmobile. She sees me, and I see her. There's not a nod of recognition between us, but both of us know what happened the other night. We kissed, and I fingered her, she came, and it was fucking amazing. But then I left her dripping wet, wanting more of me.

That's how I left things and now there's a fire burning between us that neither of us can deny.

She's coaching her driver but staring at me the whole time. She can hardly tear her eyes away and that's how I fucking want it. She looks so fucking hot in that outfit, swathed in black. 

If I'm driving the Batmobile, then she's my goddamned Catwoman. That jet-black hair and piercing green eyes betray her as the jaguar that she is.

I know she has a thing against dating racers and that she probably brushed off the other night as nothing, a mistake. But it wasn't a mistake, at least not to me. 

I meant every moment of it. I know now how much she wants me, and I'm not gonna forget that so easily. I'm determined to have her, even more now because of her resistance. 

She's so set on not dating me? Fine. That makes me all the more determined to win her over. 

And I always win. 

The race is about to start, and Jenna pulls back to the side. She whispers one final note to her driver, and he nods and then stares at me in my hot car.

I rev my engine and get ready to play. In a second, the flag is down and we're off. 

I flash Jenna a cocky grin and wave as a prelude to what's about to come. My technology will blow her out of the water and I can't wait to see her reaction.

I peel out of my spot and am ahead of all the other drivers immediately. The crowd goes wild as they wonder what kind of action I'll bring to the race tonight.

For me, though, it's all about the rush. The thrill of being the fastest. The best. 

The combustion of my engine is achieved at the highest temperature and pressure imaginable for a car. I'm making history here. I could probably sell this technology and become a billionaire two times over. Fuck, maybe even a trillionaire.

But I'm not in it for the money. I'm in it for the race, the rush, the adrenaline that pumps through my blood as I own the streets of New York City just like I own the race course.

There's no one better than me, and that fact turns me on and makes me even more arrogant.

I could go way ahead of all the other drivers and I'm sure people would be scratching their heads wondering how I did it, again. 

But I like to fuck with them a little bit, so I pull back. I go a lot slower to give the other drivers the false notion that they stand a chance against me. It wouldn't be fun if I won the race so easily.

I decide to stay my course right in the middle of the pack, and I can tell that everyone's falling for my scheme. People are probably wondering what happened to Braden Masterson this week? He's not ahead, not on top like usual. Little do they know I'm just getting started.

The course carves a circle through the city streets. We go through alleyways and main roadways in one swoop.

The cops have it all laid out for us. Hell, they make up half the audience. They love watching these things but will never admit it.

I keep my distance a little bit at the back and as we sweep in past the starting point, where Jenna is, I see that she's watching for my car. We make brief eye contact as I speed past. 

Does she think I'm gonna lose? Does she even think that's possible?

This is the final lap, and I decide it's time. I press my pedal down and flip a switch to turn on my new mechanism. I speed up, giving my car more momentum than ever before. The acceleration is so intense that it requires all my finely honed abilities to take the sharp corners.

I fly past all the other cars just in time to make it over the finish line for my win.

Everyone saw it. The crowd is going wild. I know my new mechanism will be the buzz on everyone's lips tonight.

Braden's done it again, they'll say.

I like to win, and that’s another thing I love about racing. There’s something about besting other racers and basking in the admiration of the crowd. 

Right now, though, there's only one person I hope to impress—and that's Jenna. I hope she saw it all and that she's ready to come to my side in more ways than one.

I could give her my technology and so much more, if only she'll submit to me and let me dominate her however I want.

I climb out of the car, and the crowd is going wild. It's a private affair, but there are enough people here to make it worthwhile. 

People are patting me on the back, congratulating me on the good job. It's the same as always.

"How'd you do it, Braden?" one driver says to me.

"You know I never reveal my secrets," I say with a smirk.

They know me. I'm is private as ever. I only come out for this race because it's an underground affair.

I search the crowds for Jenna. I need to see her. One look at her face and I'll see by her reaction how she really feels about my jet-powered combustion.

There she is, standing at the fence by the water looking contemplative. She's ever one to stay out of the limelight. Jenna is her own person and she doesn't need accolades from strangers to make her feel better. She knows she's a genius and, yes, it's fucking hot.

Is she thinking about me? Is she thinking about my technology?

I'd give anything to know what goes on in that head of hers. She intrigues me so much and I'm more determined than ever to find out what's inside of Jenna’s brilliant mind.

I avoid the crowd, the people who are getting ready to party, and make my way straight toward her. She's looking out across the water. The moonlight shines on her hair, and all I can imagine is what it will feel like to run my hands through it and kiss her like she's mine.

And I know now without a doubt—I'm ready to make her mine for the night. 






Jenna

 

For once, the streets are quiet.

There's the distant buzz of city traffic, but mostly all is quiet and calm here near the water where the race is about to begin.

The billionaires have the cops tied around their finger so tightly, it's a wonder there are still any left to fight crime in the city.

If the police would put as much energy into stopping the bad guys as they do in shutting down the streets of NYC for this race, then we'd all be a lot better off.

I don't know why I’m criticizing them, though. I live for this scene. Racing through the streets of an otherwise busy city gives me a rush like none other. Even though it's not me in the driver's seat, it's my technology that makes these cars go fast. 

And when I'm not testing out my improvements, I'm happy to be on the side-lines witnessing my creation. It's a gift to be able to see my plans move forward into action.

As much as this race thrills me, there's always one person I'm trying to beat, and that's Braden. He's the winner nearly all the time, and that sheer fact annoys the fuck out of me. 

I'm better than him. My car should go faster. 

Half the time, I blame my driver. Half the time, I blame myself for not keeping up with Braden's secret technology. I wonder what he's gonna bring tonight?

This is uncommon territory for me, though. I've been at so many races, and yet none like this. I've never been here when there was a shred of hope that Braden would notice me.

Needless to say, most of the other people who have money and a monetary stake in this thing are wondering the same thing. And all the socialites are here, hoping they'll be the lucky one to score Braden for the night.

This is the kind of drama I need to separate myself from. I need to keep my head in the game and remember that I'm making money off of this, nothing more.

Any business in the world would hire me for my pure ingenious strategies when it comes to making cars go fast. But I'd rather be here. And that says a lot.

Braden Masterson drives up. My heart sinks a little as I remember what he did to me the other night. He left me hanging in the ballroom and I still don't know what to think about that. 

Am I just wanted as his little whore? Another person in a sea of women who have their eye on Braden? Or do I mean something more to him? 

It's dangerous territory to think you could ever be something real to Braden, and I don't plan on going there so easily.

He stares at me through the windshield of his car as he pulls up. For a moment, our eyes lock. There's an unspoken connection already. 

He and I both know what happened, but only he knows what it meant to him. And that's what I'm dying to find out.

I look away and tend to my driver. I'm making sure he knows the ins and outs of what I've done to this car to make it as fast as fucking possible.

The race is about to start, and Braden tosses me an arrogant smile and a wave as he peels out of his spot. Something about the way he did that is different from the last time. I can't put my finger on it, but I know something is different with his car.

I watch the race from my favorite position, on the side-line by the water. The cars jet past several times, and with every turn, I can tell that something is off about the propulsion of Braden's car. It doesn't sound normal.

Now I'm surer than ever that he's upgraded his technology. I start to take serious notes about the thrust timing versus that of the NOS and the flame injection. I have a gut feeling those aren’t just for show.

He could be way out at the beginning of the first part of the race, but then, as things progress, Braden keeps his distance in the middle of the pack. 

I know this is intentional. He's not fooling me. I know he has a secret plan for winning this race. There's something different about his car and he's gonna show it off at the end.

I scribble furious notes on my pad about what's going on so that I don't forget. I'm gonna get to the bottom of what Braden's done to his car.

With every pass, I get a little deeper handle on what his car's doing. And then at the very end of the race, he comes tearing around the corner and I see that his propulsion is definitely different. 

It's like a jet coming around. I don't know how he’s even able to take that sharp turn.

He screeches across the finish line and I'm not surprised in the least. 

Everyone else is shocked and they take it as a major turn of events. They saw him hanging back and they took that as evidence. He played them all. 

But, to me, it's so obvious. He had that race in the bag from the beginning. 

Braden wins, and I can only imagine how much cash comes into his pocket with that. People are congratulating him and they're getting ready to attend the usual gala, which is basically an upscale excuse for rich people to hobnob with each other and to congratulate themselves on running this town. 

I, however, am deep into my notebook. I can see by the light of the full moon what I've written down. To my surprise, my pad is just covered with the words thrust, ejection, hard and fast, over and over on the page. 

God, was that what was I thinking about?

Maybe Braden's car and his technology reflect his personality. All of these words describe him, and when I think of that, my stomach clenches in an aching kind of yearning for him.

I try to push those thoughts out of my mind and re-establish my resolve for staying away from him. It's not a good move to enmesh your personal and professional life.

I turn my head to the crowd and see him walking towards me. I quickly stuff my notebook into my purse and try to find my backbone, to fortify my resolve to say no to him.

He walks up to me ever so confidently. So fucking Braden. Has he ever had a day in his life where he questioned himself?

He strides over like he has a right to the roadway as he approaches me. 

"Hey," he says, his voice low and intense, and I melt from the mere sound of his voice.

So much for resolve. I'm putty.  

He pulls my chin up so I'm forced to meet his eyes. He comes tantalizingly close to kissing me. My mind goes blank. 

What was I thinking before this? 

No fucking clue.

The world dissolves into a blur. All I see is Braden, his crystal clear eyes peering into my soul.

I try to pull away. As much as I fantasize about this, I'm not ready. He's too intense. 

But my current reality is just me and him. Time stops, and I see only him. I want only him.  

I forget the world and that I'm among competing co-workers, including the racer that Braden just beat. My racer.

He's so close, I can smell the musk of his cologne. A pure, primal adrenaline rush rocket through me just from being around him. 

It's far more intense than even what goes down on this makeshift racetrack. It's more intense than the buzz of billionaires around me—the money, the parties, the glitz, and the glam. Braden adds up to so much more than all of it because he's deep and he's real.

I think he's gonna kiss me. I'm waiting for him to kiss me, seeing that he's already so close. But again, he taunts me. 

He pulls away enough to whisper. 

"Meet me at the restaurant called Bailey's in an hour."

I look into his blue eyes that are suddenly ocean deep and I nearly melt. 

But I collect myself enough to muster a reply. 

"I can't go. I don't have anywhere near enough time to get ready for a place that fancy."

That’s quite true. I'm dressed head to toe in my leather gear. I would look like an oddball at the upscale, members-only place he plans to take me.

"Don't worry about it," he says. "I'll have a limo sent to you with a fantastic dress inside."

Is he for real? Wow. He really is a control freak. Does he want to dress me now?

"Besides," he says, "I like the smell of the race on you."

He walks away, and I'm left in a kind of stunned daze. Where does my moral obligation go when I'm around him? Why can I keep it together for one goddamn second?  

I snap back to reality and see that my entire crew is staring at me. Gaping, really.

I know what must be going through their minds. They think I've sold out. They think I'm Braden's latest toy.

Well, he may have some kind of power over me that even I don't understand, but I certainly don't intend to be one of his many escorts. 

I attempt to cover up the interaction by telling my crew, "There's more to racing than what you guys see. He’s up to something. I'm gonna get to the bottom of whatever Braden's hiding in that car to make it go so fast."

They appear to take me at my word, even if they don't really believe it. They know I'm honest, and they know I don't mess around with racers. But at the same time, they know what they saw.

Fuck. I may have to cover this up big time.

Dating a racer, especially Braden, is not a good look for me in front my team.

But it won’t stop me from meeting him.

I sulk and contemplate what the fuck I’m doing as I wait for his limo.

 






Braden

 

The streets are getting slick with rain.

Thank God it didn't ruin the race. Though not even rain could upset my night. 

I’m confident my new and improved acceleration could handle even the slickest of streets.

I drive my jet-black car over to the restaurant. I'm still riding high on winning and from the new noticeable bump in my ever-increasing bank account. 

I'm in this club for the money, for the racing, for the rush, and now, for Jenna. 

Her face was what I saw when I crossed the finish line. She didn't seem surprised at all, and that proves that she knows I have something new. 

No one could quite understand how I slid into first, but with Jenna, it's all numbers and components. She carefully analyzes every race and determines how to increase her team's chance of success. Without a doubt, she did that tonight. 

I hope she enjoys the limo and the outfit I sent to her. She might as well get used to the fact that when I choose someone, I like to put my mark on every facet of her life. 

Being a perfectionist is what's gotten me so far in life. I'm not going to give that up now. 

Jenna is elusive. Not everything is obvious with her, and that intrigues me. She’s like a new challenge for me to take on, and I can’t get enough of her. 

At the same time, I'm set on getting figuring out her mystery. I'll tear down her walls, one brick at a time if necessary. 

I pull up to Bailey's, the ultra-exclusive restaurant where I told her to meet me. It's members-only, and I pay a hefty price just to be able to come here, out of the public eye.

The valet knows me, and I toss him my keys.

"Be very gentle with her tonight, Bobby," I say to him. "She's my money-maker."

He smiles at me happily. This kid's always so excited to drive my car, even if it’s just for a second. And he should be. It's a privilege that I grant to very few people. 

To get behind the wheel of one of my cars is an experience. Especially this new one.

I think I'll name her Midnight, like the color of Jenna's hair.

I walk into the restaurant through a side door. I never like to take the main entrance because it draws too much attention to me. 

I may be a public figure, but I like to keep my circle tight and keep personal things private. It's important when you're a businessman like me who’s into deviant racing behavior to not be too conspicuous.

I sit in my usual booth. It's large enough to accommodate several women, and some nights I need that. This is not, however, one of those nights. This information is not something I'll be revealing to Jenna. 

She's knows about my playboy reputation—shall we call it a thing of the past? I don’t know yet, but I do know it’s not a good thing to rub in her face.

The bartender brings me my usual, a Manhattan, named after the city I love. I relax and stretch my arms over the sides of the wide booth. 

I sip my drink and wait ever so patiently for Jenna to arrive. For a moment, I question if she's even gonna come. Everyone knows her morals are as high as fuck. But I plan to surmount that wall.

Just as I'm starting to lose hope and patience, she walks in. At fucking last. The dress I've deemed appropriate for her to wear looks perfect. It's black because I already know she likes that color, and it hugs her every curve so that I can better imagine her naked.

I think of how it would be to drag the silk fabric off her body with my teeth before thrusting my massive cock deep inside her throbbing pussy. The very idea of being inside Jenna excites me. My cock hardens against my pants just at the thought of it.

"You actually showed up," I say as I stand to greet her.

She playfully pushes me back down to the booth. 

"Take a load off, Braden. You probably need it after your win tonight."

I laugh at her brazenness and ask her to take a seat next to me.

Instead, to my utter delight, she sits across the table from me. She's got some strength, this one.

"What are you having?" I ask her.

"I'm having that." She points to my drink. "What is it? Manhattan?"

She knows her liquor like she knows her cars. Fuck. This woman is perfect.

"It is indeed. Shall I order you one?"

She's already waving the bartender over. She orders it herself. 

Jesus Christ, this woman is killing me.

I note with a little bit of envy that she flirts with the bartender a touch. Does she turn her charm on like that for everyone?

"So, did you like the race tonight?" I ask her.

"I did," she says with a half-smile. "You won again. Surprise, surprise."

I laugh at her sarcasm. She's clearly put off by the fact that my technology keeps beating hers.

"Yeah, well, I'm the best."

She seems to take note of my cocky tone, and I idly wonder if it bothers her. Maybe I should tone it down a little bit. I've never once thought to do that for a woman, but for Jenna, I’d do anything. At this point, I don't want to turn her off.

"Your car seemed to do pretty well," I say, trying to drive the attention away from myself.

"Yeah, we did good. I couldn't help but notice that something was different about your car, though."

I try to fight the smile. She's fucking onto me. I should've known that if one person knew what I was up to, it would be Jenna. And why is that so fucking hot? I wonder what kind of scrupulous notes she took tonight?

I divert. 

"She's basically the same car. Tonight, she did really well, though. So, what are your plans later?"

Jenna looks at me like she's not gonna let me off the hook for one second.

"Did you do something different to the propulsion?" she asks, not letting it go.

She's sharp as ever, but what does she expect me to say? I don't plan on revealing my secrets to her anytime soon. She's the competition, after all.

"You know, I might have amped it up a little bit. Did you notice? Anyway, are you going to that gala?"

I keep trying to change the subject, hoping she'll let it go.

"I noticed that the thrust timing was off. Can you explain that to me, Braden?"

This girl like it a goddamn dog with a bone. I'm not gonna tell her anything. She might as well let up.

"Hmm, Jenna, ever the observant spectator. Nothing gets past you, does it?" I attempt to flirt with her.

"Braden, I want you to be honest with me. I know you did something remarkable to your car and I want to know what it is," she says confidently as if she's sure she can get it out of me.

"Jenna, you're too beautiful to be asking me business questions like that. Don't you want to relax tonight?" I ask her honestly.

Her cheeks flush pink, and I know I've got her right where I want her. With just a little more divergence, I can point her mind in the direction I want it to be, which is on me—not my car.

"Be real with me here, Braden. I know you're not gonna divulge your new technology, but at least give me a hint as to the direction you're going with it," she presses.

"Jenna, if you want to know the technology, then you should come work for me. Of course, you'll have to sign a nondisclosure agreement. That's standard."

I actually would be thrilled if I could get her on my side. But something tells me she's out to win it, not to join sides with the enemy.

"A non-disclosure agreement. What do you have to hide, Braden?" she says pointedly.

"I require one of those for people to enter my personal life as well. Looks like you'll be signing one no matter what," I tell her.

She laughs in disbelief.

"Braden, you really think you're something special, don't you?"

I love the way she's flirting with me. Little does she know, I’ll have her signing an agreement with me soon enough, an agreement to be my submissive. Now that the idea’s taken hold, I’m determined to make it my reality.

"No, I don't think I'm special, but I know my technology," I say to her.

I watch the careful way she sips her drink and how it slowly helps her to relax. I watch her neck and think about how I'd like to bite it gently and trail kisses up to her ear where I’d whisper sweet nothings.  

And then my eyes make their way down to her perfect tits, which just the other night I had access to. When I was biting and sucking on her nipples. 

I'm dying to do it again, and suddenly this restaurant seems like a bad idea. I want to get her straight to my penthouse. And in my bed.

"You know, Braden, if you tell me some of your secrets, I might tell you mine," she says.

The sexual tension between us is fucking crazy, and I know she's alluding to her desire to be with me. Even though she's sworn off dating a racer, it's my sole intention to make sure that I'm the exception to her rule.

"You make it hard to say no to you, Jenna," I say.

The idea of giving up my secret technology seems like nothing if only I could have her under my control for the foreseeable future in return. As I'm getting to know Jenna, I'm becoming more enthralled and invested.

"Then don't say no," she says, her eyes teasing me.

She's gazing at me, and the tension between us ratchets up a notch. I'd want to draw this out a little longer, but I don't think I can wait another second. 

I will have Jenna tonight. Right fucking now.






Braden

 

Beads of condensation drip down her cocktail glass.  

She takes a sip and gazes at me steadily from across the table. We've each had a couple of drinks now, and I'd say things are starting to loosen up.

Jenna still seems hell-bent on finding out the secret of my technology, but I'm not gonna reveal one single thing to her until she gives up to me what I want.

"Don't you think all this shop talk is boring?" I ask her.

"It's never boring to me. Braden, don't you understand? I live for this stuff."

"Yeah, I know you do, Jenna. You're my main competition, after all."

“You think we're in competition?" she asks, and I'm not sure if she's referring to our professional or private lives.

"Of course, but it doesn't have to be that way. You could just give in to me, Jenna. Come over to my side and see how things are," I say to her provocatively.

The air is heated between us, and you could cut the tension with a knife. Our connection is palpable. My cock has been throbbing so hard against my pants for the last hour that I can hardly take it anymore.

I get up and beckon Jenna to follow me. I hold her hand behind my back and pull her through the lounge and back towards the powder room. 

I know the owners. They won't mind. I've never done it in here, but there's a first time for everything.

I've never been with a woman here that I couldn't wait to bed. The idea of making it all the way downtown to my penthouse is too much. I have to have Jenna here, tonight.

"No, Braden, we can't. It's a public place," she says, as though that will fucking faze me.

Doesn't she know me at all by now? I live to break the rules. I own the streets of New York City. Who else can say that?

"I'm a rule breaker, Jenna. You should come to understand that."

I pull her into the ladies’ powder room that has several plush seating benches available. It's a high-end club and this room reflects that.

There's an attendant inside and I tip her $500 to leave us alone. She takes the money without a word and locks the door behind her. Privacy at fucking last.

"Do you pay off everyone you meet?" Jenna says to me.

The question heats my blood. How dare she question me? I have this need, this desire to overshadow her. And it’s only getting stronger every time she resists me.

I've never met such a strong woman, and I plan to subjugate her to my every craving.

I motion for her to sit on the velvet bench, and to my surprise, she does so immediately. It's these small gestures that give away her stance. I know she wants me. I know she wants me just as badly as I thirst for her.

She's seated, and I immediately go to my knees, spread her legs, and push up her silky black dress, my head torturously close to her pussy.

Once there, I'm able to sense her wetness, and I know she's been playing coy this entire fucking time. I smile. She's been wanting me all night, just as much as I’ve been wanting her. And yet she's been trying to play it off like she's above me, high up on another fucking level with her morality.

Her panties are soaking wet just from our verbal foreplay. This gets me so wound tight, like a spring that’s ready to spring free. Just like my cock. I kiss up along her thighs and all over the moist laciness of the scrap of fabric that's covering her slit.

Even through her panties I can taste her juices. So sweet and salty. I caress her thighs lovingly before pulling her panties off with my teeth.

I slide my finger up and down her lips, teasing her thoroughly before I make contact with her clit.

I finger it before circling it with my tongue. I feel her body tighten beneath my hands, and she moans out in pleasure despite any misgivings she might have had earlier. 

I can tell she's trying to hold back, but her body just isn't listening to her. She'll be mine soon. I made her come the other night and I plan on doing it again.

I circle her clit with my tongue and then flick her pussy lips open.

I breathe hot air around her sensitive spot, trying to emulate the warmth that I know is rising within her.

Her fingers tangle in my hair and she's pulling hard. She lifts her legs onto my shoulders and squeezes my head like she's a goddamn wrestler, and a good one at that.

I take this all as a good sign. The fact that her body is starting to spasm is a very fucking good sign.

Just when I’m sure she's on the brink of her climax, I penetrate her with my fingers. I stimulate her G-spot and it takes just a couple seconds to make her come.

She stifles a moan and I know she's trying not to act too eager, but I can tell by the way her knees tighten around my head that she's absolutely aching for it.

Her body convulses a couple times and I know I've done it. I’ve brought her to total ecstasy and now I can begin the real work of finding mine.

"Fuck, Braden, that was so—"

"Intense," I finish the statement for her.

"Yes,” she breathes, “It was intense."

I rise up and stand in front of her so that she has access to my perfect, aching cock. 

I've been dying to do this all night—really, for as long as I've known who Jenna is. I want to see those sweet lips wrapped around my thick cock and I want her to pine for it. 

This is the moment of the big reveal. I'll know by how hard she sucks it exactly how much she wants me. She'll aim to please me, this I know. That's just the kind of girl Jenna is, high standards, always wanting to prove herself, even in bed. 

Her hungry eyes meet mine and I unzip my pants, more than ready for what happens next.






Braden

 

"Open wide."

She slides her ruby red lips over the length of my cock.

I suck in a deep breath. Finally, this is the moment I've been fucking waiting for. Ever since I first saw Jenna, I knew I wanted to be in exactly this position.

What's more awesome than seeing the most beautiful girl in the world on her knees before me? She's aching to fulfill every sliver of my desire. 

My deepest yearning comes to the surface, as all those years of wanting to fuck Jenna finally come true. 

She's fucking beautiful, an angel. And at least for this moment, she's all mine.

She starts out at a steady pace, licking and cupping my balls before working her way up to my massive shaft. She strokes the length of it with her tongue and circles me from every angle. 

I'm dying to find my release, to shoot hot, sticky jets of cum all over her. It's been too long, too many years of staring at her, wanting to dominate her, and it's all coming true.  

This is only the beginning with Jenna. She has no idea of the heights of bliss I'll take her to once she becomes mine. 

She makes her way to the tip of my cock where she concentrates on making sure I'm happy.

Towering over her small frame makes me feel empowered. I know she wants it too. She's been lusting for this. It's obvious by the way she's going to town on my cock.

Normally I'm a little more reserved, a bit more held back with women. But no one excites me like Jenna. I've been blown thousands of times in my life, but never like this. She's apparently very skilled in more ways than one. 

My cock is dripping with her saliva and the feel of it is so fucking good. I want to take her head and force her down on my shaft, making her swallow the full ten inches, but I let her take her time.

Her hands slide around the base of my shaft while she sucks the thick tip with desperate urgency. 

I sigh with pleasure. I can hardly take it anymore. I want to explode all over her face, down her throat, every fucking where.

Instead, I push the straps of her dress from her shoulders, and I can see that my touch sends shivers down her spine. That's an awesome power to have over someone, when she desires you so much that a single gentle touch nearly sends her into ecstasy. 

I have this power over Jenna now, no matter how much she tries to deny it. And with it comes a certain possessiveness. I want her to feel that way for me alone.

Her dress falls to the floor in a puddle around her knees, and I have a perfect view of her incredible tits. They're full and heavy and perky, begging to be touched. 

She's the most striking thing in the world, especially now that she's naked with her lips around my cock. She's not wearing a bra and she didn't even take the time to put on a garter belt. I fucking love it.

Once she's satisfied with the tip of my cock, she starts to get a little sloppy, making it extra wet.

She spits on my shaft, and then moves her hand up and down at a quick pace to the point that I'm having a hard time holding back. 

Usually, I'm the authority on self-control, but with Jenna, it's hard for even me. 

I don't want to come yet. I need to see Jenna deep-throating me before I'll let myself release.

Once she's got me good and wet, lubed up with her spit, she at last moves her hand and takes in my entire length.

The feel of her tongue sliding along my cock makes it throb uncontrollably. The feel of my cock hitting the back of her throat makes her choke. Her warm lips surrounding me is pure fucking bliss.

I've imagined Jenna doing me like this a thousand fucking times. I've been wanting her on her knees begging for it, in submission to me, and now it’s finally coming true. 

At last. 

Not even the thrill of racing compares to the effect she has on me right now. Life in the fast lane is better with Jenna by my side, and that's painfully obvious now as she slurps and sucks her way to my oblivion. It feels so fucking good, it’s worth every second of my patience. 

I see that now as I look down and see that beautiful head of hair bobbing back and forth, up and down.

She's not able to take my entire length down her throat, so I help her out a little bit. I make my fantasy a reality and pull her hair gently. I force her head so far down my cock until it slides ever deeper, inch by inch, down her throat.

She's choking on it and the sound of her gagging gets me off. You know why? Because she's also moaning, begging for it. Fucking loving it.

This girl wants to choke on my cock. It makes her so happy, I have no doubt.

I thrust into her and she takes it for a while. Then she moves her hand back up to the tip of my shaft to try to slow me down. I wish I had her pinned to the bed, handcuffed, or tied up so that she couldn't use her hands.

As it is, she's sucking and slurping up all the pre-cum she can.

Her deep green eyes look up at me, and it's a sight that nearly makes me come right the fuck now.

Normally, I'm not one to make eye contact during sex. Why would you want to be that intimate with someone who's gonna go home in the morning anyway? 

With Jenna, all of that is different. I feel something for her. I can't deny that. What, I don’t know, but it’s there.

So, when she looks up at me from her obedient position, I can't help but meet her with my own hardened gaze. My eyes tell her everything—that I'm the fucking one in fucking control. And her eyes tell me everything, too—that she won’t resist my power.

I'll have to tame Jenna into obeying me willingly, but that's part of the fun. She's a bit wild now, independent, and she'll always have that. But with me, she better be unresisting.

She licks and kisses her way up my shaft. I swear I hear her whimper.

My breathing is ragged as I near the finish line. She can tell because she moves faster, urging me on.

I tense, my balls tighten, and my cock hardens even more. Her cheeks are hollow as she tries to suck the fucking life out of me.

"That's it, baby, I'm gonna come," I say through clenched teeth.

Just as the warmth starts to spread throughout my body and spiral out of control, I pull out of Jenna's mouth and spray my cum all over her neck and chest.

What feels like gallons of cum pumps out of me. Years of desire for Jenna comes streaming out in thick, sticky ropes.

I look down at her face, and she's shimmering with the glisten of my essence. 

She does her best to lick up the sticky mess. 

But I’m not done. The view of my cum on her tits is just too much. I have to have more.

 






Jenna

 

For once, his ocean blue eyes are not so crystal-clear.

They're deep, the color of a stormy gray sky as he sprays his cum all over me.

I couldn't have asked for a better experience with Braden's cock than this. I've been imagining what it would be like for years, and now me and his cock have a personal relationship.

I gave him the best blowjob possible, and I can tell he was loving every minute of it. Though his impassioned eyes tell me that he's ready for more.

The fact that Braden can get hard again so fast doesn’t surprise me in the least. He's a man with many talents.

His cock is like an aphrodisiac that gets me horny for more. I'm incredibly fond of it already and we've only just met.

Now that I see how enormous it actually is, I'm even more enamored with Braden. You may call me lovesick, passionate, or tender for him, but I'm really just infatuated with his massive cock.

I know there's a man behind the shaft, but right now, I'm focused only on that shaft being inside of me.

He offers his hand to help me up. I step out of my dress and now I'm only wearing my heels. His cum is all over my body and it's a feeling I really fucking like. 

He hoists me up into his arms so that my legs are around his waist. Then he pushes my back against the wall.

His cock is just inches away from entering me, and I can hardly believe my luck. Here I’ve been daydreaming about Braden for some time, and now it's about to happen...in the powder room at some restaurant.

Going down on him was quite an experience and having him do it to me was also life-changing, but nothing will equate to the ultimate experience of having him inside of me.

I put my arms around his neck and look into his eyes. There's a storm brewing there for sure. I'm not sure what his angle is on me. I'm not sure why I'm even doing this. 

My brain simply can’t come up with rational reasons compelling enough to dissuade my body from pleasuring him and craving him. 

I want to give into Braden, to the fantasy, but it may not be safe. If I let this moment go, if he enters me, then my work landscape will forever be changed.

I don't want to be just another woman to Braden. I want to be the woman for Braden. But I internally warn myself that setting such high hopes may leave me with nothing but disappointment.

At the same time, with the way he’s clenching my ass with his large hands and the way he has me imprisoned within his arms, his cock so close to my pussy that I tremble, I know there's not a chance I'm gonna say no.

I push my reservations away and vow to forget them for this one single night. I deserve some happiness. I deserve him.

"Are you ready for this?" he asks me, his tone exuding sensuality and seriousness.

We both know what this means. Once this happens, everything will change, and there’s no going back. Am I ready for that? I don't know. But I'm definitely ready to change the status quo. 

I'm tired of dreaming of Braden. I want to experience him.

I nod my head yes and he's quick to push just the tip of his cock inside me.

I gasp. His girth is so enormous that even just the head of him is taking my breath away. I can only imagine how it will feel as he slides deeper inside me.

I clench my hands around his neck and dig my fingernails in. I try to prepare myself for what's about to come.

"You okay?" he asks.

I breathe in deeply. 

"Yes."

With my admission, he slides in another few inches. My pussy's trying to spread, trying to quickly adapt to the enormity of his cock.

I try to lift myself up against the wall so that the positioning is better. It's surprising how huge he is at first, how he stretches me, but also so amazingly good.

Then he thrusts into me roughly, and I take in as much of him as I can.

We're silent, unmoving. His massive cock is inside of me and he just lets it rest there for a moment while I adjust.

I stare into his eyes, though I want to avoid them. He seems to know everything about me with just one look.

I know he wants more and that I'm about to receive it. He slides out then back in, and then it's happening. With every thrust, my back is slammed roughly into the wall.

I try desperately to position myself better, to take him in easier but it's just not possible. He's too fucking big.

I should've known Braden had a cock to match his personality. It supplies all his confidence. He's cocky on the race track and in life, and now I know why. 

He enters me slowly at first, but it's a lot to take. I feel filled up in the best possible way, spread out beyond my limits.

He's trying to let me get used to how large he is, so he moves his thumb across my clit and circles it to stimulate me more. The feeling makes me get even wetter and his cock slides right inside.

He starts to fuck me harder while still fingering me and gazing into my eyes. Then he presses the most perfect kiss on my lips and I feel the orgasm rise from deep within.

My G-spot is throbbing, and my clit is aching. I’m desperate for my release. I'm gonna explode any second, I know it.

He pumps into me, and yet the rush of the crashing wave almost takes me over. 

He's kissing me thoroughly and with authority like he knows how crazy his domination makes me. The exquisite pain and pleasure bring me to the edge of the cliff. I hang there for a while.

And then I fall.

"I'm coming, Braden. Fuck," I whisper. 

I come around his cock, from within and from without, and I cry out into his mouth as sparks fly off behind my eyelids, my juices flowing from my clenching pussy to soak his cock.

He's pleased. It only took about a minute of him being inside of me for me to have one of the most earth-shattering orgasms of my life.

The world seems dim as all I can focus on is the feeling of Braden's cock still thrusting into me over and over again. He speeds up, and now that I've come, I’m so fucking wet, the sound of our bodies slapping together making everything even hotter.

Our lips are clenched together, neither of us wants to let up. He fucks me hard and he fucks me fast. My first orgasm rolls into another and then another. 

Braden Masterson is making me come multiple times. Who he is and what he represents all but disappears. I'm only cognizant of the feeling of his lips and the feeling of his cock filling me in.

He fucks me against the wall for a long time, both of us savoring the moment. And then, at last, he speeds up and fucks me so hard, it's almost as if I'm not there. It's all for him. 

He can't hold back any longer and I like the feeling of being his object. If that's wrong, I don't care. The sensation of Braden losing himself in me is right in my world. 

He comes inside of me hard and fast. The hot liquid sprays into me and it feels so good. I come again—though I can't be completely sure because this whole experience has been one crazy long orgasm.

I'm shredded by this man in the best possible way. I can already tell I'm addicted to sex like this because I’ve never had it this good. Sex with him is just on a different level, and I can’t get enough.

He lets me down gently, and I sit on the bench. At my side, Braden takes long breaths, just riding the wave before wrapping his arm around me.

We both know what we just experienced was something unique. What we have is intense and special and unparalleled. He's harsh and rugged and fucking perfect for me.

I just wonder what it is that I am to him.

 






Jenna

 

I yawn as I turn the key to lock my door. 

Being an overachiever has its merits, but being up at the crack of dawn isn't one of them. 

The early morning light streams in through the hall windows, between the skyscrapers from across my building.

I'm always up this early, eager to get to work and do what I do best. The thought of motors and technology, and the glamour of the fast life gets me going. My job's exciting, but it doesn’t make my mornings any less brutal.  

New York often feels shadowy because of the towering steel buildings that adorn every street. Lucky for me, I have somewhat of a view every time I leave my apartment. I can just barely see the shimmering sunrise through a break in the building.

It's not so cold with spring in the air. Pretty soon, early rosebuds and flower blossoms will line the paved streets instead of snow.

It's been a long winter and I'm ready for rebirth.

Braden seems to be that rebirth for me. He's all I can think about and I can't say I hate that.

We had sex in the powder room but that was it. I didn't go back to his place. I'm trying to draw some lines in the sand. I'm trying to keep some semblance of boundaries up even though I can't resist Braden. 

I walk out of my building and say goodbye to the friendly doorman. I live in a pretty upscale place. I make good money doing what I do, and while that's not the reason I'm in it, it's part of the reason why I stay and don't legitimize my job.

I walked to my car where I always park it on the street. I drive a pretty inconspicuous BMW. It goes fast, but not as fast as I'm used to cars going.

This morning, however, there are a couple people in suits leaning against the hood of my car. 

I approach them. 

"Hey, that's not your property."

"Mrs. Lockhart?" one of them says to me.

"That's Miss to you sir, and how do you know my name?"

"We're gonna be the one asking you questions, understand?" he flashes his badge from his inner suit pocket.

Fuck. I feel like walls might as well be crumbling down on me. 

I already know they're here because of the racing league and my involvement with it. I've been hoping this day would never come, but here it is.

"So you're official, what's it to me?" I ask, trying to blow them off.

"Ms. Lockhart, I think you're gonna be very interested in what we have to say. My name is Mr. Harrison, and this is my partner Mr. Sanchez. We're investigating a certain Braden Masterson that we know you are well acquainted with."

My heart sinks as I realize this is more about Braden than it is about me. Suddenly, I'd give anything for this to be about me. Look at me wanting to take the fall for a man I'm not even committed to yet.

Sanchez says, "We've been tracking Braden for a long time. And it's come to our attention that you've become close to him very quickly. This is unusual behavior for him. Normally, his circle is so tight that we can't get an edge in. But with you, things may be different."

I try to get into my car, but they block me.

"What do you guys want? I don't know what you're talking about, and why you’d be investigating Braden."

I try to play off my innocence.

"Please Ms. Lockhart, don't be evasive with us. We know you're in on it too. You're part of a high-stakes illegal racing league in town. We know all about your work and what you do. 

“But like I said, we're more interested in Braden at this point. He's been bribing officials and officers for ages. And we know that he's developed an incredibly illegal car modality that he's been using to win these races. We want to use that to expose him."

Oh my gosh, they’re referring to Braden's new technology. How could it be illegal? Do they somehow know more about it than I do?

I have my own questions about his methods, but now I can see clearly the FBI does too.

"Well I don't know anything about it," I say honestly.

"That's okay," Mr. Harrison says. "Nobody knows about the technology yet. But we want you to use your position as someone who is close to him. Get to the bottom of his new invention, and find out whatever technology Braden is using to get ahead. You're gonna find and bring the information to us. 

“Once we have that information, we're gonna leak it to the competing racers and everyone will realize what Braden's been doing to win. The organization will crumble from the inside."

Wow, these guys must be really confident in their abilities to sway me that they're gonna reveal their entire plan. 

The sun is barely breaking across the sky. My day hasn’t even begun, and yet I already have to deal with this?

"I don't know why you think he would trust me with something like that. I'm barely involved with him. In fact, I've barely even met the guy."

Mr. Sanchez says, "You're so beautiful though Jenna. It will be easier for you to glean information from him, than it would be if we drag him down to our headquarters."

This agent is hitting on me and it doesn't make me the least bit uncomfortable. I know I'm strong and I can handle myself even with the threat.

He continues. 

"You know we're going to arrest all the racers once the head of the franchise comes down. Once we have Braden Masterson, we're gonna take down the entire racing ring, and that includes you."

I look at him closely, but try not to reveal any emotion. They really are planning on bringing The Billionaires Club to its knees.

"You and your team are under threat. But if you help us, we can ensure your safety. We can grant immunity to your team in exchange for doing our dirty work."

Oh, they're bribing me now? That's rich coming from law enforcement. These guys are really starting to ruin my day. Most of all, the thought of Braden getting hurt and being wrapped up in the middle of this, makes me feel afraid for him.

If I work for these guys, I'll be part of his demise. But if I don't help them, it sounds like I'll be planning my own fall from grace. It's an impossible choice, one I'm not at all prepared to make.

Mr. Harrison says, "You know Jenna, you don't really have a choice in all this. Once everything falls apart, all the racers are gonna be rounded up and put in jail. You'll be swept up in the fray along with your team. Unless of course, you decide to help us."

"Excuse me, when did we decide to operate on a first name basis?" I say to them, trying to avoid answering the question. 

"We're going to get everyone sooner or later, Ms. Lockhart. You'll just make it easier for us and yourself if you cooperate," Harrison says to me.

I feel hesitant and very caught off guard. I don't know what to do. There doesn't seem to be a choice in the matter, but I definitely don't want to do this. I can't be the one to bring Braden down. I have more integrity than that. Besides, I care about everyone who’s been part of the circuit.

I put my sunglasses on and try to act cool as a cucumber. 

"I'll think about it."

I push my way past them and into the driver's seat of my car. I'm upset about this turn of events and I don't how to respond. I just know I have to get away from here, so I could think. I hit the gas and drive away as fast as possible.  

Once I’m far enough, I allow myself to unravel. This can’t be happening. Right when I’ve connected with Braden and we have a chance for things to begin, this nonsense has to come falling down around us.

I don’t know what Braden and I are yet. I don’t know if this is a fling that will fizzle, or if there’s really something meaningful here. But, I do know that every instinct tells me to protect Braden. 

I worry about my team too. I have a responsibility to them, and I feel pulled in all directions. I can’t protect everybody. I may not even be able to protect myself. 

The day’s starting to look bleak and I decide to take a drive out of city limits to clear my head before I go into work. I can’t face my team just yet. 

Somehow, someway, I have to find a solution to this problem. I’ve never dealt with cops before. I’m not the one doing the bribing. I have different concerns. 

Suddenly, as my dreams begin to fade, this illegal club seems not worth it. If I lose Braden over this whole thing, none of it will have been worth it. Of that I am sure. 

I speed past city limits and into open space where I can race and become one with the road. Only then can I begin to sort out a solution.

 






Braden

 

She arches her back and sways on my lap.

She grinds down hard, trying to feel the length of my cock forbidden to her.

She runs her fingers through my hair, and I reach out and touch her tits.

She's both everything I want―and nothing at all to me.

Why? Because she's not Jenna.

A strobe light flashes across the stripper's face.

She's okay, I guess. But I'm not looking for okay―I'm looking for the best. And I think I might already have her within my grasp. But she's certainly not here.

We come here a lot. It's called The Laguna. It's an upscale place―private, members only. It's like everything else in my life: a secret.

I like having access to places like this, ones that no one else can dream of getting into. Normal people wouldn't even know how to find it. It's not like there's a sign hanging out on the street.

No, this strip joint is deep and dark, hidden inside a towering building downtown. It's super exclusive, and you have to have exclusive access to get in―which I naturally do.

I already have access to the pinnacle of society, so why not here? It's usually my favorite haunt―a place where you can get nice pussy, drinks, and exclusivity. It all goes together.

And yet tonight I'm off my game.

I usually get off on this. Spending time where other people aren't allowed. I get off on my VIP status. Usually, I also get off on the women in here.

But not tonight. Tonight my mind is on her. She's ever-constant in my thoughts and it drives me crazy.

The dancers here are the best of the best. They're the most beautiful women in the world who are also willing to dance for money. In most cases, they end up doing so much more.

I can't say that I haven't had my taste of the women in here. There's a variety to choose from, and tonight all the greats have stepped up. You've got every version of beauty to feast your eyes on―and feast I do.

I may not want to touch, but I can still delight my senses by looking at the beautiful array of women. It's like a fucking beauty pageant, minus the clothes.

But something's changed.

This girl who's giving me a lap dance, her name is Roxie. She's tanned and toned, and she has huge, fake tits and a pretty smile, but something just isn’t driving me wild with desire.

She's trying to hook me on her line. These dancers are good at what they do. They know exactly how to move to get the best tips, and a few have been known to give the best blowjobs in town.

But they want me for more than just my money. I'm the one client in this place who could get out of here without paying a penny. Why is that, you ask? Well, I've been known to show a select group of dancers in here a good time. And Roxie seems to be aching for it bad. 

I've never had her before, but she's doing everything she can to make me take her into that back VIP room. She wants me to fuck her in there, to slam her up against the window and make her pussy mine.

Rumors about the size of my cock have surely spread. Combined with my level of power and endurance, mingled with a rock solid body…and there’s no doubt I have the rumor mill spinning.

She surely wants a taste of it. By the way she's crushing her hips down on my manhood, I can tell she wants it real bad.

She pulls out her best moves. She makes sure she’s worth the money. 

She's pushing her tits in my face, kissing my neck, but ultimately it's when she slides her thinly-laced pussy along the length under my pants that I'm made acutely aware of just how much she's yearning for me.

I stop her with a stern look and zero affection.

"Hey, Roxie, not tonight okay?"

She tries to argue, "Come on, baby, don't you want to go back to the VIP room for your usual? You know I can do amazing things in there."

She licks her lips as if that'll seal the deal.

Did she not hear me the first time? I'm not used to having to repeat myself.

I pick her up and move her off my lap, but not before slipping a very generous tip along the band of her small thong.

She's disgruntled, pouting until she sees the size of the bill I just deposited along the line of fabric that grazes her glittering, tanned hip.

She's happy with that at least. Roxie shrugs and goes to find a new man. I know she's disappointed that I didn't take her back to that little room, but what was I gonna do? Fuck her absentmindedly while thinking of Jenna? 

I will always give Jenna more respect than that. 

I'm here with the group of guys, some of them racers. We usually go out and get off on this sort of thing. Who wouldn't love to see the world's most premiere dancers giving you a private show?

Any man would love to be in my position. But my life is too fast for even the most adventuresome guy to handle. When I don't have my head in the books inventing new technology, I'm taking the world by storm. 

Everything's exciting in my life. Great, even. And that's why I'm scratching my head trying to understand this new problem.

I sip my bourbon and brood on that very problem. It has a name: Jenna. I can't get her off my mind, and I'm not sure that I want to.

She's so much more beautiful than any of these other women. I've had my eye on her for a long time, and now that it's coming to fruition, I need to make sure I lock it down. 

Jenna's not the type of woman to mess around with. There can be no bullshit involved with her, no games. She knows herself, and she knows her worth.

She's worth $10 million just for her smarts alone. I'd give anything to have her come to my team. I think about this as a future conversation.

I try to push her from my mind. Her energy is dominating my force field, and I can't have that. I need to breathe, to forget about her for at least a night. 

The strip club is shrouded mostly in black. No one wants to see the light of day from in here. Good thing it's like three in the morning and none of us care.

There's tons of plush seating and a beautiful bar. Purple lights are inlaid along the walls and the ceiling. 

But the stage is the main focus. And right now, two girls that I know as Bunny and Jade are dancing.

Their bodies are rock hard, but soft in all the right places. They've got perfect tits and perfect genes. I don't know what I'm complaining about, being in a place like this.

My buddies are laughing and clinking their glasses together. They're here to celebrate, to party, and to get some action. All of them reminiscing about the past and the good times.

But I've been running with this crew for a long time. And I guess you can say I'm tired of seeing the same old thing every time I go out.

Mostly, I'm tired of not seeing Jenna at the places where I am.

A strange feeling rises in my chest. I feel like she's supposed to be with me, at my side at all times.

I find myself wondering where she is when we're not together. A part of me wonders if she's okay. Is she protected?

Another part of me wonders what I'm gonna do if I won’t be able to make love to her soon and get rid of some of this energy. The mere thought of it is torment and it nearly drives me crazy.

The lust building inside me is so much that I'm almost willing to take it out on one of the strippers, but somewhere inside me, I feel like that would be a betrayal to Jenna. And I just can't do that.

Fuck. What's happening to me?

"Hey, Braden," my buddy Tom calls to me as he approaches. "What was wrong with Roxie that you didn't take her back? She was so into you."

"Yeah, well why don't you take her?"

"Maybe I will," he says. "If you're not gonna, I will. She deserves to have somebody fuck her tonight, looking like that."

"Do what you like," is all I say.

Usually, I have the first pick of the litter because the women in here only want me. But as it is right now, and seeing as how I can't do that, Tommy Boy might as well take my could-have-been sloppy seconds.

I sip my drink and watch the dancers do their thing. It does nothing to abate my enamored feelings.

It frustrates me that Jenna does this to me. Why can't I just let it go? The feeling I have with her, the feeling between us, it’s so impassioned and deep that I know I will never do anything to ruin it.

I have to feel it again. I need to. It's like an attachment.

I know. I already know what you're gonna say. I'm a bad boy, right? Underground racing legend―shouldn't that all come with a certain amount of arrogance?

I know that right now, I'm not living up to my reputation, and quite frankly, that doesn't bother me. Not anymore. I'm sweet on Jenna, and I can't explain how or why. No, I'm not gonna explain it to anyone at all.

I am, however, gonna get to the bottom of it. She's hiding something, and I'm gonna find out what.

My friends are going up to the stage, tossing money at all the strippers. We spend a fortune in here quite often. The strippers make most of their money from us. Tonight is no different.

Another girl approaches me, and she looks fucking hot. She's wearing a simple red piece of lingerie that exposes her tits and her perfect, round ass. She's blonde and buxom and gorgeous.

"Hey, I don't think I've seen you here before," I say.

"I'm new. But I've heard about you. You're Braden, right?"

I look at her salaciously and think that I could so easily take her into one of the VIP rooms and get this done. I want to fuck her. But at the same time, I want to stay loyal.

"I'm Braden. But it's not gonna happen tonight. Why don't you try that guy over there?" I point to Tom, tossing him a favor.

She looks forlorn at a missed opportunity, but I don't care. Had she been in here two weeks ago, things might've been different. But for now, I have to make sure I don't do anything I regret.

She saunters over to Tom, and he casts me a look of gratitude. Then I watch as he pulls her to the back, the special VIP rooms.

I sip my bourbon, and it goes down strong. And then my phone lights up as I get a text from someone whose name pops up as John.

The text reads, "The fishers have a new hook. Hook will be looking for some bait soon before the fishers reel her in."

I smirk at the text and then stand up to leave. I walk to the dancers and drop another thousand dollars in twenties on the stage. This'll give them something to talk about and make it worth their while.

I finish my drink and leave.






Jenna

 

Wind whips through my hair as the car rushes by.

I pull my fingers through my thick, black curls and try to focus on the task at hand: getting this car to the finish line faster than any of Braden's tricks.

I need this to work. I have an ever-present desire to beat Braden. I owe it to myself and to him to show him that a woman can win, and that maybe he shouldn't be too cocky.

While I'm very proud of our speed, it's almost an impossible feat to beat Braden's supersonic speed. This is likely what the FBI is after. They don't want Braden having access to secret technology that they can't equal. It would look bad for the government.

Hell, it looks bad for me. 

I'm the best in my field, and it irks me that I can't see what Braden's done to make his car nearly fly.

I need to understand his methods. It's my new mission in life. And if he won't reveal them, then I'll find out another way. Whether I'll reveal my findings to the FBI is a different story. 

It's something I can't even consider yet at this point, but when I look around at my teams, my people, and I think about how they all have families…I think about what a wretched position the FBI has put me in, making me choose between my honor and having people's lives on the line.

We're almost up to Braden's super standard. He's always setting the bar for our industry, our underground club. And I'm always trying to beat him.

I'm worried about Braden, though. What kind of technology could he be using that's illegal? I need to get my hands on it, for my own safety and for his.

My car whizzes by at top speed, and I'm proud. I did this. I'm the brains behind this car that's nearly making sparks off the track for its power.

A day spent at the racetrack is my favorite thing. I've grown up around it, and it certainly feels like home. I have to pinch myself to remind myself of the fact that, yes, this is my job, this is what I get to come do every single day.

Adrenaline pumps through my veins as I'm reaching a high that comes from being inside my fast-moving car.

The only other time I've felt like this is when I'm around Braden, and that scares me.

I'm not supposed to let a guy get to me like that. I'm a one-woman show, a class act. I pride myself on separating work from pleasure and for being totally independent―and yet here I am pining for a guy. 

I tell myself that I've had a crush on Braden for years and that I could give myself some slack. Don't I deserve some fun?

I picture those crystal blue eyes and how they turn an overcast shade of gray when he's serious. I picture the way he holds me, and the feel of his body clutching mine. He's charismatic and gorgeous, and yes, fine, I'm obsessing. Who wouldn't?

He's my dream guy, and it practically stops my heart to think of him―or at least makes it skip a beat.

I'm up in my head, fantasizing about him.

"Jenna, hello? Earth to Jenna?"

I snap to. "Oh, what?"

"Um, you're supposed to be timing the runs and watching the car specs? Remember?"

"Oh yeah, right." I've completely spaced out, and now we're behind. Great work, Jenna.

It's Neil who's interrupted my reverie about everything Braden. And as I look at him, I'm reminded of the grave responsibility I have to this team. Their livelihoods are essentially in my hands, and I'm not sure how to handle that.

Screw the FBI for putting me in this position. I can't see myself turning against Braden, but I can't hurt my team either. The agents have set this up perfectly so that I'm presented with an impossible choice.

"I'm sorry, Neil, I'm having one of those days. Can you catch me up?"

"It's fine. We'll just start the race over. But pay attention for God's sake, yes?"

"Yes. I promise."

Damn. I've just wasted everybody's time. But if they only knew what was on my mind, things would be different. If they knew I was thinking of them and their futures, maybe they'd understand why I'm not so present today.

I can't do anything to jeopardize my team, and yet Braden deserves that same respect. He's the reason this circuit is so successful, and it wouldn't be right to turn him in...

And well, I care about him. I'm discovering the man behind the mystery, and it turns out he's really great. It's funny how you fantasize about someone, but it turns out that reality is way better than the idea.

And yet I've put my whole life into this team. We're like family. And there's nothing I can do to betray that. The problem is that in this instance, I'm not sure where the betrayal lies.

Should I protect them or protect the league as a whole?

What if the FBI agents were lying, and they're planning to lock us all up with my information? It's a formidable situation to be in, and once again, I curse my luck, having to be the one to deal with it.

Why, above anybody else, did the FBI have to choose me to be the snitch? They must've been tracking Braden for a while.

And then I remember what they said about Braden moving fast with me. Is it wrong that I feel that that thought is comforting? Knowing that Braden might be treating me differently than all the other women makes me feel so good and warm inside.

And then I remember that it's this fact that's led me to my precarious position.

I need to clear my mind. I need to find my answer.

Neil pages the driver and has him come back to restart.

"Hey, what's going on with you, Jenna? You're normally so on point. Is it something you'd like to talk about?"

Yeah, I wish. If I could confide in somebody about this, I'd feel so much better. But as it is that's not an option, I need to figure this out on my own.

I'm trying to hear my internal voice, my intuition, and to see where it's guiding me, but when it comes to betraying Braden or my team, I guess my inner voice is as silent as I am on the matter. 

The driver comes back to restart, and we time him properly. I see the specs, and I see where we can improve.

Neil's standing with me, and we discuss the improvements that can be made. 

"Hey," he says, "So do you have any new information on Braden's car and how he got it to go so fast?"

"No. I wish. He's keeping his secrets very close. It's gonna be hard to penetrate his fortress of information."

"Yeah, well, that's Braden. Part of his success comes from the fact that he's so private."

"I know." I agree. "We need to maintain that level of privacy with our team, too." I think of how we can keep any industry secrets out of the hands of the FBI. The closer we can pull things in, the better.

"I know we can beat him even without his new tech. We just have to invent our own. And once we do, we'll be filthy rich."

I laugh, "We're already rich, Neil."

"But more is always better."

"You're right," I laugh. He always cracks me up.

There is quite a bit of money in this league, and that's why it's caught the eye of the FBI. With this much money and tech at hand, it's no wonder they want to shut us down. That, and the fact that we have a bunch of dirty cops on our side.

Our car races by, and everything looks good. I think we may even have a chance at winning this thing. I just need to implement some minor details, and we should be all set.

Our car will at least be a force for Braden to reckon with. He won't win so easily like the last time. 

I do, however, need to get my hands on his secret. Only then can I determine how dangerous it would be to reveal.

I wish I could tell Braden all of this. 

Once again, my heart is heavy with threats about the future. I don't see a way out of this yet, and even the racetrack can't bring me an answer.

What has been normally so rewarding has become a thorn in my side. This track just reminds me of how it could all be gone in a second. Usually, I'm the most focused out here, but not today.

Just then, my phone buzzes and I hand Neil the timer so I can take the call.

"Jenna?"

"Oh, hi, Braden. I was just thinking about you."

 






Braden

 

"Hi, baby, what's up?

"Nothing. I'm just at the racetrack, getting some things done."

Her voice is breathy and full of possibilities. If I'm honest, it makes my cock harden against my pants, even though this is a phone call of deception. 

I know what she's up to. I got the text, and I know she's been pretending to like me this entire time.

It makes sense; Jenna has never once dated a racer, and now she's so fully into me? I think not.

I believed it at first, and I even believed she was different, that I could fall for her. But now, knowing what I know, I'm thinking Jenna has betrayed me and that she's working for the FBI.

"So, have you been there all day?"

"Yes, same as always. We're trying to come up with the technology to beat you."

I laugh, "That will never happen, Jenna. You might as well give up right now."

A part of me wonders if she's plotting how to get my technology to hand over to the authorities.

I'm still attracted to Jenna, and I don't want to believe that she would do anything behind my back, but the reality is staring me in the face. I know for a fact that she's been approached by the feds. 

"Oh, Braden, just you wait. We’re going to figure you out, that's for sure."

She's joking with me, and yet―is it really a joke? She'll never get her hands on my methods, because I am the sole keeper of those secrets, but all this new information about Jenna is just filtering through my brain.

She seems so good-natured, so honest. She's always had a good reputation in the racing league, and I think everyone would be surprised to know she's working for the enemy.

I don't want to believe it.

"Jenna, you can try to find my superpowers, but you never will."

"Try I will, Braden. You can count on it."

Talking to her makes me excited and I still have hopes despite this new information. I guess there are two sides to every story, and I’m hoping her side explains everything. But how in the world will I ever bring it up? I need to play coy with Jenna until I understand the full scope of what she's doing. 

I just got a text. That was it. I can't accuse her of something this serious because of a text alone.

I have to hide my fears for the moment.

"What are you doing later?" I ask, hoping she'll go out with me.

"Um, probably taking a bath and calling it in early."

"Why don't you come out with me instead? I'll make it worth your while."

"What did you have in mind?"

"Skybar?”

"What bar?"

"You'll see when we get there."

"Okay, well, I'd love to see you, so yes."

Would she really love to see me? Now I'm questioning everything. I want to believe Jenna on all fronts. I want to know that she’s really attracted to me, but these damn rumors have put doubts in my head.

"What time will you pick me up?" she asks.

"Around ten."

"A late dinner then?"

"You could call it that."

"See you then."

She has no idea what I have in mind. Skybar is a unique location in NYC. It's a restaurant and a bar that fringes on the edge of a skyscraper. The balcony is made of pure glass, so when you look down, it feels like you’re falling, even though you’re suspended in mid-air by a sheet of glass.

It's a rush, and it's sexy, so I know Jenna will love it. She's like me―attracted to anything that gets her blood pumping. 

I'm going to arrange it all perfectly. Tonight, I have to have Jenna, and that means putting the finishing touches on all my plans.

I'll have the limo ready to pick her up, and I'm going to lift some weights, take a shower, and make sure I'm in top form for her.

Despite my reservations, I know that I have to make Jenna mine. I’ll fuck her no matter what. Then, after I've had my fill, we can sort out all the details. Besides, fucking her will get me one step closer to understanding if she's for real or not. I'll be able to tell whether or not she's faking her attraction to me.

I start to head out to get some things done and to get ready for dinner. It's been a long but good day. When you're doing what you love, work doesn't ever seem like a bad thing. Getting my hands dirty around cars and dealing with my new mechanism is blood, sweat, and tears―but it feels so fucking good. 

I'd hate to have a 9-to-5 job. I'd hate to do anything that doesn't involve racing.  

My new car is sitting in the center of the garage on a spinning platform. She's gorgeous, and she’s bound to take my performance to an even higher level.

If the FBI even knew one shred of what went on behind these closed doors, they'd be set with technology for the future. They've been after me for years; it comes with the territory of hosting an underground racing league.

Jenna should know that. She should know I'm used to having the cops on my back. Some of them understand the excitement, and some of them operate on some preconceived notion of justice that frankly shouldn't apply to me anyway. I'm a billionaire with technology that could change the face of the nation.

They should be politely knocking on my door, begging me for favors, not trying to shut my operation down.

Jenna must get this.

One of my crew members approaches me.

"Hi, Bill," I say.

He's a senior member of the crew and also the one that tipped me off about the feds.

"What's going on with you, Braden? Why do you have a smirk on your face? Please don't tell me you're gonna go out with Jenna."

"Is it that obvious?" I smile.

I can't help it. The idea of being with Jenna exhilarates me. She's a feast for the eyes, and she's fun to be around. What harm could lie in that?

"You're playing with fire, Braden. You know I think it's a bad idea."

"Oh, come on Bill. You think everything's a bad idea. Hell, you considered my new afterburner mechanism a bad idea, remember?"

"Yeah, alright, Braden You got me there. I had to see it to believe it. But trust me on this one: Jenna is bad news. Everything about what she's doing screams disloyalty.

“People in this league know what they're getting into when they start. The feds are always an issue and if she gives sour secrets to them, this will all be over, and we'll all be in jail."

"Wow, Bill, you never fail to say it like it is." I tell him.

There's a reason he's one of my best crewmembers. He's conservative and cautious, and I need that in someone if I'm not gonna be that way.

"You're playing with fire, Braden. I promise you. And if you're not careful, it's going to end badly for everyone, not just you. Now, I have a family to think about―"

Damn. I didn't mean to make the old man worry.

"It's okay, Bill.” I say before he goes any further. “I have it under control. I'm just trying to get close to her so I can see more accurately what she's up to. I'm going to get to the bottom of this. You can trust me. Have I ever failed you?"

He looks at me skeptically. This is why I love Bill. He's a straight-shooter and always tells it like it is.

"Don't worry. I promise I’ll be careful. Besides, I'm going to figure out her game before she can pull one over me."

"Alright, Braden. I just had to say what's on my mind."

"I'm glad you did, Bill. I'll see you tomorrow."

I leave, and I hate knowing that I've worried him. He's gotta know that I will always do everything I can to protect him and our crew from destruction. The problem is I'm just so wrapped up in Jenna that it's hard to see what side she's really on.

I like to think that, from watching her over the past few years and being with her now, that I know her...at least even a little bit. 

And she seems loyal to a fault. She doesn’t seem like somebody who would ever hurt another person.

I don't know. I may be wrong. But I have to give her a chance so I can find out. I'd kick myself forever if I didn't at least try to see where Jenna's coming from.

I hope though, in the back of my mind, that I'm not making a mistake. I hope to God she has an explanation and that she proves us all wrong.

For now, I have to get home and get ready to see her. That's foremost on my mind.

 






Jenna

 

I'm naked and alone in my apartment, examining my body in the full-length mirror.

I look into my own eyes and search for signs of deception. Am I the kind of person who can do this?

Should I betray Braden? Betray my team? Or do nothing and let us all go down in flames?

The questions torments my mind and prevent me from getting ready for my date. I really do want Braden. But now our relationship is confusing and on another level.

How did things get so complicated? We just started seeing each other, and now there's this conflict of interest preventing our potential happiness.

I spent years wanting Braden, waiting for him to notice me, and now on the brink of what is possibly the best relationship of my life, this happens. Stupid FBI, I curse them in my head.

I run my hands over my body and try again to think if I'm the kind of person who can do this. Can I betray the very racing league that has given me a purpose in this life? Can I betray my family? My home?

I don't know what the fuck to do, and this makes me sulk. 

I smear on some lipstick and coat my lashes in mascara. I let my black hair flow freely over my shoulders, curly and untamed, much like my personality. Then I pick through my closet, searching for the perfect frock to make this evening special.

I want to impress him. I want him to think of my body and of getting me naked. 

This in itself should tell me my answer. I want Braden and I want him to be happy...with me, and that means not betraying him to the FBI. 

I sigh. If these issues plague me all night long, I won't be able to concentrate on what is sure to be a very sexy date.

I choose to believe that nothing can be decided tonight. I'm not going to spend my precious time with Braden worrying about the feds. I'm just not. 

I pull a very sexy little silver sheath that will accent my black hair perfectly.  Of course, I don't wear underwear. I don't want a panty line. Wink.

I slide in my favorite heels, a black Tom Fords.

And then I’m out the door.

The limo's waiting downstairs, and I feel a flutter in my stomach as I think about him being in there. I thank the doorman who's holding it open for me. 

"Good evening, Jenna," he says, eyes running all over me, admiring my…outfit.

"Thank you, Henry."

A breeze blows across my flushed face. I probably should've brought a shawl. The evening's cool and feels good on my skin. 

He's probably staring at me through the tinted windows of the limousine. I freeze and am charged with an energy unlike anything else. This happens every time there's even a chance I'll see him or whenever I'm near him. 

Butterflies are an understatement. It feels more like a mini tornado is ravaging my heart. It pounds so hard that it's all I can hear.

I find my bravery and stride over to the car, and he opens the door from the inside.

"Hi," he smiles.

"Hi," I'm somehow able to speak, despite the thunder and lightning going off in my body.

I slide into the limo, careful not to flash anyone. The cool black leather does nothing to chill my heated skin.

He puts his hand on my thigh and it feels good, it feels right, but my heart is still beating hard and fast.

"Are you okay?" he asks quizzically.

"Of course," I manage to say.

He stares at me like he knows what's going off inside of me. He knows that I have this reaction to him, and he seems to relish the idea.

He strokes my thigh and stares out the window. I look at his hair, his strong jaw, his muscles that are perfectly silhouetted by his expensive suit. It all makes me wet, and I'm acutely aware that not wearing underwear may not have been the best idea. I didn't quite anticipate the wetness that would spread between my thighs. 

"Is there a drink?" I ask him, trying to dispel the tension.

Really, I need ice. Nice, cool, ice.  

I move to the little-stocked bar and fill a cup with ice...and bourbon. I need both. 

I drink the strong liquid, and it only spreads more warmth throughout my body. 

I make another. 

He stares at me in a tantalizing way, like he knows exactly why I feel the need to drink.

"Want one?" I ask.

"I'm okay," he smirks. "Just wait until you see where we're going. You may not want to be so tipsy then."

"Am I tipsy?"

"You will be, after two shots of whiskey, taken back to back. You sure you're okay?"

Yeah, like I'm going to reveal to him why the rush for the ice and drink. I need to distract myself, to calm my body of the pure nervousness that come from being around him.

"I'm fine. I just had a long day."

"Hmm, learn anything new?"

"Mr. Masterson. Are you searching me for clues as to our latest technology?" I say this as I open the sunroof, anxious for more air.

"I don't need your technology. I think it's the other way around. You need mine."

For a sec, I'm reminded of my ominous mission. The faces of those FBI agents flash through my mind. I become slightly paranoid and wonder if he knows that they talked to me.

I wish I could just tell him all about it and get the truth out on the table. If I could just reveal to him what happened, how they pressured me, maybe he could fix it. But instead, I deflect.

"You know, I'm sick of talking about work. Besides, I know what I'm doing, and my crew and I don't need to be threatened by you. You have nothing on us."

"Is that so?" His eyes light up.

"Where are we going?"

"You'll see. You'll love it."

The bourbon kicks in and I'm good to go. I want this night to happen. I'm on a date with Braden, and it's a dream come true.

"We’re going somewhere special. And I know you'll love it."

"How many women have you taken there?"

He evades my question. "Tonight I'm thinking only of you."

I sit next to him, and we kiss, and it's nice, but my question has not been answered. Is this a haunt he goes to a lot? Are there other women in his life now besides me?

I'd like to think I can trust him.

Then I think of what the FBI wants me to do and wonder how can I expect to trust Braden if he can't trust me?

Damn those agents. It's ruining the evening and ruining my affection for Braden because every time I look at him I feel worried that I might have to hurt him.

Thankfully, we soon arrive at wherever it is he has planned for us. I follow him out of the limo, and everyone on the street stops and looks at us.

We look like a fairytale. Him in his deluxe suit, me in my tiny dress. I would stare at us, too. I can't believe I have the luck of being with my dream man, at last. 

He takes me into a very tall building, and I look up and shudder to think of how high it is. I wonder if he'll have us going to another penthouse. Maybe a friend of his?

We're in the elevator, and there are mirrors. I see him reflected back to me, and it's very sexy.

"I want you," he breathes down my neck, assaulting me with his words. 

I clench my legs together and try to maintain some sense of composure.

"Braden, not here," I warn him.

This man tries to take me in the most unexpected places.

His hand finds its way up from the back of my thigh to my ass where he squeezes one cheek and gives me a biting look. It's torment, this heat, and it's just the beginning of what's to come.

The doors open, and we walk into a room that nearly takes my breath away. 

There's a bar made of all glass and ice. There's some tables and the restaurant portion, but right before us, looking straight out is a balcony...a balcony made of all glass.

"What the..."

"I know," he says. "Isn't it spectacular?"

He leads me straight through the room to the dangerous balcony. I tentatively step onto it, gripping his arm all the while. 

When I look down, it feels staggering, as though I'm flying and falling at the same time, suspended in air in an unnatural way. 

I bravely walk to the edge and dare to look down. He holds me. I need him to.  

"My God, Braden, this is too much."

His hand holds the small of my back, and together we look out over the expanse of the city. It's a moment to treasure. But every time I look down, I feel nauseous and dizzy. 

"Had enough?" he asks. 

"Yes, for now."

"Why don't we go to our dinner?"

He has the VIP room all set up for us. It too has a stunning overlook of the city. Everything's airy and open up here. One side of the place has no wall, just a sheer drop down. The balcony made of glass is all that prevents the fall.  

It's a rush being here with Braden. Him and heights, two of my favorite things.

We dine. He orders for me.

I sip my wine and enjoy this time with him. All the while, wind that accessible only from this height is gently blowing over us.

"So Braden, is this what you do when you're not at the track? Seduce woman at dizzying heights?"

"You're teasing me," he says with a darkened glance.

I'm testing him, trying to find out if there's anyone else.

"So, what do you do when you're not making new technology?" he asks.

"Me? Well, let's see. I do yoga, run, visit art museums, the usual stuff in the city."

"Do you ever go out, clubbing or whatnot?"

"Sometimes. I have a select group of friends that I go with, occasionally."

I look at him seductively over my wine glass.

"I imagine it's very different for you, Braden. I’m content with a quiet life. Racing fills my days, but my nights are spent calmly. You must have a new woman on your arm every night. I assume you go...clubbing a lot."

I hang on the word clubbing. I know Braden likes to party, but personally, I am so over it. Have been for a while.

I'm more serious in nature, I guess. And it takes a lot to stimulate me. To me, the fake conversations that come with fake friendships are not enough.

I need more substance to sustain me. And I surround myself with only the right people. 

"Maybe all that's changed since I met...you."

My stomach drops at the thought of him thinking of me as more than just a fling.

He holds my hand over the table, but underneath it, he's grazing my thigh. Soon, his fingers make their way up my very short skirt. He kisses me, and I lean into him. It's all so good. Being in his arms is like being home.

He teases me by very nearly penetrating me with those fingers. A dark smile crosses his face when he realizes I'm bare underneath, not wearing a scrap of underwear. It excites him, I know. And I’m happy with my choice to wear nothing―even if I am a little cold.

He wantonly traces his forefinger along the outskirts of my very wet pussy, and yet he doesn't dive in. What's stopping him?

The delight of the feeling, of him caressing me, and his lips on mine, it's all too much―enough, in fact, to make me come.

To think that the simple thought of him can be my undoing.

It's intense, and it's crazy, and it's real, I know.

"Would you like to see the balcony again?" he asks suddenly.

"I'd love to," I say as he removes his hand from underneath my skirt.

A part of me is disappointed, and a part of me knows that this was just an appetizer. The true event of this night has yet to come.

He pulls on his trench coat, and takes my hand. I follow him in my teetering heels out to the balcony.

There are other people around, but to me, it's just us. Me and him. He's all I can see, and all I want to see, as the world spins around us and beneath my feet.

I'm starting to fall.

 






Braden

 

I look down at my polished shoes, and there's nothing beneath them.

I'm floating on air.

All I see are tiny people and tiny cars.

The wind whips around my hair, and I feel like I'm flying. 

Such is the benefit of being at Skybar. This ultra-exclusive club with its glass balcony is the hottest place in town right now.

I've been flirting with Jenna all night. And now I'm ready for more. She looks so fucking hot in that little silver dress.

I was stunned to see her walk out her front door wearing only that little slip. And there were no visible panty lines, so I know she's totally nude underneath there...at least that's the way I imagine it. A man’s gotta know these things.

Of course, tracing my fingers up her thighs and over her bare pussy after dinner confirmed I was right.

I've been trying to stare at her with X-ray vision all night, just to see her body.

She's looking over the edge of the glass balcony. There is glass in front of us and glass underneath us. It's the only thing standing between us and falling fifty floors down to a New York City avenue.

This place is insane. It gives me a rush that's similar to racing, that's similar to Jenna.

"Wow, Braden, I feel like I'm gonna fall. This is crazy up here."

"I know, I wanted you to see it," I say to her.

The idea of exploring new experiences with Jenna is addicting. She's fun to be around, and she appreciates every moment. Plus she has a need for speed like I do, so we're kind of on the same level.

No one's watching, so I wrap my arms around her from behind. We're looking out over the gorgeous cityscape that we have unlimited visual access to.

"It's beautiful up here," she says thoughtfully.

"You're beautiful," I say what's on my mind.

She pulls my arms around her little bit tighter. Things with Jenna are starting to go a little bit deeper. It's uncharted territory for me. I know she's been in a serious relationship before, but I'm more of a one night stand kind of guy.

To feel this way for someone should throw me off my game. But instead, she brings out the best in me. I feel like I'm finally home.

But I'm not going to admit that to her yet.

I pull my black trench coat around her to protect her from the wind.

"I can't believe we're standing on glass. I feel like I'm gonna fall," she says nervously.

"That's kind of the idea," I squeeze her tighter. "Don’t worry, though, Jenna, I'm never gonna let you fall."

She turns her head and looks up at me. I plant a kiss on her supple lips, and it feels like the wind gets knocked out of me.

Being with her is like that. It's a flux of energy that I'll never understand. Maybe it's love?

"You know, I'm really glad to be out here with you. You always push me past my comfort zone, Braden. I think that's a good thing," she says.

Her words further my understanding that I'm in the right place at the right time. I'm gonna seize this moment.

I reach up under her dress, using my coat to surround both of us so that no one sees.

I graze my fingers along her perfectly sculpted ass and then I slip them into her pussy from behind.

It's so sexy to do this up on the sky balcony where it feels like we're flying, and people are mingling behind us―and yet no one knows I'm knuckle deep in Jenna.

She gasps out in surprise and tries to maintain her balance. The world is spinning for both of us, and it's not just because we're on a balcony supported only by glass.

This may not be the safest of ideas, but I continue anyway. I'm addicted to the electric feeling of being with her, especially in public places. It speaks to both of our need to live in the fast lane, to live dangerously, and to be on the fringe of society.

I've been with a lot of fans before, a lot of socialites, and a lot of strippers. But never someone like Jenna. I've never been involved with someone who is as deep in the racing league as I am.

I've never known anybody who cares about that kind of technology as much as I do. That in itself attracts me to her more than anything. That and her body, of course.

I slide my finger along her inner lips and dispel some of the anticipation from her. She's already trying to breathe through the fact that I'm fingering her out on this unbelievable balcony.

I make it harder for her: I stroke her little pussy from the outside, making small circles the way I will soon touch her G-spot. She clenches at the glass wall in front of us, trying to steady herself.

I swipe my thumb along her clit and make lingering circles around her most sensitive spot. I start on the outside and work my way in. It's the best way. Soon I'll have her opening up like a perfect little flower.

"Braden, not out here. I feel dizzy, like I'm gonna fall."

Her admission gives me more of a spike in adrenaline. I continue what I'm doing, knowing that I'm close to getting her off. If I can make her come out here on this insane balcony, then it'll be a moment she will truly never forget.

I push my fingers into her with an adept swiftness and urgency. I speed up my movements to make her feel like I'm fucking her, to make her crave the real thing.  

I swipe my thumb along her clit in slow rotations until she can't take it anymore. I'm gonna make her body explode from the inside out.

She exhales one final breath as she comes around me hard. Her pussy tightens around my hand, and I feel her body start to spasm.

I hold her closely, tightly so that she doesn't topple over the edge of this balcony. She's far and above from reality; I can tell by the euphoric expression on her face.  

I pull my fingers out and let her continue to spasm.

Then I drag my soaking wet fingers over her mouth so that she can taste herself. She takes one and then the other finger and sucks on them slowly, tasting her own essence.

The fact that she does this nearly sets me over my own edge. I'm gonna have to have her tonight, and soon. Once again, I feel I can't wait to get back to the penthouse to claim her.

But there's got to be a place in this building where we can go unseen.

I need Jenna, now.

People at the bar are watching us, but I’m certain they can't tell what's going on. From their position, it just looks like I'm holding her and that we're looking off into the night sky. No one has a clue about the fact that I've just made Jenna come like there's no tomorrow.

She looks up at me with lust in her eyes, and I can tell she has a certain fervor that needs to be met.

"Follow me," I say as I take her hand and lead her off the balcony through the bar, the restaurant, and into the main hallway.

I look around for a secret exit, a way to take Jenna somewhere no one will notice.

There's the elevator, but that's not gonna give us enough time. There's the service elevator that might be a better option. My eyes dart around the building as I pull her along with me. Finally, I find an underused stairwell.

This is our spot. I open the heavy door and take her inside. 

By now we both want each other bad. Jenna is grasping my hand with an expediency that I can understand. I want this just as bad as she does.

She follows me down a couple flights of stairs, and then I push her into a corner.

She's all mine now.

 






Jenna

 

The white cinderblocks cool my heated back.

He's grazing my collarbone with his teeth.

Every part of this moment is hot.

I've never had sex in a stairwell before, nor have I been fingered on a glass balcony. There's been a lot of firsts tonight with Braden.

I guess that's what I like about him. Every day is different and every day we're together is a new adventure. If I’d known that somebody in the racing lifestyle would be like this, I’d have jumped in sooner.

We're both out for the same thing, the rush.

Maybe that's what attracted me to him all along. I knew he wasn't just a playboy. I knew he had layers of depth that I'm just starting to get to know and understand.

The more I find out about him, the more I like him. I know it doesn't help the fact that I'm torn between two worlds; whether to spy on him or not. But I'm not gonna think about that now. I'll focus on how he's about to fuck me in the stairwell and I'll never forget it.

"I want to take you home tonight," he growls into my ear. "But first, I just have to have you here."

I kiss him back, and it's a mad flurry of teeth and lips and seduction. He's grabbing my tits and trying to pull my dress off.

If anybody's watching right now we'd be in big trouble. This ups the ante for me and adds to the excitement.

What is it about Braden and me in public spaces?

"Tell me you want it," he says sternly.

I toy with him. 

"What if I don't?"

My words make him flare with anger. He flashes me an erotic grin.

"I'll make you beg for it."

As if in a sign of my submission, he forces me down on my knees. He slides my dress up over my head and I'm naked. He's got his whole damn suit on, plus the trench coat, while here I am, nude, on my knees, in a stairwell.

He whips out his giant cock and the sight of it makes me feel brazen. I could do things to him that are out of my limits. 

He wraps his fingers around my hair and spreads my lips open with his cock. I slide my tongue along his shaft.

Yes, he's got me begging for it. The sight of Braden's enormous cock always gets me wet. I need him inside of me, now.

But I resign myself to the fact that I do not control him here. He decides where and when. I trust him and he's usually always right. 

For the moment, while it feels good to have his cock forcing its way down my throat, I can't help that tonight, all I want is for him to fuck me.

I moan around his cock because it feels so good and I'm getting so wet. I just came in and I'm ready to come again.

With one hand, he fingers my tits and with the other, he securely locks my head into place. He's forcing my head to rock back-and-forth along the length of his shaft.

I'm breathing and taking all of him in, as much as will fit. But all I can think is that I want more.

He's making me take him in deep, and it's rough, and I like it that way.

At the same time, that ache, the ever-persistent ache in my pussy is there. The only thing that can satisfy this is the feeling of him inside of me. 

I want that enormous cock to fuck me into oblivion. I want to be filled up by it, punished by it, and undone by it. The only thing on my mind at this point his cock.

The idea that there's a huge cock sliding down my throat is nothing compared to the throbbing, pulsating pain radiating from within me. It's the pain of needing to be fucked.

I say none of this.

He thrusts into me and it’s not a gentle thrusting either. I open my mouth wide and try to take in his girth, as well as his length. It's damn near impossible but I don't give up.

I'm getting wetter by the second, as his cock becomes slick and coated with my spit. I almost want to start fingering myself, but then he'll know that I'm internally begging for it, just like he said I would be.

He forces himself deep into me for a long time. He's got me pinned to the corner, and if anybody walked by right now they'd think this was something out of a porn movie. Just my style.

I'm moaning out because I just can't help it. Braden is everything. Braden is life.

He looks down at me with a lustful, deviant kind of grin. He knows he's in control and he knows that he has me right where he wants me.

Seeing his dark eyes look down at me like this makes my pussy sticky. It is so much, to the point that I think my wetness is starting to drip all over the cement floor.

"Say it," he says through clenched teeth.

I'm silent aside from the slurping motion of me taking in his cock. I don't know why I'm defiant. It makes me feel good.

He forces himself down my throat, even more, making me gag. I want it so bad that I fear I'll cry out, with a lack of self-control.

He fucks my mouth when he knows what I really want is for him to move that enormous manhood inside of me.

"I could go like this all day, Jenna. You better say what I want to hear," he says as he pushes my head back-and-forth with a roughness that makes me desire more.

Choking on his cock feels so good. But it's not what I want. There's only one way I'm going to get what I want. And that's to tell him what he needs to hear. Fine.

I pull my head back and precum drips down the side of my lips. Before he's tempted to force me to return to the job I say what I need to say. 

"I want you, Braden," I say with rebellious eyes. "I fucking want you, okay? Please, fuck me right here. I need it."

His eyes reflect the satisfaction of being right. I'm begging for it as he said I would.

Thank God, he jumps into action because I'm about to explode. He pulls me up and kisses me.

"Good girl,” he says gently. "Now, was that so hard?"

Yeah, it was. I hate admitting to him how bad I want him. I hate to admit to him that he's all I think about, that my body's starting to crave him in a primal way that I don't understand.

I'm in his strong arms, and he lifts me up and pushes me against the corner. My legs wrap around him.

His cock is right there, wet from my spit. He lifts my dress and slides it in easy. Inch by delicious inch, it's a mix of pain and pleasure. That's what I crave about him I guess.

I let go of small cries, whimpers even, as he inserts himself into me and it feels like divine bliss. I start to try to ride his cock, hoping for a release somehow, just to be relieved from this burning need. Everything in my body is telling me to get as much of him as possible. 

"Is this what you’ve been wanting?" he says as he pushes it all the way in.

I'm gasping, trying to open all the way up to receive him. He goes slowly because I can't handle it faster now, not yet.

I hold onto his muscular shoulders and try to readjust my position that I can take in even more of his gorgeous length.

I avoid his eyes. 

"Yes, Braden, this is what I want."

Without reserve, he fucks me hard. He pulls my chin up, so I'm forced to look at him.   

"Look at me. Don't hide," he says.

I obey, but it's hard. To look at him means connecting. It means that this might amount to something more than what I'm ready for.

My back slams against the wall, but I don't even feel it because I'm so wrapped up in the feeling of him inside of me.

I'm spread wide, wide as can be. He takes control and fucks me hard...and fast, exactly how I like it.  

Divine waves of pleasure easily come over me like I knew they would. It doesn't take much with him. Just the thought of Braden Masterson being inside of me is all I need to come.

"I'm coming. Braden, I'm coming," I say. "You feel so fucking good."

I'm trying to grind down into him, to help spread my orgasm over several minutes, but he doesn't even notice. He's plunging into me so hard. It's like he's in his own reality. 

He closes his eyes and pushes into me for a few final throes. And with that, he gasps a frayed breath. I know he's reaching his climax and I come again and again, knowing that we're achieving this moment together.

Braden is everything to me. That's becoming apparent now. I'm addicted to his cock.

I come in several waves around him, as he pumps his hot essence into me. It's an experience that I can't describe. That point when you reach oneness with someone is spectacular.

I know we're connected and I don't know how but I know it should feel like this. Is this love? Is this lust? Or is it something in between?

All I do know is that I'm coming harder than I ever have before, and that I feel unified with this one man. I want him to have power over me and pleasure. 

I want him to have the world.

 






Braden

 

The stairwell is empty and quiet save for the irregular breathing of our bodies combined, climaxing at once. 

Cum is dripping down my shaft and around her pussy. 

She's soaking wet and panting in my arms. 

We're both still climaxing and it's fucking incredible.

She unleashes around my rock-hard cock. I feel her pussy tightening and I come into her at the same time. We're united in the most extreme way.

The feeling of it, being with her is incomparable. It's just not fucking normal. This is what has me thinking about her all day and night.

I know she's probably thinking about it too. It probably scares her. But it doesn't scare me. I just want to move ever closer to whatever this is.

If that means having sex like this all the time, then count me in. I'm at the point where I will never even look at another woman. I won’t admit it, but I'm becoming obsessed with Jenna, possessed by her.

This attraction is on a whole new level. I swear to God, if I see another guy flirt with her, I'll fucking explode. I need her. She better know it's gonna be all me all the time from now on.

I pump what feels like gallons of cum inside of her. It starts to drip out the sides.

"Jenna, that was..." I trail off.

"Fucking intense?" she says.

Her response makes me laugh. I set her down and she tries to compose herself. There's cum all over her dress and legs.

I inspect her back and I see that there are red marks where the wall hit up against her.

I touch them tenderly. 

"These are gonna bruise. I'm sorry, Jenna."

“It's okay. I know you didn't mean to hurt me like that on purpose. It's just part of the..."

"Intensity?" I say.

Her eyes are dancing with laughter. 

"Exactly."

I zip my pants and decide it's time to get away from the stairwell.

"Let's get out of here," I say.

"Fine by me."

"Now the question is how do we get out of here?" I say looking around for an exit.

I got her here so quickly that I can't remember where we are in the building.

"This way," she says and she's already down a flight of stairs opening a door for me. "I don't know where this leads, but let's try it."

I follow her out and we walk past some offices. We're probably not supposed to be on this floor, but it doesn't matter. I do what I want. And for once, I'm following Jenna.

She finds an elevator and we ride down. Both of us have smirks on our faces, thinking about what just happened.

It's nice to have some levity to lighten the emotional toll of everything that just went down. I'm connected to her in a way that is so intense, I don't know how to deal with it. So, for now, we'll just put that on the back burner until the need arises again.

I lead her out of the elevator and into the main lobby. Hopefully, no one notices the cum stains on her dress.

I call my guy with the limo and it's there waiting for us by the time we approach the front doors.

We walk out into the crisp air and it feels good on my skin. It got pretty heated in there. While it's not yet Spring, it's not Winter anymore either. The perfect time to be in New York.

My driver opens the door for her and we get in. I'm excited to take her back to my penthouse. It's my lair, where I like to bring women, but she's different. 

I really care about what she thinks, and though it is high unusual for me, I know I'm ready to share my home with her.

The driver pulls away, and New York is exciting as ever. The city's always buzzing, and I love that.

I offer to make her a drink from the bar in the limo.

"I need a drink, do you?" I ask.

"I definitely need a drink," she says. "Will you take a shot of tequila with me?"

Okay, so she's feeling in that mood. Tequila shots can only mean one thing...more fun.

I pour us both a drink of the most superb tequila on the planet. It's an expensive bottle that I keep readily on hand in the limo. Sometimes, it's nice not to be the driver so I could bask in the glory of being driven around the city.

"Here you go," I say handing her the glass.

"To stairwells," she says.

"To glass balconies," I meet her in the middle.

We clink glasses, and both take down the shot which goes down smooth like tequila should. I pour us both another. We need it after the experience we just had.

"You know," she says, opening the sunroof. "I've never fucked in a limo."

I smile at her. I've definitely fucked in a limo. But if she's willing to have a new experience, I'm willing to give it to her.

I set the glasses down and come between her legs, so I can get to her properly. 

First, I kiss her mouth and then I trail kisses down her neck, her collarbone, her breasts. Once I'm there, I remove the flimsy straps of her little silver dress so I can snake it down off her body.

I gently kiss her torso, her taut beautiful stomach that trembles beneath my lips. And then I'm at her sweet goddamn pussy that I'm still aching for.

I spread her legs wide and have the perfect view of her beautiful little cunt.

I go down on her and suck out the juices of what's left from our stairwell experience. I have her spread so wide, that she's at my mercy. I imagine she's feeling most vulnerable here.

I get so turned on going down on women, but Jenna tastes better than ever.

I taunt and tease her pussy with my tongue. I circle her clit and make it open up.

She's moaning, and her body stiffens as that she clutches at the seatbelts trying to get a hold of something.

She's so warmed up already, this is gonna be easy. I focus on her clit and rotate my tongue in a thousand circles until at last, she's exploding beneath my mouth.

I feel her tense up, and I feel the explosion as it passes along my lips. She's quivering.

She breathes my name and I like to hear it as I drive her over the edge. It just turns me on so much, a taste would not be enough. Before she's quite come back to reality, I unzip my pants and slide my hard cock all the way in.

Her pussy is sopping wet and that's the way I like it. She's wet for need of me. I plunge into her so deeply, that I feel entirely wrapped up. Her pussy's so tight as it throbs around my cock.

"Oh God, Braden. I can't take it," she says.

"You have to," I say as I thrust into her.

She feels so fucking good. It's a lot like last time but different. This is a little rougher as I can't hold back.

I pump into her so deep, that she's crying out my name. I muffle the noise with my lips, my hands, anything to keep her quiet. She's gonna give us away to the limo driver.

She's ready to come, I can tell, so I deliver it home. I explode at the same time as she does. Once again, I can't contain the streaming flow of cream that shoots out of me. What is it with this girl that she causes me to come like that?

I'm addicted to this, and to her, that's for sure.

She's absolutely spent, I can tell. Small vibrations are buzzing throughout our bodies. The limo drives up to my building. We're home.

I zip up my pants just in time for the driver to open the door. It looks like we haven't been up to anything at all.

I take her inside and show her off. Everyone knows me in this building and they know me as a womanizer, but never have I had someone like this on my arm. I take my trench coat and drape it over her shoulders to shield her cum-stained dress from prying eyes.

"I want you to stay over tonight," I say.

She looks at me nervously before saying, "Okay."

I know this is a big step for her. She wants to keep her boundaries and all that shit. But I'm not having any of it. I'm done with the games. I want Jenna, and I'm not gonna be done with her for the entire night.

Things are just getting started.

We go to my private VIP elevator and ride it all the way up to the top. It opens to my penthouse.

She walks in and smooths her hands appreciatively over all my leather couches and furniture. She inspects all the art and all the decorum. I can see Jenna's used to being in billionaire's apartments because she luxuries like this don’t excite her. 

I know she doesn't fuck them, but she works with them. Money doesn't impress her. She's so smart that she can make all the money in the world.

I guess I'll have to find other ways to impress her, but that won't be hard. 

Everything in my place is a piece of me. With the help of a designer, we've established a smooth and luxe neutral feel. It's all blacks, grays, and whites. The epitome of chic luxury.   

It's safe to say my penthouse reflects my personality. All the art is handpicked. I put special care into this place. Letting her see it, and letting her stay here is a big deal.

I know she recognizes that, and it makes her nervous. We're getting into this thing ever deeper. We're so far in that I'm not sure there's a way out anymore.

"You have exquisite taste," she says.

I go to the bar and immediately start shaking her up another drink.

"No, you're just saying that. I know you've seen all manner of penthouses in this town."

She walks up to me and takes a seat at the bar.

"No really. It's beautiful in here, Braden."

Well, I'm glad she seems to like it, but now I really don't care. My only motive at this point is getting Jenna into my bedroom.

I make her cocktail and hand it to her.

"We need to get you cleaned up."

I'm dying to get her into a bath or shower. To see water cascade over her beautiful skin will get me rock-hard again. Besides, I know she's tired and a shower will rejuvenate her.

"Come on," I say.

She follows me through the master bedroom. 

Everything is exquisite, as she said. I have an oversized bed with the most expensive furniture you can imagine adorning any room. And the floor-to-ceiling windows look out over the entire city. 

But I shut it all out with one push of a button. The automatic blinds come down and we're alone, in the darkened room.

She wants to lie down on the bed, feeling tired from all the intense sex we had. But I pick her up in my arms and take her into the master bathroom where I run a warm shower.

"This will feel good," I say. "Trust me."

I get her out of her dress and she steps into the shower, nude. I take a minute to just look at her. She's like a goddamn goddess that's for sure. 

I've never seen tits like those on such a beautiful body. Her skin is smooth, there's not a flaw on her. She stands under the rain-head shower and lets it flow over her pitch-black hair. I can tell it must feel good to her aching muscles and I'm keen to join her.

I undress and get in. I hold her for a while in there. I just wrap my arms around her in intimate silence. 

What's happening to me? I'm not like this.

I wash her down with my expensive soap, taking special care to stroke her pussy in gentle ways. I clean her up, and she cleans me up.

Then we get out and she steps into one of my terrycloth robes.

She's exhausted I can tell. So am I. 

I take her into the master bedroom and she curls up on my giant bed. She goes to sleep so quickly and comfortably that I wonder at it. I'm not necessarily one to have a woman sleepover. This is kind of new to me.

I lay down next to her and just watch her sleep for a while.

I want to fuck her again but before I can make good on that idea, my own eyes are softly closing and all I dream about is Jenna.

 






Jenna

 

There's a man in a suit, and he's trying to get me.

He chases me around the building because I have the information he needs. 

I run and tuck myself in a darkened alley corner to get away.

He swiftly moves past my position and doesn't find me.  

I breathe out a sigh of relief, but I know this is not over. 

They'll find me eventually.

My heart pounds with fear.

And then I wake up. 

A cold sweat covers my body. 

It was just a nightmare. My body is frozen in fear, and yet I feel his arms around me. His strong arms encompass every part of me, and I oddly feel safe. 

Warmth rises to my cheeks again, and I feel flushed, full of life.

The nightmare fades, but the meaning doesn't. I will have to answer to the FBI at some point. And it could mean jail for me, for Braden, and for everyone. What will I do?

The impossible choice looms its heady shadow over me once again. I can't do this anymore. I have to do something one way or another. Either I tell Braden what's going on, or I get the information I need.

I can't live in limbo anymore. 

For a moment, I let myself relax into the fact that Braden's body surrounds my own and that together, we make a cozy nest in his large bed. The grey sheets and duvet cover us and keep us warm. Not a shade of light enters the room as he has the automatic blinds drawn shut. It's black in here. 

I feel his chest rising and falling. I listen to his breathing. He's all I want, all I've ever wanted.

I have no idea what time it is because of the darkness surrounding me. I reach for my watch ever so gently on the night table. It's 5:30 AM, my usual waking hour.

Images from last night cross my mind. The balcony, the stairwell...it was magical.

We fucked several times more in this bed. It's like he couldn't get enough of me, nor I him. There's this pull between us, this ravenous desire to be together―and last night finally fulfilled some of that wantonness. 

While I feel like it means that something more is growing between us, and while I feel more intimate with him, I'm also unsure about the future. Nothing can be decided as of now.

Braden may not be a one-woman kind of guy. I have yet to determine that. But my feelings haven't changed; they only grow deeper every second that I'm around him.

I've never let someone penetrate my soul the way I’ve let him in. I hope I'm not opening up too far too fast.

Though I could stay here, curled up with him forever, I recognize the fact that this could be my one opportunity to make a move towards finding the information I need.

I'm sad to leave the warm bed and the feeling of his arms around me, but slowly I extricate myself from his grasp. I am ever so careful not to wake my sleeping man. He's so hot, even when he’s in dreamland.

I place one foot on the floor and then the other. It's freezing in here, and I'm naked.

I seek around in the dark for my dress, or better yet, a sheet, just something to wrap myself up in. My cum-stained dress from last night will not do.

I go to his master bathroom and into his closet where I find all manner of cashmere sweaters. I pull on a heather grey one and a pair of his sweats. Warm at last.

Then I splash some water on my face and once again judge my own eyes, wondering if I'm the type of person who could do something like this. Can I betray the person I'm growing to care about? Can I betray the rest of the league just to save myself and my team?

The answer evades me, and I look away from myself in disgust. I'm used to having a stronger moral compass than this. Usually, I know exactly which way to turn. 

This could be either my undoing or his. I have to decide soon. 

I tiptoe around his room and leave to sleep, hopefully dreaming for me and not having nightmares like I had.

I walk the length of the hall and admire his place in the very early light of day. The guy really has good taste.

In the kitchen, I quietly find a glass and pour some orange juice. I make an espresso out of the machine in the wall, and that's enough to get me going, to clear my foggy mind from everything that happened last night. 

It's time. No more stalling. I have to seek some information about the technology he's developing.

A part of me hopes that it's so well hidden, I won't be able to find it and then that'll be my answer.

I find his office in the palatial pad. It's a book-lined room, chic and modern as ever. His desk is right there in front of me, the essential Promised Land.

I can do this.

I don't have to do anything with the information. I can keep it under wraps, and no one has to know I have it. But this is my only chance to get it. So until I make my decision, I at least need to know that I have what the FBI wants.

Maybe somehow I can leverage myself out of this. Make a deal for Braden.

Or maybe I can replicate his technology and take the blame for him. I don't know. But there has to be a way.

For now, I sort through his desk looking for my answer. I'm curious to know his secret. I've been wondering for ages what he's implemented to make his car go so fast.

I wish this was a personal mission of uncovering knowledge, but unfortunately, it might be a government one.

I rifle through all the paperwork. For such a tidy guy, his desk is a mess. I sort through the drawers of his desk and find that one of them has a lock on it but it's open. He didn't bother to lock, probably thinking his information was at least safe in his own penthouse.

And now I feel worse than ever, because I know before I even look that the information I need is in there. I feel so bad for doing this to Braden that I almost want to turn away, but to back out now would mean that I no longer have a choice in what to do.

I've got to get the information to at least hold my options open. 

I open the drawer though my head pounds. Then I see the blueprints. I pull them out and spread them across the desk.

It's all here in front of me. Oh, my God, I see how he's done it. He's using an afterburner technology that is out of this world. I never expected he's be tuned into this kind of thing.

What he's doing is highly illegal, and it makes sense now that the FBI would want him locked up for it. But I can tell by the plans that Braden's also on the cusp of something new, and that the FBI will also want this information to use for their own engines. They probably need a person as much of a genius as Braden on their side.

He's accessed a far greater breadth of knowledge than they were aware of. Maybe he refused to give it to them or refused to work for them? I don't know, but looking at the plans makes it all apparent as to why Braden's in so much trouble.

They probably want these blueprints more than anything. More than putting him or the other crew members behind bars, they want the info.

In a way, I'm jealous that it was he and not I that came up with this. Why did I not think to use afterburning to increase the thrust? It's so obvious to me now, but technically speaking, it’s hard to achieve.

I admire Braden. He really is the smartest guy I know, and that is so, so sexy.

I take the blueprints and fold them up. I'm going to need to sneak these out of here.

I remember dropping my Louis Vuitton purse by the door, so I quietly leave the office, making sure everything is left as it was. Then I go down the hall to the front door where I tuck the papers into my purse.

Hopefully, now I'll have time to crawl back into bed with Braden, and he'll never have noticed that I left.

It's so early in the morning, and yet I know he loves to get an early start, too, so I better hurry.

Just as I turn around to join him back in bed, I see his large frame leaning against the frame of the door that leads to the foray.

"What are you doing, Jenna?" he asks with dark eyes.

Damn. I've been caught.

 






Braden

 

She's on her knees, placing the blueprints in her purse. 

Is it weird that I think she looks gorgeous in the morning light, wearing my sweat?

Is it wrong that I want her just as much as ever, even in the midst of betrayal?

"What are you doing Jenna?" I ask her pointedly.

She stands to greet me and tries to play off the deception like it never happened. 

"Oh, hi baby. I was just getting some lip gloss from my purse. You woke up early."

So it's gonna be like this. She won't admit that she’s flat out stealing my plans from the drawer in my desk. What does she take me for? A fool? 

I planted the blueprints there on purpose, in order to catch her betrayal if it occurs. Does she really think I'd hide them in plain sight, with the desk drawer unlocked?

I guess she does, and I guess she's really working for the FBI. None of what's happened between us has any merit, none of it was true or came from a place of honesty. It was all part of an elaborate scheme to get to this point in time.

She's a liar.

I feel a sense of disappointment that's new to me. Usually, I don't care enough about a woman to be disappointed. I really thought more of Jenna. I thought she was different; thought she’s the real deal. 

I know she might be on the cusp of the wrong side. I know she may sway to the authorities and I'd lose her forever. 

But now I see she’s in it all along. She's set to ruin me from the beginning.

It's why she got close to me.  Her attraction has been nothing more than a facade. 

She's been faking it all along, and the reality hits me like a ton of bricks. 

I never fall for anyone; I just couldn’t find someone to trust. And now, as soon as I put my heart out there and actually begin to trust, I get nailed.  

It's like my instincts are off. I can normally read people so easily, but I guess I read Jenna all wrong. 

The feeling of defeat is staggering. 

She's got the lip gloss in her hand and she comes up to give me a kiss. 

The problem is the sight of her, caught in such an obvious lie. For some reason, it doesn't disgust me or put me off. I still think she's radiant, and I'm still as attracted to her as ever. 

And therein lies the problem. 

"Have you had breakfast?" I ask. 

"Oh no, I just grabbed some coffee. You have quite the espresso maker."

"Come with me," I grab her hand and lead her into the kitchen. "I make the best omelette."

She seems a little shaken, a little thrown off her game, and she should be. It took balls to do what she did, sneaking around my office when I wasn't aware. And then she so narrowly got caught.

I, of course, was expecting it. I heard her slip out of bed. While I was hoping that my information on her was wrong, she certainly proved otherwise.  

In the kitchen, I play some music. The sun is shining through the windows and it feels like it should be a good day. 

"Do you cook?" I ask her casually. 

She laughs. 

"Nothing edible. I'm not a very good cook. I know every restaurant in town for a reason. Plus, I have a private chef that comes in on occasion."

"You do? You live a ritzier life than I do."

"A girl's gotta eat."

I oil the pan and begin my creation. Cooking, to me, is like an art form. I find value in cooking for people I love. Not that I'm saying I love Jenna. Not by any means.

My mind is occupied as I make her breakfast. I thought last night meant something to her. I thought we were on the same page. But what I'm coming to find out is that every moment she spends with me is an act, for an ulterior motive. 

And yet it can't be. I know we have a connection. I know she feels it too. You can't fake that, can you?

Either she's the best goddamn liar in town or I've got it all wrong.

"Okay, well, now you can sample some homemade food, a luxury in your world."

I plate her the omelette in town, complete with greens, imported cheese and all my favorite ingredients. 

Internally, I curse myself for getting so worked over Jenna. I'm a playboy after all. I don't get consumed and upset by women. I make them swoon, and I bed them, and that's it. 

Why should Jenna be any different?

I look at her smiling over her breakfast, so appreciative and sweet about everything. How could I be wrong about this girl? It's not like she wears her heart on her sleeve, but is and always has been kind-hearted and respectful to everyone I know. 

She has a flawless reputation unlike my own.  She prides herself on having morals and I fucking respect that.

But then I envision myself walking in on her, crouched over her purse stuffing my blueprints away. I saw it with my own eyes, there’s no going back.  I can't deny what I saw.

"Is it good?"

"So good. You could be a chef. Like, really."

She's happy and thankful and I'm torn apart. I have to just put her in the category with all other women and not become emotionally involved. 

Even if I put her in that category, I don't know where to go from there. Should I break things off? 

I curse myself for getting my heart involved. I'll know in the future not to go there. There's a reason I don't involve myself with women like this. It always ends up messy and complicated. 

It’s unreal, and I can't even believe I've let my heart go so much. I'm normally so guarded and I'll have to be that way again. 

I owe it to myself and to my long reputation of staying distant to continue to do so. I deserve the best, and if Jenna's a fraud, then she's not the best and I needn't have anything to do with her. 

At the same time, I have to play this thing carefully. If I break it off now, while things are so good on the surface, she might get suspicious. It'll look like I know what she's up to. 

If anything, I have to prevent her from getting those plans to the FBI. They must not obtain them. 

In order for that to happen, I'll have to keep things as seamless as possible. I'll pretend back. If she thinks she has the monopoly on acting within a relationship, she's wrong. I'll beat her at her own game. 

I vow to push my feelings out of it and to make this all about business from now on. It'll be hard to mask my hurt and to not ask her a thousand questions, but I have to do it if I have any chance of keeping a handle on this thing. 

I plaster a fake smile across my face.  

"I'm so glad you're enjoying your breakfast.  Anytime you need real food, that's not delivered from a takeout menu, or by a private chef, just come on over." 

I hope to convince her of my sincerity. 

"Thanks, Braden. I'd really like that."

She seems earnest as ever, and again my heart aches knowing the truth. It's gonna be harder than ever to keep this charade in business mode, when all I want to do is to sleep with her and fuck her and make her mine.

This constant obsession with Jenna is gonna have to stop, but at least I can be with her for a few days longer. At least her body is not forbidden to me yet.

I haven't quite had my fill of Jenna yet. Will I ever?

Seeing her here, sitting on the marble island so close to me, wearing my clothes, her hair a tangled, freshly-fucked mess, makes my cock harden. 

It might be hard to bury my feelings and to forget about Jenna meaning something to me. But it won't be hard to indulge in her body just a few times more. 

I walk over to her and lovingly kiss her. She thinks I'm true and that my emotions are real. Well, how could she see past that when she's deceiving me so? This is exactly where she wants me, and she thinks she’s got me there.

She kisses me back and maybe to her she's still on top. Maybe she believes she's the one playing me. But that'll never happen. I'll always be on top. I'll always dominate her, even in this. 

"I'm so glad you stayed over baby," I say to her.

She looks at me with those emerald green eyes.  

"Me too. I'm so happy, and last night was...intense."

"I know. I wish we could repeat it, but I have to go to work in about an hour."

She stares at me with lustful eyes like she's thinking of what it would be like to take to my sheets again.

I give her one, long passionate kiss and then I pull away. 

Game on.






Jenna

 

I’m shaking.

I feel sick to my stomach and nauseous. 

I can’t believe I so narrowly escaped Braden finding out about me.  

I rush through the lobby, out the doors, and into the light of day.  

I breathe and catch a breath of fresh air outside of Braden’s building.

That was so intense, having to lie to him like that.

I check my purse to make sure the blueprints are still there. 

After all the trouble I went through to get them, I better not have left them behind.  

I carefully tuck them back into my Louis Vuitton and then catch a cab. 

I’m positively torn in half. I care about Braden so much, and yet I’ve just stolen from him.  

I haven’t yet decided how far to take the betrayal, but stealing those plans was enough. I feel terrible.

I sink into the back of the cab and just feel like hiding my head away from the shame of it.  

I think about the moment that Braden walked in on me in the foyer. There’s no way he wouldn’t have seen it. He had to have seen me put those blueprints in my purse. 

How could he have missed it?

It’s midmorning and everyone’s rushing around, getting things done and tending to business. There’s all manner of people out today. I look at them with envy, thinking what simple lives they must lead compared to mine. 

They’re not wanted by the FBI. They’re not in love with someone that they must deceive. They haven’t just stolen from the man of their dreams. 

All of this is on my shoulders, and it’s almost too much to bear. For all the years I’ve liked Braden, now it’s all come to this? It feels like my feelings have been in vain. 

I finally catch a break and now the world comes tumbling down.  

It’s just my luck, really. I stare out of the window sadly and count down the moments it takes to get to my apartment. I want to pick over Braden’s blueprints and see what he’s done. 

I finally arrive home and am glad to just get some space in the privacy of my home. 

I make some tea and unroll the plans across my little artisan table in the kitchen. I need to study these to fully understand Braden’s motives and plans. 

I smooth my fingers over his scribbled handwriting and think about last night. I’ve never been so intimately connected with one man. It felt so good and it felt so right. 

I felt understood by him and in his strong arms. I could finally let go and not be so in control all the time. Braden has this need to dominate me, which I kinda like. 

I should’ve known he’d be an alpha male in the bedroom as he is in life. Nothing is more attractive than a man who knows what he wants and who goes after it without a fault. 

I need him too. I need that dominance in my life because I’ve found through surrendering to him that I can really allow myself to come undone.  

It’s hard to study the plans when all I can think about is the feeling of flying I had on that glass balcony when he made me come in mid-air. The stairwell where we fucked so hard and I felt at one with him flashes through my mind. I miss him already, and I just left him.

After all that connection, I betrayed him, and it makes me feel sick. 

I drink my tea and look outside, wondering what he’s doing. He said he was going to work today. 

I myself can’t even think about going to work and seeing my crew. Under the circumstances, it’s too much to think about facing them and Braden all on the same day. 

I normally am not one to take a day off. But until I figure out a plan, a way to evade the Feds, well, I can’t even look at a racetrack.

I’m too far into this. While I want to be with Braden unencumbered so badly, I also know that the hopes of that happening while I have the FBI breathing down my neck is slim to none. 

My phone rings and I jump to grab it, hoping that maybe it’s him. 

“Hello?”

“Jenna, it’s Mr. Harrison, the agent you met on the street. Listen, we’re ready to bring Braden in, and we need that information. You’ve had ample time to collect it.”

Fuck. I should not have answered my phone. 

I’m looking at the blueprints right now. All the information is laid out before me, but I will not reveal this to the agent. I don’t think I can go through with it after all. 

“Hi, how’d you get this number?”

“That’s beside the point. What I need to know is if you’re going to accept your immunity or not.”

“I thought I had more time. I don’t have the information yet,” I lie through my teeth. 

“That’s incorrect, Jenna. We know for a fact that you have what we need. Now if you don’t want to play ball, we can bring you into custody.”

“Wait, what? What are you talking about?”

There’s a long pause at the end of the phone. Why is there pause?

I’m starting to feel like I’m in pretty deep here, deeper than I should be. I’m lying to Braden and I’m lying to the FBI. Either way, I lose. 

Just then, a series of photographs pop up on my phone. 

It shows me leaving Braden’s building this morning. It shows me taking the plans out of my purse to see that they were still there. And then there’s a series of photos showing me stuffing them into my purse and jumping into a cab.

“I’m under surveillance?” I say to the man.

“Of course, Jenna. You’re gonna help us, and we need to know what you’re up to at every moment. It’s obvious from those photos that you have the information we need. Now it’s time to offer it up.”

I’m pissed now. They don’t have anything on me. This whole situation has been ruining my life, and I’m about sick of it. 

What would feel most right is to just tell Braden all of this. But who knows, maybe they have his apartment bugged? Maybe they’re following him as much as they are me. Maybe the whole club’s being watched. 

“It doesn’t sit well with me that I’m being followed when you have no actual evidence against me,” I say to this Mr. Harrison if that is, in fact, his real name. 

“You better be careful, sweetie, because you’re skating on thin ice, and you’re about to go down hard with the rest of them.”

Hmm. I’m offended. It’s a classic intimidation technique. 

These dirty cops have nothing on me and probably nothing on The Billionaires Club. I’m sick of being put in the middle of this and of dealing with them.

“Excuse me, is that a threat?”

“It may be. You’d do well to abide by it.”

His tone is frightening. This is the FBI, not your average NYC policeman. I feel like I’m playing with fire, and I might get burned. 

“If you don’t give us what you want, you will pay.”

I summon my courage to say, “This is coercion, and I don’t think that’s very legal, Mr. Harrison.”

“Don’t mess with us, Jenna. You have the option of immunity now, but I can take that away at any moment.”

The reality of the situation is starting to scare me, and I truly don’t see a way out. What are my choices? I’m racking my brain, trying to stall and to come up with a plan. 

“Well, I need more time. I have the plans, but I need to go over them myself first. You can at least give me that.”

“I’ll give you that,” he says. “But this is your last chance and warning.”

Finally, I think of an idea. This may save the situation if I can just figure it out. 

For now, I tell him, “Okay, fine, Mr. Harrison. I’ll give what you want. I’ll work for you. But first, I think you should give me some time to try to get more out of Braden. I know he’s harboring another secret. And with just a little more influence, I can get it out of him. Please, just let me finish this.”

There’s a pause as he considers my position. 

“Okay, Jenna. I can give you that. Try to squeeze Braden for all he’s got. But then we want everything. If I give you this time, I’m going to expect huge gains, got me?”

“Yes, Mr. Harrison. That’s fine. Goodbye.”

I hang up on him and think that at least I’ve bought myself some more time. I’ve got the FBI breathing down my neck, but with this new leverage I’ve bought, I know what to do.

That’s all I need. A little more time.

 






Braden

 

The smell of the racetrack turns me on.

The fast cars driving by cause excitement to stir in the air.

Maybe I shouldn’t be out here because the Feds are on to me, but I can’t stay away.

Besides, what am I going to do? Burrow away in a hole somewhere and hide? That’s just not my style, I’m afraid. 

My car is ready, equipped with all the new technology. I’m going to win as usual. Only this time, Jenna knows my plans. Doubtless, she was impressed by the plans. 

She’s as into this stuff as I am, and I know when I planted those blueprints for her to find that ultimately she would come to see my genius.

Why do I care to impress Jenna when she has obviously turned her back on me and on what could’ve been a great relationship?

I’m in the car checking all the gears. Everything has to go great because I’ll be moving at supersonic speed.

There’s always a risk in racing that something could go wrong, and that adds to the excitement. My technology especially brings things up to a new level, so I have to make sure everything’s in order or the crash could be ugly.

That’s why the Feds are onto us, I guess. Not only do they want the technology but it’s also fucking dangerous out here. 

I look up, and that’s when I see her coming down the street with her crew. She’s wearing all leather, and her body looks tight. Her long hair is flowing, untamed as usual.

Damn, I long for her feisty spirit and for this to have worked out a shade differently. But as it is, I’ll work with what I have. 

She sees me and flashes me that million-dollar grin. 

I want her so bad. I want to take her right here over the hood of my car. I want to drag her into an alley and fuck her brains out and punish her for even thinking of turning to the Feds instead of to me. 

I grit my teeth and try to control the burning desire to have her. 

As much as I hate to do it, I know I can’t trust her, and I have to control myself around her. I have to be careful and to not let my heart get involved.

One thing I do know about Jenna is that I need to figure out her game plan. I need to be sure of everything she’s up to, only then can I gain the upper hand.  

So for now, I’ll play nice. 

She walks up to me and my crew disperses. She looks so hot in that skin-tight outfit. She’s always been the hottest one at our races, and today’s no different. 

“Hey, babe,” she says. “Nice ride.”

I get out of the car to greet her. I kiss her cheek.

“Thank you. You look gorgeous as ever.”

She does a little spin and says, “Do you like my all-black outfit?”

“Yes, it matches your hair. And your dark personality,” I say, probing her.

She can’t betray me like she did and not expect to receive some taunting. I will make her pay for this one way or another. 

“Dark? What’s so dark about me?” she deflects. 

I grab her by the waist and pull her close to me. Her body feels so right enveloped by my own. I want her badly. 

I kiss her passionately. It’s like a Judas kiss, one laced with betrayal and ill intentions.

She doesn’t know that I’m on to her. Or does she?

“So how do you think you’re gonna do today?” I say into her hair that smells of coconut. 

“Well, I’ve implemented some things. We just might win,” she says.

My heart sinks because I know she’s lying. How can she stand there, staring at me straight in the face, and just lie?

All my perceptions about Jenna were wrong. Here I thought she was this honest person. And now I feel disappointed and jaded by her almost.

I say almost because the sight of her always brings me home. She’s gorgeous and amazing, and I want to bed her all the time. I don’t care if it’s an alleyway or my own room—I want to strip Jenna down and make her apologize and make her beg for it.

It’s just the way I feel with her. 

She’s looking over my car with renewed interest. Now that she knows what’s going on with me, now that’s she stolen my plans and ideas, she probably has some questions.  

“What the acceleration on this now, Braden?”

“Why do you ask?”

“Oh, no reason. I just thought maybe it would be like last time.”

“Maybe it will.”

She circles my car, looking for all the new upgrades. My afterburner mechanism isn’t obvious, but to the trained eye like hers, she might be able to figure it out.

I let her look. She can look all she wants. I even show her the interior, and I see her eyeing my little button that gives me the propulsion to win. 

It makes me think of her little button and how I’d like nothing more than to bend her over the seat of this car and to fuck her brains out, all while hearing her scream my name. 

These thoughts will never go away. I stroke her ass as she’s bent over, looking inside. 

“Braden! God, right in front of everybody?”

There are a few spectators here now. Only the most exclusive, the most invited members of the upper echelons of society are here. 

Once again, the exclusivity gets me off. But for as underground as we run this operation to be, the Feds, the try cops are still on to us. I’ve been evading them for years, and now, thanks to Jenna, I may be out of luck. 

I need to know what she’s doing with them, and I plan to find out.

“Well,” she says, “I better get back to my crew. I just wanted to say hi.”

Yeah, and see what I have going on over here. Sneaky little bitch. She doesn’t deserve me, and yet I so deserve at least one more taste of her.

“Come out with me tonight?” I ask.

“Only if you win,” she teases.

Her eyes narrow because she knows now that I will win. She knows all my secrets and how I stay ahead. 

“I always win,” I say.

I’m so tempted to bring her to a quiet place, pull that leather off her body, and spank her for defying me. 

Who does she think I am? Does she really think she can pull one over on me and that I’m not aware of every move she makes?

I won’t dishonor her by doing that now, but my cock twitches at the thought. 

Besides, I have my own research to do on Jenna. I need to find out what she’s up to, and I need to know what she plans on bringing in to the authorities. 

“I’ll see you later then,” she says.

The heat between us is still as on as ever. It’s as if none of this drama is going on. We’re still drawn to each other like moths to a flame. 

I want her, and she wants me. There’s no way around it, and I doubt it will ever change.

If I can desire her through this—through the water of ultimate deception—then I can desire her through anything. 

I watch her saunter off to her crew, who are watching us. 

She does look good walking away. 

I’m so torn to pieces by this woman. On the one hand, I want her so badly that I can hardly think of anything else. But on the other, I feel so mislead by her. 

Is she faking the attraction? Is she really that good of a liar?

The thought misleading me gets me fired up to win. Two can play at Jenna’s game. But what she doesn’t know is that I’m always one step ahead of her. 

One of my crew members approaches me. “Hey, Braden, what were you doing talking to Jenna? You should keep your distance, for real.”

I clench my jaw at the thought of what he’s said. I won’t have anybody telling me what to do. I’m sick of all this drama and intrigue. 

I’m fucking pissed now, and I’m going to take it all out on the racetrack.

I get into the car without saying a word to the guy. I’m gonna win this race and watch all the haters as I cross the finish line first.  

This league used to be based on certain principles which I feel are fast fading.  

As I rev the engine though and get ready to begin, I know that what’s really eating away at me is knowing that I care for Jenna more than she cares for me. It’s not okay and not a position I’m used to being in.  

I’ll show her. I’ll show them all that I come out on top no matter what.

 






Jenna

 

The race goes by in a flash.

The smell of burnt rubber lingers in the air.

The crowd is excited and going wild.

Braden speeds by, followed by the other drivers, including my own man. At every pass, Braden's sure to make eye contact with me. The idea of him getting off on the race and on seeing me is enough to make me cum in my panties. Seriously. You have no idea just how hot this all is...just how hot Braden is.

Girls are screaming his name from the side-lines, and it reaffirms the fact that Braden was once a player. Well really, for all, I know he may still be.

Those many lonely nights I spent dreaming of him flit quickly through my mind, and I almost have to pinch myself to realize that this―everything that’s happening now―is my reality.

Braden and I may not be an official item, but we're close enough.

I'm happy about this, but seeing scores of women vying for his attention from the side-lines makes me naturally insecure, especially when we've never gone public with our love.

He sees me and smiles in that confident way only he can back up. He’s a stud, what can I say? And he definitely has the boldness to back it up.

The race is close between Braden and another driver, but I know who's really gonna win...

Braden.

He's got the Midas touch. Everything he does allows him to come in first. But I know that his secret technology is what's gonna win this race for him.

Despite myself, and despite the fact that he's my competition, I feel proud of him. I'm cheering him on and I hope he does win this time.

Our own car is in third place. I know we can overtake the second car, but we'll never be able to beat Braden. His afterburner technology is just too good.

Even though I'm excited for him, there are anxious knots forming in my stomach once again as I think about the FBI issue. I feel uncomfortable every moment that passes, as if they're watching us.

I try to push those thoughts from my mind as Braden zooms across the finish line.

Everyone's going crazy with excitement. There's lots of commotion and it's really fun. This kind of atmosphere is what has me addicted to racing.

I watch as he gets out of his car. Instead of shaking hands with all the fans and socialites, he makes his way directly over to me.

"Did you see my win, baby?" he asks.

"You did so well. I'm proud of you," I say to him with a huge smile that I just can’t fight.

And then, right in front of everyone, he pulls me in for a deep and passionate kiss. There's a collective gasp from the audience. Braden's never been one to make his affections known, not like this, and yet here he is, singling me out.

I feel joy and excitement reverberating throughout my body. I feel proud that I’m chosen by Braden. I wish, like I have so many times before, that this could become something real.

The feel of his hands around my body makes me quiver with lust. And that ever-present ache in the pit of my belly is there, telling me I have strong feelings for this man.

I know I'm falling for him, even though I'm conflicted about the blackmail. I desperately want a happy ending, but a part of me is so worried as to how this will shake out. What if Braden finds out I even talked to the FBI?

He takes me by the hand and leads me away from the crowd. They’re likely all going to attend the gala. He and I sneak off, however, to a random, casual little diner.

It's quintessential NYC and the perfect spot for us. I don't feel like being anywhere fancy or anywhere that would have me focus on anything other than Braden.

We order coffee and begin to just talk. I’ve figured that when you can talk to a man about anything, that's a good sign. It confirms the fact that things between you are more than just surface-level attraction.

"Don't you want to eat something, Braden? After that kind of a race, I would think your body needs fuel," I say to him.

"She's right," he says to the waitress. "I better order an omelette and a side of bacon. Anything for you, Jenna?"

I shake my head. "I'm good with coffee, thanks." Then I turn towards Braden and say, "I didn't just finish a legendary race like you."

The smile on his face tells me everything I need to know. He's still amped up on the adrenaline of having mastered such a car at such high speeds.

"Yes, that win was epic. I wish you could've been in there with me. You would've loved the pace. I was flying, Jenna, just fucking flying."

He's smiling, and his enthusiasm is infectious.

"I wish I could've been in there with you, too. Maybe we can take the car out sometime?"

He must know I'm dying to get into his car. I want to see all the technology and mechanics within. It's his secret place, a well-guarded secret that he and his team have held close for ages.

And honestly, the biggest part of me wants to crack that code just for my own knowledge. I want to see how he's done it. Never mind the FBI.

He looks at me like he's excited, but also like he’s waiting for something, like he wants me to tell him something, like he's expecting more. What it is, I don't know.

"Your engine did okay though, Jenna, you should be proud," he says.

Internally, I'm thinking that I know I should be proud I didn't use jet engine technology to win the race. But of course, I don't say this to him.

In fact, he's the one to bring it up. "You know, there's another technology you can use in your engine, like jet engines and afterburner mechanics."

I'm surprised and stunned that he's saying these words. He just placed his secret on the table. Of course, he's not admitting he uses it, but the idea is there.

I remark, "Yes, Braden, but that would never work in a car."

I’m only saying the obvious. I don't know how he got the technology to work for him, but I'm longing to talk about it and have no intention of wavering from the subject.

He's gazing at me with dark eyes, his stare penetrating as if he’s trying to see into my soul, and I wonder what's on his mind.

He says, "Yes, it'd definitely be hard to work out. You'd have to get the perfect angle to really get it going. Kind of like other things that require the perfect angle."

I know he's talking about me now and how he’d like to ravage my body right here and now. Everything with Braden is laced with the sexual innuendos. I find this talk seductive, and I'm getting wet despite trying not to.

He continues, with his eyes set on me the entire time, "Those afterburner mechanisms, the way they spew out, really puts the regular pressure that's needed for combustion, but if you wanted it in a car, you’d have to angle it, right?"

I stick to the subject at hand, though, and say, "How could you ever have an afterburner like that in a car? That wouldn't make sense."

He says in a flirtatious tone, "It would only work because it would have to shoot out the sides to create an even-pressured thrust, hitting just the right spots. Kind of like how you have certain spots that need to be hit, in order for you to...combust."

My body becomes heated by his words as I imagine him pressing all my right buttons. At this point, he knows my body like a map, even better than he knows every turn on the race track.

Both our minds are on the same thing. We want to fuck so badly, and yet we're out in public. A conundrum.

"Just the right spot, you say? That sounds like you might be on to something there, Braden. Maybe you should implement that technology."

He smiles in a mischievous way and says, "I can figure it out. I know how to find just the right spots and hit them hard until they explode."

Our verbal foreplay is turning me on so damn much.

Everything with the FBI flies out the window, and all I can focus on is the thought of Braden's big, thick cock entering me.

My thoughts have turned away from technology, away from cars―and purely towards the adrenaline of being with him.

He’s like a drug. And like everything else, I like it hard and fast.

 






Braden

 

I take her hand and lead her out of the diner onto the slick streets of NYC.

Nothing could be more romantic. Even for me, a verified playboy, this is getting real.

A light rain is falling, making the streets sleek and pitch black. The atmosphere mirrors my mood. Every part of me wants to make Jenna come undone, to expose her dark secrets to the light.

The rain makes me broody, and it makes me want to go fast. Jenna was aching for a ride in my car, and I'm gonna give it to her.

"We're going in your race car?" she asks tentatively.

"You've been wanting to go for a ride for a long time, haven't you? Aren't you dying to see my inner workings?" I say.

The question is a veiled allusion to myself. I know Jenna wants to get to know me, I know she wants the technology for herself, and now I know that she wants the information for the FBI, as well. I don't know what kind of position they put her in to make her feel like she has to keep secrets from me, but my obsession with Jenna is running so deep that I don't even care about her betrayal.

What she fails to realize is that she can keep nothing from me. I'm all over her. I'm making it my mission to know every facet of her life.

Her mistake was in thinking that she could hide this FBI secret from me. Of course I would find out. How could I not?

A dark part of me wants to control Jenna and wants to know where she is at all times. I feel possessive of her, like she's mine forever.

I open the door for her, and she slides into my race car. She looks damn good sitting in the passenger seat. She's the perfect accessory for my car.

She's the thing that’s been missing from it—from me, from my whole fucking life.

I get into the driver’s seat and ask, "Are you ready for this, Jenna? I'm gonna show you speed like you've never seen before."

With that, I step on the gas and peel out of our spot. I drive her around the city, taking corners and alleyways fiercely, furiously.

I'm an extremely skilled driver, and I definitely know how to handle my own car. It's a pleasure to show her my talent at last, up close and personal.

"You’re really fucking good, Braden. I know I should be scared, but I'm not. It's all just very exhilarating," she says as she clings to the sides of her seat, the excitement evident in her voice.

I know she must be a little scared, despite her pretending otherwise. She can handle a lot, since she's part of this racing world, but not even the bravest of passengers can truly ride with my speed.

I move my hand from the stick shift over to hers. I un-clutch her fingers from the seat.

"Are you sure you're not scared?" I ask her.

She looks me dead in the eyes and mouths the word no. When she does this, all I can compare it to is how her lips would look wrapped around the width of my cock.

I stare her in the eyes instead of watching the road, but she doesn't flinch. This girl has a certain amount of daring that I find to be extremely captivating. She’s got me hooked.

Then she breaks away from my gaze at last and says, "Keep your eyes on the road, Braden. Come on, I don't want to die tonight."

"Oh, baby, you're not gonna die tonight. I promise you that."

I shift into high gear with my right hand and then use that same hand to make my way up her tight leather pants. She couldn't have worn a skirt and made my job easy?

I slide my fingers over the concave lines of her stomach, then lower until I find her sweet spot through those damn pants. She gasps and moans out in pleasure, egging me on as I rub my finger along her pussy.

Unable to wait any longer, Jenna lifts her pelvis off the seat and slides her pants and panties down. I’m utterly shocked; this girl is something else. I never imagined I would have a drop-dead-gorgeous, half-naked woman sitting in my race car. Another car, yeah, but having her here in my race car has me feeling wild with need.

When she’s settled back in her seat, I waste no time in getting my fingers inside of her wet cunt.

Yes, I'm driving with one hand and fingering her with the other. The combination is extremely hot.

I've never had a woman in my race car before. It's not that I was saving it, necessarily; it's just that I never felt the need to have some girl in my sacred territory.

That is, until I met Jenna.

She belongs in here.

I slide my fingers along her wetness, and she's really gripping the seat now. It's all I can do to keep one hand on the wheel and not expose her tits to the world, too.

"Oh, Braden, oh my God, fuck, I think I'm gonna come," she says breathily.

It doesn't take long and that gives me some idea of just how badly she's been yearning for me and for her release.

A few more swipes of my middle finger along her clit, and I've got her crying out my name. It's music to my ears. It's really the only sound I want to hear as of late.

"Oh, Braden! God, fuck. Braden, I'm coming so hard."

Her hips quiver violently, and I feel her sticky cum around my fingers. It makes my cock harder than ever.

My left hand stays steady on the steering wheel the whole time.

I pull my fingers out of her pants and up to my mouth where I taste her cum and let it glisten on my lips.

She's still coming hard in what is likely a series of multiple orgasms. This ride must've been turning her on more than I even thought. Now’s my chance to expose her tits, and I do with my free hand.

I unbutton her blouse and free her nipples to the hot air inside the car.

She's got beautiful tits. My eyes aren’t on the road, but on her. Suddenly, the force of my desire is so much that I think I'm gonna have to pull over and fuck her right here. I can't contain myself any longer.

But before I have a chance to act on my guidance, I see her head coming down on my lap. She unzips my pants with her teeth and exposes my giant cock to the world.

I wish I could see the hungry expression on her face, but instead I can only sense her craving for me. She starts to suck and tease my cock with her tongue. It takes all my willpower to keep on driving, focusing my eyes on the road.

I want to force her head down on my full length. I want to make her choke and gag on it. I want it as a kind of punishment for what she did, for betraying me to the FBI.

This is how twisted things have gotten with Jenna. Instead of being mad at her, I just want to punish her and make her submit to my will.

In truth, she could do no wrong in my eyes. I don't care how treacherous she is, my obsession with her remains the only thing that keeps me going. She could literally do anything to me, and I won't sway from wanting to possess her.

In fact, the more out of line she gets, the more I want to put her on the straight and narrow course. The more she misbehaves, the more I get to whip her back into shape.

I contemplate all of this as she sucks on my cock. Her head is bobbing up and down. I feel her warm, hot breath and lips around me.

Somehow I'm gonna have to steer this car while I come, and that's not gonna be an easy feat, judging from the intensity of Jenna's blowjob. I can tell she's trying to swallow me whole and it feels fucking amazing.

"You want that big cock don't you?" I taunt her.

She moans in pleasure, and I know I'm all she needs. I'm the only man that can satisfy her.

I think the safest course is to start heading home. I might come on the way, which is dangerous, or I can hold out and find my release when we're parked safely.

As if she can read my thoughts and decides to make this harder for me, she's starts really going down on me hard. Her lips and her tongue are tight around my cock, and it's all I can do to keep steering the wheel and focus on the road.

I decide I can handle it, and I grab her hair with one hand and force her up and down on my shaft a few more times before I blow my hot load down her throat.

I'm still driving the car at an incredibly fast speed. She's going wild for my cum, sucking as much of it down her throat as she can, making the sexiest moaning and slurping and gagging noises I’ve ever heard in my whole goddamn life.

One thing's for sure, I'm gonna have to fuck her...and soon.

 






Jenna

 

The headlights of Braden’s car cut through the stormy night like a knife as we roll up to his building. The taste of his cum is still on my tongue. When I lick my lips, they’re salty with his seed.

His eyes slide over me as we ease down a narrow side-alley separated from the street by an automatic gate. This is the backdoor to the most expensive building in NYC. The private parking of the rich and famous.

I look down at his lap and see that his cock hasn’t softened at all. If anything, it looks harder than ever.

My cunt throbs, wet as the pavement outside. My pulse is still racing with the thrill of it all: Braden. His car. The speed, the sound, the slickness of the road beneath us as we leave it behind.

Braden drives too fast. He takes corners with reckless abandon. The way he drives is a physics lesson in disaster, but as close as he comes sometimes, I’ve never seen him crash.

He’s dangerously calculating, too hot for his own good and too rich to care.

“Keep those fucking pants off,” he tells me, running his fingers through his dark, thick hair. The other hand is still wrapped around the wheel, white-knuckled.

He looks unhinged. Raw and brooding. Bristling with the same energy as the storm outside, wild and untameable.

He rolls down the window and leans out to key in his pin number for the garage. I lean over across his lap and catch his wrist.

“Ever had sex in a storm before?”

Braden leans back, considering it.

“It’s a cold rain, Jenna.”

“I never thought the infamous Braden Masterson would be afraid of getting a little wet.”

With not even half a second of warning, Braden twists his wrist beneath my fingers and captures my throat in his hand.

“You’re the only one who’s getting wet tonight,” Braden growls. His breath is warm against my lips. His mouth is so close to mine it makes me ache. “That’s your problem, Jenna. You haven’t been paying attention. You still think I give a damn where I fuck you.”

He rolls the window up, pushes me away and gets out of the car. He doesn’t turn it off. His engine has quieted to a sultry purr. I can feel it vibrating gently through the leather seat beneath me.

The headlights cast Braden’s shadow up against the garage door as he comes around to my side, wrenching my door open.

Braden looms over me for a moment as the rain falls down on his broad shoulders. A glistening bead of a raindrop drips down his Roman nose and lands on my thigh.

“Get out of the car,” he growls.

I scramble to put one foot at a time outside his race car. Not fast enough. Braden pulls me out of the car and sweeps me off my feet. Like I’m some kind of damsel in distress and he’s my knight in shining armor, here to save me.

But as he lays me down on the hood of his race car, all I can do is admire his sword. If I’m in distress, it’s only because I want so badly to be his sheath.

Steam rises off the hot metal beneath me as the chilly rain beats down on it. Braden curls his fingers beneath my pants, gathered around my ankles, and pulls them off me like they’ve done him some kind of wrong. That’s just how he feels about my clothes, I realize. Braden Masterson has a general distaste for anything standing between his touch and my skin.

The metal is gorgeously warm beneath my bare ass. I can feel the engine thrumming beneath it, powerful and hot. It’s a stark contrast to the torrent of rain pouring down on my skin, soaking my blouse clear through.

The chilly wetness has turned the fabric of my thin shirt nearly transparent. It clings to my nipples, dark and hard and aching in the cold.

Braden grabs my ankle, pulling me towards him, and takes one of those nipples between his teeth. I gasp as he sucks on it through the damp linen. His fingers pinch the other one, and I shiver.

I can’t stop shivering.

I don’t know whether to blame it on the rain or blame it on him.

His lips kiss down my skin. It’s turned to gooseflesh, trembling and beaded with rain. Every kiss feels like fire. When he licks me, it’s like being licked by flame.

Until he comes to my pussy. My hot, throbbing, needy pussy. Then, I can feel the way I’m radiating. The humidity of my wetness mingles with the warmth of his breath for a moment. Then, he’s kissing me there. Making out with my cunt.

I tangle my fingers in his hair. His mouth is at my clit now, lashing out at it with his tongue. The sensation is so deliciously intense, I don’t know whether to pull him closer or push him away.

In the end, I do both, until I’m grinding against his face like the greedy bitch I’ve become.

I’ve never seen a man look more handsome than he does when he’s staring up at me with his mouth buried in my cunt. With Braden Masterson, this is truer than ever. He’s handsome enough from the usual angles that he could have any woman in the world exactly where I am―on the hood of his car right now.

But he hasn’t chosen just any woman in the world. He’s chosen me.

When he won his race tonight, it was my lips he was kissing. It’s my body he wants to fuck right now, and it’s my cunt that he’ll be inside as we weather this storm.

Together. Tonight. I’ll deal with tomorrow, tomorrow. Whatever it brings.

Tonight, I’m his.

I come so hard against his mouth that, for a moment, I’m certain I can see stars. But the storm clouds overhead rain down harder than ever. I’m left whimpering and trembling as it beats down on my body, as my pupils dilate and I struggle to regulate my breath.

His embrace is deliciously warm as he pulls me against him. We wrap our arms around each other with a primal kind of need. His kisses burn, all the way through my lips to my core.

Braden forces his tongue into my mouth. It conquers mine effortlessly. He’s a man used to winning, whether it’s in his car or on top of it.

“Beg me.” He pushes the words out through his teeth.

“Fucking give it to me,” I snarl back.

His massive cock probes at the tightness of my slit, feverishly hot and dripping with want, while his arms slide over my skin, slick with rain.

He hilts himself inside me.

No teasing. No easing himself in. No fucking around.

Just fucking. Pure fucking. Unbridled, undiluted, unrestrained fucking so damn good, it almost seems unreal.

He takes me hard and fast like he’s lost all restraint entirely. This isn’t like the way he races, teasing his opponents with the hope that they might be able to handle him.

This is deliberately brutal. Calculatingly intense. He’s huge, hard, and entirely too much to handle, and he wants me to know it. He’s getting off on it, even.

All I can do is lay back, hold on for dear life, and enjoy the ride.

The second orgasm sends a shockwave of pleasure through my body. Like I’ve been struck by lightning. The sky crackles with it overhead as my eyes roll back.

I lose myself to the sensation of Braden’s cock jackhammering into me, over and over and over again. My nails claw at his shoulder blades, desperately trying to find purchase. Every cell of my body is flickering, like a house with every light on when the breaker is about to blow.

When it does, I scream.

My hips buck up to slam against his.

I feel rewired. Full system upgrade. My every cell repurposed to feel pleasure.

Only pleasure. Nothing else.

He wraps me up tight in his arms and holds me like I’m holy. I wrap my legs around his hips. Our bodies find each other's rhythms like this, rocking against each other.

Growling, hissing, and moaning like animals in heat. Tangled up in each other’s embrace.

“Fuck. Jenna.”

I pull him tighter against me, press my lips to the warmth of his neck and sink my teeth into it.

“Jenna,” he hisses. “I’m going to come. I’m gonna come inside you—”

He wraps his fingers around my throat, holding me before him. Our noses are tip to tip. My hair is damp.

His hair is even darker than usual, slicked back and shining. Pearls of rain stream down his face, mixing with his sweat. That’s what he smells like: sweat and rain and gasoline. Leather, cologne and cunt.

My cunt.

He smells like me.

I come again, right along with him this time. He holds me tighter than ever, like he’s afraid of I might dissolve into the steam coming off the hood if he lets go. I can feel his balls tighten as he pumps me full of his load, hot ropes of cum coating my insides as deep as it can go.

Beneath us, the engine keeps purring. The headlights glow as thunder rumbles and lightning lights up the night.

 






Braden

 

When I get Jenna inside, she’s shaking like a checkered flag on a windy day. I find her a towel and dry her off, peeling back her wet blouse and tossing it to the floor with a wet slap. Can’t have my little fucktoy catching cold.

Jenna’s makeup is smeared, and her mascara is streaming down her face. She’s soaked through, right to the bone. Her hair is dripping with rain, and my cum is running down her thighs.

Fuck that glam, made-up socialite look that the women I normally rub elbows with try and tout. This is real beauty: Jenna Lockhart, naked and shivering, completely at my mercy. 

She has the look of a woman who’s been ridden hard and put away wet.

It makes me hard. I’m not ready to put her away quite yet.

“You’re a very bad man, Braden Masterson,” Jenna teases. Even her voice is shaking.

I toss the towel around her neck and pull her in for a kiss.

“You have no idea,” I say, twisting the ends of the towel tight. The water I’ve just mopped up off her body comes streaming back down over both her breasts.

She arches against me in tortured ecstasy. 

I watch her nipples get even harder. I didn’t think that was possible, but now they’re standing at attention, dripping wet and ripe for the taking. They’re the color of a cranberry vodka. 

I dip my mouth down to kiss them, one then the other.

“Oh,” she breathes, thrusting her chest out for more.

I give it to her, licking and biting and sucking away. When it comes to Jenna, I just can’t say no.

Does she have any fucking idea that she does that to me? She must. My cock pressing demandingly against her stomach is hardly something she can ignore, but the way she coos and sighs as I wrap my hands around her and tilt her backward, feasting on her tits like this, she seems so oblivious.

Oblivious to the shit she makes me feel, to the way she could fuck up my life in an instant if she tried. With all her fucking meddling, she still might.

Her mouth opens in a perfect O, shaped like it was made to stick my cock in. Surprisingly, her lipstick is still intact.

It won’t be for long.

My garage is vanity lit, with spotlights over all the classic cars I keep inside. These aren’t your granddad’s restored roadsters. They’re the kind of classics so rare and so expensive that on the books, they don’t even exist anymore. 

The amount of money that I shelled out to keep these beauties in good hands would boggle your fucking mind. I bought them in invite-only overseas auctions so deep underground that they’re practically black market.

I’d give up every one of them if it meant Jenna Lockhart would just be mine.

“The things I want to do with you, Jenna,” I growl, kissing between her breasts.

“Maybe I’ll let you,” she whispers. “If you ask nicely.”

My lips shift into a wolfish smile against her skin. “I don’t ask, Jenna. I command. I take.”

“Oh,” she moans again, so breathy and sweet that it makes my cock throb. “Well then…you’ll have to catch me first.”

She spins out of my arms and takes off through the parking garage, ducking and weaving through Ferraris and Mercedes Benzes.

She’s only wearing heels and a smile, so for a moment, I just watch her go.

Then I take off after her. After all, I never have been able to turn down the thrill of the chase.

I follow the echoing clicks of her heels against the concrete floor as I track her down the way a hunter tracks his prey. Finally, I catch sight of her slipping away behind a sleek black 1961 California Spider that was supposedly destroyed in the late 70s.

It’s the jewel of my collection, perfectly restored.

I stalk her around it until she sees me.

She dodges left. I go right. I’m faster than her, stronger and more powerful, and when I want something, there’s nothing that can stop me from taking it.

I sweep her up in my arms as she tries to flee, holding her from behind while she shrieks and screams with delight.

“Okay, you caught me.” She giggles, breathless. “What should your prize be?”

“Honey,” I growl, bending her over the Spider’s hood. “You are my prize.”

Her ass looks so fine, bent over and pushed out like that, that I nearly fuck it then and there. But I want to cover this girl in my cum, milk every last iota of pleasure from her body, and then claim it as my own.

I want to make her hurt. I want to fucking break her.

I want to kiss her broken parts and hold her until they’re all healed.

I drop to my knees behind her, pressing down on the small of her back. She shoves her cunt against my lips whether she means to or not. 

I take her like a man starved. She’s slick with my cum. Her cum. With us.

“Oh, fuck,” she whines. “Braden…Braden, wait. Your cum is still inside me—”

I smack her ass so hard, she cries out.

“Do you think I fucking care? I don’t know what pathetic boys you’ve been with before me, Jenna, so let me clue you in: a real man doesn’t give a fuck.”

I go down on her with renewed vigor until her pussy is spasming against my lips, soaking me with her honey, just to prove my point.

I lap it up. All of it. I pull her hair, spin her around, claim her mouth with mine, and pass our combined juices onto her tongue with mine.

“Swallow it,” I snarl as my fingers wrap around her throat. “Swallow it up like the little slut you are.”

She licks her lips as she obeys—no argument, no protest. I have Jenna exactly where I want her: gorgeous eyes glassy and glazed over, dumb from too many orgasms, obedient, eager to please, and desperate for more.

I drop my shoulder and toss her over it, carrying her off like a war prize. At the back of the garage, next to the private elevator up to my penthouse, are my trophy case and my workbench, side by side.

I deposit her in front of the case, pushing her to her knees. Trophies, medals, and ribbons tremble and flutter with the impact of her body while I grab a pair of jumper cables from my bench.

“You wouldn’t,” she gasps as I tease her nipple with the tip of one clamp.

“Maybe not,” I say forebodingly. Then, just to fuck with her, I open the clamp up and nestle her nipple between its sharp jaws, ready to snap shut at any moment. “Or maybe I will. You don’t know what I’m capable of, Jenna.”

“You wouldn’t hurt me,” she says, biting her lip.

“You don’t sound so sure of that.”

I ease the clamp closed a little more around her nipple. Not all the way, but enough that she can feel it.

“Oh god,” she whimpers, trying to pull away. But there’s nowhere to retreat to and she knows it.

She’s so wet, I can fucking smell it as I pull the clamp away.

“You fuck around with things that are dangerous, Jenna, and you’re going to end up hurt.”

“You wouldn’t hurt me,” she says again, this time with more certainty.

It makes my chest glow with pride. She trusts me. Maybe not outside of tonight, maybe not even outside of this moment.

But in the moment, it makes me want her—need her—all the more.

“Then you’d better fucking please me,” I say, grabbing her wrists.

I wind the jumper cables around them, binding her hands together, while I shove my cock down her throat.

She takes it beautifully—every thrust, inch after inch after inch after inch. 

I watch her struggle. I watch her gag. But with every pump of my rock-hard dick over her tongue and down her throat, no matter how brutal or how vicious, she takes it.

It’s making me lose my fucking mind. You don’t hurt a girl like that. You marry her.

Christ, listen to me. Look who’s gone stupid with orgasm now.

I pull out just in time, stroking my cock to a finish while I hold her wrists over her head and pump rope after rope of my hot cum onto her beautiful face.

She looks ruined now, with my cum dripping down off her eyelashes and her tongue snaking out to lick up whatever stray drops of my seed she can find.

“Have you had enough yet?” I ask her.

She blinks, and I do her the favor of wiping the cum away from her eyes with my thumb. I let her suck it clean before she replies.

“No,” she says, her chest heaving. She looks up at me with the most gorgeous gaze of adoration I’ve ever fucking seen. “I want more…if you can handle it.”

“Oh, I can handle it,” I growl, pulling her to her feet. “The question is, Jenna…can you?”

I haul her to the elevator, a million and one ideas flashing through my head. The hard part isn’t going to be coming again, I know.

The hard part is going to be deciding how I’ll use her next.

 






Jenna

 

The elevator doors spread open, and Braden tugs me through them by the jumper cables tied around my wrists like a lead. I stumble forward in my heels, naked and dripping with rain and Braden’s cum.

There’s something smug about him right now. He’s self-satisfied, like he’s conquered me and now he can take whatever he wants. Braden won his race and now, he thinks he’s won my body too.

And maybe he has. There’s no denying that I want him, more than I’ve ever wanted anything or anyone. Maybe I just don’t want to admit it to myself.

I like being used. I like being fuckbait for all of Braden’s dark little desires. 

I like the way he makes me whimper, the way he makes me beg, the way he makes me come. Over and over again, past the point of rationality or reason, and beyond whatever limits I might have set for myself. Whatever limits I previously thought my body couldn’t be pushed past.

Orgasm after orgasm after fucking orgasm.

Even sex with Braden Masterson is so decadent it ought to be a sin.

Call me a sinner then, I guess.

“Champagne, Jenna?” Braden says, chuckling darkly at the bottle sitting in an ice bucket on the kitchen counter. “My staff must have heard about the win.”

I look around nervously. Of course he has staff. His money might be self-made, but I can hardly imagine Braden scrubbing toilets and washing dishes himself.

You wouldn’t have to do it either, I think greedily. If you were his, he wouldn’t make you lift a fucking finger.

“Don’t worry,” Braden reassures me, though with that grin on his lips it’s hardly effective. “They’ve all gone home for the night. Can I tempt you?”

He plucks the champagne bottle out of the ice and holds it up for me to take a look at. I don’t know my champagne. Having tastes as expensive as Braden’s is well above even my pay grade, but even Braden’s mere presence is intoxicating enough for me. 

The atmosphere only serves to make it that much more intense. The storm is raging on just outside the window. His apartment is as dark and broodingly sensual as he is.

“I think you’ve tempted me plenty tonight, Braden.”

And I need to keep my wits about me if I want to stay head over water for whatever he has planned for me next.

He yanks the cables wrapped around my wrists, and I stumble against him, my tits pressing into the still-damp T-shirt clinging tightly to his chest. Braden wields the icy, dripping bottle of bubbly like the sadist he is, running its cold glass exterior over my hip all the way up to my waist.

“Jenna.” He smirks. “You’re shivering.”

No shit, Braden.

“Why don’t we get you warm,” he suggests as he moves the bottle around my back, tracing up my spine.

My entire body shudders at the sensation. All of my cells are already on high alert from the rain, the cold, and so many fucking orgasms.

He’s wearing me out, I realize. He’s breaking down my barriers, one by one, until I don’t have any fight left in me. Nothing left to push back my feelings for him, nothing restraining me from giving myself over completely.

And I can’t let that happen. Not with the FBI breathing down our necks. Not with the kind of man I know Braden to be.

Not without losing part of myself in the process.

He pulls me into a kiss, and he’s so warm that I can’t help it. I press against his lips, needy and full of longing that it’s becoming harder and harder to deny. 

With anyone else, all these orgasms would have been some sort of release. With Braden, the wanting only intensifies with every throbbing, shivering, earth-shattering time he makes me come.

“Let’s go to the bedroom,” Braden suggests, pulling me along like a captive savage.

I trail behind me, biting my lip and wondering what dirty plans he has for me next. Wondering if I’ll be able to handle them.

My heart is pounding in my chest as he guides me into his bedroom. His inner sanctum. And he closes the door.

At first, I think it must be fear. But no—fear is something I might feel right now if he was anyone but himself. 

This is Braden Masterson in control of my body. He treats me the same way he treats his race car. He’ll drive me hard, dangerous, too fast, and too recklessly… 

But he always knows exactly what he’s doing. I trust him completely—and without that trust, we couldn’t have what we have right now.

I’m not afraid. I’m excited.

Braden’s breath is hot on my neck as he takes me by the elbows and pushes me up against the windows.

Braden’s bed sits before a wall made completely of glass. From this vantage point of his top-level penthouse, I can see the whole city sprawled out beneath us. The only lights in the room are those of the city below, the occasional flash of lightning, and the orange-yellow neon glow of the alarm clock on his bedside table. 

A glance at the clock tells me that it’s even later than I thought it was.

My mother always told me that nothing good ever happens past 2:00 a.m.

As Braden presses my body up against the glass, I’m not sure if he’s about to prove her right…or wrong.   

“I’m going to break you, Jenna,” he says, wrapping an arm around my hips and pulling me hard against him.

“I don’t break easy.”

“No?”

“No.”

“We’ll see about that,” he growls.

And it begins.

Braden’s fingers find my clit. It’s not difficult. My clit is sensitive, slick, and swollen, and Braden knows the female body better than most men ever will. 

I feel myself coming close to orgasm immediately, but just as it begins—the heaving chest, the growing warmth, the blossoming of something gorgeous and dark and heady from my cunt all the way up into my womb—Braden backs off. He leaves me wanting. 

Then he does it again.

And again.

And again.

And no matter how I whimper and wheel and buck against him, I can’t take it from him. I can’t force him to give me what I need. 

He’s edging me so dangerously close to coming that every time he flicks my clit between his fingers, I’m certain that this is the time. This is it. This is when he’ll push me over the edge.

But he doesn’t. He fucking won’t.

My whimpers turn into cries. My cries turn to desperate sobs. 

I want him. I want it. However he’ll give it to me, I don’t fucking care.

I need him. His touch. His fingers. His tongue. His cock. 

I need release. 

And that’s how he breaks me. Little by little, then all at once.

“Please,” I sob, shaking. From where he’s positioned me, it feels like the whole city can see my need.

“Please what, Jenna?”

“Please—anything!” I cry out. 

Like a slut. Like a fucking whore. 

Behind me, Braden places the champagne bottle between my thighs, nestling the dripping cold neck against my cunt.

“Anything, huh? You must be desperate, offering something like that to a man like me.”

“Anything,” I whine, trying to grind against the bottle’s neck. 

But I’m too slick. Braden has filled me with his cum and made sure that my cunt is keeping itself nice and wet.

“I bet you’d let me fuck you with this bottle, even,” Braden muses. “If I wanted to. You’d fucking let me, wouldn’t you, Jenna?”

I swallow hard, my mind racing.

“Yes,” I gasp. “Fuck. Anything. Whatever you want.”

Braden pauses, and for a second, I think he’s going to actually do it. 

Slide the cork of the champagne bottle into my wet, dripping slit and make me come around it. Make me drink it after. Pop the cork and let it foam all over my breasts while I lick the bubbles and my honey off the rim.

Instead, he sets the bottle down. My body heaves in relief—but not for long.

“What about your ass, Jenna?” he growls, pressing the head of his cock between my ass cheeks. “Will you let me fuck this tight little ass of yours, here at the top of the city where all of New York can see?”

His cock is nestled just against the pucker of my asshole. 

I’m so wet, my pussy has managed to lube that hole up as well. And I fucking want it. I want his cock inside me, however he’ll give it to me, if he’ll just let me come…

I’m done fucking around. I force myself backwards, impaling myself on his rock-hard rod. Braden doesn’t miss a beat. He wants this just as bad as I do, and I can feel it. In the way he grabs my hips, fucking me hard and fast and with total abandon.

His fingers pinch my clit, working the hood up and down over it until I’m coming for him with all the force of a clap of thunder. 

The spasming in my cunt makes my ass even tighter around his throbbing shaft. I feel his thighs tense up, and then he’s coming as well, flooding my ass with his cum as the sky explodes with lightning and the rain streams down the windowpane and I collapse against the glass.

He takes me in his arms after. He unwraps the jumper cables from my wrists and peels off what’s left of his clothing and joins me in bed, a glass of champagne for each of us.

The warmth of the alcohol in my stomach mingles with the warmth of Braden’s body around mine, the weight of his blankets, and the cool linen of his sheets.

“You didn’t break me,” I mumble sleepily against his chest.

“Sure I didn’t, honey.” He chuckles. A low rumble, just like thunder. “Whatever you say.”

 






Braden

 

I pull open the door of the refrigerator and pull out the carton of eggs, a bunch of fresh mixed herbs, and a block of gruyere cheese. The coffee is finishing brewing, but I fill a mug with hot water and let it sit for a minute to warm. Then I turn the stove’s burner to low and place a copper saucepan over the flame so it will heat slowly. 

I’m trying to impress her. I realize this with a shock. I run my fingers through my hair, keeping my back towards the counter island where she’s sitting, looking delicious and rumpled in my old t-shirt and a pair of my boxer briefs. 

I inhale deeply and realize that her smells are all over me—the creamy notes of her cum mixed up with the sweet musk of her own scent. I release a low growl—like a caged animal I pace towards the coffee, dump the water warming the mug, and pour in the black liquid.

I can’t remember the last time I did this morning ritual for an audience. I can’t remember the last time I brought anyone to stay overnight or cook for them. Not before Jenna. It feels intimate, personal, intimidating and sexy. 

Like Jenna. 

I turn my head slightly, so I can catch a glimpse of her sitting at the large island in the kitchen. She’s fingering the paper I laid out for her. She’s nervous—I can tell by the way her finger is tapping and playing with the collar of the white shirt—but she’s also glancing over the front page with genuine interest. 

I bring the coffee and set it down in front of her. She lifts her head and smiles at me. Her expression is open. For the briefest moment, it feels like we’re just two normal people, and the mess with the FBI and the races feels very far away.   

“How do you take it?” I ask, gesturing at the coffee.

She leans forward on the stool, resting her elbows on the island, and putting her hands around the mug. She’s not wearing a bra, and the shirt is loose enough that I glimpse the roundness of her breasts for a moment. She’s not wearing makeup, but somehow looks more striking than ever. 

Her hair tumbles around her face in waves. I stare as she moves her mass of dark curls to one side; I can feel the pulse in my neck beginning to race. 

She catches me staring and I watch her blush slightly, wetting her lips with the tip of her tongue before answering me. 

“I’d like it with a little cream if you have it, but black is fine if you don’t,” she says. 

I nod. This is a quiet moment. That personal exchange of information, which has nothing to do with racing or the industry or betrayal. That has nothing to do with our fucking or sucking, and being pulled towards each other. She just told me how she takes her coffee. 

And it feels like the beginning of something. 

I clear my throat, take out the cream, and place it front of her. I’m careful not to touch her. I need to get my balance back. 

She might be the enemy, I remind myself. She might be my enemy. She could be the end of me; the end of this career I’ve built up through ingenuity and sheer force of will. She could be lying to me—and I’m lying to her. 

She might be on my side. This might be the beginning of something; it might be real. It might actually be the most real thing I’ve ever experienced. 

Being around Jenna, I feel like I’m behind the wheel of the most powerful machine I’ve ever driven. With her, I hear the constant purr of the engine. Anticipation floods my body, pushing my senses into overdrive. All I feel is adrenaline; all I think about is strategy. Being with her is like the pure excitement of a race, the feeling of barrelling into the future and leaving everything on the course. 

I smile to myself, because the only person who could get this would be Jenna. But we’re not there. I’m not ready to trust this, yet. I have to wait and see what she’s going to do.

The pan is warm. I begin to move, cracking eggs into a bowl. 

“What do you think about an omelette for breakfast?” I ask. 

“That sounds perfect,” she says, taking a sip of coffee. 

“Bread? I have a fresh baguette delivered every morning I know I’ll be here,” I say. 

“Of course you do,” she says with a laugh. 

I can feel her eyes on me as I whisk the eggs and then tear apart the fresh parsley, basil, and thyme. I shred the gruyere and put it aside. I pour the mixture in the pan. 

“He cooks,” she says. I can hear her smiling. It loosens something inside me. I don’t know what it is, but it makes me laugh. 

“I cook,” I say, nodding. “I like the kitchen. I like being alone in here and focusing on my cravings as I try to create something simple to satisfy it. It’s like any other kind of inventing process. Just with cooking it’s finding the right combination of flavors to satisfy me.” 

“Is that what you feel when you’re tweaking the engine or playing with the design of the car?”

I open my mouth to respond, and then consider my options. This could be, I realize, an opportunity to figure her out. Another exchange of information. I know now how she takes her coffee, she knows now that I cook. I know that she stole from me, but now will she find the words—or will I find the question—that will help me understand if she’s a tool for the Feds or her team. And if she’s not, how and why did she get caught up in this? 

She asked a simple question. Do I answer it honestly, in the way of two people learning the contours of each other? In the way couples do at the beginning of an affair?

I lower the heat on the burner and leave the omelette to cook a bit. Then I turn to her, leaning against the counter and we look at each other for a moment. Her green eyes are locked on mine. 

“Yeah,” I say. “I’ve never really thought about it before, but I suppose there are parallels between cooking and the way I approach racing. I’m not sure if I can explain it—”

“Try,” she says. 

I nod. 

“It’s never about driving, not really. When I race it’s about becoming enveloped in the machine or going so fast you feel one with the wind.” I shrug. “I don’t know how to explain it better than that. It’s not just about speed, but it’s about cutting through the world, whipping between objects so quickly it’s like you’re invisible. 

“It’s not like flying—I’ve never been interested in being in the air, I like the feeling of being connected to Earth, but so loosely, it feels otherworldly. A perfect drive is combining the grit of the earth—smell of gasoline, the black tar, sweat pouring down your back—all with the elegance of a dance.”

“That’s what you’re doing with your ‘adjustments.’ You’re trying to streamline the dance?”

“That’s a good way of putting it, yeah. But it’s also more than that.”

I turn back to the pan and sprinkle the cheese over the bed of eggs, a pinch of salt and grind of fresh pepper. I fold the omelette perfectly. 

“Or, that’s the racing part, that’s what I’m craving. The other part to it is trying to mix things up to satisfy that craving.” I slide the omelette on to a plate, tear off the heel of the baguette, and place the plate in front of her. 

“Eat.” 

She breaks into the eggs, bringing a morsel to mouth. I watch her eyes close for a second. She’s smiling. 

“This is really good.” 

“I know,” I say. We’re both smiling. Then I say, more seriously this time, “I’m glad you like it.”

I clear my throat and I start on my own omelette. 

“Don’t stop,” she says. “Keep telling me.” 

“Okay,” I start, “what I’m trying to say is the innovation part is the puzzle. It’s not about breaking laws or hurting people, it’s about pushing the industry forward—safely, but also for the sake of it. Inventors don’t always have a grand plan in mind, they are simply trying to improve on the past.” 

“I get that,” she says. “I really do. I fell in love with racing because it feels miraculous—how can a lug of a machine cut through air and be maneuvered so beautifully? Watching a race feels the same as watching a beautiful hunt—a pride of lions trying to make it to the prey.” She pauses. “I’ve never articulated that before.”

She opens her mouth to say something. I feel like she’s going to tell me what’s happening. I feel like she’s about to come clean. But she smiles instead. 

I’m about to say something to urge her to talk more, challenge her to speak to me, but she speaks first.

“Yours ready, yet? I’m almost done here.” 

“Yep,” I say, sliding onto the stool beside her. And then she passes me the butter, and we casually eat together in my kitchen. She can’t know what this is doing to me. I don’t even have the words for it. But I’m suddenly terrified that now that I’ve had this, I won’t be able to let it go. And that could be my undoing.






 Jenna

 

I walk out of Braden’s apartment and decide to walk the long way home. For once, my thoughts aren’t racing. I’m moving without a clear purpose, but I’m sure eventually I’ll get home. 

I’m waiting for the crosswalk sign to flicker from the orange hand to the blinking white figure when I catch my reflection in the darkened window of a passing black car. I’m smiling to myself, like Mona Lisa or like a girl with a secret. It makes me looking alluring. 

The white figure starts blinking and I force myself to move forward. My movement feels lighter than it has in months. I’m not quite floating, but I am relieved. 

After all this time worrying about what to do about Braden and myself, I’m starting to feel some clarity. The chorus of questions—“Should I hand over the blueprints?” “Should I perjure myself to the Feds?” “It this feeling between Braden and I real? Or is it lust run wild?”—that rush of voices has quieted down. 

I feel sure of him; I feel certain we’re building towards something. Braden and me. 

I clap my hand over my mouth and can barely stop myself from laughing and doing a small, quick little skip. Braden made me breakfast. We talked about those things that drive us forward—we both love racing and pushing ourselves and the cars. We both crave that sense of freedom that comes with moving faster than has ever been possible. 

The blueprints aren’t mine to handover, I know that now. I want a future with Braden—a real one based on honesty and respect. I want us to challenge each other, yes, but I don’t want to betray him before we’ve even started. 

I have to tell him what I did. I have to tell him about taking the prints and about the agent who’s chasing him down. He might never forgive me—but I can’t think about that now. 

He might be able to explain himself, though. He might be able to explain why he’s putting himself and our whole sport in jeopardy. He might be able to explain how this isn’t cheating; how he’s not undercutting my team and my job. He might. 

He might not, but suddenly I’m not sure how much I care anymore. I want to be with him and sit at the kitchen island and talk with him until we’re both blue in the face and have used every word known to man. I want to understand him completely. I want him to understand me. 

I need to get home. I’ll grab the blueprints and race back to his house. I’ll give them to him and ask him to make the right choice for all of us—himself, me, and the racing world. We’ll figure out what that is together.

Raising my hand to my lips, I step to the curb and whistle so loudly other people on the street cover their ears and wince. A small child is holding his mother’s hand and looks at me in awe, his small mouth agape. I wink at him and smile, stepping into the street and opening the door of the yellow cab that screeches to a standstill in front of me. 

“Step on it,” I tell the cab driver. He takes off, both of us enjoying our turn as characters in the Sunday afternoon movie. 

The cabbie pulls on my street and there are cars backed up down the street for miles. 

“I can get out here,” I say, taking a wad of bills out of my wallet and pushing them into his hand. I overpaid, but I don’t want to wait. I wanted to be home, blueprints in hand to try to catch Braden before another moment passes. 

Suddenly, time feels like it’s moving too fast and I start to run towards home, making a right into the driveway and running headlong into the arms of Agent Harrison.

“Jesus,” he says. “Is there someone chasing you?”

I pull myself backwards, confused for a second. How is this guy here? Why is he here?

Agent Sanchez is standing in front of my door and I watch him walk towards me slowly. He has a toothpick in his mouth. I wonder vaguely if they had lunch in my neighborhood or if they grabbed to sandwiches in the city and ate them on the road. 

“You scared me,” I say, taking care to keep my voice steady and light. I pull my wrist from Harrison’s hand. He was gripping my wrist harder than he needed to keep me still. I rub it lightly. 

Then I force myself to smile widely. “Did we have an appointment?” 

“No,” Sanchez says, coming up to stand next to his partner. They’re a blocking my path to the front door, so I move to the right. 

They move with me. 

Sanchez smiles down at me. “Sorry to barge in on you, but we understand you have what we need. You have the evidence on Braden, don’t you? We can’t wait anymore for you to, uh,” here he takes the toothpick out of his mouth, “to do the right thing.” His mouth stretches in an approximation of a smile.  

A flash of panic courses through me. Have these men been watching me? Were they able to uncover the specifics of Bredan’s schema for race day? 

The spied on me once, but is it ongoing? Did they watch me and Braden last night? Were they somehow about to see into the kitchen this morning—that warm intimate private scene of two people falling in love? 

Or are they bluffing? I felt the acid in my stomach begin to turn.

As if on cue, the two agents move towards me. They’re larger than I remember—one of them smells like fried onions, one like gym socks and Listerine. I briefly reflect on the randomness of my thoughts at a time like this, but the mind is a strange thing.

“Do you have his plans, Jenna?” Harrison asks her. His voice is low. His eyes are cold. 

I shake my head hard, twice. 

“That’s funny,” Sanchez says, “her nostrils just flared. It’s like she’s lying to us. You don’t think she’s lying to us, do you?”

“No way,” Harrison says, his mouth twisting. “She’s too smart for that. You’re too smart to lie to the FBI, right?”

“Okay,” I say, “fine, I have them. But—” I think quickly. “They’re not here.” 

They don’t say anything, but look at me doubtfully. 

“I swear,” I say. I can hear the desperation in my own voice. I look down, trying to buy some time to come up with a plausible lie. 

“Oh yeah?” one of the agents says. Harrison, perhaps? I don’t lift my head to see. 

“Yeah,” I say. “Yes. I have it in the safe in my team’s office. I didn’t want Braden to find them or anything to happen to them.”

I lift my head to see how my words have landed. Sanchez and Harrison exchange a look. Sanchez glances over his shoulder at my front door. All at once it’s clear to me—they don’t have a warrant to search my home. They don’t have anything on me—or Braden, for that matter. 

Suddenly I wonder if there’s anything they can actually do if I don’t comply. Have they been playing me this whole time?

I square my shoulders and lift my chin. “Now, if you’ll excuse me. I’d like to go into my home, and unless you can conjure a warrant from thin air, I’m going to ask you as politely as I can to leave my driveway and my property.” 

“Jenna.” Harrison grabs my wrist again. “We have a lot of information; we have a pretty solid case against him and against you. We’ve offered you immunity but it’s contingent on you being able to deliver useful information.”

I pull my wrist back. “Honestly? I don’t think you have much, Agent Harrison. If you did, I’m positive you wouldn’t be stuck outside of my home—you’d be here with a team turning this whole place over. You either have nothing or close to nothing.” I can feel my hands shaking, whether with anger or fear I can’t say.  

“We’re coming to the race tonight,” he says, moving so close to my face our noses are nearly touching. “You will bring us Braden’s plans or we’re going to consider you an accomplice to whatever it is he has planned. Immunity will be off the table and you won’t be given an opportunity for a plea deal. I will personally make sure of that.”

Neither of us say anything for a moment more. 

I take a breath and say: “I asked you, sirs, to leave my property.” I push through them, put my key in the lock and walk through the door. 

I slam it shut and lean my back against it for a second until my breathing settles down. Then I turn the dead bolt and secure the chain. My hands, I realize, are still shaking. 

“What am I going to?” I whisper, letting myself slide to the floor, hugging my knees to my chest. The peaceful calm of the morning is gone, replaced by fear for my team, my career, and for Braden. 

What the hell is he doing to us? 

Then, like a bolt, it comes to me: a clear plan. 

I know what to do, and if I can pull this off I might be able to save Braden, myself, and the future of both our teams.

 






Braden

 

I really enjoy the anticipation of things. That’s why I’m usually as happy as you’ll ever find me when I’m getting close to the track, knowing that the unbeatable fucking feeling of sitting on top of an earthbound rocket, propelling myself past anyone who would even think about considering themselves my competition with ridiculous ease, is finally within my grasp.

The only thing that comes close is knowing that I’m going to see Jenna soon.

That’s a new one for me.

That’s what makes this call even more maddening than I expected it to be. The track is getting closer, but I’m feeling none of the usual fire.

I’m glad to have my sources inside the bureau, but this time the news is veering too damn far from what I wanted to hear.

“When you say the word tonight, it sounds like a mistake,” I bark into the phone, “because then it would be pretty much underway already. How is that even possible?” 

“It’s the way things work sometimes…often.” The words coming through the other end sound smug and assured. “Everyone’s giving him shit. The agent, I mean. And that means he’s planning to make it all happen tonight—and I mean tonight, with nothing fucking figurative about it. I recognize the mode he’s in. It’s something every agent goes into sometimes. He’s hell bent on doing everything in his power to make this happen, including gathering what he needs. I’m as confident about that as anything.”

“Right.” I hang up with that word.

If I had to guess what things were really like inside an agency operating at the highest hierarchal levels, I sure as fuck wouldn’t guess in a million years that it was the same gossipy office politics and petty one-upmanship that’s rampant everywhere else.

I don’t know why, though, because it makes perfect fucking sense.

A few more minutes to the racetrack, and I’m hitting speeds that are usually transcendent for me. This isn’t feeling like the highlight of my day, or much else.

The racing’s been going great for a while, but with Jenna in my life now, things that were once great are suddenly going amazing. I’m compelled to share everything with her.

Now it looks like that’s going to cost me everything.

This can’t be it, after what we’ve done, what we’ve been through, and all those things I’ve begun to feel. There’s never been anything like this, not for me.

She can’t possibly be working to bring everything apart. I don’t want to fucking believe it.

I keep thinking about how close I’m getting to the track, but it seems to be getting further. It’s like every block is getting longer, and it gets worse the more I accelerate.

How could Jenna do this? How could she fucking do this?

Charging like mad down the final stretch, I see the track, and it’s a relief that it’s finally getting closer. I go through that whiney-bitch sounding question one more time.

How could Jenna do this?

This is all psychological combat. I don’t know who’s sending out the signal, whether it’s originating with just the agent or there’s a larger scheme coming from the bureau, but these bastards figured out how to get to me.

I don’t gently shift gears, I barely even steer, I just unthinkingly press down the brake and skid over to the curb. 

Now that I’ve probably figured it out, I need to give myself just a minute.

I should absolutely be furious, and I am. I’m not somebody to play mind games with. However, I feel a massive relief, and I realize that I’m breathing easily for the first time in a few minutes.

It’s not Jenna, after all. She’s not trying to steal my plans for herself. I knew it couldn’t be, was fucking sure of it, and that’s a sign of something. I’m not sure what that something is yet, but it feels great.

What if it is, though?

Fuck. There are those goddamn mind games again. I hate the invasiveness of it, and all over a fucking mod—a mod that no one has a good reason to concern themselves with.

This whole thing is such a waste, and it’s becoming so needlessly destructive, but my impulses take over again as I shift back into gear and start flying to the track. I feel the fire, the rapture of high speed, and the anticipation of things soon to come on all levels.

The streets look abandoned, and everything is rushing by like magic.

I was just thinking about how the worst part of all this is not knowing what’s going to happen next, but as I transition into a higher gear, barely even processing the blur in front of me, I realize the best part of all this is not knowing what comes next.

The faster the race car goes, the more control you give it. Your reaction times and manoeuvres begin to lose meaning, but when you get as good as I am, you can learn to harness the wild speed—to channel the untamed power and make it yours.

That’s when you can start embracing what comes next, whether you can predict it or not. It’s all part of the awesome, wild storm, and you’ve learned not to lose yourself in it no matter what.

I’ve learned that. At least I hope I have, because if this G-Man has something to prove to his buddies, I better know not just how to ride but also how to control the shitstorm that’s brewing at this very moment.

I won’t see anything there, though. This is a wild-goose chase, but that’s the best kind of chase for the absurd bullshit of this situation.

Things are getting dark, in a real sense, when I start powering around the perimeter of the track. There’s no one else here except for maybe one or two drivers. I’m not noticing much; these mental tricks are still playing with me in surges, coming and going.

I just hope I’m doing it to myself. Like the way I’m racing right now, feeling the raw energy of my vehicle but staying on top of it.

Okay, who the fuck are they, anyway?

This is the second time I’ve seen those two shadowy figures, those blurry shapes that I’m rapidly approaching. Whatever the fuck they’re doing, it doesn’t seem like a natural part of the racetrack life that I know every particle of by now.

One figure is handing a document—a whole folder, in fact—to another. I really wish I didn’t know who both of them are, but I won’t be able to deny it for much longer.

I’m stopping way too quickly again, the word downshift disappearing from my vocabulary. I’m braking hard, sliding, almost losing control.

Of course, I don’t fucking lose control. Ever.

I come to a beautifully askew stop just a few feet away from Jenna. No, that’s not...yes, there’s no doubt that’s her.

What the actual fuck?

Jenna’s right there. I know now that my worst fears are about to be confirmed. I can’t delude myself into thinking there’s anything else she’s doing here. 

She’s talking to another man, and she doesn’t look happy to be doing it.

She doesn’t look reluctant either. It’s a weird look, because I pulled up so fast it’s like I’m studying a still frame. Despite the world-shuddering I must’ve caused pulling up, along with the odor of burning rubber and the vision of my racer drawing closer at an alarming trajectory, the recognition that I’m here is somehow only now dawning on her face.

Some fucking federal agent, too, who’s also just now turning around. What the fuck did they think was happening? Jenna should’ve spotted me sooner, but this must be challenging for her.

This job she’s doing. 

This betrayal.

It’s no joke; he’s making it happen, like he said. But that’s not even in the running to be my top concern right now.

One thing I can gather from this sloppy farce I’ve driven in on is that my Fed friend here is rushing things. If he let this bullshit play out more naturally, they might have had my ass reeled in more securely.

They. I cannot fucking believe it. I grind my teeth so hard I hear my jaw creak.

The still frame of Jenna’s reaction is morphing into slow motion, especially since Mr. fucking Federale is just now turning around to face me. Good going, dipshit.

Here comes the wild storm. It’s not coming from an engine this time, but it feels as overwhelming as ever, with an untameable intensity.

How could Jenna do this?

That dumb question again—all part of the mental warfare from this weasel who’s daring to try and face me directly right now.

I’m ahead of the wild storm, as usual, channelling it as a sturdy fist right to the G-Man’s jaw. I can hear the transferred energy in the forceful popping sound that echoes across the empty track.

Like I said, some federal agent, crumpling to the ground in pain. Whether or not he ever trained to be prepared for that, he certainly wasn’t ready.

Jenna’s not ready either. Nothing’s playing in slow motion anymore. I’m watching her shock register at regular speed.

There’s no more wild storm, just disappointment. With the brief look I give Jenna, I make sure she sees it.

The disbelief on Jenna’s face is slowly changing as she tries to think of something to say. She doesn’t even notice that I snatched the folder right out of her hand until it’s safely in mine.

I have to move past this as quickly as possible, though. I’m back on the right and flying away through the streets before Jenna has any chance to react.

Speeding away from the ache in my chest as if I’m in the most significant race of my life. 

But this is one race I don’t think I’ll be able to win.

 






Jenna

 

The only other times I’ve felt like I do right now is when I’ve just been in a car accident. I mean, right after that moment of impact, after feeling a two-ton, swiftly moving metal machine come to an abrupt halt, slamming every bit of its kinetic energy into the rear of your own vehicle, which is innocently waiting at a red light.

During those moments, there’s a brief little ripple of denial, at least for me.

That didn’t just happen. No way. It was nothing. I can just keep driving like normal.

That’s the way I feel about seeing Braden tear into my meeting with Harrison like the proverbial bat out of hell. 

That’s an expression I now understand all too well.

That kind of ferociousness is unlike anything I’ve ever seen, from Braden or anyone. It’s as unreal as a sudden accident, except this is no accident.

Although Braden’s long gone now, I’m starting to register it as reality. Harrison recovering from Braden’s blow to the face is driving it home.

This isn’t happenstance; this is a huge fucking complication that I need to adjust to, somehow, although with the other complication of Harrison stalking toward me and looking pissed, I don’t know if that’s possible.

“This is what’s going to happen,” he begins, and I immediately go wide-eyed, trying to convey that I have no clue what’s going on.

I watch Harrison, waiting to hear what he’ll say next, but there are no more words. I’m face down on the ground, feeling Harrison’s grip on my arms and the cold sting of metal around my wrists. I yell wordlessly in protest, but it’s over before I grasp everything that’s happening.

I hear Harrison stand up, and I climb up unsteadily, using my legs until I’m standing as well.

My hands are cuffed tightly behind my back, and I’m trying to push away another bout of denial about this mess.

I don’t have time for that before Harrison shoves me hard with both hands. 

I twist to my right side while plummeting back to the ground. I don’t have the option of using a hand to break my fall and though I instinctually fall on my right shoulder, I don’t know if those instincts are right. 

My shoulder slams against the paved roadway, and pain radiates through me from the point of impact. My right arm takes some of the brunt of the fall, which is probably the only reason I don’t seem to have any major injuries as I squirm on the ground and try to stand up again.

I roll over onto my right side, and I hear Harrison’s car start, followed immediately by the sound of him burning rubber after Braden.

There are a few more complications now, to say the least.

I sit up readily as a fresh wave of adrenaline hits. I need to get to my car. Now.

I try to get back upright, only to find a fresh tremor of sharp pain from my right arm. I close my eyes and will myself back on my feet with random bursts of agony that are thankfully getting duller as they go on.

Feeling dizzy, with a throbbing ache still going through my shoulder, I half stagger, half gallop around, almost blindly, until I magnetically end up outside the driver’s side of my car.

I shut my eyes, cursing my past self for closing the door. I revolve myself around so that my left hand is lined up with the handle, and I’m able to get enough grip to lift the handle and get the door open a couple inches.

I walk backward gingerly and pry open the door with my left foot, leaning against the car for balance.

My keys are still in the ignition. At least they’re not in one of my front pockets.

I try sitting in the driver’s seat, facing forward. Fuck. If I can’t even turn the key, I probably won’t be able to steer.

I turn my right side toward the keys helplessly, feeling the fading bursts of pain from my shoulder. I don’t even get close to turning the key that way.

I kick the floor mat in frustration, and I’d love to do that a few more times while yelling at the futility of trying to catch up with Braden and Harrison, but there’s no time.

I twist over onto my right side, trying to turn around in the seat, but it still hurts just a little too fucking much for that. I sit forward again, let out a sigh, give the floor mat a huge kick, and with a yell, I start twisting again, turning counter clockwise onto my left side.

I start grunting with every movement as it gets more and more uncomfortable. I try to keep my legs and feet from hitting the steering wheel and everything else.

I’m not as graceful as I could be.

Once I’m facing backward in the seat, I’m able to reach the door handle to try and pull it closed.

It closes; hopefully I’ll be able to get it open again. I try not to think about the situation I’ll be in when I need to.

I slowly reach toward the ignition with my left hand, pulling my right arm and shoulder with it. 

I start letting out an ongoing primal yell to conduct the pain away. I stop when I feel the plastic of the key grip in my left hand.

And I turn it.

Now the engine’s started, and it’s just a small matter of getting myself forward again.

And getting the car in gear.

And steering.

And catching up with Harrison and Braden and then...

I stop considering all of it, and I twist right back around so I’m facing forward.

I lean as far right as I can, gritting my teeth. I press my right arm down on the automatic gear shifter.

Okay, okay, it isn’t so bad. I’m seeing flashes of white light, and I’m yelling inadvertently, but I start moving the shifter backward.

Oh, no, oh, please, I can’t pass out...

After moving the lever back two spots, I snap back up reflexively. My arm and my shoulder are refusing to cooperate with that any longer.

Now I’m in neutral, and the car is moving whether I’m ready for it or not. I close my knees tight around the bottom half of the steering wheel, my feet just barely able to reach the accelerator and the brake.

Steering is surprisingly easy, but the car’s moving faster than I thought it would, with a slight downhill slope heading away from the racetrack. I close my eyes again, and with an aggressive scream of pain and fury, I lean over and shift the transmission one more spot, putting the car in drive.

Getting onto public streets, I’m trying to look and act casual. I’m confused enough at this point. I don’t want extra attention.

I’m coasting along at about 35, trying to ease on the brake to not go much faster. I don’t think catching up with Braden is a hope worth harboring. He’s probably somewhere in Connecticut by now. Or Maine.

Why did he show up anyway? There’s no coincidence here that much is certain. 

How much did he know beforehand? Why did he grab those false documents? How could he know they’re false? He can’t. He doesn’t know that I made my own fake blueprints.

I know this is bad, but it’s getting worse.

I pump the brakes slightly, getting into a busier area. I don’t feel like moving this slow anymore, but I know my only other choice is to make the next right, and those few blocks are not ones you’d want to steer with your knees.

Fuck, that’s probably where Braden went with the blueprints. He has way more control than I do right now, but he knows way less about the situation. That’s a horrible combination of circumstances, just like trying to navigate away from the fairly even grid of straight streets I’m on to try and pilot this car along the alpine windiness around the next corner.

On a good day, with full use of my limbs, accelerator, and brake pedal, I can do just fine on those precipitous drops and sudden curves. In my current condition, I can probably do okay. Besides, I need to save Braden’s ass.

I blow right through a yellow light just changing to red, now dropping to around 30, approaching the right turn. There’s less of a slope now. I’m dropping in speed, and jamming on the accelerator is not doing much.

I thought I knew these streets as well as anyone, but as I try to maintain my speed and steering, I’m learning about the subtle changes in terrain, about the way this street slopes down more approaching the turn as the speedometer approaches 40.

I ease down on the brake pedal, watching the speedometer needle fall too fast. I’m almost at the turn, though, a sharp right—sharper than any turn I’ve tried yet while handcuffed and driving with my knees.

My speed is down to around 20 with the turn, and I violently twist toward the right. There’s still an aching pressure on my right side, but that’s almost gone. Better still, my tense dance steers the car peacefully around the corner before the power steering takes over.

Braden must have someone inside the FBI. Why the fuck didn’t I think about that?

I spot Braden’s car on the street ahead of me, traveling at a moderate speed but starting to seriously accelerate as Harrison tries to keep up with him. 

And I know now, this can’t end well.

 






Braden

 

I ignore my racing pulse and grind my teeth. Fucking lights are getting closer. I can see the white coming through on my knuckles. Almost instinctively, I turn the steering wheel a little to the right.

My foot pushes on the accelerator. My eyes are fixed on the road ahead.

“Always keep your eyes on the road,” Bade, my very first driving instructor, taught me. “No matter what else, eyes dead ahead on the road.”

And I keep mine there now, best as I can. Occasionally, inevitably, they stray to the rear-view mirror.

I don’t like what I’m seeing.

What the fuck is going on?

Fucking bitch. How could she ruin everything like this?

Dark clouds unleash a wild storm inside me. I want to fucking punch someone. I slam the palm of my right hand on the steering wheel instead.

The road climbs a little, and I force my mind to stay on task. The needle of my speedometer is over two hundred clicks. At this speed, I can’t afford to make a mistake, even a minute one.

On autopilot, my right hand grabs the gear stick and shifts it down a notch. Tight hairpin coming up.

I’m taken back to a wild ride a few years ago. I took a buddy along this very road. We floated around each bend.

He spent his time clutching on to the side of his door yelling at me to slow down.

I laughed at him and only went faster. His panicked words of ‘I don’t want to die,’ now ring in my ears as though he were here now. Poor bastard died in a plane crash a few years ago.

Now, of course, I’m on my own and being chased by some fucking mad agent. This is no joy ride; on the contrary, it’s a matter of life and death. What the fuck was Jenna thinking?

Her betrayal hits me hard. A kick in the gut from a sumo wrestler would be less painful than this. I finally trusted a woman. Was fucking ready to have an actual relationship.

And this is how she repays me.

At breakneck speed, I traverse the road, taking each hairpin as it comes. Left, right, left.

I misjudge a corner, and one of my tires bites into the gravel. Instantly, the car spins. Quick as lightning, I counter the spin by turning the steering wheel the other direction.

Briefly, I see the edge of the road come toward me at great speed. I close my eyes. I don’t want to see the free-fall though the air. I’m sure I’ll go hundreds of feet before hitting the bottom.

Sure, I might be lucky and get caught by a tree along the way, but it’ll no doubt snap like a tooth pick with the speed my car is going.

I wonder if this will be end.

If it is…there’s still so much I wanted to achieve.

Determined not to die, I open my eyes again. With a furrowed brow, I take my foot off the accelerator and keep my hands on the steering wheel, holding it as far right as I can.

One, two, three, four…I count up to five. So far so good, I’m not flying through the air—not yet.

I breathe, and then I feel my tires find firm ground and the road again.

I breathe a little sigh of relief.

Jenna. 

Mixed fucking emotions wash over me. If she’s betraying me, I should cut my losses now.

But she’s so fucking hot and sexy. So perfect.

I still want her, despite this fucked up shit. 

Fuck.

Her eyes wide with shock haunt me. Is there more to the story? Am I jumping to the wrong conclusions?

When did life become so complicated?

I glance in the rear-view mirror and am about to breathe a sigh of relief when the lights pop up again out of nowhere. This fucker is obviously not going to give up.

Once I’m at the top, the real fun will begin, with the road winding down the other side with sharp, steep, killer bends.

The engine is purring as I put it through its paces. Fucking agent has one hell of a car, though, which is somehow creeping up on me. It’s designed to chase not just regular race cars, but upgraded race cars.

No doubt it’s equipped with the latest and greatest in engine power and whatever else fucking agent cars have.

I floor mine again and shoot forward.

A sharp left bend takes me by surprise. I hit the brakes and decelerate. Then as I’m through the bend, I put the pedal to the metal.

Those headlights disappear again as the agent obviously reaches the first of the lethal corners. I need to put distance between us without going over the edge.

I’m breathing hard now. I’m sure my pulse is going a million miles an hour. I’m panting hard and fast, and little beads of sweat roll down my forehead and into my eyes and down my check.

By now, my hands are gripping the steering wheel even tighter. I’m too focused to let go and wipe the sweat out of my face.

Any second, the fucker is going to catch up with me and run me off the road. I can feel him breathing down my neck. The fucking idiot is prepared to do anything―even kill me, by the looks of it.

Something slams into me. I’m not sure what’s happening.

A loud popping noise has me ducking instinctively. Briefly, I take my eyes off the road.

Fuck. The goddamn prick is shooting at me. I can see him holding a gun in his left hand out of the window. How the fuck is he driving this fast on this road and still aiming a gun?

Smack, thwack. Another bullet hits my car. Fucking mad bastard.

I curse. Go faster, fucking car.

I squint and stare straight ahead. The bottom of the road must be here soon. I’ve been going down this fucking road for what feels like fucking hours.

And then I see my chance.

There’s a left turn coming up, and if I take it nice and tight, he might not see what’s next. I go deep, pretending to still be going straight, before I turn sharply at the last second.

My tires squeal, and I spin a little out of control.

My timing is perfect. The agent’s unable to pull his car up in time. Instead of taking the corner, he keeps going straight ahead. At the speed we’re going, this doesn’t bode well for the bastard.

In fact, he’s going so fast, he barely gets the chance to hit his breaks. The car slams into a tree before he can do anything to stop it.

I close my eyes. I don’t want to see the impact.

But I hear it. Following the loud crash is a hissing and an eerie silence, except for the loud roar of my own engine. I glance back at the wreckage.

Steam is still rising from the hood of the car. I wait. I brace for more gunfire, but apart from the hissing and my engine, there’s no other sound.

I keep staring at the mess, which until a few minutes ago, had been a car. The dude must be dead. No one could survive a crash like that.

To my horror, I see lights crawling along the top of the zigzag of the road. Fuck, don’t tell me Jenna is following.

I decide before I do anything else that I need to check the status of this prick of an agent. If he needs help, I should give it to him, rat bastard or not. Slowly, I get out of the car and start to walk over to the mangled metal.

The front of the car is unrecognizable.

A knot forms in my gut. I’ve seen my fair share of blood and guts and wreckage, but this looks fucking awful.

The closer I get, the bigger the knot gets in my stomach.

I don’t need to check for a pulse or anything. I can tell from a few meters away that the man is brown bread dead.

His head is bent backwards in an unnatural way, and blood is trickling down his chin out of the right corner of his mouth.

There’s nothing I can do here.

I hesitate.

I may be tough, I may be a playboy, and some might think me a cold, heartless bastard, but seeing someone dead like this leaves its mark.

My breathing becomes fast and shallow. An overwhelming urge to puke overcomes me, and my legs feel like jelly. I shiver a little.

My eyes dart around as if looking for the dead guy’s spirit or ghost or some shit.

Fuck, this is bad. I shiver and cross my arms over my chest, but my shivering just worsens.

I hover on the spot.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

The world spins a little, and my skin starts to feel clammy. I know the symptoms, and I know I need to do something, but the thing is, I’m rooted to the ground.

It’s the headlights creeping down the hill that snap me out of my zombie state.

Stop fucking about, I tell myself and almost sprint back to my own car.

 






Jenna

 

Tears are streaming down my face. I know I should keep it together but it’s near impossible. The cuffs on my wrists are starting to cut into my skin. I can’t wipe my eyes because my hands are still trapped behind my back.

My heart rate increases with every bend in the road I have to manoeuvre. Each one seems worse than the one before. 

This one is about two hundred degrees and I need to stop midway through the corner. I won’t make it. I need to put the car into reverse. It’s so cumbersome and painful. I cry some more. 

Why the fuck did Braden take off? 

My inner voice reminds me that this is entirely my fault. I could have confided in Braden a lot earlier. I should have told him. If I had, I wouldn’t be risking my own life, or Braden’s, right now. 

Every time I see the lights ahead of me take one of those killer pins, my heart leaps into my throat and I almost pass out. When Braden’s car emerges in one piece, I breathe a sigh of relief. I’m on what feels like an emotional rollercoaster on which the breaks are not working. 

Suddenly, I see Braden’s headlights spin violently. I close my eyes and hold my breath, bracing myself for the impact I’m sure is coming. At the same time, I’ve put my own foot on the brakes. 

When I open my eyes again, he seems to be driving on the road again. He didn’t crash. He’s still alive. He’s not dead. 

And the agent is still hot on his heels. I think he might even be gaining a little in distance. 

Slowly, I reverse and then go forward again to go around this damn tight bend. Why did anyone built a road like this out here anyway? 

My hands are numb, and I stop again. I need to rub my cheeks and eyes. 

This is such an awful fucking mess. I never meant for any of this to happen. Now I can’t shake the feeling something terrible is going to happen. 

If Braden dies, it’ll be my fault. How can I ever live with myself if that happens?  

I take a deep breath and continue at a snail’s pace to wind down the road. 

Nausea wells up in me. Fuck. I don’t think I can do this. 

The lights below me are going backwards and forwards so fast it makes me even sicker. 

Why did the agent keep going? Surely he could reach his goal another way? Isn’t there some saying about more than one way to skin a cat? 

I curse under my breath. I stop the car. 

My entire body is shaking and convulsing. And the road stretches ahead of me in a seemingly endless snake-like manner.

My head drops onto the steering wheel. I can’t do this. I just can’t drive any further. I’m now shaking so badly I don’t know what to do. 

Other than the two speeding cars ahead of me, I can’t see anything. My phone is out of reach so I can’t use it for anything. 

I lift my head again. The cars are getting close to the bottom of the hill. What will happen when they get there? The agent’s car is getting closer to Braden. 

I should have told Braden what was going on earlier. Why didn’t I just trust him?

Trust.

There’s no trust in my line of work. Life is about secrets. How else do you get ahead? You steal all the information you need and use it. Our entire industry is based on lies. 

A bitter taste rises in the back of my mouth. I feel like throwing up. When did I turned into this person full of lies and deceit? I don’t remember, and one thing is sure, I don’t like it. 

I wipe my eyes best as I can on my shoulder and rattle against these blasted handcuffs. 

I still can’t believe the prick handcuffed me. I’m shaking so much, I can barely manoeuvre the steering wheel anymore, and it wasn’t easy to begin with. 

My knees clench down around the wheel. Stupid. Stupid. Stupid. 

What was I thinking driving after them? This is madness. I start sobbing and soon my whole body is shaking even more violently. 

I curse the day the agent came to stalk me. Here in the isolation of my car, I decide that’s what it was: stalking. They fed me lies to get me to do what they couldn’t. 

And I’m so stupid, I fell for it. 

If I could turn back time, I would. And I wouldn’t make such bad decisions. Stealing is wrong, even for the right reasons. 

Instead of betraying Braden, I should have taken him into my confidence. Together, we might have been able to come up with a better solution. I’ve been a fool, and now I’m paying a fool’s price. 

A flash of light makes me look up. One of the cars has crashed. My heart stops beating for a fraction of a second before it kick starts into overdrive. 

It takes several minutes—exactly how long, I don’t know—for me to realize it’s the agent’s car that’s crashed and not Braden.

Now I’m a complete mess. I decide to drive no further. What’s the point? 

Slowly, those headlights at the bottom of the valley inch toward me. 

I close my eyes. What will I say to him? 

My inner voice pipes up. The truth. You tell him the fucking truth. 

It seems to take forever for Braden’s car to reach me. I wonder what the agent’s doing? Was he badly hurt? Has Braden called an ambulance? Or did he go to punch his lights out? I wouldn’t blame him. The man is ruining our perfect little world. 

I watch the car disappear for a few seconds as Braden goes around another hairpin bend. They’re literally one hundred and eighty degrees. Some of them are so narrow, the slightest mistake will set you rolling down the near vertical embankment. 

And then the car stops next to mine. 

A shiver runs through me when I see Braden get out of the car. I breathe a sigh of relief. Seeing him in one piece is reassuring. 

I look at his face. Even in the dark, I can see the thunderclouds on his face. 

Slowly, he opens the car door. 

Restraint is written all over him. Each muscle is tightly tensed. The vein running along his temple is pulsing. Anger oozes from him. The worst are his eyes. 

There’s not an ounce of kindness, compassion, love or empathy there. Just hatred. Or is that hurt? Maybe it’s a combination of both. 

Those are both suitable reactions considering all that’s happened. And I can’t blame him for that, can I?

“I—” I start, but am overcome by another wave of crying. 

“He’s dead.” His icy voice is a slap in the face and a kick in the guts. 

I look at him, shock registering on my face. Someone died tonight. It takes a while for me to digest this. 

The worst part is that it could have been Braden. Braden could be dead. Those thoughts keep playing on repeat in my mind as if someone has pressed the replay button. 

How could this have happened? Is it entirely my fault? Probably. 

“I—” I start again, but no more words come out. 

Suddenly, Braden’s eyes soften. He’s looking at my hands. For the first time, he spots my handcuffs.

“Fucking prick,” he mutters. 

And then he bends down on one knee. Ever so gently, he takes my wrists and turns them over. 

There’s a bit of blood from the cuffs, and I think there might even be bruising. 

It takes him less than a minute to free me. Ignoring his body language, I throw myself at him and wrap my arms around him tightly. 

“Braden,” I sob. 

Once I am a little calmer, I untangle myself from him. I keep my hands on his chest. He’s not reciprocating my affection and I don’t blame him. 

I take a deep breath. 

“Listen, Braden.” My arms won’t stop shaking, and I feel my courage desert me under his fierce stare. 

“It’s not…” I falter. His gaze hardens again. They’re the same eyes, but they’re not the eyes I’ve fallen in love with. “I did take your blueprints. But I wasn’t going to give them to the agent.”

He doesn’t speak, but his eyes tell me he doesn’t believe me. I rub my wrists. 

“I made a mess, Braden. But you have to believe me. I never set out for any of this to happen. I’m interested in you for you.” I wish he’d soften even just a little. 

“I told him I wasn’t going to help, and he started to threaten me. Tonight, I was going to give him fake blueprints I made. Please, you have to believe me. I wasn’t going to betray you.”

Something flickers in his eyes. Now they’re looking at me a little kinder.

“Take a look.” I point to my bag.

Braden doesn’t. 

Instead, his hands cup my face. His lips move to meet mine and then fireworks erupt in my head. At first, his mouth is soft and gentle, but soon it becomes demanding, forceful and hard. His tongue pushes past my lips and wraps around mine. 

I groan and melt into his kiss.

 






Braden

 

Her words take a while to sink in. I hear them, but I need to process what she’s saying. 

I glance at her wrists. Black-and-blue spots can be seen, as well as some blood. Fucking prick slammed them on without even paying attention. They’ve been digging into her. 

I’ve managed to undo one side, but she’s still got them around one of her wrists. Anger wells up in me as I process the meaning of handcuffing a woman.

Fucking scumbag. How low does a bloke stoop to do such a thing? 

There’s handcuffing and then there’s handcuffing. There was no need to do this to Jenna. 

With a deep breath, I pull away from her. We need to do something. There’s a dead man, blueprints, and handcuffs around her wrist. 

It won’t be long before backups on the way. Surely he’d have called for backup. One thing’s for sure, Jenna and I don’t want to be here when that happens. 

“We should go back down,” I mutter, still not absolutely certain of what I should do. Whatever we do, we should do it together. This time we should discuss what we’re going to do. 

“I think we should go back down,” I start a second time and look into those exquisite green eyes of hers. Fuck, I’ve missed her. “He’ll have the key to get these off you altogether and then…” My words trail off. 

I play with her long dark hair. Pleasure seeps through me. I watch her silky hair as I wrap it around my finger and watch it slide off before it falls down over her shoulder again. 

I could do this for hours, along with a whole lot of other things.

“You sure he’s dead?” Her voice is barely above a whisper. She’s still shaking. 

Protective instincts take over. I wrap my arm around her waist and pull her out of her car. 

“Come, let’s move this off the road and then go back down in my car.”

I carry her to my side of the car and lower her into the passenger seat ever so gently. She’s staring at me the entire time. I kiss her lightly on the tip of her nose. 

“Wait here.”

It takes me a minute to make sure her vehicle is off the road and no danger to anyone, should anyone decided to come after us. 

When I slide into the driver’s seat, I rest my hand on her thigh. Feelings of desire stir instantly. 

But first thing’s first. We’ve got a job to do. 

“Can you please drive slowly?” Jenna’s voice is still very soft. Her eyes plead with me. She reminds me of a frightened deer. 

I wish we could both just drive off and leave this hellhole and prick of an agent to his demise. I want to take her somewhere safe, somewhere luxurious and expensive. I want to spoil her. 

“I won’t let anything happen to you,” I promise, and I mean it. I would give my life for this woman. The knowledge I nearly lost her forever tonight is still settling in. 

This time it takes me a little longer to get down the road. Jenna shivering beside me makes me take extra care. 

I know she’d be safe even if I drive faster, but I don’t want to disturb her any more than she already is. I can tell this has really rattled her.

When we get to the wreckage, I stop. At first we just sit and stare out at the wrangled metal. Eventually we both get out of the car. 

She hands me some papers. I take them slowly. 

I sigh. This is not going to be easy.

“Let’s do this,” I say and drag myself over to the dead man. 

It’s not a pretty sight. I take a deep breath before I reach in through the smashed window of the driver’s seat. I try and avoid looking at the dead man’s eyes as they stare wide open into the distance. 

It occurs to me this could’ve been me. Or Jenna. Fuck any mistake on our parts during the chase and either of us might’ve ended up wrapped around a tree or smashed at the bottom of the hill. 

Life and death—a finite continuum. I’m trying to keep my breathing regular. 

His body is still warm and soft to touch. Rigor mortis hasn’t set in yet. 

My fingers fumble through the pockets of the dead man. The key must be there somewhere. Surely he’d keep it on his body. 

At the same time, I’m scanning the area immediately around him, just in case it’s lying somewhere close to him.  

With difficulty, I reach into the pockets of his pants. Bingo. I’ve found them. 

First things first. I turn to Jenna and open the lock on the handcuffs, then I take them from her. She instantly rubs her left wrist. 

Anger threatens to overcome me, and any feelings of remorse I have for the dead man disappear. 

“Now, if we put the fake blueprints in his car, it should be enough to throw them off the trail.”

Jenna smiles weakly. Her tearstained face is a sad sight to my eyes. My heart feels as if it’s going to break. 

How did I not trust her? 

Why didn’t I just down and talk to her? It hits me like a tsunami. 

I’m fucking sick and tired of games, lies, and deceit. I love this woman.

I’ve made my living out of deceiving others and participating in an illegal activity. It never worried me before. 

I loved it. I loved the status it gave me, the fast cars, the sex and the money—but no more. 

Everything has changed. A woman has managed to make me see life differently. I want things to change, and I don’t want to keep going the way I’ve been going. 

“But what’ll happen?” Jenna’s question pulls me out of my thoughts. 

I look at her. 

“What do you mean?”

“The racing? What’ll happen? Are they going to shut us down?”

“Who gives a fuck,” I say, and I really mean it. I could have lost Jenna. 

I could have lost her forever. I could have lost her before we even had a chance to make it together. And that’s infinitely worse than what could happen with the racing circuit.

“But racing’s your life.”

I shake my head. 

“It might have been once. But not anymore.” 

She smiles, and her facial expression softens a little and loses its tension. My heart does summersaults. 

I fucking love this woman—I really love her. 

“Come on,” I say to her. “Let’s do this.”

I take the handcuffs and throw them back in the car. 

“Maybe we should keep these for later?” I joke. 

A dark shadow passes across her face. We can always get another set. 

Next I put the key back in the pocket. Then I put the blueprints Jenna prepared onto the driver’s seat. It will look as if the agent got some information and then ran off the road. 

Or who knows what it will look like. As long as they’re off our backs, that’s all that matters.

Slowly we walk back to the car. 

Jenna looks at me. 

“Let’s go,” I say, and we again go back up the hill. 

Jenna leans back in her seat and stares straight ahead. I can’t help but wonder what she’s thinking.

When we’re back at where we left Jenna’s car, I stop. I text one of my guys to come and collect Jenna’s car. 

“I’ll just leave your key in it,” I tell Jenna and head over to her vehicle. 

When I get back into the driver’s seat, she’s smiling at me. 

It takes less than twenty minutes to get back to the racetrack. I park my car and help Jenna out of her seat.

She’s still shaking. The events of the night are catching up with her. I put my arm protectively around her waist and pull her tightly into me. 

She’s a perfect fit. I smile. 

In my cockpit, I breathe in the smell of petrol and watch my crew clean up. 

They stop and look at me as we approach. I give them the thumbs up to let them know I’m okay. I don’t want to go into detail now and give a lengthy explanation of what happened tonight. I just want to be here with Jenna in familiar surroundings. 

There’ll be time for talking later. But there is one thing I need to say.

Jenna looks at me with questions in her eyes. 

I smile at her and pull her toward me. Our eyes lock. Little electric shock waves ripple through my body. 

My cock’s hard already and pressing against her. I can see the intensity and lust in her eyes and know her pussy will be waiting for me. 

My lips press down on hers hard. I demand entry into her mouth, and my tongue lashes around to find hers. 

My fingers slide down her back to her ass. I feel her fingernails dig into my back. 

I’m breathing hard and fast. 

I want her. I need her. Fuck, I need her. 

But first, I have to tell her.

“Jenna, I could have lost you tonight. I should have trusted you, confided in you. But I’m going to start right now with being completely truthful.” 

I swallow hard as I struggle to say the words I’ve never told a woman. 

“I love you.”

 






Jenna

 

I am still shocked. The agent is dead, and this is over. 

But I’m even more shocked by the words falling from Braden’s lips. He loves me? Oh my god, he loves me. I can see in his eyes that every word is true.

For the first time, I feel confident that everything will be fine for us.

Suddenly, we can't keep our hands off each other. Maybe the emotions of it all have finally sunk in for us both. I know that I’m quivering with all these emotions racing through me. 

"That was too close for comfort. When I saw you, Jenna, I thought I would lose you." 

Braden's voice cracks for a moment. He pulls me into an office and then into his arms. Our lips crush against each other in a passionate embrace. 

The heat of the moment overtakes us. My hands are pushing up Braden's shirt, raking my nails over his well-defined abdomen. 

God help me for admitting this, but I want him more now than I ever have. A rush of heat is surging through my entire body. 

Braden wastes no time with me. His hands are already yanking at my pants. The panties are coming down with them.

I gasp when he shoves two fingers inside of me. No warning or warm-up. I can tell right away this will be an aggressive fuck. 

He pushes his fingers all the way inside. He forces my pussy to stretch around the slippery digits.

Braden holds his fingers deep, twisting them around to stimulate my G-spot. 

I'm watching his eyes. They're smoldering with lust. When he looks at me like this, I melt. 

I have fallen so deeply in love with Braden. Now I know we both feel the same way, and the world can be damned if they don't approve. 

“I love you, Jenna,” he says again, his eyes dark and intense.

“I love you too,”

Breathless and panting, a trickle of fluid runs down my inner thigh. Braden has me so sexually charged right now, and this admission only makes me want him more. 

But he doesn't allow me to come. Not yet. 

We’re in the office area where no one can see us.

"Lock the door so we’re not disturbed. I have plans for that body of yours tonight." Braden laughs, deep and sexy, and I shiver in anticipation.

I can't stop smiling, not just because of tonight and that he loves me, but because we don't have to hide anymore. Everything between us can be out in the open. 

I make sure to lock the office door, tugging it once or twice just to make sure that no one can get it. The last thing we need is someone walking in while I’m in the middle of taking his cock in my mouth. It would be bad for business. 

I lean back against the door. I chew on my bottom lip, watching. The first thing to go is Braden's shoes. He kicks the boots he had on across the room. His ocean-blue eyes stay locked to mine. 

My throat goes dry when the teeth of his zipper unleash his massive cock. 

"Jenna, stop holding your breath."

Exhaling hard, I didn't even realize that I stopped breathing for a few seconds. 

His cock is fucking magnificent, and I know very well by now just what it can do. The last time we fucked, I could have died a happy woman from that pleasure alone. 

Braden's pants and shirt are tossed onto a chair to the right of him; he’s naked and standing there like a statue of a Greek god.

Braden looks at me with raw hunger in his eyes. Raising a hand, he calls me forward with the curl of his finger. 

I’m already wet in anticipation. 

When I am a foot away, he places his hand out, smirks, and tells me to get on my knees in front of him. I fold my hands in my lap. My mouth is already salivating. 

"Slide your tongue out and lick my cock first," Braden says as his hand goes to the back of my head. He knots his fingers in my hair, pushing my mouth onto his throbbing cock. 

My tongue takes long licks over his shaft, and it twitches at the touch of my warm mouth.

Giving a man a blowjob has never felt this good, even all the times with Braden. I want to make him feel incredible. Slithering my tongue over his balls, I put one in my mouth, pulling back with a pop. 

"Fuck, babe. Your mouth feels incredible."

Braden's hand is guiding my head upwards. I make sure to use my tongue to trace up the vein on the underside of his cock. 

I avoid the head for the moment, my tongue taking long strokes over the ridge, teasing him. I want him to demand that I take him into my mouth.

Braden pulls my head off him, his eyes looking down at me. "Open wide. Take me all the way down your throat, Jenna. Show me what you can do."

The night fades away to nothing but the two of us showing each other how much we want the other in our lives. I know that even though this started as something else, I can't imagine not having Braden in my life. 

We’ve come so far.

"Of course. I only want to please you, Braden," I say, my voice never wavering. I open my mouth wide, slowly enveloping the shaft of his cock with my lips. I won't stop until every inch is buried down my throat. 

Grunts of approval come from above. I know by the stiffening of Braden's body that I am doing what he likes. What he demands.

"Jenna, fuck, baby. Keep doing it just like that."

The more he praises me, the more I want to do for him. 

I slide my mouth up and down his cock. The head is pushing into my throat each time. He bucks his hips forward the deeper I take him.

Sounds from the other part of the building are in the background. There are people dumping trash, sweeping floors, and doing the after-hours work. 

A knock on the door freezes me in place, but when Braden calls out to whoever it is, they leave right away. It was probably someone wanting to clean this office. Too bad for them, it’s completely occupied for the remainder of the evening.

When the footsteps make their way down the hallway, we continue. I want to make him come in my mouth. I can tell he wants that, too, from the intensity he’s fucking my face. 

His cock is swollen and leaking precum down my throat. Just the flavor alone has me using my tongue to draw more into my mouth. 

"Fuck, Jenna. Keep that pretty mouth sucking my cock."

Braden's hand is fisting my hair tighter. He wraps his fingers in my dark locks. 

The sounds of gagging echo in the room, but I know he loves it. 

We’re crazy about each other. Tonight was a breaking point, and I know without a doubt that I’m totally and completely in love with this man. 

I’ve always known somewhere deep inside of me, but I can finally openly admit to it. With the agent now gone—well, dead—we won't have to worry about his interference any longer. 

I close my eyes for a moment, my mouth doing all the work on Braden’s cock. Opening as wide as possible, the girth of his cock is throbbing in my mouth. So is the strength behind the pressure he is putting on my throat. I know he’s close to exploding in my mouth.

His voice is raspy, and his hand begins to shake. "Fuck, I'm gonna come in your mouth. Open wide, babe. You're about to get a mouth full of hot cream.”

The first splash of cum into my throat makes me groan with satisfaction. The ones after that are swallowed down in big gulps. My mouth doesn't leave Braden's cock until he empties every last drop of cum down my throat.

"Fuck, baby, that was fucking mind-blowing. I swear no one will ever compare to you, Jenna."

“Good thing they won’t have to. Because I don’t plan on sharing.”

Braden chuckles and reaches for my hand and pulls me up to him. With hands wrapped around my body, he kisses me roughly. 

He is not done, nor am I. We’ve only just begun. 

"Go over to the desk and lean over it. Time for me show you a thing or two about getting your pussy devoured."

Almost giddy, I do as he asks. I bend over the desk for him. 

"Now where did I put those handcuffs?"
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When Jenna gives a blowjob, it’s hard to recover from it. My cock is still throbbing.

Laughing, I tease her with the handcuffs but don’t intend on using them. I don’t need them to keep Jenna in place. She’s already mine, in every sense of the word. 

I rub my chin, the stubble making a soft sound as my fingers move over the coarse hair. For a moment I want to take in the view. 

“Stand still. Yeah, just like that,” I say, smirking. The thoughts that run through my head are all dirty and devious. How long can I make her stand that way before she complains? 

Or before I have to get a taste of that seductive pussy. 

Jenna pulls her long tresses to the side, looking over her shoulder, pouting. “Braden, please don’t make me beg you!”

It’s the bottom lip sticking out that gets to me. A woman that I love—yes, that I love—needs me. How can I refuse her?

With a confident stride, I move closer, dropping down to my knees behind her ass. 

“Look at that ass. You’re fucking perfect, baby.”

I lick my lips, knowing that her pussy is soaking wet; I can see the glistening sheen on her swollen lips. The scent of her pussy sends chills through my body. That’s something I don’t usually experience, but this woman...she’s one of a kind. 

“Tell me that you want me to devour that pussy, Jenna,” I growl.

Jenna wiggles her ass, smirking. “I want you, Braden. I want that mouth on my pussy, right fucking now.”

Who am I to deny a request like that?

I stretch my tongue out, licking up her soft pussy lips. 

Fucking incredible. Jenna tastes like the bite of that last-of-the-season summer peach. She’s so wet her cunt juices drip down my chin, a drop landing on my chest.

With my hands now on her hips to pull her pussy open wider, it takes everything not to bury my face in her sweetness. I can’t control the urge.

My face plants directly on her pussy. This woman makes me fucking euphoric.

My tongue moves up the swell of her pussy, the lips slick and coated with a thin layer of juices. I could spend all night eating her out, but there’s so much more I have planned.

Jenna moves her hands to the front of the desk. She grips the ledge with a tight hold. 

“Oh, fuck, Braden,” she moans.

Her cries of pleasure are music to my ears. Satisfying a woman is something I never cared about as much as myself, but when it comes to Jenna, everything’s different. I care about her in a whole new way. 

This whole adventure has been the most chaotic time in my life to date. But I know I’ll never stop wanting more of Jenna by my side. 

How could I? She’s not only stunning, she’s smart, and her personality is second to none.

My dick is so fucking hard, but I’m not going to fuck her until she comes in my mouth, all over my face and down my chest. I’m a greedy bastard this time around. We have a lot to celebrate, and almost losing her has made me even more possessive. 

I rub my hand over her swollen pussy, pulling back just enough to smack her on the lips. Not hard or forceful, but in a way that I entirely have her attention. 

Cries of pleasure erupt from Jenna. “Braden, you keep that up and you’ll make me come.”

I groan out loud—a deep animalistic groan. I’m salivating as I think about my tongue slipping into Jenna’s cunt.

That’s what I intend to do. I want to make Jenna come so hard that she’s fucking breathless—so hard that she buckles her legs and I have to hold her up to keep her from falling. 

Not yet, though. Not until Jenna begs me for it. I think she needs to feel what I do each time she walks into a room and I can’t touch her body or feel her lips on me. 

“Not yet, baby. I’m only just getting started!” I say, smirking. I stand behind her, for a moment rubbing my cock up and down her pussy lips. Nope, not yet. 

She’ll remember tonight for a very long time.

My hands wrap around her waist, turning her body to face me. “Kiss me. Taste yourself on my lips.”

I pull her close to my body. My arms wrap around her, and our lips crush together. 

Passion fuels our embrace. Tongues are tormenting each other, sharing the secrets between two lovers. I find solace in her lips for the moment. 

I know she can taste that honey that dripped on my tongue. Her sweetness could attract bees to the hive. She is the queen, of course.

I bring my lips to her ear, whispering, and “Lay down on the desk. Show me that pussy. Touch it for me!”

Her eyes look like a deer in the headlights, but her lips curl upward in a mischievous grin. She’s my dirty girl.

“Whatever you say. You know I only want to please you,” Jenna says.

The desk is almost empty when she lays across the hard wood. 

“Play with your pussy for me. I need to watch.”

My voice is a little more demanding this time. I need this. Something about watching Jenna touch herself drives me wild.

I stand back and watch the show, gripping my cock in my fist. 

Jenna moves her hands over her nipples. She tugs them until they’re hard and standing erect. Her eyes have closed while she does this.

“Move your hand down to your pussy. I want to see that sexy little pussy come.”

I inhale deeply; she’s so fucking hot. I don’t know how long I can take this show. 

I’ve never wanted someone this bad before. Never have I needed to fuck someone like I need to with Jenna. 

I won’t give in, though, not until she makes herself come for me. 

My mouth goes dry when her hand makes it to her pussy, spreading her lips open. Fuck. Does she know what she’s doing to me? 

Of course she does. She’s a smart woman. Jenna knows exactly what she’s doing. 

She brings her head up, her eyes opening. “So, Braden, is this what you wanted to see?”

I nod, a near-growl escaping my lips.

“Yes, but don’t stop. I need to see you pleasure that sweet little cunt.”

Using a single finger, Jenna moves her hand up and down her pussy, the finger parting her wet lips. 

“Fuck, you little cock tease,” I bite out.

My voice is gruff and filled with need for her. How could I have fallen this hard for anyone?

Jenna brings her finger to her mouth, sucking off the juices she collected. 

“Oh, fuck. Jesus Christ, Jenna. You’re making me crazy.”

I stroke my cock, slow and easy.

Her laughter is payback for making her wait for me. I know that now. 

She waves her finger back and forth, smirking. “You started this. I just plan on finishing it.”

Right now, Jenna can do anything she fucking wants if she comes hard and I get to taste her pussy while she does. My mouth is salivating even more than before.

With her hands back between her legs, she rubs her clit hard in fast and furious circles.

I know she’s close to coming for me, close to showing me how deeply she’s turned on. 

I watch the Goosebumps prickle her skin from head to toe. She is fucking perfection. 

I get on my knees, my tongue ready to slide inside her velvet walls. That familiar cry is music to my ears.

I push my tongue into her pussy the moment she comes. Juices cover my tongue with an addictive spill of her fluids. 

Every single drop fills my mouth. There’s a heat inside that only Jenna can calm. 

I pull her up, my arms wrapping around her body. “You’re so fucking sexy. I need to fuck you so bad, baby.”

Jenna smiles. “Then fuck me. You already know I’m all yours. What are you waiting for?”

 






Jenna

 

There’s something almost too right with having Braden inside me like this. He’s huge, hard, and thick. I can hardly believe he fits inside me.

Like a glove.

Like he was made for me.

Or like I was made for him.

I never thought I was the kind of woman who could lose myself so entirely to a man. I guess I thought wrong. When his cock is in my cunt, it’s like nothing else exists in the world beyond his lips, his rock-hard body, and his loving embrace.

Braden fucks me hard as ever, but now there’s something more between us than just mumbled curses and friction and need. Every time he thrusts deeper into my pussy, it’s like big, pulsating love-hearts bloom inside me, radiating all the way through my skin. I feel like I’m glowing.

I feel like I could explode.

And when I do, Braden is there. Holding me close. Giving me more pleasure than I ever thought possible.

Loving me more than I ever dreamed.

I know he’s had a lot of women. With his looks and his money and his dastardly charm, I can hardly blame him. He’s insatiable in the bedroom, and anyone who so much as glances at him knows it.

But as one orgasm subsides and another begins to rise up inside me, I know something too.

“I love you, Jenna,” Braden breathes into my ear. “I fucking love you.”

Braden Masterson has finally met his match.

I don’t know where this goes after tonight. I don’t know that I care. Here, right now, in this moment, we belong to each other. 

Our bodies move together in a perfect tango, like two parts of the same engine built for speed. We’re lubricated with lust and longing and more adrenaline than I’ll need for several lifetimes.

We are powered by some kind of insane chemistry that would have Braden’s fuel chemists scratching their heads for centuries.

Love. Just pure, dirty fucking love.

“Come for me, baby,” Braden growls. “I want you to come with me now.”

“Braden,” I gasp in sudden realization. “Braden, honey, you can’t.”

“Watch me.”

“No,” I say, trying to arch my hips back. It doesn’t work. When Braden wants me, it’s not a like a little wiggling is going to stop him from taking his woman exactly the way he desires. “Braden, honey. I got so caught up in everything, I haven’t taken my birth control. I might get—”

“Pregnant?” He grabs my hips and pulls me even harder against him so he can hilt himself in my cunt. “Is that what you’re worried about, Jenna? My hot, healthy cum filling you up and giving you a baby?”

“Yes,” I say through my teeth, even as my cunt starts throbbing at the thought. That’s sex for you. 

Get it from someone as hot and handsome as Braden and mix it together with the right cocktail of hormones, and it makes your body want crazy things.

“Would that be so bad?” he asks, slowing.

“For you, it might be.”

It takes me a minute to realize that he’s stopped fucking me. It takes me another to stop moving my hips and fucking myself on him.

Braden laughs, watching me blush as I come to my senses and let my hips slow to a stop.

“So we get you pregnant. So what?”

“So what? Braden. A baby…”

“Would be the end of my career?” Braden shrugs, his cock still inside me. “Already over. Yours too, sweetheart. Our little underground racing gig ended tonight, I’m afraid.”

“But—”

“You can get another job, sure,” Braden says. “But…you wouldn’t have to.”

“Braden, I—”

“Couldn’t bear the thought of becoming a kept woman?” He chuckles as I scowl at him. He needs to stop finishing my arguments for me. “You might like it more than you think. Or, if you were interested…we could always go into business together.”

I blink at him, shocked.

“And what business would that be?” I ask.

He takes my hands in his and presses my fingers against his lips.

“Something exciting,” he teases.

“With benefits?”

His lips shift into a lopsided smile. “I can think of a few off the top of my head.”

His hips start moving against mine again. His cock feels good and sweet and right inside me. His words are making my heart flutter.

“Still, Braden…a baby…”

“You’d make a good mom,” he says, running his thumb over my lower lip.

“You’d make a terrible dad.” I laugh, but even so, my hips are moving with his again.

“I’d learn,” he promises.

There’s something so genuine and raw and eager in his eyes as he says it that I can’t help myself.

I start to daydream.

Braden kissing my belly while my stomach swells with his child. 

Braden with our baby cradled in his arms.

Braden driving slow, checking his mirrors and taking nice, easy turns so our little bundle of joy doesn’t wake up from their nap in the back seat.

“Fuck,” I swear. “Braden…”

“Yes, darling?”

“Do it,” I beg, resting my forehead against his lips. “Put a baby in me.”

“Sweetheart,” he says and smiles as he kisses me. “I thought you’d never ask.”

The next few seconds spill over into minutes. The minutes might be hours. Before I know it, I’m coming around Braden’s cock, hard and fast and without any restraint. 

Braden fucks me through the orgasm like he was made to wrack my body with pleasure. Like he’s taking out every last ounce of pent up frustration over the last few days and letting it loose on my cunt in the form of orgasm after orgasm after glorious orgasm.

“Baby,” he breathes in my ear, “I’m close. I’m so fucking close.”

“Give it to me,” I moan. “Give me your cum. Put it all in me. Fill me up—”

“I love you, Jenna. I fucking love you.”

“I love you too, Braden. Now come for me. Come for me. Fucking—”

He lets loose on me, like the way his car raced past all the others when the afterburner kicked in. One minute we’re fucking, the next we’re flying.

His cum pours into me, deeper than I’ve ever known. My cunt takes it all like it’s hungry for his seed, like it needs to be filled.

Like my body want to be bred.

I drain him. Completely. I take every drop of Braden’s cum inside my pussy, and he grabs my ankles while he gives it to me. 

He takes them in his hands and uses them as leverage to push his cum as deep inside me as my body will allow. He holds them thereafter, like he’s trying to tilt all of his cum directly into my womb.

“I love you,” he keeps saying, over and over like a mantra. A prayer. “I love you. I love you. I fucking love you.”

“I love you too.” I half laugh, half sob as he collapses against me. 

I shower him with kisses, more than either of us can count. It’s like I can’t stop. I can’t get enough of the feel of my lips against his skin.

“There,” he says with a hard, final thrust. “Now you’re mine.”

“Oh, honey. I was yours a long time ago.”

“Hours?”

“Days. At the very least.”

He doesn’t respond. He just buries his face in my breasts, kissing whatever skin he can find.

“It might not take, you know,” I remind him. Pregnancy is a weird thing, after all. I don’t want him to get his hopes up if a few weeks from now, it turns out that there’s no little Masterson growing inside me.

“Hmm,” Braden muses. “Then I guess I’ll just have to try again, won’t I?”

“How noble of you,” I tease.

“Incredibly,” he agrees. “I’ll just have to fill my woman up every morning, afternoon, and night until she gives me a son.”

“Or a daughter.” I giggle as he nibbles on my shoulder.

“Doesn’t matter. As long they’re ours.”

My chest heaves as I take a big inhale and exhale it slowly. I feel like my lungs are full of helium. Like if it wasn’t for Braden’s body on top of mine, I might float away entirely.

“Are you sure we’re not taking things too fast, Braden?” I ask, searching for scraps of reality in this insane, blissed-out state.

“Jenna, honey, have you met me?” Branden grins down at me. He’s got an incredible smile. This is the brightest I’ve ever seen it shine. “Fast is kind of my M.O.”

When he kisses me, it feels like campfire burning through the middle of the night.






Jenna

 

I wrap up my little speech to my pupils as their eyes glaze over. I know when to stop. It is also time to call it quits anyway. Our lesson for the day is over. Parents are waiting to pick up their charges. 

“Okay, guys,” I say, and smile brightly. “Time to call it a day. Don’t forget to read over today’s notes. It’s just as important to know how your engine works as it is to drive.” 

Braden teaches them how to drive and I teach them about the mechanics of the engine. 

When we first thought of opening a driving school, I wasn’t sure what my role would be. It was Braden who suggested we incorporate theory with practice. It was he who said knowing about the workings of the engine was just as important as driving. And he was right. 

The students grumble something that could be agreement or something else. It’s too hard to tell. But I don’t care. I know they’re learning. 

Braden gives them a nod and they leave. He walks with them to their parents. I watch like a proud parent. It’s more rewarding to teach than I first thought it would be. 

If someone told me a year ago I’d enjoy teaching students about cars, engines and stuff, I would have told them they were crazy. And yet here I am. Here we are. Braden has taken to his new role like a fish to water. 

I love that about him. He doesn’t just say good-bye to his students; no, he makes sure they’re taken to their parents. Sometimes he exchanges a few words with a mother or a father of one of our students. Obviously one of the reasons we’ve become so successful. 

Our driving school is thriving. We’ve had to create a waiting list, that’s how popular it is. 

When Braden first had the idea, I wasn’t sure at all. But just like with most other things, Braden was pretty convincing.

I watch him bound back to me. His lips are curled into a devilish smile. He grabs my hand and pulls me toward the office.

“You do know how exquisitely sexy you look in that black top and tight skirt?” 

His fingers flick my hair off my face. I laugh. I pretend to smack his fingers, which accidentally brush against my breasts on the way back from my hair. 

In return he grabs me harder. 

“You can’t get away from me,” he mutters and locks the door. 

As soon as he turns back to me, he pulls my top off. Then he strides to the blinds to pull them down. Quick as flash, he comes back and unclasps my bra. 

Then his lips lock onto mine. I melt into him, ecstasy gripping me, and I arch against him. Just like the first time we kissed, I fall under his spell. His lips are demanding and his tongue pushes past my lips and starts to duel with mine. 

I don’t hold back. I wrap my arms around his neck to pull him closer. He holds me tight by my hips. 

As I drown in the intensity of his passion, I can’t help but think of my state. There’s a slight hesitation in me. I think about the life growing inside me right now. I can’t believe I’m almost twenty weeks pregnant. I press my belly against Braden, keen on sharing the experience with him. 

Braden’s lips leave mine. They go down to my breast, where they start sucking. Soon someone else will be demanding access to this. The thought is very strange. I giggle, wondering how Braden will feel about that.

But his hands, which are exploring my body, distract me. Fingers caress my back and squeeze my ass. I groan and fumble with the button on his pants. I need to free his throbbing cock.

When I get it undone, I push his pants down onto the floor. With incredible nimbleness, Braden steps out of them. He pushes me backwards toward the desk. His teeth are biting on my nipples. My hands reach for his cock. 

His mouth leaves my breasts and moves up toward my neck. Butterfly-like, he kisses me all over. My pussy is so wet and ready for him I can barely contain myself.

Without asking, Braden pushes my back onto the table. He stops. I glance at him. His eyes are fixed on my tummy. So far there’s only a little bulge, barely visible. Those who don’t know I’m pregnant can’t see much. Sure, my clothes have become a little tighter, but I don’t have the huge ball sticking out in front yet. 

Gently, softly and full of love, Braden puts both hands on my belly. He smiles. His eyes light up. Briefly I grab onto his hands, and we’re all connected—the baby, him and me. A little family. 

“You okay?” His voice is husky, his eyes full of lust and desire. 

I nod. 

“Fuck me, Braden, please. Fuck me now.”

His hands move to my pussy, where they’re met with my slick juices. 

I groan and thrust my hip up toward him. I want his cock in me right fucking now. I want to fuck him so bad it hurts. 

His fingers play with my clit and tease me to the point of orgasm. The lips of my pussy are shuddering against his fingers. I don’t want to come, not just yet. 

I pull him toward me. This means he’s partly lying on me. I kiss him again. I demand entry to his mouth and explore it like I’ve never been in it before. 

His cock is pressing against my pussy. We were made for each other. Braden adjusts his position to shove his cock inside me. 

His hands are holding my hips. He slams against me. I can feel his balls hitting my skin. He thrusts deep and hard, in and out.  

I throw my head back in sheer pleasure. His hands leave my hips and grab my breasts. He massages them and keeps thrusting. 

Braden grunts, and I know he must be close to coming. I use my fingers to find my clit as he keeps thrusting in and out. I love his cock inside me and I love when his hands play with my nipples. My pussy is starting to spasm against his cock.  

Since I found out I’m pregnant, fucking Braden has become even more intense. My orgasms are even more extraordinary. It’s beyond words. 

I lift my head to look at him. His muscles are tense. I can feel his passion with each powerful thrust. 

It won’t be much longer before I come. He’s getting close, too. I can feel it. 

He slows down a little. Then he stops. His breathing is hard and fast. His lips find mine. He whispers into my ear. “You still okay?”

The tenderness is overwhelming, and I almost cry. I nod. I may be pregnant, but I still feel the need to have him come inside me.  

“Do it, Braden. Don’t stop fucking me. I want you to come inside me,” I demand, and thrust my hips to meet him. 

Braden starts again. My fingers now dig into his back. I’m so close to the edge. 

His rhythm is increasing. I feel the orgasm build deep within me. My muscles tense just as he starts to tense up as well. We come together. Shockwave after shockwave of pleasure rips through me. I groan and moan in ecstasy. All of me is tingling with pleasure. Brandon calls out my name as his muscles start to spasm and he empties his hot cum into my pussy. 

The pleasure wave we ride is fucking unbelievable, and as he finishes, he lays down on top of me, gently. 

I kiss him on the neck. He’s breathing heavy and I feel his sweaty chest against mine. 

I wrap my arms around him, overcome with emotions. 

“I love you,” he whispers into my ear. 

“I love you, too,” I whisper back. 

I watch him grab his clothes and put on his pants again. He helps me up and his eyes linger on my little baby bump. 

“You okay, little fella?’

I laugh. He’s going to be such an awesome father. I can feel it in my gut and heart. 

I pull my clothes back on. Life’s good. No, life’s great. Perfect.

“Ready?” He holds out his hand and I take it. I smile at him. 

We head out the door together to go for our customary evening drive. I glance out the window before looking at Braden as he manoeuvres the car along the road. 

His skilful fingers are pure poetry in motion. I love watching him drive a car. 

We’ve come a long way. We’ve mellowed a fair bit, and I can’t wait to welcome the newest member of our family into the world. Will it be a wild child like his or her father? 

I smile. It doesn’t matter. 

I turn to Baden. “Do you miss our wild days?” 

He smiles and puts his hand on my thigh.

“What’re you talking about? Sounds like you’re talking past tense. We’re still living our wild days, and they’re about to get wilder.”

We both laugh and I grab a hold of his hand to give it a squeeze. Like I said, life’s absolutely perfect.


Hard Luck
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Sienna

I take a handful of my thick, long golden hair and twist it tight, securing it in place with pins. 

Then I ease on the wig and adjust the glossy black bangs so they sit at the top of my brow. I make sure the part is straight, as if it were made by a knife. I smooth down the hair around my face, moving my head from one side to the other. 

I’m assessing myself, critiquing my reflection. 

My new hair shines under the overhead light of the hotel’s dressing room. The cut hits under my chin, a dramatic frame for my face. 

My gaze moves down, taking in how the soft gold silk dress I’m wearing hugs my hips and falls around my legs, rippling when I move. I look as if I’ve been dipped in honeyed ambrosia. 

The dress has turned my hazel eyes to gold.

I planned my look this evening especially carefully. I want to walk out of this room onto the casino floor and into my new life as part of Roger’s Inner Sanctum, the elite escort service I’ll be working with from now on, and to exude power and mystery. 

Of course, it’s my bad luck that my debut has to take place in the back rooms of the Alchema, the sleek and elegant hotel and casino owned by none other than Leo fucking Asher. 

Leo’s come a long way from the boy who raced around the grounds of my father’s estate. 

His father worked for us; his mother lost a battle to cancer when he was a toddler. Growing up, Leo and my brother, Jax, would spend their days teasing me and racing around the grounds of our California ranch. 

We grew older. 

Jax went east to boarding school; Leo won a scholarship and followed. 

I stayed behind. 

When the boys came home on holidays, Jax’s teasing turned into sharp jabs at my expense. His friendship with Leo had cooled significantly. 

Maybe it was simply a case of growing older and growing apart, but I don’t know what happened. Jax would get annoyed when I’d ask and Leo would ignore the question completely. 

By the time they went to college, neither one was speaking to the other, so Leo turned his attention to me. He would call me Golden, because of my hair and eyes. We would talk or sit together quietly for hours. 

Then, ten years ago, he left California and transferred to Harvard. He only came home to visit once. It was the summer I turned eighteen. 

Three months before my father had to shutter the mines that made the Reids the prominent family we were. 

Five months before the beginning of the legal wrangling that left my family broke. 

We lost everything. 

Meanwhile, Leo made a name for himself in New York. Opening bars and then clubs, he had the golden touch because every establishment he worked on was a wild success. 

Now, at 30, Leo Asher is a hotel and casino magnate. He not only owns the 55-story Alchema Hotel in Vegas, but the Nocturne in Monaco. 

If I see Leo, I want to be the opposite of the girl he must remember: she was young, gentle, eager, shameless, and curious.

I try to assure myself that I won’t see him because otherwise I won’t maintain my calm.

Ten years ago, when I was eighteen and hungry to explore the things he made me feel, Leo ran his finger across my jaw one afternoon. 

I let him see me shudder. 

He called me Golden, and I opened myself to him. 

Gave myself to him. 

Gave him everything.

The memory quickens my pulse. I can see the flush on my cheeks reflected back to me in the mirror, feel the heat on my skin as it reddens before me. 

My nipples harden under my dress, the fabric feeling suddenly restrictive, invasive, and giving me attention I don’t want because I memories I can’t forget. 

I exhale and try to push the thought of him out of my head, angry that he still has this effect on me after all this time. 

Control is exactly the thing I don’t want to grant him; it is precisely the thing he has over me now. 

I want control of my body, but my reactions leave me as helpless as if his hot breath was between my thighs right now while he looked up at me, searing my soul with that wicked blaze in his eyes from that night.

“You won’t see him,” I say aloud to remind myself that even if I do see him, he won’t recognize me because I’m disguised. 

It is his hotel. He’ll be busy tending to guests and putting out fires as comes with running a business. 

He won’t recognize the woman I’ve become...beneath the disguise, or through the years. 

I reapply my lipstick and draw a sharp nail across the bottom of my lip to catch any color which may have bled. It’s unnecessary. My lipstick is perfect. 

I smile at myself in the mirror. 

There’s a knock on the door—two short raps and then the sound of the electronic card beeping entry. 

The door opens and Roger walks into the suite, moving towards the dressing room. 

He’s tall and broad-shouldered. His clear blue eyes are sharp under black brows, and his white hair is clipped neatly. He looks and acts decades younger than his seventy-seven years. 

The only concession to his advancing age is the silver-topped mahogany cane he’s forced to use.

“Hello, Sienna, my darling,” Roger says as he stands behind me. 

Our eyes meet in the mirror. His left hand caresses my arm, moving up and down. It’s a familiar gesture, one that’s meant to comfort…and excite. 

I smile at him. 

“Hello, Roger.” 

“Are you ready for your debut?” 

I nod. My heart’s racing so fast, I worry it’s vibrating my skin and he can feel the thrum through the skin of my arm. 

Roger bends and kisses my neck. 

“You’re absolutely beautiful tonight,” he says. “They’ll be lining up for you.”

The other escorts told me to expect this. 

“He’s harmless,” they all promised. 

“He thinks of us as his daughters,” one girl told me. 

He’s a pretty fucked up father. 

I watch his eyes move over my body. Taking his time evaluating me. 

When my eyes meet his, he smiles. 

I hold my breath as his hand travels down the side of me and over my curves, fighting to keep my expression neutral. 

“They’re going to love you,” he says. He skips a beat and looks to the door. 

This is the opening, the break in his actions that lets me move on and I start to breathe again. 

“Shall we?” he asks.

 

I nod and slip my feet into black leather heels. 

Grabbing my clutch, I follow my new boss out the door, down the hall, and into the elevator made of glass. 

Below us, the hotel is abuzz with activity. The lights on the machines flicker as the noise from jackpots sound incessantly. 

My heart beats fast. I’m  nervous… but I’m excited, too. 

If I can handle this new job, I’ll be able to do everything I want to do. 

I’ll move Dad from California to Vegas and into the Alzheimer care facility near Bonnie Springs. 

Pay off my school loans.

Be able to save for the future. 

I can buy myself time to figure out what I want to do with my life. 

All I know is working with the Inner Sanctum can give me options. 

To me, it feels less humiliating than waiting tables on the strip, where anyone can sit down at the table and ask you to tell them the specials.  Anyone…like Leo.

This is just another job. 

Though, of course, it’s not. 

Still, it can set me up for a decade. 

Let me explore myself.

Let me explore my fantasies.

I’m protected from being uncomfortable, for the most part, because with the exception of showing up for dinners and events, Roger says I can say no to everything else. 

We ride down thirty floors to the mezzanine level. 

When the doors slide open, Roger takes my elbow and guides me out. 

The entire hotel looks like it’s gleaming. The marbled floors are buffed to a high shine. The chrome details on the ceiling stretch downwards like stalactites. 

“This way,” Roger says, bypassing the escalator to the top of the curved staircase leading to the gaming room. “I want the entire floor to see you.” 

It feels like every eye in the casino is on us. For a moment, the noise from the slots and the conversations fall mute as the seconds stretch out in a surreal dreamlike suspension of time. 

What have I gotten myself into?

Then Roger places his hand on the small of my back and we walk together slowly down the golden staircase. 

No turning back now. 

We wind our way through the tourist tables towards an ornate set of doors where two men with beautifully tailored, monochromatic black suits stand ready. One of the men nods to Roger and inclines his head towards me. 

“Good evening, sir,” he says. “Evening, madam.” 

The man then opens the door to another room. 

This one is filled with tables where tuxedoed men and elegantly clad women sit together. Gold and black chips are stacked high in front of most of the men in this room. 

The cocktail waitresses aren’t smiling. They all have matching red lips and are wearing identical body-hugging, short black dresses. They move smoothly, deliberately, between the tables, deftly staying out of the grasp of high-rolling men sweating over their winnings. 

“Welcome to your new office,” Roger says to me with a laugh. 

He takes the two glasses of champagne a waitress offers him and hands me one. 

“Our clients are among the wealthiest, most powerful men and women in the world,” he says, using his glass to gesture at the room. 

“They come to Las Vegas on business or on a break from business. They’re preoccupied with glamour and luxury. They want to experience sensuality. They come here to play among the elites, the crème de la crème. 

“That’s where we—well, that’s where you come in,” he says, nodding at me. 

“Your job is to make these men, and sometimes women, feel as if they’ve reached the pinnacle of their lives. It isn’t simply laughing at their jokes and seeing to their needs, but your success hinges on your ability to make our clients feel as if they’ve arrived at the inner sanctum, as if the Earth turns with their every desire. 

As I listen to Roger, I let my eyes move over the crowd.

“Make our clients feel like they’re the most interesting people you’ve ever met, as if they’re each more exceptional than the last. You’ll be a player in their beautiful game.” 

My eyes lock with an attractive Indian man. He holds my gaze for a beat before nodding to Roger. 

The man’s gaze follows me as he whispers to a beautiful Asian woman sitting next to him.

I note her delicate features as she looks to Roger, then locks my gaze. 

The man gets up and he walks towards us, stopping in front of me. 

“Hello, Roger,” the man says, “it’s good to see you.”  

“Rahul,” Roger says. “Have you met Sienna?”

“No,” Rahul replies, his eyes on me and not Roger. “I’m sure I would have remembered.” 

“It’s lovely to meet you,” I say. I look up at him through my lashes and let my eyes linger over his full lips. I extend my hand and he takes it.

This is part of the job. 

This is what you chose. 

These reminders do little to calm my fast-beating heart. 

Rahul holds my hand a little longer than necessary as he rubs his thumb across my palm, then finally lets it go. 

“I hope I’ll see you soon,” he says to me. 

“How is your night going?” Roger asks him. “I see you’re with Salma.”

“She’s lovely,” Rahul says, turning towards Roger. 

Rahul looks at me again. “It was nice to meet you, Sienna. Welcome to the Sanctum.” 

Salma and Rahul return to their table. 

Roger seems pleased. Rahul, he tells me, is one of the wealthiest venture capitalists working in Silicon Valley. It’s rumored he’ll be running for governor of California. 

I wonder vaguely if Rahul knows my brother, Jax, Nevada’s junior U.S. senator. 

It’s a good thing I chose to wear a disguise…Jax is already furious enough that I took this job. If it became public knowledge…

Roger walks over to another man who is elegantly dressed in a crisp white shirt and dark blue suit. His name, I’m told, is Johnny Engles. He’s a multibillionaire hedge fund founder who happens to be confined to a wheelchair. 

Johnny smiles at me and pushes his long dark hair out of his eyes. He looks at me curiously.

Perhaps he’s trying to place me. 

We exchange pleasantries and I’m not doing so poorly right now. Rahul touched me longer than necessary, and Johnny was cordial. I think after the variety of introductions I’m sure to get tonight, I’ll just try to take everything in stride. 

Roger pulls me along. I’m introduced to several more men and the female head of a robotics company. Each one takes my hand and stares at me hungrily. 

When my glass is finally empty, I lift my eyes to find a cocktail waitress to refill it. 

Instead, I see Leo. 

Our eyes lock. 

The champagne flute falls through my fingers. 

It doesn’t shatter, it rolls along the black carpet that covers the floor in this room. 

He’s still beautiful. 

Taller than I remember, or maybe it’s that he’s more imposing. 

Broad shoulders contained in a perfectly tailored suit. Layers of clothing covering deeply tanned skin. 

My eyes take in his face, prominent cheek bones, square jaw, and full lips. 

Leo once said that looking at me could set him at ease or drive him wild. 

Now he’s looking at me hard, taking in my wig and dress. 

I watch his eyes slide towards Roger, who’s standing a few feet away from now speaking to a client whose name I’ve forgotten. 

Even from a distance, I can see Leo’s furious. His jaw’s set, and his nearly black eyes narrow. 

He’s recognized me. 

He’s recognized Roger. 

He knows exactly what I’m doing here. 

He brings his head down to whisper something to the young woman standing next to him. She moves away and he stalks towards me. 

I bite my lip. I want to run away, but my feet are glued to the floor. 

I force myself to take a deep breath. 

I can’t run away. How would that look? I need this job. 

Who is he to judge me? He’s the one who left me to hold everything together alone. 

I’m not the one who ran away then; I won’t now.  

Instead, I square my shoulders and jut my chin out. 

Leo’s coming towards me. 

I’m more than a little afraid of what’s about to happen, but this time, I don’t plan to let myself be so vulnerable in his presence.

 






Leo

I’m struggling to walk, forcing myself to put one foot in front of the other. I want to leap over tables and run to her. 

I can feel my jaw working, clicking in and out of place. 

It feels like I’m running in place, moving through fucking molasses. 

Why aren’t people trying to stop me? Why isn’t everyone staring at me? Someone should be holding me back because I’m not in control. 

Completely not in control. 

I’m breathing hard. It sounds like I’m growling. 

The only person who can see how dangerous I am is Sienna. 

My heart is beating so fast. I can almost feel the blood pushing against the valves in my veins. 

Sienna. 

Sienna Reid, the girl I chased around the ranch. 

The girl I taught to climb trees. 

The woman who surrendered herself to me. 

The woman I loved. 

She’s the reason I left California ten years ago. I left to prove myself as someone worthy of her. 

And now she’s one of Roger’s women? Is she actually one of the Inner Sanctum? 

The thought makes me feel completely fucking unhinged.

I spot Roger standing at a table some distance from her. He’s leaning on his cane, laughing with a blue-eyed man with a Spanish accent who claims to be twentieth in line for the British throne. 

It doesn’t matter to me, or to Roger for that matter, what our customers’ stories are, how fantastic or horrible they say they are. 

Roger and I sell fantasies. If these men and women want to pay for the privilege of endless drinks, fawning service, and everyone believing their tall tales, then so be it. 

But Sienna doesn’t make sense in this world. She doesn’t belong here.

 

It has been ten years since we last saw each other. 

Ten years since I promised I’d be back after I’d conquered some small part of the world.

And I did conquer. I conquered New York and now I’m winning Vegas. 

But I never went back. 

Even after I read in the papers along with the rest of the world how the Reid mines had been shut down and their assets had been seized. 

I didn’t go back even after I read how Mr. Reid retreated from the spotlight and spent the last of their once vast fortune trying to stay out of prison. 

I read how Jax took his schooling and his contacts and used them to get into politics. 

I followed his elections, first to the House of Representatives and now the U.S. Senate, and how he vowed to clean up corporate kickbacks to government officials. Those kickbacks his father used to keep his family in business. He lambasted his father in the media throughout the campaign. 

“I know how the rich guys think,” Jax said in one debate. “I was raised at their feet. But I’m not one of them, I know how to defeat them and fight back for the people.” 

The people whispered that Mr. Reid had lost his mind and slipped willingly into dementia. 

I knew all of this, but still I didn’t go back to Sienna. 

I didn’t call her or email her. 

I knew she had to cope alone.

I didn’t go back. 

Now it’s been so long since we’ve been in the same room, I didn’t immediately recognize her. 

My eyes are drawn to her golden dress. It must be made through some sort of sorcery, the fabric is so fine. It ripples over her like liquid gold. 

The dress looks as if it was made for her. It hugs her hips and ass and falls over her tits like second skin. 

I should have known her at a glance, but the black hair threw me. 

Disguising yourself from me, Golden?

Seeing her smile, I know instantly it is Sienna. For one drawn out minute everything rushes back. 

The pit manager is asking me something, but I can’t understand what she wants. 

The only thing I can think is that Sienna is here. 

Then I see Roger.  

Sienna doesn’t see me until she turns around, empty champagne flute in hand, and our eyes connect. 

What are you going to say to me, girl? How are you going to explain yourself? 

I stalk toward her. I want to demand she get out. 

But then I realize she doesn’t need to explain herself to me. She’s been taking care of herself for a long time—who am I to demand anything from her? 

Doesn’t mean I don’t want to.

I can see she’s bracing herself for confronting me, but I change course. 

I’m hunting Roger now. 

I’ve let him work out of here for too fucking long. Selling nights with his women to people more interested in how they appear to the world than how they act in the world. 

Selling a night of companionship to people too busy bringing in money to know that they’re sad, lonely, and pathetic. 

Now Roger will be selling Sienna to a Spaniard with a shady past or to the film producer with the jowls and nose full of broken capillaries, the one known for cornering actresses in hallways and forcing them into his hotel room. 

In theory, the women of the Inner Sanctum don’t have to sleep with their clients. Roger’s modelled the Inner Sanctum on geishas. 

His employees are smart and cultured. They’re trained to be able to defend themselves against perverts like the film producer. They’re supposed to act like girlfriends and wives, but sex isn’t required. 

The women can choose who they allow to touch them, whom they allow inside their rooms, their beds, themselves. The price is high, and Roger’s women are supposed to enjoy themselves. 

I picture Sienna playing this game in one of my hotel’s beds. Her head is thrown back, her mouth open, back arched high. She’s moaning, a man’s head is between her legs and she’s in ecstasy. 

I want to fucking break something. 

It’s just your imagination. I can’t calm myself down though because I’m right behind Roger now. Before I can stop myself, my hand is wrapping like a vise around his arm. I yank him around to face me. 

He stumbles and then regains his balance. 

“What are you doing, Roger?” I hiss. 

Roger looks down at my hand around his arm, his expression totally unruffled. 

“Why Leo,” he says, “how can I calm—I mean, how can help you?”

“What are you doing here?” I say. “You know you can’t be openly working the floor.” 

“Don’t worry, Leo,” he says. “Don’t worry. I’m not recruiting anyone. I’m just introducing my newest employee to potential clients.” 

He pauses, scrutinizing me. “Would you like to meet her?”

I don’t trust my voice. I gather myself. I straighten my spine to the whole of my six foot two inch frame. I nod. 

“Of course,” I say curtly. “I need to know all your employees.” 

Roger leans towards me. “You’ll love this one, Leo,” he whispers. “She’s just your type.” He winks at me, like he fucking knows. I want to hit him hard. 

“Watch yourself, Roger,” I say, my voice soft. 

After a pause, Roger smiles. 

“Come on,” he says cajolingly. 

I follow him back to the table where Sienna is leaning. She’s been watching us the whole time.  

“Leo Asher, meet Sienna Reid,” says Roger, his voice booming. “She’s new, but I think she has a lot of potential and promise. Sienna, this is Leo—he owns this palace and has supported the Sanctum for many, many years.” 

She extends her hand for me to take. I grip it, trying not to crush it. I can see the pulse in her neck racing, though her expression is controlled. 

“Sienna Reid,” I murmur. “Of all the gin joints.” 

“Leo Asher,” she replies. “As I live and breathe.” 

We don’t say anything for a moment. I let my eyes take in the contours of her face. 

She’s taking in all of me, I can feel her eyes moving down my body. I wonder what she’s seeing. What she’s thinking.

“I didn’t realize,” Roger says, amused. “You two know each other?”

I nod, but keep my eyes on the woman with the golden eyes standing in front of me. “We grew up together. My father worked for her family.”

Sienna smiles at Roger. “I seem to have lost my drink. Buy me another?”

But before he can, I signal to one of the cocktail servers and ask her to bring two drinks—a champagne for her and a scotch rocks with a twist for me. 

Roger takes the hint and says something about checking one of his girls who’s working a new client. He leaves us.

We’re alone for the first time in a decade. I want to grab her, pull her against me, maybe throw her over my shoulder and haul her up to my penthouse. But I grit my teeth and grip my drink instead. 

“Last I heard, you wanted to be a lawyer,” I say. “Didn’t realize you changed careers, or is this the cliché about having to earn money to get through law school? Is that what’s happening here?” 

I sip my drink and smile at her condescendingly. “If that’s the problem, I can give you all the money you could ever want.”

Her eyes flash. I’ve insulted her. I watch her wrestle with herself to keep her temper in check. She was always quick to anger…and quick to forgive.  

“And the last I heard,” she says, “you were only going to be gone for a few months and back with a foolproof plan.” 

She smiles slowly. “Now that we’ve established that minds can be changed and plans can be altered, what else would you like to talk about?” 

“Sienna—”

I’m about to lash out at her, tell she doesn’t have a fucking clue what she’s talking about, but she doesn’t let me start.

“What is it, Leo? What are you going to say?” she says, her eyes flashing. “You left. Life went on. You don’t get to judge me. You don’t get to belittle my choices. You’re taking money from Roger, too. He gives you a cut on what his women bring in. You’re benefitting from this, too. And, even if you weren’t, you’re taking money from the same people I’ll be taking money from. You’re not different than me. You’ve sold out, too. And, hey, we both do that with our clothes on.”

“But you—” I shift so I’m towering over her. “You’re better than this.”

“But me?” Sienna moves toward me, not intimidated by my size or my anger. She places one hand on my chest, smoothing down the lapel of my suit. Even through my layers of clothing, the heat of her touch sears me as if she’s branded me.

She looks up at me through her black lashes. “But me, I get to ask my clients to give me pleasure first. I get to feel desired every time I go to work. Even better, I get to desire. I don’t just get paid, I’m not just making money. My job is just not about getting other people hard. It’s about me getting wet.” She licks her lips. “That’s what you don’t seem to understand.”

Her words both arouse and infuriate me. Fuck, thinking about Sienna, wet and wanting, is something I’m intimately familiar with. 

But for someone else? That makes me want to put my fist through a wall.

“Leo, I’m not the girl you left behind,” she says, sounding tired. Then she turns and walks toward Roger, leaving me staring after her.

I know, baby. God, I fucking know.

 






Sienna

Seeing Leo throws me off my game. I feel my confidence slipping, like the wind's been knocked out of me. The room is spinning. 

As I approach Roger’s side, I grab his arm to steady myself. 

Smiling down at me with a lecherous look in his eyes, he holds my hand a little too tightly and leads me across the room to introduce me to more of the crème de la crème of Las Vegas society and takes my attempt to stand as an advance on him.

Was it just minutes ago that I was feeling optimistic about working for Roger at Alchema’s Inner Sanctum? A brand-new escort making the rounds in the most exclusive place I could possibly be. That hopeful feeling vanishes as I struggle to catch my breath and my footing.

Now I’m a jumble of nerves, my mind reeling from what just happened. 

The way Leo looked at me…so angry and judgmental. The way his voice practically dripped with condescension. Who the hell is he to judge what I’m doing? 

Instead of feeling anticipation about where the night will lead like I did only moments before, I feel a heavy weight settle in the pit of my stomach. 

As Roger leads me around, his hand resting on my hip, Leo's hard gaze bores into me from across the room. Wherever I go, his eyes follow. I don’t even have to look to know it’s true—that’s how aware I am of his commanding presence. 

I can only imagine what he's thinking right now seeing me like this, dressed up with the sole purpose of attracting a client. 

Though I don’t really have to imagine what he thinks. 

He made it clear, practically coming right out and accusing me of being a whore. Sure, he didn’t say those words, but the implication was heavy. 

What did I expect? He only knows the girl I used to be, and I’m not that girl anymore. 

My fingers are tingling from where I rested them on his chest. The way he looked at me when I did that, I swear I saw a flash of heat cross his eyes. 

Right before they blazed with fury when I talked about pleasuring my clients. 

What I really wanted to do was curl my fingers around his shirt and pull him to me and show him just how much I’ve changed in the past ten years. 

I’ve learned what I like and I know how to ask for it. When I looked at him, I was ready to do more than ask. I was ready to take, and see where it led. 

I try to collect myself and not think about Leo, who treated me like shit at our little reunion.

You’re better than this. 

Still, his words echo in my head. 

It’s not like I’ve chosen this because it’s all I ever dreamed of. I've been thrust into this life by default because of my family's financial ruin. 

Once the socialite and part of the upper echelon of society, now I’m the pauper instead of Leo. The help’s son…the tables have certainly turned. 

"Sienna? Are you listening?" Roger is saying to me.

I blink, pulled from my thoughts. "What? Um, yes. Yes, I am."

"Okay good. Now, that's Mr. Peterson over there at the blackjack table. He's a regular patron, so make him feel special if he talks to you."

The man looks our way and raises a glass to me, and I nod my head and smile, slowly, seductively, in acknowledgment.

"Okay good, he's seen you. He's one of our clients with the deepest pockets, Sienna, so use this chance to shine." He gives my hip an encouraging squeeze, then lets it fall away slowly as he nudges me toward Mr. Peterson.

I'm here to work and I want to work. I am not here to worry about the ghost of an old life. 

I can do this. 

I smooth my hands over my dress and try to appear confident. Try to draw on some of that empowerment I was feeling before Leo swooped in and left me staggered.

I leave Roger's side and make my way over to the blackjack tables. If all goes well, this evening could end with a big paycheck coming my way. 

"Hello, sir,” I say, pitching my voice low and seductive. “I'm Sienna."

I turn on the charm, going for an air of mystery. 

If there's one thing I can do, it's make men swoon. When you grow up in a patriarchal household like I did, you learn the ropes of how to get your way as a woman, sometimes with nothing more than a touch and a smile. 

My father had hundreds of elite parties over the years. More often than not I’d blow off his rich friends and their sons because I could afford to be snobby.

Now I’m at the beck and call of the very same type of men. 

When Mr. Peterson reaches for me, it’s a bit more unnerving than I expect it to be. 

I keep the smile firmly in place, though. "Mr. Peterson is it? I must say, you know how to wear a suit.” I want to laugh at the ridiculous statement falling from my lips, but instead just let my hand glide along the rich fabric as I take his arm. "Please, can you show me around? This is my first time here."

His eyes spark as he hears this, like he can’t wait to sample the newest item on the menu. "Of course. Sienna, is it? Let me get you a drink. A woman as beautiful as you should never be without a man waiting to provide you the very best."

Cue the inner eye roll.

He waves down one of the cocktail waitresses. 

I envy her job right now. She doesn't have to schmooze this man who's twice her age. She can breeze right by and do her job without wondering what the patrons might ask of her later. 

Me? I'll be stuck with him all night. With that thought, my mind races with a singular worry. What happens next? 

As I take the glass of champagne from her, I look up and find Leo still staring at me with a dark look in his eyes. 

He’s still brooding and I wonder why. Is it really about me taking a job with Roger? 

Why the hell does he feel like he has any right to care about what I do? He didn’t care before when he left me heartbroken and alone.

I’m suddenly angry. He has no right to say the things he did. He obviously wanted to get under my skin with those comments. 

Now I decide it's time to turn that around and to have a bit of fun with Leo. I ignore Leo and turn back to Mr. Peterson, turning up my flirting a few notches. 

Let’s see what Leo thinks about that. 

"Mr. Peterson, you look so dashing tonight.” I bat my eyelashes and look at him adoringly. “Please tell me you don't have plans. I'd love to spend the evening with you. Maybe you could teach me how to play poker?"

I know damn well how to play, but nothing gets men like this wrapped around your finger more than playing dumb. 

It's how I got my father to do everything for me. 

Though it’s a little disturbing that I think of this man like I would my father…and my mind travels back to the comments from the girls about Roger thinking of the girls as his daughters. 

That’s what Leo thinks of me. As some girl with daddy issues now. 

Whatever. It's go time. 

This is supposed to be the new me, empowered and ready to do what I want with my life. I have to push any negative thoughts out of my mind and just do this. 

If for no other reason than to make Leo jealous and prove to him that I don't care. That I'm over him. I want him to be the one left with want and regrets. 

I refuse to go there again. 

Not with him. Not for him.

Mr. Peterson leads me to the high roller poker table. I make sure to stand where Leo has a clear view of me and my new date.

It's five-card draw but I pretend not to know that as I lean over Mr. Peterson's shoulder. I make a big show of not understanding his cards and what they mean. And then I gush ridiculously when he makes a huge bet for me. 

He eats it up.

"Oh, this is so exciting. Maybe a kiss for good luck?" 

I bend and plant a kiss on his cheek, leaving a visible red lipstick mark. As I do, I peer back towards the bar, but Leo's gone. 

Fuck. Where'd he go? I wonder if he saw my show of affection or if it was all for nothing?

I stay with Mr. Peterson all night, and make more money in those few hours than I could have in a week anywhere else. 

Leo's still not around by the time the evening ends, and I don’t want to admit to myself that I’m disappointed. 

I liked the feeling of him watching me, even if he was angry about it. I want his eyes on me. 

Eventually, I call it quits and take my leave. Mr. Peterson was a total gentlemen and requested little more than a few kisses and for me to sit on his lap...a lot. 

I’m struggling a little with my feelings about this new job but I refuse to dwell on it. It's a small price to pay for the wad of cash that I stuff into my Louis Vuitton. 

My heels click on the marble floors as I make my way back to the elevators that will take me to my room. 

It must be four in the morning, and though Vegas is still humming, it's a lot quieter now. 

Someone grabs me from behind a giant column, and I see familiar dark eyes blazing with fury.

"What the fuck are you doing, Sienna? You spent all night with that creep?"

"Oh, hello, Leo." I pretend not to care about his indignation as I twist out of his grasp.

Inside, I'm screaming. What is he still doing here? How did he find me? 

My skin is hot from his hands on my body, even though they were only on me for seconds. Just being in his presence makes my body feel like it might spontaneously combust, but I have to play this cool. 

"You can't do this," he says, all authoritative dominance. 

"The hell I can't!" 

He's got some unbelievable nerve to think he can tell me what to do. "You stopped calling the shots a long time ago. I answer to no one. Can't you tell, Leo? I'm all grown up."

“I see that.” He rakes his eyes over my body. "But it's fucking dangerous, Sienna. Don 't you know anything about the business?"

"Listen, it's none of your concern, but I happen to have a very nice boss. And hey, I gotta do what I gotta do for money right now."

He actually looks sympathetic for a moment. "I heard about what happened to your dad."

"Yeah, well, he didn't plan very well," I reply, but I don’t want to talk about that. "What more can I say?"

I don't plan to get into my family heartache with him. Not after he left me alone to deal with the aftermath without a single word in ten years.

He takes my arm again like he has some right to touch me.

"You don't have to do this," he says.

I turn towards him and catch his eyes, anger vibrating within me. "Leo, you don't know the first thing about what I need or who I am. Not anymore. I'm a different person now and I don't owe you anything. This may be happening in your casino, but that's the extent of your involvement."

My words are biting but true. He hurt me in the past. I really don't owe him a damn thing. 

He lets me go abruptly. 

"Now, I've had a long night and I'm going to bed," I say, ready to just get away from him and the storm of emotions he dredges up.

I walk away, head held high, and don't look back, but I know his eyes are following me. I can feel it, just like earlier. 

Once inside the elevator, I slump against the wall and try to catch my breath. 

It took everything in me to stand up to Leo Asher like that. He's gorgeous. Even more than before because he’s all man now. 

I'm not interested in him breaking my heat again. I have to keep my distance from him. No matter what my body says, my mind knows better.

I pull off my wig and let my blonde waves fall loosely around my shoulders as the glass elevator takes me up to my room. 

How am I going to do this every single night? My only hope is that Leo won’t be around as much as he was tonight, staring me down while I flirt with other men. 

Otherwise…this is going to be harder than I anticipated.

I look down as the elevator rises higher, and there he is.

Leo's just standing where I left him, watching me even in here. 

Our eyes meet for a second, and then I'm gone, too high for him to see. 

I'm grateful for the escape because the nervous energy that races through me overwhelms. I'm happy to be away from him because I can breathe again.

At least that’s what I keep telling myself hours later as I lie awake in my bed, thinking about what the next night will bring.

 






Leo

Golden eyes float above me, equally golden hair cascading down around my face as my girl hovers over me, her mouth open in ecstasy as she sinks down onto my throbbing cock.

Fuck.

Not again. 

I slam my hand down on my desk trying to rid myself of the images. 

I'm in my office going over some detailed paperwork. My executive assistant has cleared my schedule for the afternoon because she knows that it's urgent business. My head should be in the game but all I can think about is...her. 

I never expected to see Sienna again. Last night was the shock of my life. Now that I’ve seen her, heard her, felt her, she permeates all of my thoughts. 

As much as I try to put her out of my head and focus, fantasies like this keep invading my mind. I’ve been rock hard all day, and there’s not a damn thing I can do about it. 

Just as I’m about to try for the eighty-seventh time to get this paperwork wrapped up, my phone buzzes.

"Mr. Asher, I have Mr. Jax Reid waiting for you," my assistant, Carly, says. 

I stare at my phone in shock. You’ve got to be fucking kidding me. 

Not only did Sienna walk back into my life last night and throw me into a tailspin, but now the last person I thought I’d ever see again is here to further shake up my world.

Carly knows not to bother me unless the person is really important, and considering Jax's face has been all over the news as he's up for reelection, she must have deemed him important enough to disturb me. 

Little does she know that he's the last person on earth I want coming into my office. With our history, things are strained. And that’s putting it mildly. 

"Hello there, Leo." Jax strides right in before I can even tell Carly it’s okay to send him back. 

"Jax. Still a presumptuous asshole, I see. What the fuck are you doing here?" I say, barely looking up from my paperwork. He doesn't deserve the time of day from me.

"Still grouchy about the past, I see.” His cocky attitude hasn’t changed, that much is clear.

This infuriates me, and I lift my head to meet his gaze now. "I think you’re the one to blame for that, if I remember correctly."

"Me?" he scoffs. "Excuse me, but you slept with my sister. You tricked her, stole her virginity and then ran away."

This enrages me further. It takes superhuman effort to keep myself from jumping over the desk and grabbing him by the throat.

I practically bark, "I did that for you, and you damn well know it. I stayed away because you wanted me to. I would never have abandoned Sienna."

It doesn’t take much for our history to come up from the depths in which I’ve buried it. Memories flash through my head as I stare at the man my old friend has become. 

Yeah, we were friends, the best of friends, but when Sienna and I slept together ten years ago it made Jax crazy and we got into a huge argument over it. The things he said were unforgivable. It destroyed a friendship that had felt more like a brotherhood.

Ten years, and I haven't seen either of them. Until she walked back into my life last night. Upending everything.

When I saw that Sienna’s working as an escort, I took it upon myself to text her brother and tell him. 

It doesn't matter how many years of animosity we have between us. Someone needs to protect her from herself. If she refuses to listen to me, which obviously she is, I don’t have a choice. 

Jax needed to know. 

Though the last thing I expected was for him to show up at my office. 

"I know why you're here," I say calmly, deciding to avoid a rehashing of the conversations we've had in the past. It would be futile. "But I don't know what you think I can do about it."

He takes a seat, though I don't offer it. Bastard.

"I think there is something you can do, Leo. And at the very least you owe me this favor considering you were the one to steal her innocence, which probably led us to this point."

Unbelievable. He just has to make one more dig. I get up and walk to the floor-to-ceiling windows of my office that overlook the Vegas Strip. It's nice to have money and literally be at the top, but I guess it doesn't spare you from drama. 

I almost want to laugh at the absurdity of it. Jax wants to make Sienna’s choice my fault because I took her virginity ten years ago?

Shaking my head, I turn towards him. "What is it Jax, huh? What do you want from me?"

Staring at my old friend, I see how distant we've become. It's weird to look on his face again, this man that I used to trust as a brother. He's come far in life, and so have I, yet we've each done it alone. We had plans, aspirations. We were going to take on the world together. Now I can't imagine trusting him the way I once did.

"I have a proposition that I think you'll like, considering the feelings you have for my sister." He sneers. 

It infuriates me further with the emphasis he puts on feelings, like they weren’t fucking real. There’s nothing more goddamn real than the way that I felt for Sienna and that’s why it has been torturing me all day. 

If I couldn’t focus then, him dredging up the lingering frustrations is making it all that much worse. 

How can I maintain control when Sienna is always the key to me stopping everything and thinking about nothing but her soft body?

I slam my fists down on the desk and say, "I don't feel that way anymore. God, man, it's been ten years. But fuck you for minimizing what it was."

He looks at me suspiciously like he doesn't believe a word I'm saying. 

I am over her. We slept together once, and then Jax swooped in like the foreboding older brother and kept me away. 

Sienna’s fucking gorgeous and that distracted me. This isn’t anything more that I’m hung up on and Jax doesn’t get to make goddamn judgements about any of it now. 

We’re not friends now and I can barely fucking stand him. He shouldn’t have come here.

Now he's asking for my help? He can't be serious.

"Fine, whatever you say, Leo. You loved her once.” He waves his hand dismissively. “But it's good if you're over her because my position on the two of you still stands. And what I’m about to propose doesn’t change a thing."

"Wow," I say sarcastically. "You're really good at buttering someone up to get your favors done. Aren’t politicians supposed to be better at that shit?"

He ignores my statement. "Now that I know Sienna's working as an escort, I need to handle it. I'm up for reelection and I can't have this news getting out about my sister."

Of course this is about him. Why would I think he was here because of what was best for Sienna? Nothing’s changed there.

"Yeah, so what's that got to do with me?"

"I want you to hire her permanently as your own personal escort. Then she'll still get paid for her sham of a job, but it will also remain a secret."

I stare at him in disbelief. His request actually forces me to sit down in the oversized leather chair. 

I don 't want him to know it, but the thought of being so intimately connected with Sienna again makes my body burn with desire. My cock is instantly rock hard, when Jax’s intrusion today was the one thing that kept me from remaining hard while I tried to trudge through paperwork.  

I try to remind myself that I'm over her, it could never be. Our chance has passed. But here’s her brother offering her up to me on a silver platter.

"I can't do that," I say, despite my overwhelming desire to say yes. "It's like opening Pandora's box. The past is the past, and it should stay there."

Jax’s face grows increasingly anxious, and I can see that he really needs me to do this for him. 

I don't owe him a damn thing. 

He cut me out of his life a long time ago and now he comes crawling back asking a favor? 

I don't think so. I'm not somebody you can just jerk around and manipulate like his voters. I’m not a pawn in his game. 

I’m another player in this fucking game…but the play he wants me to make is so damn tempting.

"I couldn’t agree more,” Jax says. “But this won’t be a repeat of the past. Unless you’re lying and you think you still have feelings.” Again with the sarcastic emphasis. 

Jesus Christ, I want to slam my fist into his face just as much as I did ten years ago. 

I ignore that jab because there’s enough rage running through my veins already. "Why don't you just tell her to stop?" 

That's what I would do in this predicament. Luckily, I don't have a sister to worry about and keep tabs on.

He looks at me like I'm crazy. "Do you remember anything at all about Sienna? You can't tell her to do anything. In fact, she'll probably do the opposite of what you tell her."

Ah, Sienna. The memory of her feisty nature isn’t hard to find. I saw it in full force last night. It's one of the things that I loved about her, and while it drives me crazy, I'm also glad to hear she hasn’t lost that, even all these years later. And with everything she’s been through.

But I stand my ground. "Well, I can't help you. Sorry, Jax."

I'm not sorry. This fool doesn't deserve any of my time and he's already been here too long. "Carly, my assistant, will show you out."

I'm about to press the call button for her, but Jax pleads with me one more time. 

"Please Leo. Come on, you know I wouldn't be here unless it was important."

I do know that. And I mull over in my mind all the reasons this is such a terrible idea. 

For starters, Sienna brings out things in me that are best left buried. It took me a long time to cover those emotions with a steely, impenetrable exterior, and I have no intention of taking that down now. 

Secondly, my sexual nature has become a bit too depraved for her. 

We've both grown up since I took her virginity. 

Now my tastes are much harder to fulfill. I require a lot from a woman, and that's why I go through them so quickly. No one can keep up with my demands. 

Besides, escort or not, Sienna will always be an innocent girl in my mind. I've already corrupted her once. No need to make it worse. 

I want to protect her from who I’ve become…and that won’t fucking work if I’m supposed to have her at my personal, sexual beck and call. How do you keep from indulging every filthy fantasy you have when you have a personal slut on your payroll?

I know she doesn’t have to sleep with her clients.

She’s an escort.

I wouldn’t just be some client. Not with our history. Not with our chemistry. I couldn’t hold back.

Still, I don’t let these thoughts read on my face. Let Jax think I won’t take his fucking deal.

Jax stands up and he's almost to the point of begging. "Please man. You're the one that made me aware of what she's up to. And you’re in the perfect position to help fix it. As long as she's getting paid, she won't care who's in charge of her. It's the only way to navigate her ridiculous plan."

In charge of her…

Fuck, the notion of owning Sienna and of having her under my thrall whether she wants to be or not is appealing. I can think of several depraved things I’d do to her just to get her acquainted with my style. This idea of being her...master shall we call it? Well, it's overwhelmingly tempting. 

Ultimately, I have to say no. 

I have a business empire to run and I don't have time for any unforeseen complications. 

Especially the kind I know Sienna would bring.

"I can’t help you, Jax. I have too much going on to keep track of your black sheep little sister. I hope you find a solution. I really do."

He turns on his heel and leaves without saying one more word. I can tell he's angry about my refusal, but that’s his problem. 

I can’t worry about Sienna. I did my part by telling Jax. If he wants to do something about her, it’s his responsibility. 

I know I made the right choice, but it doesn’t make it any easier to get her off my mind.

 






Sienna

Night number two as part of Roger’s Inner Sanctum and I've been hired by another high roller who’s just in Vegas for the night. While he's old, lecherous, and kind of creepy, business is business, I guess. 

I don't know what I thought being an escort would look like, but I must have been hoping it would be a lot more glamorous. 

You know, getting to spend time with rich, hot men...not gross, ancient ones. 

Reality is crashing down on me as I realize the life of being an escort may not be as fantastic as I thought. 

I'm trying to be strong, though, and pull through and not back out of my commitment before it even begins. I need this money.

I force myself to breathe in and out steadily. I grip the sides of the sink in the casino powder room as I try to compose myself to play the girlfriend of this nauseating man, Robert, for the next few hours. My stomach turns at the way he looks at me. 

You can do this. Come on. Get it together. 

I give myself the pep talk as I reapply the deep red lipstick that matches my frilly little red dress. 

I look like the perfect mix of sexy and sophisticated. I have a fresh spray tan and my hair is expertly highlighted by my stylist so that the combination makes me look perfectly desirable. 

I decided to forget about the wig now that Leo’s recognized me. He’s why I chose to wear it...and he knows I’m here. Knows what I’m doing. There’s no point in disguising myself now.

I take a sip of water and prepare to make my entrance. Walking through the casino to the Inner Sanctum, I see that all eyes are on me. I'm used to the attention and I take it as a compliment. 

Maybe I'll at least make a worthwhile profit tonight. 

I hear my date for the evening wheeze before I see him. 

"Hi, are you my honey for tonight?" Robert says.

I spin around and see the eighty-seven-year-old man dressed in a crinkled brown suit and mismatched socks. No one would think this guy had any money, but by the sizable check he hands me straightaway, I know he’s definitely loaded. 

"Well, thank you, sir. So nice to see you. I can’t wait to spend tonight with you." Fake it ‘til you make it. "How shall we begin our evening?"

"Well, I want to show you off so let's go to the cocktail lounge first. I want everybody to see my new lady." His laugh devolves into a fit of coughs, and I just smile as I awkwardly reach out to pat him on the back. 

What have I gotten myself into?

"Okay," I say when he finally stops coughing, grimacing at the thought of him calling me his lady. 

We enter the lounge and sit at the glitzy bar on plush velvet seats, and I catch my reflection in the glass behind the many bottles that line the bar. 

I see another young woman with a very old man. It seems like that’s the way things work here.

I sip my bourbon and let the warm feel add to my melancholy at my predicament, thinking that there's no saving this night. That’s confirmed as Robert places his bony hand way too high on my thigh. 

Is he serious? I’m debating pushing it away when we’re interrupted.

“Good evening.” The smooth, deep voice slides right under my skin and warms me up far better than the bourbon ever could. 

After last night, I never thought I'd be so glad to see that face. 

"Leo! What are you doing here?" I swivel in my seat, and Robert’s hand falls from my thigh.

Leo closes in on me and there’s virtually no space between our bodies. He's at my side and the old man is on the other. It's like he's trying to claim me, even though I'm technically on a date. 

I draw in a sharp breath, filling my nose with the masculine scent emanating from Leo. It masks Robert’s mothball stench.

He ignores my question but says to my date, "I'm Leo. I own this casino. Please let me know if there's anything you need."

The man chuckles and says, "Finally, some top of the line service here."

Robert obviously thinks that Leo’s here to be at his beck and call, but I know he's here for another reason. 

Leo is checking in on me. At least that's the way it seems. Why else would he be lurking where he doesn't belong? 

Leo’s also giving Robert a death glare. I almost feel bad for the old guy, even though less than a minute ago I couldn’t think of anything I wanted more than to get away from him.

Leo’s just taken the number one spot on that list, though. 

I’m a strong, independent woman and I can take care of myself, as evidenced by the last ten years. I didn't need him then and I don't need him now. 

Frustrated, I turn to him...and on him, no longer wanting him as my savior from an evening with my ancient date.

"You know, Mr. Asher, is it? We’re doing just fine here," I say as I cozy up to old Robert. "We're on a date in case you haven't noticed, and I think a little privacy is in order."

Robert is clearly appreciative of my advances, squeezing my thigh under the counter. 

I want to smack him and pull away, instead I plaster on a big fake smile for Leo’s benefit. 

Leo narrows his eyes at me like he’s trying to get a read on the situation. 

I just lift my eyebrow expectantly, wanting him to make the next move. 

The last thing I need is him thinking I can't handle myself. 

Leo shrugs and takes his leave, and I do my best to ignore the pang in my chest as he flippantly discards the situation and moves to something I suppose he feels is more deserving of his attention.

Robert suggests we make our way over to the poker tables, and I gladly follow, happy that it won't just be me and him. Maybe he’ll keep his hands to himself. 

We place our bets and Robert wins pretty big. 

As the night wears on however, he becomes more and more aggressive with me. The alcohol he keeps imbibing emboldens him to put his hands all over me. 

Pretty soon his hand is on my ass and he delivers a vague threat that he expects me to go home with him. He’s joking, right? Being the token dirty old man?

But no. It quickly becomes apparent that he’s dead serious. “I paid for you, girl,” he snarls. “And I plan on getting my money’s worth.”

This makes me really nervous and I know that whatever happens, I cannot leave with this man. Though he's old and kind of weak, he still seems dangerous. Something about him gives off a menacing vibe and I’m not just disgusted by him, now.

Now, I’m afraid.

I can feel Leo's eyes watching me from across the room. I’ve felt them all night, just like last night, he hasn't let me out of his sight since I spoke with him at the bar. 

I want to ask for Leo’s help, but doing so would mean admitting defeat to the man that jaded me.

I catch his gaze, and in that split second, we’re connected, both aware of the painful past that's transpired between us. Something else is there too...the electric chemistry between us that seems insulated from our frustrations we’re both battling. I don't know what Leo’s thinking and at this point what I am, but in seconds I see Leo making his way over to me. 

I pretend not to notice, unsure of how I feel about this development.  

"Everything going okay?" he asks smoothly.

Robert is beyond drunk by this point, and he slurs something incoherent at Leo that neither of us understand. 

I'm okay with this because the drunker Robert is, the easier I'll be to ditch him without notice. 

Leo whispers in my ear, "come with me. Let me take you out of here."

"No, thank you," I say defiantly. "I’m working."

He glares at me and speaks through gritted teeth. "I can see that, but I can also see you're getting yourself into trouble."

"I'm fine," I tell him haughtily. 

I grab Robert's arm, even though doing so makes my skin crawl. "Aren't we fine, Robert?"

Robert has all the ammunition he needs in this touch to put his hands where they don't belong. He strokes my hair and my face, his hands clumsy and bumbling in his drunkenness. 

I cringe despite my best efforts to keep control of this situation. The conflicting disgust with Robert and my will to keep Leo from rescuing me, like I can’t handle myself, is escalating this situation out of my control. 

"Oh yes," Robert says. "This sexy little thing and I are going to make a night of it."

My eyes dart toward Leo’s involuntarily, wide and anxious. 

Leo's eyes turn to black fire. 

His skin flushes red and his tone is heated as he grinds out, "Sienna, the gig is up. You’re not going anywhere with this creep."

He grabs my arm aggressively but I pull out of his grasp. 

"Leave me alone, Leo. I have nothing to say to you."

Though the feeling of his hands on my skin makes my heart pump wildly, I know that any desire I allow myself to feel for Leo is far more dangerous than old Robert here. 

Robert could take my body, but Leo could break my heart. 

 

The damage dealt when I let Leo take my virginity left me with painful scars. The trust that I offered him was the first step in the pain, because then Leo never came back, despite his promises. He went to college and we never spoke again. 

It took me years to get over him because he wasn’t just my lover, he was my friend first. 

I never expected him to be such a heartless ass to me. 

I never expected to be just some girl to him. But he threw me out like yesterday's garbage and that hurt more than anything I’d experienced before or since. 

The lies mark themselves over every inch of trust I ever granted Leo, so no matter how much I want to be as far away from Robert, I don’t know how much I’m stepping out of one frying pan and into a fire that could tear me apart.

Even though Leo is radiating raw, powerful sex appeal with the way he's exerting his authority right now, I know that I can’t allow it to affect me. Leo’s untrustworthy and I can never let myself forget that. Lust clouds my thoughts and my heart aches at what hurt me, so it’s no wonder I suck in a breath and wonder what the hell I’ve gotten myself into right now.

Leo stalks off but I notice he doesn't go far. 

I lay it on thick with Robert and am sure to feed him more and more drinks while keeping myself sober. It's my only recourse to get out of this mess. 

Unless, of course, I want to ask Leo for help, which I will never do unless it’s a last resort. I have more dignity than that. I’m owning more than my financial future with this job; I’m taking care of myself. 

Running to Leo is me saying it is okay to discard me and then be my saving grace. I’m more than that.

I see Leo over Robert's shoulder, still staring daggers at me. The air in the room is thick, electrifying, and I feel my body throbbing and pulsing just by being near him. No matter what my head thinks, my body is on pure instinctual lust and our attraction is raw.

"So," I say to Robert, "how about we call it a night? I've had a really great time with you," I lie. Swallowing,  I hope that I’m pulling off a relaxed response. 

"No, honey, you're coming with me. I've paid for the night and I intend to get my money's worth." 

His hands make their way to my waist, and I push him off. As much as I hate to admit it, I'm kind of in trouble here. 

I mean, I could probably take the old man if it came down to it, but I don’t want to cause a scene, and I definitely don’t want to get fired. 

I glance at Leo but see that he's no longer there. 

Fuck. 

What do I do now? 

I stand up and try to walk away, but Robert tugs at my arm. "No, you're not going anywhere."

"Like hell I'm not!" I jerk my hand away. 

The poker dealer looks at us awkwardly, and so does the other couple at our table. They have no idea I'm an escort and they likely think I'm a gold digger dating this older man. No one comes to my aid. 

I try to walk away, and Robert gets up to follow me. 

Then just as I'm starting to feel a wave of panic, a pair of strong arms come around me from behind. I immediately feel safe in the familiar grasp.

"She's coming with me, sir. I suggest you take a cab or a limo or whatever else brought you here and leave." Leo’s voice is harder than I’ve ever heard it, almost unrecognizable.

The professionalism in his words and the power in his voice undoes the conflict I have. I want out of this situation, and this is the way…and I want Leo to be the way right now.

"You think you can stop me? I've paid for this whore and I intend to get my due."

“What did you just say?” Leo’s face is flaming red now. 

I’ve never seen him so angry. 

It almost frightens me, but at the same time the danger in him is directed at protecting me and it makes me feel safer, not scared. 

Leo picks the old man up by his collar and personally pushes him through the high limit room and out the door. He tells the security guard to escort him the rest of the way out and never let him on the premises again.

"I'll get you for this," Robert yells to Leo's back. "I’ll turn you in for being complicit in the prostitution ring being run out of this casino."

I gasp at his accusation but Leo doesn't even flinch. He doesn't seem to care at all about the man's threats. 

Instead, he scoops me up in his arms and holds me tight. 

I allow myself to be held and I feel grateful, at least for the moment, because I don’t think I let myself feel how scary the situation had become until Leo removed me from it..

"Let’s go,” he says roughly.

"Where are we going?" I ask, still shaken up…but now there’s a different anticipation hanging over my head. 

“Upstairs. I’m taking you to my penthouse.”

 






Leo

I stride through the casino with my hand clamped around Sienna’s arm, pulling her into my private elevator and away from the hands of that bastard. 

What was she even thinking going out with a guy like that? Can't she tell bad news when she sees it? 

I am absolutely disgusted by that mockery of date I saw down there. If Sienna thinks this is the only way to make money then she needs to be taught a lesson. 

Someone has to show her how to protect herself. 

Or at least step in and do her bidding for her. 

Having her here with me goes against everything decision I tried to make with the best intentions. I vowed not to get wrapped up in her. 

Fuck. She smells so delicious. I want to bury my face in her hair while I bury my cock deep inside her pussy. 

I clench my jaw, trying to erase the images that won’t fucking stop coming. 

She looks even more stunning than she did last night. Her body is tanned and tight like it is calling out for my touch. I want every perfect inch of her to beneath me. I want to push her up against this elevator wall taker her, claim her, just like I claimed her once before. 

She's still the best I've ever had. I'll never forget that night and I don't want to. Right now I just want to retake what my body is fucking screaming is mine. 

"What were you thinking?" I ask her with barely suppressed rage, lust coiling to the surface.

She looks at me like I have some nerve. "Who are you to question my motives? You're not even in my life anymore. You don’t control me."

It's not what she says but the way she says it. So defiant. Her tone has a biting quality that simultaneously turns me on, makes me want to control her, but that also stabs me right through the heart. 

I left her, it's true, but I don’t think she has a clue about the real reason why.

That’s no excuse. My cock wants to make it all better. My mind doesn’t want to reason with what’s right.

I look away, not wanting my face to reveal my warring thoughts and the untamed hunger she draws from me. "It seems like I'm the only one here for you now. How did you expect to fend that guy off? Were you just going to leave with him?"

"Of course not!" She sounds indignant but from what I saw, she was in way over her head.

"I don't know how you could put yourself in that position. I mean, that lecherous old man was pushing the limits. Do you let every guy handle you like that these days as long as there’s something in it for you?"

She looks enraged. And then her hand flies up out of nowhere and she slaps me in the face. I stare at her in disbelief and put my hand to the burning skin. 

Something about it turns me on, makes me crazy. I've never had a woman stand up to me like that. 

It makes me want to turn her over my knee and punish her in my own way. I want to prove my dominance over her feisty little attitude, and I decide right then that I won't stop until she knows just how powerful I am.

"Aren't you a fiery little thing?" I say through gritted teeth. 

She stares up at me unapologetically. 

I did deserve it. I basically called her a whore, even though I know in my heart she's the farthest thing from it. 

Still, I don't understand how she could sell herself like this for money. 

I know she's just beginning to work as an escort and that she has no intention of sleeping with the men she dates for pay, but she doesn't know the business like I do. 

Doesn’t know the men like I do. They're always going to try something. 

They’ll always try to take things too far, and she needs a personal bodyguard to handle that safely. 

She's like this innocent princess in a world of sharks. And this is especially true in Vegas. 

"You deserved it," she says boldly, though her hands are shaking. 

"I know." 

My confession seems to appease her, and I hope we can let it go because my cock is straining hard against my pants and it's hard to contain. 

She’s just upped the ante by standing up for herself like that. 

Now I want her even more, and I always, always get what I want. 

I know I shouldn’t be thinking like this. I told myself she was off limits. 

Fuck, her goddamn brother showed up begging me to make her mine, and I told him no. But it’s getting harder to resist her with every second that passes.

Fucking finally, we reach the penthouse. I want to spread her over the dining room table and shove my cock into her over and over again to show her who’s really in charge, but I play it cool. 

If I’m going to have her, I’ll seduce her first and then make her beg for it. 

I casually walk up to the expensive backlit glass bar. "Want a drink?"

"Yes, please. Jameson."

She takes the liberty of inspecting my apartment, or rather, my deluxe penthouse bachelor pad. It's pure luxury and all male; there’s a not a hint of a feminine touch anywhere. It's all leather, chrome and wood. 

Everything is perfect, situated to a tee, and that's how I like it. 

I need to have control over every facet of my life, starting with where I lay my head at night and where I bring my women. 

Those women never stay long, but I love seeing their shocked faces when they realize I live in a mansion on top of the most exciting city in the world. 

I literally have it all at my feet. 

Sienna sees this and tries to hide her reaction. I know she's as impressed as all the others have been even though she’s no stranger to luxury. 

"Like what you see?" I meet her at the window and hand her a glass of the whiskey over ice. 

"It's fine. I mean, I've seen better."

She's such a fucking liar. I want to laugh. 

Although her brother is a politician with access to the world's most powerful leaders and her father’s company was worth a fortune before they lost everything. 

There's no telling what she's seen.

I just know how much I want to show her. Fuck, she permeates my every thoughts in that maddening way where I can’t control myself. She’s a danger to me as much as I’m a danger to her.

I take a long, hard drink of the amber liquid and zero in on her, prepared for round two of battle. 

"So, why are you escorting anyway? You know I think it's a bad idea."

She gazes at me with those golden eyes that haunt me. 

"It's a good thing I don't really care what you think. I can do what I want, and I want to be an escort. End of story. I don't have to explain why."

I meet her defiant expression with my hardened gaze. 

Fine. If she wants to play that way, I can play. I pick up my phone and send a quick text and then I shoot her a smug smile. Get ready for the fireworks. 

"What did you just do?" She just can't help but ask. 

"Oh, that?" I say nonchalantly. "I texted your boss. I now own you as my personal escort for the next thirty days."

"You what?" She's angry now, like I've hit a nerve. Her expression twists into a combination of fury and incredulity.

My lips curve up into a taunting smile, and I say, "You heard me."

It’s almost certainly a bad idea. 

I refused Jax’s request, I denied myself twice already…yet here I am making sure she’s mine for the next thirty days. 

I’m out of my fucking mind, I know. 

But I refuse to let her be subjected to the perversions of the men who’d buy her. I tell myself I’m protecting her. 

And while I’m at it, I might as well enjoy it. 

"You wouldn't dare."

"I dare. It’s done"

She pulls her hand up to slap my other cheek, but this time I've seen her coming a mile away. 

I catch her wrist and twist it so that she's curled into my chest, unable to escape. 

"You're mine now. If you insist on being owned, I’m going to be the fucking one to own you."

"Let me go!" She says the words, but I can tell by her breathing, her flushed skin, her voice…she doesn’t want to be released. 

In fact, I feel the heat between us and I think it's time to make her admit she feels it too. 

I pin her arms behind her back and wedge her between me and the window overlooking the vast heights of the city. My hips are pinned against her. She can't escape even if she wanted to. But I know she doesn’t want to. 

She’s mine right now and she’s craving it like I do. 

I have her right where I want her, though I didn't fully realize it until now. 

I've missed her sexy body and that feisty spirit. Now I look forward to owning her body, mind, and soul for the next thirty days. 

As for Sienna? Her eyes tell me she's just begging for it. 

"You know, you might like being owned," I whisper. 

The heat between us is so intimate and yet so fucking primal. 

Sienna always delivers up something unexpected, and I can’t wait to find out what that is tonight, and every night that I want her thereafter. 

This is going to be fucking good. So fucking good.

"No." She bucks against me, struggling to break free of my grasp, but I don't move a muscle. "You have me all wrong. I don't want this. I don't want you."

She says the words, but her body is quivering beneath mine. She may resist but I know I'm the one she wants. 

"It's fine if you don't want me because I own you now. That's what you get for being an escort. You must secretly want to be owned."

"How dare you!" she continues to struggle. I push her back harder. And then I put both her wrists together with one hand and with the other I pull her chin up so she’s forced to look at me.

"Tell me you want this," I demand. 

All I need is the green light to make her wildest dreams come true. Even though I’m commanding her body, holding her captive, I won’t make a move until she says so. I want her begging for it and she better fucking mean it. I’d never hurt Sienna no matter how goddamn much I crave her.

I don’t want her pain.

I want her pleasure.

I feel her hesitate. She stops struggling and I know she’s so close to giving into me at last. 

I want to kiss her, hard and savage. I want to make her pay for driving me insane with this raging desire. 

If she's going to sell herself, then she needs to know what it means to fully be owned. 

By me.

She’s no virgin, but I need that trust she gave me all those years ago, placed in my hands like a total gamble…because she’s mine. 

I am in control. 

I need her to admit she likes it.

For tonight, she just needs to surrender, and I’ll claim her like we both crave.

 






Sienna

“Let me go,” I say again, struggling against Leo and hoping the desire in my voice isn’t as obvious to him as it is to me. Because oh my fucking god. This man has me quaking, my entire body ready to melt into a hot, needy mess.

Leo’s lips pull up on one side in a knowing smirk. “If that’s what you want. But you have to say it like you mean it.”

Shit. He knows. He fucking knows what kind of power he has over me right now. And when he leans in, his mouth so close all it would take is a tilt of my head to feel them on me, I can practically feel the energy vibrating between us. 

My arm is still twisted behind me, trapped between my back and the cold glass of the window. Leo’s hand is like a vise on my wrist. There’s no escaping him.

As much as I hate to admit it, even if only to myself, I don’t want to escape him. 

There’s nowhere I’d rather be right now than right here, pinned against the glass, the lights of Vegas shining like a carnival below me while Leo makes my entire body ignite with a lust so powerful it seems surreal.

My eyes narrow at the amusement I see in his gaze.

Seriously? 

He finds it funny that I’m so horny right now I can barely think, let alone convince him I don’t want this. 

Well, fuck him then. I swallow hard, lifting my chin in defiance. Preparing to let the lie fall from my lips. 

But just as I open my mouth to tell him that yes, I want him to let me the fuck go, he moves so fast I barely have time to register what’s happening.

Pulling my trapped hand from behind my back, he yanks it roughly up and around, spinning me in the process so that I’m facing the giant sheet of glass. 

I throw my free hand up to steady myself as I stumble on my stilettos. Then he crowds in right behind me, his clutch on my wrist tight as he pins my hand above my head.

“Say it, Sienna.” The growl in his voice sends a spark of nerves racing all the way from my neck, where his warm breath teases, straight down to my pussy, which is now clenching and convulsing, desperate for something to grip and squeeze.

A strangled moan works its way up my throat. “Say what?”

His low chuckle sets my body on fire. I’m burning up from the inside. Unable to move from where I’m caught between Leo and the window, I rest my cheek against the cool glass, hoping it will help me chill the fuck out and find the will to not give in.

“Say you don’t want this. Tell me you don’t feel this too.” Leo emphasizes his words with a thrust of his hips, wedging his cock right between my ass cheeks. 

My fingers contract, trying to grip the smooth glass, needing something to hold onto because apparently going weak in the knees is a thing. Who knew?

Yes, I fucking feel it. Though I know he’s not talking about his massive cock. Which, by the way, I’m know certain is crazy huge. The knowledge of how he can fill me up so completely doesn’t help my argument. 

When Leo meets my eyes in the reflection of the glass, they’re burning with the same desire that I’ve been fighting all night. 

He wants this. 

I want this. 

So what’s stopping us? 

I’m having a hard time remembering, especially when he takes his free hand and reaches around in front of me, pressing his palm firmly against my chest. 

My nipples tighten instantly, my body responding to him eagerly, even though my mind is still screaming at me, trying to get a message through. 

As he drags his hand roughly over the swell of my tits—just close enough to make me ache for more—then slowly down my side, I lose all sense of time and place. 

There’s a reason why this is bad, why I should go with my earlier instinct and just tell the lie—insist I don’t want this. But I can’t remember what it is anymore. 

Leo’s fingers dig into my hip and his cock presses harder against my ass, and the last shred of pretense disappears.

“I do, Leo,” I moan. “God, I want it too. So fucking bad.”

“Say it,” he demands, his tone leaving no room for argument. “Tell me what you want.”

His fingers are so close to my throbbing pussy. If I just shift a little to the right, I might get a little relief from the building pressure that’s begging for more.

I feel him shake his head from behind me. His laugh is full of wicked intent. “Not so easy, Sienna. Not until you say it.”

Goddammit. Fine. If this domineering, commanding asshole wants me to say it, I’ll fucking say it. Just give me a fucking orgasm already.

“You, Leo. I fucking want you.”

“Not good enough.” He presses me harder against the glass and trails his fingers down to the hem of my short dress to stroke lightly at my inner thigh.

Looking down at the Vegas Strip below us, I feel dizzy. Not from the near-vertigo effect. No, from the fact that Leo fucking Asher’s hand is mere inches from my soaking wet pussy.

“I want you to fuck me.”

There. I said it. 

It’s everything I told myself I’d never do. 

I’d never beg a man, least of all this one. 

Yet in mere minutes he’s reduced me to a begging wreck of need. I just want more. So much more from this moment. From the way he makes me feel.

Leo won’t make me wait; he responds to my words instantly. Keeping me firmly in place by his hand on my wrist and his cock against my ass, he reaches up under my dress and hooks a finger in my thong. 

I almost come at the brush of his finger against my sopping wet pussy lips. 

Then he shocks the hell out of me when he yanks down—really fucking hard—and tears my thong off me with one quick jerk of his wrist.

I gasp, more turned on than I’ve ever been in my life. 

I don’t have time to think about how fucking hot that was because the next thing I know Leo’s shoved two fingers so deep inside my pussy that my knees really do buckle. 

My breath comes hard and fast as he slides them back out and thrusts in again, over and over, so fast and furious that it’s almost punishing. 

I whimper, my hips grinding down against his hand. I’m so close to surrendering to the lust that rages through my body and threatens to take over my every thought. It won’t take much for me to be wet, shaking, mess in the throes of an orgasm. 

Leo finger fucks me at a desperate pace, and the sound of my slick juices slapping wetly against his skin as he does is pretty much the sexiest fucking thing I’ve ever heard.

“Jesus Christ, Sienna, you’re so fucking wet,” he groans against my neck.

I tilt my head to the side to give him better access to the sensitive flesh, and he dives right in. Lips and tongue and teeth assault me just as violently as his fingers. He nips and sucks and licks at my neck, my ear, my shoulder.

“Please, Leo.” I’m begging at this point. And I don’t even fucking care now. I just need to come.

“Say what you want,” he demands again.

Fucking hell. This guy. It’s like he’s getting off on me begging for it. And I can’t seem to help myself. I’ll gladly beg if he’ll just keep making me feel this crazy, mind-blowing pleasure.

“Make me come. I want to come. Please.” I barely recognize the sound of my own voice.

That’s apparently all he wants because in the next instant he flicks his thumb across my swollen, aching clit, and I’m done for.

That’s it. Like, I completely come undone. Erupt like a fucking volcano.

My whole body shudders as my pussy contracts over and over, my juices coating Leo’s already drenched fingers as he continues to drive deep into me. Just as I’m coming down from what has to be the most intense orgasm of my life, he adds another finger, stretching me in the most erotic way, pushing the boundaries of pleasure. 

And I come again, even harder. Holy fuck. That’s two back-to-back orgasms. I didn’t even finish the first before he started in on the second. 

My vision goes dark for a moment and I slump against the window, still held in place by Leo’s hard body, then pinpricks of light flash behind my eyelids as I ride out wave after wave of erotic bliss.

“Fuck, Sienna,” he murmurs. “You’re so goddamn sexy.” 

Leo pulls his fingers from my pussy, and I’m left feeling satisfied but somehow still wanting more. He spins me around yet again, this time so that I can see him as he lifts his hand to his mouth. His fingers glisten with my sticky cum. Then he proceeds to lick every last drop of me from his fingers while I stand there and gape at him.

Holy hell. Did he really just do that? 

I lock eyes with him, and the desire I see there makes me feel like I didn’t just come two times in the last five minutes. Like I’m ready to go all over again.

I fumble for his belt, desperate to see his cock for myself. I need to know if it’s as huge as I think it is.

But he wraps his hand around my wrist again and shakes his head slightly, his dark eyes unreadable. 

“I’m not done with you yet.”

 






Leo

Greed.

Mania.

Hunger.

Madness.

Sienna evokes a thousand conflicting sensations within me. I want to own her. I want to possess her. I want to make her mine.

In that same barrage of primal urges, I know on a logical level that I need to get as far away from her as I can. 

She’ll be my undoing. She makes me weak. I can’t afford to be weak. 

Not anymore.

I want to punish her for making me feel this way, for dredging up all the memories that I’ve fought against for so long. 

What I really need to do is send her right out that door. 

I know that I can’t. That I won’t.

Sienna’s mine now. For the next thirty days, I own her. 

The thought makes my cock throb, almost painfully. 

The way she completely surrendered to my touch, let me ravage her hot, tight little pussy, makes me wild. 

I want to shove her dress up and drill my cock into her until neither one of us can think anymore. Fuck thinking. I need to be inside her. Everything will make sense when I fill her up with my cock and hear her soft little moans.

Sienna fights against my restraining grip, trying desperately to free her hands.

“I said I’m not done with you yet,” I whisper, my voice tense with the thin grasp of control I have left.

I know she doesn’t want to get away from me. Her eyes drop to my hips that still have her pinned, to my cock that’s demanding to be freed. “Leo,” she whimpers. “I want to see you. I want to touch you.”

Fuck.

My sweet, innocent girl from years ago is gone. In her place is a woman who knows exactly what she wants. Right now,  what she wants is me. 

This shouldn’t turn me on as much as it does. I shouldn’t be ready to give her whatever she wants if she’ll just make those hot little noises again, calling out my name in a blissed out cry of pleasure. 

I click my tongue and cock my head, my eyes burning into hers. “How soon you forget. I’m the one calling the shots here, Sienna. I own you.”

Her eyes flare at my words, her pupils dark and dilated. She likes the sound of that, even if she’ll never admit it. 

“I’m not a whore for you to fuck whenever you want.” 

I chuckle. Her breathy, needy voice does nothing to convince me that I’m wrong. I’m not in the business of being fucking wrong. I am in the business of owning her and she is going to admit it. “But you are mine.”

Mine.

The word echoes in my head, a primal chant demanding that I claim her. She may have become my escort by default, but I’m going to make sure every second of the next thirty days counts.

My hips surge forward again, and she lets out a low, throaty moan. “Leo…”

“Tell me you’re mine.” I order.

Her mouth drops open, the words suspended as she wages an internal struggle. I can see it all over her face. She wants more of this, but she’s still fighting for control. She doesn’t want to give me the upper hand. 

I fucking love it. 

Yeah, I like to be in charge and call the shots…but so many women submit to me all too easily. 

There’s no challenge. 

It’s completely different with Sienna. If challenge were a woman, my golden fucking temptress is that woman. 

There’s no doubt she wants me, but she’s fighting it off as hard as she can, even after I just made her come all over my hand.

“You taste delicious,” I whisper, lowering my mouth to her neck, scraping my teeth along her flushed skin. 

Her pulse pounds beneath my mouth, and I flick my tongue over the hollow of her throat.

Then because I want to see what she does, I loosen my grip on her wrists, giving her full use of her hands for the first time since I pushed her up against this glass.

Her fingers go straight for my head, tangling in my hair as I lick lower. Over the top of one tit, down into her cleavage that I really want to shove my cock into. 

I groan at the image of fucking those glorious tits and spraying cum all over her.

Jesus, she’s making me crazy. I drop my head and capture her nipple in my teeth, biting down hard through the thin fabric of her dress. 

She cries out again, and I bring my hand back to her pussy in time to feel more of her hot, sweet juices gush out. I swipe my fingers through it then lift them up between us as I raise my head to watch her reaction.

Her eyes flick between me and my cum-coated fingers, her mouth open as she practically pants with lust. 

My gaze trained on her, I run my sticky fingers over her lips, painting them with her own arousal. 

When her pink little tongue flicks out, I about fucking lose it. Without thinking, I shove my fingers deep in her mouth, so deep I’m sure she’ll gag. I want her to gag. I want to imagine she’s gagging on my thick cock.

Her eyes water, but she doesn’t struggle. Instead, she surprises the fuck out of me by swirling her tongue around my fingers, lapping up every drop of her own cum. Her muffled moans make my cock twitch.

I know she feels it because her eyelids drop halfway, hooded with drugging lust. 

Sienna’s hands are back on my belt, working quickly. Probably hoping I won’t stop her again. 

I wait until she has my pants and boxer briefs shoved down around my hips before I pull my fingers from her mouth and clamp them around her wrists again, holding them inches away from my throbbing cock.

“Goddammit, Leo,” she bites out in frustration, her eyes wild. She even stomps her foot on the ground, and I laugh.

“I told you to tell me you’re mine.”

I know it’s a dangerous game I’m playing, forcing her to say these things to me. 

I can’t help it if I wanted to. I’ve wanted to hear it for ten fucking years, and right now I have her so horny I know she’ll say anything to get my cock inside her.

Sienna narrows her eyes. “I’m yours,” she says.

I drop her wrists instantly, and her fingers wrap around my shaft. My eyes close and I groan at the sensation of her soft hands on my steely cock.

“For tonight,” she adds. 

My eyes snap open, and she’s fucking smirking. 

I shake my head. Should have known she’d try to keep some semblance of control. 

I start to tell her that’s not good enough, but then she starts stroking my cock, tugging and twisting her hand just fucking right, and I give in. It feels too goddamn perfect and I’ve wanted this for so long.

Fine. I’ll give her this one. 

“Well played, Ms. Reid,” I say, bracing my hands on the glass on either side of her head as she continues to work me over.

Now that she has the upper hand, she seems determined to keep it. 

Sienna drops to her knees in front of me, one hand still wrapped around my cock, the other cupping my balls. I smirk when she pauses for a moment, her eyes going wide when she sees up close and personally just how much I’m actually packing. She swallows, and the bob of her throat makes me impossibly harder. I want to see her swallow my cock as I pour hot jets of cum down her throat.

With a growl, I grip her head, wrapping my fingers in her silky blonde hair, and take advantage of the fact that her mouth is gaping.

I shove my cock right past her pretty lips until the tip rams into the back of her throat. This time she does gag, and I grin in satisfaction. But she barely bats an eye. She takes it all, flattening her tongue and hollowing out her cheeks as she creates a suction around me that threatens to make me blow my load right the fuck now.

Looking down at her with her lips stretched tight around my thick shaft, it takes every last shred of self-restraint to maintain control. 

For years—fucking years—I’ve imagined what it would be like to have Sienna’s mouth wrapped around my cock. 

The actual sight of it is a million times better than I ever could have hoped. It feels so fucking good. 

In a goddamn heartbeat, I feel my balls tighten and a tingle start at the base of my spine, spiraling out as I feel myself getting ready to explode. 

My grip on her head tightens and I fuck her mouth harder and faster, torn between the need to empty my cum down her throat and the need to draw this out as long as possible. 

Indecision wars within me, but in the end, I don’t have a choice.

Because just as I start to pull out, Sienna shakes her head slightly, her eyes looking up at me while she takes my massive cock in her mouth. Then she swallows, her throat massaging my cock in a way that leaves me totally at her mercy. 

Combined with the vision of her gorgeous face staring up at me, her eyes dark and hungry with desire, I don’t stand a chance. I let go of her head and brace myself again on the glass wall, then empty myself down her throat as the almost violent orgasm rips through me.

I’m left gasping for breath as I stare down at her. When she’s swallowed every last drop of cum, she pulls my cock from her mouth, licking the dripping tip for good measure, then stands up. Her breath is ragged and her golden hair is wild from where my hands were tangled in it, but there’s no mistaking the look of satisfaction on her face.

“Or, Mr. Asher,” she smirks, “perhaps it’s you who’s mine.” 

Then she starts to step aside as if she’s done here.

I growl. This fucking girl is going to be the death of me. 

I’m the one in charge. Always. 

So why does her need to maintain some bit of control have my cock already—or still, really—rock hard and ready to go again?

I grab her dress and yank it up, exposing her pussy. And fuck, it’s so pink and swollen and glistening. I drag my eyes away from it for a moment to pin her with a hard glare.

“Still not done with you.”

I grab her by the hips and lift her up, this time trapping her against the glass with nothing but my rock-hard torso. Then I slam my cock inside her.

 






Sienna

Leo has me pinned against the glass again, his cock deep inside my pussy, and I don’t think I’ve ever felt so full. 

His cock is massive. I swear it has to be ten inches long. And it’s so thick that it fills me completely, stretches me until I’m clenched tightly around him, gripping his cock like we were made for this.

“Fuck, Sienna,” he groans, his head dropping to my shoulder as he stays there inside of me, holding still for a moment while I adjust to how large he is. “You’re so fucking tight.”

It’s not the first time I’ve slept with Leo, but it might as well be. I’ve never been with another man as big as he is, and oh my fucking god, I must have forgotten how crazy awesome it is when he’s buried in me balls deep.

Leo stays there for the span of a few heartbeats, then he tilts his head and watches me while he slides back out and slams into me again, just as hard as before.

I cry out and grip his shoulders while he continues to drill into me, holding me up against the window with nothing more than the strength of his body and the power of his thrusts. 

Again and again, Leo slams me back against the glass, and every time it feels even better than the last as I quickly feel my body building right up to another orgasm.

Fuck, how many times is he going to make me come tonight? 

My fingers dig into his tanned flesh, scratching and clawing as I try to hang on while he takes me on one of the wildest rides of my life.

“Ah,” I moan, “God, Leo, I’m gonna come.”

He’s already got me teetering on the brink. 

One hand on my ass, he spreads my cheeks and teases my tight little hole, never slowing the pace of his cock driving me higher and higher.

I jerk away reflexively, unsure about what he’s doing. No man has ever touched me there.

“Leo…” I look at him warily.

“Shh,” he says. “Just enjoy it.”

I swallow hard, but I can’t argue with him. I’m completely under his power. He could probably do anything to me he wanted right now. That’s how desperate I am for him.

I’m still having a hard time believing that we’re doing this. 

First of all, that I’m even here with Leo. But more importantly, that we’re fucking up against the glass window of his penthouse in fucking Vegas.

The one time I had with Leo was all I thought I’d ever get after he left. 

The time he took my virginity. 

It was earth-shattering, and I can now admit that no man has ever come close to making me feel as amazing as he can—though I’ll only admit it to myself.

Yet here I am, getting another chance to let him ravage my body, claim it for his own, push all my boundaries.

Leo continues to tease my ass and fuck me hard, then he suddenly pushes just the tip of his finger inside, and I come totally fucking undone.

My head flies back against the window, my body convulses and shudders, thousands of pricks of electric heat stinging all up and down my skin. And my pussy clamps down on his thick cock, milking it aggressively as I come so hard my vision flickers for a moment.

Holy hell.

Never in my life have I come like that before. And it isn’t over. My pussy continues to pulse around Leo’s cock for what feels like an endless amount of time. 

When the waves subside, I lift my head and look at his chiseled face, his dark eyes piercing as I stare at him shock.

“That was…just…oh my god,” I mumble, panting as I try to catch my breath. My heart still pumps furiously in my chest, the rushing blood still making my clit throb.

Leo doesn’t say anything, his face tense with restraint. He raises his hand and brushes my wild hair out of my face, his eyes dropping to my lips.

My tongue darts out to wet them. 

He hasn’t kissed me.

Not once.

Not when he finger fucked me into oblivion, not after I sucked him off, and not just now when he fucked me close to insanity.

But I wonder if he’s about to. I haven’t forgotten what it’s like to have Leo’s lips on mine. That’s been branded into my memory.

Both soft and punishing at the same time.

Demanding.

But giving at the same time.

My mouth drops open under his heated gaze, and I start to lean forward.

But then his jaw clenches and he grabs me by the ass with both hands and yanks me harder onto his cock, pulling me away from the window. My legs lock around his waist and my arms around his neck as he holds me up and walks me into what I’m assuming is his bedroom.

I cling to him, boneless from the orgasm that just wreaked havoc on my entire being.

“Leo,” I moan as he tosses me off his cock and onto the middle of his huge bed. Before I have a chance to move or protest the sudden emptiness in my pussy, he grabs me by the hips and flips me around.

Leo pull my thighs, bringing me to the edge of the bed, my ass in the air, no doubt giving him a perfect view of my pussy dripping with cum. 

“Fuck,” he growls again. “Sienna do you have any idea how fucking perfect you are? How sexy? I want to fuck you all night.”

Yes, please. He can fuck me until forever for all I care. If we just stay here like this and never leave, I’m totally okay with that.

Running a hand over my back, down my spine, he palms my hips, then shocks me yet again by giving me a quick, hard slap on one cheek.

I gasp, taken totally off guard. But oh fuck, the way my skin tingles and stings from where he slapped me feels just as good as the fire that raced over me when he made me come.

I bite my lip, knowing if I don’t I might beg him to do it again.

But I don’t have to.

He does, his other hand coming down on the other side and making a loud thwack as he sends another shot of pleasure straight to my pussy.

I gush. I’m so wet right now that I can feel my juices running down my thighs.

“You like that, baby?” Leo’s voice is deep and dangerous. 

I nod.

“Let me hear you say it.”

God, he sure does love to make me talk. He must get off to hearing me telling him what I like, and especially to hearing me beg for it.

I know exactly what he wants to hear, how dirty he wants me to be. And I don’t even bother defying him right now. Because all I want is for him to sink back into my hungry pussy so I stop aching so bad for him.

“I love it, Leo. So fucking much. Now stop talking and fuck me already.”

He chuckles, and the rumbling sound makes my clit quiver.

“You want this cock, baby? You want me to give it to you again?”

“Yes,” I say, begging at this point.

He pushes my shoulders down low so my back is arched, and I can see him through my spread thighs as he wraps his fist around the base of his cock, then drags it through my drenched, dripping pussy lips.

We both groan, but he doesn’t give me what I want yet. I push back against him, my pussy opening for him, telling him hey, get the fuck in here. 

He still continues to just tease me with his cock, driving me mad with the need to have it inside of me again.

“Please, Leo. Make me yours.”

The words must unleash something within him. The next thing I know, his fingers are digging into my hips as he rams his cock into my pussy, this angle even better than before. I feel impossibly fuller. And it’s just what I needed.

My breath comes in quick pants as he fucks me hard and fast, frenetically, almost desperately.

In seconds, I’m coming again, gripping his cock so hard I can feel every ridge as he glides in and out of my pussy. 

 

And, fuck, then so is he. I feel Leo tense, his fingers digging into my skin as he drives into me with one last hard thrust. I feel hot, powerful jets of his cum fill me up. Over and over again his cock throbs deep inside of me, pumping me so full of cum that it flows out and runs down my legs, mingling with my own sticky cum.

We both collapse in a heap on the bed and lie there for I don’t know how long, our hearts both thundering so hard I can feel his against my back.

After a while, I roll over, unsure what happens next. Does he send me back to my hotel room now? Does he keep me around and fuck me all night, like I hope?

Leo looks at me, his expression hard again, unreadable. I’m certain he’s going to tell me to leave. That my time as his whore for the night is over. 

My chest clenches painfully because I really don’t want to hear that.

Then he does the one thing I didn’t expect. He grabs me by the chin, and presses his lips to mine. 

He kisses me aggressively, all tongue and teeth, and it’s just like I’d expect from him.

Hard.

Punishing.

Angry.

But there’s also a hint of the Leo I used to know in that kiss. The kiss also has passion.

It feels giving while it’s demanding. Just like always.

It’s the first time I’ve kissed this man in ten years. And despite all the crazy sex we just had, it’s this right here that has me totally spinning out of control.

 






Leo

I leave the room early so as not to disturb Sienna. 

This is so out of character for me but I just can’t help it, she looks like an angel when she sleeps. 

It feels crazy to sneak around in my own apartment to get ready for the day because I’ve never, not even once, had a girl stay the night. They're always long gone before the sun's first rays hit Sin City. 

I make them come and scream my name, and then I usher them right out the door. 

Every woman I've had ends up clingy and begging for more...of me. But I just don't work that way. Giving myself to someone in any other way than physically was written off a long fucking time ago. 

I need the excitement of the chase every single time or I grow bored. 

So to have Sienna sleeping soundly in my bed is a new experience. 

I'm not completely sure why I didn't kick her out and send her straight back to her hotel room. Maybe it's because of our history. She's an old friend and I’m looking out for her—that’s a totally valid reason to bend my standard rules. 

And she's the sister of my childhood friend. 

And she was in so shaken up last night. 

I couldn't very well kick her out in that kind of condition. No, I'm very sure those are all great reasons this woman can be the one exception to my rule. It won't become a regular thing, that much is certain.

My private elevator descends the many floors to the administrative level. I'm dressed in my best Gucci suit, and as I walk out into the office lobby, my assistant meets me with black coffee and a list of the day's events. It's a morning ritual for us. 

"Hey, Carly, how are you? How was your night?"

"Oh, Mr. Asher." She pushes her glasses up on the bridge of her nose. "You know me, cozy nights in."

"You should really go out more. You could come to the casino and try your hand at the slots."

She blushes at my inquiry into her personal life but is quick to tell me, "Sir, we've had a call from the legal department and I think you really need to get back with them right away."

"Fine, fine." I brush it off. 

They're always overly prudent about handling the business of the casino. Any number of things could go wrong, and someone is always threatening to sue us. I've got the best lawyers in town, though, and they always take care of what I need.

We walk through the office, decorated in the same modern style as the casino and resort. I'm proud of this place considering I supervised everything from the ground up. 

We compete for first-class luxury with the likes of the Wynn and the Bellagio. Yes, Alchema has become a power player in this glittering town, and that’s no easy feat.

Carly follows me into my private office. 

It's my little place of respite from the rigors of being the casino owner. At least here I can take off my mask and I don't have to constantly socialize with everyone. It can be draining to be one of the most sought after men in town.

I sit at my oversized oak desk. "Go ahead and call them for me, Carly. I'll be waiting."

I spin around in my chair and look at the view. My huge glass windows look out at the jungle scene we've created as part of the hotel's features, and then at the Strip beyond. 

No one can view this part of the exhibit, but I can see the parrots and other exotic animals comfortably from my office. An inky black jaguar stalks by below me right now.

I chose him specifically as a rescue from a circus in Asia. His name is Midnight and here he can roam around without having to turn tricks or anything. 

His powerful presence reminds me of my own. I know that with my authority comes much responsibility, and Midnight helps me to remember that. It's lonely at the top, but in him, I have a reflection of myself and that at least is something. 

My phone rings and I answer, "What do you need?”

"Hi, Mr. Asher, this Mr. Mark Bryant from legal. We have some disturbing news."

If the head of the department is calling, this must be urgent.

"Well?" I ask impatiently, sitting forward in my chair.

"Someone has given a tip to the police that Alchema, and by extension you, are involved in some sort of prostitution ring."

"What?" I say, completely floored. Nothing could be more outrageous than this. 

"I have my associate, a Mr. Elliott, coming by your office right now with the compelling evidence."

"Wait a minute," I say confused. "What possible evidence could there be? It's fake. You can’t produce evidence about something that doesn’t exist."

He clears his throat and is obviously uncomfortable with the nature of the conversation. 

I'm not worried. 

The story's completely fabricated, so there can’t be any real evidence. 

Besides, stuff like this comes across my desk every day. It may not be prostitution but someone is always trying to bring me down. It comes with the territory. 

When you're a powerful, successful businessman, people get jealous and want to knock you down from your lofty position. 

"Fine,” I sigh. “I'll see Mr. Elliott and get back to you. The story has no merit, though, you must know that."

"Yes, yes of course, Mr. Asher. Of course. I’ll talk to you soon. Goodbye."

I wait and watch the jungle scene with fascination from behind the thick glass that insulates me from any danger. It's easy to look upon wild things from a safe distance. The danger lies in venturing out beyond the prescribed limits. 

That's how I feel about Sienna. 

Right now, she's tucked away safely in my bed, probably ordering room service by now. 

But she’s wild and untamed. Her nature is fiery. And it would be a mistake to go there again. I need a woman I can control and someone that I don't have to get emotionally involved with. It can't be Sienna, it just that simple.

Carly’s voice interrupts my thoughts. "Mr. Asher, I have Mr. Elliott here."

“Send him in.” 

The man is a weakling, small with sharp features. His pinstripe suit is a tad wrinkled and I wonder how the best law firm in town doesn't represent themselves better than this. 

"Hello, man, what have you got for me? Something about prostitution?" I’m almost amused at the idea.

Elliott clears his throat. "I'm afraid, sir, that there is corroborating evidence."

I gesture for him to take a seat and he does. I see his small eyes widen in fear as Midnight walks by the window at my back. That's one way to exude power, to have a panther at your back. 

Despite his fear at the impressive beast, he tries to gather himself and he slides an envelope across the desk to me. I open it. 

Fuck. 

There are pictures of Sienna with that old dirtbag from last night. And there are damning photos of the two of us entering my elevator together.

"Who took these?" I ask, anger rising in my blood. 

"Apparently that man in the photos with the young girl is an informant. He works directly with the police, and they’re trying to build a case against you for harboring a prostitution ring. Now, you know our firm values discretion above all else and we don't care what your...business is."

He obviously thinks it's true. He thinks that I of all people would hire a prostitute. As if I need to pay for sex.

I scoff. "She is a friend, Elliott."

"Okay, sir, whatever you say."

It's fucking infuriating that he doesn't believe me. The swine. 

"The thing is," he says, twisting his fingers nervously. "That girl is Sienna Reid. She's no ordinary person. The police are planning to go to the media with the story because the only thing better than you being linked with a prostitute is you being with a prostitute who’s the sister of a very influential politician."

He nervously looks at Midnight stalking around behind me. "You see our predicament, sir."

Goddammit. The photos actually are damning evidence. 

If only Sienna wasn't the sister of someone so famous at the moment. 

This is yet another reason why she should watch her step and not be a fucking escort in the first place. I think about how I own her for the next thirty days, and how I might punish her for this over and over again until her pussy is dripping wet for me. 

I push the thoughts away and focus back on the matter at hand. "How much will it take to make this go away? Everything has a price. Everyone can be bought."

He clears his throat and pulls at his tie. "Well, um, that may be a possibility yet. Let me just go over some things so that I can supply you with more information. I have an idea, but it will require more facts."

"Fine, do whatever. But your office better have this handled or else our patronage will go to someone else."

He gulps. If he loses our business, he’ll lose his job. I’ve put his firm in a very prestigious position and without me, they’ll lose a majority of their clientele. 

The man takes his leave and I’m left to figure out how my entire day has just gone to shit and it’s not even 9 a.m. 

I think about the man last night and how he was a spy the entire time. Mr. Mothballs? It’s absurd. Though he sure didn't mind making advances on Sienna. What a pervert. He took his undercover work too far by putting his hands all over her body. A weird sense of possessiveness rushes over me. I feel like I want to kill the guy—and any other that would attempt to defile my new little plaything. 

I wish I never left the penthouse this morning and that I was back upstairs, making her see that I intend to make the most of my purchase.

 






Sienna

I wake to the sun streaming in at various angles through openings in the heavy curtains. While they’re not drawn, the day is bright enough to reveal the fact that it must be afternoon. 

How did I sleep so late? 

I fumble around for my phone and find it beneath my crumpled dress in the corner. 

Oh my God! It's past noon. 

I’m frantic for a moment until I realize that I have nowhere to be. I'm an escort now, and beyond that, I've been bought by Leo for the next month. 

I stretch out in bed and rerun the night in my head. 

He didn’t disappoint. 

The chemistry is crazy strong between us, yet I can't help but think I’m just another one of Leo's latest conquests. 

He doesn't seem like the kind of guy that would be tied down. 

I know he's a playboy based on what I've seen written in the papers. He's a billionaire now, a mogul, and he's far different from the young man I remember, my brother's friend. He was humble then and didn’t possess this commanding authority. 

Though I have to say, I like the way he manhandles me. 

An image of the way his hands feel on my body flashes in my head. The way he can make me come apart with a simple touch. 

I shiver as though he's actually in the room with me. 

I wish he was. 

As much as I don’t want to, I feel that I have to surrender to the fact that I’m bought and paid for, for the next month. 

Part of me wishes it were anyone but Leo fucking Asher. And the other part is relieved it isn’t anyone else. 

At least this way, I won't have to go out with any more creeps for a while. I can still keep my job as an elite escort and get paid, while feeling safe with Leo.

Though there’s nothing safe about him. 

Not where I’m concerned.

My mind drifts back to last night as I luxuriate in the soft, oversized bed. Leo took me to new heights of pleasure many times over. I’ve never felt as good as I did with his cock deep inside me, his body taking control of mine. 

I try analyze what happened. I gave up complete control to him. More than that, I wanted to. 

That’s something new to me, and I don’t quite understand it yet. All I know is that I plan on making the most of these thirty days.

The penthouse is silent as I lie there, and I know Leo's at work, so this is the perfect time to snoop and take advantage of all the amenities being a resort mogul affords. 

I go through his master bath first. While the sauna is warming up, I take a look at his immaculately lined up grooming tools. His closet, too, is categorized in such detail that I can see he applies this domination thing to every facet of his life. 

I walk naked to the sauna and have a nice relaxing time of it. It's the perfect way to wake up from a long night of wild, crazy sex. I detox for about twenty minutes then take a shower. 

Leo’s shower is large enough to accommodate a party, and knowing him it's probably been done. My clit pulses with the thought. I want to see just what we can do in this shower.

When I’m done showering, I step out and pull on his robe. 

It smells like him, woodsy and spicy. 

I brush my hair with his comb and make sure to leave things messy. I grin mischievously at myself in the mirror. 

Leo needs a little shake-up in his too perfect palace. 

I even squeeze the toothpaste from the middle of the tube rather than the bottom when I find a stash of spare toothbrushes. And because it pisses me off that he’s apparently prepared for sleepovers, I leave toothpaste smeared all over the top of the tub and conveniently lose the lid.

Walking into the kitchen and opening all the drawers in the refrigerator, I find nothing but a lot of healthy food. 

So that's how he maintains his rock hard body. Hmm. Not that I’m complaining about that eight-pack, but the man needs some brownie mix or something.

There's a knock on the door. 

I ignore it at first, but after a minute it becomes clear that the person knocking won’t be ignored. 

I'm a little scared to open it since this isn’t my place. 

What if it’s some other woman who has a jealous fit when she finds me here?

The knocking continues. It’s driving me crazy, so I go and reluctantly turn the handle and peek around the edge.

"Who is it?"

A flock of people burst through the minute I give them an inch. I have to jump back to avoid being trampled. They’re carrying what looks like all of my possessions from the room I've been staying in. 

"Um, hello? What are you doing?"

A woman comes towards me to confirm. "You're Sienna, right? Sienna Reid?"

"Yes." I narrow my eyes indignantly and wrap the robe tightly around my body.

What a rude intrusion. And what the fuck is going on? 

"What are you guys doing with my stuff?"

"Oh, Mr. Asher has requested that we move all of your things here. I assure you that we took the utmost care in handling your...delicacies."

God! I blush at the thought of strangers rifling through my intimate belongings. Oh my God, they probably even packed up my vibrator. 

The nerve of Leo! What could he be thinking to command them to do this? I can’t just move into his penthouse, even if he does ‘own’ me for the next month. That’s ridiculous.

"Excuse me, but please take this stuff right back to my room." I cross my arms and wait.

The woman just looks at me like I'm not getting it. 

"I can't do that. We're operating at the express command of Mr. Asher. And we are to inform you that the agency by which you are employed will no longer be paying the cost of your room. So, unless you'd like to pay for it yourself, I'm afraid your things will have to stay here in the penthouse."

What the hell? I'm flushed. Furious. Here I am standing basically naked, as I’m in nothing but Leo’s robe, while a half-dozen people mill about, setting up my things. 

It's like I'm not even here. They arrange my clothes in his ample closet and they set my Louis Vuitton trunks up nicely so that I have access to all my belongings. 

It's definitely a five-star service but it's a service I don't want and that I never asked for. I haven't been treated this nicely since before my father left us destitute. 

Growing up, it was all luxury all of the time. Now I have to work for my money, and if things prove as difficult as they did last night with that old man then I could be looking at a very bleak future.

"Ms. Reid," the woman is prodding. "I have Guest Services coming up with a breakfast prepared by one of the head chefs, courtesy of Mr. Asher. May I send them in?"

I huff out a breath and shake my head. 

Leo and I are going to have to duke this later, apparently, because these people aren’t taking no for an answer. I hate that he’s just taking control of yet another aspect of my life. 

But you know what? If he's going to make me his virtual prisoner, at least he's doing it in style. Might as well take advantage. 

Besides, I'm famished after a long night of fucking. And I'd give absolutely anything for some strong espresso right about now. 

"Yes,” I finally agree, “go ahead, send them in."

Room service arrives and they plate my breakfast at Leo's long dining table which overlooks the entire Strip. There are fresh linens and a beautiful spread of breakfast items, including my long-awaited cappuccino. 

And then the massive staff is gone, just like that. As quickly as they appeared, I’m left alone again in the echoing silence of Leo’s incredible penthouse. 

I wonder how Leo survives up here in the thralls of luxury but all alone. 

He seems to have created a place where no one can permeate the walled off fortress that is his life. 

He's risen to the top and has become one of the greatest American success stories, but at what price? 

I know he doesn't have girlfriends, and he seems so tightfisted about life that I wonder how many times he allows himself the freedom to let loose? 

Maybe having scores of women at his feet are how he bides his time and releases tension. 

Maybe he finds freedom in that lifestyle but to me, it just seems sad. 

But who am I to say? I once mingled with the greats of society, too. 

But while I used to be a socialite, I’ve since fallen from grace under the weight of my father's insurmountable debt. 

Now, I'm working at the bottom. Being an escort was never my dream. Is it anybody's, really? I don’t judge the work…I’m just being realistic. My brief taste has me tentative and thinking of the endless possibilities life brings, the way you contemplate a situation when you’re shocked at your own reality.

Now I'm the humbled one and Leo's got the money. 

I think about how he must have felt being my brother's friend. My brother was always handed everything. He's never really had to work a day in his life. Sure, he's a politician but that basically entails calling in favors. 

Our family has certainly sunk deep into the dark crevices of society. Now I feel like the one who should be embarrassed, working as a glorified call girl. 

And Leo Asher, of all people, owns me. What could his motivation possibly be?

I wonder about all of this as I look out over the incredible view. The desert stretches out in the distance, and it's as if Vegas is its own island removed from all the other cities, on its own in the middle of a beautiful desert. 

It's the perfect city for Leo. They’re both as far removed from reality as possible. Nothing in Vegas lasts. Nothing’s real in Vegas…and nothing about Leo is authentic. 

Not anymore. 

I’ve known the true Leo, and he certainly had a lot more depth of feeling than the man who has bought me. 

What he’s done for me today, moving me in, providing this breakfast, it’s not because he cares. It’s because he wants to prove his dominance, exert his authority and control. 

The old Leo would never do that. And I don’t know how to reconcile the feelings I had for the old one and the desire I have for the new. 

The old one left me and never came back…and this Leo saved me, but with a firm hand that’s rough and tender. My thoughts pull me in as many directions as the lights I see when I look down over the city.

 






Leo

I'm anxious to get back to Sienna after a long day's work. She's been on my mind all day. 

As much as I want to forget about her and to treat her as one of my usual sex objects, I'm finding it increasingly hard to do so. I imagine she's furious with me for moving all of her belongings to the penthouse. 

I smile just thinking about the indignation that will probably be on her face when I walk in.

But it was a move I had to make. I have to protect her from this media shit storm. 

I loosen my black necktie as I step off the elevator already feeling a modicum of relief that she’s just on the other side of my penthouse door. 

I just hope she hasn’t had some scheming idea to try to escape. She has to know I’d find her. She won’t get away from me that easily. Because I’ve bought her for the next month—not because I can’t stand the idea of not having her near. Not at all, because that would mean I care. And I don’t. Not anymore.

But if not, what’s this desire to take care of her, to make sure she's okay? I've never cared if a woman came or went. Why do I care now? I have to shake this growing obsession, this hold she has over me. I attribute once again it to the fact that we have a past and vow not to think about it again as I make my entrance.

"Hi, honey, I'm home," I say, hoping to elicit a reaction. 

I find her in the kitchen brooding over a glass a wine. 

"Hi," she responds in a voice laced with that feisty attitude that gets my already half-mast cock rock hard. 

"Upset are we, darling?" I can’t resist pushing her. It’s too easy.

"And now why would you assume that? You've only upended my entire life here without my permission. Not a phone call, not an explanation. Nothing." Her jaw is set, her eyes flashing. “And the worst part is I have no choice in the matter. You know I can’t afford to pay for my own place in this hotel. I won’t even ask how you managed to get Roger to stop paying for my room.”

I don’t bother answering her, and instead just move in behind her and brush her hair away from her neck, leaning in to run my mouth along the smooth skin.

"Aww come on, baby,” I say. “Don't be mad. You should know I have a good reason for doing what I did." For everything I do. Always.

"I don't appreciate not being consulted." 

I kiss her neck gently, and she lets me. I smirk. That’s what I thought. She may be mad, but she’s still here, and she’s not pushing me away. I spin her around and take her wine glass from her, swirling it around. 

I bring it to my nose. "Ah, you’ve selected a nice burgundy. And I venture to say an expensive one."

She purses her lips and lifts her eyebrows. "I have indeed. I figured that as long as I'm here, you'd want me to make myself at home."

My eyes narrow in on her as I take a drink. "Exactly. What's mine is yours."

I see that she's going to make this hard on me. I'd expect nothing less. She's as strong-willed as ever. 

Not so much changed from the girl I knew ten years ago. Just as contrary, just as sexy—no, that’s not true. She’s far more seductive than she used to be. 

Except now I make the rules and I'm at the top. She's under my command. And this time she’s the one that’s penniless. 

I might have grown up on the wrong side of the tracks, but I'd say I've made a hell of a life for myself out of nothing. That's probably what Sienna least expected from me. 

But I’m done thinking about that. I want to focus on the here and now. 

"Are you ready for dinner? I see that you're not dressed. Did you not receive the outfit I sent over?"

I took the liberty of having my assistant pick out a divine little Chanel number that will hug her curves perfectly. 

I'm going to see it on her and then spend the evening out imagining how I’ll shred it off her body in pieces once we get back. She's awakened a primal instinct and there's no going back. 

I need to taste her and pound my cock deep inside her tight little pussy all night long...after dinner, of course. 

"I got the dress. But how was I supposed to know what you wanted? I mean, I'm yours now, right?” The sarcasm practically drips from her voice. 

“Do you want to fix my hair, too? You seem to want to control every aspect of my life. Do you want me to wear panties or not? I haven't gotten dressed because how could I without my strong, powerful man to decide everything for me?"

She's angry, and not one drop of it is lost on me. But what she doesn't know is that I couldn’t care less. 

She's mine now, and that does mean I determine everything.

I pull her arm up and whisper harshly into her ear. "You will get dressed and you will join me for dinner. That's all you need to know."

The tension between us is electrifying, sexually charged. 

She's trying to stand her ground, to prove her own strength and control, but everything about her body language says otherwise. 

I think she's playing a little game, trying to get me wrapped around her finger again. 

I’ve grown up since our days of playing at romance. I’m a man now and I expect certain things of my escorts. 

She's decided to lower herself to that level, so I’ll treat her as such. 

"Now go." I say it without a hint of emotion.

Sienna silently gets up and walks away. My eyes follow her, and I can see the slender contours of her beautiful body beneath one of my oversized t-shirts. Fuck, how did I not notice she was wearing that? It does something strange to me to see her in my clothes. 

Her tanned legs are toned and smooth. I imagine them around my neck as I fuck her into submission with my tongue. She'll be crying my name by night's end and begging me for more. 

Once she's gone, I go to the bar and pour myself a stiff drink. I need to take the fucking edge off this situation. 

She gets me heated in this kind of push-pull that I can't deny. Things are always so intense with her. I need a breather. Need to get my head on straight before she gets back in here so I can maintain the control I crave.

The liquid goes smoothly down my throat, and soon she reemerges. The dress is on and she looks like a million bucks, even though I can see she hasn't bothered to do anything different to her flowing hair. 

I guess she's still trying to rebel and that makes my cock twitch against my pants. Jesus Christ, this woman is making me come completely unglued.

I long to punish right here for not trying harder, but time is of the essence and we have dinner reservations at the most expensive restaurant in the casino. 

"You look...nice." I say the words but what I mean is you look fucking gorgeous even if you don't bother with your hair or makeup. 

Out of ten, this girl's a fucking fifteen. She's only gotten more beautiful with age. 

"Come." I escort her out of the penthouse and back into the elevator where last night we were still just building up to being together again. "So there is a method to my madness. You know that there's been a tip that you're a prostitute right?"

"Yes, Carly got me up to speed."

I nod. I knew she would. "So, the lawyers have a new plan. They want us to be seen together all over the place, act as though we are dating. It's the only way to cover your brother's good name."

It’s not the only way, but I don’t tell her that. I also don’t think too much about how readily I jumped on the suggestion when Elliott called me with it.

"I don't give a damn about him," she says defiantly. 

I don’t either. But I won’t have Sienna labeled as a prostitute. 

The lights dim, and we're almost at the main level. I back her up against the wall with one gentle push and plant a soft kiss on her full lips. 

"Well, you better play your part, darling. Because your good name will be dragged through the mud as well. Not to mention my own."

I say it as a veiled threat. I don't want to playact that she's my girlfriend. For one thing, I have a reputation to uphold. Leo Asher does not date women. He fucks them and that’s it. 

But even more importantly, I don't want to make things complicated with Sienna. 

I don't want to dredge up the past and I don't want her mistaking my favors as some sentiment of emotion. 

I don't care for her the way I once did. 

I’m my own entity, cold, calculating, and certainly not hung up on one woman. Having to act like we're dating, well, it could make things complicated, and that's the last thing I want or need. 

"So this is just an act?"

"Yes."

And I’ll keep tell us both that until we both believe it.

I led her out of the elevator and into the main palazzo. The restaurant will be expecting us as I reserved the best and most public seat in the house. 

We’ll be on show for the world to see. While I'm nervous about this being perceived for what it is, not a part of me can't help but feel proud to be with this gorgeous woman. 

All eyes turn towards her. She's always been able to command a room and tonight is no different. With a body like that, who wouldn't look? 

While women typically feel lucky to be with me, tonight it’s me that feels lucky to be on her arm. It’s in direct conflict with what I know I should be feeling. It's Sienna, after all, she's not just some girl. 

I do have a past with her and I was always loyal to her brother. Being with her like this is what I always thought I wanted. Back then.

And now, though I'm trying to ignore it, I'm feeling nostalgic. What would our lives have been like if I hadn't abandoned Sienna? I felt threatened at the time, like I wasn't good enough for her. Doubtful and uncertain that I could ever be enough. 

But now? Now I'm on top of the world and all of that insecurity has vanished. I’m nothing like the boy I used to be. I wonder if Sienna would even be interested in me now, knowing who I’ve become? If we weren’t forced into this situation by her own poor decisions.

I clutch her hand as we walk through the casino and whisper into her ear, "You’re stunning. All eyes are on you."

She beams up at me, and for the briefest moment we’re not on opposing sides but are operating as one solid unit. 

And I like the way it feels way too fucking much.

 






Sienna

Leo's walking through the giant casino with his arm around my waist. 

I'm shining in my Chanel dress and we must look like a power couple because virtually every head turns our way as we walk by. 

Leo’s still in his black Gucci suit from the day, and damn, does he look good. His ass is perfectly showcased, and I swear, you can practically see his rippling muscles beneath the clean lines of the suit. 

I'm still mad at him, though. 

He moved all my things to his penthouse without even asking. I guess I’m basically living with him now, which is surreal. Not to mention awkward to reconcile in my mind considering what I used to dream of when I was a foolish girl. 

We had one wild night, yes, but that doesn't mean I'm ready to move in with him full time. 

Yes, I know it's for show and to keep this prostitution thing at bay, but I still have to be around him all the time now, and that makes my stomach knot up in nervous anticipation. 

Leo’s not the kind of guy that you can just relax around. His looks and domineering presence make feel on edge and jittery in that butterflies swirling kind of way. Last night was explosive, and I can’t help but wonder if he’ll take things to that level again tonight? And I must still be somewhat of a fool because, God help me, I want him to.

He confidently leads me to our destination. His hand gripping tightly, possessively on my hip. 

"Where are we dining?" I inquire. 

"You'll see. It's somewhere that we can be on display."

He's sticking to his role pretty boldly. 

I imagine this isn't much more to him than a facade to keep up appearances. In spite of my best efforts, though, my feelings are running deeper. I can't help but want to spend more time with Leo. 

A part of me still cares for him deeply. But the wound of betrayal and abandonment is still there. It may be scarred over by now, but I’ll never forget how burned I got by straying too close to the flame that is Leo Asher. 

I need to resist him at all costs.

"Your casino is really beautiful. You must be so proud," I say, trying to be nice and distract myself with small talk.

"It's a far cry from that dilapidated house I grew up in, right?" He grins cynically.

I'm surprised he would even mention that. His house and family were nothing great but that shouldn’t be a concern for him now. 

His humble roots certainly never bothered me then. And yet I wonder if it bothers him.

"Your house? Oh yeah, well it's probably the inspiration for your success. I mean, Leo, you rose to the top, to the highest tier of society. You should be proud of that."

"I am," he says dismissively, his tone clearly shutting down any further discussion of it.

I take him at his word and try to forget about it, too.

The energy in the air in Vegas is always exciting. It's electrifying. The city never sleeps. And there are always any number of vices going on behind closed doors. 

We get to the restaurant, and it's five-star high-class all the way. I should have known. Nothing less for this version of Leo Asher. 

Instead of obscuring ourselves from sight behind the VIP section, he has us seated at a table above the casino floor where everyone can see us. 

I try to just enjoy the experience, but I can’t stop looking at Leo. He’s so fucking hot in his suit. I can’t get over how he’s turned from a charming boy into this hulking frame of masculinity. 

Or how much I want to crawl beneath him and spread my legs wide so that he can drive me wild over and over again with his huge cock. I imagine riding him until the sun comes up. 

It's hard to be around a man like Leo and to think of anything other than sex. I lick my lips just thinking about it.

It doesn’t go unnoticed. Leo’s eyes are full of cocky amusement.

"So," he says as we take our table. "How was your day?"

"How was my day?" I laugh. "Um, let's see. My latest business acquaintance had me locked up in his apartment. He moved all of my stuff into his place and I feel like a prisoner. How was your day?"

He smiles. "Well, I had to deal with a hopeless situation involving one very famous call girl and I was on the phone with lawyers all day. Sound fun to you?"

We both laugh, in spite of the situation. 

Leo calls over the bartender and has him make us a drink. Two Smoky Martinis arrive and we toast to being reunited and then I settle in for a very liquid dinner. 

I feel like getting tipsy tonight. It's been a long day but somehow being reconciled with Leo makes me feel happy again and at ease, even if it’s all just for show. 

"You think everyone can see us? Do I look like a girlfriend and not a prostitute?" I say it as a joke, but he takes my comment very seriously. 

"Never say that again. You’re nothing like a prostitute. Hell, you’re the classiest girl I know. Always have been."

His statement makes me feel warm inside. 

But at the same time, it flies in the face of everything he said to me the last two days. He acted like he wanted to make me feel cheap, like nothing more than a whore. 

Yet now he’s saying the complete opposite. I can’t keep up.

"I'm serious," he says when I don’t respond. "When I would come home with your brother and see you, well, you were all I could think about. You're stunning, Sienna. To this day, you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen."

I blush. 

He's being kind, very much like the old Leo I knew. A sweet Leo. He used to have a very caring soul and right now it's shining through. 

Unless this is just all part of the act, the show we’re putting on for the public. 

Maybe he just knows what to say to get me to give him his desired response.

The thought makes me uncomfortable, and I quickly finish my cocktail and order another.

"You'd better have a bite to eat if you're going to be drinking like that.” 

He orders me a steak when the server comes by again. 

We dine, and it's actually really fun to catch up with him and to relax in his presence. He's a very funny, charming guy when he's not being domineering and bossy. 

We finish dinner but Leo doesn't seem satisfied that enough eyes have seen us together. 

"How about hitting the casino?"

"Why not?"

He takes my hand and leads me into the main casino lounge this time. Not the Inner Sanctum. We stop at the craps tables. 

A waitress comes and serves us a steady supply of cocktails, bringing new ones before we even need to ask. It's anything for the boss.

"Hey, you better not have this rigged to win."

He puts his hands up. "I promise I don't. I couldn't if I tried."

"Should we play up the girlfriend element?"

I hang on his arm as he throws the dice over and over again. We win some, we lose some, but ultimately we just have a good time. 

Soon word gets out that Leo Asher is in the casino. He's famous for being a billionaire casino mogul and for being a playboy, so it doesn’t take long for a crowd to start forming around us. 

For whatever reason, Leo decides then it's time to leave. He flashes his million-dollar smile to the onlookers and we walk by, his arm firmly around my waist.

"You must be satisfied now that we've been seen," I say, disappointed that the night’s coming to an end. I had much more fun than I anticipated. 

"Indeed,” he says brusquely. “I think some people might have even taken some pictures."

We walk across the marble floors and enter the mall that's connected to the casino. Most of the high-end boutiques are closed now and we're mostly alone, even in the depths of Sin City. 

He stops by a fountain and pulls me towards him, holding me in his strong arms. It feels so good and it feels so safe. I’m confused because we’re supposed to be putting on a show, yet there’s almost no one around to see us. 

Why is he holding me close and staring at me like that, his eyes searing into me like he’s trying to see straight into my soul?

My heart’s pounding and all I can think of is how much I want him but also how much I don't want to be hurt again. I have to keep things surface level with Leo. He broke my heart once before and I will never let happen to me again. 

I need to protect myself.

For the moment, though, it feels good to be with him. I allow myself to sink into his masculine embrace, and it dissolves all pain and fear. I feel like I’m home. 

"You okay?" he whispers into my hair. 

"Yeah, I had a great time. I'm just tired."

"Okay, we can go." He takes my hand and intertwines his fingers with mine, the leads me back the way we came. 

But as we go, an onlooker approaches. It's some drunk guy and a couple of his friends. He looks like a frat boy who’s extremely cocky yet with not much to brag about. 

"Oh look, it's the billionaire and his whore." The guy laughs to his friends like he thinks he's just said the funniest thing ever. 

Before anyone sees it coming, Leo tackles him to the ground. I gasp, my hands flying to my mouth.

Leo chokes the guy and says, "Apologize to Sienna. Right fucking now."

He bears down on the skinny guy, and I know his weight must be crushing him. 

The twenty-something asshole spits out, "I'm sorry."

“Say it like you mean it,” he growls. 

“I’m sorry, lady. Really,” he chokes out.

Leo slams his head back into the floor and then releases him.

"Remember that, kid."

We walk away and Leo takes my hand again, saying, "I'm sorry, baby. I didn't mean for that to happen. Don't listen to him or anybody else."

I have to admit my heart is heavy that the consensus around the city is that I'm some kind of whore. 

As much as we've tried to mask it, people will think what they want, especially about rich, hot men whose names are splashed all over the internet. 

Leo has a reputation to maintain, and I'm actually quite honored that he would risk that to help me and to help my brother. 

The night was going so perfectly, but now I'm just depressed and tired, and I let Leo lead me to a different elevator that only he has access to. 

Once the doors close, he’s all over me, gripping my breasts and kissing my neck. 

I’m taken aback for a moment. 

For a while there, I was thinking it could be like old times. I thought Leo was the same caring guy I once knew. But now that the show’s over, he’s right back to the same man I know he’s become. 

I know that he's changed. He's back to domination mode. But what’s most confusing is that I can't say I'm entirely disappointed. Anticipation for Leo comes in two dancing flavors that don’t always conflict.

 






Leo

I'm glad to get Sienna away from that fucking prick. I saw the way her face darkened, her eyes shadowing over with thoughts of what people think of her. Of how her fall from grace and current status makes people demean her. 

The nerve of that kid to make this goddess feel bad about herself. This is what happens, though, when you work as an escort. 

Maybe Sienna will see now that this is the wrong path for her—unless, of course, I'm the one buying. 

Those guys ruined what was shaping up to be an amazing evening. One of the best I’ve had in a long time, if I’m being honest. We had a perfect dinner, and it was the first time I've been with her where things felt normal and natural. 

Almost like old times. Almost. 

This new erotic dynamic between us has definitely changed things. 

I can tell she's starting to relax around me, even in the face of my dominance. Our connection from the past gives context to what’s happening. 

She knows me, better than most people, but she also knows that I've changed. 

I’m not the hopeful kid she used to know, full of optimistic ambition. I’m rough around the edges now. Harder. Darker. I’m not sure she thinks that's a good thing, but part of me really fucking wants her to.

Despite the fun evening with her, I’m fucking pissed now. 

So I take it out on her with a punishing kiss.

I can't get those idiots out of my mind. I should've pounded my fists into that guy's skull. He deserved it. It makes me angry because I’m on edge about what Sienna will endure if she remains an escort. 

There's enough gossip already. I shudder to think of how she’ll cope with the constant insults and negativity that will come her way if she chooses this life forever. I can only protect her so much, a fact that doesn’t cease to piss me the fuck off.

At last, we arrive at the penthouse. We haven’t spoken the entire way up. She’s just let me ravish her. I break away as the elevator doors slide open. I storm inside and she follows. 

"Leo, say something. Are you okay? Forget those guys. I'm over it and you should be too." She grabs my arm to try to make me look at her.

I whirl around and stare into her beautiful eyes. Does she means it or is she saying these things to appease my anger? 

"How can you be over it? Didn't you hear what they said?" My voice is tense with barely suppressed rage.

"Of course, but I don't care. They don't know me, and I don't care what anyone thinks of me. Sure, it kind of frustrated me, but that's it. I'm ready to move on and enjoy the rest of this night."

Her words anger me. "Well, you should be upset because as long as you keep insisting on being an escort, shit like that is going to happen. Don't you see that it's dangerous?"

Her eyes flare, then narrow as she puts her hands on her hips. Feisty Sienna has come out to play. And it fucking turns me on. 

"Not this again.” She waves her hand in the air for emphasis. 

“Leo, I don't understand you. Why have you taken such an interest in my life suddenly? Why do you care if I’m an escort or not? It's not like you have any vested interest in me. I'm just another woman you can throw away at the end of all this."

Is that really what she thinks? 

My plan was to keep my distance, compartmentalize the shit storm Sienna dredges up inside me, but the more I'm around her, the harder it is to stick to the fucking plan. 

I can't get her off my mind for a single fucking second, but it’s not like I can let her know that. 

So I say nothing. I’m not one to hold my tongue, but I will when it suits a purpose. People will keep talking when you give them silence, and I want to see what she fills it with.

"You know, I don't get you," she says again. "Why are you even putting on this charade for the world? What do you care if I’m labeled a whore? You obviously think that's what I am, so why bother keeping everyone else from thinking it?"

I glare at her. She can't mean it. She really thinks I'd stoop so low as to brand her that way?

"I'm doing it for Jax." The lie flows easily out of my mouth.

She pauses, studying me as if she’s trying to figure me out. 

"Okay, Leo, then why did you hire me for thirty days, huh? Was that for Jax, too? I mean, you did that before the threat was a factor. You must have a reason. What is it?"

"It's nothing, okay?" I toss back, infuriated now. 

Then realizing how defensive that sounds, I add, "there's no reason."

She stands on one side of the gigantic kitchen island while I’m on the other. 

It feels like we’re worlds apart. 

This should make me happy, right? I need the distance. I fucking need to put some space between us so I can think rationally again. 

But all I want to do is go to her and make her smile, wipe this confusion and what I think looks like hurt from her face.

"Come on, Leo, just tell me,” she presses. “Why is this such a big deal?”

I avoid eye contact and try to shut this whole thing down. It’s a really fucking big deal, but I can’t go there with her. But she's like a damn dog with a bone. She won't let up.

"Tell me,” she demands. “I have a right to know why you hired me as your personal escort for thirty days."

"Jesus Christ, Sienna.” I just snap, completely lose my cool, throwing my arms out wide. "I did it because I can't fucking stand the idea of you being with someone else."

The words hang heavy in the air between us. I know instantly it was a mistake. I shouldn't have said it. 

Fuck.

I need to get away. Out of her presence where all my common sense flies right out the goddamn window. 

I turn and leave her standing speechless at the island while I go to the balcony and breathe in the fresh air. The familiar city lights do nothing to calm down my spinning head. 

What the fuck have I done? I can't go there with her. But now it might be too late.  

She follows me outside after a minute. Of course she does.

I want to avoid her gaze at all costs. She takes my hand and pulls me inside without saying a word. Still trying to pull back from the shit I just unleashed, I go to the bar and open a bottle of wine. 

Sienna sits on one of the stools and watches me. 

"You know,” she says softly. “I don't know why you care. It's been ten years since things transpired between us. I’m a grown woman now. Do you really think I haven't been with anyone else?"

I finally look at her, and her intense scrutiny has me speaking without out thinking again. "Of course I know that, Sienna. I just haven’t had to see it. Seeing you with someone else drives me fucking crazy."

I immediately wish I could take the words back. 

What the fuck is wrong with me tonight? Spending this time together, pretending we’re dating, must have knocked a screw loose. 

Her shocked expression tells me everything I need to know. The truth is on the table now. She can either take it or leave it. 

She opens her mouth, no doubt to confront me about what I mean, but then my phone buzzes. I'm so fucking grateful for the interruption.

"What?" I snap, grabbing a wine glass and pouring up the expensive vintage.

"It's Jax, man. Listen, I heard that you've been out with my sister, pictures are already on the gossip sites, and I want it to stop right the fuck now."

Yeah, wine isn’t going to cut it. I pass the glass to Sienna and reach for the scotch. I set the phone down and put it on speaker so she can hear exactly what I've been up against. Maybe she needs to know what really went down ten years ago.

"You son-of-a-bitch," he continues to incriminate himself. "Stay the fuck away from my sister or you’ll have it coming."

Now she’s shocked by her brother's attitude. Just like I suspected, but having it confirmed changes things. She has no idea what he's like. What he did.

"Listen, Jax. Fucking relax, dude," I say. "It's all for show. I'm trying to keep you and your sister out of the media. You know this. You wanted this."

Sienna looks confused, as she should be. I’m pretty damn confused myself at this point. Is it for show or is there something real between us? Am I caught up in the game I’m playing, or have I gone too far and risked more than I intended?

"You better be telling the fucking truth, Leo. That better be all there is because if I find out that you’ve been fucking her, all hell will break loose. You hear me?"

"Loud and clear." I hang up the phone and slam it down on the bar. 

Sienna comes around the bar to stand in front of me and attempts to pull more truth out of me. 

"What the hell was that all about? Why is my brother threatening you like that?" 

"It's just who he is, Sienna." My tone makes it clear it’s no longer on the table for discussion.

"Well, at least tell me what you meant. It drives you crazy to see me with other men? What the hell, Leo?" She gives me an incredulous look.

Fuck. She has me backed into a corner. 

Of course it drives me crazy to see that. She's the first girl I ever loved, and I've loved her every day since, no matter how much I try to deny it. I don't know how we got here. 

A part of me wants to run and separate myself from her before things get any more complicated. And another part just needs to have her. I crave her hot body, her kind soul, her brilliant mind, everything. 

There isn’t a single thing about her that doesn’t make me want to claim her as my own.

I'm tempted to stop all this talking and strip her down right here next to the bar so that I can make her understand how real this is. But I can’t. I won’t.

I turn away from her, but she gets up and comes toward me. She traces her fingers over my abs. They tighten as I suck in a breath at her touch. 

"You’re saying you've been thinking about me all these years?"

I say nothing. She'll not pull another ounce of truth out of me tonight. I just look at her. 

Then she shocks the hell out of me by gripping my face gently between her palms as she stands on her tip-toes to plant the most tender of kisses on me. 

My cock hardens even more—because who the fuck am I kidding? 

I’ve been hard for her pretty much all night. Right now, I'm ready to rise to her challenge. Ready to fuck away all these thoughts and feelings that I don’t want to face.

Yes, I fucking want her. 

But she will always have to pay with her submission. That's just how it is with me. I kiss her back, hard, rough, almost cruelly, all this turmoil and aggression coming out as I pull her to me. Tonight, I want to forget about everything except how good this feels. The night is only just beginning. 

And tonight, she’s mine.






Sienna

I surrender to Leo in confused disorientation. I’m still reeling from him saying it kills him to see me with another man. 

How could that be possible? 

What he did to me in the past jaded me, changed me. 

I never thought the new Leo Asher had one ounce of an actual soul. He’s just a gorgeous, wealthy man with little else on his mind other than sex and power. 

He's the biggest playboy in town, yet he just admitted I have the potential to drive him wild with jealousy. I don’t even know what to think anymore.

I can’t let myself get too caught up in what that might imply, though. I trusted Leo once before and I got burned. Badly. 

I'm not going down that road again. 

His admission probably just means he has some chauvinistic sense of control over me because he's purchased me for thirty days. That’s all I can let myself believe it means if I don’t want to get hurt again.

The thought pulls me out of my lust-filled haze and I try to break the kiss that almost feels like a punishment.

"Leo," I gasp, breathless, pushing against his chest. "I don't want you to get confused. You own me for thirty days and that's it. You can't expect to maintain control over me after that." 

I have to keep my head on straight. I can’t let all this sex cloud my judgment.

"Of course. That's obviously what I meant, Sienna. His eyes are cold as stone now, his tone condescending. “So remember that. As long as I own you, I don't want you so much as looking at another guy, got it?"

I make myself believe him because I have no other course of action. 

Nothing about him screams commitment or love. Even though I’m realizing I care for him as much as I always did, and even though my heart is screaming at me to dive in, 

I know I can't love Leo Asher again. Getting over him was too hard. 

I cried for weeks and then his abandonment left me with trust issues that turned me into someone completely different. I don't let anyone in anymore. And I especially can’t let him in. 

So even though things are advancing between us and it feels like we’re skirting a very thin line, I'm keeping my walls up nice and high. 

Even though part of me desperately wants to hear him say he’s secretly loved me all this time, I can’t handle that. So I push him to tell me what I need to hear: that this means nothing.

"So, you purchased me just to..." I watch his face closely.

"Keep you out the media." His expression is completely blank. “I knew this would be an issue right away.”

"Okay, well good. Now that it's all out on the table, then I guess we're fine."

His eyes turn dark and I know what's coming. He wants to make good on his money. I watch him as he stalks around the penthouse, removing his suit jacket, his shoes, his tie. 

Finally, he grabs his glass of scotch again and takes a seat on the leather couch. 

Then the bastard has the nerve to snap his fucking fingers at me.

"You think I'm gonna come to you just like that? I'm not your little whore or a prisoner here."

No man snaps their fingers to make me come like I’m their goddamn pet. I turn my back to him and retrieve my wine glass, sitting back at the bar. I hope to hell this move pisses him off. 

Before I know it, he's right there behind me and he's pulling me back up off my seat. I knock back the remaining wine and let myself be taken. He drags me over to the couch, and I guess he's about to get his wishes fulfilled after all. 

Something must be wrong with me because I immediately kneel in submission between his legs. I know he wants it. I want it. I love the way he takes control of me, even while I simultaneously want to exert my own. 

I know the image of me on my knees at his will is what he craves right now. He wants me to be defeated, bent to his will, giving in to his domination with total surrender. 

He's doing a damn good job of breaking me down. 

Any fight I have left in me flees the second he releases his thick, throbbing cock from his pants. There it is in all its hard glory. I swear it’s the most perfect cock I've ever seen. I don’t think I'll ever stop wanting it. 

I lick my lips in anticipation but quickly try to maintain my composure. I don’t want him to know how much I want him, how desperate I am for him to control me. But he sees it. Of course he fucking does. Nothing gets by Leo Asher. 

I try to maintain a steady gaze as though I'm still in control, but my body betrays me. My heart is pounding and I'm feeling warm with desire. 

He seems to know this too.

He fists his fingers in my hair and shoves my head toward his cock. I make a poor attempt at a struggle but it's futile. He wants me to suck him long and hard, take him deep, as if to prove that I like being bought, that I like being his. 

When I resist the pressure he uses to force me down, he says, "I own you now, baby. And I know you fucking want it. So do it. Show me how much you love being owned by me. How much you want this cock in your mouth."

"Fine," I say with a strangled gasp. His dirty words make me inexplicably wet. So wet that I could take all of him inside my pussy right now without him ever even touching me. 

If this is how he wants to play, then game on. 

I’m going to give him the best blowjob he's ever had and he'll be the one to realize that it's me he can't live without. I want to flip the tables on him, make him suffer like I did. I want to make sure I blow him so good he'll remember this night forever. 

I pull down my dress to reveal my perfect tits, but instead of gawking he just tilts his chiseled face calmly to the side as if he's trying to memorize what I look like. 

His fingers yank on my hair and he pulls my face down to his cock. I open wide, unable to hide the moan of satisfaction when he rams his rock hard cock so far into my mouth that he hits the back of my throat. 

I fucking love it. 

I crave this. I want him to choke me with his cock so I'm gasping for breath, but I'll never admit it to him. 

Instead, I try to pull my head back and give him my best "lollipop" move. He lets me tend to the tip of his cock. I swirl my tongue around the wide, smooth tip, but when I peek up I see nothing but amusement on his face. Is this a fucking game to him?

I narrow my eyes and start to pull away, but he tangles his fingers even tighter through my hair and forces my head back down on him. 

His cock hits the back of my throat again, and I'm getting exactly what I want. I don't know why it feels so good to be choking on Leo's cock but then it dawns on me that he's worn me down into submission. I don't want to fight this anymore. 

And that's probably what he's wanted all along. My total nonresistance to his every desire. And the fucked up thing is that I want that, too.

I gag around his hard cock, and when I look up through my eyelashes I see the smirk of satisfaction on his face. He has me basically begging to be on my knees choking on his giant cock. 

"Come on baby, take it all. Just like you like it, nice and deep." The growl in his voice has my pussy clenching and gushing.

His fingers hold my head in place and I’m forced to breathe through my nose. I swallow hard, and the feeling of my throat closing around him must be too damn good because the next thing I feel is hot cum shooting down my throat. 

Jet after hot salty jet pours from his cock, and I gulp to swallow it all. 

I don’t want to waste a drop. 

I suck down every last bit of his cum. 

Then when he pulls out of my mouth, I get up and straighten my dress, trying to maintain some air of dignity, and walk around in front of him. 

I pour myself more wine and wash the savory last drops of his cum down. 

"I'm going to take a shower," I say nonchalantly. 

His eyes flare with heat. Isn't he done yet? What’s he trying to prove?

"No, Sienna, I'm not done with you yet."

"But you just came."

He looks at me like I’ve said something amusing. "It doesn't matter. If I’m not done with you then you’ll do what I say. How about I join you for that shower?"

I want him to, and inside I'm hoping there's more to this evening. That him not being done with me means that he intends to make me come all night. But what can I do? I'm never in control with him. He’ll do what he wants to do, and nothing more.

"Yes, come join me."

"I want you in there, ready and waiting for me."

I do what he says. It's the easiest way. And if I’m honest, I don’t want to argue.

The thought of having hot streams of water pouring over my body sounds perfect right about now. But to have Leo's overpowering frame in there with me? 

Holy hell. 

It’s like living out my teenage fantasy. Only this time I won't have to do naughty things with the shower head. He'll do it for me. He'll get me off. He'll make me come and beg and submit. By the end of the night, I'll be so fucking spent that it'll feel like sleeping on a cloud.

I turn the water on and get in. It washes away the long day and my muscles melt under the force of the water hitting my skin. Steam rises up, and I inhale it all in. I'm tired, but I'm also confused. 

Leo says it drives him crazy to see me with other men. Doesn't that normally mean someone cares for you as more than just a sexual plaything? Maybe not. 

Maybe he’s just possessive with his toys. 

I don't mind being his little slave for now, but it's only temporary. With every day that passes, I get pulled deeper into his charisma and power, and I already know it’s going to be hard to detach at the end of our agreement. 

How did I get here? I made a solemn promise to myself to never again fall under the hypnotic influence of Leo. He's good at this. It's his mission to seduce women. And as he's gradually wiped out all the fight left in me, I find myself longing for something more, for something deeper. 

I'm in dangerous territory. There’s no doubt about it. But my thoughts evaporate as he walks in, totally fucking naked and hot as hell. 

I pull back into a corner of the large shower, my body already wet and needy. He comes in, passes through the stream of water so his tanned skin is wet, and then he’s there in front of me. 

He pushes his hips against mine, forcing me against the damp stone shower wall. He brings my hands up above my head and cinches them there, his favorite position, I’m learning. I fucking love it too.

I feel his throbbing cock between my legs. All I want is for him to take me, to fuck me, to claim me as his. 

He's got other plans. He kisses me fiercely, and I kiss him back just as hard. 

"You're starting to resist a little less," he says between breaths.

"Maybe you're wearing me down," I tease.

He smiles, a look of pure contentment passing briefly across his face before the mask is back in place, and then he bends his head and sucks at my breasts. 

My nipples harden under his tongue, his teeth, his soft, full lips. It feels so good and it makes pure lust shoot straight down to my clit. I'm aching for him now. I'm throbbing and vibrating. 

Everything in my body is on fire as he teases me closer and closer to the brink of insanity. 

He knows it. He knows that one push of his cock into my trembling pussy will release all that desperate ache and need, and I’ll be free. He knows this, so he resists and he draws out my pleasure until I’m ready to beg.

 






Leo

I've got her right where I want her. My cock slides right across her pussy that's swollen for my touch, begging for me to fill her full of the thickest cock I know she’s ever taken. 

I know that having it so close is killing her, and that gives me so much pleasure to know I have this power over her. She's starting to resist less and less. 

Pretty soon she'll be begging for it anytime I want. 

Soon she won't want to defy me. 

And knowing that she has to have me, and only me, makes me so fucking hard. 

I almost lost my position earlier by admitting that it makes me go ballistic to see her with another guy. I'm aware that my feelings for her are growing, but she doesn't know. I'm not ready to tell her anything, not the full truth just yet. I must seem like a stranger to her. Things are so different now.

Given our past, I can see why she’d think that. But the truth is too great a burden to bear. 

I can't even imagine telling her that I left because of Jax. Because of the things he said. It might crush her forever. 

Right now, I'm trying to push my lingering emotions out of my mind and focus instead on pushing my cock deep into her dripping wet pussy.

She's aching for it, I know. But first I have some surprises in store. 

I release her arms, and this time it's me on my knees. I can't wait any longer to taste her essence. Her pussy is so tight and yet so willing to open up for my probing tongue. I find her sweet spot as easily as if I’ve been doing this forever. I'm a pro at this by now. She's not difficult to unlock. I memorized her cues the first time around. Her legs spread wide, giving me full access. 

Her craving for my tongue to fuck her pussy is a massive turn on. 

But she better fucking want only me. By the time I’m done with her, I’ll make damn sure that's the truth. 

Mine will be the only name she knows, and I intend to fuck her at the end of this so hard she'll forget even her own name. 

I drag my tongue across her clit and it blooms under my attention. I know she likes a couple fingers in her at the same time, so I delve right in and rhythmically pace my tongue while I curl my fingers to tease her G-spot. 

The combination forces her to cry out and I know she's close to giving in to me. 

Fuck, her tight little pussy grips my fingers like a wet velvet glove.

"Let it go, baby,” I growl against her clit, and I’m rewarded with a shiver that shakes her whole body. “You know you want this. Call my name. Tell me I'm the only one who can make you feel this good."

She always resists this part, and I don't know why. It'd be so much easier for her to just submit fully. As it is, she already tries to maintain her autonomy in pretty much everything, and I have to wrestle her back down under my authority.

"Say it." My tone is firmer now. 

"Oh fuck, Leo, you’re the only one, okay? Is that what you want to hear? Just please fucking make me come already."

I almost want to laugh at her combination of exasperation and need. I don’t know, though. 

Maybe she's trying so hard to fight this because I hurt her in the past. That's gotta be it. If only she knew how very much I regret that. 

I want to be master of her universe. I want her to trust me enough to be that for her. 

I flick my tongue a couple more times, and she comes for me. Her pussy clenches down hard on my fingers, gripping them like a vise, and I know immediately it was one of those earth-shattering orgasms that rocks her entire world. 

She screams out my name as I continue to finger her, thrusting my fingers in and out of her so quickly that one climax rolls right into the next. 

What's incredible about this girl is her ability to have multiple orgasms all night long. Wave upon wave of incredible release must be coming over her because it's written all over her face. Her eyes roll back in her head and I have her right where I want her. 

She’s so fucking gorgeous when she comes. I could watch her come every night of my life and it still wouldn’t be enough.

I stand and spin her around with my hands so that her ass is right up against my cock. She's going to pay for all those times that she wasn't with me. 

Maybe I left her, but the reason is flying out the door right now because I just want to punish her for every single night I spent in an empty bed dreaming of her. 

I want to claim her in every way possible. Though she pretends not to like it from the way she jerks away from me, I know she secretly wants me to take her ass. In the end, it means multiple massive orgasms for her, and even she can’t argue with that. I'll make her come so hard she won’t be able to think past the pleasure only I can give her. 

I tease her tight little hole with my finger while I pour some oil onto my heavy cock that’s harder than ever at the thought of what's about to happen. What I’m about to do to her. Knowing I’m the first one drives me fucking insane.

Then I swipe my finger back through her pussy lips to get it nice and wet and bring it back to her ass, pushing it in slowly, probing gently, just the tip. 

She's practically purring, and this time I don't even have to force her to say my name. She just says it. 

"Fuck, Leo, not this. It's too much." But the words she says and the way she says them tell a totally different story.

"No. You’re going to fucking like it, baby. I promise. You have no idea how much you’ll fucking like it."

I push my finger in one more inch and she cries out, "Oh yes, God, yes."

I chuckle. Fuck yes, my girl is about to have her world totally rocked.

“Please, Leo. More.” That's my okay, my cue to move forward.

"I don't know why you pretend that you haven't been dreaming of this for years. Admit it, Sienna."

I remove my finger, and she gasps when I replace it with the tip of my cock. Inch by torturously slow inch, I push in deeper, fingering her clit as I do so. 

She's so hot at this angle. Her heart shaped ass spreading ever wider to take in my huge shaft. It's throbbing at the feel of her tight hole stretching and clenching around it. Fucking finally, I’m all the way in, balls deep in her ass, and she moans and groans and writhes like she still can’t get enough. 

“Just breathe,” I whisper against her neck. She does, a sigh of pleasure escaping her lips, and when I circle her clit with my thumb, that’s all she needs. I know she's at the edge. I barely move my cock and it's over for her. She's already coming again and again, so hard that her whole body shakes. And fuck, it feels so fucking good.

"Fuck, Leo, yes, you're all I want. You're all I ever want. Fuck."

I bring my hands up to massage her tits, and this is it, this will send me over my own cliff. She's riding her waves and it's time to let myself go. 

I pound in and out of her ass at a frenetic pace, almost unable to stop myself as I feel my balls tighten. After she comes, it’s too fucking hard to resist just plowing into her like this. 

The gentle arch of her back is magnified by the fact that she's trying to clutch onto the stone wall. She's trying to steady herself and her nails search for any little edge to cling to as her body convulses in pleasure. 

I push in again and Sienna's just moaning in ecstasy. 

Her wild moans turn me on so goddamn much. I know her pleasure is higher than it’s ever been before and that she'll never forget this moment, or regret it. This is what she wants, my ultimate domination.

And I give it to her. I slide in and out more gently now, trying to pull myself back to draw out the moment and not come too quickly, but it’s not easy. I just want to unload inside her right the fuck now. 

"Rub your clit," I demand, and she happily does so to release even more of the pent-up sensations coursing through her body. 

She fingers herself, and I've got a firm hold on her tits, hanging onto her while I continue to drill into her from behind. The idea of owning Sienna Reid in this way is like my deepest, darkest dream. 

"Leo, I'm gonna come again."

"Wait for me baby. We'll come together."

A few more pushes of my cock into her tight ass and her whole body is shaking yet again. I push and I pound as I rail her so fucking hard. Her tight ass is just too good. I want to extend this but I also need to give both of us the relief our bodies crave. 

"Now?" She practically begs to be let loose.

"Now, baby. Come for me."

She lets go, and so do I as I pump so much of my essence into her that it feels like gallons of cum are pouring out of my body. I pound into her through my release, and she's just spent. I bite down on her shoulder as the last of my orgasm rips through me, and her sexy little cry makes my cock twitch deep inside of her. We stay like that a moment while both our heartbeats calm. 

The water glides over half my body. I pull out of her gently and release my tight grip on her, pulling her under the stream of water so it cascades over her back. 

She looks so beautiful and so tired, like she might pass out right here in my arms. I hold her upright and pour fragrant soap all over her body and mine. I clean every part of her gingerly. She's been through a lot and now I want to take care of her. 

She turns towards me and gazes into my eyes with a look of wonder.

"Was that good, baby?" I murmur.

She smiles and laughs a little. "Understatement of the year. I must've come a thousand times."

"It certainly felt like it," I say as I massage her tits in my hands. "You know you're perfect, right? Your body is just..."

I trail off. I don’t even know how to describe what a goddess she is. No one has ever sexually fulfilled me like she does. I don’t want to admit it, but she’s getting under my skin, making me think and feel things I don’t want. But it’s there. I can’t deny it. 

So I don’t, but I also don’t want to think too much about it. Instead, I pull her back under the water and rinse her off, wanting nothing more than to take her to my bed and keep her there forever.

 






Sienna

Leo rinses me off and wraps me up in towels, making sure I feel warm after that marathon session in the shower. He leaves me alone to brush out my hair. I stare at my reflection in the mirror and wonder who's looking back at me.

I've let this heartbreaker back into my life. It's not really a choice is it, when the guy buys you for a month? I'm glad I don't have to go out with any other men, at least for the time being. I really can't imagine it anymore...being with someone other than Leo, even for a date.

But this is bad, it worries me. I'm getting in too deep. I'll get hurt.

Suddenly I feel like I'm drowning in a flood of conflicting emotions and I don't know how to get out of it. I need to breathe. I need air. 

I don’t hear him in the bedroom, so I push open the bathroom door and cross to the balcony off the bedroom, going outside to soak in the vibrant Vegas air. The city hums below me, full of noise and lights and sin, but I'm in the penthouse, on top of the world. I should feel privileged, right? I do. I mean, I'm grateful for him, I guess, but I'm also disposable and that realization cuts like a knife. 

"Sienna, are you okay?" Leo must have come back into the bedroom because he's calling through the door. 

I take a deep breath and step away from the balcony railing. 

"Yeah, I'm fine. I just needed some air."

I take another deep breath to try to calm the array of emotions that are swirling within me, making me feel simultaneously excited but nervous about the future. I can only play house with him like this for so long. Then he'll ditch me and I'll have to escort around town, all the time watching him from afar with his latest conquest.

I can't do it. That can't be my life. I've gotta get off this rollercoaster, and that means shutting down all feelings and breaking my threads of connection to Leo. It's just physical, right? I can handle that. It's fine. I’m strong. 

I drop the towels to the floor as I step back inside and join him in bed. He's waiting with a glass of wine for me, scotch for him.

"It's getting late," he says. 

"Yeah." I take a sip of win then put the glass on the night table and curl up next to him. 

His body and his breathing always calm me down. I think I might've had a panic attack out there. For a moment, the earth stood still and I couldn't breathe. But something about being in his presence is soothing, like he's big enough to contain all my shit. Like nothing about me would ever scare him off. 

I relax into that intimate feeling and fall asleep. Leo's entire body is curled around mine. I dream of a time when we can be together with nothing between us. It's a deep sleep. 

And yet, something wakes me. Those same old fears are plaguing my mind. 

What if I get hit with anguish again? It took me years to recover from him. I was finally finding my footing, my new life and now this comes out of nowhere. I'm back in bed with the enemy. 

I take my wine glass from earlier and drink it all down to calm the anxiety. Then I look over at Leo's sleeping profile. He's so hot, boyish innocence softening his hard edges in sleep. 

I decide the best way to quell any nagging fears is to embrace the moment. And what better way then to take advantage of the hot, naked body lying next to me? I crawl under the covers and start sucking his cock, licking up and down his shaft with long, slow strokes of my tongue before wrapping my lips around him and creating the tight, we suction that drives him crazy. I want him to wake up with my mouth wrapped around him. His cock rises to my touch before he does. 

It doesn’t take long for him to wake with a start. He pulls my face up from his now hard cock to meet his eyes. He looks at me, his expression unreadable, and then kisses me. 

I pull back. "Leo, I'm worried."

"About what?" he says groggily.

"I don't know. About the future, I guess."

"It's okay, baby. I promise. There's nothing that could go wrong. My plan is full proof."

My heart sinks. He’s talking about our fake relationship. Of course he is. Why would I think this has turned into anything else for him? I’m setting myself up for heartbreak all over again if I forget for even a minute that this is all a game.

I try to forget about it. It’s not hard to do when he rolls me over and pins me under his hard body. He spreads my legs, and without delay or hesitation, pushes his cock all the way in. I'm already wet from sucking him off, so he slides right in. I watch as he spreads my legs wider and then I wrap them around his toned waist. 

We fuck slowly this time, and I swear there's a connection. I know he must feel it, too. It can't just be me. You can’t fake this sort of thing, can you?

He moves his body, rocking into me at a slow, steady pace. And the rhythmic waves start to pull from deep within my pussy. Heat rises and my orgasm builds fast. I come hard all around his cock, biting the pillow to muffle my cry. 

"I want to see you." He pulls my face forward so that he's gazing into my eyes, penetrating my soul, my body, everything.

There's nothing to hide and nowhere to run. He sees me. 

And I guess I'm done running from this. If he hurts me, so be it. I'll live. I've gotten through it before. What's stopping me now? All I know is that I have to submit to this thing with him. I can’t hide from it anymore. I have to let it be and stop fighting against what everything in my nature is telling me to do.

He slides in and out, taking his time, fucking me at a leisurely pace, and I try to memorize every second of it. This a different side of Leo, and I love it. I move my hips to try to take him deeper, wanting to be as close as we can possibly be. 

Eventually, after tearing through my soul with his eyes, he flips me over and thrusts into me from behind. The tip of his cock is hitting me just right, teasing my throbbing G-spot. It feels so fucking good. 

"Tell me what I need to hear," he says. 

I'm silent save for the moans that escape me. 

"Tell me."

I resist, and he torments me over and over again. Finally, he's too strong and he wins. I simply have to come. 

"I'm yours, Leo. There's no other."

As soon as I say it, he rocks harder and harder into me. He’s done being gentle. I let myself go and I come harder than before, my entire body quaking from the intensity. Blackness falls over me for a moment, and I know he's releasing into me but I'm so sated I’m hardly aware of it. 

I lean my head down onto the sheets and try to catch my breath. 

He slaps my ass and says, "Good girl."

We're both totally spent, but where's the love?

He casually leans over and takes his scotch. I watch him rest against the pillows, one arm behind his head. 

I turn over and wipe the sticky cum, both of our mingled juices, off my legs with the sheets. I crawl towards him and take the scotch from his hands. 

"I need something...stronger."

He gazes at me like I'm his little plaything and nothing more. He knows he's got me wrapped around his fucking finger and I'm not sure if I love it or I hate it. 

We finish the scotch together and then I let him wrap his body around mine once more. I'm a prisoner in the cage that is Leo, and yet it feels so safe. Are my instincts off or is something more happening here? 

I just don’t know. That was so different, so intense, and not in the way it usually is with him. It felt like that was more than just sex, yet now here he is acting like it wasn’t anything different.

Pulling the dark grey sheets around my body, and feeling the weight of Leo's measured breathing around me makes me feel somehow at home, like I've found my place. Do I dare dream that this could be my reality? 

This is me getting in deeper, choosing to fly rather than run. I hope I come out unscathed. 

Being with Leo for at least the next month is all I have to count on. Either he'll prove to be that same old heartbreaker, or something new and undiscovered will emerge where I get to see a new depth to him. 

I'm hoping that's he's changed, that he'd never hurt me again, but until I know for sure which way the pendulum will swing, all I have to rely on is his steady breathing and the solid way he's been changing my life. 

There's a season for everything and maybe now is my time for something new. I just pray this whole prostitution ring accusation falls by the wayside and that I come out with something besides a broken heart.

For now, all I know is that I'm stronger now then I was back then, and no matter what Leo Asher does to me, I'll find a way to come out on top.

 






Leo

Sienna and I have just had another wild night of passion. 

The dawn is still a couple hours away, and I get up and make myself a drink, then stand and stare out the window looking over the city. I need something to calm down the fury of emotions assaulting me. I still can't see clearly where I stand in terms of Sienna. 

Yes, I can't stand the idea of seeing her with someone else. But does that have to mean anything? I'm perfectly happy in my bachelorhood and I’m not seeking to change anything. 

Unable to go back to sleep after she woke me up with her mouth on my cock, which then turned into something completely unexpected, I decide to get in a quick workout to tame the emotions that are still wrecking my brain. 

I go to my private gym in the penthouse and I pump up the music and dive right into my regular routine lifting weights. This is how I maintain my physique, and exercising always calms me down and provides clarity. 

I deadlift and do the pull-ups and bench presses that mark my early morning routine nearly every day. All the while the night's events are playing in my mind. 

I'm going through everything that happened, reliving every moment of it, just wondering how I got into this mess. Where did I go wrong? Didn't I take care to avoid this exact scenario? Wasn't I set on keeping her at a safe distance?

I hit the treadmill and run a quick three miles. This really gets me in the zone, and as I run, I imagine all the negativity leaving my body with each stride. I have to make sense of this tonight. I can no longer hide from what's going on. 

I hit the lights and leave the gym and head straight to the shower. As I walk by the bed, I see her hair and face lit up in the moonlight. Seeing her in my bed does something to me. I never allow a woman to stay the night, and now Sienna is living here, spending every night with me. And for reasons I can’t even begin to voice, I like it. A lot. 

This woman is everything. 

She’s stunning when she sleeps and when she's awake. And more than that, she has a beautiful soul. Sienna's a good person, always has been. 

She’s fiery and independent and determined. And even when she was so much higher than me in the upper echelon of society, she never acted for a moment like it mattered. 

Sitting beside her, I take my time to watch her sleep. There's a pull of emotion between us that I can't deny. But maybe it's just the result of an unfinished past? Maybe we need closure. I don't know. 

Finally, I get up and hit the shower. I stand there for a little bit letting the hot water relax my tense muscles and then wash off and get ready for the day. It'll be all business as usual now.

She's still sleeping as it's now only six am. I walk past her wearing nothing but my pants and go to the kitchen to refuel and get some coffee. Maybe she'd like a cappuccino in bed? 

I walk to the window once again and overlook the glittering lights that are fading in the dawn's arrival. The city that never sleeps always seems most unusual in the morning. All the debauchery of the night is over and people rise hungover and wondering what transpired the night before. 

I never let myself get that out of control. I know my limits and I respect them. While others come to Vegas for a wild time, I live here and see that wildness all the time. I've made it my mission to be a force to be reckoned with in this town and yet I feel so self-conscious with Sienna. 

It's as if all my wealth, and fame, and power does nothing to elevate me in her eyes. I think she sees me for who I really am, just as she's always done. 

This makes me uneasy to know that the impenetrable fortress I've carefully constructed around myself can so easily be torn down by one piercing look from her golden eyes. 

I make an espresso from the machine built into the wall and I spike it with a little bit of whiskey, to you know, get the day started right. 

I stare out upon the view but I still don't feel better, despite my morning ritual. I feel moody and brooding and nothing can lift this fog. 

I think about when I first met Sienna. She was so young then and yet equally as free-spirited. She took my breath away during that first visit home with Jax. 

"This is my sister," he said dismissively, flippantly, in passing.

There was nothing about Sienna that I could dismiss, though. 

 

And it was all over from there. I'm not sure there's been a day since that I haven't thought about her. And here she is back in my life, back in my bed.

She and I were friends before anything. I'll never forget those carefree days of getting to know each other. I hung around her mansion a lot. 

I used the pretense of being Jax's friend but it was really all about her. 

She and I were always attracted to each other. There's always been this heat between us that is still palpable today. Neither of us can deny that spark. I took her virginity and then her brother told me what he really thought of me.

That I wasn’t good enough for his sister. That I was just trying to play games and see if I could fuck a rich girl. That I’d never amount to anything worthy of Sienna Reid. 

It was a betrayal of our friendship. We’d been like brothers.

And instead of standing up to him for Sienna, for us, I left. I never felt worthy of her. She was this beautiful social butterfly. Her wealthy family had rank and power. And here I was, this young guy from the wrong side of the tracks. I never thought I’d fit in but I also never counted on falling in love with Sienna. 

I essentially abandoned her after taking her virginity, and I wonder how she perceived that? She must have thought I was an asshole who walked out on her as soon as I got what I wanted. But that wasn't the case at all. I ran away for fear of not being good enough, fear that her very own brother put voice to. 

And I’ve spent every day since trying to build my fortune and become a man worthy of her. 

All of this dawns on me like a lightning bolt. 

I realize so clearly now how everything I've done, all of my accomplishments, were all for her. I’ve been desperate to feel worthy and to put myself in a place in society that would match hers. That would make me good enough this time.

It wasn’t a conscious effort, but the reason behind it is still the same. 

Now she's penniless and I'm the one with wealth, but it all seems for naught. I should never have run away like that. Innocent, trusting Sienna probably thought I was a snake. 

I look out over the beautiful sun that's rising higher, highlighting the desert that spreads out on every side, and I sip my espresso just wondering how I could've missed this. 

I wonder what life would look like if I’d just been man enough to stay. Would she and I have remained together? Would she have cared that I was a poor boy with nothing to offer her? Would she have stood by my side while I worked my way up in the world? Were these last ten years just waste of time, not being together?

I’ll never know because I took that choice away from her.

Were these last ten years just waste of time, not being together?

I regret what I've done, and that's a new emotion for me. Normally I plow forward and keep going no matter what. But having Sienna back in my life has made me reflect on all the wrong choices I may have made. I might have lost the girl of my dreams forever just for some misplaced sense of inadequacy. But no, it wasn’t completely unfounded. Jax solidified what I’d already been feeling, made sure I knew he felt the same way.

Just then a pair of arms slide around my bare waist from behind. It's her and I don't know what to do, where to go. I don’t feel ready to talk about this. 

"Why are you up so early?"

"Hey." I spin around and meet her lips in the early morning sun. "Coffee?" 

"Yes, please. It's still so early. Why don't we go back to bed?" She gives me a suggestive grin.

"Tell you what," I say. "Let me bring you the coffee in bed, okay? You like cappuccino, right?"

She looks beautiful in her little silk camisole and shorts. Maybe I can forget all these fucking deep thoughts and just spend the morning with her in bed. Maybe I can erase them completely and not have to wonder about any of this shit ever again.

"Yes, thank you, Leo."

She's disappears into my bedroom, and I go about making her the perfect little breakfast. I want to wait on her when she looks so fucking perfect. 

I make the coffee and take her some eggs. She's waiting for me and the curtains are closed. It's dark in the room except for the dimmed lighting. 

"Here, baby." I hand her the tray.

"Mmm, thank you so much. So it looks like you're fresh from the shower. How long have you been awake?"

"All night. I had some thinking to do."

"About me?"

I have to shut this down before it starts. 

"I was just thinking about everything. The situation."

She frowns, then forces a smile. "Well, tell me. Maybe I can help."

She's determined to get to the bottom of whatever's bothering me. Is it that obvious? Is it written across my face?

"I don't want to talk about it," I say gruffly and rise up from the bed. 

She tugs on my arm.

"Stay, please stay. Just talk to me. It will help."

I attempt to walk away. 

"Fine, just walk away again. You're really good at running. It’s kind of your thing." Her voice is hard now.

The words cut through my heart. I turn around and grab her roughly. I hold her in my hands and I stare into her eyes, aching to reveal all my regrets and everything I've come to realize. Instead, I deflect and I kiss her hard, putting all my pent up frustration into it. She returns the affection, and for a minute I think this kiss can erase all the turbulent feelings I have. It can erase the past and we can just start over. 

And then just as I have her nice and pliable beneath me, in the perfect position for me to turn things up a notch, all of my feelings come rushing up. 

It's like a tidal wave of truth, and I see in this moment that I still love Sienna. 

I always have. 

And I guess I'm no longer willing to run from that.

 






Sienna

Wrapped in the strength of Leo's arms, I don’t think I’ll ever get tired of this. He’s everything I've been craving. Everything I need. He's the man of my dreams and yet he comes from my past. 

Piecing together a new life with him and trying to understand his conflicting emotions hasn’t been easy. I don’t know what’s going on with him right now, but he’s dealing with something he’s not ready to share. I can only hope he’s starting to realize there’s something more between us than just sex.

Leo pulls back and looks at me, his gaze intense, and I wonder if he’s finally going to open up to me, an early morning knock at the door interrupts us. 

Leo seems relieved as he moves to answer it. I guess he got out of this one. But I’m pretty pissed. It's taken forever to get Leo to open up to me and just when he was about to, we’re interrupted. And who the hell is coming around at six in the morning? It better be important. 

I let him take care of it, and I make my way to the kitchen where that fancy espresso machine is all mine. There's nothing better to wake up to than your own personal Starbucks. This thing must've cost him twenty thousand dollars, which I know is just a drop in the bucket for Leo. 

He really has made a name for himself, a life. Though his abandonment still stings, I’m starting to want to trust him again, and that's scary territory. I opened my heart before to this gorgeous man and to do so again might be a fool's mistake. 

Leo comes into the kitchen with the last person on the planet I ever expected to see. 

"Jax!” I pull my robe more tightly around myself and cinch the belt. “What are you doing here?” I haven’t seen him since I told him I was going to start working at the Inner Sanctum. He hasn’t spoken to me.

He's all enraged now, his face bright red, and I brace myself for what I know is coming. 

"No, Sienna, the question is, what are you doing here?" He turns to Leo. "What is she doing here, man? You promised to stay away from her."

Jax pisses me off when he acts like this. He has no control over my life and I don't see why he doesn't get that.

"Jax! Leave him alone. This is my life."

I say the words but it's like I’m not even here. They both completely ignore me.

Leo crosses his arms across his broad chest "Jax, I told you that it needs to look like we're dating. The most believable way to achieve that is by making it seem like we're living together. It's just temporary."

He takes in the scene...the absence of Leo's shirt. I take it in, too. 

And then Jax looks over at my bed head and tiny silk robe. It doesn't take a genius to see what's gone on here…and we have history already that points to exactly what is going on here. 

"This is going too far. You're exploiting the situation. You guys are obviously having sex." Jax looks like he’s about to bust a blood vessel in his forehead.

Leo approaches him, holding his hands out in attempt to placate my brother. "Come on, Jax. You're being a little extreme, don't you think?"

My brother turns aggressive, getting right up in Leo’s face. It's this tendency that has strained our relationship. He's always been too damn protective.

He sticks a finger in Leo’s face. "I told you to stay away from her. It looks like your cock just couldn't resist, could it, Leo? What's new?" he snarls.

Leo instantly shoves him back and the two guys start throwing punches. They’re both huge and there's little I can do to stop it. 

I try to break them up. "Stop it, you guys. Come on. You're scaring me."

My cries fall on deaf ears. The two of them go at it like testosterone fueled teenagers. I can't even believe I'm in this position. They could kill each other and it feels like there's nothing I can do to stop it. I pull at Leo and beg for them to stop. Finally, I guess they wear themselves out. 

"Had enough?" Leo asks. 

"You're the one who's banging my sister."

"Don't talk about her like that, asshole. You don't own her."

"Well, neither do you."

It's time for me to step in and to at least say something. 

"So what if we are, Jax? What are you going to do about it? I've had enough of you butting into my life. Why are you even here?"

My words stop him in his tracks and I suddenly see that there's more to the story of why Jax has shown up here in the early morning hours. Something I’m completely unaware of. 

What has my brother gotten himself into now? I didn't even know that he and Leo were still in contact. I thought they had a huge falling out years ago. 

I repeat myself. "Why are you here?"

Surely he can't be here to walk in on Leo and me. There has to be more. 

He puts himself back together and then raises his arms as if to say he surrenders. 

"Fine. I'm here because I'm being blackmailed okay? I didn't know who else to turn to."

Leo and I both stare at him in shock. My brother is being blackmailed? 

That is so unlike him. Usually he's on top of his game and he pulls the whole family together under his wing with his political power. 

We're penniless, but Jax has been working to rebuild the family name and bring honor back to the Reids. He's been working tirelessly. 

But then to hear that some asshole is trying to destroy all that, to bring our family back down to the trenches…well, it's unbearable. 

My instinct is to protect my brother, to help him out, and I know that’s Leo's instinct as well. We used to be inseparable, the three of us. Can we find that again? Can we band together and help Leo in his time of need, despite all the shit we’ve been through?

Lee offers him a seat at the breakfast table outside on the terrace. 

We drink coffee and go over the details until the sun is rising high in the sky and the desert heat starts to descend upon us. His story is chilling, and all I know is that there has to be a way to fix this. 

Because basically? Well, it's all my fault.

 






Leo

Jax, Sienna, and I are sit on the balcony sipping our coffee. I've ordered up room service to try to make them both feel at home. It's more than Jax would ever do for me. 

Frankly, it's fucking weird being together again with him and Sienna. 

And it's even stranger that Jax would come to me for help about anything. He made it pretty clear that I should stay away from both of them. 

Despite his usually calm composure, Jax seems pretty worked up about the blackmail. You'd think he'd be used to such things working in politics. 

"Aren't we all cozy sitting around this table?" I joke with him. 

It's his fault that none of us are friends anymore. He broke up the trio. Jax glares at me now, and I know he's not in the mood for levity.

Well, regardless of his insistence on maintaining his asshole status, I still offer him all the advice I can, even though he doesn't deserve it.

"You need to calm down, man. We'll figure out a solution to this," I tell him, though I don't yet know the brunt of the blackmail.

"You don't understand, Leo. I'm up for reelection. I can't have this on me now. One blemish on my records—or on my family—and it's all over."

I can't get past my astonishment that Jax is even here for my help. We haven't talked in years and now in one week I’ve heard from him three times, now on my fucking doorstep seeking counsel? 

All I know is it must be pretty bad for him to come to me. 

Jax is usually so self-sufficient. How else would he have made it in the Senate this long? He's a self-starter and generally a man who relies on no one. 

I won't lie. It hasn’t been easy watching his ascension to fame. 

Even though I have my own prosperity to account for, I’ve still feel animosity toward Jax and the way he threatened to ruin me if I didn't stay away from Sienna. 

I loved my girl, and he convinced me to throw away our future.

"I've been trying to keep things straight and not to tarnish our family name any further. So, I can't believe this is happening. I just didn't know who to turn to. That's why I'm here."

He pushes an envelope toward me and I open it. 

"It's the blackmail letter," he says. 

Sienna and I both read the nearly illegible scrawled handwriting. 

"It says he was an employee of the mine that father shut down," she says as we squint to make it out. 

"Yup, that's right," Jax says. "And now he's come back for some misguided retribution."

"But father had to close it,” Sienna says, wrinkling her brow. “That's when we lost everything. He couldn't afford to run that mine anymore."

"I know, Sienna," Jax says gruffly, and I can't say I like his tone. 

The letter describes how the man is pissed that the mine closed and it ruined his career. Now he's out to exact revenge. He threatens to bring Jax down before the election by portraying Sienna as a prostitute and Jax as being in collusion with me with the prostitution ring. The one that doesn’t fucking exist.

Sienna and I look at each other, realization dawning. 

We are both thinking the same thing. This is the same guy who she went out with, that old man, the informant who’s also threatening Alchema, It has to be. It’s too much of a coincidence otherwise. Now it all makes sense.

"We're familiar with this guy," I tell Jax, my mouth setting in a hard line. "He's the one who's painting your sister as a prostitute. He threatened me, saying he’d expose me for being a part of this prostitution ring, and that's why we're putting on this charade of being together, to try to deflect the rumors.” 

I cut my eyes toward Sienna and wonder what she thinks every time I refer to our arrangement as a charade. 

It feels like it's deeper than that. 

Like maybe we’re both finally ready to be together, but I can't be sure of her feelings so I say nothing. 

My mind wanders through the last couple nights when we've been together. It's been a torrent of emotion. Wild nights like nothing I’ve ever experienced. Ever. 

Sienna meets my gaze, then drops her eyes and twists her fingers together. She must have this on her mind too. There's no way she can deny that what we have goes beyond a mere charade.

"Wait a minute," Jax says. "This guy is the reason for your front?" His eyes narrow in on us. "Doesn't seem like much of a front to me."

"Jax," I say. "You’re here asking for our help. If you can't be respectful towards your sister, then just go."

His eyebrows fly up. "She’s the reason all of this is happening in the first place," he says, turning toward her. "I warned you not to get involved with that escort service. Didn't I tell you?"

Her eyes fill with tears. I know she already feels shitty enough that she and I have been having to prove to the public that she's no prostitute. The last thing she needs is a guilt trip from her brother.

I set my coffee mug on the table, gritting my teeth in an attempt to rein in my anger. "Don't blame her, Jax. I’m certain the guy would've found a way to get to you no matter what."

"Yeah, well, she made our family an easy target."

"That's enough!" I slam my fist on the table. I'm getting pissed now. 

No one will disrespect her in my presence. I reach for her and pull her into my lap, holding her close as I brush away her tears. 

"Don't listen to him, Sienna. Your brother’s just looking for a scapegoat. This isn’t your fault."

She peers up at me through tear-stained eyes. "Thank you."

"It's okay, baby." I pull her against my chest. Turning to Jax, I say, "You and I are enemies. Don't think I don't know that. But we’re in on this thing together. If this guy takes you down, I’ll likely go with you. That's why I'm willing to help. Let's put our differences aside and stop this motherfucker. Then we can go back to being enemies."

Jax stares angrily at the way my hands are on Sienna. 

He gets up and says, "No way. Forget it. You know, I thought I could do this, but I can't. To see you two flaunting this in front of me is just too much."

"Hey," I say. "You came to me for help, not the other way around."

"You know what, Leo? All you've ever done is to cause me trouble. I don't know what I was expecting from you, but this certainly isn’t it. I should have known better. From the moment you walked into my life, things have been a struggle. A competition. But you know what? The last ten years without you have been pure bliss."

"Good," I say, gently moving Sienna from my lap. I stand up and come toe to toe with Jax. "Why don't we go back to that?"

"Fine by me." He stalks back toward the French doors leading back into the penthouse, apparently finished with me. And that’s fine. I'm fucking glad to see him go. 

"Besides,” he continues, “you're the reason all of this is going down. If it weren't for you and the way you've been seen all around town with my sister none of this would be happening. It's your fault, and you make me absolutely sick. You need to stay away from our family for good."

The guy just won’t take the blame for anything. Or realize that there isn’t actually anyone to blame. This is just a fucked up situation. Fallout from the shit his family endured. But he obviously needs someone to deflect the blame to. First it was Sienna’s fault, now it’s mine. Whatever. I’m just about done with this fucker.

He delivers one final glare towards Sienna. "I'm warning you, Sienna. You better break this thing off for good."

He leaves and we don't bother to walk him out. I should've known Jax was still Jax. Nothing about him has changed. He's dragging Sienna down with him. No matter what’s happened over the last ten years, he’s still sure I’m not enough for his precious sister. Yet he has no problem belittling and blaming her. I shake my head. I don’t fucking get the guy.

But that’s not what’s most important here. Sienna’s hurt by her brother’s harsh words, and I can’t fucking stand her thinking any of this is her fault. Jax is the one who ruined my life by pulling me away from her. If he’d kept out of it, who knows where Sienna and I would be now? I can guarantee she would have ever needed to take a job as a fucking escort. So yeah, some of the blame does fall on Jax.

At this moment, I'm wishing nothing more than that I'd defied him and stayed with her. But the question still remains, would she have loved me back when I was penniless? That’s an answer I may never get.

We hear him slam the door. 

"Let's go inside," I say. "He's gone."

I help her up and out of the sun that’s warmed things up considerably. She sinks into a leather sofa and curls her legs up to her chest. 

"I'm sorry, Leo," she says. "None of this is your fault like he said. It's all my fault. Both Jax and you warned me about staying out of the escort business, but I was too stubborn to see why. I needed money, and I guess that blinded me. This is all my doing."

She's crying again and I can't bear to see it. 

"It's not your doing, baby,” I say, going to her. “I promise we'll make this right, even without Jax's help."

This seems to give her hope. "We will? You mean you'll still help fix things? Even after all he said?"

"Of course," I say as I pull her up off the couch and into my arms. "I'll help because you're involved. I would do anything to protect you."

I know I’ve once again said too much, but I don't care right now. All I can think about is dragging Sienna back to my bedroom to make her forget all about this sinister drama. She deserves a happy life, and I want to be the one to give it her.

I just have no fucking clue how to make that happen.

 






Sienna

Leo has a way of making me feel calm even when everything seems to go wrong. Jax's early morning visit has me on edge and it makes me question everything that's going on with Leo. He's put himself in harm's way to try to protect both Jax and I from this prostitution scandal, so I don't know why my brother's so pissed and not a bit grateful. 

Hopefully I can be the one to show Leo my eternal gratitude. Screw my brother. He's always trying to get involved in my business, especially my love life. He thinks it's his job to threaten every boyfriend I have. 

But Leo's not even a boyfriend. He's just an old flame from the past that I'm becoming dangerously obsessed with. I’m not supposed to fall in love with Leo Asher. He's the guy you have fun with, not marry. At least that's the vibe he puts off to the world. 

I sigh and pull back from Leo’s embrace. It's too early for me to care about anything but coffee. 

"Hey, Leo, I'm going to grab some more espresso and then use your bathtub if that's okay."

"What's mine is yours,” he says, though there's a glimmer of something that I can't place in his eyes...I've lit him up but I'm not sure how. 

The machine hums out more coffee and I take it with me to his master bath. Being in here is like having a spa within the house. I need to take advantage of its every perk for the next month. 

I turn the water on in the huge tub, light some candles, and proceed to undress. My ass and my body still look in perfect shape even though I haven't made it to yoga since this whole debacle began. It must be those evening workouts that Leo's been giving me.

It's hard to keep up with him. He's got the stamina of a machine and the body of a professional athlete. 

I smooth my hands over my full, perky breasts. I know he likes them. I catch him staring all the time. His stares hold the promise of the dark desires we both crave. Every time he looks at me, my body tenses up with pure craving. Does he feel that too? 

I step into the bathtub that's overflowing with bubbles and let the warm, silky water cascade over my skin. It flows over every aching crevice and muscle. Like I said, Leo provides a workout every single day. My body feels like I've been in boot camp.

I close my eyes and sink back into the tub, trying to forget all about Jax. I'm not going to let my brother ruin this morning. We had an amazing night, and I just want to pretend the last hour never happened.

The next thing I know, soft jazz music is playing over the embedded speakers. I open my eyes and there's Leo. 

"Mind if I join you?"

Even though his tub is massive, having his large 6'5 frame in here is going to cause all kinds of trouble, trouble that I think I'd like to have.

"Of course, come in."

He steps out of his clothes and then there it is. His giant cock standing at attention. I don’t even realize I’m licking my lips until Leo groans.

“Fuck, Sienna. Look what you do to me.” 

There's that glimmer in his eye again. He must've planned this the moment I said, "bathtub."

He puts one leg in and then the other. Water spills over the side of bathtub as he lowers himself in. There's just no room for a man of his stature. 

"Leo," I say, my eyes glinting. "You're just too...big."

He gets the innuendo and to my surprise takes my hand under the water and puts it on his huge cock. 

Fuck me. 

It's so hard. I twist my palm up and down his huge shaft. He moans and lies back, resting his head against the white porcelain. 

I work my magic over and over before finally sliding myself towards him. I hoist myself up to straddle his thighs and gently ease his cock inch by sweet inch into my needy pussy. 

I push my hand against his chest to stabilize myself as take his cock inside of me. Being on top makes his cock press into me just right, making my body shiver in anticipation of what’s to come—me—and then I’ve taken his whole length. He’s bottomed out inside me. 

"Does that feel good?" he asks, looking at me through lowered lids. 

"Yes," gasp, as he thrusts up into me. I put my arms around his neck and grind against him, moving my hips up and down, finding a slow rhythm. 

I like to be on top. I can control my own orgasm. And I get to feel like I control him, even though nothing could be farther from the truth. He allows me this playtime and even heightens my pleasure by clamping down on my nipple with his teeth.

"Ow, Leo, fuck."

My tits are in his face and he's loving every minute of it. He twists and pinches one with his fingers as he sucks and nibbles on the other. It turns me on so much. I rock against him harder and faster. My clit is swollen and pulsing, and this angle I've found is perfect.

"Oh God, Leo, yeah." I grind my hips down to relieve some of the pressure in my clit,  and mini explosions start sounding off in my body.

The combination of his lips around my nipple and me controlling this big strong guy is just too fucking good. 

I groan and whimper, chasing my release. He sucks on my tits and then his mouth finds its way to mine. We’re kissing this time while we’re fucking, and he's letting me just ride him for as long as I want. It’s too much. The sensations are building and that familiar warmth rises in my body. 

"Mmm baby, yes. God, yes!"

I tremble and quiver around his cock. My muscles tighten around him. I come all over his cock, squeezing it and massaging it. 

He smiles as I pant and try to catch my breath. 

"That was so..."

"Fucking mind-blowing?"

I laugh. "Exactly." 

I climb off him and go back to my corner where I rest my head. That was exactly what I needed. The perfect way to start the day.

He takes my hand and pulls me back towards him. 

"I'm not done with you yet," he says.

He never seems to be done with me. He can’t get enough of me. Just like I can’t get enough of him.

I watch as he pulls himself out of the tub and beckons me to follow. I'm dripping wet—everywhere—and he throws me a robe that I snuggle into. It's so warm and I'm still just completely floating, on cloud nine. 

He stands by the sink, watching me, and I recognize the dark look in his eyes. It's time for him to be in control again. I've had my fun and it's made him thirsty for me. 

Without him even having to ask, I sink down to my knees in front of him. Wet bubbles tickle my legs. 

I tug at the robe so it falls down around me so he has a nice view of my tits from above. I know he likes to see me like this, down on my knees in submission, practically begging for him to let me suck his cock.

"Tell me how you want it," he says. 

His huge cock is right in front of my face and I can't resist the urge to lick the length of the full ten inches. I start to take the tip into my hot little mouth. 

He pulls my face back though.

Again he says, "Tell me first what I want to hear."

I'll say it. I don't care. All I know is I need this cock penetrating me in some way, somehow, in some hole, I don’t care which. 

"Yes, Leo. I want your big cock deep in my throat. Fuck me. Please."

"That's better."

He pushes my head towards him and I lick and suck and tease his cock until it’s all wet and dripping. I go at my own pace and I can tell he likes it. But eventually he takes my hair and moves my head to the rhythm that he wants. 

I'm trying to keep up and yet moaning around his cock because it's just too good. I try to yell and scream as my own desire heightens, but all my sounds are muffled by his thick cock. 

I tighten my lips around him and moan again, and this seems to send him right over the edge. He casts me one ravenous look as though the sight of him fucking my face is the best thing ever and then he holds my head still as he pumps and releases his load down my throat. 

I’m lapping it up but I’m also ready for more. I need to feel him deep inside me. And knowing Leo, there’s plenty more in store for me this morning.

 






Leo

I hold Sienna tightly by the hair and pump my load into her mouth. A part of me wants to pull out and see it spray all over her face and tits but the warm, tight feeling of her throat and the way she’s gagging on it makes me not want to ever leave her perfect mouth. 

I watch her lap up all the sticky cum. My girl loves my cum. She doesn’t want to waste a single drop and the thought is enough to make me fucking blow an even stronger load out than I already do. I wanna feed her all my cum and then give her more. I want to give her everything. 

I barely catch my breath when she stands up crooks her finger, imploring me to follow her to the bedroom. I’d follow her perfect, tight little body anywhere. A part of me finds a twisted satisfaction in knowing she can’t get enough of my cock. She’s never had anyone like me, guaranteed. 

The sight of Sienna sprawled out across my bed is seductive torment. I immediately go from half-mast to rock hard again but this time I have a plan. She wants it so bad? Trust me she’ll have it. 

I open the drawer to the nightstand and pull out a pair of handcuffs. Her eyes widen, and she looks a little timid. 

“Ever done this before?” I ask in all seriousness.

She shakes her head no. 

“Good. I want to be your first.”

I fucking love that I’ve been her first in a lot of things we’re doing together.

But I wonder if she trusts me enough to do it? I hurt her before and I hope that won’t impede her willingness to open her mind to the thought of me conquering her in this way. 

I clank the steel cuffs together and the noise makes her bite her lip.

Yeah, she’s willing. She wants it. 

Fuck yes.

“Trust me Sienna, okay? Just know that I’ll never push you too hard. I know your limits, okay?”

“Alright.”

I climb on top of her and pull her arms up over her head. I’ve got one of those Herculean beds with posts that are the size of tree trunks.  I cuff her wrists to either side of it then step back and look at my handiwork.

She looks fucking gorgeous sprawled out on my bed liked, her body pliant and exposed and mine for the taking. 

She looks at me tentatively so I start slow. Very slow. 

It makes me crazy thinking about playing out my dark desires with Sienna. And the fact that she’s loved every bit of my dominance so far, even if she won’t admit it.

“I want to hear you say you only want me, you’ve only ever wanted me.”

The defiance in her eyes screams my answer. 

This both turns me on and infuriates me. I’ve thought only about her for ten years and I expect the same from her.

“You shouldn’t be so cocky when you’re chained to my bed post.”

She glares at me. “Why? What are you going to do about it?”

I smirk and say, “I’m going to leave for a little bit and you won’t know when I’ll be back.”

“Wait, Leo, what? You can’t leave me here like this.”

“Oh, but I can.”

It makes me rock hard to think of her being tied to my bedpost alone with only thoughts of me to occupy her mind. That’ll show her some temperance. 

“Leo! Fuck, no.”

She’s struggling as I leave the room. Let her pine for me a bit. I go to the kitchen and take my sweet time having breakfast. I order up some room service and read the paper. Only after it’s been awhile do I go back in.

The minute I walk in, she turns, trying to cover herself by crossing her legs. 

“There’s nowhere to hide, Sienna. It’s all me all the time. You better get used to this.”

She jerks her head to the side and refuses to look at me.

“Say it, baby. You know you want to.”

I remove the jeans I was wearing and sidle up between her legs. Stroking her inner thigh softly makes her tremble with need. 

“Have you been thinking of me?”

I torment her by dragging my fingers over her stomach and waist, everywhere except the place where she most wants to feel me. 

“Just say what I want to hear and this can all end in pleasure.”

She’s silent, defiant, so I get up to leave again.

“Fine,” I say.  “If you want to play the hard way, we can.”

“No! Leo, please don’t go.”

“Then tell me what I want to hear and say it like you mean it.”

It’s almost at a whisper when she says, “I’ve only ever wanted you.”

I may have had to force it out of her, but it fucking sounds like the truth. 

And when she lifts her golden eyes to meet mine, it’s like fireworks explode. We both feel it. I know this connection is as real for her as it is for me. Though neither of us has voiced our feelings, the sexual chemistry is palpable. 

“Good girl,” I say with confidence as I make my way between her legs again.

I bend my head down and graze my tongue along the lips of her pussy. She’s so wet. Obviously our little time apart was good for her. She smells like a fragrant mix of body wash and her own delicious juices. 

I lick at her clit and have to hold down her legs because she’s trying to buck her hips and take control and get what she needs from me. She wants it so bad. I can tell from her swollen, trembling clit that’s budding more with every flick of my tongue. 

Soon she starts to relax into it and she lets herself be pleasured by me. It’s not worth fighting. 

All I want to do is make her come until her head explodes. 

I don’t know why she’s having such a hard time accepting that. All she has to do is submit to my control and the world will be hers. I’ll pleasure her as much and as long as she wants.

Why fight anything we feel between us? We’re both so fucking stubborn…but it is part of what makes us both so fucking perfect for each other.

I swirl my tongue around her clit for long, tantalizing moments. She’s arching her back into it but the handcuffs and my grip on her thighs stop her from getting far.

“Leo, I’m going to come,” she pants.

I’ve got her right where I want her. As she reaches her climax, I stroke my fingers around her opening, and this sends her soaring even higher, riding the wave of endless orgasms that just keep on coming. 

She’s screaming my name. 

“Leo!” It falls from her lips repeatedly.

That’s all I wanted to hear. She could’ve just done that from the beginning and made this process a lot easier. 

She comes so hard, one right after the other. I take my place between her thighs and spread her wide. I know she does yoga and let me tell you that’s paying off right about now. 

I plunge my cock deep inside her. She’s so wet and sticky from her cum that I slide right in. I push her legs back so that she’s wide open to me and the view is fucking gorgeous. My baby cuffed to the bed, tits out, craving my touch, and her wet pink slit is at my disposal. 

I ram my cock in and out, not rushing, drawing out both of our pleasure. It feels so good to just have her like this at my utter beck and call.  

“Say my name again, baby, tell me how much you enjoy this.”

I’ve got her going, so wet and horny and needy that she just says whatever’s on the tip of her tongue, what she’s been dying to say.

“Oh Leo, fuck, it feels so good. It’s only you. It’s only ever been you.”

They’re the only words that I want to hear. I push into her even deeper and I think my own eyes are rolling back into my head from the sensation of her pussy clamping down around me. 

So. Fucking. Wet.

At the last minute I decide I want to paint her with my cum. Just as my orgasm is about to rip through me, I pull out of her clenching pussy let it go. I spray ropes of hot, sticky cum all over her stomach and tits. Jet after jet shoots all over the place, so much cum everywhere. 

It’s so fucking hot to watch. And it takes her by total surprise. 

Her eyes go wide and her mouth drops open, and fuck, that makes the next sticky stream shoot right in her mouth and all over her cheek.

She moans like it’s all she’s ever wanted, running her tongue over her lips to get as much in her mouth as she can.

Jesus Christ, this woman fucking loves my cum.

I let my hands fall to the bed on either side of her heaving chest and stay there for a minute to catch my breath. 

I take a hand and scoop up some of the cum from her tits, then watch as she licks it all off. She looks at me the whole time, her eyes full of raw lust.

Then it’s over. I step back, putting my mask back in place. 

She eyes me with a look of apprehension. Like she doesn’t know what happens next. I know she’s torn, wanting more, because so am I. I could do this with her every day and every night.

I’m still not convinced she’s entirely mine, though, and that leaves me broody as fuck as I uncuff her.

“You good?” I ask as she rubs her wrists.

“Yeah. That was intense,” she says.

“In a good way, right?”

“Yes,” she says, suddenly seeming shy about what we just did. But then she flashes that beautiful smile, and I know I’m that much closer to winning her over for good.

 






Sienna

I just told Leo that being handcuffed to his bed in the middle of the fucking day was intense...but that is an understatement. It was wild and stormy and explosive. What is it about this guy that has me ready to be chained to his bedpost?  

And yet somehow in losing all freedom, I felt most free of all. Suddenly I wasn't in control anymore. I didn't have to worry about bills, or my job, or my reputation. I was just...free, soaring on cloud nine and ready to never look back. 

And in that release, those moments where I didn’t have to manage every facet of my life, I actually found myself more able to just be me. 

My submission to him feels more and more natural every day. He can dominate me because I know that what fuels that authority is a complete devotion and adoration of me...at least for the next month. 

And though I'll never tell him, that underlying protective tendency he has is a real turn on.

"I've never been tied up before," I admit as we're lounging around naked in the mid-morning sun.

His gray sheets are covered in so much sticky cum, delicious evidence of time very well spent. I love the filthy sight of it.

"I like that."

I grab his chin and pull it towards me so that we're eye to eye. 

"I mean it. It's not like other guys haven't tried, but I never trusted anyone enough to do that."

His eyes flash. "God, Sienna. Fuck. That's not what I want to hear...you and other guys. I can't even imagine it. Don't tell me about other guys, or I might have to get the cuffs back out."

It was a slip of the tongue. I never meant to set off his jealousy. If only he knew...that no one else can ever compare to him. The uncontrollable way he makes me feel tops everything, everyone.

That’s what I was trying to tell him. That he’s the only one I’ve ever wanted to do all these things with. Do everything with.

Everything with Leo is based on his need to contain me and make me his. What he doesn't know is that I'm pretty willing to let my reckless nature go. 

I don’t miss being so unrestrained because ultimately it’s led me to some pretty bad decisions...like being an escort under a guy that basically wants to pimp me out as a prostitute. 

While my intentions have always been pure, I haven't always put myself in the best situations, and that's why having Leo in charge is not such a bad thing. 

I can't believe I'm even admitting this to myself. I'm determined, though, to remain unbroken, even under his restraint. 

It's probably what he likes most about me. I'm wild and complete in my unrestricted nature and that'll never change. He can control me, but only if I allow it.

"I think we should have a nice lunch on the balcony," I say. "Come on, the day is bright, the sun is shining."

The nice thing about being in the penthouse of a casino is that Leo has full access to all kinds of world cuisine, especially when he’s the fucking boss. 

I smirk. I'll never tire of ordering up food and not having to cook. 

"Lunch? Sounds nice. But at some point, I'll have to get some work done today."

"Should I call the concierge?" I ask.

He kisses me.

"No baby, you stay here and get ready. Let me handle everything."

Fine by me. I sink back into the pillows and try to absorb the luxurious feeling of having been thoroughly fucked by the man of my dreams. 

Leo is no joke. He is very serious, and apparently very serious about me. 

I don't dare hope he'd ever give up his playboy ways, but for the moment it's me in his bed and no one else. 

Eventually, I feel like I’ve been lazy enough and that I need to haul myself out of bed. I go into the suite and wash off. Leo's got music blasting and it wakes me up to the fact that the day has officially begun. 

I apply my makeup perfectly. There's no better light than up here at the top of the world. I pick out a simple black bodysuit with lace detailing, black slacks, and Jimmy Choos. 

When I finally arrive on the terrace, Leo's jaw practically drops to the floor. He likes what he's seeing. I sit down to a white linen tablecloth and crystal glasses.

"Mimosa?" he offers.

"Could I ever say no to that?"

He makes my drink and I ask what we're having.

He goes inside to get the service tray from the kitchen. Then he reveals the perfectly plated brunch. 

He says, "Coffee-flavored Belgian waffles with homemade whipped cream."

"Leo," I say, “that sounds amazing.” Wow. I have to say, Leo Asher knows how to take care of a woman.

I dig in, ravenous from this morning. 

"It's so peaceful up here," I remark. "You're in the middle of the action and yet so removed. I could stay out here all day."

"Well," he says. "You can. Why don't you lay out here, get a tan, order a massage, and then get ready to see me later tonight?"

"That sounds perfect.”

"You’re what’s perfect. But unfortunately, I have to escape to the office for a few hours, as much as I'd like to seduce you out here on the terrace."

Hmm, that gives me an idea. Surely he has time for just one more round. 

I finish my mimosa and it gives me the liquid courage to make my move. Leo looks so good in his suit. But I'm dying to get him back out of it, to unleash his cock and give him one more reason to think about me today. 

"I'll lay out and work on my tan," I say as I casually remove my black pants so I'm wearing nothing but my lacy bodysuit. 

I immediately know my tactic works because his eyes are feasting on me. I make my way over to one of the lounge chairs and pretend to be up to nothing but getting some sun.

He comes over just like I knew he would. He's like a puppy, standing right next to my chair. He’s not the only one with some control, even though he’d never admit it.

"Hey." I peer up through the brightness. "You're blocking my sun."

"Come here," he says.

I sit up, and he pulls his cock free from the expensive pants. It's standing at attention, proud and hard in all its glory, up here on the penthouse terrace for no one to see but me. I eye it greedily, and soon he's pushing it towards me. 

I wrap my hand around the length of his shaft. I can barely fit my hand around his cock because it's so fucking huge. 

I’m instantly wet, and I know I won’t be wearing this bodysuit any more today after we’re done here. I suck the tip of his cock that’s beading with pre-cum and it makes him groan. He pulls my tit out of the lacy top and fingers my nipple.

I moan around his shaft and lick and suck and taste. 

He forces his cock deeper into my mouth and take it all, just the way he likes it. He must be feeling so fucking powerful in his luxe suit with me, his bought and paid for escort, sucking on him like there's nothing I’d rather do. 

I take it deep and I focus on making sure his cock is dripping wet from my mouth. It grows impossibly harder.

He picks me up and bends me over the lounge chair. Before I know it, he's unclasping the hook of my bodysuit that's right between my legs. 

His fingers graze my pussy as he does so and I have to suppress a moan. I don't want him to know how very bad I want this.  

First, he licks a couple fingers and traces the line of my pussy with them. The motion makes me fucking soaking wet. I could come right now but I wait. 

But he doesn’t make me wait long. He must want it as badly as I do. Soon his huge cock is pushing deep into me from behind. 

"God, Leo. Fuck."

He doesn't say anything but just keeps on fucking my hole. It's so hot being out here on the terrace, partially but not all the way hidden from potential onlookers. 

Something about that ups the ante and increases the rush between my thighs. I’m gushing everywhere and the sound of the wet slaps as he fucks me hard make me wild.

I grind back on his hips so that my G-spot is more easily stimulated. He's thrusting hard and I know I have only minutes to keep up. I finger my clit and he moans into me.

“That’s right, baby. Touch your pussy.” 

He's holding my tits, gripping them tight, using them to pull me closer to him, deeper with every thrust. 

I feel my pulse quicken and he knows I'm gonna come. We know how to read each other’s lust like a first language now. 

I finger myself round and round my clit until a fuse lights, burning me up from within. And then as he fucks me so much harder, I feel the little waves turn into something tidal. 

I’m about to come, and it's going to be one of those moments where I know I'll lose all control. I think I could even pass out right in the middle of sex. 

I try to surf along the edges of the momentum, drawing out my pleasure, but the force of his cock is just too great. My walls clamp down on his cock for support and I shatter into a million pieces. Fireworks explode in a rainbow of colors behind my eyelids. 

I know he's coming too because I hear him gasp and groan and he pulls my hips back to meet his own. He pumps his hot cum into me and both our bodies still. 

I know it's ended, he's fucked me and it's over, but my body instantly misses him when he pulls out.

Leo's zipping up his pants and fixing his suit. 

Another part of me, though, is relieved that he's going to work and that I'll have a break from fucking to compose myself and get a fucking grip. I’m running the real risk of getting in too deep with him.

Suddenly the idea of lounging the sun and getting a massage seems like truly the perfect tonic to rejuvenate myself. To just relax for a while.

Leo Asher is a man with more stamina than I’ve ever seen. But by the thunderous quality of that last orgasm, I'm starting to doubt whether I can keep up. I guess a girl could have bigger problems. I make another mimosa and watch him walk away.

 






Leo

The stylist arrives right on time. She brings in a rack of clothes for Sienna to choose from. The makeup and hair people come soon after. Sienna and I have come up with a plan to remedy the situation and she'll need to look perfect. 

Maybe it's an excuse to spoil her a little. She's been through so much and she's been quite a trooper having her life turned upside down and dealing with her brother. I want to take the heaviness away from her and put it on my own shoulders for just a while. I can bear the brunt of gossip and bad news, she, however, doesn’t deserve it. 

She comes out of the shower, hair wet and wearing my robe. 

"What is this? Leo?" Her eyes light up, and I fucking love it. I want to be the one to put that look on her face every single day.

"I've ordered it all for you. I want you to just relax and let yourself be pampered."

She kisses me on the cheek. "Thank you."

She's always grateful for even the smallest things and that makes me want to spoil her even more. 

"You deserve some respite." I pour her a glass of wine to get the evening started. "Here, we might as well make this fun." 

"Yes! Have a glass with me?"

"I'll have whiskey."

I pour myself some in a crystal tumbler. Then I leave her to enjoy all the fun that comes with having a glam squad.

"I'll let you enjoy it without any distractions."

"Okay." She’s already rifling through the rack of clothes with happiness. 

Well, at least something's been able to put a smile on her face.

I finish my drink and go to take a shower and by the time I come out, Sienna's squad is putting the final touches on her makeup. 

"You look...amazing."

"Just wait until you see her dress," the stylist says as she holds up a tiny black silky thing.

"Plus, there are sky-high heels," Sienna says with delight.

My eyes grow ravenous as I take her in. It's hard not to want to fuck her day and night. I feel like taking her perfectly polished appearance and fucking her until she’s in complete disarray. I feel like sending these people away and tossing her over my shoulder so that I can have my way with her in the bedroom.

She looks at me and sees what I'm thinking. Is my desire that obvious?

"No, Leo,” she says with a smile, though I see the heat in her eyes and her unwillingness to leave yet too. “We don't have time."

She read my mind.

"But later we will.” She says it like a promise. “And I guess that means we have all night to think about it."

The sexual tension is thick, and I'm happy to say we've made the glam squad suitably uncomfortable. They finish up quickly and pack away their things. There are kisses on the cheek and thank yous before they depart. Sienna has likely made fast friends of the squad and I imagine they'll be around more often. At least as long as she’s here with me. 

I pull her close and kiss her. She leans back, her eyes wide.

"No, babe! My lipstick."

She doesn't leave me hanging, though, because she unties her robe and lets it fall to the floor. All she's wearing is a black lace bra and thong. She does a little spin, causing my cock to twitch, straining against my pants to get to her.

"Now help me get into the dress."

"No problem." My voice comes out thick, and I have to swallow hard and clear my throat. Fuck, this woman drives me crazy. Typically by this point, I’d be tired of a woman. Bored. But with Sienna I seem to want her more every day. It’s becoming an insatiable desire.

I hold the skimpy little dress up and try to determine front from back. She's laughing at me now as I fumble with the fabric. 

"Give it to me,” she says, snatching it away.

She slides it over her head, and her lingerie sadly disappears, but the tight fabric of the dress hugs every curve just right so that my imagination doesn’t have to venture far. 

"You ready for this?" I ask as I take her arm and lead her downstairs. 

"Yes. But it's going to be pretty hard to hate you."

Breaking up is part of our plan. 

"Well, you didn't seem to have any problem with it before," I jest.

"That's when things were different." Her voice is soft this time. There’s no anger there.

But I don't probe her more. I’m still uncertain about how to deal with what’s going on between us.

We go downstairs and into the Inner Sanctum. Our plan is to continue making it look like she's an escort so that we can possibly get a handle on who the informant is working for. The easiest way to kill the target is to go right for the hornet's nest.

Again, we walk through the casino, and there's a hushed silence despite all the chaos of slot machines going and tourists everywhere laughing and drinking. Our names have been splashed all over the media, and all eyes are on us, which is just the way we need it to be. 

I lead her to the high roller tables and we begin gambling. We're pretending not to notice that people are watching our every move. Little do they know that a soap opera's about to be played out for their entertainment needs. 

We act like the happy couple at first. I'm kissing her and smiling. We're ordering drinks and laughing as we play blackjack, poker, and roulette.

I whisper in her ear as we plan our dramatic scene.

"Do you think it's time?" I inhale her perfume as I say the words. 

My cock is throbbing, and I want to take her into a side room and fuck her brains out before the drama begins. I can't take my hands off of her. And she's happy to be wanted. She's flirting with me and I hate that we'll have to separate for even a moment before I ravage her tonight. 

"I guess it can be time. But I'm having so much fun." 

"I know. But the sooner this is over, the closer we'll be to freedom."

"Okay." She nods, and her eyes are wide, and I know she regrets as much as I do what has to be done. 

"Alright, I'll start. Just remember that whatever I say, I don't mean." I feel like I need to give her fair warning after the harsh things I said to her when we first saw each other again.

I start to argue with her, loudly enough so that people in the immediate vicinity can hear.

"You little slut, are you telling me you want to break our agreement?"

She stands up and pours a glass of water all over my suit. 

"That's exactly what I'm saying. You're an asshole and I wouldn't dream of spending a single moment more with you."

She turns to stalk out but I grab her arm. People are definitely looking but we stay true to our roles. It's the only way to put an end to this blackmail.

"You're not going anywhere," I say as a small crowd forms. "I paid a hundred thousand dollars for a month with you, and I expect you to make good on that arrangement. Otherwise, I'll call your boss and have you fired."

She turns around with viciousness in her eyes. "You wouldn't dare."

"I would," I say, confident like I always am, but with obvious anger in my voice.

"Fine. Call him. I don't give a damn. I just want to be away from you forever."

She storms out, and I know she's on her way back up to my penthouse through the private entrance like we agreed upon beforehand. 

The crowd eventually scatters, and I make sure to stay awhile longer to flesh out the scene. 

I act broody over my scotch, and in truth I am broody. 

I still haven't told Sienna about my true feelings, that I've loved her from the moment I first laid eyes on her. 

She still doesn't know that it was her brother Jax who kept us apart. She has no idea about his threatening nature and about how overprotective he is. I don't have to act the part of a crestfallen man because that's the way I truly feel. I don’t know how to get past all of that and to the point where we can be together.

I stay at the luxe lounge for two more drinks and then make my very public walk to the penthouse elevator. Everyone who didn't witness our breakup knows about it now. The news has traveled like wildfire. My phone is pinging as concerned friends hear of the news. I wouldn’t be surprised if it’s trending on social media. We probably have our own fucking hashtag. 

I go into the elevator and loosen my tie. I'm ready to be with Sienna without pretenses and without the charade. I want things to work out between us. I know this now. I'm ready to just be and to stop pretending. 

A little while more, I tell myself. At least it's guaranteed that she'll be with me for a few more days yet, until we have this under control. 

I go inside the penthouse and can't wait to find her. She's waiting for me by the window and we both burst out laughing at our pretend fight. 

"You did really good down there," she says. "I'd hate to break up with you for real."

"Yes," I agree. "My suit is still wet. You didn't tell me you were going to do that."

She grins "Oh well, when the bartender delivered that water, I thought it'd be a nice touch."

Her eyes are mischievous. "Hey, at least it wasn't wine."

"Is that so?"

Her playful mood deserves my full attention. I make sure the doors are locked and then I show her just how she’s going to pay for that splash of water.

 






Sienna

I can't believe I'm back on Roger's arm. After spending so much time with Leo lately, I'd nearly forgotten about what my real life was like when I was an actual, not just to him. Now every man pales in comparison to Leo. 

As much as I've tried to resist getting emotional about anything that's transpired between us, I find myself constantly thinking of him. It feels like a betrayal somehow to even be on another man's arm, even though I know it's all part of a broader scheme. And even though Leo and I haven’t actually talked about what’s going on between us.

Roger thinks I'm here to work. As far as he's concerned, I've been paid by Leo and now he can keep the money and still sell me to other men. It's a money game, and I know Roger wouldn't bother to help us if he knew that ultimately we’re trying to bring down the informants that are trying to get to us. My boss certainly doesn't have a very good scouting system if he's been letting me be sold to men who are working undercover. 

He's pretty well respected in this town though, and Roger's known for only having the best girls. Which is why I went to work for him in the first place. I would never work for some low-end escort service, but after this entire fiasco, I’m rethinking my job of choice. 

A man approaches us almost immediately after entering the Inner Sanctum. Things move fast in this business, especially under Roger. He murmurs about the exchange and then it's done and I'm shifted subtly to the arms of the new businessman that has paid for my services.

"Well, hello there," I flirt as I take his proffered arm. 

He's an average looking guy. His suit is of moderate quality. He looks like every other middle-income businessman in town. 

I'm looking around for Leo. He's supposed to be watching me but at a safe distance. I don't feel right about any of this but I know I have to do what's required. It’s all part of the plan. All I can do is hope that Leo has eyes on me from somewhere. 

"What's your name?" I ask him. 

"I'm William, at your service."

"Okay, William, well I'm Sienna. And shouldn’t I be the one at your service?" I tease, though the words nearly stick in my throat.

Leo told me I’m not supposed to use my real name in this business, even though Roger did at first, but it's the only way to catch an informant. They're looking for me, and the more obvious I can make it the better. Luckily he reveals himself a little too soon.

He says, "I know."

That little tidbit of information gives me everything I need to know. He's got to be an informant. Especially with how quickly he approached me. Our plan should work perfectly.

He tries to cover his tracks. "I mean, Roger there told me your name."

I know it's not true because I was standing right there. This guy is working undercover and he's not very good at it. At all.

"Do you wanna go to the bar over there? The Zen Lounge I think it's called."

"Sure that would be great."

I squeeze his arm and plaster on a big fake smile. I'm trying to not be obvious but I'm looking for Leo everywhere. 

We enter the lounge and take a seat at a private little table partly shrouded in curtains. The waiter comes over and thinks we're just another couple in town. There's nothing extraordinary about our coupling except for the fact that I'm dressed better than him. Maybe I should've played it down a little bit and not worn Gucci. But the men who can afford escorts like me typically dress better. Yet another clue that this is my guy.

"I'll have a glass of pinot," I say when the bartender approaches.

"And the gentleman?"

"Martini, neat, no olives."

"Coming right up." 

I wish I'd ordered something stronger. I'll need it to get through this night. The bartender comes back quickly with our drinks, and I see over his shoulder Leo is tucked away at the back of the bar. Thank god.

His eyes meet mine and I see a fury within them. He's jealous, I realize, though I don't know why. It's not like I want to be with this guy. It's all part of the plan. The plan he came up with!

I try to remind him of that by giving him the signal that I'm with an informant. I flip my hair to the right so he can see, and he acknowledges the movement with a slight nod. 

I turn back to my date. "So are you in town for long?"

"Just a few nights. What do you say we scoot these chairs a little closer together so I can really get to know you?"

He moves his chair next to me before I even have a chance to protest. Yuck. I wrinkle my nose in spite of myself. I don't want this guy's paws all over me and yet I know that's what's about to happen. 

He's got the ick factor for sure, and I’ll have to sit here and endure it, even pretend that I like it. He puts his arm around my shoulders and I try to smother the cringe that I feel. It’s becoming more and more obvious that I’m not cut out for this escort gig.

I see Leo about to get up. He's pissed that the man is touching me. That's not part of the escort contract, but for some reason, they all think they can do it. I'm supposed to be seen with them and to provide entertainment, not be groped and handled like this. It's really a dangerous position to put women in, and again and I'm wondering why I signed up for this job in the first place. 

I really thought it was going to be a glamorous adventure with some of Vegas's richest bachelors. Instead, it's been nothing but a creep fest, and I can’t wait to get out of it. Leo was right. Even though I’m not required to have a physical relationship with the men, it’s still expected by most of the clients.

I toss Leo a pleading glance, and he sits back down. 

The man notices my wandering eyes and he's a real asshole about it. 

"Hey, honey, how about you focus on one man at a time?"

Thankfully he doesn't see Leo, because that would be a dead giveaway, but I have to take his comment in stride, and that’s really fucking hard. I turn up the charm and start to flirt to distract him. I need him to not notice Leo or that will blow up all our carefully laid plans. I also make sure to play my part. 

"William," I give him my full attention, "no one could distract me from you. You have no idea how glad I am that you're my client. They're not all as hot as you are."

I'm playing it up big time, totally fucking lying through my teeth. 

He grabs my head and pulls me toward him so he can whisper in my ear.

"I want to get you back to my hotel room and show you what a real man can do."

Normally I’d resist such a line but I have to pretend that I'm cool with everything. I turn my head so I can see Leo's angry eyes without William noticing. 

Though Leo's so pissed, it makes me feel better to know that he has me covered. Otherwise, with the advances my date is making, I'd be feeling really unsafe by now.

"Come on," William says. "Let me get you out of here."

"Don't you want another drink?" I'm trying to stall. "Please, I'd love to have what you're having."

It works, and William is satisfied for now. I talk with him and try to extend the evening as much as possible. I emphasize the fact that I'm working for money and I like it. Normally I wouldn't talk about any of this, but to trap an informant I'll do anything. 

I see Leo every now and then when I can sneak a glance. I see the possessiveness written all over his face. It turns me on to think of him wanting to kill any man who touches me. 

My feelings for Leo are becoming harder and harder to ignore. I feel the intensity of our growing connection all the time. 

Even though he broke my heart when we were younger and I had no idea why—still have no idea—I'm finding that those old feelings are not forgotten. I was in love with him then and I think I am now. 

Maybe it was always him that I was waiting for. Maybe some secret part of my heart was always hoping that he'd find me, that his abandonment was all a mistake, and that he'd be the one after all. 

I'm worried, though, that loving Leo again will leave me broken. He did it once and I might just be a fool to expect things to be different now. He's the ultimate playboy billionaire. I don't see him changing that lifestyle for me anytime soon. Yet his eyes are crazed with jealousy and I desperately want to know what that means for us.

William is becoming more and more insistent that I leave with him. It's time to deflect and to put an end to the night.

"You know what, William? If you meet me right here tomorrow night, I promise that I will spend the night with you. Okay? You see, I have another booking tonight that I have to get to."

He seems appeased for now, and we make the agreement. Thank God I can get away from him now. That was pure torture.

 






Leo

I'm going fucking ballistic watching Sienna on the arm of that average joe. How did he even get a date? Don't her clients have to at least be multi-millionaires? I know he's an informant so that's probably why he doesn't look worth a dime, but even if the guy had money, I'd still be going out of my fucking mind with jealousy. 

I try not to get jealous and I usually don't. No woman has ever been worth it. No woman provokes that primal feeling of passion inside me.  

Usually, I'm not into anything deep, but with Sienna, it's getting deeper every day. And watching her right now is making me want to throat punch that bastard.

I order tequila. It might not help, but there's a good chance it will. The fiery liquid goes down hot, just the way I like it. It's something to distract me from the repulsive scene I see before me. 

That motherfucker’s hands are all over my woman and it's all I can do to stand back. I take another shot and then sit bleakly watching the scene unfold.

I know it's all for a purpose. I know we have a plan. But I wasn't expecting that watching her with someone else would awaken such powerful emotions in me. 

I feel like taking her upstairs and fucking her brains out just to be sure that I'm still the only one she craves. Maybe her feelings go beyond that now? Do I dare hope? 

I know I'm deep in the trenches of feeling something real for her, but she has no idea, and I can't tell if she returns the feelings. It's probably just lust that she has for me, like every other woman. But then we have this past...

She gets up to leave, and I'm glad that it looks like the date is over. She's played her part and it's finished. If he makes one more move towards her now, he'll be fucking done for. If he violates her space for one second after she's ended it for the night, I'll be right there to save her.

Thankfully he never saw me. The man's apparently too fucking stupid to know when he's being set up. He goes his way and she smartly avoids my gaze before gathering her things to leave.

I scribble out a note that says, "Meet me in the penthouse in thirty minutes."

Then I have the waiter deliver it to her. She takes it without looking up and reads it and then leaves the lounge. 

I want to follow her and to see every step that she takes but it'd be impossible. I'll blow my cover. So as much as I don't want to, I return to the penthouse by myself, taking a different route. The casino's so massive it takes an eternity to get anywhere. 

As I walk across the slick marble floors I think about how I can't take this anymore. By now, I know that my feelings for Sienna are real, they never went away. And yet I'm confronted with the fact that she doesn't know yet. 

And we're involved in this high-stakes charade. If we don't play this right, she'll lose her reputation, I might go to jail, and her brother, though I couldn’t care less about him, will be ruined. 

I wish this was all over but until then I’ll bide my time patiently. Seeing her tonight with that other guy made it all the more evident that I want her for myself. The minute we're done with this stupid scheme, I'll tell her everything. 

I'll admit that I loved her then, ten years ago, and that I love her now. My feelings for her never went anywhere and that's why I cast aside every other woman who tried to make an imprint in my life, to take Sienna's place. I've been devoid of emotion only because my heart has all along belonged to her.

As I take some lesser-known routes through the casino, avoiding the crowds, a man shoves past my shoulder as he walks by me near a corner stairwell. 

He's dressed all in black with a hat on and everything. No joke, he looks like a mobster out of crime novel.

All he says as he walks past is, "You have more at stake than you realize."

What the fuck? A cryptic message to say the least. Could this be any more surreal? I wonder about what it means and who exactly delivered it.

I'm anxious as all hell to get back to the penthouse and to ensure that Sienna's safe. I never should've left her alone even for half an hour. What was I thinking?

I get upstairs at last and make a very strong margarita. I might as well stick to the same poison. I wait in the darkness for her and the minutes feel like hours. 

Where the fuck is she? Did something happen? I’m pacing the room so much that I’m going to wear a fucking hole in the carpet. If she doesn't knock on that door in ten minutes, I'm going to go check all the security footage and find her.

Finally, after I've finished my drink, I hear her soft knock. I race to the door and open it. She looks like a fucking goddess. Her dress is cinched tightly to her body, her hair cascades over her back. I take her by the hand and pull her inside, relieved to have her back in my arms.

"Get in here, now. You won't believe what just happened."

I pour her a drink then relay all the details of my mysterious run in. She's shocked and a little scared.

"It's okay, baby, I promise. I'll find whoever’s behind this. It won't be a big deal."

"I'm just so tired of all of this. I feel like we're constantly running from some unknown monster. I should've known I couldn't go unnoticed being an escort. And Leo, tonight I wanted it to be you at my table, not that creep. You had to have known that."

Her words are like music to my ears. It offers a hint of what she may be feeling. There's no way her devotion could match my own, though. I broke her heart years ago. How can she forgive me for that? And my playboy reputation isn't helping my cause.

I watch her sip demurely on her drink and decide that tonight has to be the night when I lay it all out on the table. She has to know how I feel about her, whether she feels the same way or not. She deserves to know the truth.

And then, as I watch her delicately take off her jewelry for the night and lay them out on the dresser as though she's lived here forever, I allow myself to dream the impossible and be optimistic for just a second. 

There is a chance she feels this heat, this connection. I may not be alone on an island out here with my feelings. There's the slightest chance this may be real, that she can forgive the past, and tonight I want to hedge my bets on that.

I have to set the scene and get my thoughts in order. I'm so happy to have her home that it's overwhelming. I set the terrace lights on low, I play some music, and then I even go so far as to light a few candles before grabbing her hand and pulling her outside.

"Those wicks are fresh," she says. "You've never lit a candle out here before, have you?"

She's caught me but I won't admit it.

"Hey, I could just buy a lot of new candles. Maybe I light them so much that I always need new ones." I can’t keep the grin off my face, though. She brings out a lighter side in me, a side I thought was dead.

"Yeah right!" She gently swats my arm then takes her place on the couch.

I start a fire in the brick outdoor fireplace, and the mood is set. She probably thinks I'm trying to seduce her, but little does she know that I have much more in store for her than that. 

I'm about to bare my soul to this girl and it makes me nervous as fuck. There's an unease in the pit of my stomach—like this might be the beginning of the rest of my life or it could literally be the end. If she leaves me hanging, it will be the first time a woman's ever refused my affections and it will hurt like hell.

No matter what, though, I'm determined to do it.

 






Sienna

I felt pretty shaken up as I headed back to Leo's place. Having to spend the evening with that guy William was terrible. I know I had to do it but I feel like taking several showers to remove the creepy sensation of his hands on me that still lingers. 

When I left the lounge after receiving Leo's note, I saw William kind of hovering to see what I'd do. I had to pretend to be waiting for another date at a different bar in the hotel. With the way he was touching me and how he asked for me to go back to his room with him, well, it was all too much. 

I hate to think what could have happened had Leo not been there watching and if I didn't have an escape route planned. 

Escorting is a risky business. Leo was right. I never plan on being part of it again. Money or no money I'll survive some other way. 

It's not worth putting my life at risk and having to endure unwanted sexual advances from men I don't know who think they've paid for me to spread my legs.

When I met my boss Roger, he assured me this kind of thing wouldn't happen under his watch but he was sorely mistaken. 

I'm panting, as I took the stairs up fifteen floors before grabbing a service elevator to the penthouse. Who needs a Stairmaster when you live in a hotel? My thighs are burning from climbing so many levels. I guess I won't have to hit the gym tomorrow. 

I knock on the door, catching my breath, anxious to see how Leo's faring. He seemed so miserable at the bar watching me with that guy. 

He opens the door, his face pinched with worry. "Get in here now. You won't believe what just happened."

I go inside and he looks like a total wreck, pacing the floors and running his hands through his hair. He relays to me what happened with his mysterious encounter. Now I feel more under threat than ever. And I know it's all my fault. 

I curl up on the couch on the terrace near a roaring fire. Leo lights some candles and we joke. It seems like he's trying to set the tone, but for what?

"I finally have you here all to myself," he says, kneeling between my legs. 

"Leo, I can't tell you how sorry I am for causing this whole mess."

He looks at me in wonder. "What are you talking about? None of this was your fault."

I look away sadly. I can hardly meet his gaze because I feel so ashamed, so disgusted with myself. I was warned not to enter this business and I stubbornly refused. Now multiple people's lives and careers are at risk, and it's all my fault.

"Honestly, Leo," I say, wanting to convince him to let me take this guilt upon my shoulders. "My brother and you both warned me, and you’ve done nothing but to try to fix the mess I've made." 

"Don't ever say that, Sienna. Not ever. I'm serious."

"Why, Leo? Why won't you just let me feel bad about this? You don't have to fix everything."

He grips my legs and leans closer as he says, "Don't ever say that because if you hadn't entered the escort business, I may never have seen you again. So you see, it all worked out for the best. It’s like this was meant to happen."

His words hit me in an odd way, warming me up and making me feel alive.

"You think so?"

"I know so," he says confidently.

I don’t say anything, wondering at the meaning behind what he's just said. 

He pulls away and gets up, nervously pacing the floor again. It seems like something's bothering him, though I can't tell what. 

Leo is usually very chill and very in control. But tonight he kind of looks like a nervous wreck. 

It can't just because of the date. That's over now and I'm home with him, so why is he still acting out of sorts?

"How about some champagne?" he asks. 

"Champagne? Sure, but I mean, are we celebrating something?"

My words throw him off guard and he stops his pacing. 

"Celebrating? Yes. No. Kind of."

He disappears inside, presumably to the glass-enclosed wine room off the kitchen, and comes out with a bottle of Dom Perignon. I watch him grab two very expensive looking champagne flutes from the bar and he comes back outside to where I'm nestled near the fire. 

"We do have something to celebrate," he says, placing the bottle on the coffee table. "Only I'm not sure how to begin. I need to talk to you. It’s something I’ve needed to say for a while."

"What?" I say concerned. "Wait a minute, why would you need to talk to me? Did something else happen?" I’m suddenly worried that there’s something else hanging over us, more blackmail  or something.

He's at my side, and I can feel the nerves reverberating off his body.

"I think you should know, Sienna, that this means more to me than just a casual fling."

Wait, what?

"It does?" I'm shocked. 

"Yes, of course, it does."

"Leo…" I have to say it. "That doesn't make sense because..."

"Because of the way I left you?"

"Well, yeah."

"I need to explain that, Sienna. Listen to me, I love you. I’ve always loved you. I did then and I do now and I have for the past ten years. There's been no other."

There. He's said it. And while he leans back in relief, the words hang there in the air between us. 

My body is frozen in shock. I can’t believe the things I’m hearing. My own feelings for Leo have been growing, and yet I've put a wall up to protect myself. 

He hurt me in the past so I've held onto my resolve to not let myself care enough about him to get hurt again. 

But with Leo, that's hard. 

His charismatic personality, gorgeous looks, and domineering personality make it easy to want to trust him. For some reason, I’ve always feel safe with him. I guess my own feelings have been on par with his and yet I would never voice that if he hadn't said it first.

"You loved me? For ten years? How is that possible? Leo, you just left me all those years ago without an explanation. How could I have known?"

"You couldn't have known. Your brother found out about us. He threatened me…among other things. But he wanted me to pull away from you. I should never have listened, Sienna, but I did. That's why I left, and I'm so sorry. I hope you can forgive me and know that I’ve thought of you every day since and I've regretted leaving you."

"My brother pulled us apart?"

"Yes, Sienna. It’s a long story but I want to make it better now. I want to fix the mistake I made." 

I’m reeling. As he says the words, all my emotions that I've tried to repress come bubbling up to the surface. I’ve been running from this for years. I loved him too, but I’ve been too afraid to have my heart shattered again. 

He's looking at me apprehensively, waiting for my answer.

"Leo, I love you, too. I just never thought in a million years that you'd return the feeling," As I tell him this, tears stream down my cheeks. It feels almost too good to be true. 

I still don’t understand completely what he means about how Jax was partially responsible for this, but I can’t think past the incredible feeling of hearing Leo tell me he loves me. 

He grabs me by the waist and buries his face in my hair. Then his mouth is searching for mine, and it feels like a new beginning. My admission has collapsed some wall that was between us.

Leo is still the strong, confident, dominating man I know, but now I see a tenderness there that wasn't obvious before. 

"Baby," he says. "I'm never gonna let you go again. Not ever. You’re mine."

The last part is said with almost a growl, and I feel my body ignite with need. I want him so much I can barely think.

He grabs the bottle and now I see what the champagne is for. A celebration, like he said. 

When he first brought it out I had no idea my life was about to change so drastically. Now my body is aching and vibrating, ready to really start celebrating. There's a fire burning between us. 

He's like a predator watching his prey, waiting for that perfect moment to pounce. I sit there, desire building, and I can’t wait for what’s coming.

 






Sienna

He just said I love you. 

I can't believe it. I'm in shock. My knees are shaking as he pulls me up off the couch so that we can embrace. He holds me tight and I'm swamped by the weight of his large body. I want to curl up next to him and just fantasize about this moment for a second. 

I didn't realize until now the full extent of how much I've missed Leo. He left my heart shattered and I tried to close up and to build walls around myself but he was always there within me.

I guess you could say he's been my dream guy. And now it's all coming true. There's no one like Leo, no one I could ever love like I love him. 

I thought I was just a toy to him but now I see that's it been so much more all along. Suddenly the penetrating looks, the protectiveness, the way he makes me tell him that I'm his...it all makes perfect sense. 

He loved me the entire time. How did I miss it?

I want to sink into this moment and never forget it. 

He holds my face in his big hands and there are tears in my eyes.

"Baby, you're crying," he breathes the words against my mouth and I can almost taste him.

"They're tears of happiness. I can't help it."

This seems to make him very happy and as I move to wipe them away he grabs my hand to make it stay. He kisses the tears away with his lips and it's a most tender act. Before I have a chance to get too sappy though his mouth is on mine and he's kissing me with renewed flare. 

It's different from all those other times, kissing Leo now. Because now every move he makes has meaning behind it. I can never assume I'm just some girl again. I'll always be his. I guess I'm a prize worth fighting for and something about that makes me ache for him in a new way.

He's kissing me with fury and it's as if years of the torment of being apart is being expressed. 

"It's been so fucking hard...without you," he says. 

"I thought I was no one to you," I look up at him with tear-stained eyes. 

"No baby, never. I'm sorry I made you think that."

He hoists me up into his arms and takes me to the bedroom. Once inside he places me down on the bed gently as ever before beginning the process of taking off my clothes. He does it slowly and watches me the whole time.

One heel, then the other, my panties...until I'm stripped bare.

When I'm naked he lays on top of me, the full weight of his body making me sink ever deeper into this love.

His fingers find their way through my hair and he stares at me for a long time.

"I've wanted this Sienna forever. Now tell me what I want to hear."

I don't restrain myself from him, but rather I give in fully. It's the truth now, I'm his. There's no more fight left within me as the power of our connection is overwhelming. Now that I know it's been him all along all those days of struggling against loving him are gone, it's easy to let go. He has me right where he wants me and I don't mind it. I'll always give in to him now.

"I'm yours, Leo. There's no other."

"And...?"

Oh fuck, he always makes me take it too far. He wants to know how my thoughts revolve around fucking him day in and day out. He wants to see me squirm and to see how I ache for his massive cock to enter me. 

"I want your...cock. Now."

He taunts me further.

"And...?"

"And I think it about all day, okay? Is that enough for you? I want you to be master of my soul, king of my universe...just fuck me please."

He smiles, and soon his mouth is kissing mine. He moves now to my neck and hovers over my tits. He sucks one and then the other, twisting and tormenting my nipples. Oh fuck. 

Everything he does is laced with the knowledge that this has new meaning. He loves me. Leo Asher, billionaire Playboy, the casino mogul, and hottest man on the earth loves me.

Those days of feeling lonely and dating men who could never compare to him anyway are over. At last, he's mine. 

And he's making that more clear all the time as his tongue slides down my torso. He kisses the concave of my stomach and then he slowly goes lower and lower. 

I spread my legs but he spreads them farther, forcing me open to his tongue. He kisses my clit and tantalizes me by swirling his tongue over it again and again until I'm on the brink of letting go. But then he stops me there, at the height of my release, to torture and tease me into full submission. 

I arch my back and raise my hips trying to find that perfect angle where his mouth and tongue will send me over the edge. Just a little to the right. But he pulls away and I moan in pure agony. 

"I want you to really enjoy this baby."

Oh God, this is going to be intense. He makes me fly to the heights of pleasure and then he just stops before the explosion? This can only mean one thing. He has plans in mind. He's getting me nice and ready to have so much built up that when I finally do come it'll be one of those experiences to go down in the books. I guess that's a good thing for our night of I love you. But still, keeping up with this man and the powerful orgasms he delivers is a full-time job. He's only happy when I'm completely boneless afterward.

"Fuck, Leo, you're too much for me. It's too much," I moan and twist my body, needing to release. 

He outlines my pussy lips with two fingers getting me ready for the next wave. His tactics are so unique. What, did he attend sex school? No guy has ever cared about my needs being fulfilled and yet Leo seems to get off on it. 

He sinks two fingers into me and then a third. Damn. I buck my hips as the pressure mounts within my body. Release. I need the release. He'll have me begging for it.

"I need to know," he says all slow. "That you really, really want this."

Told you he'd make me say it. The torment is too great. I'm ready to come now as he circles my inner walls that are throbbing and shaking and swelling.

I am begging for it...inside. To admit my great desire for him to conquer me is just too defeating but in the end, he always pulls it out of me. I think he likes to hear how great he is, cocky bastard.

His fingers continue to circle me inside as he massages my G-spot. 

"Okay, Leo fuck. I'll say it."

He works his way around that intense spot and then pulls his fingers all the way out at my silence. He strokes the lips the softy waiting for me to fess up.

"I need this Leo. I need you to make me come. You're the only one that can do it this well."

A happy smile spreads across his face. Those fingers are delving back into my cunt and he swirls them and strips away any shred of decency from me as I'm bucking wildly and just needing a little bit more. 

His mouth comes back down on my clit. He twirls it with the tip of his tongue and beats down dexterously on my G-spot. 

I'm gone. He does it. I come so violently. He strokes me more to bring the pleasure out but I'm not even there. I'm in the stars. 

Flashes of light appear behind my eyelids and I'm convulsing still. 

"That's it, baby, just let it go."

"No Leo, that was too intense," I manage to say.

My words have egged him on more because he gets a devious smile on his face and I know this is only round one.

 

Leo

She's just exploded into my mouth. I taste her sticky wetness and just want more. This girl has crazy powerful orgasms and just the thought of me causing that makes my cock hard and ready for more. 

I bend over her to kiss her mouth and to let her taste her own cum. It's fucking hot that she likes this.

She sucks her own taste off my lips and that makes me hungry to make her come again. I pull her up to the top of the bed and prop her back against the pillows. Now I have an adequate entry point.

I climb on top with my legs on either side of her chest. Her tits are squeezed together by my thighs and they look fucking gorgeous. 

I'd like to fuck them now and maybe I will but first I tell her, "Open wide."

She does as I command. Such an obedient princess. I have her trained well already. She knows I'm in charge and admits to my dominance because only when I hold the ropes can I make her come like there's no tomorrow. No other guy could make her see stars and I know that's what I do. She needs me to be content. She needs to have my giant cock probing her in some way or else she just can't be satisfied. 

And me? I won't be satisfied until my heavy cock is pushed far down her throat. I'm straddling her chest and fucking her mouth at the tempo I like. 

"Mmm, Sienna, such a good girl letting me fuck you like this."

I pull my fingers through her hair and look down to enjoy the view of her fantastic tits and her mouth spread tight around my cock. She always takes me so deep and I fucking love it.

I thrust into her mouth and it has a whole new meaning now that I own every part of her. I've longed to fuck her while knowing that I'm the only man who'll taste her sweet pussy ever again.

I pump my cum into her mouth and it feels fucking awesome to have her throat filled with all that cum. I feel it close in around my cock and it almost gets me harder. 

I stay still until all the cum is emptied down her throat and then I take one final look at girl. My legs are pinning her shoulders down and she can't even move with my cock down her throat and I love it so much. 

I should've extended it out longer but I didn't want to be too much for her. Instead, I was exactly what she needed, just like I always am. 

I pull off of her and she's breathing hard.

I know she loved it because she was moaning as I climaxed. 

"You love it when I spray cum down your throat," I say, not at all teasing. 

She says nothing but I see that hint of a smile as she licks her lips, not wanting to lose a precious drop. 

Her tits look perfect, so full and perky. I take a handful and start sucking on her nipple. 

"No baby!" she pushes me away. "I'm so fucking tired."

"Tired? How come?" I say all innocent. 

"You know what you did," her eyes are teasing. "You almost made me pass out from fucking me so good.” 

I give her a wink. No other guy can make her nearly pass out, I’m sure of that. 

"So that was good?"

"Leo, you know what you did. You just want to hear me say it.”

I laugh. This feisty girl is just stoking the fire. She makes me want to bring her over that colossal edge again and again. I'll never hold back if she keeps talking this way.

I watch her nicely toned ass as she gets out of bed. I yank on her arm to pull her back in.

"You're not going anywhere," I growl. 

She wrestles out of my clutches and I let her go. 

"Yes! I have to get a drink or something," she leaves and I don't mind one bit watching her go. "Got any white wine?”

"In the fridge."

She's gone and oh how I like to watch her walk around the house naked. She's got a fabulous body but mostly it's those tits. I remember how I didn't quite get a chance to fuck them and it's lucky we have a lifetime to do it. 

Reluctantly I get out of bed though I'm hungry for more...of her. 

I pull on boxers and go to meet her in the kitchen. She peers up at me and her eyes glaze for a moment as she admires my body.

"I'm sorry, but you are so fucking hot. I'm the luckiest woman in the world."

Women just melt when they see abs. What's the deal? Or maybe it's the V that leads down to my cock. I always keep those muscles well maintained. 

She hands me a beer and it's the perfect tonic to settle down all those ripe emotions. My head has been lost in the clouds there for a moment and that's so unlike me. I'm usually so grounded and focused. 

I take her waist from behind and plant kisses along her hairline. She always smells so good. What is that? Is it natural? Is it my shampoo? Whatever it is I bury my face in it and inhale her sweet fragrance. 

She giggles but then pushes me away. 

"I need some air after all that."

We go out to the terrace in time to see the moon peek out over the surrounding casinos. The stars are out en masse and you can see them all despite the city lights. I've always feel closer to nature living so high in the sky and this night is evidence of that. The stars seem so close you could catch one. And then, as if to mark the special moment of Sienna and I being in love, at last, a shooting star flies across the desert sky. 

"Did you see that?" she asks excitedly. 

"Yes, baby," I say down into her ear.

I'm holding her naked body close to mine and all I can feel is swift admiration for everything about her. 

"I've never seen one before," she says.

"Well make a wish," I urge. "But just don't tell me."

Her eyes are shut and it's like she's wishing for something special. Though I'm not sure what moment could ever top this. Just me and Sienna, together at last.

 






Sienna

The stars are shining and I've just seen my first ever shooting one. What a magical night. I think I could get used to living in Vegas with this crisp desert air. Everything seems clearer up here like the world makes sense. My problems are far off now as Leo snuggles into my neck. 

I'm drinking my beer just enjoying the moment. What could be better than this?

Leo made me come so hard that I can’t think straight. Life-changing orgasms are just how he operates. That’s my life now.

Leo is just a good guy. To many, he might seem like any player. A man with more money than he knows what to do with and an arrogant one at that. 

But me? I've always known him at a deeper level. I saw him play catch with my dad and brother across the sprawling grounds of our mansion. 

I saw him struggle to keep his grades up so he'd get into a good college. 

I saw those moments when we were teens and he'd confess to me that had far greater dreams for his life. This is the man I know and love. 

And as a testament to his strength and ingenuity he really made something of himself. He fought hard for this life. By his own strength and fortitude, he stayed out of trouble and did everything right. How else can you explain his meteoric rise to fame and fortune? I'm proud of him for having surmounted so many difficulties, like growing up poor. But more than that I'm in awe of the man he's become.

People don't know that he gives so much of not only his money but his time to charity. He keeps it quiet but Jax told me that Leo's working hard to lift the world out of poverty, starting with underprivileged kids. I can't think of a nobler cause or more of a reason to love him.

I smile at him now, "You know I think I've always loved you too."

His face is incredulous.

"But I hurt you so badly," he says with a hint of shame in his voice. 

"I know, but even besides that I've always known your heart, your truth and it never failed to impress me...even when I hated you."

I love to rib him. It'll never get old. 

"You mean that?" he says as he leans on the edge of the balcony wall. 

"I do. You're really a good person. I knew you could never lose that, no matter how hard you tried."

He looks genuinely pleased and I'm glad. Leo's gotta know he's not just handsome as a person, he has a beautiful soul and that's more endearing than anything else. 

His large muscly arms are around me and for a moment we're suspended in time as we look out over the stars.

"I can see why you chose to live up here...unobstructed views."

"Yeah," he says softly into my ear. "And total privacy."

I knew he wasn't done with me yet. How could he be with just what was technically a blowjob? He's dragging me back inside and I don't resist. I suck back the rest of my beer and follow him inside. 

I head to the bedroom but he's got other plans. He grabs the bottle of champagne and sits in front of the sleek fireplace. 

"Come," he pats the sheepskin rug next to him.

Eagerly, I cozy up next to him. He's right to want to commemorate this special occasion. It's kind of like an anniversary. The first of many.

Instead of glasses, he holds the bottle up to my lips. I tip my head back and gladly take a long sip. 

I wipe my mouth, "Yum."

"It's the best," he pours some down his throat. 

We watch the fire as the night is winding down. But before it quite does, Leo has me pinned beneath him on the rug. 

"I'm not done with you yet."

He removes his boxers and I feel myself get wet at the sight of his large cock, warmly accented by the firelight. I move to take it in my hand but he stops me. I'm still naked of course and he takes full advantage. Gently he pushes me back so that the thick rug is warming my sprawled out body. I'm spread wide to him now and he stares at me like I'm a gift that he's ready to unwrap. 

He shifts in between my legs and says, "I want you to finger your clit."

I do as he says and it helps me to take in the length of him that's pushing into me. Leo’s so fucking huge and I’m so slippery wet that there’s no friction to fight anything in the span of two seconds.

I'll always feel such an incredible thrill from the sheer size of his perfect cock filling me up. He thrusts into me deeper and his eyes close. He's just pushing and pushing me back into the rug. I breathe and try to find a rhythm. Leo is just...a lot. His manhood is overwhelming. I open my legs wider to try to accommodate him and it helps, so does fingering myself.

He's pumping into me not aggressively but deep and slow. His gaze is locked on mine the entire time. It's making me uncomfortable to have him see me on such a level. I turn away but he pulls my head back forward so that he can see me. 

Not only is Leo's manly prowess a lot to take but the emotion behind it is intense. I love him. I love the way he infiltrates my soul. I love the way I can't hide from him even when I try. He wants to see and taste every part of me and that kind of dominion makes me excited.

"You're so beautiful," he says sincerely as he thrusts slowly in and out. 

The effect is intoxicating. He pushes in and then pulls back so far that only the tip of his cock hits the edge of my hole. And then slowly he pushes in again. The movement is a delightful ebb and flow that eventually becomes torturous like he's teasing me with his cock knowing full well I want more. 

"I want you to fuck me Leo, please. Harder."

Just a little more movement and I will come. 

"Not yet baby. I want to savor this."

He peers right into my eyes and my soul shifts. I rub my clit at a leisurely pace, swiping my fingers in a circle so that all the warmth takes over and all levels of my senses become employed. 

"Baby, I'm gonna come."

He takes his time and it's painstaking. He moves his hips at a rhythmic pace and it becomes all too much. Suddenly I'm coming in spite of his instructions. I can't help it. 

I convulse and shake around his cock and he's got a calculating expression on his face.

"You naughty girl. I told you not to."

"I couldn't help it, Leo," I say hoping it will help to pacify him.

"Now you'll have to pay."

He seems happy about it and soon has my flipped over. He's thrusting into me roughly and it feels so good like I might break. 

His large hands hold one tit and the other is massaging my clit so that the feeling of my last climax merges with this one. It's starting to rise in that deep way and soon I'm gonna be a goner. He pumps and thrusts and I cry his name as I come once again. 

He grips my hair and fucks me aggressively from behind. He moves his hips in a circular motion so that all of my pussy starting to tighten around him in a bid to hang on.

"Fuck, Leo, no."

He knows I'm close to a seismic orgasm and he keeps going and going.

"Call my name again, do it."

"Oh fuck Leo, yes," I come and explode around his cock. 

Only then does he release loads of cum into me. It's a wet mess and yet my mind is soaring to that new dimension. My world is upside down and my walls are crumbling. It's all Leo all the time. That's what I want. It's how it should be. 

I nearly pass out but he's pouring champagne down my throat. We celebrate naked in front to the fire and it's just about the most romantic thing ever. I don’t have think about how I was silly to want everything with him before…things are so perfect now.

 






Sienna

Time to hit the casino floor again. Tonight, the plan is to secure the deal with that creep from last night. 

If I can get our contract down on paper, we at least have a chance of infiltrating the circle of spies who are trying to bring down Leo and my brother. If my family's name gets more of a bad rap because of stupid decisions I've made, then I'll feel awful and never be able to make it up to Jax. 

And I can't even allow myself to think of how damaging this could be for Leo if I don't set them straight. 

That means another evening with William. I look good in my black miniskirt and free-flowing top, but I don't look great. I don't want this guy to be too impressed. Anything to avoid him putting his hands all over me like last night. 

I leave the apartment and grab the key Leo gave me. He's already downstairs tending to business and getting things set up so he can keep an eye on me. I wish I had his hand to grab because the prospect of doing this alone is daunting. 

Instead, I summon my courage and go to the elevator. My thoughts wander to the events of last night...that moment when he said he loves me. My heart skips a beat thinking of it. 

My pussy clenches as I remember the way his hands held me down as he made me come and come all night long. 

If this is what my future with Leo looks like, where do I sign up? He's got the sexual stamina of stallion and it's fucking awesome. 

My head's in the clouds and I'm not paying attention to my surroundings, and that's how it happens. 

He grabs me from behind and muffles my cries with one gloved hand over my mouth. I kick and I yell and I attempt to bite the hand that's covering me. I put up a good fight but he's stronger than me.

He says in a lowered voice, "Shut the fuck up if you don't want to get hurt." 

I freeze.

Wait a minute. 

I know that voice. 

It's William.

I'm wrestled into the service elevator. I try to see the man who's got me, just to confirm, but I'm positioned with my back towards him. 

My heart beats furiously in my chest, blood pounding through my veins so loudly that I can hear the rush of it in my ears. Am I going to get out of this alive?

We arrive at the twentieth floor. He pushes me out of the elevator and down the hall. He's looking to see that we're clear. 

Oh my God, please let someone see us. But fuck! No one's around. 

I'm still trying to scream but it's no use. He pushes me against a wall and tapes my mouth shut, and it's hard to even breathe, much less scream my way out of this. 

He smuggles me into a room, and as the door closes, I realize these might be my last few moments on earth. I panic. My ears are ringing and my vision is blurry as adrenaline courses through me.

It's crazy because even at this moment, all I can think of is how this will devastate Leo. We planned for everything tonight...except for this. 

If I die, he’ll blame himself forever. What should be just the beginning of our amazing love story may end before we even have time to enjoy it. 

And that's what I most regret. 

He ties me to a chair and only when I'm well secured does he remove his mask and I see that I was right. Through my tears, I see him.

William, the guy from last night. 

I was supposed to trap him in an escort agreement and now he's kidnapped me. How the hell did this happen? 

Fear freezes up my heart and I think of anything I can say that will buy me a little more time, just until Leo realizes something's wrong. Surely he'll come. I have to hang on to that shred of hope. 

William tells me, "Hush, or I'll put this tape back on."

At last, he removes it and I take in deep, heaving breaths, filling my deprived lungs as if I’ve been held underwater. 

"Why are you doing this to me?" I’m thinking just clearly enough to realize I should try to get some answers from the man who might kill me.

"Well, first, I tried to blackmail your brother. But then you came into the picture and I realized not only could I completely ruin your family, but I could make some money while I was at it. I'll get a hefty ransom for you." He leans in and runs a finger over my cheek as he says it, and I can’t hide the shudder.

"My brother will never pay you." I spit out the words.

"Not him," he sneers. "The other one. Your boyfriend. He'll pay a pretty penny for you."

"No, he won't! We're not even dating."

"Don’t act like I’m stupid, girl,” he snarls.

“Do you even know who I am? I’m the person whose family you're father left destitute. The minute he shut down that mine was when I started planning. You think you can just bankrupt people without any consequences?"

I try to reason with the irrational man just to prolong my time. 

"I wasn't part of any of that. None of us were. You know our family went bankrupt too? You think my father would do that to hurt people? You have it all wrong."

It's dawning on me that William is the man with the plan. He's the ringleader to all the informants. He's the one with a grudge to bear against my family. 

I have the leader right here in the palm of my hand and yet there's nothing I can do. 

And then things get really twisted...

"You know, I’ve had my eye on you for years. My family worked in your mine for generations. I grew up hearing about the beautiful Sienna, the senator's daughter, and now I finally have you." 

The way he looks at me, half crazed, makes me more afraid than I’ve been yet.

My skin crawls. At this point, I'm hoping I make it out of here without this man getting his hands on me. What’s with his sick obsession? I don’t even know him.

"You were always too good for me. You acted like I was beneath you."

What the fuck is he talking about? I've never even laid eyes on him until last night. This is not happening. My life is not about to end at the hands of this psycho. 

Please come, Leo. Please find me. 

"Now it's all coming together." William laughs maniacally. "I'm going to destroy your family and your boyfriend. You will all die for what you did to me. This is almost over. Just as soon as I've had a taste of Sienna Reid's precious little cunt. Let's see if your reputation as a whore does you justice."

 






Leo

Thinking about having to watch Sienna have another evening with that asshole is making me feel crazy. This charade this has got to end. 

After last night, I don't feel like pretending anything ever again with her. We've lost ten years and have to make up for a lot of time. I'm ready to make a life together and to never have another man touch her besides myself. 

I'm at a bar/lounge called Unique within the casino. It's the designated meeting spot for Sienna and the guy William, who we're going to trap. 

I've only just arrived, and I make myself scarce, shrouded in secrecy at a table in the back. I make sure to have a nice vantage point of the whole scene. 

She just needs to get his signature on the escort contract and then we can ditch him and actually enjoy our evening. 

Maybe I'll set up a private dinner for just the two of us. Or I could take her to someplace nice where she's never been.

The evening is up in the air and it'll be ours for the taking just as soon as we get this fucking business out of the way.

The only problem is neither of them have shown up yet. 

Where is she?

I look around and don't see her on the dance floor or anywhere else. 

A waitress approaches and asks what I’m drinking.

"I'll have a Sidecar."

I wait impatiently, drumming my fingers on the table. My eyes are searching the room looking for any sign of her. She still has a half hour of our allotted window to show up. 

The minutes fly by in the heat of my adrenaline. I'm ready to get this over with and to never let Sienna out of my sight again. 

We've barely had a chance to celebrate our renewed love affair. And having her set up on another date as an escort is not the romance I have in mind. I want to take her somewhere far away, a trip to celebrate.

I finish my drink and check the time. A sinking feeling hits my stomach. 

She should have been here by now, and he certainly wouldn't be late to meet a woman like her. Something's wrong. I feel it. 

Come on Sienna this is not the day to be late.

I hate to leave the designated spot in case she does arrive late, but I have to figure this out. I have to find her. I call her boss on my way out.

"Roger? You there, man? Yeah, it's Leo. Listen, I'm looking for Sienna and that William guy. Did they change their meeting location?"

"No, Leo. Actually, William called and canceled the whole agreement. He said he found a better offer."

Somebody better than Sienna? I don’t believe it.

"What? He canceled?" The dread in my stomach grows.

"Yes, this afternoon, and I haven't heard from Sienna since."

"Okay, thanks."

I slam down the phone and go into a total panic. This can't be happening. I should never have let her walk down alone. Where the fuck is she?

Now I know the bad feeling I’ve had isn’t for nothing. Something is very wrong about this situation.

I do another check of the lounge. Maybe she arrived late? I peek inside and see there's still no Sienna. Even though I knew that’s what I’d find.

I go all over the casino's main floor, checking restaurants and gambling tables. I know in my gut that she’s not going to be here, but I have to explore every possibility.

I go out to the front and ask all the doormen if they've seen her. No one has. She's not anywhere.

I'm in such a crazed frenzy to find her that I call the last person I would ever think to ask for help.

"Jax? It's me. You gotta get over here quick."

"I don't know why you're calling me, Leo. You know how I feel about you. I don't want to see or talk to you again as long as you're dating my sister."

Goddammit, this motherfucker and his outrageous ideas about Sienna and me.

"Wait! Don't hang up."

He's angry as he says, "You're the reason I'm in this mess of being blackmailed in the first place. Why should I talk to you?"

"Listen to me, Jax. I'm worried about Sienna."

This makes him pause. "Why, what's going on?"

I'm frantically searching the main floor as I speak to him. "Sienna's not here. We had things ready to take down whoever is blackmailing you. She was supposed to meet a client here tonight, only he never showed up, and neither did she."

"What? You mean you put her directly in the line of danger and now you can't find her? What the fuck, Leo? Can you not comprehend how dangerous this is? You should never have set her up like that."

I fucking know this. The last thing I need is a lecture. 

All I need from Jax is a little backup. His words don't faze me, though, because a thousand more terrifying thoughts are rushing through my mind. 

I'm trying not to picture the worst, but as I see no sign of her throughout the whole casino, it's kind of hard to do otherwise. 

"I don't need this, Jax. Either get over here to help me or not, but stop being such an ass."

"Fine. I'll be there in ten minutes."

I know it’s bad if I have to call that asshole for help. I'm getting more and more frantic, grabbing every woman that even vaguely looks like her to see if it is in fact Sienna. 

None of them are.

There are tourists milling about everywhere, and I can't get through them all fast enough. How am I supposed to find her in this sea of people? Especially as they enter and exit the building in such vast numbers. 

I search frantically for a while longer. People look at me like I'm crazy, and who knows, maybe I am. I will literally go fucking crazy if I don't find her soon. 

I finally head back to my office to meet Jax, checking all the faces as I go. I'm asking people if they've seen her. I'm running into all the shops and bars and exhibits. 

There are too many people. She could be anywhere. 

I'll need a team to help me find her at this rate. Hell, I'll close down the entire casino if I have to. I'll go through every single hotel room in the place if need be. I won’t let anyone leave the premises, seal of the building. I’ll do whatever it fucking takes.

At the back of the building, all is quiet in my office. I sink into my chair and impatiently wait for Jax to show up.

 






Leo

I'm going out of my fucking mind. I call Sienna's phone over and over again but it goes straight to voicemail. 

I feel powerless and yet I know I'm all she has. I'm the only one that knows she's gone missing. I need to come up with a plan of action. I have to mobilize all the security forces that I can. 

"I'm here." Jax walks into my office. 

"Fucking finally."

"Don't give me shit when you're the one who lost my sister."

He's right. I hate to admit it but he's fucking right. I lost her. I didn't take care of her. This is all my fault. 

"Hey," I say. "Are you here to help me or hurt me?"

He pushes an envelope across my desk.

"What's this?"

"It's another blackmail letter," he says. "Except it's not only that. He's asking for a ransom this time."

I read over the letter and it appears to be from one man. He's absolutely fucking insane talking about the Reid family and his obsession with Sienna. He says he was merely out for blackmail money but has changed his mind and now he wants a ransom.

It only cements my gravest thoughts. She's been taken. It's not a mistake. 

All my searching and efforts to find her were done in vain because all the while she's been in the hands of this delusional captor. I imagine how scared she must be and what's being done to her. 

It's my worst nightmare being played out in real life. 

"This can't be happening. It just can't," I mutter to no one. 

And then my cynicism and despair melt away as I realize this is a call to action. I have to save her. 

She's probably waiting for me to show up and I won't abandon her now. I will never do that again. 

So no matter what it takes, I will find and save her and prove to her that she never has to worry about being hurt by me again. We just have to get there in time. 

"This guy is fucking crazy," I say to Jax.

"Yeah, he's hell bent on destroying my family because we closed down that mine. He's off his rocker for sure."

I’m enraged. All I see is red, and I imagine tearing through every inch of this building until I find her. 

"We have to go. We can’t waste any more time. We have to save her now."

I'm already up and pulling on my jacket. Though where I'm going, I don't really know. I plan to go somewhere, though, and to do something. Jax calls me on this. 

"You can't be rash about it, Leo. You need to sit here and devise an actual plan, otherwise you're just wasting time. You can't go into this blindly."

His calm composure pisses me off. Doesn't he care about his sister? Isn't he angry enough to run out that door and to find her?

"The fuck I can't. I’ll do whatever I want. I love her."

There's a pause as he digests this.

"What did you just say?" He's pissed. I can tell.

My mind is racing, and I don't have time for this bullshit with Jax. 

"I said I love her. Now get that through your thick fucking skull and come help me find her."

He gets up and starts pacing the office. 

"I told you, Leo, to stay away from her forever. How dare you think you love her. It will never happen under my watch."

If he really believes he can threaten me and keep me away from her again, he's gravely mistaken. I listened to him once before and it's my biggest regret in life. I will never make that mistake again. 

He's got to be crazy to think I'd stay away from her now. And I tell him as much.

"You think I care what you want? This isn't about you. It's about Sienna and me, and we're in love and there's not a goddamn thing you can do to change that."

Jax gets right up in my face. "If you think you can touch her then you have it all wrong. I will use all of my resources to take her away from you. You'll never set eyes on her again. I warned you once, and that was it. You know that I don't approve."

How is he even thinking of this total fucking nonsense when we should be out finding her together? 

I see Leo for who he is now. His true colors are coming out more than ever before. 

He's just an overly protective asshole brother, and whatever he says, I shouldn't listen. 

This is Sienna's life, and if she wants me to go away I will. But until then, I'm going to worship the fucking ground she walks on despite what Jax says. 

I should never have listened to him in the first place. His threats are tainted with some really fucking twisted sense of brotherly responsibility, and even if he hid her at the ends of the earth, I’d find her.

Just like I’ll find her now.

"I left her once because I trusted you, Jax. You wrecked me and you destroyed her. Neither of us ever got over loving each other, and why you'd want to stand in the way of that I don't know. But one thing's for damn sure. I will never leave her again, got that?"

He seems surprised that I'm standing up to him now. When we were younger he got me away from Sienna by making me think that I wasn't good enough for her. I've spent years building myself up trying to prove otherwise. 

And now I'm a man of ridiculous wealth and power. 

It took me this long but I finally believe in myself. And I believe in Sienna enough to know we'll make it through. He won’t stop us again. Not this time.

"I'll tear you down," he says, but his confidence isn’t there this time. 

"No, you won't, Jax. Because you love Sienna and you want her to be happy. I make her happy. You need to see that now."

He looks at me, all macho anger and posturing. 

"We're just wasting time," I say. "Every fucking second that slips by is one closer to Sienna getting hurt. Don't you want to formulate a plan to find her? Don't you care about her enough to put all this drama aside and make sure she's safe?"

At long last, he agrees. "Fine. Let's figure something out."

Finally. Shit. The dude has taken this to limit of reason.

We sit down at my desk. He's talked me out of making rash decisions and I've talked him out of standing in the way of Sienna's happiness. We may yet work as a team. Maybe

Together we combine our collective assets to make a plan. With our connections, the security footage, and our own personal protection officers, we make headway in determining exactly where Sienna is and how to free her.

 






Sienna

I'm feeling more worried with each passing moment. It's obvious that William is totally unhinged. 

Being in the hands of an insane person is terrifying because I have no idea what he'll do with each passing moment. He's simultaneously ranting and raving about how he's in love with me and how much he hates my family. 

It's hard to get the story straight and I'm starting to worry that I'll be killed in the crossfire of his tormented mind. 

If he were a sane, sober person, at least I might have a better idea of if I'll live or die, but as it is there's no telling. 

His greasy black hair flops over his face and his suit is crinkled. He looks like a very deranged version of the person I met last night. I had no idea then that he was so crazy, and I wonder how he kept his wits about him for even one evening. 

My instinct says to pacify him. I have no idea if anyone realizes I'm gone or how long I’ll have to placate him. I think if I pretend to return his affections, maybe I can gain some influence and convince him to untie me. 

"William," I say. "Why am I tied up? I thought tonight you were going to meet me at Unique and we could finally be together."

He looks at me warily. "You did not. You would never have gone home with me."

"Yes, baby." I nearly choke on the word, but I'll say and do anything to save my own life. "I just needed you to get that contract out of the way with my boss and then I thought we were going to go somewhere, you know, together."

"You're lying,” he screams. “You could never love a guy like me."

I take a minute to consider my options and then say, "That's what I thought too at first. But then after I met you last night, you were all I could think about. Didn't you feel the same way?"

I've got him confused now. He shakes his sweaty head and tugs on his hair in a frenzied gesture. 

"You mean you wanted to be with me?"

"That's right. Still do. But I don't like being tied up, so come release me and then we can get more comfortable."

"No!" he yells. "It's not true. You’re trying to trick me. I know you have a boyfriend."

I flinch at his manic switch from confused to insane.

I force a smile. "Oh, but you pale in comparison to him."

"I don't believe you, you lying bitch!"

I'm starting to lose him, and that means I'm starting to lose myself. I could be dead in an instant if I don't get a handle on him. 

"William, please believe me.” My voice shakes as tears threaten to spill down my cheeks. “I broke up with Leo today. My bags are packed ready to run away with you."

"Really?" Tears stream down his face now.

His mood is more mercurial than anything I've ever seen. I'm wishing now I'd gone into Psychology rather than Finance so that I could know how to talk him down from this ledge.

And to my utter horror, I see the flash of steel that indicates a gun as he reaches into his jacket for a tissue to wipe his sweating brow and tear-stained cheeks. 

Oh my God.

It's all over. 

These are my last moments. In a state of complacent calm, I accept my fate. Maybe it's the wrong reaction, but I just keep staring at the streams of sunlight as they come in through the window. 

I think about how beautiful life is and how I need to appreciate these last moments of beauty. I hear myself breathing as if in slow motion. And then the most extraordinary thing happens. 

"Sienna! Sienna are you in there?"

Leo? Am I imagining it? Am I actually already dead? Or maybe just unconscious and dreaming.

Then I hear the pounding on the door and I snap back to reality. 

It is Leo! He’s come for me.

"Leo! He has a gun!" I yell hoping to keep him from coming in. 

Please God, let it be me that dies and not him.

He came for me, but he's a moment too late. William grabs my hair and pushes the gun up to my temple. 

"Please, William,” I sob. “Please don't do this. Think of the life you could have. My brother will still pay you. Just put the gun down. Please, put the gun down."

I'm full out crying now. I'm about to be shot. Leo will walk in and I'll be dead. I'm crying out of fear and I'm crying because he's just a minute too late to save me. 

Everything we could’ve had was right within our reach. And now, because of this crazed maniac, it’s all going to be taken from me.

Then another paralyzing thought hits me. What if William kills him, too?

And it will all have been my fault. If only I'd listened and never insisted on being an escort, this tragedy wouldn't be happening. 

"Please, Leo,” I beg, “just go! He's got a gun to my head." 

Just then, as if on cue, the door bursts open. A crew of security guards surrounds us. And then there's Leo. 

For a brief moment I think maybe I've died and this is a dream of how I wish it had all gone. 

"Let her go," he says. He’s firm but cautious with William. 

He tosses a bag of money towards him, and it distracts William enough to give the security team their chance. 

They tackle him to the ground and a shot's fired. It bounces off the ceiling, but thank God it doesn't hurt anyone. 

Leo stalks toward William and crushes his wrist with one booted heel, forcing the psycho to drop his gun. 

And then it's all over.

The police arrive and drag William off to jail. 

Leo gently unties me. I'm in a shocked daze as he puts my arms around his neck and lifts me up. 

"I'll never let you touch the ground again. All I want is for you to be safe. I'm so sorry, baby." He kisses me gently, as though a kiss could ever make up for what's transpired, what I’ve caused.

I blame myself for everything. 

"Leo, I'm so sorry. He just grabbed me. I never meant for any of this to happen. I was so scared. I thought I was going to die. I thought you'd find me dead and..."

"Shh, baby. It's okay. It's over now. It's all over."

"But it's my fault," I say as he wipes the tears away.

"It's not your fault, baby. None of this is."

"Can you forgive me?"

"For what baby? You're perfect. And now we're together."

And then I see my brother over his shoulder. 

"What is Jax doing here?"

"He helped me. He helped organize everything. I couldn't have done it without his help."

"You mean you guys worked together?" I ask incredulously. 

He laughs. "Pretty unbelievable, right?"

I want him to take me home to the penthouse and to fuck my brains out to make me forget this whole night, to remember that I'm alive, to give me reassurance that everything will be okay. 

And I know he wants the same thing...to connect, to know that this is real. We haven't had any time to celebrate, But we can’t just yet. Right now, the place is a flurry of activity with policemen everywhere, and it looks like we won't be getting out of here anytime soon.

 






Sienna

Finally, late into the evening, the cops set us free. I’ve given them all I can. My body is exhausted, and despite being back in Leo's arms, having a brush with death is no laughing matter. 

I feel spent and not in a good way.

"Can we just go home so I can take a shower?" I ask him.

"Of course, baby."

He takes me back up to the penthouse and has extra security stand outside the doors just to make me feel safe. The threat is over, we know, but until the cops have investigated all the angles it makes me feel more at ease knowing they are armed guards just outside the door. 

I immediately pull my clothes off and trash them. I never want to see that outfit again. I walk naked through the penthouse into the shower. Once inside, I curl up into a little ball on the floor and let the shower rain over me. 

The water slides down my back, and in here, within this privacy, I let the tears fall freely for all I almost lost. 

I cradle myself in my own arms and the warm water provides some assurance, like life is saying, You haven't lost yet, baby. You still have more to live. 

The shower helps to wash the wretchedness of William off my body. The idea of my last moments on Earth being been spent with him makes me want to fall apart. I hope he's rotting in jail and that he never gets out. 

Eventually, the water turns cool and it's only then that I rinse off and re-emerge back into the world of the living. The world I’m still a part of thanks to Leo. 

Leo’s knocking gently on the door. "Sienna are you okay? You've been in there awhile."

"I'm okay," I say in all honesty. "I just needed some time...alone."

"All right, well come out soon. Your brother's here to see you."

My brother? What the hell is he doing here? 

I wouldn't have thought he'd care if I lived or died the way he’s been acting lately. He's probably just happy not to have to make the ransom for me. 

I brush my hair and pull on a pair of Leo's oversized sweats. I want to be warm and cozy, not cute. 

I come out of the bathroom, swimming in his black sweat suit. Jax is there, and the two of them seem to be like old friends pouring shots at Leo's kitchen island. 

"What am I missing?" I say, unhappy that Jax is here. 

I might as well apologize for my part in the debacle. After all, none of it would've happened without me insisting on being an escort.

"Jax, I owe you an apology. You warned me to stay away from this business and I just didn't listen."

I'm too tired to argue if he won't accept my apology. 

To my surprise, he says, "It's fine, Sienna. In fact, it really wasn't your fault. I'd heard about some disgruntled employee a while back, but I didn't take it seriously. I should've been more on guard."

"So," I rib him as only a sister can do. "You're saying it's actually all your fault?"

He smiles. "Yes, for the sake of avoiding an argument, or hell, an all-out war, let's just say that."

"Fine by me."

"Here, baby." Leo hands me a shot of whiskey. 

"So it's going to be that kind of night?" I ask, ready for some levity. 

"Let's hope so," he says with a gleam in his eye. 

Instead of yelling at us and going crazy, Jax seems surprisingly fine about Leo and me flirting.

"Have you finally accepted it, brother? That I'm in love with your friend?"

"Love? Do you hear that, Leo? She loves you."

He sidles up next to me and plants a soft kiss on my cheek. It's a small act, but filled with promise. Leo never would have been so free with that type of affection before. 

"It's a good thing, too," Leo says. "Because, Sienna, I think it's safe to say that I've loved you forever...since we were kids. After you and I were together that first time, Jax forced me to stay away from you. Right Jax?"

My brother looks up from his whiskey, his expression somber. "I admit it. I'm sorry, Sienna. I threatened him at the time and used all my influence to chase him out of town. That's why it appeared like he abandoned you. I just didn't want you to get hurt. Can you try to see it from my perspective?"

All those lonely nights of crying myself to sleep come flashing across my mind. 

"I thought...I thought you just didn't like me, Leo. You'd had your fill. I was a conquest or something." I’d been devastated.

He looks at me and his eyes reflect genuine regret. "I never should've left. No matter what Jax did or what he threatened, I should never have left you like that. I've loved you since I first set eyes on you Sienna. I loved you then, and I've loved you every day since."

Tears of regret come up for all those times I spent ruminating over what I could've done wrong to make Leo leave so abruptly. 

Now I realize it was all Jax. 

How my brother could've remained tight-lipped for all that time I spent grieving Leo, I'll never understand. He saw how badly I was hurting for years afterward and yet he never revealed the truth. 

"Jax, how could you?"

I am so tired of crying. I want this day to end with me by Leo's side, never looking back.

"I'm sorry, Sienna, truly I am. I thought he was going to hurt you. I really did. I thought he was just out to prove that he could get you. I had no idea he actually loved you. Now I see that his love is real. It's been him all along, and I'm so sorry for being so overprotective. I never should've overstepped my bounds like that."

I nod, taking a steadying breath. I want to be angry at him. I want to rail and rage that he caused me to lose ten years with the man I love. But if I’ve learned anything through this experience tonight, it’s that life’s too short to hold grudges.

Relationships are too important when they can just be taken away from you in a heartbeat.

"It's okay," I say, and this time I mean it. "I'm ready to put the past behind us for good now and never look back."

"Deal," Jax says. "I see now that Leo’s never going to break your heart. That's all I ever wanted for you, Sienna."

"Thanks, Jax."

He gets up and kisses me on the cheek. "I'm glad you're okay. You should've seen this guy in action.” He nods toward Leo. “He wasn’t going to stop until he'd torn through the entire casino making sure you were found. You've got a good guy here."

"Thanks man," Leo says. "But I couldn't have done it without you."

"Now I better take my leave and give you guys some privacy."

Leo walks him out, and I'm left in pure astonishment mulling over the fact that Leo never wanted to leave me. He was sent away by Jax. 

If only I’d known, I would've followed him anywhere. I could've told him Jax was way too protective and that he threatened every boyfriend I ever had. Normally, I just ignored him back then, but poor Leo. Jax must've threatened him big time.

Leo walks back in and embraces me.

"We're finally alone," he says. 

"Leo, I have one question. What could Jax possibly have said to make you leave?"

He looks away as though he's ashamed.

"What is it? Tell me."

Finally, he admits, "He used my Achilles Heel. He knew that I never felt good enough for you. I came from nothing and you came from everything. Jax said he'd use the family name to exert influence over me. He threatened to smear my reputation so that I'd never get into school and I'd never find a job. I believed he could do it, Sienna. That's why I left. I felt like you deserved someone better, someone with more to give."

The more I find out, the more it's all clicking into place. Leo didn't feel worthy. 

"Is that why you created this empire?" I ask.

"Yes. I figured that if I ever saw you again in the future that I'd be ready. I did all of this for you. Though over time I became so jilted that the memory of you lay deeper in my heart as I covered it with booze, sex, and adrenaline. I've spent the last ten years trying to forget about you."

I hug his neck and kiss his lips tenderly. "But Leo, I never forgot about you. Not for one day. And you were always worth it. I never cared about that kind of thing. Money or no money, I always loved you too."

His eyes light up. He should've known me better than to think I could ever love anyone besides him. Or that where he came from mattered in the slightest.

His arms come around my waist and then he's pulling softly on my hair so that my chin lifts up and he has full access to my mouth. 

"Now," he says authoritatively, "I can do what I want to you and no one will stop me."

Anticipation pumps through my veins as I imagine all the ways he'll make me his. After so much time lost, I see that Leo will need to know wholeheartedly that I’m his forever. 

He kisses me with reckless abandon, with his commanding, dominating way that tells me it's going to be a long, unforgettable night...

 






Leo

I take her in my arms and want to offer a shoulder to cry on, a shield to protect her from all the pain of the night. But the only thing I can give her is myself...unabashedly here to give her whatever she needs to heal. 

There are no more games between us. No more taunting and tormenting each other by being apart. Tonight revealed the truth that if anything happened to Sienna I would be at a loss for how to move on. 

May that motherfucker who did this to her pay with his life. Jax will make sure he stays behind bars forever. But that doesn't ease the fact that I want to punch his face in.

"Leo, I was so scared," she says to me tearfully. "I thought I wasn't going to make it. I thought you would find my bloodied body and that would be it...no more love story."

My God, the poor thing and what she must've been feeling, hoping I'd come to help her, but thinking probably that was the end. My heart is relieved that I came at the moment I did and that she's safe. 

Being with her is the only thing that can calm my violent temper about the situation down. I'll definitely be on the phone with security in the morning or as soon as she falls asleep.

I want her to know that I cherish every moment together, that I saved her tonight and I will always be there to save her, and that above all, I love her and always have.  

I envelop her with my arms and kiss her hair. My joy is in knowing that it's all over, the danger has passed, and finally, we can begin our happy ending. 

"Baby, I know you must've been scared. But trust me, I was going to be there for you. Why else do you think I have my eye on you so closely? I'm always watching and I'm always prepared in case something happens."

"Oh Leo," she says. "I hope that's true because I've felt so alone for so long. I was scared to escort because it's an evil business. And I guess I learned that the hard way."

"It's okay. You thought it just meant dating and traditionally that's what it does mean. But here in Vegas there's a dark underbelly of prostitution going on and escorting is just a fancy name for that. Why else do you think I was desperate to get you out of it?"

"I'm lucky," she says. "I had you to buy me and to show me the way out. Lots of women don't have that and I hate to think what they'll experience."

She gives me an idea for the future, "We can change all that, you and me. I built this casino after all. We can build a new life for escorts."

She looks at me hopefully, "You think so?"

"I know so," I hold her tightly. "Now come relax. You've been through enough for one night. How about we go to the terrace, have some wine, and order up dinner?"

"That sounds perfect."

She's wearing my sweatpants and though I know it's not her aim she looks fucking hot. I pull up the sweatshirt a little so I can see her abs and how she's folded over the pants a couple times so they fit across her waist. There's something so sexy about seeing her all dressed down, not glam at all. If she can look this good in sweats imagine her body in a tight dress. Fuck. My cock is getting hard. 

She hugs my neck and I know she can feel it. 

"Leo, are you turned on by me, dressed down?" she laughs. 

"I can't help it, baby, you look so good. It makes me want to get you naked."

She's giggling at the way I can't hold back. I kiss her and taste her hungrily. I don't want to dwell on it but for a moment there I was worried about losing her. She almost slipped through my fingers and it was too close of a call. In my head, I'm thinking about implementing extra security, but in my heart, I'm thinking about making her come so hard so that her mind is on me and not on what happened. 

She kisses me and tastes me back. But it's not enough. I can never get enough of Sienna. 

I pull her to the couch and she sits on my lap, legs on either side of me. The feel of her straddling me is such a turn on. She presses against my cock and it hardens more to think how close I am of pounding into that sweet pussy of hers.

I need to see her tits. I pull it up and over her head. Luckily she's not wearing a bra, so her beautiful tits are in my face.

I suck and tease them. I pinch and pull. The harder I pinch the more she loves it. Her back is arched so that she can get closer to my mouth while grinding her pussy along the length of my cock. She wants it...bad.

She unzips my pants and slides down to her knees so she's between my legs. God, her mouth feels so fucking good it makes me shiver. She moves her tongue along the shaft making me tense with pleasure. I feel like I could spray my load but I hold back though I'd like to see my cum shining all over her tits. 

"Fuck Sienna," she's going to town. 

She gasps and moans around me and the sound of how much she likes it is fucking heaven. I'm usually a man of great stamina but the way Sienna's sucking my cock like it's her mission in life makes me want to blow my load and...I do. But I pull out just in time to make that vision a reality. 

My cock pops out of her lips and though she's trying to lap up every morsel of my seed most of it sprays on her tits and face. She takes a finger and scoops up as much as she can. Then she sticks that finger in her mouth and sucks off the cum so slowly that it gets me hard again.

"That's what you fucking wanted isn't it?"

She licks more off her tits and savors every second. I savor watching her. I'm so hard at the thought of her being my little sex slave for the rest of our lives that I have to take it one step farther. 

I want to fuck her so bad. But she sees my cock rising again and her eyes dance with excitement. She pulls off the sweatpants and soon she's pulling off my pants as well so that my cock is unencumbered by clothes. 

The next thing I know, before I can grab her and hold her down and fuck the living daylights out of her, she's crawling on top of me. 

"I want to be on top," she says. "I own you."

She's teasing and it's fun to let her play. She wants to ride me? Fine. 

"Mmm," she moans as she slides herself down around me. 

I watch with hungry ambition as she sways her hips and finds a nice rhythm. I want to fuck her and be dominate but she gets off on this and the view of her tits is just stunning.

I twist one nipple between two fingers and she cries for more. No problem. I run my thumb over her clit though she's grinding so hard down onto my cock that it's hard to get a good angle. Her eyes snap shut and she's screaming my name.

"Leo, fuck yeah, that feels so good. Oh God!"

I know it does baby but this is just the beginning. I hoist her up so only the tip of my cock is inside her and then I let her fall back down so I'm in her deep. She's screaming and wailing with each thrust that I make. Soon I see her eyes roll back in her head and it's all over for her. She's coming around my cock, scratching her nails into my shoulders, and circling her hips to ride out the pleasure. 

"Fuck baby was that good?"

She's just breathing, trying to calm herself down. 

"That was good," her eyes open at last and she leans her head down on my chest.

I'm still inside her and haven't come yet. 

"It's not over Sienna. I need more."

"I know," she says smoothing her hands over my pecs. 

Then she pulls off and my cock is left throbbing, aching for more. 

"Let me get a drink."

She's at the bar shaking up a cocktail. This is only the beginning.

 






Sienna

Leo's in a crazy mood…I can tell. His eyes follow me to the bar. I need a drink, something to take the edge off. After almost dying today and then being reconnected with him and then coming so much like that, well, I need to recharge. 

I make vodka soda with lime, and have a little glass of orange juice. 

"Hey Leo, where are we on that dinner?"

His cock is still hard and he's likely not thinking about food but my stomach is grumbling. 

"Come here," he says all domineering. 

I sip my drink and tentatively walk towards him. 

What does Leo have in store for me now? 

Before I can protest or realize what's happening Leo sweeps me up off the floor and marches us both to his room.

My vodka soda splashes across his back and I place it on the bar on the way past.

"Leo, God, fuck. Give me a minute."

"No way."

He tosses me on the bed. And then there's a glint of something dark and mischievous in his eyes. He says to turn around and put my hands behind my back. I obey but turn my head enough to see him pull a perfectly steamed tie from the wooden rack in the corner. He wraps it around my wrists and makes some kind of complicated knot.

"What are you? A sailor? How'd you learn to tie a knot like that?"

He smirks and says, "hush." 

Then he's pulling me across the bed by my ankles as if I weigh nothing at all. My hands are tied and I can't escape not that I would want to. Pulling my ass in the air he lines his hips up to me and I can feel that giant cock. A shiver of fear and anticipation takes me over. What ecstatic heights will he bring me to tonight?

He's standing and I'm at the edge of the bed, bent over, spread wide to his every whim. My ass is in line with cock and I wonder if he's going to take it that far. 

I lay my face down on the bed and look to the side, wondering what my fate will be. I can see him behind me getting ready to fuck my brains out but by which hole I don't know. 

He slaps my ass and it stings. He slaps it again and I yelp. On the third slap, he's entering me.

I'm not sure if I'm riding the high from the pain of the slap or from his massive cock forcing my pussy to open past my limits. 

"Oh, Leo, it feels so fucking good."

Thank God he's not ass fucking me. I'm not prepared for an orgasm like that tonight. I'd die for his cock though, anywhere he wants it to be. 

"That's my girl."

I tell him what he wants to hear, he doesn't have to drag it out of me because it's the earnest fucking truth. I want him in all ways, especially when he ties me up and fucks me hard like this. It's a good thing I came before because it'll be easier and more intense than ever to ride that wave again. 

He pumps into me easily because I'm so drenched in pre-cum.

"Mmm, you're ready for me aren't you?"

"Yes, Leo. I want it...fuck, I need you."

Telling him that sets him off like a goddamn rocket ship. He pushes and forces and thrusts his way to paradise. He grabs my hair and I'm screaming for more. The intensity builds up and it rises to a peak before I explode all around him again and again. I'm crying his name and it gets him off. 

He thrusts harder and harder until with one final pump and a deep gasp he reaches his own bliss. I feel the warmth of his cum streaming out of me and in all directions. 

My pussy is drenched with both our juices and it feels so wet and sticky. 

He circles my clit with his finger and it causes small volcanic eruptions to course through me. I'm having multiple orgasms.

The feeling of this is heightened in knowing that he's my man forever. The past is behind us and the danger is behind us. We're celebrating our future now and it feels full of sexual promise. 

Especially as Leo empties the final remnants of his load into me. He pulls out and massages my ass for good measure before untying that hell of a knot. 

"Okay, now I'm truly spent," I say languidly, still enjoying the dream of total contentment.

"Come with me," he pulls me up and I follow him to the main part of the penthouse.

I lie back, grab my drink, and wait. 

He's on the phone with the chef from one of the restaurants downstairs. He sees me watching him and smiles in that crooked way that I love. I can't believe we're reunited at last. Now that he's busy I have time consider all that was said and done. 

Jax basically admitted to forcing Leo to leave me. Anger at my brother steams to the surface but I try not to let it ruin this moment. The nerve of my stupid brother to ruin my life like that. Leo and I could've been together all these years. 

He's coming towards me and I let him snag my drink for a quick sip. 

"Yum. Make me one?"

"Of course. I love to play bartender."

I rise and mix him the best vodka soda I can. I infuse it with plenty of lime and top of the line vodka. 

This is a vision of what my life could be. Leo and I, relaxed and in love. Me making him drinks, him ordering food, the massages, the workouts, the days spent together, clubbing, and dining, and traveling, and talking...it all could be mine. It is mine. Finally.  

He's adventurous but chill, authoritative but sweet, but most of all, he's devoted to me. He worships the ground I walk on. 

Now that I know the truth I realize that everything he's done was for me. It was all to make me safe and to make me his.

Dinner arrives and he has them make up the table on the terrace. It's like a scene from a movie with candles lit, wine chilling, and fairy lights everywhere, snaking through the topiary. I think his balcony may be my favorite part of the penthouse because it's far removed yet right within the city. I feel like I'm where all the action is, not missing out on anything, and yet able to relax up here. 

"Sienna," he pulls a chair out for me and I gladly take a seat, anxious to replenish myself. 

He removes the warming cover to the plate which reveals filet mignon and veggies. It looks so good and is just what I need after a long day. 

"How did you know I love red meat?"

"I could tell you needed the extra iron after the day you've been through."

He's right and thinking of it sends me into a flashback of the guy with the gun at my head.

"How will I ever recover from that?" I ask hoping he can provide the answer and the outlet I need.

Leo reaches across the table and grabs my hand. 

"I'll help you. I'm here. And don't forget all the extra security outside. They'll be your constant companions."

"Thanks," I say. 

I know he's got me covered. He didn't let me die today and there's a freedom in that for the future. 

"You're always gonna be there for me, huh?"

He looks up in a funny way like the answer is obvious, "Of course."

"So even if my brother threatens to bring down all hell you'll still be there for me?"

He smiles, "Of course. I'd say I'd be the one threatening him now."

We laugh because it's true. Leo's risen to such a position of power that it eclipses even that of my brother Jax. 

"But Sienna," he says in honesty. "I left because I really believed I didn't deserve you. Even if Jax hadn't been overprotected I might not have been ready. I needed to find myself first and to prove to myself that I can do anything, do you see?"

Knowing that maybe our separation was meant to happen because we both needed to grow up a little bit helps relieve the pain. And it helps me not to want to kill Jax.

"Well, that's good news for my brother because now I might want to forgive him."

"You should. He was just looking out for your best interest. Besides I would have found you, one day."

"I'm glad that day is now."

"Me too."

We eat under the stairs that are dimmed a little by his balcony lights. It's romantic and perfect and just the thing I need to reenergize me and to ground me back into the fact that I'm really gonna be with Leo...forever.

 






Leo

After dinner, I play some music and lead her back inside. I know she's tired. It's been the longest day but it's also the first day that we've been free. There's no more secrets and no more danger so the world is ours for the taking. 

She needs to rest though. So when she curls up on the couch and falls fast asleep I let her. Watching her sleep has its own joy. 

Sienna is so fucking perfect. And she’s all goddamn mine.

I take the opportunity to unwind with a glass of scotch and then I start making my plans to employ more security at the casino. My team did a great job of helping to find her today, but I'll need to know where Sienna is at all times. With loving her comes a fear of losing her that can only be squelched by my being even more in control of everything. 

I make some phone calls even though it's late. The world stops for me, day or night, the benefit of having money. By morning I'll have this place reinforced and only then will I feel like things are good. 

She sleeps softly and after I've made my calls I can't help but want more of her. Gently I pick her up in my arms and she doesn't even wake. I place her in my huge bed and she looks so small, curled up into a ball. The sight of her, occupying that space where I've never even let another woman stay the night, well it completes everything. 

It was Sienna all along that I was missing. And now that I have her here I feel excited about life and optimistic. We have our entire futures left to get to know each other again and to deepen what we have. I want it to go ever deeper, ever more, and even further.

I can't imagine there's much territory we haven't covered but that's the thing about her, each day is something new and interesting and better than the last. 

She's beyond comparison. I couldn't do better than this. I finally have what I want. 

I look at her for awhile as she sleeps before finally removing my clothes and sliding in next to her. I hold her and she seems to know even in dreamland that I'm there. My body dwarfs her own and it feels so good to know this is the first of many nights we'll spend together like this. 

I let myself catch some shut-eye. I don't need much sleep but after a day like what we've had even I need more rest.

I wrap my body around her and contain her easily under my frame. She seems to like the feeling of it because she pulls me in close. 

We sleep for a few hours and I dream of what I always dream about...conquering Vegas and by extension the world. 

We toss and turn throughout the night and it just feels right to sleep by her side, not something I'd ever think to say about a woman. 

And then I wake. It's still the middle of the night but I need Sienna. I lightly stroke her breasts and I bend over her and take one in my mouth. These perfect tits are mine forever. I stroke my finger across her torso and kiss her stomach. This taut stomach is mine forever. And I move down to her pussy and lick and suck all the juices out...mine forever.

She awakens, likely to the warmth rising in her belly. I'm going down on her with passion and my cock is getting so fucking hard. She grasps my hair and moans. I swivel my tongue around her clit and then slip two fingers into her now swollen slit.

"Please, Leo, fuck me. I need you."

She pulls me up to her but I grip her hands tightly to her sides and continue my work. She hasn't seen heaven yet and I won't stop until she does. 

I twist and torment her little jewel and massage my fingers against her G-spot. She moves her hips, trying to get more of me but I hold her down steady. Not yet my princess.

Her climax arrives at the exact time I want it to. I feel her tremble beneath my mouth. It's hot to suck all the cum out of her. She tastes like a sweet and salty snack. 

Before she can settle down too much I rise and meet her mouth so that she can kiss me and taste herself. It turns me on to see her submit with such pleasure to my control. She's kissing me furiously, aching for more, desirous of nothing but me inside of her. 

I take my sweet time because I want to tantalize her but it's just as hard on me. My cock is literally pounding, dying to feel Sienna's tightness. 

I kiss her breasts some more and bite her nipples so that I can feel her slightly shake with anticipation of what's to come. 

"Tell me what I want to hear," I say and she knows what I mean.

She looks away, blushing, not wanting to admit that she needs me to dominate her.

"Come on," I place my cock so that just the tip is entering her. 

Then I pull out and slide my shaft along her pussy lips, up and down, so that she feels what she's missing. It works because the torment is written across her face.

"Fine, okay, mercy," she says with a sexy flush to her cheeks, at once playing with me but knowing she is at my fucking mercy. "Leo, I want you and only you...and mostly I want that gigantic cock inside of me now."

I plunge right in and the relief I feel is damn near glorious at finally being in her. She feels so fucking wet and tight. 

She pulls my face towards her and looks up at me. I can't help but peer down at her and then we connect in that special way. She knows it. I know it. We have something unique. 

I thrust in and out. She spreads her legs open for me to reach the maximum depth that I can. My cock is hitting up against the back of her sweet wetness. Her hands are on my ass pulling me in closer but the whole time we're fucking our eyes are affixed on one another. 

She's exquisite...my soul mate. 

I push in and out, ever deeper, and soon she's gushing and euphoria is written across her face. She's calling my name and convulsing. The effect of seeing her come undone, so genuinely happy to have me inside her, well it makes me unleash.

I blast my cream into her sopping wet pussy. She's crying out and loving every minute of it.

"Leo, I'm coming again. Fuck..."

This girl, my God, she's got the ability to come so much. Every night she's having multiple orgasms. 

I collapse on top of her. She strokes the beads of sweat that coat my back. I fall to the sheets and she nestles up to me. 

It's all over. Even I'm done for. Exhausted beyond repair. We curl into each and fall into a happy sleep knowing our future's at last secure.

 






Sienna

I smooth my hands over the short black wig that I wore my first night of being an escort. It's kind of an ode to the past and it's also part of the seduction package that I'm willing to put on. 

I own the Inner Sanctum now, and in all seriousness, it's still just as sexy as ever. Only now instead of having to be groped by that disgusting old man Roger, or any of his clients, I'm in charge. And I ensure my girls are kept safe. 

I walk out onto the floor where the big players are hedging their bets. Just like that very first night, I can feel his eyes on me from across the room. I look up, and instead of anger at me being handled by some other guy, desire is written all over his face. 

He mouths the words, "I love you."

I feel my pulse start to race as things in the Inner Sanctum begin to heat up. This is only the beginning, and it's like this every night. 

I take my place among the women. 

I sell them to eager people for a very high price. 

They relish the attention...and, of course, the money. Everything is safe and kept above board. My clients feel like winners because they are. 

Flanked by beautiful women, each one has the chance to be envied. Our little sanctum is in the envy of all of Vegas. 

Everyone wants in, but only a select few are allowed. This ups the IT factor. We’re the place to see and be seen. 

I play host to celebrities, millionaires, and billionaires who all want in on the game. My pleasure, though, lies in being watched by one man...Leo.

He runs this casino and he runs this town. With me by his side, we’re both actually happy for once in our lives. 

Only time will tell how thoroughly we can make up for the past, but trust me, Leo makes every night feel like I've hit the jackpot. 

He takes me to new heights, the bliss and pleasure beyond description. Yet it always hinges on these beginning moments of tantalizing temptation when the evening's just starting and he can't yet have me. 

I take the new girl, Emily, across the room to meet the richest power players in town. She deserves it. She’s young and beautiful and trying to pay for college. I told her to give me a week and I'd have her all paid up.

"Get ready, honey, you're about to go big."

I take her up to the poker table that's hidden from view by many layers of velvet curtains. This is where I keep the best of the best.

"Who do you have for us tonight, Sienna?" one of the richest billionaires in town asks. His name is Gary, and he's one of my favorites. 

"This is Emily. She's about to make your night very exciting. Just give her a chance to get comfortable and by the end of the night I'll see you eating from the palm of her hand."

They laugh and accept Emily into the fold. Lucky girl that she found me. The other operations in town are just terrible, and I hate to think of how many women lose themselves to men who have no respect for them, who force themselves on them. 

It's sad, but my brother Jax is going about trying to change all that. He was reelected as Senator, and he's even earned my respect for turning the tables on the escort industry. He sees my vision now, and it didn't take long. It's what I thought I was getting myself into when I started, it's what all women think. But now we’ve made that a reality.

Jax is taking sexual abuse to the Senate floor, and from what I hear, he’s making headway.

As for me? I'm happy here with Leo and don't plan on changing anything anytime soon. We've made a little love nest in the penthouse apartment. 

I call it home because home is wherever Leo is. We could live in a cardboard box for all I care. He'd still be mine and I would be his...forever.

We're about to make it official but I'm no bridezilla. Leo's trying to get me to plan a really big wedding but we're married already in our hearts and minds so I don't see what the big deal is. 

If it were up to me we'd go down to the Little Vegas Wedding Chapel and get it done tonight. As it is, I think he's sweeping me away to Venice or something for the nuptials. All I care about is the honeymoon and I've made that perfectly clear. Me plus him on a beach equals Pleasure Island. 

He's staring at me now in that way of his—the one that makes me need to go change my panties—and I wonder if we'll even make it to the beds tonight or if he'll have to fuck me in the powder room of the Inner Sanctum first.

I pretend I don't notice his gaze that's trailing me as I make my way to the bar. My silver dress hits the floor just right, making it look like I'm floating, my perfect goddess filthy only for me. 

As soon as I order my very dirty vodka martini, he's at my side whispering about all the dastardly things he plans to do to me tonight.

"No, Leo, I'm trying to work." I pretend to give him the rub off. 

"But I want you in the penthouse wearing nothing but that garter belt I know you have on. I want to rip it off with my teeth."

His whispered words almost make me come right here. Having Leo talk to me that way, when he tells me what he'll do, well, I have to press my legs tightly together just to avoid making a mess of my new silver dress. 

"Leo,” I say with a teasing wag of my finger, “I have to take care of Emily, my new charge. Besides the night's hardly begun."

I wave at someone, Andrea—the CEO of a new cosmetics line called Flash that's making waves in the beauty industry. It's nice to have connections. I've previously set her up with one of my male escorts and she wasn't disappointed. 

My guys can make any woman ruin their panties upon first sight. They're all dazzling, ripped, and most of all, they know how to show my women clients the time of their lives. Many a girls’ trip happens here if they're exclusive enough to get in. 

I'm taking in my success, the business, everything—it’s beautiful, and yet I have Leo here impatiently growling in my ear that he's ready to fuck. 

"Fine, baby, let's go upstairs. I can hardly wait myself."

He leads me out of the Sanctum through a back exit, and all the while his fingers are tracing the line of my ass. 

"Get ready for a long night, Sienna. I’m going to make you mine."

"It always is, Leo. With you it always is. And don’t you know yet? I’ve always been yours."
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Liam

 

I’ve got her bent over my oversized, mahogany desk. The curvature of her back looks perfect, like a ballerina’s. I push open her legs further with my knee so that I can gain better entry.

“Liam!” She’s screaming out my name as I slide two fingers into her throbbing, wet pussy. 

“Yes Trish, call my name, just like that,” I say through clenched teeth and ragged breathing. 

“I want you so bad Liam, you’re all I think about.”

Of course I’m all she thinks about. I’m all most women think about, and my assistant’s no different. We started fucking a couple months ago, almost immediately after I hired her. I didn’t hire her to fuck, but she’s got a great ass, so why not?

I unzip and push my 12-inch cock deep inside her from behind. She’s crying out my name and holding onto the sides of the desk as I pound her hard. I pull her hair so that the arch of her back is even more accentuated.

I slide my cock in and out of her and yeah it feels good. But I’ve also had better. Trish is a placeholder, something to do to bide my time until the right one comes along. I don’t mean right as in marry, I mean right as in someone who will pique my interest enough to want to fuck her for more than a one-night stand. 

Trish is lucky because she works for me, so I naturally want to fuck her more. I don’t have to get rid of her in the morning like the women I meet out at clubs. Trust me, she’s already knows what she has to do without me telling. 

“Liam, I’m coming. Oh fuck, I’m coming so hard around your big cock.”

I can feel her hot cum around me. It never takes long with her. She likes to be taken roughly over my desk and she comes in about a minute and then I come, because what’s the point of holding out? And then that’s it. Back to work as usual.

Sex with her is part of her job, a task, like a paperwork she has to submit and leave at my table. When it’s done, it’s done. We don’t have to discuss it.

She’s bucking wildly underneath me trying to draw out the pleasure and I have to settle her down. I wrap my hands around her big, fake tits and then thrust into her brazenly, with no care for her comfort or feelings. I reach my climax easily and I gasp. 

Then I pull out and spank her on the ass. Cum is dripping down her leg as she pulls up her skirt. She probably loves it, to be sitting at her desk, marinating in my cum all day. The little slut. 

As for me, I’m over it. Trish is okay but she’s nothing spectacular. I want more, I guess you could say. I deserve more. I got everything a woman would look for in a man. Trust me, I am more than any guy could hope to achieve in his lifetime.

Now, you’d think in a city as big as Manhattan, that there’d be more women to meet my fancy. Not true. I’m as jaded as ever with the lack of options out there. 

Is it so wrong to want someone with perfect tits, an interesting mind, and a reasonable amount of passion?

Every woman I meet feels like the same. They all run together as their personalities reflect nothing more than superfluous desires and surface talk. At this point in my life, I’m looking for something more. 

I’ve reached the apex of my career. I own the most prestigious ad agency in town, Dignity Creative. I have more money than I can count, and I bed virtually every woman I want, like my assistant here, who’s effectively wiping my cum from her leg with a tissue right now. 

So what is my problem? 

I want more. I’m bored with life. Yes, this is a billionaire’s problem, but when you’re used to being handed everything on a silver platter, where’s the challenge and adventure?

Trish leaves and I decide to take a walk to clear my mind. I leave my penthouse office by a private elevator and tell my driver I’ll contact him later. Nothing refreshes a stagnant mind like the humming streets of NYC. 

Women look at me from all different angles as I walk the streets of Manhattan.

I'm used to this kind of attention. The kind that comes with the territory of being this fucking gorgeous.

I'm tall and devilishly handsome. My eyes are green like the deepest recesses of a forest, and my hair is sandy-brown, providing the perfect contrast. My light tan skin looks perfect grazing up against the Armani suit I'm wearing.

I like to peruse the different avenues in the city to just gain greater further artistic inspiration. It’s the city of dreams for a reason. You can find everything you need here, especially if you're the creative type looking for an inspiration.

Lately, I've been starting to feel a little bit bored with my company. Sure, I'm the CEO of the biggest ad agency in town, and I'm ruthless when it comes to business, but being at the top of the ladder suddenly doesn't feel so great anymore.

I got into this business to be creative and lately, it's just been business and more business. I'm forgetting what it is that made me join in the first place.

Unlike some people, money doesn't mean everything to me. I have so much, I could afford to take it for granted. I need to feel passion in my life and for what I'm doing or it's not even worth it.

It's midmorning and people are walking everywhere. I take in the sites and the sounds and decide to head back to the office. I have to do this presentation later for a lingerie company called Velvet Luxe. 

Actually, Trish will be presenting my ideas but I’ll be there to make an appearance. I’m the CEO and no longer have to demean myself to making presentations for clients. They’d be lucky to have me. 

I've done enough walking for today, so I call my limousine driver to come pick me up. He's there in an instant. My driver, Paul, knows me pretty well by now and he knows what I like and don’t like, including the fact that I don't like to be kept waiting.

He takes me back to my building in uptown. I own the whole damn thing. And the penthouse is my lair. I walk past Trish and toss her a slight nod of acknowledgement. She’s licking her lips like she already wants more. 

“What time is my meeting?” I ask her.

“In about 15 minutes,” she says.

Fuck. I’m late. 

“Come on Trish, grab the presentation, we gotta head downtown to Velvet Luxe. 

Even though this lingerie company should be begging me for my business, I know it’s a big deal. Every company in town is clamoring to get their attention because they’re hot and trendy right now. I hear they’re gonna be bigger than Victoria’s Secret and I’ve seen enough in this business to know how important this company could be. 

If we can land this campaign, then it will make our star shine even brighter. We're already at the upper echelon of society but this will take our future even further. Who doesn’t want to stay at the very top?

Trish and I hurry to the limo. Doubtless I’ll be late, but that also means we can make an entrance. 

 






Claire

 

The sunrise peaks out over the tops of huge skyscrapers and once again I wonder what I'm doing going to the office this early.

I’m way too committed to my job.

But every day, as I walk into the building and take in the look of the old brick façade, I feel grateful for my life. 

What started as just a dream back in college has turned into an actual, viable company: Epica. We began as a brick-and-mortar store and haven't veered too far away from that, although we’ve been booking larger companies as of late. 

I've worked very hard to achieve this little boutique ad agency. I strive to keep it small and simple, which I think is a niche in an otherwise saturated market overwhelming with huge ad agencies.

A new client is vying for our attention today—or rather, I’m vying for their attention. The lingerie brand Velvet Luxe is looking for new representation and I’m banking everything on scoring this campaign. They're very upscale and we have to win.

For me, it causes a flurry of nerves to swell and swirl in my stomach as I open the door to her office today. I know we have to book this job. I know our financial future is riding on it.

Plus, the prestige of working with this kind of a company would bring a whole new range of clients to our brand. And prestige is something we need because while my little company has made a mark on the world, we are on the verge of financial collapse if I don’t take on a big client soon. 

I pull my blonde curls up into a loose bun as I power on the lights. 

I've designed the office myself. It has a loft apartment kind of vibe. There are exposed bricks, beams, and industrial elements from the original warehouse shining through. 

I'm really proud having built this place, but it's definitely not your huge typical ad agency. That's exactly the kind of atmosphere I want to have here. I want to keep the creative people happy by constantly inspiring them—either through interior design or just having a relaxed vibe around the office.

I walk into my cozy, well-defined office and hit the cappuccino machine first. I've already been on a run this morning and now I need caffeine. 

I guess you can say that comes with my overachiever status. I like to get a jump on the day. As a design professor once told me, the morning is the most creative time to get your ideas on paper. 

The machine pumps out my espresso and I smile as I enjoy the warm aroma filling my senses. I take my cup and curl up on the deep-seated leather couch in my office. 

No one else is in yet because no one else cares about this company as much as I do. That comes with the territory of being a CEO. I'm willing to do whatever it takes to make this work.

I guess you can say I'm a workaholic. I don't mind being called that because right now, this Velvet Luxe campaign is all I can think of. I have to gain their business for the good of my reputation and for the good of the company. 

People deserve bonuses around here. And frankly, without this new client, our company may not financially survive much longer. 

I know I have to pull this presentation together perfectly. My company, Epica, and everyone’s livelihood depend on it being a success.

I’d like to say that nothing gets the creative juices flowing better than the early morning vibe, but really everything that’s motivating me right now is the thought of keeping this company afloat…

I start drafting and coming up with more ideas. Too much information is better than not having enough when it comes to things like this. Clients are willing to pay, but they want to get what their money’s worth. 

I brainstorm and sketch and try to perfect the Velvet Luxe presentation. I spend a few hours in the morning light defining my ideas more thoroughly, so they're ready to meet with the Velvet Luxe executives today. I have a big meeting with them downtown and I want everything to be organized and ready to go.

Charlotte, my assistant and best friend, comes into the building at her usual 8 o'clock hour. She's not surprised to see me in here. Half the time, I spend the night in my office.

"Hey, you're here, early again," she says.

She eyes my empty cappuccino cup and offers to take it. I don't resist.

"Thanks Charlotte, I really need that. I guess you can say I'm a little nervous about getting the campaign."

"Well, I think you're gonna do great. You always outshine the big guys anyway, just don't forget that," she says reassuringly.

"Thanks. That means a lot.”

She looks at me knowingly. 

“You’re worried aren’t you?”

 “Yes,” I say as I look glumly down at my sketches. 

“Everything’s riding on this. I can’t mess up.”

“It’s okay to be nervous, but when have you ever cared about going up against the big ad agencies?”

“Um, when the financial future of this company totally depends on me landing a client,” I answer her. 

“Just don’t think too much of it that way,” she says reassuringly. “Imagine it like the times you outshine the big companies by just being you, and doing what you do best.”

I smile. She has a way of cheering me up. 

“Now, let me get you some more caffeine and you can work until your meeting later.”

“You’re my saving grace.”

She really is. Charlotte keeps this business running while I focus on all things creative. Without her, I’d be lost. She makes sure I pay attention to my calendar, my bills, and all the other parts of running a business that I feel are less important than my creative work.

I work for another hour or so sculpting my ideas. I don't even notice the time when Charlotte walks back into my office. 

“It’s time,” she says.

I look up from my computer. 

“Already?”

I scramble to pull together all my notes and computer and anything else I might need. I stuff it all into my vintage leather satchel and then I pull a black suit jacket over the silky, white camisole that’s tucked into my pencil skirt. 

“Do I look okay?” I ask Charlotte. 

“Everything except the pencil in your hair,” she laughs. 

I reach up and feel the sharp point sticking through my bun. I take it out and with it all my blonde hair comes tumbling down over my shoulders.  

“Better?” I ask. 

“Yes, here’s your green tea. I have an Uber waiting for you downstairs.”

“Oh, thanks Charlotte,” I say as I gather up my things. 

“And Claire, good luck!”

 






Claire

 

I feel very out of my element.

I'm downtown, in a big box building, with a lot of executives.

Most people in my position—those from a little agency like mine—might be sweating under the pressure, but not me. I have no trouble working with that extra energy pumping in my veins.

This is what I live for. I like to take the business away from the big sharks. There's something that gets me off about knowing that I can bring high-quality clients into the boutique range of advertising.

For now, the meeting is going well. We're all seated around a very long glass conference table in a very prestigious building. All the big guns are here, trying to land this big campaign for Velvet Luxe.

It's a lingerie company that's gaining traction every year.

For me and my little company, it would be a very big steal and a great amount of business. This is the big break we’re waiting for; it would set us up for life to have a company like this under our belt.

It's my turn at the front of the room to present my very rough proposal. With nothing decided yet, it's hard to know what to go on, what the client needs. I have to second guess what specifics the company might like. 

I take a deep breath and put on a smile. I'm here to show my best work and I'm gonna give them everything I've got so that we can land this campaign.

I'm the last presenter of the day, and I try to hide my nervousness as I make my way up to the podium. A PowerPoint shines brightly behind me and it showcases our newest ideas.

"So our agency, Epica, would like to represent Velvet Luxe in a new way. We anticipate that since this is a winter campaign, there should be lots of faux fur linings, snow, and sparkles, everything glamorous and chic to get people into the holiday spirit and into the spirit of buying."

I look around the room to see what the sharks are thinking and to see what the executives from the agency think. So far, so good. Everyone seems satisfied, except for the sharks.

"So, I suggest a gold on white color scheme and anything else that might add to the newness of the season. I think this could carry well over into the New Year's looks and so the ad marketing campaigns could run through Christmas and up through January at least."

My designers have come up with an array of ideas that are flashing on the screen behind me. I can tell the executives are happy. Everything is white and gold and shimmering, everything you'd want in a lingerie company.

"I have complete faith that my company can handle a marketing campaign this big and this intense. What we specialize in is bringing the impersonal experience down to a personal, intimate level. We operate out of a small building and we keep things close and this is reflected in our work. You'll see that we're able to reach the trendiest new audiences to the most traditional. That's what we pride ourselves on, having scope."

My presentation ends and the executives look very interested. They tell us all to come up with a more specialized campaign mock-up for them to review more closely. It's standard in the industry, but my heart sinks at having to go up against the sharks once again.

It's not like I don't like their work, I just find it v¬¬ery distant and fundamentally shaped under the broader umbrella of corporate enterprise. I don't think that's what this company wants. I think they want to shine brightly on their most loyal clients and yet also attract new ones. 

Nobody wants a marketing scheme like we've all seen a million times, especially over Christmas when you could capitalize on the season for more sales. People want something special.

Just then something very special indeed walks into the room. 

“Hi, I’m Liam, this is my assistant Trish. Sorry we’re late.”

He takes a seat and I’m dumbfounded by the pure amount of hotness in the room. My eyes glaze over as I imagine this 6’4 hunk of man between my legs. 

He takes a seat and as he does so, a couple locks of sandy brown hair fall over his piercing green eyes. He peers up at me and I blush. Fuck. I’ve been caught staring. 

He flashes me an incredible smile and I have to squeeze my legs together to prevent the wetness from oozing all over this fine, leather chair. 

I’m not usually one to come in my panties for just anyone. It takes someone...unique to make me even enjoy the experience. 

My friends call me frigid, but I know I just have really high standards and nothing will make me waver from that...nothing except for him. He’s my standard. I don’t even know the guy yet I can tell he embodies everything I would want in someone.

That is until I see his assistant, Trish, make her way to the front of the room.

“On behalf on my boss, Liam Alton, I’m going to present the ideas from Dignity Creative,” she says.

Two things are running through my mind. First of all, he’s Liam Alton, as in the playboy Alton who owns the biggest ad agency in town. This guy is not just a CEO...he’s a billionaire. 

My stomach tightens, and I get a little bit nauseous as I realize this handsome man—my dream guy—is also my competition. Suddenly, my little company seems smaller than ever, dwarfed by the presence of this man. 

The second thing that grabs my attention though is the fact that he can’t even be bothered to present his own ideas. His assistant is doing it. This to me screams of smugness and arrogance and I realize that you can’t judge a book by the cover. Liam’s hot. Like fantasy-level hot, but it speaks a lot about his personality.

“Our firm would like to take Velvet Luxe up to a new level. We can bring this lingerie brand to an international level with the ad ideas we have in store. We are used to dealing with clients of this magnitude and more than that, we propel them to even greater heights of success.”

God, this assistant seems to be bragging more than presenting any ideas of consequence. All the while that she’s talking, I see him staring at me. He’s brooding and dark, and his eyes are all over my body. It makes me uncomfortable to be the focus of his gaze and I squirm in my seat. 

Trish continues with the details of their presentation. 

“Our campaign will feature rich tones that reflect the lingerie. Deep reds, blacks, and purples will get people in a sexy mood toward the end of the year. There will be nothing light and bright about this. The campaign will get a sensual and dark treatment.”

Damn. Their pitch is polar opposite to my own. I’m imagining lots of white and gold while Dignity Creative wants to make things dark and shady. I wonder what the executives think? I wonder if I still have a chance at this?

Finally, the meeting is over. I can’t get out of there and away from Liam’s prying eyes fast enough. 

Yes, I felt flushed being the center of his attention. But no, I can never date him. I know his reputation. He was probably staring at me with such intensity because he figured I could be another notch on his bedpost. 

What he doesn’t know is that I have self-respect and I don’t go for guys merely based on looks, or for one night flings. I’m in it for passion, transparency, and longevity...which is probably why I’m frequently single. 

I leave the giant building and get into a cab, trying to shake Liam from my mind. I mentally go over the additional ideas I come up in my head. I'm so creatively inspired by this company. I love lingerie and I love this time of year. What could be a better project for me? Any way to use my artistry is just a bonus for me.

The cab winds its way down the busy New York City streets and I write some notes in my little notebook. I have a lot of ideas for the campaign, which may or may not be fueled by the fact that Liam’s, or rather his assistant’s, presentation was so great. I have to win. I deserve this account and I intend to earn it. 

I place one heel on the sidewalk and then the other before thanking the cab driver. Then I breathe in a sigh of relief as I see my brick building, Epica, the company I’ve made from scratch. 

I’m home. But I also have to get to work...my new motivation is beating Liam and proving to him that he shouldn’t be so cocky as he thinks.  

 






Claire

 

I am unnerved by the meeting. 

I'm thrown off by the guy. 

Liam is the hottest thing I've seen in a while.  

His gorgeous, chiseled face and deep green eyes are on my mind, tormenting me and throwing me off my game. 

I walk into Epica and feel home at last after a big afternoon of dealing with ad agencies that outsize mine in so many ways. 

"How was it?" Charlotte asks me as she greets me with green tea and a smile. 

"It was...fine."

"Fine? That's all you have to say about it? It was just fine? Come on, tell me everything. How'd they like your ideas?"

She walks with me as I head to my office in the back of the building. It's surrounded by glass and exposed brick walls. I have a view of the city and it excites me. My office also has bean bags, books, and feels very cozy.

Charlotte plops down on a faux fur bean bag and proceeds to procure answers from me.

"Why are you being so aloof, Claire? Usually, you're an open book after important meetings, dying to tell me everything. What happened?"

I sit behind my glass desk, sip my green tea, and eye her cautiously. To tell or not to tell?

"Fine, Charlotte. I'll tell you. The meeting went well. The executives seemed to like my ideas and my presentation was better than the rest, except for one done by one man, or rather his assistant. Have you ever heard of Liam Alton?"

She looks at me in surprise. 

"Heard of him? Of course, I have. He's known as one of the hottest and richest men in town. He's also the consummate player. Every girl wants him, but he's like forbidden fruit. No one can land Liam. Why was he there?" 

I look into my tea mug with consternation. I knew he was a player but I had no idea it was such common knowledge.

What am I thinking, wanting a guy like him? I'm like all those other women wanting to land him. It's pathetic. I internally kick myself for being so naive. 

"Yeah, he was there all right. And he appears to be our biggest competition. His ideas are good, very good."

She looks at me pensively. "Well, he does own the biggest ad agency in town. Doubtless, he's good at his job. But it's okay because you're also good. And remember that we're a little agency for a reason, to fill that niche in the market.”

Charlotte has a point so I let her continue.

“Not everyone wants to be handled by a corporate agency. Most of our clients prefer the small size of this firm and how we cater to them creatively. Remember that."

She's right, I know. Sometimes it's hard to remember my mission in this world, which is to stay small and to do what I do best. Liam has me teetering on the edge of my morals and my direction. 

My heart still races every time I think of the way he was looking at me, as though I were his already.

"Hello? Earth to Claire. Are you in, Claire?"

I realize I've just zoned out, lost in thought again about Liam. 

"Sorry, my mind was somewhere else."

"And could have something to do with a certain someone, a certain handsome playboy?" she prods.

"Yes, okay? He's so fucking gorgeous and he was literally staring at me throughout the entire meeting. I thought maybe there could be something there, but I know he's a creep, a one-night stand kind of guy and you just reminded me of that, so thanks."

She looks at me knowingly, as though it all suddenly makes sense to her.

"You like him, Claire. You really like him, don't you?"

"Shut up!" I throw my pen at her. "Besides, I only kind of like him. And he's a player so what does it matter?"

"It matters," she says, "because you never like anyone. The fact that he's even on your radar is a big deal."

"Yeah, well, I'm not about to get hurt by a guy like that. So, I'm gonna push him out of my mind and just focus on winning this campaign. Then, I can prove to him and all the others that we're a company to contend with."

"Sounds like a plan," Charlotte says with a smile. "Why don't we go out to celebrate tonight? You've very nearly landed the campaign and that in itself is a big success. Let's go to a club or something."

That actually sounds like music to my ears. I could use a night out to forget about work, and to forget about him. I can't believe I've only just met the guy and already he's occupying my thoughts like this. I need to shut it down and a night out will help.

"Definitely. Let's go out. There's that new club uptown called Embassy. We should go there."

"Sounds like a plan. Let's wrap up the day and then we can change here and go."

"Okay, Charlotte. I'll just finish some stuff and we can leave in a few hours."

She leaves me to it and I go about making changes to the Velvet Luxe campaign. Now that I see what I'm up against, I also see more clearly where I can make changes to my ideas and make them stronger.

I love working. Designing is basically my entire life. I do it for fun, I do it for work, and everything in between. I guess you could say I'm an artist at heart. I was always doodling as a child and now I've somehow turned that into a career. 

I try to lose myself in the work, but somehow, I still see Liam in my head. I can't help thinking that this is dangerous territory.

I cannot allow myself to fall for a playboy, much less my professional competition. It's just not a good look.

I spin around in my chair and look at the view. Storm clouds are threatening the city and I think that tonight I might need an umbrella.  

His handsome, rugged face is on my mind again, but I attempt to shake it off, telling myself that it's just because he's so hot. I'm in lust not love, and I need to keep a firm distance between Liam and myself. 

I work some more and put all my energy into creating the most fabulous ad campaign the lingerie world has ever seen. I decide to take it up a notch in terms of sexiness, sure that this will win them over.   

At last, night falls and it's time to take off. Charlotte wheels a clothing rack into my office. We always keep an array of extra outfits on hand so we don't have to go home to change before hitting the town.

"What'll it be tonight?" She's perusing several of my new purchases. "You know, if you spent less money on Gucci, maybe the company wouldn't be in such dire straits."

I laugh. I do have a penchant for shopping. 

"Hey, why do you care? You wear all of my stuff anyway."

She runs her hands over my new Chanel dress. "It's so lucky that we're the same size."

"You should wear that," I say. "It's super cute on you."

She pulls it off the rack and we both strip and change after we pick our desired outfits.

Then, I pull out my vanity mirror and we do our makeup.

"I say we look pretty good," Charlotte says. 

"No babe, we look hot."

I'm wearing a very small, black lace dress with six-inch heels. It almost feels like I'm wearing nothing and that's how I like it tonight. Tonight, I plan on flirting with so many guys and I will forget all about Liam what's-his-name. 

 






Liam

 

What the fuck was that?

I can't believe I'm saying this, but I think I just met the most beautiful girl in the world.

What I thought would be a boring meeting with executives from Velvet Luxe turned into a mesmerizing experience.

My cock hardens at the thought of the angel I just saw.

The way her curly blonde hair fell just so over her delicate shoulders is haunting me. And those blue eyes, cold as the Arctic sea, reveal layers of character and strength.

She doesn't seem like the type of woman I can fuck and be done with, and that intrigues me. She's complicated, I can tell. I should know. I watched her throughout the entire meeting.

I watched the way her garter stuck out slightly from underneath her skirt when she crossed her slim legs. I watched the way her breasts pressed through the little camisole she was wearing under her suit. And most of all, I watched the way she squirmed under my gaze.

The thought of that, of making her flush with lust for me, is what's making my cock hard even now, as I drive away in the limo.

"Trish, I need you to figure something out for me. There was a woman there. She has blonde hair and blue eyes and I need to find out her name," I say to my assistant.

She looks slightly annoyed at my interest in another woman. What can I say? My focus is on this mystery girl now.

Trish is on the phone, trying to find out who she is. Once I discover her name, I'll make it my mission to bed this girl. She really is that fucking gorgeous.

"Okay, Liam I got her name. It's Claire Peirce and she owns Epica."

"Hmm, Epica. Where have I heard that name before?" I wonder aloud.

"Well," Trish begins, "I've heard about it. It's a little company that's making waves in the advertising world. They're on the brink of a financial collapse, but that doesn't erase all the clients she’s had. The company is not very business-oriented; hence, the money problems. Apparently, this Claire girl built it from scratch."

Trish is jealous I know, but I couldn’t really care less. Now that I know her name...Claire...I can make it my mission to conquer her. 

The fact that she built her company from scratch is endearing. I built Dignity Creative from the ground up. Granted, I have amassed a billion-dollar fortune in the process, but who's counting?

Claire has smarts and a tight body who sharp curves could cut glass. It's the perfect combination and the perfect thing to jolt me out of my recent boredom.

I spend the rest of the ride back to my office thinking about how I'm going to win her over. Flowers? Candy? What would be the perfect scenario for our first introduction?

The limo makes its way through New York City traffic. I people-watch and think about Claire. Rarely does an infatuation overcome me like this. The rush is intoxicating and it reminds me of a time when I wasn't so jaded and when I had a sense of idealism and still believed in people.

We arrive back at my building and I abandon Trish. I head straight up to the penthouse so I can brood over what to do with this new girl.

I pace around my penthouse office, determined to handle the situation. I need to meet her again, and it needs to look like a coincidence—or fate. 

I haven't been this excited about a woman for so long. I wonder what it is about her that's stirring something in me. My lust is starting to awaken and it can't be contained.

I make myself whiskey on the rocks and sit in my favorite leather chair in the corner of the room. It overlooks the city from an almost 360-degree angle. 

The view calms my heightened state. NYC never fails to enchant me, especially from my place at the top. I have an empire. I have everything I want, except for one thing and that will change soon.

Little does Claire know I'm about to make her mine. 

My vice president, Evan, comes in without knocking. 

“Hey Liam, how’d the meeting go?”

I look at him and decide to divulge my new obsession. 

“The meeting was fine,” I say. “The presentation was okay. But the real thrill was when I found the girl of my dreams.”

He looks unfazed. “Oh yeah, who’s that?”

“Her name is Claire and she owns Epica.”

Evan helps himself to some whiskey and sits opposite me. 

“That’s funny,” he says, “because I was just coming in here to discuss Epica. You see, it’s a small company. No more than a dozen people work there, and they’re on the brink of ruin. But I think we could acquire the company and take the people as part of our own, Dignity Creative.”

I look at him with interest. “And why would we want to do that?”

“Because this Claire girl may not know a scrap about business, not even enough to keep her company afloat, but she is a genius in terms of creativity. Her company is known for fostering the artistic spirit. I’ve heard she has the best people on board.”

“Hmm, that’s a good idea then.”

“Yes, she needs this Velvet Luxe campaign or her company will go under. Once that happens, we can make her and everyone who works for her an offer they can’t refuse. They can work here and we’ll have eliminated some of the competition.”

Evan’s plan is devious, but he’s part of the reason we are the biggest ad agency in New York. He thinks ahead and he knows how to undermine the competition.

“I like it,” I say. “But then, we have to make sure she doesn’t win this big client.”

“That’s where you come in. You have a way with women and if you can seduce her, then maybe she’ll reveal some of her ideas for the campaign or maybe you can find them on your own or something.”

“So, essentially, you’re asking me to spy on her?”

He looks unfazed by the disregard of morals his plan requires. Evan is a good businessman, but his code of ethics is all wrong. I don’t necessarily mind because he brings in a lot of business. 

“If you want to call it spying you can. But come on, man, I’ve seen Claire. I know she’s hot and that it won’t be asking a lot from you to sleep with her and to do a little digging.”

I laugh. He’s right, of course. I’m already intending to fuck her. I guess it won’t hurt to see if I can steal some of her ideas for the campaign or at least get an idea of the direction she’s heading in.

“Fine, I’ll do it,” I say swigging back my whiskey.

He grants me an ignoble smile and, again, I wonder at his lack of ethics. As long as I have Evan here to do my dirty work, I don’t have to be the bad guy.

“That’s good, Liam. Now, what do you say we go out tonight and celebrate?”

“What’d you have in mind?”

“There’s this new club called Embassy. Everyone who’s anyone will be there and they have a nice VIP section.”

“I’ll meet you there later,” I say and he takes that as a dismissal.

He finishes his drink and leaves. 

I think about how to uncover Claire’s plans. Maybe I can get her to tell me the direction she’s planning on going in.

The only thing better than fucking Claire would be stealing this client from her. Hey, she hasn't won yet and it's every man for himself. 

She might have a little boutique ad agency, but I’m a giant among men. My company dominates the rest and I have every intention of getting this client. 

I pour myself into work for the rest of the afternoon and, as evening falls, I order dinner and relax for a minute before getting ready to go out. 

I eat pretty clean and tonight is no different. I have salmon and vegetables on the terrace. Menacing storm clouds threaten to outshine my evening, but I like this weather. I hope it rains and pours and proves to be a wild night. 

I go inside and take a long, hot shower. It's rare that I have a night out on the town but maybe being with my boys and stalking new women—new prey—will shift me back to my old self. 

I wear my finest slacks and a shirt with an open collar. I slap on some cologne and aftershave and run my fingers through my hair.

Then, I meet the limousine downstairs. I warn the driver that I'll need him later tonight when I bring home my latest conquest.

"Just be sure you're ready at a moment's notice."

"Of course, Mr. Alton."

I never leave a club without a gorgeous girl on my arm. Tonight will be no different. Of that I'm sure.

 






Claire

 

The line looks long and menacing and I don't know how we'll ever get through.

In truth, this is not my scene. I go out to the clubs sometimes, but usually, I'm more of an intimate bar kind of gal. I like to hang at the lounge of an upscale hotel, like the Ritz and be able to relax with a martini.   

I prefer to hear the conversation and not have to scream over the noise in order to be heard.

Nonetheless, we're here. And noise is exactly what I need to get my mind off Liam. I'm determined to drown him out no matter what it takes, even if that means dancing at the hottest club in town and standing in line for an hour.

Luckily for me, Charlotte darts to the head of the line, whispers something in the bouncer's ear, and he pulls back the velvet rope and lets us right in.

"How'd you do that?" I ask.

"Are you kidding me? I know every bouncer in town. I make it my mission to get on their good side so that I can always get into whatever club I want."

"You are unbelievable."

"Yeah well, a girl's gotta do what a girl's gotta do. I don't want to miss out on any of the action. It's all about who you know," she says.

I knew there was a reason I'm best friends with Charlotte. She's very crafty. And she's also known around town as somewhat of an ‘It’ girl. It makes me look good to be with her.

Even though I feel out of my element, I'm determined to make the most of it. I slip off my little shawl and put it in my purse so that I expose as much skin as possible. Tonight, I want to attract a guy—a guy who is not Liam.

He just gets under my skin and I can't pinpoint why. Maybe it's his arrogance or the way he was staring at me with reckless abandon, not even trying to hide it. Something about him simultaneously attracts and infuriates me. It's a dangerous combination.

Charlotte takes my hand and leads me to the bar.

"What will you have?" the bartender asks.

"Two shots of Patron and two Coronas please," Charlotte says.

She always knows exactly what to order in order to loosen things up. She's like a connoisseur of cocktails.

The tequila shots arrive and we toast to our friendship before gulping down the harsh liquid. I immediately chase it with my beer and am feeling better already. It's gonna be a good night.

More and more people are starting to filter into the club and it's becoming pretty packed.

I guzzle down my beer and Charlotte looks at me in surprise.

"Wow, you're really going for it tonight, huh?"

"Go big or go home," I say as I pull her away from the bar and onto the dance floor.

Dancing in a club is such a dizzying experience. With the DJ's vibrating music and so many people around, I feel like I can finally let loose. I feel like my real life doesn't exist and the only thing that matters is this moment and my ability to let go.

I pull her to the center of the dance floor and, before long, there are various guys surrounding us. None of them attract me, of course. Like I said, I have high standards.

But tonight, it's not about that. Tonight, it's about escapism. I'm trying to escape the memory of one hot guy. I'm trying to escape my feelings for someone that I know I shouldn't be with. And because of that, I'll dance with anyone who's offering.

One guy comes up close and he seems good enough.

"You look nice tonight," he says over the loud thumping of the music.

"What?" I say to him over the heavy music.

"I said you look nice tonight."

"Oh, thank you."

Charlotte is eyeing our exchange and I can tell she knows exactly what I'm thinking. This guy is not worth my time. But I don't care. I just need to dance with someone.

There are so many people around us that he presses up against me. The encounter makes me uncomfortable. I don't like to be touched by strangers. But I try to dance with him and I try to make it fun.

We stay on the floor for a few songs and I have to admit the DJ's really good. New York has the best nightlife in the country. That's for sure.

Charlotte has found her own guy to dance with and for a while, it's really fun to just forget about real life.

My concerns about the precarious financial position of my company and about needing to land the Velvet Luxe campaign all go on the back burner. For now it's just me and her, these random guys, and the dance floor. That's all I need.

After a while I feel exhausted. Charlotte and I are both hot and sweaty. I decide it's time to break away from these guys.

"Want to get a drink?" I yell to her over the music.

"Yes, let's get out of here," she says.

I follow her through the crowd and, at last, we break free and get to the bar. I definitely need a drink and a breather.

We find a couple of seats in the corner.

This time I order for the both of us. "Two vodka sodas, please."

As soon I do, I look up and see him...Liam’s at the bar. 

 






Liam

 

My limousine pulls right up to the club’s VIP entrance.

I get out of the car and escape into an unmarked alleyway door, hoping not to be noticed.

I try to keep a low profile but pretty much everyone in this town knows who I am. It's hard to be successful and not garner some attention.

Thank God for VIP areas where prying eyes can't get ahold of me. Privacy is everything.

Evan’s waiting. It's the usual crowd. We surround ourselves with the most wealthy and successful people in the city.

Normally, I travel in this pack of other successful men because it's nice to have a wingman when I'm trying to get girls. Granted, with me there's no trying. I always win over whoever I want. My square jaw, dark green eyes, and large stature make it easy to hunt.

"Hey man," I say to Evan who looks like he's a few drinks in already.

"Oh, look who's finally here. Liam has finally deemed it time to grace us with his presence," he says, eyes dancing with humor. “I’m not like you. I don't need to go out every night of the week. I prefer to actually get things done in life," I say to him.

He laughs and slaps his hand on my shoulder while offering me a shot of vodka. It's top shelf and the right way to get this night going.

"Thanks," I say. "Now, where are the women?"

He flashes me a shady grin. He knows exactly what I'm talking about. My boy here is as much of a player as I am. We have kind of a system of looking out for each other.

Neither one of us would be caught dead settling down with one girlfriend. In fact, I don't think anyone in this crowd has a girlfriend. We travel light, so to speak. It makes it easier having no strings attached.

"Well, the club is starting to fill out. But from the balcony, you can see virtually every girl in here. I suggest you take a look," he says showing me the way upstairs.

I climb the stairs to the VIP balcony and he's right; there's a perfect view of nearly everyone in the place. I peruse the offerings and try to find the prettiest girl in the crowd to make my conquest.

And that's when I see her...Claire. 

She’s dancing right in the center of the room.

I watch her intently, gaining satisfaction in knowing that I see her but she doesn’t know I’m here. I can see her in her element and damn does she look amazing.

What is it about Claire that makes me both love and hate her?

Is it because she's my competition? Is it because she's so damn beautiful that it makes me feel things for her that I'm dead set against?

For her, I want to break all my rules. I want to abandon the single life and make sure I'm the last guy she tastes for the rest of her life. 

I watch her very carefully. My cock hardens against my pants despite my best intentions to keep a low libido. I try not to care about her, but I’m failing spectacularly.

I take a long swig of my vodka and try to discern my next step.

She's wearing practically nothing. Her small lace dress is barely covering anything. I’m itching to go down there and cover her up. But I can't do that. She's not mine. I barely even know her.

And yet being possessive is in my nature. When there's someone as stunning as her at the receiving end of it, it’s hard to be indifferent. 

I don't care if I bed her tonight or for all of eternity, I just know I have to get inside her soon or I’ll likely explode with desire. 

At a shadowy distance on the balcony, I can just watch the way she moves, the way her slim hips sway to the music. I imagine I'm down there with her, fingering her under that little lace dress, making her want me.

I see the guy she's dancing with is getting a little too close. His hand grazes her arm and it ignites fury within me. I feel like going down there and punching his lights out.

This girl is mine. And he looks like a scumbag, not worth one second of her time.

Even if my claim to her is only fleeting, I feel like I have rights to her already. The idea of her with another guy angers me.

"You see her, too, don't you?" Evan says as he comes up behind me. "Little does she know we’re about to steal everything she has right out from under her.”

His plan is not a bad one, especially if it means Claire will have to work for me. Then I can fuck her every day at work just like I’ve been fucking Trish as of late.

“It’s not gonna be hard to get close to her,” I tell Evan. “She’s fucking gorgeous.”

He looks satisfied. "So, you’re down with mixing business and pleasure? That’s good, Liam because we really need her and her people on board.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I say, annoyed by the fact that he keeps mentioning my role in this plan.

I wonder about the ethical dilemma of fucking her for her ideas. What Evan doesn’t know is that I was planning to lay claim to her anyway. Now, I just have an added element of illicit behavior to adhere to.

I know we don’t need her in my firm, but I’m willing to indulge Evan because I want her in the firm. I want to have eyes on her every day. I want to know what she’s up to at every moment.

I want to own her and to be her boss. I want her answering only to me.  

If Claire is so good at her job that she gives my company the added bonus of creative potential, then so be it. But for me, this spy game is entirely personal. I will make sure that she’s unable to resist me.

Then I see her walking off the dance floor with her friend. I'm thankful that she's gotten away from that scummy guy. I'm the only guy she should have eyes for.

The girls cuts through the crowd to get a drink at the bar. I think it would be the perfect opportunity to reemerge into her life.

I give it a few moments before I make my way out of the VIP section and towards the main bar. I'll be the surprise of her night.

It’s crowded at the main bar, but I find a place in the corner where I order Jack Daniels straight up. 

Then, I watch and wait for her to appear. Soon, she does. She and her friend sit across from me. Her blue eyes are piercing and I imagine them peering up at me while she’s on her knees, sucking my cock.

I sit up straight, knowing that I appear aloof. I take a sip of my drink and wait for the games to begin.

 






Claire

 

Oh my God, he's looking right at me.

What is Liam doing here?

I came here to escape him, to banish thoughts of him. Instead, I'm laid bare in front of that penetrating gaze once again. When Liam looks at me, it's as if he's staring into the depths of my soul and there's no hiding from it. 

"Shit, Charlotte. Um, that guy is here. Remember Liam from Dignity Creative? He's right over there," I mutter and turn my head in the opposite direction, pretending not to have seen him.

Charlotte looks over in a blatant manner and I scold her. "Don't look! He'll think we're talking about him."

"Um," she begins, "we are talking about him. Besides, he is fine. I can definitely see why you like him."

"I do not like him," I lie. "I just think he's hot. He's our competition, remember? I would never date someone in the business or someone who is a known player, for that matter."

She giggles and I wonder at her levity during such a dire situation. Maybe it's only critical to me because I'm the one he seems to have set his sights on.

"Charlotte, it's not funny. He keeps staring at me in an intense way that makes me feel uncomfortable."

"Claire, he is so good-looking I wish it was me he's looking at. Let's go over and say hello."

She's pulling me away from our spot at the bar before I have time to protest.  

"Charlotte, wait, no. We can't say hello. I can't be the one to make the first move," I say in a harsh whisper. 

"Oh my gosh, you are so into him," she says, beaming widely.

Fuck. We're almost there. I attempt to regain my composure, gearing up for an incredibly awkward meeting.

He sees us coming and, again, those eyes are all over me. 

"Hi, are you Liam? I'm Charlotte and this is Claire. We're also working on the Velvet Luxe campaign."

He flashes us a radiant grin that would melt any woman. It’s enough to make me want to become his.

In a cool tone, he says, "I'm delighted to meet you. It's always good to know the competition."

I toss my hair over my shoulder in defiance. I will not crumble under the weight of his rugged handsomeness. He's my competition and I need to keep the end in sight.

I offer my hand. "We represent Epica. I think you'll find our little firm is a force to be reckoned with."

He takes my hand and grazes soft lips over it in a gentle kiss. "You're Claire, right?"

"How do you know my name?"

"I make it my mission to know everything that has to do with my business. Apparently, you're our great contender."

Charlotte can sense that sparks are flying because she quickly finds an excuse to leave.

"Oh, I see my friend over there. Liam, it was nice to meet you. I'm Charlotte, by the way. Claire's best friend and business associate. I guess I'll see you in the boardroom when this all goes down."

"May the best man win," he says to her with a wink and a smile as she takes her leave.

Knots form in the pit of my stomach as I realize I'm now alone with this guy. He's so tall and imposing I wonder how I'll keep my wits about me. 

"So Claire, what are your ideas for the campaign?" he asks so brazenly. 

"Well, sir, I certainly can't reveal them to you. You're the enemy."

"Am I?" His eyes light up with fire.

"You own Dignity Creative, right?"

"Ah, so you've also heard of me?"

"I make it my mission to know everything about my business, including potential threats," I say, mirroring his previous response. 

His eyes are dancing. "Is that right? Well, then you should certainly know me. We're gonna win Velvet Luxe, you'll see."

God, his arrogance is infuriating. At the same time, just being in his charismatic presence is making me weak at the knees. 

I find myself staring at his mouth, at his lush, full lips and wondering what they would feel like pressed against my own.

"Liam, I think you underestimate me," I say, staring directly into his eyes.

What Liam doesn't know about me is that I'm a fighter. I'm scrappy and I make it my mission to beat corporate suits like him. He represents everything I'm not. 

"I've heard about your abilities," he says. 

"You have? Well, that's a nice compliment," I say, knowing he's just fed me a line. "I am more into the creative side of things than into business."

"Is that why you're struggling?"

His question makes me flush red with anger.

"What are you talking about? What have you heard?"

The nerve of him to bring up my precarious financial position on our very first meeting is unbelievable. His cockiness is starting to really annoy me. 

"I can't even believe you just said that," I say, turning to leave.

He grabs my arm and with the touch comes a sense of heat that radiates between us. I want him bad, despite his arrogance and the way he's treating me.

Maybe his egotism is turning me on. I don't know. I suddenly feel very confused and dizzy, like I need air. 

"Let go of me," I exclaim, pulling my arm away. 

"Come on, stay. I'm sorry. Just stay with me and we can talk about it.  Let me take you to the VIP area where it's quieter."

I turn around and study him, trying to judge his position. I know his type. Cocky, bad boy, used to one-night stands. I don't know what he thinks he'll get from me, but it won't be that.

"Please," he says, his eyes imploring.

In the end, I can't resist.

"Okay,” I begin, “maybe just for one drink."

He takes my hand and leads me through the club to the VIP area. I text Charlotte on the way and tell her to meet me there. There's no reason I should enjoy the exclusive perks alone.

She's there before we are and Liam leads both of us in. It's definitely nicer on this side of the velvet rope. But I care less about the money than I do about the man.

He introduces us to his friends and Charlotte takes an instant liking to one of them. He takes her upstairs to the VIP balcony while Liam and I tuck into a low-lit booth.

"I'm sorry I said that about your company," he says with sincerity.

"My finances are none of your business," I snap, brows furrowed.

"I know." He sighs heavily. "It's just that I want to know everything there is to know about you."

I look up at him. "Why?"

He pours us both some vodka over ice and twists a lemon into it.

"Because I think you're gorgeous," he says. "And I think you know it."

I say nothing while sipping the cold liquid. At least it’s something to take the edge off in this heated encounter.

"Well, I'm not your type," I say.

"Why is that? Is gorgeous not my type?"

"I'm not some bimbo you can fuck tonight and then forget all about the next morning," I say wryly.

My words seem to have taken him aback. 

"I could never forget about you," he says. "Not for one moment."

He leans in close and I can smell his musky cologne. Every part of him is sexy and yet I know I shouldn't go there. His magnetic appeal is just too good. I know this is how he scores tons of women and I fear I might become his next victim. 

 






Liam

 

Her blonde curls fall gently down her exposed back. 

Her blue eyes light up at my every word as though she's hanging onto them, onto me.

I'm drinking in every second I have to spend with this ingénue.

She's smart and fiery and yet, there is this vulnerability that lies just beneath the surface. It fills me with lust and makes me want to uncover her secrets. 

"Claire, you know you've been on my mind ever since I saw you at that meeting."

She looks at me with wide eyes. "You have?"

"You're the most beautiful thing I've ever seen. And I want you to be mine," I say.

I'm willing to let her believe that I'm all in if it means I can taste her tonight. In truth, I don't know how far this will go. I'm not a one-woman kind of guy, but I can't tell her that because she'll run away.

She sips her vodka and looks at me thoughtfully before saying, "Liam, I know that was just a pick-up line. I'm not like the other girls that you fuck. I actually have a brain and, if I decide to do anything with you tonight, it will be willingly, knowing that I am not the only one in your life. Your reputation precedes you."

I'm blown away by her honesty. She certainly has my number. There's no getting around by this girl, and that's incredibly tantalizing.

"Do you talk this way to all your dates?" I ask.

"Correction, you're not my date. My date is Charlotte and she's flirting with one of your friends upstairs."

Her confidence makes me want her more. I run my forefinger along her arm and up her shoulders. I feel her shudder beneath my touch. I feel her goose bumps underneath my fingertip.

I know she wants me. All women do. The thing with Claire is...I want her equally as much.

"Why don't you come dance with me?" I ask.

Normally I don't hit the dance floor with anybody. But with Claire, I will do anything to feel her body pressed up against my own. I want her to feel the way she makes my cock hard. I want her to feel the length of my shaft beneath my pants.

"Okay," she says as she takes a final swig of vodka.

I help her out of the booth like the gentleman I am and soon, she's following me onto the dance floor. The DJ's pretty good and I'm glad he's setting the tone for what is going to be my first true encounter with Claire.

As soon as we’re mixed in with all the people, I take the opportunity to plant a swift, soft kiss on her lips. She tastes so good. And her perfume is fruity and floral, with a mix of something that's intoxicating.

My kiss caught her off guard. She pulls away from me, but I hold her firmly in my arms. She’s not going anywhere. 

I place my knee between her legs and, to my delight, she starts to grind against me, swaying in tune with the music.

The world fades and we're in our own world. All I can see is this angel, this woman who has awakened something within me. 

She's looking at me like she wonders if I could be true to her. I'm looking at her like I want to consume her.

The night is just getting started. My hands graze the sides of her stomach up to her pert breasts.

She lets me caress her. 

I look at her with a steely gaze, determined to make her see that we're destined to be together, if only for this one night. 

Fuck the lingerie campaign. Fuck the fact that she's my competition…For now it's just us.

I kiss her neck, down to her décolleté. I pull her close so that we can feel each other breathing. 

She puts her hand on my cock and it throbs beneath her fingers. Pure lust seems to overwhelm her as she takes in my length.

I'm every woman's fantasy, especially when they realize I have a twelve-inch cock that will take them to new heights of pleasure. I hope Claire realizes that, for tonight, she can have my cock.   

I envision sliding it inside her and the idea is enough to make me pull her away from the dance floor to a shadowy corner.

I press her up against the wall and say, "This dress is too short. You're just asking for it."

Again, rebellion clouds her eyes. "What am I asking for Liam? I barely know you, after all."

I kiss her deep and hard. I make sure she knows the force of my desire.

"When I'm done with you, you'll have known a real man for once," I breathe into her mouth.

She pulls away but I call her bluff. I put my arms up against her body, caging her. She can’t escape. I kiss her and graze my hands along her thighs until I reach her sweet spot. 

The small scrap of fabric that's covering her pussy is not hard to get past. I know the truth that she's aching for me, because her thong is already sopping wet.

I move it to the side and plunge two fingers inside of her. She gasps and I cover the sound with a kiss. No one can hear us.

My fingers probe and push their way around her pussy until I find that one special place, her G-spot, where I will make her come and pass out from the pleasure. That's always the goal. 

I circle it and press against it while she's screaming into my mouth. 

"Good girl, just come for me baby."

I love to dominate her and to tell her what to do. She better get used to it. 

Her body is vibrating and my own cock has never been harder. I take it out and slide it along her pussy, but I don't enter. This is just to show her what's to come. 

I'm fingering her G-spot hard, her wetness making it easier to slide my cock between her pussy lips. She's going wild with the sensation and soon, she comes. I feel the gush of hot liquid against my shaft. 

She breathes raggedly against me and I pull my fingers out and put my cock away.

"Fuck, Liam. You are such a tease.”

"I'll have you begging for it by the end of the night. I need to hear you say how badly you want me, understand?"

She nods and I feel like I've already won.

I pull her out of the shadows and back towards the VIP area where she meets her friend. 

"Where were you guys?" Charlotte asks.

"Oh, just on the dance floor," Claire says.

"Well, I think I might leave.” Charlotte turns to her friend. “Are you coming or going?"

"She's gonna stay," I suddenly say. "I'll give her a ride home in my limousine and I promise to keep her safe."

Charlotte eyes me before giving Claire some nonverbal signal. Satisfied, she finally says, "See you guys later."

She is gone and frankly, I'm not shocked that Claire wants to stay with me. No one can resist my manhood. Besides, I just made her come in a darkened corner of the room.

She wants more and so do I. 

 

Claire

 

Liam’s charm is incomparable to any other man I’ve encountered. His suave, confident demeanor precedes him, and I can’t truly decide if it’s something I enjoy or fear. 

As Charlotte leaves the club, I find myself alone with Liam. The man I’ve just met that has me coming in the corner of the club. I can’t help but want more from him.

I scout the immediate area, and see a door labeled “powder room”. I guess this is as good as anywhere to satiate one’s desires in a club. Realistically, any place we would be that’s private is only semi-private. 

But right now, I don’t care about that. What’s important is that I have that cock in me in some way, shape, or form. I know what I want and I’m not remotely afraid to go and get it. 

I look in either direction. With my arm hooked around Liam, I lead us to the powder room. I lock the door behind us. 

“Well, well. I suppose you’ve decided you want to get the full Liam Alton experience,” he says. He has such a smug look on his face. I can’t tell if I want to punch him and tell him never mind, or if I want to just grab his face and kiss him. Maybe both.

Live and in-person, I choose the latter. His kiss tastes sweet and slightly of alcohol. I never knew a mixture of those flavors could be incredibly enjoyable. As my tongue is in his mouth, I push my leg against his crotch and feel his girthy cock through his pants.

I’m instantly dripping wet. I’ll admit I don’t want to feed this fucker’s ego, but I can’t deny the blind lust I have for his cock. 

I fight with his pants for the zipper and tear it down when I find it. My fingers unfasten the button on his pants, and I tug at the waist and yank them down.

I run my hand up his chest and feel every defined abdominal and pectoral muscles along the way. This man is built like a fucking Greek god. 

I drop to my knees and stare down his solid black boxer briefs, outlining his monstrous cock. I grab onto the elastic and take a deep breath before pulling them down, uncaging the beast. 

In front of me is a cock that has to be a foot long. My first thoughts are, right, this has to fit inside me. I don’t know if it will. I never had anything this big. 

I swallow hard and tell myself that I just have to spit a lot and I’ll be fine. I could slide this is in. 

I take Liam’s cock to my mouth. My tongue flicks against the head of his cock and I curl my lips over my teeth as he slides into my mouth. 

In a slow, gentle rhythm, I bob my head on him, conjuring up as much saliva as I can. With the excess spit on his cock’s shaft, I take my hand and start pumping it along his cock, in tandem with my mouth. I figure I’d need both to give him the maximum experience.

Liam moans as his entire cock is entertained between my mouth and my hand. 

“Fuck yeah, baby. Just like that. Mmmmph,” he says in low growls. My other hand creeps up to his balls and massages them as I work his cock. “Shit, Claire. God, yes.”

His precum leaks out onto my tongue. I swirl it against the head of his cock. I pull my hand off his cock’s shaft and push him to the back of my throat. 

He brings his hand to the back of my head and pushes my face further against his cock. I let his cock slide into my throat, and I bob my head back and forth, letting it fuck my throat.

He starts thrusting his cock against my face, humping me until his cock is throbbing hard and swelling more in my throat. He grunts and growls as his pelvis slams against my lips and nose.

I can’t help but let my hand slither down to my pussy. I start rubbing my clit in circles as he fucks my face. I remind myself that we’re in the powder room of a very busy club. Someone could walk in literally any second and see that we’re in the middle of getting our freak on. However, I can’t get my body to care about that right now.

Liam’s thrusts slow for a moment, and as I begin to think he’s going to pull out, his cum gushes into my mouth and my throat. At the same time, my clit has me high with orgasmic pleasure. 

I push his cock out from my throat and ease it into my mouth so his cum hits my tongue. I lap at the cum as it shoots in spurts into my mouth. He pulls out when he finishes. 

As I come down from my own orgasm, I swirl his cum in my mouth. I stick my tongue out for a moment, playfully showing off for him. He strokes my hair with his fingers and smiles down at me. 

I bring myself back up to my feet. I bring my hands to either side of Liam’s face and pull him to me and kiss him hard, cum still filling my mouth. I shove my tongue into his mouth and force his cum to follow. 

We trade his creamy liquid between our mouths in a long, steamy kiss. He pushes it back into my mouth one last time and I happily swallow the cum-saliva mixture.

I smile at him, my thighs hot from sheer desire for his cock. Without missing a beat, Liam spins me around and forces me against the counter. I stare at him in the mirror, situating his cock against the entrance to my pussy.

Just as I expect him to slide in, he slides downward, rubbing the shaft of his cock against my pussy lips, getting it all lubed up with my own juices while teasing the fuck out of me. It makes me moan and arch my back. I love feeling his cock against my cunt and I feel my heart racing as I anticipate him sliding into me.

The tip rests right on my hole, and before he can push in, I push my ass out further, sliding his cock into me. He thrusts in immediately, and I weaken with delight.

A cock this big has never graced me before, but I’m over the fucking moon about it already. Liam thrusts in and out. With each pump, I push my ass out to take him in deeper.

I look forward, and see him behind me in the mirror. I watch his face, seeing his eyes roll back as he fucks me. Watching the pleasure in his expression is incredibly exhilarating.

I look at myself too, seeing my tits tossed about as he pumps hard into me. Seeing myself getting fucked is so satisfying. There’s so much raw sexual attraction between us and I can’t get enough of his cock.

His cock pushes hard against my G-spot as he fucks me, and I moan loud. If this weren’t a club with such loud music and such a busy atmosphere, I’m certain we’d be heard and would be caught in the act.

Good thing it’s so crazy, I feel no remorse squealing and moaning as loud as I want as he plows me here in the powder room.

“Fuck, you’re so sexy!” exclaims Liam. I look up at his face again and see that he’s been staring at my expressions too. Fucking hot.

“Fuck me harder!” I command. “I want to feel your cock as deep as it can go!”

Liam is not one to disappoint. He grabs my hips and slams his cock into me. Grinding his pelvis against me once he’s inside, he moves his massive cock around in my pussy, hitting sensations I don’t normally get to experience while I fuck.

I feel myself getting close to the edge. My toes are curling in my shoes, I’m gripping my fingers against the granite countertop, and I’m biting my lip hard. It’s been a while since I had an orgasm this good and I can’t help but ride with it.

Liam is grunting and panting behind me, exerting all the force he can into his thrusts. I can tell he’s getting close too. 

I take in a deep breath, and as I do, my entire body starts tingling and my pussy muscles tighten around Liam’s cock. 

“I’m going to come!” I scream out to Liam. I plant my feet as best I can on the floor, but they immediately curl right back up at the thrust that drives me into climax. 

I float in ecstasy as Liam pile-drives my pussy and soon after my own release, I feel his cock tighten and throb around my tight hole.

“I’m coming!” he shouts quickly before his cum shoots hard into my cunt. He fills me so much that cum is leaking out as more is pouring in; it’s too much for me to contain all. I’m so full that I’m literally bursting at the seams. 

Liam’s thrusts slow down, and soon end. He pulls himself out of my pussy, and as he does, his cum drips right out of me. 

I look up again at him in the mirror and smile. He returns a wide grin back at me. 

“So, does my reputation hold true?” he says. What a goddamn narcissist. But I can’t lie. It does.

“I don’t know yet. I might have to test it out a few more times before I can give a solid answer, Mr. Alton,” I respond, as catty as I possibly can. 

“Oh, I see. I think I could arrange that. I’ll see where you fit in my calendar,” he cleverly replies. 

I roll my eyes at him and situate my clothes so I don’t look quite like I’ve just been fucking in a powder room. I walk to the door, meeting with his eyes as I walk away and open the door.

I leave the room and wait a few feet from the door. After getting himself back together, he follows, and we meet back in the main entrance to the club.

“Shall we dance?” Liam proposes. He lays his hand out in front of me. I lay mine over his, and we walk together to the dance floor. 

 






Liam

 

As Claire leads me to the dance floor, I’m taken aback by her extreme confidence. It’s not often I find women to match me on that, but she’s there. I haven’t decided if that’s extremely sexy or if I consider it a challenge to be even more exuberant. 

I stare Claire up and down. Goddamn, what a hot piece of ass. I never thought this would be what I meant when I said I fucked the competition, but what can I say? An opportunity for it just so happened to present itself.

Claire has my hand in hers and she’s walking us to the dance floor. I’m really not one to dance, but I’m in a good mood. We dance.

We stop dead center of the dance floor. Claire starts swaying her hips to the beat. She eventually raises her arms and really seems to let loose, truly feeling the rhythm. This girl knows what she’s doing.

It’s clear to me that she’s never been in a position where she wasn’t confident. The sheer comfortability with herself she exudes is one to be commended. It’s legitimately impressive.

I do my best to sway to the music some, myself, but I’m much more of an observer of this environment. I decide to place my hands on her hips so it seems a bit more like I belong here. And I also get to feel this gorgeous girl I just plowed moments ago.

I’ve heard in the past that when a girl has just recently had sex, their hips just are so much more relaxed that they move more freely. Tonight, I’m happy to say I can confirm that theory. 

Holy shit, the teasing this woman can do. I’m already rock-hard again.

“So, enjoying yourself?” I ask. I know the answer of course, but I want to be polite. 

“Definitely!” she quickly replies. She turns herself around and shakes her ass at me. Fuck, I really don’t know how she expects me to not need that on my cock again tonight.

“You’ve got some impressive moves, Claire,” I compliment her. She responds by backing herself up on me and grinding that ass against my hard cock, outlined by my pants.

She brings her arm up around my neck and whispers “thanks” into my ear. The hair on the back of my neck stands on end and Goosebumps form on my arms. 

“I want you to be having a great time, Claire,” I say. Immediately following my statement, I reach my hand into her panties and push my fingers against her clit. I hear her gasp.

As I circle it, her innocent hip swaying becomes purposeful humping against my fingers. I grip her tits with my other hand, landing on her nipple and pinching gently.

She tosses her head back against my shoulder and lets out a light moan. Her lids are heavy, and she whispers to me. 

“I’m going to come. Don’t stop.”

I keep rubbing her clit, harder and faster until her knees start to shake, and she drops low for a moment in her climax. I pull my hand from her panties and put my fingers in my mouth. 

I kiss her, letting her taste her delicious pussy juices. I think to myself about how I want to taste her cunt straight from my tongue. 

We need to take care of this right now. I give her a quick thrust of my cock against her ass, to which she remarks “ooh”. 

I lead us off the dance floor and look around the club. I’ve been here a handful of times and I know well that they’ll let anyone take over that VIP room with enough cash. 

I hand the security guard a few twenty-dollar bills, and he lets us through the door. I wink at him, and as I hear the door shut. I also hear him lock it. Perfect.

“What’s the matter, Liam? Can’t handle a little fun in front of anyone else?” she taunts me. 

If I had it my way, I would have laid her out right on the dance floor and fucked her senseless, not just fingered her. 

“You know this is better for both of us, Claire,” I respond. “Now, are you going to finish what you started?”

“Oh, I thought you’d never actually ask. It’s cute to hear you beg. It means you’re actually working at something,” she says, her words smacking me right in the face.

“Silly girl,” I comment. I unbutton and unzip my pants and pull my cock through them. Claire’s eyes shift, growing wide and gleaming with interest.

I lay down on the black leather couch in the room. It seems to be just big enough for what I have in mind.

This is the kind of shit I love to see: a girl literally drooling over my cock. Fuck is she hot. I even see her swallow hard before climbing over me. 

Claire’s mouth is so beautiful. Those pouty lips feel amazing when they’re wrapping around my cock. And that tongue, that tongue is seriously a skilled, talented worker. 

I have a bit of difficulty focusing on my own work with that damn mouth acting so fucking sexy. For a moment, I can’t decide which of her lips to kiss. I shake my head and pull Claire’s panties aside and flick my tongue against her dripping pussy.

Again, her sweet pussy juices have me under a spell. I extend my tongue out to her clit and drag it from the top of her pussy lips all the way to her hole. Claire moans in delight.

She swirls her tongue around the head of my cock and slobbers all over it, getting it nice and lubricated in her mouth before she slides it into her throat.

Holy shit, that throat. I can’t help but flex my hips up at her face when it goes down. It’s an entirely fuckable hole, and she’s so into it that I can’t pass it up. 

Claire tilts her head side to side as I hump her face. She creates a twisting sensation on the shaft of my cock and it drives me wild and I reach my arm up and slide a finger inside of her pussy as I lap at her clit.

I admire this sexy, big ass hovering over me. My cock twitches at the very thought of fucking her again. She has me seriously entranced, and I show her my appreciation with my large, long fingers sliding in and out of her. Her gratitude is apparent in her moans vibrating in her throat.

She moans loud as I rub her G-spot. I feel when her pussy contracts, that she’s getting ready to come on my face. She shouts “Liam, I’m coming!” which is music to my fucking ears.

As her pussy gushes her cum out onto my face and in my mouth, I explode my own creamy fluid into her mouth. I pant hard, basking in the product of Claire’s orgasm coating my lips.

Claire gets up from the couch and brushes her dress and fixes her hair. She looks at me and a wide grin forms across her face. 

She leans down to me and licks my lips and kisses me. God, can she get sexier? As we share a lengthy, involved kiss, I just can’t help but imagine fucking her again.

I hear Claire’s phone begin to buzz in her purse. She breaks our kiss and fishes her cell phone out and looks at the screen to see who’s calling.

She leaves the VIP room to take the call and I take the opportunity to clean myself up. Once I feel presentable again, I exit the room myself. I give a nod to the security guard as I walk past to meet Claire at the main entrance.

“That was Charlotte,” she divulges. “She locked herself out and I have a spare key for her. So I’m going to catch a taxi over to her place.”

“Don’t do that,” I say. “Let my driver take us there. I’ll be heading off too, so it’s really no trouble.”

“Oh, that’d be great!” she replies happily. “I really appreciate it.”

 

 






Claire

 

As we walk from the club to the limo parked just outside of the parking lot, my heart is pounding. The adrenaline rush from the spontaneous sex we’ve had tonight has me pretty wired.

I wish I could say I’m satisfied from our little hookup, but I’m not. I have to admit I’m already dying to feel that cock deep inside me again.

We arrive at the limo. Liam opens the door and ushers me into the extended back seating. Inside sits a bottle of champagne and two flutes, all on ice. I’ve got to hand it to him, he likes to have everything in his fingertips.

Liam gets in and promptly opens the bottle and pours champagne for each of us. We clink our glasses together, and sip our alcohol simultaneously. 

I loosen up a bit and allow my back to rest entirely against the seat. Allowing myself to relax from all the fucking action, I close my eyes and just feel the motions of the drive to Charlotte’s house.

As the car halts for a stoplight, I find Liam’s hand placed precariously on my thigh. Immediately, I’m wet all over again. His mere touch is enough for me to be raring to go. 

I take his hand in mine and slide it up my leg. I spread my legs enough for it to cup over my pussy. He sets down his glass and leans over me, going in for a kiss.

Liam’s lips are soft and supple, and I love the way he kisses. He’s so appreciative of how my lips interact with his, and he’s playfully exploring how they fit together best. 

As his tongue slides into my mouth, I taste a mix of his saliva and the champagne. I’d order it in a bottle if I could. God, he’s intoxicating.

We’re just starting to fog the window behind us when I hear a KNOCK at the partition between the chauffeur and the passenger section of the limo. 

“We’ve arrived, Mr. Alton,” he calls from the cab. 

“Thank you!” Liam says. “You’ll be back to be taken to your residence, right?” he asks, hopeful that I’ll return and continue our little make out sesh.

“I might. You’ll have to wait and see,” I reply. I wink and cross over him to get to the door of the vehicle. 

I catch Liam’s face as I leave. There’s a small glimmer of doubt that I won’t be back, and I want him to hang on that as I deliver Charlotte her spare key. Teasing him has always gotten him hungrier for more of me.

I strut up to her house, doing my best to tease Liam who I know damn well is watching me from the car.

“Woah...is that the guy you were with at the club’s ride? Damn, girl!” Charlotte exclaims. 

“Yeah, he offered me a ride to you and a ride home. I had no idea I’d be crawling into a limo,” I explain.

“Well, get his number. If tonight doesn’t work out for you, give it to me,” she jokes. I hand her key and roll my eyes. 

“I’m just kidding!” she says as she holds up the key. “I can’t thank you enough.”

“It’s no problem. I couldn’t leave you hanging like that. Anyway, I’ve gotta get going. I have a long day ahead of me tomorrow. I’m already planning my route to get some Gatorade before work tomorrow to combat my impending hangover,” I reveal.

“I completely understand. Good night! Oh, and text me!” she adamantly requests.

“Okay, Charlotte. Good night!” I return as I spin around and walk back to the limo. I let myself in and scoot next to Liam.

“I’m back,” I say.

“Good,” replies Liam. I climb on top of him, my legs straddling his lap. I grab his face and kiss it hard and start dry humping him, my pussy grinding against his hardening cock. 

The car starts moving again, and as we make out, we grow more and more passionate. I slide my legs between his one at a time, still kissing him, and lower myself to the floor of the back of the limo.

Liam follows my lead and lays on top of me, and again I feel all his sexy muscles flexed against my body. He tugs at my panties and I let him glide them off of my legs and watch as he tosses them aside. I think they spend more time on the floor or somewhere than on me.

He undoes his pants and feeds his cock through the zipper hole before positioning himself at my pussy. I can feel the head of his cock pressed against my slippery, wet hole.

I toss one leg up onto the seats of the limo and bring the other leg inward, creating a deeper hole for Liam’s cock. As his cock slides inside of me, the head stimulates my G-spot. He thrusts back and forth on it a few times and I moan loud and thrust my hips up at him.

“You like that, baby?” Liam asks as he continues to work my pussy. I nod furiously. “Fuck, your cunt feels so good.”

“Your cock feels amazing. The pleasure is all mine,” I look up at him and flash him a devilish grin. 

As we fuck, I can hear and feel the road we’re traveling on beneath us. It’s erotic to be fucking in a moving vehicle. The idea that people could potentially see us while we’re stopped is a thrill I’m growing incredibly fond of.

I tap Liam’s shoulder and gesture him to get up. He gets my signals and lets me out from underneath him. 

“I want everyone to see us fucking,” I blurt. “I want to stand up and have you fuck me with my head out the sunroof. 

Rather than say anything, Liam quickly finds the control for the sunroof and I slip my spaghetti straps down my shoulders and pull my dress completely off me, revealing my perky, large tits and bare pussy.

Liam stares hungrily at me and I smile before I stand up, showing off my top half to the world. I rest my arms on the roof of the car and stare at the car behind us on the road, a group of guys that seem to be freshmen, maybe sophomores in college. 

I’m full of adrenaline again, and I give my newfound audience a big O face as Liam’s cock forces its way up my cunt. Fuck yes!

The men in the car are smiling. It’s like I’m giving them some live action porn to watch. Well, that’s exactly what I’m doing, isn’t it? I grab my tits and squeeze my nipples as I moan wildly to the public streets. 

As Liam’s thrusts grow harder and fuller, I’m climbing further and further up a mountain of pleasure. I can feel his cock spasming some inside of me, it pulsing against the entrance of my cunt as well as inside of me.

I arch my back and thrust up at Liam as he humps me, and I moan loud and intensely. I dig my nails into whatever I can get ahold of. There might be fingernail scratches on the roof of his limo, not that I think he’ll mind. 

“I’m coming!” I yell. 

As I climax, the group of guys behind me now have their cocks out, jerking away. They’re getting off to the sight of me getting off, which makes me gush even harder for Liam’s cock. 

I slowly feel the avalanche that was my orgasm melt away. I rotate my hips and peel off of Liam. I wink at the boys behind us and slide back down through the hole in the roof to my knees, bent before Liam’s cock. I find him stroking his man meat hard for me. 

I stick my tongue out and close my eyes, and just as I do, cum flies onto my face and my tongue. It hits my forehead and my cheeks and starts rolling down, dripping even onto my tits. 

Smiling, I flick my tongue up and into my mouth. I swallow what I’ve caught as he continues pumping loads of his cum onto me. I don’t know what turned me into such a slut for the night, but I’m not complaining. I’ve never had more fun.

When Liam stops pumping, I take my fingers and wipe cum from my eyelids. Once they’re sufficiently cleared, I open my eyes and stare at him as I lick his creamy cum, sucking my fingers clean. 

As if timing weren’t perfect enough, I hear a KNOCK KNOCK at the partition. We’ve arrived at my house.

“Thank you for the ride home,” I say to Liam. I kiss his cheek, my face still coated in his cum. I gather my clothing and walk up to my house from the limo, still stark naked and covered in a liquid badge of proof I’ve just been fucked. 

I know Liam is watching from the limo, so I turn and blow a kiss before I pull out my key and unlock the door. Holy shit, is this one amazing night to remember.

 






Liam

 

I'm at the office a little late considering the night I've just had. 

Claire was fucking sensational and it's gonna be hard not to think of her all day long. Her body, the way she moaned…Fuck, if I think all of the details now, I could get hard just sitting right here on my chair.

Trish has my morning espresso waiting on my desk. I know I need to get working. Our presentation for Velvet Luxe has a long way to go. I’m not supposed to be personally in charge of it because I have people for that. But it's such an important client that I still need to oversee this project.

This company is right up there in the ranks of Victoria's Secret and if I can manage to win them over, it will mean even more money for this firm. And it will show everybody that no one can touch us. We stay on the top.

Evan comes in as soon as he's made aware that I'm here. 

"You're late," he says.

"So, what's it to you?"

"Long night?" he questions me.

I don’t know where he’s going with this, but I don’t like the intrusion into my private life. What I do with my time is my business.

"Maybe."

"With Claire?"

"Maybe."

"Come on, I saw you with her all night. Did you get her drunk enough to spill on her ideas for the campaign?"

His tone is starting to piss me off. I don't know why Evan suddenly cares so much about ruining Claire. He’s not even personally on this campaign.

"I don't get you Evan. You've never cared about my personal life before, so what's changed?"

He looks at me trying to judge my reaction. His job hangs in the balance. Yes, we're friends, but if he gets in my way too much I will not hesitate to fire him.

"We need her, Liam. She notoriously has one of the most creative companies in the business. And she's about to fail miserably. We can capitalize on this. She'll need our help anyway." 

"Oh yeah," I say to him from across my desk. "And what if she gets the client, huh? What then?"

"That's why we need to see her ideas beforehand. It's crucial to our success. We cannot, under any circumstance, let her win Velvet Luxe. It's such a big client that it could be our undoing."

I look at him and realize with reluctance that he's right. We are the biggest ad company in town, but if Claire gets this client, the money will be so staggering that she’d become an actual threat.

Right now, Epica is a small company, leagues from us. But given the funding and boost it needs, they could skyrocket to the top because they actually have the backbone a good ad agency needs and that is creative talent.

I drink my espresso and savor the caffeine high. Suddenly, I feel torn between two worlds. I care about Claire, but not enough to put my business in jeopardy.

"You're right Evan. Of course, you're right. I keep minimizing the importance of this campaign but we can't let her get it."

"Yes, Liam. Finally, you see. I've been researching her and watching her grow for months. She may not have a single idea on how to properly run a business, but she has that creative edge. I think she's our biggest threat for this project, more than any of the other competition."

I think on it a minute. I had no idea Claire's little firm was gaining that kind of traction. Not a good sign from a competition.

"We have to eliminate the threat. She can't win this client," I tell Evan.

"So," he says. "All I'm saying is that if you're going to be fucking her anyway, why not try to uncover some of her secrets? When you're at her place or her office, just try to see if there's any clue as to the direction she's going to go in for the campaign. This way we'll see it coming and we can eradicate the problem before it starts."

I hate the idea of spying on Claire, but I’ll do anything to maintain my position as the top agency in Manhattan. I didn't work this hard for this long only to lose it to some woman I barely know. 

The image of her beautiful face flashes across my mind. Her sweet sensitivity is something I want to protect and yet I know what I have to do. 

"I knew I hired you for a reason, Evan. I hate to do this to Claire but we must gain every advantage that we can. This client is too important. Am I right?"

"Yes," Evan says. "I'll work on the logistics of what it will look like to buy her company and fold it into Dignity Creative. Who knows, maybe when it's all over, Epica could become a new division of this firm that I could head. I think I'm ready for the responsibility."

The fact that Evan is mentioning himself as a forerunner to take over Epica has me on alert. I know he's always been self-serving but give me a break. He can’t make his motives right now any more obvious. 

"That's something we can think about, Evan, if Claire doesn't want the position herself. Besides, I like you on the business end of things. I hate to say it, but I'm not sure you're creative enough to head Epica if we obtain it. Your strength lies in the corporate environment. But let's consider that when the time comes, alright?"

He looks forlorn and I hate to bust his bubble but there's no way I'm giving him Epica. Likely, it will remain Claire's little project within the realms of Dignity Creative. I’d hate to acquire a company only to let it crash down. That’s not good business.

Who knows, maybe Claire will one day thank me for hatching this plan because when she loses the campaign, she'll lose everything. When that happens, I can help her stay afloat. Granted, her autonomy will be gone but that's kind of the point. 

I want Claire operating under my thumb. I want her where I can see her and where I can control her. The idea makes my blood heated. I think it's time Evan find something else to do besides bothering me with his own aspirations. 

"Okay Evan, I'll talk to you later."

It's his signal to leave and he takes it. 

He's a good VP and his ideas maintain the company in good standing, covering for pitfalls that could have serious consequences. But sometimes I think he cares more about his own upward mobility than he does about this company. 

I need to have a VP with honor and with a sense of investment in this firm. Not someone who will do anything to personally get ahead. I do like his idea of making sure Claire doesn't succeed, but I make a mental note to no trust Evan entirely. 

Once he's gone, I have peace in the penthouse at last. I drink my coffee and look out over the stunning view of New York. I love this city. It's always alive and that motivates me to be alive with it. The pulse and pace of the streets match my own insatiable desire to succeed and to work hard. 

I put Claire at the back of my mind and work on directing my people to create the most intriguing and awe-inspiring lingerie campaign the world has ever seen. Those Victoria's Secret angels have nothing on me. 

Ideas are bursting forth and I think I know exactly how to frame these to propel Velvet Luxe to that next level. This is the beauty of the ads I do for companies, I don’t just make the product, I make the client itself.

This is what I'm good at...making companies ascend past even their own dreams. 

My dreams for them are bigger and better, and that's why any company who's lucky enough to work with me always does well. 

I didn't become a billionaire without this personal sense of ambition. I know I'm good. Just like I know Claire will be happier once she's safely under my corporate wing. 

 

 






Claire

 

It's officially been two days since I've seen Liam.

He hasn't texted me. He hasn't called. 

I try to push the meaning of this out of my mind. I'm not going to get wrapped up in some guy who has no interest in having a girlfriend.

At least, this is what I tell myself as I try to focus on making the lingerie campaign sensational. If I'm honest, all of my ideas revolve around me wearing the lingerie and Liam seeing me in it.

Is that so wrong? I have to get my inspiration from somewhere.

I know I shouldn't be even thinking about him at this point because he's a player, because he's unavailable, and because he hasn't been seen with a real girlfriend in New York’s social scene.

Liam is the consummate playboy and I have to remember that. I willingly gave myself over to him knowing that and now I have to be strong and understand that all good things come to an end.

I'm designing away on my computer, trying to bring sexy elements into the lingerie ads. This is what I'm good at. I know how to embed that sex appeal into anything.

That's why even the most boring of companies are satisfied with my work. Sex sells. And somehow, I'm able to cast mundane businesses in an exciting light that even they didn't know was possible.

This is why my little firm is becoming famous. Though we may be on the brink of closure, at least I will have made a mark in the creative world.

I idly wonder what I'm going to do if I don't win this campaign. I have to be realistic and think about my next steps.

Will I be a freelance designer? Will I go work for one of the corporate businesses that I so disdain? My future is left up in the air but what I'm most worried about are my employees.

These people have stuck by me through thick and thin. They know I'm a small company and that I can't pay them a ton of money, but together we created Epica.

From the other designers, to the social media manager, to the head of business affairs, we've all worked together to keep his company afloat. And I've worked extremely hard to make sure this is a creative environment where people can thrive. 

I have a rule about not having rules. I think creative people should be able to come into work when they want and leave when they want. I think creative people need to be in a flexible, fun environment and that's what I strive to make this company into.

The idea of having to go work for a suit makes me nauseous. The idea of walking into a building under cold, fluorescent lighting with virtually no aesthetics or decor makes me sick to my stomach.

In truth, I'm an artist, and as an artist, I need to work in a place where I can thrive. A corporate environment would squelch any creativity I may have left after this whole thing is over.

This is why I cannot lose. I know Liam is good. I know his company is the biggest in town. And I know my other competition is stiff, too.

But no matter what, for my sake and for the sake of my people, I have to win this campaign.

I call for Charlotte to come in and she brings my afternoon tea. She and I have this kind of ritual of having tea together every afternoon and catching up.

That's a perk of working with your best friend. Like I said, it's fun around here.

"Earl Grey or green tea?" she asks.

"Um, let's go with Earl Grey. It sounds like the perfect thing to perk me up for the rest of the day."

She makes her way to the little kitchen I have in my office and prepares some boiling water.

"So," she says over her shoulder, "how was the other night with Liam? You haven't even mentioned it."

I try to act coy but she knows everything about me. I might as well just tell her the truth.

"You want the truth? He was amazing."

"Amazing, huh? I wouldn't have expected anything less from a man with that kind of reputation," she says dryly.

She brings the tea tray over to the little seating area in my office and we relax.

"Well," I begin, "don't think that I don't know what I got myself into. I know he's not gonna date me. I know it was probably a one-night thing."

"Yeah," she says. "You don't do one-night stands so I was wondering what happened."

I want to say that I feel shame but I don't. I don't regret a single thing that happened with Liam. It was totally worth it.

I think of his rock hard abs and the incredible "V" that leads down to his massive cock. It's enough to get me off in my fantasies for the next year.

I sit back into the plush chair with my hot tea and say, "I broke my rules for him, Charlotte. And it was worth it. He is seriously amazing in bed. I must've come like 1 million times."

Charlotte bursts into laughter.

"Wow, Claire, that's a lot coming from you. You're not usually into any guy."

"I know," I say with a sigh. "And I just had to fall for the most unavailable man in New York City. Why do I do this to myself?"

My best friend tries to console me. "Listen, Claire, I saw him. He's hot. He is like straight off the runway hot. He is like rugged, I've climbed Mount Everest hot. You'd be crazy not to have gone for him. You deserve a little fun in your life."

Her words make me feel a little bit better. I don't feel remorse for having been with him but I did feel sad that it's over so quickly.

It was a brief encounter and a magical night that I'll never forget. But I know you can't change a man and besides, I don't even know if Liam is the type of guy I'd ever date.

I sip my tea and tell Charlotte, "The problem is that I'm gonna have to see him again. He's working on the same campaign. He's our biggest competition and that makes him a fixture in my life for the time being."

"Yeah, but you're gonna win. Claire, you have to realize that you're gonna win this campaign. You're, like, the most creative exec in the city. They'd be lucky to have you."

Her words pump me up a little bit. I know that she's speaking honestly. I am valuable. I do have so much talent.

Every once in a while, I just need my friend to remind me of that. It's not easy being a little company going up against giant firms that have hundreds, if not thousands, of employees.

"What's freaking me out, Charlotte, is the fact that if I lose this client, our company will close. I'm worried not just for myself but for everybody else. Where will they go?"

She looks relaxed as ever as if she's not worried at all. "Oh, don't worry about them. Everyone here is super talented and they'll find another job easily. I know we're all just committed to keeping Epica open."

"Thanks, that helps. I'm feeling a lot of pressure to win his campaign because I know it's so important for the company," I say.

Charlotte grins at me. "Well, I've been thinking about something that's a little bit naughty.”

Now I'm intrigued. What could be on her mind?

"What is it?"

"Well, if you ever see him again—I mean, if you guys keep fucking, you might have the opportunity to see what he's working on. He's our biggest opposition and if you were to say...get some secrets out of him, or perhaps find some paperwork that reveals his grand plan for the lingerie campaign, then it might help us get an edge."

I can't even believe she's saying this. I know Charlotte would never even suggest this kind of underhanded behavior if it didn't mean the survival of our company.

She's acting optimistic, trying to help me believe in myself, but she knows the dire truth. Could our doors really close in a matter of weeks?

"Are you seriously suggesting I spy on him?" I asked incredulously.

"I wouldn't call it spying, more like vetting out the competition. What could it hurt? He might even tell you," she says.

I scoff. "Yeah, right. He's not gonna tell me his ideas. He's definitely smarter than that."

"I'm just saying, Claire, you guys aren't even serious. You may not see him again outside of work. You know that you're just a fling to him so why do you care so much? Just see if he asks you out again and, if he does, do a little snooping. It won't hurt anything."

Her words sting a little bit, but I realize it's the truth. I mean nothing to Liam. I shouldn't care about hurting him. And it might really help to do a little detective work to try to see his stance on the campaign.

I wonder if he's even working on it himself or if he's assigned it to his corporate minions.

I don't want to steal his ideas, but at least I can see how I measure up to him so I can adjust my thoughts accordingly.

"Okay, Charlotte, I guess you're right. I need to make sure not to get wrapped up in him personally. If I see him again, outside of work, I will try to see what his campaign looks like."

"Great!" she says. "And in the meantime, you can pull out all the stops to make sure that your presentation wins. We're gonna get this client, Claire. And it's gonna be bigger than big. Just imagine how far our company will go once we win this thing."

After that, Charlotte takes her leave. Her words make me daydream about the future.

Velvet Luxe is exactly the kind of client I need to drive me and my business forward. They are my dream client and I let myself to marinate in that thought for a minute.

To gain their business would validate everything I've worked so hard to achieve. It would mean that I really am that good.

 






Claire

 

I work throughout the afternoon, furiously creating sexy designs to match a super sexy company.

In truth, this is the perfect fit for me. I absolutely love lingerie and that makes working on this campaign all the better.

I'm lost in my creative bubble when the phone rings.

I answer it absentmindedly and hear a deep voice on the other end. "Hi, Claire, how are you doing?"

It's him. 

My stomach clenches with a kind of excitement that I can't tame. Just the sound of his voice is enough to make me wet.

"Hi. I didn't think I'd ever hear from you again."

"What? Why? Didn't you have fun the other night?"

I know he's feigning disbelief as to why I thought he wouldn't call. He knows as well as I do that he has a reputation for bedding women. It makes me jealous even to think about how many he's been with.

"I didn't think you'd call because I figured that I was just another one-night stand, a notch on your bedpost," I say honestly.  

When I'm honest, it catches him off guard. I love to tell the truth to him so that he knows that I know exactly what he's up to. He's not going to play me without my full and total willingness to be played.

"You've been listening to too many rumors," he says.

"You think?"

"I'm calling for reason," he says, smooth as ever. "I want to take you out tonight. I can't stop thinking about you, Claire."

His words cause a nervous excitement to bubble up within me, but I caution myself not to take them too seriously.

"What do you have in mind?" I ask.

"I'll have a car pick you up tonight around nine, okay? Does that time work for you?"

"I have no plans, except for shampooing my hair."

He laughs. "Okay, baby. I'll see you tonight."

He hangs up and I'm left holding the phone, feeling the electricity that pulses between him and me even at a distance. Does he feel this, too? Am I insane to want to date a ladies’ man?

I recall my conversation with Charlotte and about how she wants me to spy on him. This gives me motivation to go out with him.

I have to meet with him to try to steal his ideas, I tell myself. I'm not going to fall for him; it's impossible. I'm smarter than that.

I get back to work and put the full force of my inventive mind into the process. I'm extremely motivated to land this project, so much so that I don't notice the building becoming quiet as everyone has left.

Evening has descended over the city. The days are getting shorter with the coming winter.

The darkness alerts me to the fact that I'm running late. I got lost in my work and now I'll barely have time to get ready before meeting Liam.  

I wanted to have a proper bath before seeing him and I'll have to hurry if I'm going to do that.

I close up the office and take a cab to my place.

Once inside my little apartment, I'm completely inspired. I live downtown in a one-bedroom. It's enough space for me. And let me tell you, it's designed perfectly. My environment has to be beautiful or I simply can't function. It's part of being an artist and a designer.

I need to be surrounded by beauty at all times. My place is modern and eclectic. Everything I have tells a story.

The walls are painted dark and I've hung expensive artwork everywhere. Thin curtains make a partition between the living room and the kitchen. Soft, faux fur rugs adorn the floors and crystal chandeliers and pendant lights hang wherever I could find a spot.

But my favorite place is the bedroom. It's ultra-cozy, lined with several duvets and opulent pillows.

My flat screen faces the bed from an angle and I've got stereo speakers installed for when I need to hear music while I'm designing from home.

Even my bathroom is decked out. I light the many candles that surround the tub and then I pour warm, almost hot water into the claw foot bathtub. It's my favorite feature of this apartment.

I've spent entirely too many hours in the bath, reading and just lazing about.

Tonight I have other plans. I undress and am thankful to get my work clothes off. Standing naked in front of the mirror, I analyze every part of my body.

Luckily, I had the foresight to get a spray tan. I didn't know Liam would call, but if he's going to see me naked, at least I'll be at my best.

I play some Sade and turn off the lights. The glow from the dimly lit candles makes the mood more solemn as I sink into the tub with my vibrator.

I fully intend to get off to the image of Liam. It will help to release some of this tension before my date with him so that I'm not practically exploding in front of him.

The music plays softly and the candles flicker as I switch on my vibrator and start to finger myself. I lay my head back against the lip of the tub and think about him.

Dark green eyes penetrate me. Strong shoulders and arms around me. And that giant, massive cock enters me, slowly at first, then more roughly.

I envision the way his huge hands feel on my body. In my mind’s eye, he’s kissing me and it's enough to make me come.

I've never come so quickly in my life. This is proof that I badly want him.

I shiver and quake from all the sensations coursing through my body. My head spins and for a moment I'm lost, out of reality.

I want more.

I give myself a rest and then start again. This time, I imagine that I really am his girlfriend, the only one he has eyes for. This makes me feel safe and my body opens easily to the idea.

I circle the vibrator around my clit and think of that huge cock thrusting into me. I fantasize that I am on top. We're fucking in some huge, king-size bed. I circle my hips so that I can feel every inch of his manhood.

And from this position, he has a perfect view of my tits. He pulls up and starts to suck on one nipple while twisting the other. I ride his cock in a motion that stimulates my G-spot. In my mind, he lies back down and enjoys the view of me coming all around him.

I moan and arch my back against the bathtub. I'm coming almost violently.

The thought of him being in my life in any way is enough to set me over that cliff. I want him so bad. And in this moment of self-stimulation, in the intimate confines of my bathroom, I can let myself dream these things.

It's safe in here to imagine that Liam and I are together. It's okay for me to think of us being an item. It's just a fantasy, right?

In my oversized bathtub, none of the realities of the world exist. I don't have to think about how he's my competition and how he's the biggest player in town.

Instead, I can just dream. 

I've come twice and I figure that's good for now. If I don't hurry, I'll be late. Plus, he’s sending a car.

That reminds me that Liam operates in an entirely different sphere than I do. He's used to limos, penthouses, travel, and private clubs. All of this is out of my realm and it's just very different than how I live my life. 

My apartment is modest, my business is small, and I take an Uber almost everywhere. I feel nervous to be a part of his glamorous lifestyle. I feel like I just won't be enough.

I shampoo my hair and scrub myself with rose oil soap. I drain the tub and then pour sweet almond oil all over my body so that my skin will be silky soft. I put on all manner of essential oils so that he will love my scent, but not be able to define it.

Quickly, I blow dry my hair and glance at my phone to see the time. 8:45. Fuck.

I have to hurry. I go to my closet and pull out a little black dress. It's my go-to for the first date and it never fails.

I step into the dress and put on a lacy thong, no bra. Then I slide my feet into some pretty black high heels, grab my fluffiest faux fur coat, put some lipstick into my purse, and I'm out the door.

I make my way to the lobby of my apartment. The doorman nods at me.

Outside, the air is getting crisp and I'm glad I brought a nice coat. There's the town car waiting and I know it's for me. I take in a deep breath and realize I'm about to go see him, this guy I'm obsessed with.

The thought of seeing him makes me extremely nervous in that wonderful way. I never want this feeling to end. And yet, I scold myself that I need to know better. I can’t trust him.

The driver gets out and says, "Are you Claire?"

"Yes, I am."

Then he opens the door for me and I get in. The black leather seats are cold against my skin. It does something to cool my burning loins.

Here goes nothing.

 






Liam

 

Where the fuck is she?

I'm not used to waiting.

Normally, women are so excited to be with me that they arrive early, if not at least on time. 

But not Claire. She apparently has to be defiant in every way. Whether she's late on purpose or not, she probably has left me waiting in some unconscious way. I know she's fighting the fact that we could be together. I know she's fighting her feelings.

Why couldn’t she would just embrace me and the moment, and quit worrying about the future? I certainly don't think about it. I just want her, tonight. One step at a time.

I've picked a private restaurant called The Rare Well to dine in. It requires VIP access which, of course, I have. I like places that are private, and that normal people don't get into.

Besides, this place is romantic. This table is set with tall candles and crystal and roses. It's dimly lit, and our table is away from prying eyes, by the window.

I'm aiming to impress her. Normally, I don't go all out for a girl but Claire's somehow different. I want her to think highly of me. And I know she deserves the best.

She walks in unbelievably half an hour late. For a moment I'm taken aback by how hot she looks. She's got some kind of small black dress on and killer heels. Her legs are defined, and I imagine spreading them wide and entering her.

I note the fact that she looks anxious and that pleases me. She should feel anxious around me. I'm gonna make her come from here into eternity.

I rise to greet her and kiss her on both cheeks. The hostess takes her fluffy fur coat and I'm glad that Claire will have nothing to cover up with for the remainder of the dinner.

We sit down, and I reprimand her for being late. I don't wait for anyone.

"You're late," I say with an unyielding tone.

She senses my displeasure and that makes me happy. She should know I'm not like other men. I won't be at her beck and call, rather she'll be at mine.

"I'm sorry Liam, I was working late and then in the...bath a little too long."

My eyes narrow upon her as I digest the meaning of what she said. She was in the bath, huh? 

Suddenly, I feel like being less stern. I wonder what she was doing in there and who she was thinking about?

I decide to drop it.

"Well, you look beautiful," I say to her honestly.

She looks like a million bucks. This girl could be a supermodel. What is she doing in the design world when she could so easily make money off her looks?

It's refreshing to date someone that looks like a supermodel but who can also relate to me during conversations. I love that Claire and I have the same interests because were in the same field of business. It makes me feel like I could talk to her for hours about anything.

"Thank you, Liam, really that means a lot," she says.

God, this girl cannot be sweeter. She's like a princess, strong but determined, bold yet sensitive. She's a walking contradiction. She's complicated. 

And that turns me on probably more than anything else. 

I love a good challenge, an interesting puzzle, and I love that there are many layers to her. I'm dying to unwrap her and to see what's inside. You can't take her at face value. She's beautiful yes, but she also has a lot going on inside and that interests me more than anything. 

"So, do you like the place of picked out?" I ask.

She looks around the room and before giving her reply.

"Actually, all of this glamour is a little hard for me to take in. It's beautiful here, yes, but I'm not used to this kind of lifestyle." 

"Is that so?" I ask. "Well, you needn't feel that way. It's only money."

"No, Liam, you don't understand. I don't dine in places like this. I eat frozen dinners like every night."

I laugh. Her humility is humorous and becoming. 

"So you don't like my choice?" I tease.

"The decor in here inspires me. As a designer, aesthetics are everything."

“Then you will love my penthouse. It was designed by one of the foremost architects in the city."

"I'm sure I will," she says.

"How about we order some wine? I know they have a great vintage here," I offer.

"Yes, that'd be great."

She looks a little nervous and the apprehension turns me on. My cock is getting hard beneath my pants and it's starting to get uncomfortable sitting here like this. I wish I could take her to the powder room and fuck her brains out. But no, Claire's a lady and I will treat her as such, for the time being.

The waiter comes over and I order a bottle of their finest red.

Soon we are dining and drinking, and it feels like the perfect evening.

"So, how's your campaign going for Velvet Luxe?" Claire asks.

I think about her question for a minute and decide how much I should divulge.

"It's going really well, actually. My team is working hard on it," I say.

"Mine too," she says over a sip of wine. "Actually, it's just me. I don't want anybody touching this project except for me. It's that important and it's that exciting."

"I guess that makes us different, doesn't it?" I say to her, probing her for reaction. "You see, I tend to delegate and to trust my people.

She looks slightly pissed. 

"I trust my team, Liam. But I also like to get my hands dirty in the creative process."

"Like I said, we're different," I say. 

"I guess we are," is all she says.

I have a feeling she doesn't respect the way I work. This could be our biggest point of contention. But I know that by doing everything herself, Claire is setting herself up for failure. It's important to commission work to other people. This, I think, is why her company is failing. 

I'm anxious to turn the conversation away from work. I know Evan wants me to spy on her and to try to gain access to her ideas, but I know I won't be able to do that over dinner. There's no way she's gonna tell me what she's working on. 

Instead, I turn the conversation away from work to something more substantial. I want to take the opportunity to get to know her.

"So where did you go to school?" I ask.

"Oh, a design school on the West Coast. From there I made it my mission to build up my own company. I never wanted to work for a suit, in the corporate world, and I still don't," she says.

She says the words and I know she's referring to me. I'm the ultimate suit.

"Well, the corporate world isn't so bad. There are perks, vacations, a gym, and a very ample bonus structure."

Her blue eyes stare directly into my own and I feel the heat, the connection between us.

"I'm not interested in that. I'm interested in working in a flexible, innovative environment. I'm inspired by beauty, not the money," she says without flinching.

Again, she's so direct. I'm not sure if I love it or hate it. I have a mind to bend her over my knee and to spank that tight little ass.

Every time she defies me and opposes what I say, it makes me want her more. It makes me want to dominate her into submission. Let her try to resist me then.

This has been an interesting evening, but it's not over yet. Internally, I make it my personal mission to make sure that Claire will be begging for it tonight.

We finish our wine and I offer to take her on a little stroll around the city before going back to my penthouse.

 






Claire

 

I hear the clacking of our shoes along the pavement and the crunching of the leaves underneath our feet as we walk, with no real destination in mind—or at least, not to my knowledge.

The air is crisp enough that I’d be uncomfortable without my jacket on, but right now, I’m toasty and content with it draped across my shoulders.

The company isn’t too bad, as well.

Liam is such a fucking dashing guy—although he is intimidating with his expensive tastes. Thankfully, tonight, I’m enjoying our quaint, aimless stroll around the city—as opposed to being wined and dined like usual. I feel like I really have a chance to get to know him better in quiet, genuine moments like this.

We walk a couple of blocks in silence, just enjoying each other’s presence. Not long into our stroll, the breeze really starts picking up, the whistle of the night’s wind starting to blow.

It passes through us, and my dress waves effortlessly along, making me well aware of how easy-access I am tonight. I wonder if Liam has noticed, too…

The mere thought has me burning with desire.

I imagine his hands trailing along the length of my thigh, gripping my skirt and pushing it up, higher and higher until my pussy is protected only by thin fabric—

Get it together, Claire! I scold myself. Live in the fucking moment, would you?

I feel my cheeks flush red when Liam suddenly turns to me. “Is there anywhere you’d like to go? Any particular thing you want to see?”

“Oh, no. Not really. I’m following your lead tonight,” I respond, thankful for the interruption of my thoughts.

He raises an eyebrow at me and gives me a dazzling smile.

I wonder what he has in mind?

We continue walking, and more and more, I enjoy the scenic path we’ve decided to take. There are many trees stripping themselves of their leaves, beautiful colors all around, and tall, old buildings—the kind with so much character that you just can’t tear them down to make room for new ones.

I am completely captivated by this sight, by the breeze, by the subdued romanticism of everything that’s happening—which is why I’m caught off guard when Liam suddenly presses me against a wall.

He touches his lips to mine. Yet another pleasant interruption.

Surprised, I gasp before immediately kissing him back.

His lips are full and soft. Every feature of his is spectacular, but there’s just something about those lips.

His tongue finds mine, and as the two dance together, the wind comes whistling through again...but this time I’m so warm I barely notice it, not until I feel air where my skirt should be.

As we kiss, Liam hovers over me. I lift my leg to his crotch and rub my knee against his hard cock, bulging through his pants. His hands find my thigh, just like in my fantasies, except his hand right now is sliding smoothly higher, coming closer and closer to my sopping wet pussy.

Fuck.

Suddenly, we hear footsteps.

Fuck fuck fuck.

Muttering to himself, Liam withdraws, flashes me a mischievous grin, and pulls me away from the wall, so we can go back to walking.

I go along with him, but my heart is beating several miles a minute from that intense kiss—and from almost getting caught.

We walk, hand in hand for about another block. I look over at Liam, and he looks back. Our eyes meet, and our mutual desire is clear and present.

If there’s one thing I’ve learned about smoking hot billionaires, it’s that they tend to get what they want, when they want it.

Liam tugs me into a dark alleyway, where he pushes me once more against a building. He starts making out with me passionately.

His hands explore my body. They start at my waist, and travel up and down my sides, stimulating my most sensitive areas. He brings them up and gropes my tits firmly, and I’m sure he feels my rock hard nipples through my dress.

I arch my back and press my pussy against his cock. I can be impatient, too.

In fact, I’m hungry for him. I need to feel him inside me.

Liam takes his hand and presses it between my legs, resting right against my cunt. I almost come right there for him, my clit is so swollen and sensitive from the sexual tension.

He slides my panties to the side and teases my pussy lips, already drenched in my own arousal. The suspense alone is enough to make me want to come with a single flick, but I hold out as he starts rubbing my clit.

I moan wildly, making him rub harder and faster. He starts kissing my neck, and I melt in his arms. He places his arm on my waist to anchor me and then plunges two fingers into my slick pussy.

“Fuck, Liam, fuck!”

He has my back pushed hard against this brick building. Liam’s aggressiveness turns me on like nothing else does. As he pumps his fingers in me, I thrust my hips to him, getting him inside me as deep as possible.

I feel my entire body tingling, and from head to toe, start feeling jolts of orgasm course through my limbs. I hold Liam tight as I ride through a crashing wave of ecstasy. 

“Fuuuuuuuuck!” I moan, my eyes shut against the pleasure. 

Liam slows his fingers and pulls them out from me. I pant and try to regain my footing on my own.

A single thought nestles in my brain: I want more.

I drop to my knees, bringing myself eye level with Liam’s crotch. I pull out his hard, thick, long, throbbing cock and, of course, marvel at its size and beauty before anything else. What a fucking perfect cock.

I welcome the tip of his cock into my mouth and rotate my head, twisting my mouth as I slide in the shaft. He moans in delight. Hearing him, I sense my pussy getting even wetter.

He flexes his hips towards my face, and starts humping as I bob my head on his giant cock. He starts running his hands through my hair, grazing his nails against my scalp as my mouth pleases his cock.

“Fuck yes, Claire. Fucking suck that.”

Liam continues to thrust against my face, fucking my mouth in this empty, dark alleyway. Anyone could appear at any time and see us here, and the thrill of that makes my mouth water even more. I moan at the thought as his cock continues to glide in and out of my throat.

Suddenly, Liam tears his cock from my mouth. Surprised, I release a whimper at the sudden absence of his fantastic cock.

He moves to help me stand up and then spins me around. My hands are pressed against the tall building, and my ass is pushed out, my back arched.

I feel the tip of Liam’s cock positioned at the entrance of my pussy.

Oh my god. We’re really doing it here, the realization hits me.

I never thought I’d be the kind of girl to have her ass out in public, dripping wet, waiting to be fucked.

“Beg for it, Claire.”

Oh my god.

“Please, Liam. Fuck me. Please.”

I’m ready for him to take me to another level, right here and now.

I push back against him, and he responds by pushing fully inside of me. I let out a loud, shameless moan and scrape my nails against the building.

Liam brings his hands around my waist as he pumps into me. He presses his firm, muscular torso against my back and brings his face close to my ear.

“You’re going to get us noticed out here with all that noise, Claire,” he whispers to me.

Shit, he’s right. I let out a quieter moan to let him know I can’t stand his fucking. It feels too good.

“Don’t worry. I like it when a girl’s not afraid to get caught,” he adds as he starts fucking me harder and faster.

He moves his hands to my hips and starts pulling me against his cock as he fucks me. I thought sex was great before Liam, but this is fucking phenomenal.

I push my ass out further for him, pushing my own hands hard against the side of the building. I moan and whine as his cock quickly shoves in and out of my cunt. 

Liam’s fucking me so hard that my tits are bouncing out of my dress and practically hitting me in the face with each violent, perfect thrust. He brings his face close to me again.

“Come for me, Claire,” he orders. And of course, I oblige him.

I collapse at his cock and my pussy gushes cum. I feel it spewing from my cunt.

“Fuck fuck fuck fuck!”

“Fuck, yes. Good girl.”

As I orgasm, I feel Liam’s cock twitching and throbbing hard against my pussy walls. He explodes, filling my pussy with his cum. It mixes with mine and gushes from my pussy as he pulls out.

I’m panting, my chest rising and falling, and I let out one final moan when he smacks me in the ass.

 






Liam

 

Still dripping with bother her cum and mine, Claire swivels around to hug me.

For a second, I’m almost surprised, but the one feeling I’m capable of right now is sheer bliss. Where else am I supposed to find a girl that would let me make her cum in an alleyway?

As she fixes her dress and her panties, she bends down in front of me and scoops up cum that’s run down her leg and licks it from her finger. I can see her pushing it around her mouth with her tongue.

I feel my cock twitch as I watch the smile slowly spread on her face. I can’t help but bring my lips to hers.

Soon, I’m enjoying the taste of her cum mixed with mine as we swap it back and forth between our mouths. 

We end the exchange with the cum in her mouth, and I watch her as she swallows it down. She smiles again and licks her lips.

“Well, Claire,” I say. “Would you like to continue to our next stop?”

“Oh, there’s more?” she says, playing coy with me.

She has no idea what kind of luxury I can provide her. I’m going to do all that I can to dazzle this woman—but for now, I think a trip back to my place is what we’re both looking for. There’s no denying the heat between us.

That quick fuck didn’t smother the fire. It kindled it.

“Of course there is, doll. Shall we head back to the limo?” I ask eagerly.

“We shall,” she responds. She takes my hand, and we make our way to the car.

We walk quietly, enjoying the sounds of the outdoors. The wind is whistling, there are leaves crunching beneath us or tumbling in the wind, and to top it all off are the various sounds of people and cars finding their way out and about tonight. It’s pleasant.

When we arrive back at the limousine, I am quick to pull the door open. It’s important to me to be chivalrous to a lady; there’s not enough gentlemen out there. She climbs in, and I follow suit.

As I lean my body down to get into the car behind her, her ass is sticking right in my face. Holy fuck, what an ass. I have an overwhelming desire to introduce my face as her seat.

I swallow down my own desire for a moment and allow her to get comfortable in the car, sitting next to her and rubbing her leg once my chauffeur starts driving.

“I do hope you’re enjoying yourself, Claire. I want this to be a pleasant evening for you,” I say sincerely.

“I wouldn’t be here with you still if I wasn’t enjoying myself, silly,” she responds.

“Well, I’m glad to hear that,” I reply, grinning.

She smiles at me, and I don’t know if she’s trying to get my dick hard with that smile on purpose, but it’s working. My hand grips her thigh tighter. I casually move my hand up to her ass and start caressing the side of it.

I lean in and kiss her passionately. She opens her mouth and allows my tongue to greet hers. As they dance together, I pull her body on top of mine.

She sits on my lap, straddling my legs. Her pussy is grinding against my cock through our clothes as we make out. My hands run across her back until it reaches that that plump, sexy ass.

She rolls herself off of the seat of the limo and sticks her ass out, kneeling on the floor. She takes her dress off, revealing her perfect curves, before settling on all fours on the floor, with her legs parted slightly.

I bring myself off of the seat and down to my knees on the floor in front of her. I hook my fingers on her panties before sliding them down her body.

I guide them off of her feet and throw them behind us. She looks back, grinning, before wiggling her big, round ass.

I grab a cheek in each of my hands and grope her flawless ass, enjoying every inch of her skin against my fingers. I rub my hands over the surface of her butt and trace my fingers through the crease where her ass meets her thighs.

I spread her butt cheeks apart, revealing her tiny, puckered butthole. I bring my face in and flick my tongue against it.

She moans for me, and I give it another flick, this time harder, before inserting my tongue just slightly into her ass. She responds by arching her back and relaxing her hole for me.

I go in harder, pushing my tongue in and out of her asshole. I slather my saliva all over her hole, getting it primed for something more intense.

I kneel for a moment and unzip my pants and lower them, unleashing my cock. It’s already rock hard. I rub my spit on it, lubing myself up.

Claire moans loudly as I enter her. My cock glides right into her tight, tiny asshole, and I love every second of it. She pushes herself onto me, impatient for me to shove my full length inside of her.

I grab her hips and thrust in and out of her ass. She has her face down to the floor and is whimpering and panting at the feeling of my cock in her ass.

“Fuck, Liam fuck yes, fuck.” She’s almost incoherent, clawing at the floor and moaning my name repeatedly.

Fuck, I love hearing her moan for me. Listening to her enjoy my cock, feeling her submit to me—watching her lose it on the floor of my limo almost makes me cum then and there.

Still inside her, I lift her to the seat and spin her over. Her ass hangs from the edge of the seat. Her legs are spread wide to either side.

I take my forearms and push them against her legs, getting an even better angle for my cock to bury deep inside her ass. I watch her eyes and mouth widen as I fuck her hard and deep.

“FUUUUUUCK!” she screams. I manage a chuckle as I fuck her mercilessly, my pelvis slamming against her.

Within moments, Claire is squinting and screaming, “I’m coming!”

I eagerly welcome her orgasm and continue fucking her as she breaks out in short, frequent pants and moans.

She cries out, moaning loud. As she climaxes, I feel my cock pulsing, my own orgasm imminent.

Claire brings her hands up to her jiggling tits, and gropes them hard as I thrust into her. As her fingers twist her nipples, my own build-up releases, flooding Claire’s ass with my cum.

I shoot load after load inside of her, watching her face as her ass fills with my cum. She’s delighted, smiling and biting her lip at me.

What a sexy creature this woman is. My god.

I can’t wait to get back to my house with her to show her what else I can do to her.

I pull my cock out of her and watch as my cum leaks out of her asshole. She catches it with her finger and sticks it in her mouth.

She swishes it around some before swallowing. One single word is enough to have me at full attention and ready to go again: “Yummy.”






Claire

 

Liam looks at me with such hunger as we arrive at our destination. I know at the back of my mind that to some degree that we would end up at his house, but I’m so glad we’re here now instead of any other leg of our date.

He’s done so much to build me up, and I’m raring to just let go and be crazy with him behind his own private, closed doors. 

He fixes his cock and pushes it back down innocently into his pants quickly as his chauffeur comes around to open the door for us. We smooth down our appearance like nothing happened. We exit the limo and Liam brings his arm around my waist to start our walk to the door.

“Thank you,” he says to the driver. “Shall we?” he asks me.

“Please, yes,” I respond. I don’t know if I could sound any more ready if I tried. 

As we walk, I marvel at the beauty of the home. His front lawn is beautifully landscaped, and the path to the house is well laid and appropriate for the overall look. 

He opens the front door, and inside is just as beautiful, if not more so, than the exterior. The walls are off-white, there’s tasteful decor in the hall, and the hardwood floors are immaculate. 

Liam leads me to his kitchen, which houses the mini bar.

“Would you care for a glass of wine?” he asks. I nod and smile. He smiles back and pours a deep red wine into two glasses and hands me one. I accept it and take a sip.

“Is something wrong?” he asks, concerned.

“No, nothing at all,” I respond.

“Are you sure?” he persists, and takes a sip from his own glass. “Don’t you like the taste?”

“Oh, no. The taste is fine. It’s delicious in fact,” I say, reassuringly. “I suppose I’m just hoping for some dessert.”

Liam has caught my drift. He sets down his glass and takes mine from me to set it on the counter behind us.

He comes over to me and kisses me, leaning me against his island. His hands come up to my tits and he massages them. My nipples grow hard at his touch.

I toss my arms around his neck and he moves his hands from my breasts to my ass. He squeezes it tight, and I feel myself getting wetter and wetter. My body has been craving for him, the moment we set foot on the house and I don’t know how much longer I could wait.

He lifts me up completely and sets me on his counter, and his hands run between my legs and part them. He rubs my thighs up and down as we continue to make out.

His head moves down my body, kissing down my neck, to my collarbone, to my chest...all the way down to the tops of my thighs. Liam lifts my dress enough to fit his head under it. He grazes my clit with his nose and I shudder. I think to myself...yes.

He licks from my pussy lips up to my clit and starts to suck it hard. I whimper in delight and lean myself back against the counter while he goes to town on me. 

Fingers sliding into my pussy, he finds my G-spot and grinds against it hard. My toes inevitably curl. The pleasure I’m experiencing is better than any dessert we could have had anywhere else.

I move my arm to bring my hand to his hair and accidently knock his wine over onto us. I gasp and bring my hands to my mouth in shock, mortified. 

He looks up at me, licking his lips. He doesn’t hesitate. 

“Well, now I guess we’ll just have to shower then, huhh?” And he winks. 

I look down at him and smile. 

“Well if that’s the case, I guess I need to be dirty first.” 

His face shows his confusion at my remark.

I hop down from the counter and take him by the hips, spinning him against the counter. I pull his cock from his pants and start twirling my tongue on the head of his cock. 

He moans at me, happily. I wrap my hand around the base of his cock and meet it with my lips. I stroke and bob him, sucking hard. Caught off guard by my impulsive actions, he feels ready to blow at any second.

Quickly, I pull him from my mouth and jerk at his cock, teasing my own tits with my other hand and biting my lip at him. He breathes heavy down at me, his hands gripping the countertop tight.

As he looks down at me, he rolls his eyes back and shouts. 

“Claire, I’m coming!” 

I ready my face and let every drop of cum land on my forehead, nose, lips, and cheeks. I continue stroking until there’s no more space left for the loads to find in my face. 

I sit there for a moment, smiling at the massive amount of cum I’ve just collected on my face and he smiles back down at me. I stand and brush my dress flat against my legs. 

Liam takes my hand and leads me to his stairs. We climb to the second floor and walk through his master bedroom to the bathroom ensuite. 

I wait near his vanity, taking a look at Liam’s handiwork. I look like a class A slut and I wouldn’t have it any other way tonight. I want Liam more than ever, and I’m going to have him right here in his house.

He approaches me, wrapping his arm around my waist and leading me to his stand-in shower. We both walk in, the water hitting our bodies at just the right temperature, soaking our bodies nicely.

I stand under the showerhead and allow the cum to roll from my face down my body and eventually circle the drain. As I cleanse my pores, I lather a loofah with some soap and start rubbing it against Liam’s skin.

He takes another sponge and returns the favor. Our bodies are covered in suds, leaving just enough of us hidden from each other to be a tease.

I press my soapy tits against his bare chest and lean in to kiss him. He pushes his tongue into my mouth and caresses my wet, slippery body. 

His hand travels between my legs and he lifts one up high and positions his cock at my cunt. 

Before I know it, he thrusts inside of me, deep. I moan in ecstasy and lean my head back and close my eyes, absorbing the sheer pleasure.

I feel him take my other leg up, and he has me wrap my legs behind him. As I sit pretzeled around his hips, I take it upon myself to grind on him back. 

He moans at me, and we establish a perfect synchronization to our fucking. When he thrusts in, I grind down. When he pulls back, I pull away. It’s amazing and it pushes me right to my limit.

Between the spectacular fucking and the steamy, hot water I’m on the verge of climaxing right here and now. Liam leans his head in and starts sucking on my neck and collarbone, forcing tingles all through my body. 

My cunt throbs and I explode like a rocket taking off, and experience new heights of pleasure. It just never gets old for me no matter how many times I have him. I clench onto Liam, and right as I come all over his cock, he comes for me.

He fills my pussy with his hot, creamy cum. I feel so full and I can’t hold it all in. As fast as his cum shoots into me, my pussy forces the excess right back out. I love it, and hold myself in this moment for as long as I can.

As we both come down from our highs, we finish rinsing our bodies off. Liam opens the shower door and exits, and hands me a fluffy white robe, and has slippers already waiting for me. Funny, it’s like he planned for me to shower with him all along.

Once our robes are on, Liam gives me a strong, caring hug and he kisses my forehead. We travel back downstairs, and we sip more wine on his couch, right in front of a freshly prepared fireplace. 

I couldn’t have imagined a more perfect evening. 

 

 

 






Claire

 

I wake up in Liam's bed and feel fabulous.

The sun is shining through his floor-to-ceiling windows.

There's no need for curtains, blinds, or privacy up here. We're so high in the sky that no one can see in.

He was right in saying last night that I would adore his penthouse. I'm not impressed by money, but it's decorated perfectly.

I know he hired someone to do it, but Liam has good taste. He has a talent for design just like I do. I guess that makes us sort of great together.

Liam impressed me last night. I got to know the man behind the myth. He’s romantic, tender, and endearing. At the same time, he's extremely dominant and I love that quality about him.

I'm not going to get swept away though. I'm still keeping him at a safe distance. I know that things with Liam probably won't last. I'm not that naive and I'm trying to protect my heart at all costs. It's necessary when you're with a guy like him.

But for now, I can bask in the glow of the morning sunlight. I stand up, naked, and walk over to the view. I peer out at the city that seems so small from up here.

"Damn," he says waking up. "Now that's a view I'd like to see every morning. You look fucking awesome."

He's referring to my tanned skin and my heart-shaped ass that I work hard for every day. I have one of the best personal trainers in the city. I work to look like this and it's definitely worth it for moments like these. Liam can't seem to tear his eyes away from me.

"Got any coffee?" I ask.

He points to the little mini fridge in his master bedroom. I open it and see a bottle of cold brew that has my name on it.

I take out the drink and saunter back over to his bed. I get in and cuddle up next to him. His rock hard body doesn't escape me for a second. I already want more of him. He's addictive.

I hand him the bottle so he can have some coffee. We share it.

"So what are you doing today?" I ask.

"I'm afraid I have to be at the office. There's just too much work that has to be handled," he says. "In fact, I should probably get into the shower."

"Yeah, me, too. The work is overwhelming. But at least it's exciting work."

He takes his laptop from the side table and it consumes his attention. It piques my curiosity and I wonder what he's looking at.

I pull my legs up to my chest and sip my cold brew. Being in the penthouse like this with such good coffee is really the perfect way to start the day. Liam certainly lives the life.

"Okay," he says, putting his computer down on the bed. "I have to jump in the shower or I'm gonna be late."

I watch his tanned, toned ass leave and it's like the hottest view ever. Liam looks like a golden god, the perfect specimen of a man.

Once I hear the shower water running, I get a shameful idea. His computer is just sitting there open on the bed. This is my perfect opportunity to implement what Charlotte and I discussed. I could just take a peek and see if his design ideas are on there.

I know I have to hurry because his computer might sleep soon and I don't have the password. If I'm going to do this, I have to act fast.

I make an executive decision in the moment to look. If he comes, in I'll just say I'm checking my email or something.

With trembling fingers, I move the mouse around his computer until I find the folder marked Velvet Luxe.

For a moment I hesitate, but then I push past it and click open the folder.

It's all there. All his company's design ideas and notes, pages and pages of information are set right before me. It's everything I need to know.

I begin opening different documents. I see their plan. The idea is to set the campaign in the city with models frolicking in the snow. His designers note using lots of deep tones of reds, blacks, and purples.

His campaign hasn't deviated very much from the one his assistant presented at the initial meeting with Velvet Luxe.

I look through the various documents and my heart sinks a little as I realize what I've done. I'm realizing it was wrong to do this because my ideas are better than what Dignity Creative has.

I didn't even need to spy. My campaign is set apart from his already. I will shine.

This gives me a new sense of self-confidence but also I fear that Liam will find out what I've done. I've officially spied on him.

No, nothing is set between us. I'm not even sure he cares about me in any real way. But the sheer fact that I did something this shady makes me feel bad about myself. I pride myself on having integrity and this is definitely not something that my moral code allows me to do.

I quickly log out of the folder and get back to the page he was on. Then I leave this computer alone on the bed, making it look untouched.

I'm slightly trembling, so afraid that Liam will find out. I hear the shower water turn off and after a couple minutes he comes out wearing just a towel around his waist.

Those rippling abs and that chiseled face get me every time.

"Do you want to take a shower?" he asks.

I fumble over my words. "Yes, um, yes. I should probably do that. Thanks."

I walk over towards him naked and he strokes my body with his large hands. He cups my breasts and kisses me tenderly.

I'd like to say the sensation is enough for me to forget about what I've just done, but it isn't. I feel a tremendous amount of guilt.

I walk into his oversized master bath and step into the shower. I make the water hot, hotter than it should be. Maybe the pain of the heat will dissolve the pain of the remorse I feel inside.

I stand under the shower head for a long time, just letting the water wash over me. I do feel good about the fact that I know I don't need his firm's ideas to win. I know that I'm creative enough to stand on my own. But I shouldn't have needed to spy to validate those feelings.

I just betrayed someone and it doesn't feel good. This was a bad plan to begin with. I only feel this way because I now realize I can win without the help of anybody else.

What if Liam's ideas had been better than mine? What would I have done then? Would I have changed my own design?

All these questions weigh heavily on my mind as I realize I've stepped into uncharted territory. I don't like the feeling of being sinister and underhanded.

I finally step out of the shower and he's there in the master bedroom waiting for me. He looks so hot in his suit.

"Can I give you a ride to work?" he asks.

"Yeah," I say, but what I did has dampened my mood. "That would be great."

I slip on my dress from last night but I don’t bother retrieving my  panties. I put my heels on and undo the messy bun that's containing my many curls. I shake my hair out and then take Liam's proffered hand.

We make our way down to the limousine. He’s always riding in style and it's a feeling I'll likely never get used to.

He turns to me. "Do you want to get some breakfast?"

I check my phone to see what time it is and then agree. He's being such a gentleman today. It does nothing to squash the sense of treachery I feel in deceiving him.

He instructs the driver to take us to a little-known spot.

"This is my favorite place to eat in the morning," he says.

We walk inside and it's entirely enchanting. The place reminds me of a Hobbit house but with little private wooden booths and plenty of art. It feels inspiring and I can see why Liam would like to dine here.

I order a matcha latte and he gets breakfast.

"You're not gonna order anything to eat?" he asks, frowning.

"I'm not much of a breakfast person. Basically, all I need before noon is coffee, coffee, and more coffee."

He chuckles. "Every moment I'm starting to learn more about you."

"Yeah, me, too," I say, trying to hide the self-reproach from my voice.

I love spending time with Liam but it's very hard when I feel such this discomposure at having spied on him.

He eats, and I watch him while I drink my coffee. He's so handsome and yet unrefined by rugged features. His strong stature makes me feel safe, as though I could melt into him and there'd be enough of him to contain all of me and my complicated nature.

I can see why virtually every girl on the planet would want to be his, if only for a little while. And secretly, deep within at a place I dare not visit often, I think of how it would feel to be his.

What would it feel like if this thing with Liam were real? A part of me hopes it is and another part is equally terrified at the prospect of having such an intense man in my life all the time.

I succumb to a sense of confusion as I realize that my feelings for him are running deeper than expected. This, combined with my treachery, is enough to make me feel very hot, and not in a good way.

I feel claustrophobic. I have to get out. I need air. My emotions are tearing me in half. I feel like I have to get away from him as fast as possible so that I can clear my head.

"Liam, I have to run. I just realized what time it is and I think I have a meeting," I say, gathering my things.

He looks at me warily like he knows something is off. "Claire, let me give you a ride. The limo is right outside."

"No, no. It's fine. We're going in different directions and I wouldn't want to hold you up. Really, I'll just grab a cab."

I stand and kiss his cheek before dashing out the door. The weight of what I've done is heavy upon my shoulders.

I wish I'd never thought of spying on Liam. The mortification and dishonor of what I've done is just too much to bear. It wasn't worth it.

I hail a cab and I feel his eyes on me from behind the window.

The idea that he watches me so closely and is so possessive turns me on, and that makes the reality of my betrayal all the worse. If Liam ever finds out what I did, I could lose him forever.

 






Liam

 

I'll never tire of riding in the back of a limo.

It's been my mode of transportation for so long that I almost forget what it was like before I was a billionaire. It’s so classy and convenient to simply have everything at the tips of your fingers—at the push of a button. It doesn’t hurt too that girls are immediately floored upon seeing my ride.

My driver is weaving his way through the city to take me back to my building. I admire the views and the rush of city life. I could never live anywhere else but here.

At the same time, my mind is wondering about Claire. Why did she make such an early exit? I can't understand it. We had a night full of passion and I even topped it off by bringing her to breakfast, which is something I don't normally do.

She seems spooked or something and I don't know why. Maybe Claire's afraid that I'll hurt her? I can't say that I won't. I'm definitely into her but my interest in women seldom lasts for very long.

We finally get to the office and I take the private elevator up to my penthouse. Instead of working, I pace back-and-forth and think about whether or not I should be trying to buy Claire's company behind her back.

This whole thing is Evan's idea, really, and I'm not sure if it's a good one overall. Sure, it’s good for Evan’s personal goals, and I can definitely help Claire. But how good will it be for Claire?

Now that I know more about her, I know that she's honest and has integrity, and I respect her for her dedication. She's worked very hard to build her company. Who am I to take that away from her?

It feels like I'd be betraying her, no matter what my intentions are, to try to buy her out or to spy on her.

Brooding at my desk, I think about what I should do. I feel a weird desire to be transparent with Claire.

I want her to feel like she can trust me so that she’ll give herself over to me fully. I want to be in control of her and that can only happen if she trusts and allows me to do it.

There's a knock on my door and Evan appears. He's the last person I feel like talking to right now, but it might be nice to shoot the shit and forget about Claire for a little bit.

"Hi, Liam," he says. "I thought we might have a midday drink and discuss a few things."

I move over to the seating area of the penthouse where there are tufted sofas and a vintage coffee table. My interior designer did very good work in this place. It's masculine with a contemporary feel.

"Sure, what will you have?" I say as I head to the carved wooden bar in my office. "I got this new Johnnie Walker in that's a blended scotch. You will love it."

He sits on one of the leather couches.

"That sounds great. You always have the best stuff in here."

Of course, I have the best. I own several houses, a plane, and countless cars. Why should I drink anything less than the best?

No doubt, Evan is certainly taking advantage of my lavish lifestyle. He may not be a billionaire but he's certainly enjoying the perks. What can I say? He's my vice president and I can't help but allow him to ride my coattails a little bit. Besides, who wants to drink alone?

"So, have you seen Claire lately?" he asks, getting straight to the point of his visit.

I wonder what his fascination is with Claire. Sometimes he seems more interested in her than I am. What is his angle in wanting to take her company? Is it because he wants to run Epica, or is there something else he’s not telling me?

I hate that I can't trust my own VP. If he undermines me in any way, I'm gonna have to find somebody to replace him.

For now, I let it go and I play his game.

"Actually, yes, I saw her last night. We spent the night together," I say.

His expression betrays a hint of surprise. 

"Oh really? Well, that's new. You don't let anybody stay over at your penthouse."

His words are true. Rarely do I wake up next to a woman. I'm usually ushering them out the door at about 3 AM. 

I don't want to get into it with Evan and reveal too much of my feelings for Claire and how complicated it is. Asking about work is fine and normal. But he doesn't deserve to know my business.

I sit across from him on the other couch and pour us both a stiff drink. I've been waiting to crack open this bottle for a while.

He swishes the amber liquid around in his glass and thinks a minute before speaking up. 

"You know, this may be out of my territory but I don't think Claire is in the same league as you. You're used to dating models and socialites, people with class. So I don't get why you're falling so hard for this person, who has no money, no rank, and her company is about to fold because she's so bad at managing it."

His words cause a swell of fury to ignite inside of me. The fact that he's demeaning Claire right in front of me enrages me. I need to put this dick in his place.

"Number one, I'm not falling for her," I correct him. "And how do you know anything about her, huh? Maybe it's not always about money."

"Clearly," he sneers.

"If she's so awful and beneath me, why are you invested in getting her company? What's in it for you? Tell me the truth," I say to him, trying to hide the rage from my voice.

He seems to waver a little bit under my brash tone as he should. I don't know where he gets off talking about this.

I take a long slow sip of my blended Johnny Walker and wait for his response. Nothing he could ever say will sway my opinion of Claire. But it will reveal his true intentions.

At last, after considering his words, he responds. 

"I care about this company, Liam. I care about you. I'd like to think we've become friends since I started working here and what I'm doing is looking out for you. Claire might be trying to use you to get ahead. Her company's about to fail after all and you're the biggest ad agency in town. I just don't think you should trust her. 

“Someone that's a little more high-society, someone that doesn't need your money, might be a safer bet both for you and the company."

His words piss me off so much. He doesn't even know Claire. If he did, he would understand that she is entirely devoted to her craft and she doesn't care about society, or money, or any manner of things that don't really matter. That's what I find so intriguing about her. 

She's strong and she knows how to take care of herself. 

Suddenly, I'm feeling very possessive of her and I'm sick of hearing Evan's opinion about everything.

"You're starting to venture into shady territory. I warn you not to talk about Claire like that," I say to him bitterly.

He sips his drink and looks unfazed. 

"Come on Liam, you're not gonna let a girl get between us. I'm your wingman, someone you can trust. I just think you should watch out for Claire and keep your radar up. Purchase her company and then cut the tie to her. I don't think she is who she says she is."

"And why is that?"

"Just look at her Liam, she can't even afford her own Louis Vuitton. That's not the kind of girl you usually date. Claire's lack of finances might mean that she's using you," he says. "Besides, she's stupid for being invested in you when you're clearly such a player."

I'm astonished at the words he's saying. I just gave him a warning which he totally disregarded.

I've had enough so I stand up and motion for him to leave. He's lucky I don't punch him out right here.

"Evan, I want you to get the hell out of here. You're crossing the line. I don't need your opinion on my personal life or anything else. I gave you a warning which you ignored. You’re skating on thin ice. Now get out."

He looks bewildered that I've turned on him, but I don't give a shit. Evan's clandestine motives are on full display and I don't know how I didn't see it sooner.

He's a sneaky son-of-a-bitch. I'm so angry about his deluded and scheming comments that it's hard not to want to unleash on him. 

I feel protective of Claire. I don't want anybody talking bad about her. She may not be my girlfriend officially, but I'd like to think I know who she is, and she doesn't deserve this kind of treatment.

And the fact that Evan is so obviously beguiled by money is disheartening. He seems to think that my money is his money. I'm the one that built his business from scratch. I'm the one that spent hours upon hours conceiving of it. 

This is my business, not his. Any money Evan has is because of me. He should be a little more grateful.

I finish my drink and try to calm my pounding heart. The adrenaline of wanting to crush Evan slowly fades and I'm able to push these thoughts aside and try to work. 

I'm overseeing various ad campaigns, only one of which is Velvet Luxe. I make sure my team is hard at work on it. Throughout the day, I’m just steaming over Evan and wondering what's gotten into Claire.

It's one of those days when things aren’t smoothly falling into place and that annoys me. Maybe I need to see Claire.

 






Claire

 

I feel a little shaken after ditching Liam over breakfast.

I just couldn't sit there another second longer knowing about my unethical behavior.

I don't know why I feel torn over betraying him. It's not like we're committed. I don’t even know if he has feelings for me. 

Plus, I think what I did can't be considered that much of a big deal. I just took a little peek at his files on the Velvet Luxe campaign. One thing is apparent though, he has a team of people working on the project other than himself. 

Personally, I pride myself on being a hands-on boss. So I do not agree on his means of carrying out this project. But, it's not in my nature to snoop.

The cab driver's trying to chat with me but I'm not in the mood. I just want to sulk in silence. 

I'm happy when he turns the familiar corner and I see my little vintage building. It never fails to induce a sense of excitement. I love my job and I love the advertising world.

I get out, thank the cab driver, and give him an extra tip for being so friendly.

I push open the heavy, wooden doors to my office and walk in to see the place abuzz. Everyone's working hard on the campaign.

I stalk past Charlotte and she instantly follows because she knows something is wrong. Apparently, it's evident by my demeanor.

She follows me around to my corner office and shuts the glass door.

"What's wrong Claire?"

"What's wrong? I'll tell you what's wrong. I took your advice. I did what we agreed. I spent the night with Liam and I snooped around his computer and now I feel horrible about it. The guilt is eating me alive."

She sits down on one of the white modern chairs opposite me.

"You spent the night at his penthouse last night?" she says. "Does that mean you guys are serious?"

She seems more interested in my date with him than the fact that I did some spying. It was even her idea in the first place. Apparently, it could wait.

"Wait, what? That's not the point Charlotte. The point is I betrayed him. I'm an awful person. I never should've done that."

She sits back in her chair and judges my response.

"Claire, you're a reliable, genuine person. The fact that you did a little bit of spying doesn't do anything to demean your character. It had to be done. Besides, he's not that into you."

I glare at her and speak sarcastically. 

"Well, that's always nice to hear."

"I'm sorry. That came out wrong," she says. "You know I don't mean that in a harsh way. What I mean is that we both know he's the biggest player in town. So, while you're having fun with him, it's not gonna go anywhere. Therefore, you shouldn't feel guilty about spying on him."

I know she's right, but it doesn't make the truth easier to accept. I know that I'm Liam's little fling for now and that soon he'll grow disinterested. I’m not exactly serious about him either. I just want to enjoy what we have while it lasts.

"You're right," I say. "I need to not get invested in this. In fact, I'm doing a pretty good job of that. I'm trying to keep my emotions out of it. But that doesn't mean I feel any better about being two-faced."

"I promise you this one simple act doesn't define your character. You did it for the sake of the company," she says and it makes me feel a little bit better. "But now let's get to the good stuff, what did you find?"

I smile up at her despite my glum mood.

"Well, to tell you the truth, what I found was his entire concept. And let me tell you, I didn't even need to spy. Our stuff is so much better than his. It looks like he has a team working on it. I'm not even sure how many of the ideas are coming directly from him."

"You don't think he's working on this himself?" she says incredulously.

"No. He didn't even do his own presentation at the first meeting. But that's beside the point. His team, or whoever he has working on this, has nothing on us. Our campaign is so much better."

"That's great," she says delightedly.

"I know. I hate to say it, but having seen his ideas makes me feel more confident in myself. I know I can do this. I know I can win."

My excitement bubbles up despite my guilt. I know that I can do this. I can save my company. I push this thought in the front of my thoughts. I will focus on this. I’ll put my job first.

"If that's the case," she says. "Then I'm glad you did it. I've been trying to tell you forever that you're great, but you wouldn't believe me. It took you comparing yourself to another person, to him, to believe in yourself. It shouldn't have taken that to give you self-validation. You're good Claire. Correction, you're great."

"Alright, alright," I stop her. "You're right. I should have listened to you and then I wouldn't have had to spy.”

For once I feel like maybe she's right. Maybe she's not just trying to pump me up. Maybe I really should believe in myself and my talent.

It's sad that it took my exploiting Liam to understand this but in truth, the guilt is starting to fade as it becomes more and more evident that I'm really good at what I do.

This is the kind of confidence I need to fly forward. I always believed in myself to some degree, but it took comparing my ideas to that of one of the biggest agencies in town to fully realize my worth. This is something I'll never forget. It's kind of a gift.

Charlotte wants all the dirty details of my night. Liam is the hottest guy in town and I don't mind telling her how he is in bed. In fact, talking about it makes me remember how hard he made me come, and the guilt fades away completely. 

We spend at least an hour in my office going over the details. I cover everything from his 12-inch cock, to his rock-hard abs, to the way he kisses me so tenderly that I feel like I'm the only one.

I know it's not true. Liam probably has other women on the side, but for now, I don't have to think about that. He certainly is charismatic, and he has a way with women. I've fallen under his spell despite my strength, but I will never fully trust him.

Charlotte gives me the reminder I need. 

"Keep your heart guarded. You have to remember his nature. He's never gonna change Claire, not even for you."

It takes a best friend like that to tell you the truth. I know Charlotte is only trying to protect me. If Liam was any other guy, we might be planning the wedding by now. But as it is, he's not like that and I can't expect anything different.






Liam

 

It's early morning and a fog has set over the city.

I can see it from above in my penthouse.

It's a rare thing to rise above even the thickest fog.

The image is a metaphor really. I'm at the top...the top of my game and the top of the business world.

I feel this way because of Claire. I can't stop thinking about her. I barely slept a wink last night because I was wondering what she was doing and where she's been these last couple days.

A part of me wants to keep tabs on her no matter what. I wonder if she's been out with other men? Not possible. Having what I can offer, I’m confident I can stand against any competition, and win over any girl.

I take the fact that I'm up so early, having gotten no sleep, to my advantage and I hit the gym. I need to keep my mind focused somehow. I like thinking about Claire, but I can’t be clingy on her.

The gym in my place is outfitted with every kind of equipment you can imagine. I have the best of the best. That's how I like everything in my life. And to me, Claire is the best.

Evan's scathing words about her are just untrue. Whether Claire has a fortune or not doesn't matter, she's fucking perfect. A woman with a talent like her can shine and climb higher in her career ladder when given the appropriate opportunities.

She's literally the most beautiful girl I've ever seen, and she's smart. She's so intelligent and witty, and she has a certain kind of strength that I admire.

I keep thinking that I need to keep Claire in my life somehow, someway. I'm not sure how to do this considering I haven't had a girlfriend in ages. I never needed one since women satisfy me without having to go through the hassle of relationships.

For the moment, I take my aggression out on the gym. I work out hard and fast. I make every second count. There's no better way to vent than in the gym.

I take a hot shower and let the water fall over me. I think of her and how I wish she was here so I could bend her over the marble bench and fuck her brains out. My cock rises at the idea. 

The gym did nothing to squelch my desire for her. I know I'm gonna have to at least talk to her today. I need to hear her voice. Though nothing beats actually being with her.

Electricity courses through my body and I feel connected to her. I'm dying to know where she is and what she's doing. If she were mine, I'd make her check in every minute. My possessiveness is taking over and it's hard to tame. 

I dress and intentionally think about my outfit in case I see Claire. I put on one of my finest suits and exit the building. 

In the limousine on the way to work, I make a call to Claire.

"Hi, it's me. I can't stop thinking about you. Will you meet me for coffee?" I asked.

"It's nice to hear from you. Sure, I'd love to meet you somewhere," she says.

"Great, I'm having my limo pick you up right now," I say.

My cock is hard at the thought of seeing her. I think about having an early-morning fuck right here in the limo, but I rein it in.

We pull up to her place and she's waiting outside. Damn, she looks beautiful.

She's wearing a little denim dress with an oversized sweater hanging off her shoulders. Her hair falls in waves down her back and those piercing blue eyes stare right at me, through me even, as I get out to open the door for her.

I kiss on the cheek. 

"Hello, baby."

She gets in and I immediately roam my hands all over her body.

I kiss her hard and deep and move my hands up her dress. She's wearing practically nothing. A little thong and that's it.

"Liam, God," she says breathlessly. "I missed you too."

I finger her lightly over her panties, enough to make them nice and wet.

We kiss, and I tangled my fingers in her hair and pull her head back slightly to expose her neck. I trickle kisses down it, across her collarbone, and to her beautiful tits that are so full and round.

I feel like fucking her here so bad or dragging her back to my penthouse. Just seeing her is making my cock wild with desire.

Instead, the driver pulls up to the coffee shop and my desires will have to wait.

We get out and Claire straightens her skirt. Her little dress shows off so much of her beautifully toned legs and I long to have my head between them.

"Come on," I take her hand and lead her inside. 

We order a couple espressos and sit down. This is the first time I've seen Claire since she abandoned me at breakfast the other day. I want to get to the bottom of what happened but I don't ask.

Instead, I tease her. 

"So how's your campaign going for Velvet Luxe.”

She beams up at me and there's a sparkle in her eye. She seems to have forgotten all about whatever was bugging her the other day. She seems back to her usual self and that makes me happy.

"Well, I have to say that it's coming along great. I'm the main person working on it, so there's a lot to do, but it's fun," she says.

"I don't know how you do it, Claire. I have my team working on the campaign. Why don't you delegate more?" I ask her.

She looks at me like the answer is obvious. 

"Because, I like to do the work and knowing personally what is going on each project. I like to get my hands dirty."

I don't understand her way of working but I choose not to press the point. I think that since Claire has a whole team of designers working for her that she should have them picking up the slack. She doesn't need to do everything herself.

"I'm going to win," she continues. "After all, as a woman I know way more about lingerie than you do."

She's flirting with me now and it makes me want her even more.

"I beg to differ, Claire. As a man, my position on lingerie is way more interesting."

"Oh yeah?" she says. "Prove it."

A challenge? How tempting. She must not know about my competitive nature. 

I get up, flash her a devious smile, and drag her back to the powder room.

"Wait, Liam, where are we going?" she's trying to protest.

I make sure the room at the back of the café is abandoned before locking the door and pinning her up against it.

"You told me to prove it. And I intend on doing just that," I say, getting down to my knees.

I pull up her dress and I can see exactly what kind of lingerie she's wearing. I pull off her tiny thong with my teeth. I spread her legs wide apart with my strong arms, making sure she can't move, and she can't resist.

Then I trail my tongue up along her inner thigh and I feel her quiver beneath my touch. She always trembles a little bit and I love that about her. It means I make her nervous. And that's the way it should be.

I gently slide two fingers inside of her and then circle her clit with my tongue. I breathe hot gusts of air around her, helping her to open up even more.

She's moaning and trying to escape but I've got her back pressed against the wall with my one hand against her torso. She can't move. She's in my grasp for as long as I deem necessary.

"Oh Liam, not here. We can't," she says.

I say nothing but just keep plunging my tongue in and out. I finger her G-spot and suck away the juices that are gushing now. She's so wet for me.

I stop for a moment. 

"Claire, you're so wet. I know you want this. Stop fighting it."

Strong as she is, she ignores my words and still tries to get away. What is she running from? I'm here to bring her a sense of ecstasy. She should just fall into it.

I finger her harder for her defiance and I flick my tongue against her clit in a way that I know will bring a sense of painful pleasure.

The move has the desired effect and soon she's coming in my mouth.

She cries out and clutches my hair with both hands.

"Liam, fuck, no. I'm coming so hard," she cries gently so as not to alert the other patrons as to what's happening in here.

I stand up and lean down to kiss her so she can taste herself on my lips. This seems to turn her on more. She's still riding waves of pleasure. As she does so, I feel her hand gripping my cock from the top of my pants.

She fumbles with the button and the zipper, but I stop her.

"No Claire, I say when. And I want you to wait for it. I want you to ache for it."

She looks disappointed and I'm glad. I want her thinking how very close she came to having my cock inside of her. I want to be on her mind all day.

This will teach her that if she tries to run away from me, to challenge me, I will have her begging for it.






Claire

 

Oh my God, Liam has just totally left me hanging.

He's just gone down on me in the powder room at the café and yet I am not fulfilled. I was trying to resist his invitation earlier, but it seems I can’t. Now, I’m craving for more.

Sure, I came, a lot. But what I really want is the feel of Liam's cock inside of me. I'm aching, dying to ride him, to have him fuck me so hard that I pass out.

He knows exactly what he's doing. I feel like this is his way of getting back at me for abandoning him at breakfast the other day. Little does he know why I did it.

We exit the powder room and a couple patrons look at us like they know what we've been up to. Why would both of us be in there at once?

We leave the café and I see Liam on his phone about to call the limousine to pick us up.

I hold his arm back. 

"No, not today. Let me show you how I roll instead."

He looks at me intrigued as ever and cancels the limousine.

I'm on my phone booking an Uber and I think this is gonna be a hilarious experience. Something tells me Liam has never been in an Uber before. Probably never been in a public transport in his billionaire life.

"Are you ready for something new?" I ask him. 

"If it's with you, then yes."

This excites me in a way I can’t describe. The ride shows up and I turn to Liam. 

"Ready to go?"

"You mean in that car? Isn't that a stranger? Or is that a friend of yours?"

I pull him towards the car. 

"Liam, you’re so out of it. Everybody uses Uber these days."

"Oh, so this is an Uber? he says. "I guess I'm always up for something new."

We get in the car and make small talk with the driver. I can tell this is a novel experience for Liam who’s used to a life of luxury. I wonder if he feels as out of his element here as I do in his world? His world of opulence is as foreign to me as this car ride is to him.

The driver eventually pulls up to my building. Liam has never been here and I think it'll be a nice surprise to show him where I work.

"Where are we?" he says.

"This is Epica. I want you to see my company and where I work," I say as we exit the car.

Liam takes in the ancient brick façade of my building and his eyes seemed to light up. I take him inside and virtually everyone stops to stare at us. Big names never swing by, and even if he wasn’t, Liam’s looks is enough to get anyone’s attention here.

Charlotte is the first to greet us. 

"Oh hi, Liam, nice to see you again."

"I thought it was time that Liam saw the way the other half work," I say.

I show him around the building and he seems impressed. 

"We definitely have a different way of operating around here. I believe in nurturing the creative spirit in people."

"I can see that," he says, avoiding a skateboard that someone left on the ground.

"I'm an artist above anything else. I believe that people who are artistic should have a certain sense of freedom in an environment that fosters their ingenuity."

I take him around to the various offices and introduce him to some of the people that work for me. No one seems to recognize him, and I think that's good for his ego, to not be known for once. He’s always used to people being so thrilled to finally be introduced to him, he takes meeting people for granted.

People are working hard and some of them barely have a moment to look up and say hi to Liam. I subtly watch him as he takes note of this. I think he’s genuinely interested to see what Epica is like and my heart swells for him.

I continue to show him my well-decorated space. 

"We don't really have rules around here. I trust my people and I give them all manner of flexibility they need. We make up our own hours here and as you can see there's different things to ignite an expressive and innovative mood."

People have standing desks and stability balls. There's a video game lounge and even a room that could be considered a spa. I have a masseuse come in once a week.

Expensive art adorns the walls and yet it doesn't quite cover the exposed brick that's at least a century old.

I try to give him more details about our company practices. 

"In here we have a combination of old and new, trendy and classic, black and white, etc. I feel that a blend of opposites is essential to help those creative sparks fly. Don't you think?"

He holds me by the waist. 

"This is a world away from my corporate environment. If you saw my office now you'd likely be disappointed. It's nothing like this."

I'm happy about his reaction. Most people have this sense of interest when they see how I've situated the office. I just know how it needs to be because I'm an artist. I know where I would want to work and so I've created that exact environment.

A part of me wants to lament the fact that I may have to close my company. I wish I could confide in Liam about such matters, but I hold my tongue. 

Instead, I take him into my office and he walks around the room and examines all my little treasures.

There are mirrors and rugs, art and artifacts. I have little pieces of memorabilia from every country I've ever visited. I certainly haven't traveled the world as much is Liam, but I've made it a point to get around.

"What's this?" he asks holding up an artistic mask.

"That is from Zimbabwe. I went on a safari there not too long ago."

"And this?" he examines my little Buddha statue.

"Blessed by monks. I got that in Tibet. It was a magical trip."

"I've never been."

He wraps his arms around my waist and pulls me in close. I can smell his cologne and the strength of his body makes me feel safe. 

"You need to go to Tibet. You would love it." I place my hands on his chest.

He looks into my eyes and kisses me. I feel like we've formed a new kind of connection now that I've let him into my life a little bit more. I've exposed him to my work environment and because it defines me it means a lot to have him here.

We kiss in my office and I can tell everyone's staring at us through the glass. It's times like these I wish I installed real walls instead of transparent ones.

He kisses me hard and unabashedly. I get the feeling Liam could care less who watches us.

I think bringing him here to my office was a good idea. Maybe it will shake him up a bit and help them to realize that the corporate world is not everything.

 






Liam

 

Claire's got me in her office and it's interesting being led by a woman for once.

I have to say that seeing where she works is an unusual experience for me. She practices some unique concepts in her workplace environment, and I think it seem to work for the people working for her.

Her little creative oasis is a far cry from my corporate building.

Now I feel kind of glad that she hasn't seen my building. She's been in my private penthouse, yes, but not my office. To her, it might seem more standard and ordinary than ever.

Her building is odd and offbeat. It has an unrestrained quality of freedom that one normally doesn’t find in an office space. She really has tried to make something here, something fresh and innovative and I admire that.

All her employees seem extremely happy. Their own offices are decked out with every manner of toy and trinket that could make work feel less like a tedious experience.

I hold her in my arms and take the opportunity to tell her how I feel.

"This place is...amazing. You really built your own little empire here. I see your vision clearly," I tell her in all honesty.

She smiles at me, proud of the work system she implements, and delivers the final kiss between before pulling me to the couch in her office.

"Want a drink?" she asks.

"Why not?" I say.

She has a mirrored little bar in her office. It's quaint and cute, very Claire.

She doesn't even bother to ask what I want but makes us each a vodka soda.

I'm starting to unpeel some of the layers to Claire. She's not what she seems at all. She may not have a ton of money or be good at business, but she is immensely talented. It's no wonder she can create such amazing ads when the place she works is so attuned to creativity. 

Her mission is to stay away from a corporate atmosphere and I'd say she's succeeded.

She brings me my drink and curls up next to me.

"So," she says. "How would you say my company measures up to your own?"

It's an easy question. 

"Well, for starters, you’re very hands-on. At Dignity Creative I hardly ever delve into the process itself. I'm more of a manager."

She looks surprised. 

"You are? Don't you miss being in the thick of it? Within all the creativity?"

"Not really. I used to work a lot on that side of things but then the company got so large that I hired people to do that for me."

"I don't know how you work like that Liam. Don't you like to get your hands dirty in every aspect of the business?"

I think this is rich coming from someone who has virtually no experience in the business world. Claire's mismanaging her firm if you can even call it a firm. I want to tell her this but I hold back not wanting to offend.

"Being artistic isn't everything Claire. You'll come to see that one day. You do too much work to build your business. Why don't you hand it off to the people that work for you?"

She pulls away from me and I can I made her angry with my blatant honesty. Whether I've said too much or not she needs to hear the truth.

"Because, I like the work. I don't want to just tell people what to do all day. I want to make things happen. Creativity is about putting your vision to life. Only you can see it, so how do you expect others to put it to life as you wish it to be?"

I lean back into the sofa and think I don't like where this is going. She's getting pretty heated and not in a good way.

"Well, I like my work too Claire," I say, defending myself. "But there are different aspects of it that you just don't understand. Keep in mind that I'm running a billion-dollar corporation and you have a little brick-and-mortar company."

Her eyes turn angry. She's become enraged and pulls away from the crook of my arm.  She goes off on me. 

"You know what Liam? I don't know where you get off saying that to me. I'm trying to be as unlike your company as possible. You're nothing but a suit. And I think you have a lack of work ethic because you refuse to get your hands dirty. You're nothing but a cold, faceless head of a company and that’s nothing to be proud of."

Now I'm pissed. She's insulting my work ethic? I'm a goddamn billionaire. Her company is about to fold. You do the math.

I'm not about to stay here and be insulted like this. 

I get up to leave but not before giving her a piece of my mind. 

"Claire, you got it all wrong. You don't know anything about business. And because of that your company's gonna go under. Don't you see that I'm trying to help you? You're not running things right."

She stands up to face me angrily. 

"Liam, you’re not the guy I thought you were. You come off as this creative, artistic person and now I realize you're just like all the rest. How dare you tell me how to run my company."

Her words infuriate me. She doesn't even know who I am. She knows the face I present to her, nothing deeper than that.

"That's fine Claire. Then we don't need to see each other anymore," I say as I take my leave.

"Maybe that's best," she says as tears form in her eyes.

The image of her sad like that makes me feel terrible. I might be a bastard sometimes, but I can't stand to see a woman cry.  

She's so very beautiful and vulnerable that I hate to leave her like this. But I can’t offer her solace now. I also have my wounded ego to nurse.

She and I are obviously different people and we'll never be on the same plane.

I turn and leave her there to cry. I storm out of the building and walk down the street to meet my waiting limousine.

My blood is boiling with rage. I've never had a woman talk to me like that before. Who does she think she is?

In the car I determine that Evan might've been right. We need to take over Claire's company because obviously she doesn't understand business at all.

I'll be doing her a favor. She’ll see.

 






Liam

 

I'm back in my office, in the penthouse where I belong.

That little foray into Claire's world was interesting but it’s definitely not me.

I like things bigger and better, always. That’s how successful people work. Always on a big scale, always expansive, always aiming for growth.

I'm fuming actually, and analyzing all the things she said to me. She's not right. She doesn't even know me. I've let her into my world just a little bit and she thinks she can tell me how it is.

My need to dominate her has not gone away. A part of me still wants to make sure she never touches another guy. 

But at this point, I don't want to see her. I think things between us may sincerely be over.

My head is spinning with all things Claire. I try to wipe her from my mind but it doesn't work.

I decide to double down and try to win the Velvet Luxe account. I'll show her what it means to be creative. I would love to be the reason that she doesn't win this client. Then she will understand my point.

I tell my secretary not to let anybody bother me for the rest of the day. I lock myself in the office and work for hours and hours perfecting my ideas.

Once I open up the folder and see all of my designer's ideas I realize they have it all wrong. I delegated the task to them and yet I see that their work is not as good as I thought. I can certainly do better.

This makes me question whether Claire was right. Maybe I haven't been involved enough. Maybe I should be more a part of the artistic process. But I can’t always be hands-on in every campaign. That’s what your employees are for.

I’ll never admit that she's right. But I’ll pour my heart and soul into this campaign to make sure that she doesn't win it. That's how pissed I am. Now, I'm invested in her ruin.

Trish comes in at various points to bring me coffee and food. But I barely take a second off from work. I’m solely in charge now of making this the most prestigious advertising campaign the world has ever seen.

I'm sketching and drawing and digitizing my ideas. I've got papers drawn out all over the place. My office is a mess and I like it that way. It reminds me of the old days when I used to do my own work.

Night falls upon the city and soon I'm all alone in the building. Even Trish has left. I don’t mind, and I felt freedom knowing there won’t be anyone to disturb me at all.

I blast some music over the speakers and continue to work. I find that it helps me to be inspired more and get the creative juices flowing.

I think of Claire and of her company and how artistic it was. Maybe it inspired me or maybe it's my fury at her, but I feel the zeal to create like I haven't felt in such a long time.

I paint my sketches and draw my ideas. The penthouse has turned into an artist's studio in the span of 10 hours.

This is the first time in a long time that I remember why I got into this business to begin with.

I work all night to make my ideas a reality. Time passes quickly and I don't even realize it. I'm genuinely enjoying the process and I think that's ironic considering the hell I just gave Claire about hers.

I haven't entirely forgiven her but as I work she's in my thoughts. I try to forget her but images of her beautiful face cross my mind frequently. 

I consider that this is the way Claire works every single day. She makes it her mission to be involved in every project. That has perhaps kept her company small, but I think she's made it that way on purpose. She seems to disdain everything impersonal, everything corporate.

I still don't think she's right. She obviously doesn't know how to run a business. Running a small business is definitely different from handling a large scale one. But maybe there's something to the fact that as the boss, the CEO, I need to be a little bit more involved.

This is especially obvious by the way I see that my designers have not done a good job. I need to micromanage them a little bit better. Or perhaps hire a whole new staff because the concepts I've seen are not up to par with my standards.

Without this fight with Claire, I never would have seen the flaws in my business. I never would've looked into the designer's work or my own management process. I've been operating on cruise control. It's an easy way to live but also a dispassionate one.

It's the middle of the night and the city is pitch black aside from flickering lights that come from the various skyscrapers.

I'm surrounded by my artistic mess and it feels good. I want to call Claire. Not to apologize, nor to admit my wrongdoing, but to invite her over here so I can fuck her hard and have makeup sex.

I'm in no position to offer that considering our fight. Maybe if I had some claim to her, but she and I are not even an item. As far as I know, things between us are dead.

I take a break to have a whiskey as she dominates my thoughts.

To think of never seeing her again feels like the wrong decision. What is she doing to me to haunt my thoughts like this? 

I don't get wrapped up in women, especially ones that fight with me like that. She should know her place and not to defy me. But then, Claire's a bit of a wild card and I knew that before going into this. 

She's artistic and strong. She does what she wants. And she's a free spirit if I've ever seen one. And I guess I have to respect that, as much as I want to control her.

I work all night and have my ideas clearly defined by the time morning light hits my office.

It's time to go home. I've been running all night away from our argument, away from Claire. I put my everything into this campaign and it's basically wrapped up.

Either Velvet Luxe will love it or they will hate it, but a part of me still really wants to beat Claire.

I still want to buy her company so that she will know that ultimately I was right.

 






Claire

 

I feel like the walls are closing in.

Nothing's been the same since my argument with Liam. He's the last person on this earth I want to fight with. To make things worse, I was maybe starting to fall for him and now all of that is ruined.

I pace around my office and tell myself it's for the best. Maybe life has spared me from loving him because I’d only get hurt in the end. He's not someone you fall for, he's someone you fuck.

He hasn't called or anything, and I guess I don't really expect him to. Our argument seemed to put an end to all that’s between us. We had a good run and now it's suddenly over.

I do, however, have one more course of action. I can work as hard as ever on this campaign and be sure to win it so that this company will benefit. I’d love to win this and show Liam that my way of working is better.

He was so smug talking about how I don't know how to run a business. He might be right but who actually says that to somebody's face? The bitterness of what happened engulfs me and I feel as mad at him as ever.

At the same time, there's this aching hole in my heart that can only be filled by him. I know I wasn't his girlfriend or anything, but the idea of not seeing him anymore nearly devastates me.

This is a truth I can hardly admit to myself, much less anybody else. When I started going out with him, I thought I had it all controlled. But now I don’t know anymore.

Charlotte comes in to check on me and she brings me some tea which I thankfully take. She knows what happened between Liam and I and she's been my shoulder to cry on.

"You okay?" she asks.

I try to come off as cool, calm, and collected when the truth is I'm shattered inside. 

"Of course I'm okay. I'm not gonna let a guy like that get to me. It wasn't going anywhere anyway. I think it's for the best. Besides, it's motivated me to really want this campaign...for personal reasons."

She looks at me like she doesn't believe a word of what I'm saying and that's the virtue of having a best friend. She can see past all my bullshit and into the core of who I am. I can't hide anything from her. But also, I don’t need to say it directly to her, which I am grateful for.

"Okay then, I'll just leave you to work. You're gonna crush it," she says.

I sip my tea and try to get inspired. It's hard to think about lingerie when you have no one to share it with.

I decide to use that as part of my theme for the campaign. I'm going to feature a woman, a model, who seems forlorn, without love. And over the course of the ad, she’ll come to find a man who completes her. He offers her the lingerie and they live happily ever after. 

My commercial is going to tell a story, my story. And all the advertising around it will center on this romantic kind of love.

If anything useful has come from Liam and I's break up it's the fact that I have this new idea for the campaign. It should be based on love. What is lingerie if not to be seen by the person you most care about?

I work throughout the morning on my idea but the details are just overwhelming. I think again about Liam's advice. He suggested that I delegate things to the other designers in my company.

I'm going to take him up on that but I'm glad he's not here to see. I’m actually starting to think he might be right.

I call Charlotte over the intercom and she appears in my doorway.

"What's up?"

"I'd like to call a meeting in the conference room with everybody. I think I'm going to loosen the reins a little bit on this project," I say to her disbelieving face.

"Wow, you're going to spread the work around huh? You've never done that before."

"Well, I have the basic premise down but it's going to take a lot to pull the entire campaign together. And I think I'm willing to take a risk on our designers," I say.

Charlotte looks pleased as if she's been waiting for this day for a long time. I wonder why she never said anything about this if she agrees on the idea.

"Okay great," she says. "I'll call everybody into the conference room and we'll meet you there."

"Perfect."

I gather all my materials and think again about Liam. He was actually right. I don't have to do everything myself. I don't have to hold the world on my shoulders. Having this insight is a giant relief.

I wish I could tell him about this revelation but my pride keeps me from calling him. I don't need more of a bruised ego than I already have.

He knows how to hurt me, just like he knows how to make me explode into wave upon wave of pleasurable orgasm. Liam, like Charlotte, is someone that I can't hide from. He seems to understand me in this unspoken way. 

He grounds me and keeps me centered. I imagine the feeling of his strong arms around my body and I miss him.  

But it's over. I've wrecked that. I may never see him again and I'm feeling like it was all my fault.

As much as it pains me, I don’t have time for this sentiment right now. I have work to do. I store my feelings away and gather my mess of things and take it all into the conference room where everybody's waiting for me.

"Hi everyone, thanks for coming. I've decided to do something a little different with his Velvet Luxe project. I have the basic idea here in my notes, but I need some help. So, for the designers in the room, I'd like you to go beyond your normal scope of work for me and really help with this project. I think if we work together we can make it really insane and really fierce."

"Wow," my graphic designer says. "You've never delegated anything this big before, Claire. This is a really big step for you."

"We're excited to get to work on this," my designer, Brian says.

Their enthusiasm really touches me. I don't know why I couldn't depend on them like this earlier. I guess I first needed to see that not everything has to be done by me.

I'm giving up control and I have to say it feels good. I guess Liam has taught me that. He's so in control all the time that I guess with him, I can finally release. 

This can carry through to my business where I see, by the enthusiasm on everyone's faces, that it's okay to assign tasks to different people and I can trust that it will get done.

I like this new set up because I don’t have to deviate much from my usual work practice, but at the same time, I don’t have to be so overwhelmed by accomplishing the whole projects by myself.

I think it's time for a little speech. 

"And you guys, I just want to say thank you for everything. All these years that we've worked together, you've really supported me and my dream for this business. You all could be making a lot of money somewhere else, at a bigger firm, but you chose to stick with me here at Epica. 

“I know everyone's aware of our financial situation and if we don't get this big client our doors will have to close. I don't want to harp on the dire situation but I think you should know how grateful I am for the years of service and friendship and loyalty you've given me."

It feels good to express my gratitude to my team of employees. At the same time, this meeting stings with sadness because my dream may fade if we don't get funding soon.

The rest of the meeting is a rush of excitement and ideas. Everyone's brainstorming on how to make the campaign even more perfect. Working together feels better than ever and I know it will be my new way of doing things going forward.

What's better than a group of designers feeding off each other and motivating each other to reach new heights?

 

 






Liam

 

I brace myself against the cold New York City wind.

Winter is starting to fall over the city. It’s going to be dark nights and cold days.

I flip the collar of my trench coat up to try to protect myself from the elements. I don’t mind the cold. In fact, I enjoy it. Shorter days mean longer nights to do filthy things between the sheets.

This leads me to think of Claire, of course. She’s always on my mind, no matter how hard I try to escape her.

I haven’t seen her since our fight, and I don’t expect to. It’s as if she’s vanished from my life entirely, and our time together was nothing more than a dream.

It had to end sometime. I had to wake up. She’s enchanting, but I don’t do monogamy.

I tuck into a café that was recommended to me by a friend. Apparently, they have the best coffee in town.

I walk into the place, and it’s pretty packed. I order an Americano and sit by the window to read the paper.

Just as I’m reading up on the current political landscape, I see her walk in.

Claire. Fuck.

How did she find this place? Why are we both here at the same time? What is the universe trying to tell me?

I look at her steadily as she makes her way to the counter and shakes out her blonde hair. The mess of blonde waves makes her look as enchanting as ever, as if she’s just rolled out of bed. I’m only wishing it was my bed, and that the fight never happened.

She has a wild mane that matches her personality. Claire, I’ve learned, is not someone you can contain. She is a free spirit in every sense of the phrase, fitting for her artistic talents.

She’s a nonconformist for sure, and while I’ve come to respect that, it doesn’t stop me from wanting to enforce my own rules upon her. Seeing her now, just steps away from me, makes me want to wrap her in my arms and never let her go.

She can be free as long as she always comes back to me. She can be free outside of my bedroom. She can be free as long as she knows that ultimately, she’s mine.

The details of our fight fly out the window. I can’t resist her beautiful face and her beautiful soul any longer.

I let her order her coffee, and she spins around to see me sitting by the window, staring at her with darkened eyes.

I can almost feel her heart stop. I sense her shock and attraction to me. We might be mad at each other, but the sparks flying between us are undeniable.

She grabs her coffee and walks over to me with confidence.

“Hey, you,” she says nonchalantly. “What are you doing here?”

I stand and kiss her cheek, putting our differences aside enough to be a gentleman. I offer her the seat across from me, and she takes it.

“I just heard about this place and thought I’d try it. What about you?” I say.

“Same.”

“So, how have you been?” I ask, though I try to remain aloof.

I stare into her dazzling eyes and wonder if she remembers all the times that we were together. Does she remember the way my hands slid so expertly across her body? Does she remember the way it felt to kiss me?

“I’ve been okay. Just working away. I actually took your advice and brought my whole team onto the Velvet Luxe campaign.”

I’m taken aback. I’m surprised that she took my advice, and I’m more surprised that she’s admitting it to me now. Maybe it’s her way of waving the white flag?

I decide to be honest with her as well. “To tell you the truth, I took some of your advice, as well. I reimagined the campaign and worked on it myself. I haven’t done that in years. It felt pretty good.”

She smiles at my admission, and I know I did the right thing in telling her the truth.

She and I have an undeniable connection. I hated arguing with her, but it seems like some good came of it. She actually took my advice.

“That’s great,” she says, genuinely pleased. “Well, I guess I should take off. I have to get to work.”

She’s trying to escape again. Why is Claire always running from me? What is she afraid of?

I grab her hand as she turns to go and say, “Claire, come on. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you. Let me take you out tonight. Let me make up for our fight.”

She eyes me cautiously, and I wonder if she’ll accept the invitation or if she’s done with me for good.

I squeeze her hand, and her eyes turn a deep shade of blue as she thinks about my offer.

“Okay, Liam that sounds really nice. Text me later?”

I release her hand, and with that, she’s out the door and on the frigid streets of New York.

I’m pleased that I’ve cemented a date. I myself go back to the office, but instead of working, I spend some time putting together a perfect evening for Claire and me.

She mentioned before that she feels uncomfortable within the confines of my glamorous lifestyle, so I determine that I’ll take my own car, my Porsche, to pick her up. No limousines tonight.

I text her early, around six, and tell her I’ll be there soon to pick her up.

She’s waiting for me outside of her apartment.

Tonight, she’s wearing a long red, silk dress with very thin straps. I can see the outline of her breasts underneath the thin fabric.

It turns me on so much, but I know that I can’t take her here. I need to wine and dine her first.

She gets in the car, and I say, “Shall I take you for a spin around the city? You can see what this car can really do.”

“Yes!” she exclaims.

I smile. She has an obvious need for speed, and that’s something I can deliver.

I step on the gas and race through the streets. I take the corners sharply and drive the car through abandoned alleyways, anywhere that I can find some leverage to hit the gas.

She seems to enjoy the ride. I steal glances at her from time to time, my eyes drawn to her gorgeous face, her glossy lips parted in delight, and her gently heaving chest. I imagine that her heart has been beating wildly this whole crazy ride.

I want to take her hand and to place it on my cock.

But I don’t. I hold back. And it takes all my willpower to do so.

Finally, I drive the Porsche up to a little Italian restaurant. The valet parks it, and I take her inside.

Once there, amid the intimate confines of the candlelit atmosphere, I’m able to finally touch her. I reach across the table and hold her hand.

Her eyes glimmer at my touch, and I know we’re both feeling the same thing. We had a big fight, and it’s like the unspoken elephant in the room, but nothing has changed in terms of our attraction.

I want her. She wants me.

But neither of us is gonna be the first to say it.

The sexual tension is at an all-time high.

“How about I order us some wine?” I ask.

“Sure, that sounds great.”

I order us a less-than-expensive vintage, again wanting to tone things down for the sake of Claire. I hope she’s taking note of the way I’m trying to appear more like a normal man.

There’s nothing normal about me, of course, but I don’t want to scare her away with my extravagant lifestyle. I should’ve known and predicted that she would find it hard to fit in with all the glitz and glamour.

I don’t know why she would feel that way, though, considering she’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, and I’ve been out with models and actresses.

Claire is more amazing than all of them. I want her to know that.

We split a bottle of wine and eat some pasta. We make small talk, not wanting to go too deep.

Finally, she says, “This was really great, Liam. Thanks for a nice evening.”

I look at her. Doesn’t she know? Can’t she see that I want more?

This evening is not nearly close to being over.

“It’s not over yet, Claire,” I say grazing my hand along her thigh underneath the table. She shivers at my touch, and again, I like it.

I’ve come to expect her to feel nervous around me. It means she knows that I’m powerful and that I can do things to her no other man can.

“Where are we going?” she asks.

“To the opera,” I say, paying the bill.

“The opera? I’m not dressed for the opera,” she tries to protest.

“Actually, you are,” I say pulling her towards the door. “Luckily, you wore a long dress tonight.”

The Porsche is waiting, and we get in. I speed through the streets until we arrive at the Metropolitan Opera House.

We’re seated in a special VIP box that is very out of the way of everyone else.

“This is amazing,” she says looking over the edge of the balcony. “It’s so beautiful in here.”

She’s starting to warm up to me, I think. It’s hard to be sure.

Once the lights go down and the curtain goes up, I get my answer because Claire falls to her knees between my legs and starts to unzip me.

It’s such a fucking turn on. She’s going to suck my cock right here in the opera house.

She pulls it out and looks hungrily at its length. Then she spits on it, places my cock inside her mouth, and starts to bob her head. She pushes my shaft halfway down her throat, and the sensation of it nearly throws me over the edge.

I hold back, of course. I have the self-control of a master.

She goes to town, licking and sucking me right there in the shadows of one of the most prestigious places in New York.

She circles my cock with her tongue and then sucks hard. Maybe this is her way of trying to apologize to me?

I’ve been trying to make it up to her all night. I want to put our fight behind us. But up until now, I’ve been getting a cold reaction from her.

With this, I know that she’s fully apologetic as well. I don’t have to take her head and force her down on me because she’s doing it herself. She’s practically trying to swallow my cock.

She starts to moan around my manhood, and it’s all too much. I reach down and remove the straps of her dress so that her tits are showing.

The sight of Claire on her knees before me, half-naked, in full submission, makes me come. Hard.

I blow my load down her throat, and she eagerly takes in every drop of my essence.

I know I have her right where I want her, back under my domination. Claire is mine.

And I’ll never lose her again.






Claire

 

I have to admit: for my first time at the opera, I think I’m having a better time than if I was just watching the show. I wipe Liam’s cum from the corners of my mouth.

I go to pull my dress straps up so that I can sit back in my seat properly, but Liam puts his hand on top of mine, stopping me, and I understand that he wants me to sit here with my tits out.

I hesitate, knowing that before Liam, I wouldn’t even dream of doing what I just did.

In my head, the girl that I am with Liam and the girl that I am for everyone else are two different people—and I don’t know whether to embrace or reject this new, emerging version of Claire. I suppose that’s my biggest problem.

On one hand, I like being buttoned-up and proper, and on the other hand...I like blowing Liam at the opera, where there’s a chance anyone could peer in and see us.

It’s thrilling.

It’s exciting.

It’s something I’ve come to appreciate about my time with him.

Thinking about it, I know I could have had just a normal time here and sit and enjoy the show. Part of me wants that, actually. The other part, however, has just sucked Liam’s cock and is ready—no—aching for more.

It honestly is taking all I have to resist the urge to jump on top of him right now.

But I think I’ll settle for something a little more casual and see where it goes.

I take Liam’s hand and put it on my thigh. I rub his hand and lace my fingers through his, gripping tight. I look over at him and see his award-winning grin directed back at me. Something about that smile makes me melt every time.

Even if I’m not thrilled with him right now...I can’t help but want him. There’s too much here between us, the kind of connection that needs no words to be understood.

I pull his hand from my thigh and press it onto my pussy over my dress. I watch his face. He’s looking forward, watching the show…but his eyes widen, and he gulps.

He’s trying to hold back, too. I can see it.

I hold his hand in place, and I grind my pussy against him. He yanks his hand away, and for a moment, I feel incredibly rejected and unsure what to do.

But seconds later, I find that his hand is now under my dress, and he’s sliding his fingers between my pussy lips, feeling for sure the warmth and wetness waiting for him there.

My heart is beating hard, echoing in my chest. I place my hands on the armrests on either the sides of my chair and grip them hard. Two of Liam’s fingers finagle their way into my pussy and grind against my G-spot.

I wince and feel my toes curl in my shoes. I adjust my body, giving him a better angle to finger me, and then I lay back, enjoying every movement and every second of bliss he’s giving me.

I lean forward then, doing my best to watch the show as he handles me, and I try to contain my excitement. The more I try not to moan, the more I realize that I am not a quiet woman.

“Claire, look at me,” orders Liam. Such a commanding and sexy voice shouldn’t be ignored, so of course, I look over.

His gaze pierces me, and the second I look into those eyes, I lose control. I cry out hard in a long, drawn-out moan. The only reason the other patrons below us aren’t staring up here at this point is that one of the soprano singers has a solo and happened to hit her high note just then.

I shudder, relaxing from my sudden, explosive orgasm. At this point, Liam and I have both gotten each other off. No holds barred anymore.

He stands from his chair and lowers himself in front of me. He pulls my dress down my torso and slides it down my hips, until it’s finally off of my feet. I’m sitting completely naked in the VIP booth. Any attendant or usher could walk in to check on us and see me.

I’m so pumped from the adrenaline rush of doing something so thrilling that I push Liam’s face between my legs and force him to eat my pussy. Eagerly, Liam throws his tongue into my pussy lips and licks them up and down, over and over.

He’s teasing me with his tongue, and I hold his hair and start grinding my pussy against his face, forcing his tongue to go where I want it to. Liam has the most talented mouth, and I could let him lick me for hours.

He pauses at my hole and starts thrusting his tongue inside of me. His hands are gripping my hips tight, and he’s got me pulled as forward as he can, getting inside of me as deep as a tongue can go.

As his tongue is inside of me, his nose rests on my clit. He shakes his face, swelling my love button and stimulating my pussy. I roll my eyes and toss my head back.

I listen to the sounds around me. I hear the opera singers, of course, and the orchestra playing, and the clicking and clattering of a busy theatre.

It’s impossible to forget how public our displays of affection and raw passion are. Which just adds intensity to an already steamy situation.

My hand meets Liam’s head, and I grip his hair, finding anything and everything to hold onto as he takes me to higher and higher levels of pleasure. I look down my body to see my skin glistening with sweat.

My nipples are incredibly hard, and I have Goosebumps all over my skin. Liam knows how to please me. He knows exactly what makes me feel extraordinary.

Liam’s fingers plunge into me again, and he fingers me hard and fast as his mouth suctions my clit. He flicks his tongue against it relentlessly as his fingers slide in and out of my cunt.

I grip the arms of my seat again and watch my chest rise and fall as I pant, doing my best not to shout again as Liam drives my pleasure up high. As I look down, I see a glimpse of that beautiful piercing look in his eyes.

He brings his mouth off of me for a moment and smiles up at me. He licks his lips slowly as his fingers fuck me.

“I want to see you come, Claire,” he utters in a low, serious, sexy tone. Well, who am I to deny that?

His words are enough to break me. I snap hard and with one good thrust of my hips, pushing his fingers harder against my pussy, I come.

I whimper and moan, loudly and shamelessly. I don’t take my eyes off of Liam for a moment. I see him excitedly start lapping at my pussy as I soak the seat—and his face—in my sweet delicious cum.

He sucks at my pussy and licks as much of my cum as he can. And then he raises himself up to his knees and leans into me.

“I’ve missed you so much, Claire,” he admits. He licks his lips, cum still in residual droplets on his face.

His lips find mine, and we share a passionate kiss. His torso is pressed hard against my pussy and the seat below me.

I can feel his shirt getting soaked as we make out. Although, well, I guess it is high time he take that off, too.

 






Liam

 

Claire’s cum and saliva mixed together is a taste I could have on my tongue for eternity. I don’t understand how she and I survived the time apart. I can’t imagine losing her again.

As her lips are locked with mine, our eyes closed, our passion intensifying, I feel her moving her leg between mine. She starts teasing and rubbing my cock through my trousers using her knee.

The more time I spend with Claire, the more she tests me, and the more she finds out just how to drive me crazy with her little tactics. This is especially...distracting.

Fuck, Claire, don’t stop.

“Oh, my,” I say, pulling away. I don’t want her to not do it...I just want her to admit she wants me. I want her to tell me how much she misses my touch. “You know, what you’re doing is just driving me wild here.”

Admittedly, I’m acting a bit more vulnerable than usual. Asking her out with me was a moment that made me tuck my tail between my legs, and saying exactly how I feel carries the same risk. But she said yes to meeting with me, so I’m hoping the reward is worth it.

It’s starting to look like it is.

“Shut up, Liam. Why don’t you go ahead and whip that cock out and let me decide if I’m still angry with you?” she responds. Yes, ma’am, you got it.

I quickly drop my pants and boxers to the floor, revealing my long, thick cock standing high at attention. I’m ready.

She stares directly at my cock and gulps. She wants it bad.

She looks up at me with a sinister smile on her face and utters two words that flip my switch from hopeful to ravenous: “Fuck me.”

I push my cock into her pussy, sliding deep inside of her. She’s so aroused that I can glide the entire length into her and start thrusting in and out her cunt. She throws her head back and whimpers.

“That’s my girl,” I grunt. She glares at me, and I give her a wicked grin back.

There’s been this subtle power exchange building between us all night. I don’t know if it’s purely the animosity from our time apart and the fight before it, or if it’s just something that’s been building all along. Either way, I’m rolling with it—and I’m taking charge.

Seeing Claire shudder at my touch is one of my favorite sights in the world. Her sensuality is downright addictive, and fulfilling her lustful desires is a practice I’d like to make a hobby out of.

When the two of us are together, nothing else exists. Nothing else matters. Fuck, like now for example: we’re in the middle of a goddamn opera, fucking in the VIP box.

I take Claire’s legs and bring them to my shoulders. I pump my hips hard against her body, and my cock drills further into her tight little pussy. She moans louder for me.

With each thrust of my cock into her, I feel more and more of the waves of intense pleasure riding through me. I don’t want to stop. I want to make her ache for me.

I look into Claire’s eyes and see her passion behind her gaze. I lean into her and kiss her hard as I hump her sexy, curvy body.

I feel her up and down, every inch of her: her collarbone, her tits, her waist, her hips…everything on her is as fantastic to me as the first time I saw it.

As I plow into Claire, her expressions show me how much pleasure she’s feeling, despite all of our problems outside of this moment.

I pull my cock out of her and stand her up. I sit down and pull Claire on top of me. I extend my legs out far, my lower back resting in the crook of the seat, my ass off the edge.

I push my cock into her and hold her hips and thrust up inside of her as hard as I can. Staring up at her, I see her hard nipples and reach up and circle my thumbs around them. She moans and holds her hands over mine.

She lowers her hand to her pussy, and I see her start touching her clit as I thrust into her. I return my hands to her hips and hold her to me, rocking her hips against me as I pump hard into her cunt with my cock.

Her moans grow increasingly loud with each thrust, and Goosebumps form all over her body. I can tell she’s close to coming. I fuck her faster and faster with each whimper she lets out.

She leans back and cries out, “I’m coming!” I watch her face as she’s enraptured in a cloud of ecstasy and feel her pussy tighten and release around my cock as she comes for me.

I continue fucking her with her own cum acting as a lube, letting me slide in and out of her with even more ease. She’s so far over the edge that she’s leaned back, with her bottom lip bitten and her hands in her hair gripping tight.

I rotate my hips around and maneuver my cock into the rest of her pussy, hitting all of the inside of her walls. My thrusts grow more exaggerated and more dramatic.

With no notice, no warning, Claire sprays cum onto my abdomen and my cock. Some of it even reaches my face.

Here we are right in the middle of the opera, and Claire has squirted on me. Oh, fuck yes. 

Stunned, I close my eyes and start panting under her. My muscles are all tense, and I’m sure my veins are pulsing through my skin. I’m glistening with sweat and Claire’s cum.

I wrap my arms around Claire’s waist, and I pump hard into her as my cock starts shooting my cum into her pussy. Each pump is another jolt of pleasure that’s coursing through me.

With her tits pressed hard against my cum-soaked shirt and her pussy wrapped around my cock, it’s impossible to complain. Claire grabs my face and kisses me passionately as my last few spurts of cum shoot into her pussy.

We make out, both of us high from our orgasm. I notice Claire’s hair is slightly damp as I push my fingers through it, probably from all of the intensity of what happened between us.

She hops off of my cock and stares at me, fairly dazed from it all. She sits back in her seat, and I watch her slump down and breathe heavy, trying to relax herself from our round of crazy, wild sex.

I feel a bit guilty that I didn’t get a chance to really let her experience the beauty of the opera, but on the other hand, I feel like she’s getting a hell of a time out of this.

We could have done this literally anytime and anywhere else. But knowing the passion that lies between us—even if we aren’t talking about it—it’s impossible to refuse when it presents itself.

I pull Claire out of her chair and have her curl up in my lap to watch some of the show. I stroke her sweaty hair and kiss her forehead. I peek down and see her still biting that lip of hers.

Hmm, she wants even more. Is there anything that’s not perfect about this girl?

 






Claire

 

Liam’s cock is undeniably the best cock I’ve ever had. I hate that he’s such a great fuck, because now I’m spoiled into just wanting that big fucking cock inside me.

Even after fucking so hard that I came several times—and even squirted—in this VIP box, I want more.

Liam is addictive. I can’t help myself.

Or at least that’s what I’m telling myself tonight.

It’d be ridiculous of me to deny that there’s intense sexual chemistry between us, and now that we’re in so deep already, why stop here?

The show’s not over yet, and neither am I.

I climb off of Liam’s lap and lower to my knees again. I suck his cock into my mouth and feel him grow hard for me, right then and there.

I slobber on it. I coat every inch of that thick, foot-long monster with my saliva. I even take his balls into my mouth for a bit and swirl my tongue around them. He moans for me.

I hear the sound of the theatre all around me, and yet again, I remember where I am. It’s so easy to forget when I’m around Liam. It feels like anywhere and anytime is the right time for us to have fun.

My pussy is dripping again at the thought of anyone here being able to watch us fuck. Sure, we’re up high. But say, if I was leaning over the balcony with my tits out, someone would surely look up at the real show.

Liam’s cock is more than hard at this point. He’s throbbing, ready for a hole to fuck. I stand up and lean myself over the edge of our box. I arch my back, pushing my ass into his immediate view.

He graciously wraps his hands around the top of my thighs and buries his face between my butt cheeks. He pulls his hands up and spreads my ass, showing off my tiny asshole.

He takes no time shoving his tongue inside. I rotate my hips, all while pushing myself out further for him.

He spends a generous amount of time just spit-soaking my asshole and tonguing it hard, getting it nice and relaxed. He stands up and positions himself behind me.

His cock enters my ass slowly and easily. My pussy starts aching at the sensation, missing having his huge dick inside, and I moan as he pushes in further.

He brings his hands up to my tits and gropes them hard as he starts thrusting himself into my ass. He leans in, pressing his chest against my back.

Liam starts kissing my neck, nibbling and sucking my skin. I feel more Goosebumps form all over me, and I bring my hand up to his head and place my hand on his neck behind me.

I graze my nails against his skin, causing him to push his cock harder into my ass. I reflexively stick my ass out further, burying him deeper inside me.

I spread my legs further and return my arms to my front. I brace myself against the side of the balcony and start grinding my ass against Liam’s massive throbbing cock.

As I’m leaned over, the main singer from this show looks up, as a part of her character’s emotion. She sees my tits out, showing off all my well-fucked glory.

My heart races. Being spotted is a lot different than wishing to be spotted.

But I own every second of her attention. I wink down at her and blow her a kiss.

She returns her head to the audience at eye level, and I close my eyes and moan quietly. I’m so worked up from all of the excitement, and I don’t know how to let it all out without being as loud as I can and screaming to the world that I’m being fucked good and hard right in the ass.

I decide to pull myself back from the balcony, and Liam stops thrusting into me. I tap him, and he pulls his cock out of me.

“Lay down on the floor,” I instruct him, panting. “Right in front of the seats.”

He gets down onto the floor. I look down to him and see his huge cock, still standing high at attention, and I position myself over him, one leg on each side.

I squat down and position his cock against my ass again. I bounce up and down on him, letting his full length into my ass over and over.

His moans are getting intense, as are my own. The singers’ voices project through the theatre, and since they’re in no jeopardy of us ruining their tune, we fuck loudly and uncaringly about the show down below.

Liam grabs for my tits again. His touch is so forceful, and I love it. I enjoy his man-handling so much that I grab his hands with my own and squeeze harder.

I watch his chest rise and fall, and he starts grunting under me. I can tell he’s getting close. I rotate my hips in a small circle, letting his cock explore the entire inside of my ass before I start bouncing up and down on him so fast I feel like a fucking rabbit.

An intense wave of pleasure hits me so hard, my chest feels heavy. I’m hot and glistening with sweat, and with each breath, my vision blurs more. My pussy muscles relax and contract, and my asshole tightens around Liam’s cock.

As I orgasm, I feel Liam’s cock throbbing hard and pulsing at my asshole.

I quickly pull him out of me and tightly grip his cock and stroke it anticipatorily.

His cock starts spewing cum from the head and it flies up onto my chest and my face. My hair, my nose, my lips, my chin….all the way down my torso, I am now covered in his white, creamy liquid.

I keep pumping, even after he stops coming on me, just to be sure. I love being coated in his cum, and I need every bit I can get to cover me.

When I’m sure he’s finished, I take my finger and scoop up a bit of the cum and lay it on my tongue to taste it. I swish it around in my mouth for a moment and swallow it.

I bring my hands to my tits and start rubbing the cum all over them. There’s no better moisturizer in the world than a man’s hot, creamy cum...Or at least Liam’s.

I then wipe off as much as I can of the cum that’s all over my face, and I take my time licking every drop, collecting them all in my mouth.

I lean down to Liam, and kiss it into his mouth, too. We pass his cum back and forth, between my own mouth and his.

As he passes it into my mouth one last time, I let it sit on my tongue for a moment before I swallow it, winking at him at the same time.

I sit down, straddling Liam’s body. As I go to speak to him, we hear a roaring applause growing around us.

I peek to see the performers taking their bows at the final curtain. Oops. Well, we can always come back to actually see the show.

I climb off of him, and we quickly start re-dressing ourselves and freshening up for our departure from the VIP box.

“So, did you enjoy your first opera?” asks Liam.

“What opera?” I respond cheekily. 

He wraps his arm around my waist, and we make our way from the theatre.

 






Claire

 

My mind is in a state of disquiet.

I haven’t been able to sleep all night.

Today will either be a great success or an epic fail in my life. But one thing’s for sure, I’ll never forget what happens. My presentation will make or break my company.

We’ll either soar to the pinnacle of prosperity and triumph, or we’ll fall and all my work will have been for naught.

I try to calm my nerves by picking out the perfect outfit. Fashion always soothes me, but today even the tallest Manolo Blahniks do nothing to tame the tension in my body.

I choose a sleek black pantsuit. I want to look nothing but professional. My career is literally riding on how I do today.

But what’s really got me concerned is the fact that other people are depending on me, too. I know that my team and my designers can easily find jobs at other places. But I just hate to have put them in this position.

It’s the territory that comes with being a boss. People’s livelihoods depend on me. It’s an honor, but also a huge responsibility.

My vanity is stocked with shelves of makeup and hair products. I’ve been working so hard lately that I haven’t had time to spruce up the place.

I pin my long hair back and let a few loose tendrils fall around my face. Then I smear some lipstick on and practice my confident face in front of the mirror.

Normally, I’m so much more assured than this. Normally, I don’t have to practice confidence—I just own it.

But with such a big campaign before me, and with people’s jobs on the line, it’s an unusually stressful day.

I grab my stuff and head out the door to once again make my way to the headquarters of Velvet Luxe.

My jitters on the way are only enhanced by the fact that I know I’m gonna see Liam. He hasn’t escaped my thoughts for a minute, especially after the other night.

I want to impress him as much as I want to impress the other executives. For some reason, I value what Liam thinks. I want him to see me as a success.

I endure the whole ride with a fast-beating heart, although I check the rearview mirror from time to time to make sure my nerves aren’t showing on my face.

The taxi finally delivers me at the doors of the big building. It’s a huge corporation for sure, and the idea of being in charge of all of their advertising from here on out is a very big deal—but it also excites me.

It’s time to thrive under pressure. I go inside and walk through the marble lobby, up the elevator, and to the floor where the conference room is.

An assistant approaches me. “Claire, they’ll be ready for you in about five minutes. Today, we’re doing the presentations in private, for the executives alone.”

A part of me feels relieved that I won’t have to stand in front of my much richer colleagues and competition. I only have to present to the Velvet Luxe people.

I take a seat on the stainless steel bench outside of the room and go over my notes, but it isn’t long before I’m interrupted.

“You look nice today,” I hear a familiar voice say.

I turn my head and see him. My heart thuds in my chest. Adrenaline starts pumping throughout my body, and it’s a high that nothing else can equate.

“Liam,” I say, standing to greet him. “Hi. I didn’t know if you’d be here.”

He kisses me, and the feel of his touch, of his lips, makes me relax a little bit.

“I’m here because I’m gonna do the presentation myself,” he says.

“You are?” I’m surprised. “Does that mean you’re actually being a hands-on boss in your company?”

“Well, I took your advice, after all. I developed this entire campaign, and figured I should be the one to present it.”

I look into his dark green eyes, and I can tell he’s thinking about more than just the presentation. His gaze lingers on my tits, and he pulls me in for a deeper kiss.

The assistant comes out and interrupts my moment with him. “Claire, we’re ready for you.”

“Good luck,” Liam says.

Here goes nothing. I leave his side reluctantly and walk into the big conference room. There are only a handful of execs in here, but their opinion will virtually determine the course of my life.

I walk to the front of the room and set up my laptop so that I can show them my ideas on the big screen against the wall.

“So,” I begin, trying to hide the nervousness from my voice. “Our conception is that Velvet Luxe should be based on love. Lingerie is sexy, and it’s meant to be shared.”

I’m not here to waste their time, so I figured I’d go straight to the point. There’s a long list of people who’ll be presenting today, and I figured a strong beginning statement about our campaign direction will set me apart.

I see a few approving nods.

“With this campaign, we’re centering on a TV ad that will encompass the message we’re getting across to our target market. What do I mean?

“Well, you’ll see a lovelorn woman. She’s beautiful, fashionable, and she lives a busy life, but internally, she’s hoping to meet that one right person.

“That’s when the guy shows up. He’ll be handsome, rugged and strong. They have a happenstance meeting, fall in love over the course of the ad, and in the end, he presents her with—what else?—the most beautiful lingerie Velvet Luxe has designed.”

I look around at the faces of the suits before me, and I’m happy to say they seemed pleased.

One of them says, “So your entire idea revolves around a story of falling in love, is that correct?”

“Yes,” I say. “But imagine it against the backdrop of fast music and snow falling, elegant interiors, and the most beautiful models we can find.”

“This sounds fabulous,” a woman exec says. “I like the theme of intense, romantic love. That’s really what this brand is about.”

“And here is the color scheme I was thinking of,” I say, switching my presentation to a slide with a pink-hued color palette. “And here are some mood boards that represent the overall energy of the entire campaign.” Again, I switch to the accompanying slide.

We talk for a while about the logistics, and I show them everything my designers and I have been working on. I’m really proud of what we’ve done, and we’ve given it our best so that’s all we can do.

The meeting ends, and I thank them for their time before making my way back out to the hallway. Liam’s waiting for me there.

“How’d you do?” he asks.

“I think it went okay.”

Soon, it’s his turn to go, and he strides in easily, with all manner of certainty. He has poise and fearlessness, likely because he’s done this many times before.

This client is not gonna make or break Liam. His company is gonna thrive no matter what. And that’s the difference between him and me.

He’s doing this presentation as a kind of thrill, to get off on the artistry of it. He’s not invested like I am.

I have an actual need for this client, and if it doesn’t push through…

I don’t know what I’ll do.

I wait in the hallway and realize that some of the competition is here waiting, as well. I try to remain calm and to exude a certain sense of self-possession, but it’s hard.

I click my pen open and closed, waiting for Liam impatiently.

Eventually, he comes out and has a smile on his face.

“That was fun,” he says.

My stomach drops as I think of how well he must’ve done. Liam is the most charismatic, handsome, talented person I know. He probably won them over within the first second of that meeting.

I like him so much. I have this connection with him, and yet I find myself hoping beyond hope that I win this campaign.

We all wait in the hallway, and a few more people go in to present their ideas. Liam sits with me, and it makes the minutes tick by quickly. Being in his presence is always pleasant, whether we’re sitting in a boring hallway or not.

This is the kind of charm I’m talking about. Liam possesses a certain sense of magnetism that makes hanging out with him easy.

He takes my hand and walks me around the hallway to look at the lingerie that’s illuminated in boxes set into the wall. This company really does have great products. The lingerie is so stunning that I wish I could take some home with me.

Though we’re in a corporate building, the expensive lingerie on display does add a certain level of sexiness. There’s the familiar palpable tension between Liam and me.

He walks me around the halls, and we look at each magnificent piece of lingerie. He whispers in my ear, “I’m imagining you in some of this lacy lingerie.”

I blush. I wish he could take me out of here and that this was all over with. I wish I could go with him back to his penthouse and finally focus on our relationship and nothing else.

I see Evan and Charlotte emerge from the elevator and walk down the hallway towards us. Apparently, they’ve met each other now.

“What are you doing here?” I ask Charlotte.

“Well, I came to support. Have you presented yet?” she asks.

“I have. It went pretty well.”

Liam introduces me to Evan. “Claire, this is Evan, my vice president.”

I shake his hand, “It’s very nice to meet you.”

Evan looks at me in an odd way, and I wonder why he’s being unfriendly. I wonder what his problem is with me?

We all talk in the hallway for a few minutes before one of the executives comes out and asked us all to please join them once again in the conference room. I look at Liam, and he flashes me a comforting smile.

We walk into the room, packed inside with all the competition, and I’m nervous as they make the announcement.

One of the executives stands, motioning for us to settle down enough so he can be heard.

“We’ve been shown several presentations today. We would like you to know how much we value all your time and work. We can clearly see how you’ve invested yourself and your companies into perfecting this ad campaign.”

My heart is thudding in my chest. What even are the chances of us winning?

“But with that said, we’d like to offer the contract to Epica. Congratulations, Miss Claire. We look forward to working with you.”

I can’t even believe what I’m hearing. Time stands still as the truth of what’s happening sets in.

I won? The campaign is mine?

The thrill of the moment overwhelms me as I realize my company’s gonna be okay. And what’s more, we’ve landed one of the biggest clients there is.

We’re gonna be okay for a long, long time.

And not only that, I’ll be able to have a creative purpose for some time to come.

The executives are clapping, and they come to congratulate me. My competitions are clapping, as well.

“Thank you guys so much,” I say to the executives who come to introduce themselves. “I can’t tell you what this means to me. I promise you that Epica will bring you our finest work.”

 

 






Liam

 

All eyes are on Claire as they announce her as the winner. Usually, I skip this kind of meeting, but at this point, I just want to be around her.

She’s nailed it, and I think a part of me always knew that she would.

I know she needs this more than I do. I also know that she’s worked hard for it.

At least in this process, I learned a thing or two. I know that I don’t just have to be the boss. I can indulge in the artistry of the advertising world. The passion that started it all is alive and well—and Claire is the one who helped me to reestablish that. 

I should be thanking her, really.

I realize in this moment that I care less about the campaign and more about her. Watching her smile and accept the win so graciously makes me feel proud of her.

She looks happy, and it’s an image I never want to forget.

Something real is starting to form between us. And though it’s taken us a while to get here, and while I can’t quite believe I’m actually considering monogamy, there’s nothing I want to do to jeopardize what we have.

She’s a keeper. But more than that, just the idea of her ever being with some other guy drives me crazy with jealousy that I know I’ll never let her go. Not for a second.

She’s thanking everybody and promising her commitment, but all I see is her beauty. Today more than ever, I see her in her element, and her power and elegance exude in a way that I never knew was possible.

I always knew I wanted a strong woman, someone who would test me and broaden my horizons, but I never dreamed for a second that someone like Claire could be real.

I’m lost in thought, so happy to be here for her win. Now she can go far, and her company will become something big.

Evan jolts me out of my daydream, and I’m annoyed that he’s even here. He’s the one that wanted to take her down, to ruin her chances of success—and I’m not proud to admit that I went along with it.

“Fuck man, what are we gonna do now? She wasn’t supposed to win,” he says to me as though I’m still on his side.

I look at him angrily, “Drop it, Evan. You hear me? Just let this go.”

“Why? Because you’ve become so wrapped up in her? I can’t believe you’d let a woman determined the fate of our company,” he challenges me.

I realize now that my VP is a shady son-of-a-bitch who doesn’t have my best interest at heart. He’s all about one thing…himself.

He’s starting to get on my last nerve. This is Claire’s moment, and I want to see her enjoy it. Instead, I have him complaining in my ear.

“It’s none of your damn business, Evan, what happens between us. The plan was a mistake. It’s over. She deserves this win,” I say.

“Wow. I never imagined that Liam Alton would be led astray by a woman. She’s been nothing but poison to you and to the firm. You’re the one making a mistake by letting her get this without a fight.”

“Fuck off, Evan, just go. You don’t know the truth about any of this,” I say with a certain amount of fury.

I’m trying to control my rage at Evan so that Claire can enjoy her moment without any drama. I turn my attention away from him and back to her. I can deal with Evan later, but for now, I want to help Claire celebrate.

She walks towards me, and I sweep her up in my arms.

“You did it, baby. You really did it.” I say to her.

“Are you mad, Liam? Do you wish Dignity Creative got the contract?” I can see she’s concerned that I might be upset.

“No, baby, I want you to have it. This lingerie company is all yours, and you deserve it. Never forget that, okay?” I tip her head up so she has to stare into my eyes.

I want her, bad. I’m aching to thrust my cock deep into her sweet, little pussy and to prove just how happy I am that she did it.

“And I want you.” I whisper into her ear.

People are congratulating her even as they are filing out the room. But I know she’s as wrapped up as I am in the world that’s happening between us. 

She squeezes my hand and whispers, “When, Liam? When can we celebrate, just you and I?”

“Tonight,” I whisper so low that onlookers can’t hear. “I’ll take you somewhere special tonight. Can you wait until then?”

“Barely,” she says, and I feel the heat coming from her.

I take her out into the hallway, and she’s smiling and tearing up a little bit.

I keep my hand firmly around her waist as Charlotte comes over.

“Claire, we did it! You did it. The company is saved, and now Epica is officially a force to be reckoned with.”

“Couldn’t have done it without you, Charlotte, you know that. Now go call everyone and deliver the good news.”

“Of course,” Charlotte says, as she’s already on the phone.

Claire looks up at me with inquiring eyes, “Are you sure you’re not mad? I know you wanted this, too, Liam. I feel kinda bad about winning.”

“Baby, I want this for you. You deserve it. I never want you to feel guilty about winning, not for a second. I’m truly glad it was you.”

We’re suspended in time, just she and I. Her ocean blue eyes threaten to undo me right here, because it feels like she’s begging me to just be her fucking master and to fuck her over the table or something.

It’s always like this between us, sparks flying and electricity going off. She’s helped me find my passion again. She’s jolted me out of my jaded slumber and made me feel alive.

Suddenly the world is my oyster.

And I only want to share with her.

Whether this is lust or love, whatever you would call it, I know that from this moment forward, I’m on her side, and I always will be.

She has to know my feelings. Now that it’s become obvious to me, I decide that tonight I’ll tell her exactly how it is...that she’s the only one.

I walk with her down the long hall, still admiring the beautiful lingerie on display and wishing she was in it.

“Okay, baby, I have to run to another meeting, but we’ll do something special tonight. I’ll call you.”

I give her a kiss and leave her side to wait for the elevator. She smiles at me and winks.

Sigh. I hate to go, but business calls.

I watch her tight ass saunter back over to where the executives, her new colleagues are, and feel a sense of pride wash over me. I feel like she’s mine already, and that I can partake of her happiness as if it’s my own.

Fuck. What’s happening to me?

But more importantly, where should I take her tonight

 






Claire

 

I leave Liam halfway down the corridor, so I can return to the business at hand. 

I have executives to thank and a contract to sign.

It’s all happening, and I feel like I’m on cloud nine, considering our new client and the hunky man that’s taking me out to celebrate later.

I was really worried that he’d be pissed that I landed this big client and he didn’t. But I should’ve known that Liam is more of a man than that, that he doesn’t indulge in childish games and jealousy.

There’s a new sense of intimacy between us as I realize he cares more about me than he does about the campaign.

And that turns me on at a whole new level. I feel relieved that there’s no longer any competition between us, and we can just focus on being together.

He seems genuinely happy for me, and in truth, I relish his attention and how he’s proud of my success.

My life is coming together, both personally and professionally. Now my team and I don’t have to stress about landing the biggest campaign of our lives anymore—because we’ve actually done it. We’ve won, and my little company Epica is going to survive and thrive.

But beyond everything, this experience has made me acutely aware of the fact that Liam means more to me than I’d previously realized or allowed myself to admit. 

What started out as a fling is maybe turning into something more real. Dare I hope?

I walk toward the Velvet Luxe team and see Evan talking to them. He looks furious, and suddenly I’m really wishing Liam hadn’t gone. I look back and see him down the hall, making a phone call by the elevator, and I long to go to him and to ask him to control his VP.

Evan glares at me as he speaks to the executives, and I feel that something’s about to go down.

He seems livid, and I wonder why. I won the account fair and square. Besides, he works for one of the biggest agencies out there; it’s not like they’re gonna suffer very much from losing one client.

The executives look up as I nervously approach them. I don’t know what he’s doing or what he’s saying, but it looks suspicious from the way they are all now looking at me.

I stop in the hallway a little awkwardly, wondering if I should come or if I should go.

Before long, my question is answered because the woman who was so nice to me earlier, the one who announced me as the winner, asks me to come join them.

It’s just Evan and I and the Velvet Luxe people standing in a circle outside the conference room. He casts me a self-righteous look, as if he’s in on some secret that I’m not aware of.

“Claire,” the woman says. “I’m afraid that we’re gonna have to retract our previous offer. We’ve been made privy to evidence that you cheated and stole ideas for this campaign. We can’t have that kind of deception around our brand, and we’ve chosen to go with someone else.”

Time slows down as I take in what this means. I stare at them in disbelief and don’t know what to say. I see Evan in his corner, smirking—and I realize all at once this is because of him and Liam.

They must’ve set me up so that even if I won, it would be taken from me.

Surely, if Evan’s doing this, then it’s from Liam’s direction. I look over my shoulder and see him, my handsome dream guy, at the end of the hall chatting on his phone.

Is he sticking around to see my fall from grace? This is obviously an orchestrated move between them.

My heart shatters into a million pieces as it becomes clear that Liam never even liked me. It was all an act. He was pretending to be interested in me to lower my guard and to facilitate this underhanded plan.

He’s as ruthless as ever. I dared to go up against the biggest shark in the tank, and I let get wrapped up in his net instead, hook, line, and sinker.

I try to explain myself to the executives, to defend my company and our campaign, but they’re hearing none of it.

I plead with them, “This isn’t right. I didn’t steal anything. Those ideas are all mine. The people you should be looking at is Dignity Creative. They’re trying to undermine me to win this contract.”

One of the suits speaks up. “We’re sorry, Claire. We just can’t be associated with this kind of controversy. Whether you stole the ideas or not, the rumors reflect poorly on your character and that of your firm.”

I hold back the tears that are threatening to give me away. I’m not gonna give Evan and Liam the satisfaction of seeing me cry.

I never should’ve trusted Liam. I knew better, I kept telling myself not to go there, and in the end, I got burned.

It’s all my fault.

 Images of Liam and me bombard my thoughts. All the nights, all the secret smiles, all the tender touches…it was all a game, an act to win.

Sure, I spied on him briefly, but he’s been setting me up this entire time.

Everything between us was untrue, and the mere thought of that makes me feel nauseous.

I storm down the hallway, intending to talk to Liam and to tell him what a piece of shit he is. 

Evan catches up to my brisk pace and says, “Claire, you had this coming. I know that you snuck onto Liam’s computer and found the folders containing our ideas. I saw the login code. You’ve been caught in your own web. I had to expose you for the criminal that you are.”

I feel like punching his smug face.

I think back to the moment when I had decided to snoop around on Liam’s computer. I never should’ve done it. But I didn’t steal anything.

And from what I know, he’s changed the entire campaign anyway.

“I didn’t steal anything from you guys, Evan, and you know that,” I say.

“On the contrary, I have evidence. Besides, this was gonna go badly for you either way. Liam and I have been planning to acquire your company from the beginning. You’re not strong enough to stand on your own. We’re gonna buy Epica, and every member of your team is gonna come to our side. And because you spied on us, we’re gonna cut you out, and you will no longer be a part of your own company,” he says wickedly.

The truth hits me hard. “You were setting me up from the beginning? To get my company?”

How could I’ve been such a fool?

“Exactly,” he says, as though he’s enjoying every minute of my misery.

I see Liam standing further down the hallway at the elevator. He smiles at me, and I walk towards him.

“How could you, Liam? You’re a terrible person, and I never should’ve trusted you!”

He looks surprised by my harsh tone and words, but before he can object or say anything to me, I deliver a slap across his face…hard.

He raises a hand to his reddened cheek and shoots Evan a dirty look.

“Evan, what have you done? What did you tell her?” he says furiously.

“He told me the truth, Liam,” I say as the hot tears form in my eyes. “You’ve been using me this whole time. How could you?”

The elevator door opens, and I dash inside and close the doors before Liam has a second to stop me.

I never want to see him again. I’ve never been hurt like this before. The betrayal makes the world seem bleak and gloomy.

At the main floor, I rush out of the building and duck into a cab before he or Charlotte or anybody else can do anything.

I just lost the biggest campaign of my life, the best client we’ve ever signed on, all because of my own foolish naivety.

I knew not to trust him. Charlotte and I talked frequently about the fact that I shouldn’t trust him. I know his reputation, and yet I went there anyway.

I thought maybe I was just a fling to Liam, but I never imagined he was faking everything to take down my business. The truth is so much worse than I thought.

The world is crumbling down around me, and I wonder how I’m going to tell my people at my company that I’ve just lost everything. I’ve allowed my success to slide right through my fingers—all because of a guy.

Tearfully, I ask the cab driver to take me home. I want to be in my apartment and to never come out again.

 






Claire

 

Tears are streaming down my face as the driver pulls up to my building. I’m sure he wonders what’s wrong with me.

I aim to get into my apartment as quickly as possible so that I can try to escape the pain away from the public eye. I look around to see if anyone is outside.

I’m alone.

It’s my first lucky strike of the day.

Once I’m safely within the confines of my own environment, I lean against the door and know that I have to do the inevitable. I have to text Charlotte so that she can tell everybody that the gig is up, that I lost the contract.

I text her through blurry, tear-stained eyes. And then I throw my phone across the across the room.

All I can think of is how stupid I’ve been. I just lost everything because I chose to trust the one man I knew to stay away from.

I was literally in bed with the enemy this entire time. I let my heart dictate my life instead of listening to my rational mind.

Liam is more than just a playboy. He’s a manipulative bastard who’s only out for money.

I walked into his trap so easily. I let myself believe I could be loved by him, by my dream guy—and he’s shown me so very clearly that the notion is false. He doesn’t love me, he doesn’t care about me, and he never has.

In my bedroom, I pull the blinds and let the darkness surround me. I feel like I will never see light again.

I crawl under the duvet and allow myself to let go of all the emotions I’ve been trying to hold in. I sob into my pillow until there are no tears left and I’ve cried myself to sleep. 

I dream of Liam as a monster disguised as a golden god. He’s after me like a dark shadow that prevents my happiness at all costs.

I’m jolted awake by my phone buzzing from the living room. I get it and see his name flashing across the screen.

Liam’s calling, and I don’t know why or what he could possibly have to say. Should I answer?

“Hello?”

“Claire, are you okay? I need you to listen to me. All of that was coming from Evan. He’s the one that’s been plotting against you this entire time. Can you understand that?” His voice is pleading and urgent.

More lies.

He’s telling me more lies.

“No, Liam, what you did was terrible. It’s over. I never want to see you again,” I say angrily.

“Baby, I need you to know that it might’ve taken me a while, but I really believe in you. Your talent shines through, and you deserved to win the campaign. I mean that. And besides, I care about you. I don’t want to lose you.”

I want to believe his words, but…

No. I’ve vowed to myself that I will never trust Liam again. He doesn’t deserve me. I know the truth.

“Just forget it, Liam. Evan told me everything. I know you guys have been plotting against me from the beginning.

“I admit I may have snuck a look at your computer folder, but I never stole any ideas. What I did wasn’t malicious like what you did to me. You’ve been planning on taking me down from the beginning. I never should’ve trusted you,” I say angrily.

“Baby, that’s not the truth. Just let me see you so that we can talk about this,” he says.

“I’m not your baby anymore. Don’t you dare call me that. I know you’ve been faking your affection for me this entire time to try to steal my ideas and my company.

“Well, you’ve won Liam. You’ve taken everything from me, so I hope you’re happy,” I say as I once again throw my phone across the room. I will probably need a new phone in addition to a new career. And a new love life.

I’m enraged and crying. Contradicting emotions fly unfiltered through my system as I realize what I’ve lost.

Yes, I’m angry. Yes, I’m devastated.

But it’s taken losing him to realize that despite the anger and devastation, I think I’m in love with Liam.

And instead of it being a happy revelation, it’s a heartache like I could never have imagined. I’ve lost my company and the love of my life all in the span of one day.

I walk to the liquor cabinet and take out a bottle of vodka. I pour myself a shot and then another. I need something to numb the pain. I simply can’t face this kind of sadness.

Then I retreat back into my darkened bedroom and cry for the rest of the night.

 






Liam

 

He's a snake.

He's a bad friend. 

He's the enemy I never saw coming.

Evan's an asshole and I can't believe I didn't see it before. 

I pace around my office, fuming. I need to calm myself before calling Trish to tell Evan to come in here. I unclench my fists. I'm ready to face him.

It's gonna take all my willpower not to get violent. He's earned it. But I don't need a lawsuit coming my way. I'll fire him and cut the cord for good, but he'll least walk out of here in one piece. He doesn't even deserve that. But I am more than that.

Evan knocks on my door and I tell him to come in. All I see is red. Rage consumes me but I'd like to hear his explanation, no matter how flimsy it is.

"Hey Liam," he says, approaching me. "About what happened. I was trying to protect—"

I cut him off. On second thought, I’ll lose control if I hear one more word.

"Evan, you're here because I want you to know that you just got fired. You really fucked up today. I never want to see you again and if it's up to me I'll make sure you never work in this town again. Got it?"

He looks at me before he spews venom. 

"You think you're so great Liam, don't you? You'll never make it without me. I did all your dirty work. Always have. I'm the one that keeps this company together."

He's so wrapped up in himself, it's ridiculous. For him to think he has any authority in my business is just the most delusional thing I think I've ever heard.

"Evan, you're the wrong fit for this company. I can easily replace you and now I want you to go."

He begins to act fanatical. 

"You're a goddamn fool, Liam. You let some girl come between us. She's not even worth it. She's a nobody. By the time you realize that and leave her, I'll be gone and you'll be left to fend for yourself. You can't run this company without me. I've been doing everything for you. I'm the brains behind this operation."

I'm fuming as he has the nerve to reference Claire. I can't forget about what he did to her today. 

"You're off your rocker. None of that is true. What you did to Claire was awful. You really did dig your own grave. Now leave."

This triggers him to scream and act crazy. 

"You'll see Liam. Everything's gonna fall apart without me. How can you be so blind?"

"Evan, leave now or I'll call security."

"Whatever," he says as he leaves and slams the door.  

I'm glad it didn't get messier than that. But just in case, I pick up the phone and call security to make them aware of the situation. I tell them to personally escort Evan out of the building if he doesn't leave willingly.

It's all making sense now. Evan's ruthless desire to destroy Claire was a set up for his own success. For some reason, he thinks he’s more valuable to this company than he really is. 

I never should've let him in my inner circle. He has his good points but all that’s overshadowed by his faults. He's a bad friend, jealous of my success.

And it took losing the love of my life for me to realize that.

Now that Evan's gone, I turn my full attention to figuring out how to win back Claire. Her voice on the phone sounded so wounded and sad that it crushes my heart just thinking about it.

I sit at my desk and deliberate the various options. I think about heading over there right now and professing my love. But first I have to do the right thing.

I pick up the phone and call the people at Velvet Luxe. I’ll personally amend this situation.

Immediately, they put me through to one of the execs. I love that my status means never having to wait. The secretary tells me the executive's name is Sarah. 

"Sarah, this is Liam Alton. I just need to set the record straight that everything my vice president told you was not true. Claire never stole any ideas for her campaign. It was all original."

"Are you sure about this Liam? Your vice president was pretty clear that he had evidence of Claire's cheating," she says.

I could easily take advantage of this opportunity. I could steal the Velvet Luxe campaign right from under Claire. But that was the old me. 

The new me believes she actually deserves it. I really and truly am proud of her and I know that this campaign was hers all along. I don't want to take advantage of the situation at all, I just want to fix things for Claire. 

"I'm absolutely positive. I've just fired my VP. He's a bad egg and quite frankly, he's acting crazy. I want you to know that Claire deserves this. She worked hard for it. Please, give her another chance," I say, hoping that I've convinced her.

"Well," she says. "Claire's campaign really did shine against all the rest. She’s our first choice and if all you're saying is true, then I don't see why she can't take over the project once again."

"That's great. Thanks a lot. I promise you won't regret this," I say to her.

"Then, there's only one thing left to do. Do you want to tell Claire personally or shall I call her?" Sarah asks.

It's a perfect opportunity for me to sweep in and try to convince Claire that it's been her all along.

"Don't worry about it Sarah, I'll call her. I would love to be the one to deliver the good news considering it was my VP who ruined everything for her," I say.

"Okay, Liam, please tell her that we're so excited to work with her, now that this new information has come to light."

"Thank you, and goodbye," I say, feeling elated.

Now I have some clout, something that could sway Claire. I don't want to just call her and deliver the news, I want to see her in person.

But I feel like right now isn’t the right time. I'll give it the night, let her cool down, and approach her tomorrow.

I decide to leave the office early so that I can go back to my place, clear my head and prepare for Claire.

The limo ride only reminds me of how she's uncomfortable being spoiled with luxuries. I miss her being by my side.

At my penthouse apartment, I spend the night thinking about her. I got her the campaign back but that doesn't necessarily mean she’ll take me back.

What if I can't convince her that it was Evan's idea? What if she doesn't trust that I believe in her talent? 

What if I lose Claire?

I push those thoughts aside. Whatever I want, I get because I’m prepared to work hard for it. There’s nothing I won’t do now just to win her back.

 






Claire

 

I feel forlorn over Liam.

The world has come crashing down around me and I find it hard to breathe.

I slept fitfully through the night in waves of tears and bad dreams.

I'm heartbroken over the coming loss of my company and I'm heartbroken over him.

I keep chastising myself for not being able to see this coming, for letting me be vulnerable like this. But then I remember how he was with me. The gentle yet hard way he made love to me, the sweet kisses, and the undeniable connection between us.

Was it all a lie? Could Liam have been that good at deceiving? Or was I just too eager to believe him?

My thoughts vacillate back-and-forth between wanting to think what we had was real and knowing he's the scum of the earth.

Charlotte's checked in on me several times but besides that, I haven't talked to anybody. I don't plan on leaving my apartment for the next couple days. I just need to be alone and try to mend my heart. Something tells me it's gonna be a very long process.

It's midmorning and I'm about to make my fourth espresso. I need caffeine to jolt me back to reality. I have to figure out a game plan for my career. And I have to help my employees find new jobs.

The logistics of closing my company are overwhelming. I don't plan on getting a lot done for my apartment but nothing's gonna get me to leave. I need to recover first.

My phone rings and I think it's Charlotte once again but it's coming from an unknown number. I answer reluctantly.

"Hello?"

"Hi Claire, this is Sarah from Velvet Luxe. I'm one of the executives who reviewed your campaign. I just wanted to personally congratulate you on the good news."

"Good news? Has something happened?" I say.

"Oh, you haven't heard yet? Then I'll let Liam be the one to tell you. But I just want to say that were so sorry for the misunderstanding. Please be in touch with me later."

"Um, okay. Thanks, I guess."

I hang up with her and wonder about what happened. What could she be referring to? Maybe this has to do with Liam's plan? Maybe I'll somehow still be part of the campaign in a small way?

I don't know but my mind is reeling. I feel like a broken shell of emotions. I feel like I've been through a storm and though the waters are now peaceful, gloom has set in everywhere.

As much as I want to be optimistic about it, I can’t focus on what Sarah said. Thoughts are randomly bouncing around my head.

Will I ever be happy again? Will I ever be able to forget about Liam?

Despite his betrayal, I find it hard to instantly stop caring about him. What we had was special and even if it was all a lie, it's hard for me to forget because I was real for me.

I curl up on my window seat with my warm cup of espresso and think about him.

Fall is transitioning into winter and I think about all the cold, lonely days ahead of me.

There's a knock at the door and I figure it's Charlotte. She really won't leave me alone. She can tell that I'm so heart broken, I just need to be alone for a while.

I go to answer it and don't even care that I'm in my pajama pants. I don't need to show off for her. It might make her more worried, but I can’t be bothered now with getting dressed.

I open the door expecting to see her but instead, Liam is standing before me.

His large body takes up most of the doorframe and I find myself thinking how handsome he is. At the same time, I remember to put on my most unaffected face so that he doesn't know just how much I’m hurt.

"What are you doing here?" I say with only a hint of sullenness in my voice.

"I'm here to win you back," he says.

"You can't be serious. You set me up, Liam. I fell for your stupid plan and now you have everything."

"Can I please come in so we can talk?" he asks.

What's the harm? The damage is done. I might as well hear what he has to say. I step back so he can come into my little place.

He walks in and makes himself quite at home, sitting on the couch before I have a chance to offer it. He's still so full of arrogance but now I find myself thinking that it's endearing. And I realize how much I miss it.

"Claire, I wanted to come by to deliver the good news. I got you back the Velvet Luxe contract. I told them it was all Evan's fault, that he was deranged, and he set you up."

"You did?" I'm astonished. "This woman named Sarah called. She's one of the executives. She was congratulating me and talking about something that I didn't understand. I guess it must've been that."

"It didn't take much to convince them," he says. "Once I told them the truth, everything fell into place. I'm sorry Claire. For a while, I was in on Evan's plan. But then, as I got to know you better, I realized that you're this creative spirit. I started to see things in a different way. I started to see you in a different way, though just a bit too late."

His words pierce my heart and I don't know what to say. I'm literally left speechless.

He continues. 

"You have to believe me that I didn't want Evan to do any of that. He took his plan too far. He's lost his mind a little. I fired him, but I know that won’t change what happened. I just want to apologize for how much it hurt you. I should never have thought to take over your company in the first place. But I promise you that what we have is real, and I wasn't faking any of it."

I look at him and want to jump into his arms, but I know it's too soon. I have my own apology to make. I want to come clean too.

"Liam, if what you say is true, then I think I owe you an apology also. I spied on you. One morning after we slept together in your penthouse, I logged into your computer and I looked at your folder full of ideas for the campaign. I feel awful about doing it, but you see, I was desperate to save my company. I would've done anything. 

“Once I found what I was looking for, I came to recognize that my talent is enough. I realized too late that I don't need to spy or do anything deceitful to win. My campaign was based solely on my own ideas. I hope you know that."

He seems relieved but still intense at the same time. I wonder what he's thinking and if I’ll be forgiven.

After a few seconds, he stands and takes me in his arms. 

"Claire, I’d forgive you for anything. I’ll go to the ends of the earth for you. Somehow, someway, you’ve stolen my heart."

His words bring tears to my eyes as I ascertain that happiness is within my grasp once again. Happiness for me is having him in my life.

He holds me tightly and then leans down to plant the most tender of kisses on my trembling lips.

Just I'm getting ready for things to go further and to feel that glorious cock inside of me at last, he pulls me towards the front door and opens it. He beckons me into the hallway and as I step out I see dozens of black and white boxes marked Velvet Luxe. 

"What is this?"

"Instead of a dozen roses, I decided to buy you some Velvet Luxe lingerie. And now I want to see you in it,” his tone takes a turn and becomes a little bit darker.

I look at all the boxes and I can surmise that there's at least $50,000 worth of lingerie here. He's hit on my secret dream. I've been eyeing their stuff for a while now with envy.

"I expect you to model each and every piece for me. Is that okay with you, Claire?"

How can I ever deny him a thing? I've fallen...hard.

He opens one of the boxes and pulls out a slinky, black little number.

"Let's start with this one," he says as he drags me back into my bedroom.

 






Liam

 

Words can’t even begin to express how thrilled I am for Claire. She deserves the Velvet Luxe contract. She’s worked so hard and so diligently. And to think I was supposed to ruin that for her.

Fuck that. She’s so much more important to me than Evan’s stupid fucking plan. Seeing the sparkle in her eyes restored when I told her the truth…and seeing the smile on her face when I delivered the lingerie made my life one thousand times better than winning this contract myself ever could have.

I gaze at Claire, still dangling the first piece of lingerie in front of her. She pastes a wide grin on that beautiful face.

Quickly, she snatches the piece from between my fingers and raises her eyebrows. Her famous sinister smile greets me, and her eyes lock with mine as she disappears into her bedroom.

I make myself comfortable, sitting on her couch as the delivery team brings the boxes inside and as Claire goes to try on the first item. As the last box comes in and is stacked, the men give me a wave and leave.

I give them a slight wave back, and I watch as they exit, closing the door behind them. As I hear the catch on the door, I also hear an “Ahem”.

I whip my head in the other direction, and fuck me if I’m not prepared for what’s in front of me.

In the doorway, I see Claire. She’s posed with one leg bent in front of the other, her body turned slightly to the side, her hand holding on the doorway above her, and her hair tousled into a cute messy bun. She looks fucking ready to be taken into bed.

The fabric of the lingerie does favors for her, not that she needs any, but goddamn.

The halter top gives her the perfect amount of cleavage, while the thin satin material shows her perfect, hard nipples. The high-rise hips show off those flawless thighs and her spectacular ass.

I’m doing all I can not to ravage her right now. She has so many more outfits she wants to try on.

“You look amazing. Abso-fucking-lutely amazing, Claire,” I manage to get out. I get off the couch, and her eyes are immediately drawn down to my crotch.

There’s really no hiding the excitement. This is by far my favorite outfit I’ve ever seen her in.

“Damn, I’ve got good taste,” I say to her. Looking at her look like that…well, I deserve to toot my own horn here a little, don’t I?

“You’re right,” she responds. She twirls around in a circle, showing me her sexy, heart-shaped ass. “You do.”

She peeks at me over her shoulder. She looks like she should be on the cover of a magazine, with her incredible confidence and sensuality heightened by this outfit.

“Claire, do you know what they say about lingerie?” I ask. “And don’t get mad at the answer, because it’s definitely still a good thing.”

“No, Liam. What do they say about lingerie?” she plays along.

“Well, if you ask literally any guy on the planet about their favorite lingerie, they’ll tell you it all looks amazing on you,” I reply, “but that it’s truly worn best when it’s slung across the floor.”

“Oh, really?” Claire says. “Are you up for testing that theory?”

I don’t even entertain that question with a response. Rather, I charge at her like a bull ready to fuck up a china shop, meeting her at her doorway and wrapping her into my embrace and kissing her passionately.

I pull apart the bow holding the halter top up, and push the top down. My hands graze her nipples, and she shudders at my touch.

I help guide the piece the rest of the way off of her and slide it down her legs as she steps out of it. I take a step back and admire the beautiful woman standing before me.

She’s got no makeup, her hair is playfully messy, and she has no clothes on. She’s truly a vision of beauty.

“I forgot one thing,” I say.

She looks at me, confused.

I sling the lingerie into her bedroom and we both giggle.

“I absolutely, one-hundred percent, will take you however you want to. But I can say with certainty that no matter how cute your lingerie is, or how hard it gets me seeing you walk through a doorway in it, it will always end up right there,” I say.

I take Claire in my arms again, and I kiss her. My kisses travel from her lips down to her neck. I grope her gorgeous, perky tits as I nibble at her nape and the side of her neck.

She rotates her head, closes her eyes, and tilts her chin toward the ceiling. Her nails graze my head, and I breathe in deep at her touch.

We make our way into her bedroom, and I lead her to her bed. She sits right at the edge, and I get on my knees in front of her.

She sits up, her legs spread for me already, and with her staring down at me, waiting, it’s clear to me what she’s asking for.

Her hand pulls my head down to her pussy, and I happily lick her clit and am delighted at the sound of her tiny moans escaping her mouth.

As I start sucking at her swollen clit, her fingers struggle to grip my hair, and she flexes her hips up at my face, grinding her pussy against my mouth.

I lick up and down her pussy lips, which are wet with utter excitement. The sweet taste of her pussy has my cock throbbing hard, ready to fuck her right here and now.

I kiss her pussy and bring my head up to meet hers. We kiss, and I lift her body up further onto the bed.

I caress the curve of her waist and her hips as I pin her leg to the bed. As we kiss, I slide a finger into her pussy and wiggle it around inside of her.

She moans for me while my tongue is in her mouth. I slide in another finger and break our kiss, with another moan quick to escape her lips.

I bring my mouth to her nipples, and I start sucking and flicking my tongue against each of them as I finger fuck her tight, wet pussy.

I kiss her chest, moving all the way down to her belly button, and then all the way down to her pussy. I finger her hard as my lips move back to her clit, adding another finger inside of her.

She grips the bed tight and arches her back. “Fuck, yes, Liam, FUCK!”

I feel her pussy tightening around my fingers, and she quickly explodes in orgasm all over my hand.

“OH FUCK YES!” she screams in ecstasy.

I pull my face up and watch as she writhes with pleasure from my touch.

As her cum gushes from her pussy, I pull my fingers out of her and bring them to my mouth.

I taste her sweet pussy juice and climb onto the bed with her. I lay next to her and kiss her lips. Moaning, she grabs my face and pushes her tongue into my mouth.

She climbs on top of me then and pushes my legs apart with her feet. As she lies on top of me, she slowly lowers herself on my body, my cock feeling every part of her as she makes her way down, down, down...

 






Claire

 

I watch Liam’s face as I crawl down to his cock, hungry for a taste of it. I love the way he looks at me when I’m about to blow him. 

He knows I can drive him crazy. He knows that I know all the right things to do, and I never hesitate to do them.

I give him a little wink before I reach down and wrap my hand around the base of his nice, thick cock. I bring my mouth down to it, eyes still locked on his face, and I curl my lips around it and start sucking hard. 

Liam’s eyes widen, and he moans a cute, breathy moan at me. It always turns me on when I see him getting pleasure from what I do to him. 

I swirl my tongue around the head of his cock and swivel it around as I take him further into my mouth. My hand and my lips meet, and I start bobbing and stroking him, twisting my hand around as I move up and down on him. 

He has both of his hands at his sides, and I can see his fist clenching and relaxing as I move on his cock. As I slobber all over his monstrous dick, I relax my throat to avoid gagging.

I push his cock to the back of my throat and move my hand down to his balls. I swallow his cock down into my throat and bob up and down hard and fast as I massage his balls. His hands are gripping tightly to the bed.

He moans loud and grunts before finally sputtering out “I’m coming!” at me. As his cock tenses in my mouth, I take a deep breath. 

Liam’s cock shoots cum into my throat and I continue bobbing up and down on it as he empties his load into me. As his moans grow quieter and his breathing starts returning to normal, I ease up and return his cock to my mouth, the head resting against my tongue.

I lap up any residual cum and pull him out of my mouth completely. I look up at him and he’s completely in awe of my desirable skills. 

Teasing him, I lift myself up slowly and stand up. I subtly start backing away from the bed. Soon, I’m close to the door. Liam notices.

“Where in hell do you think you’re going?” he asks, confused.

“You’ll see in a minute!” I shout to him. I just have to test the theory twice. 

I run out to the living room and find the boxes of lingerie now piled up and stacked in my living space. I find an attractive box and rip the tape from the top flaps, tearing it open.

“You better stay in there, Liam!” I shout back to him in case he’s getting any ideas about checking on me. “I have a surprise for you!”

“Alright?” I hear him shout back at me, uncertain about what’s going to happen. I giggle to myself at the fun I’m having, messing with him.

As I paw through the different pieces in the box, I hold up one that’s caught my eye. It’s a red and black baby doll top with a matching thong. Yes, this is it.

I step into it and clasp the bra portion. Damn, this looks amazing, I think to myself as I stare down at my cleavage.

Slipping into the thong and positioning it up high on my hips, I smile at how it shows off my thick, sexy thighs. 

I give it a once-over in the mirror near my bookcase before I step back into my doorway. I alert Liam with an “ahem” yet again. 

He glances up, and sits straight up when he sees what I’ve done. As if the look on his face didn’t say it all already, his cock is already hard again. 

“Well, what do you think?” I ask anyway.

“You look fucking phenomenal, Claire,” Liam returns without missing a beat. I can practically see drool dripping from his mouth as he stares at me. 

“Good, I was hoping you’d like it,” I say. I strike a couple of different poses in the doorway.

“You need to come over here, please,” Liam begs. I oblige and climb onto the bed, straddling his lap. 

His hands immediately cup my ass and his thumbs slide under my thong. He runs his thumbs along the small string of fabric across the top of my ass before he lifts it up and starts pulling it off me.

I stand back up, now off the edge of the bed and let the panties drop to the floor. Liam reaches up and unclasps the bra of my baby doll top and guides my arms out of the straps. He lets that fall to the floor below as well.

He pulls me onto the bed on top of him and scoots us up toward the center. I straddle him, and grind my pussy on his cock, pushing it inside of me at its full length.

I moan and shudder as he fills me with his huge cock. I’m so wet, I’m even drenching the base of his cock. I can even feel it when I lean forward to brush my clit against his skin.

We both moan as I rock my hips back and forth on his cock. Liam’s hands are on my waist and they travel up and down my sides, caressing every bit of my curvy body.

He moves them to my back, where his nails graze me gently. I arch my back hard and he thrusts up in the opportunity, driving him even deeper inside of me. The tip of his hard cock is pressed hard against my cervix.

He moves his hands down to my hips and holds his thumbs against my hip bones and his hand cupping around to my back. He holds me in place as he starts thrusting up into me hard and fast.

I throw my head back and moan loud at his cock drilling into me so deep. I put my finger in my mouth and bite down on it, trying to contain myself.

One of his hands drifts forward, and his thumb slides down onto my clit. He starts rubbing it up and down and circling it. 

With just a few more thrusts I’m driven to the edge. Liam’s cock has me ready and begging to come all over it.

Panting hard, I bounce up and down on his cock as I completely release and gush cum all over him. I moan loud and grip my tits hard as he continues to plow relentlessly into me.

I bend down over him and bring my face to his and start kissing him as I start to hump him. His hands rub my body all over. 

As his tongue explores my mouth, his hands stop at my ass and he gropes my butt cheeks hard. I hear his breathing growing increasingly heavier, and he breaks our kiss. I feel him getting ready to come by the way he’s growing even bigger and harder inside me.

“I’m going to come!” he exclaims. 

I climb off of his cock as he starts expelling cum from the head of his cock. I sit on his stomach and stroke his cock from behind, letting it all hit my ass. 

When he finishes, I get off of him and bend down and flick my tongue against the head of his cock. When I come back up, I wink at him.

He smiles at me, still lying on the bed. He throws his arms up behind his head. 

“I told you,” he begins. “The lingerie always looks better on the floor.”

 






Liam

 

I sit up and smile at Claire. I extend my arms to her, inviting her in for a loving, romantic hug. She steps in and wraps her arms around my neck, burying my face in between her perky tits. 

My arms are around her small waist and I breathe in and let out a very happy sigh.

“Claire, you’re just amazing. You know that, right?” I say.

“Well, yeah. But why is that?” she entertains me. 

“Well your level of confidence is astounding for one thing,” I start. “And I’m not joking. That’s how you got my attention in the first place. You’re not like everyone else. You go out and get what you want. You’re not afraid to put in the effort.”

“I just know what I want when I see it,” she smiles and kisses me.

I never thought I’d be the kind of guy to fall for a girl, love is not something I have in my plans, but I’m smitten with this chick and I can’t think of a better way to show her than how we both know best.

“Get up here,” I say. “Get on all fours.”

I get up from the bed and let Claire crawl up onto the mattress. She walks forward on all fours, right up to the headboard.

“Perfect,” I remark.

I take a moment just to stare at this vision of perfection that’s been bestowed upon me. Her ass is so sexy, and it’s covered in my cum.

I have an idea. I climb onto the bed with her. I spit onto my cock, already hard again from the sight of this beauty. 

I take a bit of the cum from her ass and rub it in to my cock with the spit. I take more of it and rub it against Claire’s asshole, lubing her sufficiently.

I push my cock into Claire’s tight, slick asshole. I hear her gasp in front of me and moan deep. She pushes herself back against my cock, making me slide further inside of her.

Her ass is so fucking tight. I savor this moment for a bit. Her little puckered hole feels so perfect wrapped around my thick cock. 

My hands run from her shoulders, all the way down her back, and when I get them to her ass, I smack both cheeks at the same time from either side. 

I grab onto her ass and guide it back and forth onto my cock. Claire’s head is bowed down in front of her and she’s letting out quiet, short whimpers with each thrust onto my cock.

The more she glides onto my cock, the more she relaxes. Her back arches further allowing me to fuck her deeper. 

I place my hands on her shoulders and hold her there while I hump against her ass hard. Her moans grow louder and shriller. She grinds against me, meeting my thrusts as I fuck her. 

My cock pulses against her asshole and I come inside her, expelling loads of my cum into her ass. I slow down and pull out of her when I’m finished coming, and I hold her butt cheeks apart and enjoy the sight of the cum slowly leaking out of her hole.

I lower my face to her ass and lick up the cum that’s dripping from her. I reach my hand in front of her and pull her body up, easing her into a different position. She sits up on her knees and tilts her head back.

I push her chin up with my finger and I deposit the cum from my mouth into hers. I know how much she loves tasting it and the unique flavor of her sweet ass on it is something she just shouldn’t miss. 

She pushes the cum around her mouth so she could savor it more before swallowing it. She licks her lips and closes her eyes, the taste lingering on her tongue.

Spinning herself around, she grabs my shoulders and pulls me on top of her as she lowers herself onto the bed. I spread her legs with my hands and look into her eyes as I position my cock at her pussy. I want her to feel connected with me more than on a physical level.

She gasps and tilts her head back as I thrust inside of her sweet, wet cunt. I lift her legs with my forearms and push them back against her body as I lean in and hump her. Then she tilts her head back and forth to either side, her eyes now shut tight and biting her lip. 

I love watching her as I’m fucking her. Her hands gripping the bed tight, she takes every bit of my cock in stride and is still always so hungry for more.

I grab her left leg and toss it over to the side, laying it on top of her right leg. I hold her hip that’s now high in the air and plow into her from her side. 

Her hands reach up to my shoulders and grip into them, her nails digging into my skin. I slow my pace and grind into her cunt nice and hard, letting her feel every inch moving in and out of her.

“Holy fuck, Liam. Don’t stop. Fuck me just like that!” she exclaims to me. She squirms under me, feeling intense new sensations in her pussy as I drill into her.

I start fucking her a little faster, keeping the same motion and she shudders and whimpers at the thrust of my cock. I speed up even more and she arches her back, poking her chest out, her whole body tensing as she cries to me.

“I’m coming!” she shouts. “Fuck, Liam! I’m coming! I’m squirting!” 

Music to my fucking ears. I pound into her relentlessly until her cum is sprayed all over the entire lower half of my body and her side of the mattress has a pool of cum on it as well. 

Her breathing is shallow and frequent as she tries to catch her breath, recovering from her intense climax. I feel myself getting close too.

My body grows warm and my cock is throbbing and aching, ready for release. I look down at those perky breasts with rock hard nipples, that glistening skin, and most importantly, that satisfied, sexy look on Claire’s face and I let myself go.

I pull out of her quickly and turn her leg back so I’m between her thighs, and as I come, it lands right in the center of her body.

I stroke my cock tight and hard, until every bit of cum shoots out of it. I look at Claire and see that my cum has reached a hell of a range in her body. There’s traces of it on her face, in her cleavage, on her belly button, and on her pretty little pussy. 

She smiles as I come down from my high and starts scooping up the cum from each part of her body and licks it from her fingers. She doesn’t stop until she’s licked every drop.

I sigh heavily, a bit fatigued from all the fun. I climb into the bed and lay down next to Claire. I lay out my arm and she snuggles up to me, nestled in the crook of my arm and her head just resting against my chest.

“So, I get that the lingerie looks better on the floor, but I really like how it looks on me too,” she says to me.

“It looks spectacular on you. And you have virtually an endless supply of it, sweetheart,” I return. “Feel free to wear it all the time if you’d like!”

She nestles in further and brings her arm over my torso. 

“I think I just might.”

 






Claire

 

Life couldn't be better.

All my dreams have been realized.

Epica's doing great. It's still my company but because of our expansion, we’re buying the building next door. It's equally as historic and has a lot of charm. 

Being with Liam has changed my life in a lot of ways. For one thing, I consider him my mentor in business. Under his guidance, I've managed to grow my company, keep it financially solid, and yet still maintain the artistic flair that sets us apart. 

Epica is and will always remain small. I consider my team the best of the best and by keeping things intimate, we can cater to only the best clients and there's an air of exclusivity around our services.

I'm in Liam's penthouse that I've all but moved into. My stuff is everywhere, and he says that he likes it that way.

We try to spend as much time together as possible while running our respective businesses. The difference with Liam now is that he's become a hands-on boss instead of the distant one he was before. He’s more freely expressing his creativity and he's more apt to give his opinions now. 

It's an opinion I'm seeking to get at this time. I find Liam is an excellent sounding board for all my ideas. He has a really sharp eye for design and I value his opinion. 

I'm working on my laptop, in his king-sized bed, when he comes in with freshly squeezed orange juice. 

"Here you go baby, compliments of the chef."

"He's here?"

"Setting up brunch right now. Shall we eat on the terrace?"

I look out the window and see that it's a beautiful day. The snow has subsided, and the sun is shining. 

"It's so gorgeous outside. I wish I could work out there."

"Then why don't you?" he comes into bed and kisses my forehead.

"Okay," I say. "But first, I need your opinion. Look at these new drawings I've prepared for Velvet Luxe. Do you think it looks too busy? Be honest."

He looks at my work and I appreciate the time he takes to go over the details. 

"Do you really want to know what I think?" he asks. 

"Of course."

"I think you're so good that you don't need my advice. I think you should trust yourself and that solid intuition you have."

I smile. 

"Really? No advice?"

"Really. Now come with me to eat on the terrace."

I get out of bed wearing the latest Velvet Luxe design, a black slip with strips of lace cut across it. 

"Am I dressed okay?" I ask, wondering if the private chef's still there. 

"Don't worry, he's gone. You could come out nude and make me very happy."

I hold his hand and we go to the terrace. To my surprise and delight, it's littered with rose petals. A romantic table's set up with tall candles and flowers.

Liam holds out a plush robe for me to slip into that will block out the cold air. The sun is out and that helps too. 

"What’s all this?" I ask. Liam is normally sweet, and he sweeps me off my feet with his grand gestures sometimes, but I don’t recall planning for anything special today. It’s too early for anything anyway. 

And then, I see him get down on one knee and it becomes apparent what's happening. The moment I've been waiting for since I was a girl is before me. 

"Claire," he says holding out a box containing a very large diamond ring. "Will you do me the great honor of never leaving my side, being mine forever, and marrying me?"

"Yes!" I say without hesitation. "A million times yes. I love you, Liam. I think some part of me always has, since the moment we met."

His eyes gleam with happiness and satisfaction. He gets up and places the ring on my finger. Then, instead of brunch, he grabs a bottle of champagne from the table and picks me up in his arms. 

"I have to consummate this," he says, and I can sense the hunger in his voice. 

Our connection is as deep as ever. It's something between us that no one could ever explain. We both feel it all the time as if we're soul mates or something. 

I know it's meant to be. I know he's the one and I guess I've always known since the first moment I laid eyes on him. I guess it’s the undeniable connection I’ve felt with him ever since.

Tears stream down my face, and he smiles softly at me. 

"Look at you, vulnerable as ever. You're mine, Claire. Let this ring prove that."

He takes me back to the bedroom and I know I can't escape. I’ll never want to escape this intimate connection that we have which defies all words. 

I kiss him, and he throws me down on the bed. I can tell, this is just the beginning of our wild adventure together. 
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Blake

Call it a universal truth. All men want sex, myself included. But why then—with this hot, naked woman in front of me—am I feeling…uninspired? I'm in my studio, mixing paint and brushing it across a canvas in fast strokes. I've even found the perfect pink to brush on a nipple. It's night, and the lights of New York City can be seen just outside of my window.

The model—Mia, or Marissa, or Melanie—has one hand shoved down my pants, and she's petting me and parting her legs, and all I can think about is how pathetic this art is. It feels like something I've done a million times already.

"Blake, baby, you feel so good," she purrs. "Give me that one-eyed python."

"Don't do that."

"Do what, baby?"

"Give it a pet name," I say. 

"But it's so impressive," she purrs again, "that it deserves its own name."

She slides her hand down further, and I don't stop her, but I ignore her advances.  

Why? Because this painting can't wait. 

When I start a new piece, I'm compelled to finish it, and like a fish on a hook, I have no choice but to be pulled in and see it through. 

Art is as much a part of me as breathing, or eating. It's my life.

I place the long, wooden handle of the paintbrush between my teeth and sit back. 

Something is missing… 

It's flat. 

I decide to bring in white paint, mixing it with my current palette and hoping to add light to the piece. Maybe give it some depth and dimension. 

I use a palette knife to scrape on rolls of paint for texture. I use a thin brush for details, and work with the concentration of a greyhound eyeing a rabbit—my focus is singular.

I drag the brush against the canvas again, adding color here and there, then finally finishing the last of the model's curves—her legs and the curve of her inner thighs. I just need to get those right. There's something about legs that can be so expressive.

"It's perfect," she coos, looking up at the canvas.

The truth is, it's far from perfect. Sure, it's good, but it looks like every other piece I've painted. 

I want something new. I want something more. 

No, it's more than a want; it's a need—to elevate my art. 

The media will tell you that what all men only care about are a woman's physical attributes—her scent, what she's wearing, whether or not her push-up bra is bringing her tits front and center. Don't get me wrong—I'm more than happy to sleep with a hot woman with any of those attributes, but what the media doesn't tell you is that guys also like a woman who is confident and independent.

And this model here in front of me? She isn't showing me any of that. 

I walk away from the canvas, and the model stops me. 

"Should I stay?" she says, with one hand on my arm.

"For what?"

I can tell that my answer disappoints her. 

"I could stay and pose some more," she says, "so you can finish the painting."

"It's done. I don't want to look at it any more."

"In that case," she says, "we can have a little fun now."

Her mouth curves into a suggestive smile.

She walks over to me, swaying her hips, and presses her lips to my neck, giving it a playful nibble. 

Then she brings her mouth to my ear and whispers, "Tell me, baby…what's your biggest fantasy? Do you like it rough or romantic? Did you dream about me last night?"

Those words send a thrill down my body but I resist the urge to react, and when I don't respond, she continues. 

"Where should I put my mouth next?" Her eyes wait for an answer, but when I don't give one, she returns to my body, both of her hands on my chest.

"Here? Or maybe here?" she asks, moving her mouth down my bare chest in slow circles. 

I still don't respond.

"No? Well, how about here?" she says, moving her warm lips down until they are resting at the top of my waistband. My cock is now standing stiffer than any of the tools in this studio, and she smiles. 

"I think I'm getting warmer," she purrs. She starts to unbutton my pants. "Now let me kiss that big, hard—" 

But I stop her. I need a woman that inspires me in this studio. Not another nameless model eager to get into my pants. 

Been there, done that…and more than just a few times. 

"Maybe some other time," I say. 

Her surprise turns to shock, and I watch as she gathers her things, still in disbelief. As soon as she leaves and I hear the door to the studio shut behind her, I walk back over to the painting. 

It's not a bad portrait, but it's not great either.

There's simply no emotion. It doesn't evoke anything in me. 

The longer I stare at the painting, the angrier I become. I can feel a new sense of irritation wash over me. 

I can't hold back. I ball my hand into a fist and punch it through the canvas. The material rips open, and where the model should be, there's now a gaping hole. 

There. Now no one will be able to look at this. 

Then I grab a can of black paint, along with a wide brush. I dip it into the paint and in big angry strokes I destroy the remaining canvas, painting obscene Xs over my work.

I'm destroying the canvas so hard and fast that I feel a bead of sweat zigzag down my face.

I look down at the destroyed art and kick it away in disgust.

What the fuck am I doing with my life? 

I need to be creating great art, not mastering mediocrity. 

I need a new muse.

 




Katherine

Writer’s block. 

I’ve heard about it. But for all the years I struggled to become a published writer and even after my first book sold, I was never at a loss for words. Until now. They say this happens after you’ve had a bestseller. 

Well, I’m not only blocked, I’m paralyzed, motionless, incapable of putting one word next to another. 

My agent called today. Just like every other day for the last two weeks. I’m behind with the first draft. I’ve sent every call to voice mail. I just can’t face her. 

“Katherine, I know you’re listening to these. At least send me a text. Let me know you’re alive.” The messages are beginning to sound frantic. But I still can’t respond.

What would I tell her? That I feel like Jack Nicholson in The Shining? That I don’t have a first chapter, let alone a first draft. 

No, it’s better for everyone concerned that I let it go to voice mail.

Maybe she’ll get the hint, and tell the publishers I’m dead, or at the very least I’m in a coma.

That’s the bad news. 

The good news is, Dale is coming home tonight and I’m planning on holding on to all six feet, two inches of his deliciousness. His light-green eyes pull me in every time. And tonight will be no exception. 

Besides, I have writer’s block. And I personally know of no better way to unstick the flows than to, well… sometimes a girl just needs a good release…or two…or three.

My best friend Robin thinks I should leave him. 

Robin and I have been bffs since forever. Well, actually since we were both kicked out of Mr. Stubbin's ninth grade science class for giggling uncontrollably while he explained the reproductive system of a frog. We just couldn’t image kissing a frog no matter what they say in fairy tales. 

Anyway, from that day in detention until now, we’ve been besties, and pretty much agreed on everything. 

Except when it comes to Dale. 

She called the other day and when I told her he was out of town, she made some cryptic comment about him staying away longer. I didn’t respond so she took it as a sign to launch into one of her infamous diatribes. 

“Look, girl. I’ve held my tongue for two years. But you’ve gone past my threshold of watching what is surely going to be a future train wreck. He’s not the one. He’s a player. He thinks the world is in love with him. And he’s never going to ask you to marry him.” 

Robin was never one to mince words.  But I couldn’t agree on this. 

“Dale is the guy I want to spend my life with,” I said, sounding just a tad too whiney. “I want to be married to him.  I want children, the seven-thousand-square-foot loft in SoHo. I want the whole thing.” 

Robin just sighed. Loudly.

Yes, I know Dale could be arrogant. But his attributes outweighed his arrogance.  As the owner of the hottest gallery in New York, a little haughtiness is sometimes necessary.  It's gotten us on everyone’s opening night guest list and the best tables at all the must-be-seen-in restaurants. 

Okay, so the sex isn’t completely mind-blowing. But after two years, you’re likely to hit a bit of a dry spell.  Like my writing.

But tonight’s going to be different. It’s a surprise. Dinner and a show. 

Oh, and I’m the show.

His plane lands at seven and he’ll be home by eight. Just enough time for me to get to his apartment, cook his favorite steak dinner, open a bottle of red, get the candles going and slip into that barely-there slip I got at La Perla. A little red-laced thingy that will reignite the spark. And hopefully spur my creative juices. A girl can hope, can’t she?

Checking to make sure I have everything, including those three-inch red numbers I couldn't say no to at Manolo Blanik’s last month–yet another ding in my book advance money–I hail a taxi and within 20 minutes I'm at Dale's on Christopher Street. I'm humming in all the right places as I waltz into the loft.

Except for the bedroom, the place has no other doors. The floor-to-ceiling windows along the north wall offer a spectacular view of the Hudson. Putting the groceries on the kitchen island, I make my way to the windows to take in the last rays of a most remarkable sunset. 

I've always thought the one disadvantage to this ridiculously beautiful space is the constant drone of city traffic below. Only tonight, I’m not hearing traffic. I’m hearing…wait, could that be…

“Well shit.” I say loud enough to be heard over the moaning.

Stomping over, I fling open the bedroom door. 

What’s behind it?  Dale’s naked butt.

It’s not as if I haven’t seen his bare ass before. It’s just that I’ve never seen it from this angle, banging back and forth like a hammer on a stubborn nail.

“What the fuck!” I yell.

Dale looks over his shoulder and I can see he’s searching for something to say.

I can’t believe it. His first reaction isn’t to immediately stop what he’s doing with a woman whose every body part has been enhanced. 

From the dyed platinum hair (top and bottom), to the implanted ginormous breasts. And I will bet large sums of money that flat stomach is the result of a surgeon’s scalpel.

“We are sooo done!” I say, in my most outraged voice. In fact, I can’t get out of there fast enough. I’m stunned. 

Stunned because he’s with another woman. Stunned because Robin was right, he had no plans to marry me. Stunned because he hurt me. 

Really hurt me.

“Hey, baby. Don’t go,” Dale calls out.

I’m moving as fast as I can, gathering up my stuff as I go. There is no way I’m leaving behind a fifty-dollar bottle of wine and a hundred dollars’ worth of steaks for this asshole.

As I pack up, Dale is hopping up and down on one foot, trying to get his other leg into his trousers, while attempting to explain that this little romp means nothing.

“We met on the plane, baby,” hop, hop, hop. “ It's just sex.” 

I, of course, ignore all his pleas and force myself to hold back the tears. With my arms full, I head for the front door. 

“Come on, baby, you’re my world.”

“Well then, from now on your world will be empty!”

Throwing his keys at him, I walk out.

 




Blake

“Of course, ladies, I’d be happy to show you my private collection,” I say with a smile I’ve plastered on for the occasion.

“If it’s half as good as what’s hanging on these walls, you’ve got a buyer.” The brunette responds in what has to be the breathiest voice I’ve ever heard.  I think she said her name is Monica.

Her friend, the redhead, hasn’t let go of my hand since I gave her my card when she walked through the gallery doors. 

“Blake, what a sexy name.” Monica is practically purring as she looks me up and down. “It goes with the whole package.” 

I’m feigning interest, because a sale, after all, is a sale. It’s clear these women don’t have a clue what it takes to be an artist. What do they think? I just throw paint on a canvas? Even Pollock had a plan. 

I hate being here, up close and personal with prospective buyers. Apart from an opening night, I’m not one to hang around galleries.  I’m getting restless and would rather be out on the street with the crowds.

My agent, Beth, brushes by and whispers in my ear, “Keep smiling.”

“I’m working on it,” I say through a clenched toothed grin. 

But I’d rather be outside. The Fall air is crisp, the sky crystalline, and the streets full of people. It’s the one week every year when hundreds of New Yorkers go elbow-to-elbow with tourists as they tromp, wide-eyed, up and down the cobblestone streets of the West Village, in search of their next art acquisition. 

“You’ve chosen one of my favorites,” I hear Beth say. 

By the intonation of her voice, I know we’ve made a sale, and I turn and smile in earnest. After all, money is money. 

I feel I deserve a reward, and decide on a triple espresso.

“I’m out for a coffee,” I call over to the Beth and her assistant. “Want anything?”

They both decline, so I’m free to take my time. 

The cobblestone streets and old brick buildings take me back to when I walked this neighborhood, going door to door with my rolled-up canvases, trying to get any gallery owner to show some interest. In some ways, those were the best of times, when ideas flowed freely and I was more fun. Not now.

I shake off the melancholy.

Pulling up the collar of my blazer, I tuck my hands inside the front pocket of my jeans. There’s a slight breeze, but I can think of nothing better than sitting outdoors with my coffee, watching women go by. Maybe I’ll find my muse.

I grab a small table outside Maxwell’s Coffee Bar when the inside of my jacket begins to vibrate. A text.

“Damn.” I thought I could have a moment. 

Looking at the screen, I see there are several messages and I begin thumbing through.  

Hey baby so much fun in that elevator, wanna try my escalator. 

“Nope,” I mutter under my breath and swipe left.

Blakey where have you been xxoo I’m hot and ready. 

“Blakey has left the building,” I say and swipe left.

Now this is interesting. Somehow the woman who just bought my painting is inviting me to her place. 

“Oh, hell no.” Hard swipe left. 

What are you doing, Blake? In frustration, I put my phone away. This is my time. My coffee. The world is going to have to be put on hold. I’m recharging.

Two triple espressos later, I’m slightly wired and ready to walk off the caffeine. That’s when I see her. 

“Damn.” This time I say it out loud. I know this because the woman with the two-year-old next to me gives me a raised eyebrow. She thinks I’m crass, or crazy. Either way, I don’t care. 

The dark-haired woman with the blue eyes, alabaster skin, and sexiest pixie cut I’ve ever seen is getting away, and I need to find out who she is.

I throw ten dollars on the table.

“Excuse me, excuse me,” I say as I squeeze my way around the baby stroller and diaper bag. When I’m finally out on the street, my legs begin moving faster than they do when I’m on the treadmill at the gym. This woman has definitely caught my attention.

I come up short as I round the avenue, because she and a friend have stopped at a gallery window and they’re chatting. Now’s my chance.

“Interesting color palette,” I say as a conversation starter, but all I get are quizzical looks from both of them. “I mean, the choice isn’t what you’d expect. It’s a bit angry, don’t you think?” 

Miss Pixie isn’t talking, it’s her friend who speaks up. “Yeah, there’s a definite disconnect in the color structure,” she says. 

If I’m not mistaken, she’s batting her eyelashes at me. Could that be right? In my most nonchalant, non-committal tone I look at her and say, “You think?” 

I don’t really care what she thinks, I just want to keep the conversation going in the hopes that ‘pixie dust girl’ will say something, and I can get her number. Instead, her friend whose- eyes are now busy taking a grand tour of my body keeps talking. But I -want her to shut up.  I re-pose my question to pixie girl, “And what do you think?”

She looks at the painting, reflective as she purses her valentine-shaped, deep red, lips. Kissable lips. 

“Hmmm…I’m not sure,” she says, “this one doesn’t speak to me at all.”

I’m instantly enamored. She’s right. This is a pile of shit masquerading as a painting. I look her in the eyes and try to engage her. 

“I suppose art is personal,” I say.

She gives me that quizzical look again.

It’s clear I haven’t got her completely into my orbit, so I continue, “I mean, what we see, and what the artist intended for us to see, can be two different things.” 

“I suppose you’re right,” Pixie says.

“For example, you,” I say smiling by best I-have-to-have-you smile. “You are someone who should be painted.”

She blushes, and then she steps back. It’s clear she’s offended, and that’s a first for me. I always have women eating out of my hand, and other parts too. This one's not buying it, and for the first time, I’m on 'virgin' territory.

When she turns to walk into the photo gallery next door, all I can do is follow.

 




Katherine

I've never taken a photography class in my life, and I'm not well-versed in the art of it all—if you don't count taking pictures with my cell phone—but I do know what I like. And this photo exhibit is…interesting. 

It's a photographer's portrait collection called Red Hot. 

The theme that binds each and every one of these pictures is that the models in these photos are all redheads. 

"I've always thought gingers were sexy," Robin says, secretly giving me a wink as we walk through the gallery. "If this doesn't inspire you with your writing, I don't know what will."

In one photo, a man is flexing, and seemingly deep in thought with his gaze somewhere in the distance. The background is blue, matching his eyes. 

In another portrait, a man stares down the lens of the camera, his red beard and chiseled chest acting as focal points.

"Like what you see?" The guy following us asks, walking up behind me and nudging me playfully. “The name’s Blake, by the way.”

"Katherine,” I say as I try to think of a reply. “You could say that," I smile. 

Two can play this game.

"Just so you know," he says, pointing and looking straight at my neck, "that freckle is more beautiful than anything I'm seeing on these gingers."

"Nice try, but I don't have freckles."

"You do," he says, stepping closer and brushing his fingers just below my ear. "It's right there."

The second he touches me, a thrill runs down my body. I find myself blushing against my will. 

How did he notice that freckle? I completely forgot about it. It's such a small detail…but I have to admit, he's right. I do have a small freckle on my neck. It's there all right, and always has been.  

I look him up and down for a moment. If I'm being honest, there's something hot about Blake. 

Sure, he's a great looking guy—built and charming, with piercing eyes, the intensity of a blowtorch. But there's also a poetic confidence about him that is unusual. He seems to view the world through the lens of art—looking through color, symmetry, and shape—and he isn't apologetic about it. I can respect that.

But…and this is a serious but—he has some major personality flaws.

He's arrogant, and probably goes through women faster than he changes outfits. 

And I'm not about to get played by another man again—not after Dale. And something tells me that getting involved with Blake is like holding a match to a gas tank. 

Total chaos and drama. 

Robin walks ahead us, scrutinizing the walls of photos, and Blake takes the opportunity to walk beside me.

"I have a question and need a woman's advice," he says, changing the subject.

"Sure," I say, shrugging my shoulders. 

"Let's say—hypothetically speaking—I see an attractive woman," he says. "Do I approach her, or is that too direct?"

"Why are you asking me?" I say. "I'm the last person you should ask."

"Humor me, will you?"

"Fine," I say. "I think you should approach her. Honesty is the best policy."

With that, Blake's lips turn up into a smile.

"I'm glad you said that. Because in that case," he says, stopping and turning to me. "I'm Blake. It's nice to meet you."

He reaches his hand out to mine and shakes it.

I laugh. "Does that work on women?"

He ignores my question and gives me one of his own. 

"Have you ever considered modeling?" he says.

"Me? You're joking, right?" 

"Serious as a heart attack."

"No," I say, shaking my head. "That's not what I do."

"I think you should model for me."

I can't help but laugh out loud. 

"You have the wrong girl," I say. "I'm not the type to give you a private show in your apartment, romping around naked for your sole pleasure."

"Not so fast," he says, resting a hand on my arm. "That's not what I mean. I'm a painter, and I'm looking for a new model to paint. Fresh inspiration, if you will."

I shake my head. "Of course you are," I say, laughing. "And I'm a secret princess. Nice try, but I call bullshit. I'm not buying it."

"You seriously don't believe me, do you?"

I shake my head and then watch as he pulls out his phone.

"Here," he says. "I'll prove it to you."

He scrolls through his phone, bringing up various websites that have done interviews with him—the Huffington Post art column, Juxtapose magazine, and more. The list is impressive. Then he brings up his Instagram profile.

"And this is some of my work," he says, scrolling through pictures of his art."

"I had no idea," I say, feeling slightly embarrassed. It's bad enough I'd never heard of him before, and according to his Instagram account, he has close to 750k followers, but I just called him a liar.

"So what do you say? Want to model for me?"

"Even though you're an artist and Instagram-famous, I'm still not interested in posing for you," I say. 

"Come on," he says, smiling. "I don't bite."

Instead of answering, I just shake my head.

"I have an idea," he says. "How about you come to my apartment and look at my work."

Just then, Robin walks over to us. She's apparently been eavesdropping because she says, "You should totally go Katherine! This could inspire your writing."

"I don't know, I–" 

But before I can finish, Robin cuts me off. "Oh wow, look at the time," she says, pulling her cell phone from her purse. "I've gotta go. I uh – I have some plans this evening," she says, in a tone that's not totally convincing.

I watch as she gives me a quick hug and kiss on the cheek and leaves the gallery. I watch her until I can't see her anymore. 

Now that she's gone, it hits me. I realize that I'm standing here, alone with Instagram-famous-superstar-artist Blake.  

And he's wearing a grin wider than Texas.

 




Katherine

Agreeing to come to the gallery is one thing, but actually making my way there is proving a point. I’m not going to become another Blake statistic. 

That’s right, after I met him I did a little digging on him…Blake has a serious reputation (fast cars and women), and he isn’t just Instagram-famous. He’s a heavyweight in the world of art – and he has the bank account and lifestyle to prove it. 

But I’m still getting over having my heart broken by that two or three timing prick Dale, and I’m not about to stumble right into the next disastrous relationship. No, thank you.

When Blake asked me to show up at his exhibition, I was getting ready to say ‘no’ when I remembered Robin’s words – this might be the inspiration I need. If it hadn’t been for her, I wouldn’t have come at all.

But I promise – I’m not going to fall for any of the usual one-liners from men like Blake, particularly the ‘please model for me, you inspire me.’ 

As if. 

It might work on the blonde, big busted, cleavage-revealing models Blake seems to be typically photographed with, but not on me. Besides, I have to focus on getting my creative juices flowing and to write my next bestseller. 

The unfortunate reminder of my unfinished work unleashes thousands of butterflies in my stomach and little beads of sweat form in the palm of my hands.

“Someone got dressed up,” a familiar voice from behind interrupts my thoughts.

I pivot and smile at my friend, hoping I haven’t turned red like a tomato. 

“Just because I’m not interested doesn’t mean I can’t look my best.”’ I defend myself, pleased to push thoughts of current failings aside. 

To feel good you should look good, I’ve read somewhere. 

“What are you not interested in?”

Blake has materialized next to me. He’s so close to me that I can’t help but be acutely aware of his maleness. Broad shoulders, rugged features, a partly open shirt to reveal a body honed to the point of perfection, and well-fitting pants. Despite my best endeavors, my eyes take in the full package and betray me. 

To regain my composure I take a step back, only to have my heel find a crack in the pavement of the footpath. I lose my balance and instinctively reach for something to hold onto so as not to fall.  

A strong hand steadies me. 

Each and everyone one of my nerve cells starts to tingle. He pulls me toward him. My heart races a million miles an hour and I have to fight a sudden desire to melt in his arms. Images of two naked bodies entwined flash through my mind.

“Shall we go in?” Robin’s voice penetrates my foggy brain.

“Thank you,”’ I mutter and pull my little black dress down a little, desperate to regain composure.  

Blake links arms with me, pulling me in close, in a possessive manner. 

“I think I better hang on to you.” He smiles brightly at me.

My skin is burning where he’s touching me and I curse the weakness of my flesh.

Inside Out Art is not the small gallery I was expecting, the grey bland concrete exterior betraying the vast, expansive treasure hidden inside. 

As soon as we enter, I catch my breath. 

Waiters in black suits and white shirts balance trays of champagne, weaving their way expertly through the large crowd of attendees. 

I notice all the envious stares most of the women aged eighteen to eighty shoot in my direction as we try make our way to a less busy part of the exhibition. Of course the stares are because at Blake, not me.  

“Wow,”’ Robin exclaims and stops in front of a smaller painting. 

I am swept away by the beauty of the young woman in the work of art. I tilt my head to the side and glance at Blake, acutely aware of his intense gaze on me. 

“You should model for him,” Robin says loud enough for everyone to hear before she moves onto the next painting. 

I would have liked to hit her, best friend or not. It is as if all eyes are suddenly upon me. The women shoot poison arrows in my direction and if looks could kill I’m sure I would be a pile of ashes on the floor beside playboy Blake, who ‘s clearly enjoying the spectacle. 

I decide not to reply and instead follow my ex-best friend. Oh, I’ll have some words for her next time we were alone. I feel conscious of the sound of my stiletto heels echoing on the concrete floor and I wish I had chosen different footwear, something less attention-drawing. 

As I walk from painting to painting I cannot help but be impressed. Art isn’t exactly my forte, but I know enough to appreciate good paintings when I see one. 

Most of the subjects are women, of course. But they’re not the nudes I had expected. There are nudes apparently, but they’re not in your face. Most are surprisingly discreet. 

“I still want you to model for me. You’re the perfect combination of beauty and sex appeal.” I can hear Blake speaking softly in my ear and those butterflies have come back in millions. My knees wobble a little and I hope they won’t give way. 

I can’t remember the last time Dale said I was pretty, sexy or beautiful.

“I bet you say that to all the women you want to have your way with.” The words are out before I can stop them. 

Moving on to the next painting my eyes feast on a young woman who is leaning on a windowsill. She has a faraway look in her eyes. Blake has captured the longing of the woman perfectly. 

I focus on the finer details. Her arms folded. Pink lace of a bra is just visible with her white blouse unbuttoned to just above the gap between her breasts. It is suggestive, but not offensive. 

“You’re jumping to conclusions.”

His voice brings me back to reality, as does the gesture of his left index finger stroking my cheek. 

“Um,” I’m lost for words. 

“Will you at least have dinner with me?”

I feel my resistance crumble and desire sweep through me. 

Before I can stop myself I nod.

 




Blake

"You know what's sexier than chocolate?" I say, looking over my shoulder at Katherine from the stove.

"Nothing is sexier than chocolate," she says with a smile.

"Chocolate and chili."

"I don't know," she says, scrunching her nose. "That sounds strange as a combo if you ask me."

"Try this," I say, motioning for her to join me in the kitchen. I spoon some of the sauce from the pan and hold it out to her. "I think you'll like it."

She leans in, parting her mouth. I place the spoon on her tongue.

"Good, right?"

"Oh wow, there's some heat to that, but it's…amazing," she says. 

"Fun fact – chilis are an aphrodisiac."

She seems interested in that, but also hesitant to believe anything I say. I don't know if it's from the heat of the peppers, or talking about aphrodisiacs, but I notice that her face suddenly looks flush.  

"How do you know so much about food?" she asks. "I had no idea you have culinary skills." 

"I know my way around the kitchen," I smile. 

I watch as she steps away from the kitchen and looks around the apartment.

"Nice place you've got here," she says. 

"It's my own private oasis in the middle of the city."

"You do have a lot of privacy here."

"So," I say with a grin, "what do you do for a living besides making men excited?"

That catches her attention. 

"You can try to butter me up all you want, but that's not why I'm here," she says.

I can tell this isn't going to be easy. She has her guard up higher than the Empire State building. 

"What? I can't give you a compliment?"

She considers this for a moment. 

"I came here to have dinner, not to be pet like some lost pussy cat."

"A lost pussy," I say, smiling at the pun. "Now that's an interesting thing to think about."

"Can you get your head out of the gutter for even five minutes?" she says. But as she turns her head away, I detect the hint of a smile forming on her lips. 

It's working. She's slowly letting her guard down. 

"I can't help it," I say. "You're so hot, even my zipper is falling for you."

I reach down and pretend to pull my zipper up. 

This causes her to laugh. "So, you're an artist, chef, and comedian."

"Sometimes," I say with a smile.

"I'll give that one to you," she says. "That was pretty funny."

I finish cooking dinner, and carry it to the dining table. The entire table is set atop a checkered tablecloth and I made sure to add a bouquet of flowers from the farmer's market. 

Because who doesn't love flowers? 

"You outdid yourself," she smiles. "This looks incredible."

"Never miss an opportunity to see something beautiful," I say. 

She considers this and nods. "Beauty is such a strange combination of things."

"It's so hard to qualify, isn't it?" I ask. "I mean, what pleases one person may not please the next. It's sort of like this giant, fascinating puzzle that we're all trying to figure out. But do you know what I think the best part about beauty is?"

Katherine shakes her head. "No, what's that?"

"The best part is that no art can truly and fully express it," I say. "As an artist, that's the goal. You chase it, and try to re-create it, and you can come very close, but it's never the exact thing in your mind's eye. I find it fascinating."

"How many layers do you have?" she smiles. "You can paint, cook, make me laugh, and you're also a philosopher."

"Is that a good thing?" I ask.

"A very good thing," she says, and she seems to be blushing all over again. "Consider me charmed." 

"You know, I have a confession to make," I say, pouring her a glass of red wine. 

She looks from the wine to me, and arches an eyebrow. "Oh?"

"I've read your book."

"Wait," she says, surprised. "You have?"

"It's really good. You have so much talent as an artist."

"Look who's talking?" she says, her grin widening. There's a new sparkle in her eyes when she turns to face me. "I think you're one of the best painters I've ever seen."

"You're just saying that," I chuckle.

She places a hand on my arm. "It's true! I mean it. The way you capture a person's personality in their portrait is incredible." 

I lean forward in my chair, moving closer to her. My heart seems to be kicking in my chest now. Here I am, sitting across a woman who is not only incredibly hot, but who is also an artist. She understands it.

"Being a creative person is hard," I say. "For the most part, the world doesn't understand it. It's frowned upon in many circles, and every painting I do is a passion project."

"Yes, exactly" she says. "But only because it has to be fuelled by passion. The most beautiful and creative art in the world isn't seen or touched — it's felt with the heart." 

As soon as she says the word 'heart' I'm acutely aware that mine is already close to bursting. This woman is driving me crazy, and in the best possible way. My pulse feels as if I've just climbed a few flights of stairs.

I want to touch her. Hold her. 

"I want to show you something," I say, extending my arm across the table and taking her hand in mine. "Come with me."

We both get up from the table and I lead her into my studio.

"These are my private works," I say, turning to her.

"That's incredible Blake," she says, just above a whisper, her eyes scanning each of the paintings. "And what are those?"

She points to a group of paintings at the other side of the studio. "These pieces are a little more…sensual." 

"I can see that," she says. "Actually, I can feel it."

I step toward her. I lift my hand, slowly moving it from her face to her hair. I place my hand on the nape of her neck, my fingers tangled in the soft strands of her hair. 

Our gazes lock, and I lean in, pressing my lips to hers. She moans, softly and faintly, and her breaths come in hot little pants. I move my other hand down and wrap it around her waist, pulling her even closer. 

She reaches up, one of her hands caressing my hair now, and the other one softly cupping my neck. She parts her lips, and her warm tongue brushes mine. 

Time officially stops, and for the first time in a long time, I know I'm in trouble. 

Fuck, she just gave a whole new meaning to the word ‘hot’.

 




Katherine

Kissing.

It’s a simple physical act, but sometimes it can be so much more. Just like putting down words on a page, or slowly moving a brush over a blank canvas…it can be an art form. How it is expressed really depends on the artist.  

And this kiss…

Blake’s mouth fits perfectly on mine like our lips are matching pieces of the same puzzle, and I just close my eyes and surrender to him. His hands are on my waist as he pulls me into him, our bodies pressed tightly as I use my tongue to part his lips and explore his mouth. 

He tastes differently from all the other men I’ve kissed; his kiss is brimming with desire, but there’s also a certain softness to it as well. The two blend together into something wonderful and pleasurable. Like two contrasting colors mixed beautifully together to create something new, something unique.

Our tongues dance around one another softly, and I feel myself getting wetter with each passing second. The fabric of my thong is already sticking to my skin, my fluids drenching it as desire takes over me. 

I’ve never been a naive woman – I’m a writer, after all –but I don’t think I’ve ever wanted a man this much in my entire life. It’s as if there’s something special about Blake, something that tells me he’s so much more than meets the eye. There’s an aura about him, one that envelops and subjugates me without a word passing between us. 

“Katherine,” he says, my name hanging heavy in the air around us. I stare into his eyes, my mouth slightly ajar as my heart starts drumming a wild song of lust and sin. 

“Take me,” I find myself saying, the sound of my voice coming out of my lips sweet as honey. 

I don’t think I’ve ever been this direct with a man but, with Blake, I just know small talk isn’t necessary. We merely exchange a glance and we already know everything there is to know. 

He doesn’t reply –he just smiles, his lips curling into a satisfying grin, and then kisses me again. His hands go around my waist and then down, over the curve of my ass cheeks, and he pulls me into him harshly. 

I thrust against him without even thinking, needing to feel my crotch against his; there’s something big there, something long and thick. I can feel it pulsing with a raw hunger that makes my insides clench. 

I place one hand on his chest and slowly slide it down his shirt, only stopping when I find the hem of his pants. I feel his leather belt under my fingertips, and I bite my lower lip as I open my hand wide and prepare to go for his crotch. 

He responds silently, grabbing my hand and, all the while looking into my eyes, places it over the hard shape pushing back against his pants. I bite harder on my lower lip, realizing that his cock is far bigger than I thought it’d be. I try to curl my fingers around its thick shape, but I can barely hold it with just one hand. 

“It’s so…” I start to say, lowering my voice until it becomes just a whisper, but I don’t know how to finish my sentence. It’s so what? Big, huge, enormous? For a writer, I’m suddenly at a loss for words. He’s all that and some more, and I can’t wait to really feel it. 

My heart is beating so fast now that I can barely think straight, but my unconscious mind is still working; letting go of his cock, I go for his belt and unbuckle it. Then, taking a deep breath to steady my hands, I undo the top button on his pants and pull the zipper down. 

His cock is making an impressive tent in his boxer briefs, and I can’t help but look at it. With one finger, I trace its contour, going from its root to the tip. Oh, Jesus, he’s really big. 

I grit my teeth and, moving fast, slide my hand under his boxer briefs and, turning my wrist, I grab his thick shaft. The warmth of his cock spreads to the palm of my hand, and that’s all it takes for me to become a truly wet mess. It won’t be long before my fluids start dripping down my legs. 

“Enjoying yourself?” He asks me, grinning, and the look in his eyes tells me he already knows the answer. 

I just nod, running my tongue between my lips. Holding my breath, I start moving my hand up and down, stroking him softly as the hunger in eyes keeps on growing. 

“Yes…yes, I am,” I admit, suddenly feeling dizzy as I imagine his thick cock trying to push its way past my pussy lips. Is that even physically possible? How will it feel? I don’t know, but I’m sure as hell willing to find out. 

You know, maybe it’ll inspire me. And God knows I need some good inspiration. 

“I’m right here,” he says, leaning into me and brushing his lips against my ear. A shiver climbs up my spine as his deep rugged voice caresses my eardrums. I stop stroking him and just tighten my fingers around his shaft, feeling it pulse against the palm of my hand. 

With one hand on my waist, he pushes me until my back’s against the wall, and then he takes one hand right to between my thighs. He flattens the palm of his hand against my pussy, bunching up my dress in the process. I gasp as he does it, but then I moan as he takes his hand off and slides it under the hemline of my dress, his fingers finding their way to my drenched thong. 

“Fuck, I need to have you,” he says, rubbing his fingers back and forth over the wet fabric, fondling my pussy lips. My muscles tense up under his touch, and it feels like his fingers are made of fire and electricity. There’s something magical to his touch, that’s for sure. 

“You seem tight,” he whispers, that grin of his widening until it becomes devilish, “are you tight, Katherine?” 

“I…I…” I mutter, but I don’t even know what to tell him.

“Don’t worry, I’ll see that for myself soon enough,” he says, and that image of his cock pushing its way past my drenched folds bubbles up to the surface of my mind once more. 

He presses harder on my pussy and I gasp again, my insides clenching with anticipation. Clasping his hand on the fabric, he pulls on it, and I close my eyes as I feel my thong leaving my wet pussy. He pushes it down my legs and, once it falls in a bunch at my feet, I just kick it off. 

His hand is back between my thighs in a heartbeat, and this time it’s a moan that leaves my lips, feeling my naked pussy burning at the touch of his fingers. 

He finds my clit quickly enough and, rubbing on it, he forces my brain to go on overdrive. But he doesn’t linger there for too long –no, his fingers start caressing the length of my pussy, going up and down my wet folds with a maddening slowness. 

Before I know it, I’m moving my hips, thrusting against his hand in pure desperation. I’m not in control of my body anymore –I’m just like a puppet, pleasure pulling the strings and assuming all control. And I don’t care, I don’t care one little bit. 

Using his middle finger, he presses it right on my pussy and starts sliding it in, feeding it into me with that frustrating patience of his. He curls it upward, only stopping when his fingertip feels that hidden spot of pure delight tucked away inside of me.

“Yes, you’re really tight,” he whispers, pressing so hard on my G-spot that bright lights explode behind my shut eyelids. He doesn’t move his hand –he just holds it there, his finger pressed tight on my G-spot as he rests his thumb over my clit. Pressing on these two spots at the same time, he waits while that high voltage current builds under my skin, electrifying every inch of my aching body. 

Then, he starts fingering me at a furious pace, all that patience thrown to the curb. 

“I can’t wait to be inside of you, Katherine,” he continues, fingering me so hard that I can’t even speak. Even if I could somehow force my mouth to make a sound, I doubt my brain would be able to produce a coherent sentence. 

“Oh…God,” I groan, grabbing at his shirt so hard that my knuckles turn white. I’m gritting my teeth, every muscle in my body tensing up as if concrete was being poured inside them. 

The electricity crackling inside of me turns into an electric storm, and it rages through my brain so suddenly that I can’t help but to scream. Or, well, at least try to, because the moment I open my mouth to do it, the only sound that comes out is a whispered moan of pure ecstasy.

“So good,” I manage to say, forcing my eyelids open and staring at him as if I’ve just woken up from a thousand years of deep sleep. 

“You call that good? There’s more to come,” he grins, narrowing his eyes in such a seductive way that I almost melt. He just shrugged off my words as if I had no idea what I was talking about…As if there’s a lot more –and a lot better at that –to come. 

And somehow, I know that’s exactly what’s going to happen. And rightfully so. 

“I’m going to make you come so hard you’ll forget your name,” he promises me.He doesn’t wait for my reply to that, as he proceed to go down to his knees in front of me, both his hands on my waist. 

Grabbing at the hemline of my dress, he pushes it up and holds it around my waist. I feel exposed, knowing that his eyes are now focused on my pussy, but that just makes me even wetter than before –and, really, I don’t know how’s that even possible. 

With his lips on my right knee, he starts kissing me up my leg, going straight to my inner thigh. I throw my head back, pressing it against the wall, and sigh loudly. He keeps on teasing me with his mouth, taking it as far as my groins but never further. 

He does it until the desperation inside me becomes a burning need, and I reach for him and tangle my fingers on his hair, trying to pull him into me while I thrust. He doesn’t budge, though, and just keeps on kissing and licking until I’m ready to beg.

“Blake…please, please,” I repeat over and over again, my whispers brimming with lustful desperation. 

I’ve never wanted a man’s mouth on me as much as I want it now. And that’s saying something –the way I see it, a man going down on you can be a lot more intimate than just fucking. But, hell, right now all that I want is to get intimate with Blake –and in every possible way. 

Finally putting an end to my torture, he reaches for my clit with his tongue and presses down on it. It feels like I’ve stepped on a live wire –thunder erupts inside my body. I almost scream as he starts circling my clit at a steady and growing pace. 

My fingers are still on his hair, but I’m no longer trying to force him –no, Blake isn’t the kind of man with whom you can dictate a pace. He does what he wants, when he wants, and there’s no way around it. If I ever get to take the lead, that’ll be because he wants me to, not because he has submitted. 

And that’s exactly how I like my men.

“Oh, God,” I moan as he takes his tongue out of my clit and slides it down, running it between my pussy lips. He does it all the way, and then goes back, repeating his coming and going motion until I can barely think straight. God, where has he been all of my life?

He’s a good kisser, he’s good with his fingers, and he’s even better with his mouth…It’s almost unbelievable how good he is. Oh, sweet mercy, I can barely wait to push his pants down his legs, curl my fingers around his cock and guide it home. But, right now, that’s on hold. 

He licks me until my legs start growing weak, my knees buckling under my weight. Leaning back against the wall, I somehow manage to remain standing up; and that’s exactly when he chooses to open his mouth wide and press it harshly against my wetness. 

My muscles burn, my skin boils; there’s fire in my mind, and poison in my bones. Forget about all the other men I’ve been with –not one of them has been able to make me feel what I’m feeling right now. 

And Blake is only using his mouth. 

Taking one hand around my waist, he places it under my right ass cheek and forces my leg up. I let him do it willingly, lifting my leg and resting it over his shoulder. Now with the perfect angle, he buries his mouth against my pussy and starts devouring me as if my wetness is the most delicious thing on Earth. 

He jabs inside of my pussy with his tongue, running it up and down my length and circling my clit at exactly the right times. He works me like he knows my body even better than I do, and it’s almost hard to believe that this is really happening. Is he even real? 

I think of pinching myself, just to make sure that I’m not dreaming, but I give up on the idea fast enough. This feels like a dream…the most perfect dream I’ve ever had. But, ah, even if this is a dream, I don’t care –just let me sleep forever. 

I’m yanking on his hair hard enough to almost rip it out from his scalp, but he doesn’t even seem to mind. In fact, that just makes him eat me out more eagerly, his lips and tongue hungrily sucking in my fluids and ravaging my pussy. 

“Don’t…Stop…Don’t stop…” I say, my head thrown back against the wall. My muscles are already tensing up again, and I feel that electric tension building inside of me once more. It feels like I’m a dam about to burst, tiny cracks showing on the surface right before all hell breaks loose. 

“Don’t stop,” I moan again, but he doesn’t need my instructions. Still, I need to say something, to moan, to scream to release…I want to do it all at the same time.

“OH GOD!” I shout, and then grit my teeth as the dam finally bursts. 

Yanking on his hair, I trust at the same time, pressing my pussy against his mouth as hard as I can. His mouth his wide open, his tongue inside of me, just makes my orgasm even more delicious. I sway my hips from side to side, smearing his face with my fluids, and then I finally let go of him.

I’m breathing hard, my eyes closed, and leaning back against the wall. He stands up then, and takes one hand to my face. I open my eyes as I feel his touch, and I can’t hide my smile as I see his chin glistening from the fluids coating his skin. 

“Perfect,” I say, and then he’s on me. 

He crushes his mouth against mine, pushing his tongue inside my mouth, and I can do nothing but to savor the taste of my own pussy on his lips. 

“Perfect,” he repeats back at me, his hands once more on my waist. He grins and then, a heartbeat later, he makes me turn on my heels and face the wall. I place my hands there for support, and jut my ass back at him by instinct. 

Taking one hand behind me, I find the hem of his boxers and tug them down as viciously as I can. His cock springs free immediately, and he’s so close to me that his huge shaft slaps my ass cheeks with a maddening sound. 

He pushes my dress back up to my waist. He then takes one hand around my body and squeezes one breast under his long fingers. I thrust my ass back at the same time, resting my forehead against the wall and closing my eyes as I feel his shaft right between my ass cheeks. 

My body acts on its own, I find me moving in a flowing motion, grinding against his cock as hard as I can. I feel it pulse against my ass, hungry and eager, and it doesn’t take long for Blake to take one step back and grab his huge cock. 

Looking back at him over my shoulder, I choke down a gasp as I see his cock for the first time. He’s holding it in his hand, but it looks so huge that it’s almost unbelievable. 

“Don’t worry, I’ll be gentle,” he tells me, as if reading my thoughts. 

I face the wall again, my heart feeling as tight as a closed fist, and prepare for what’s coming. 

“Or at least I’ll try…” He continues, coming up to me and whispering these words into my ear. Oh, God, this is going to be interesting. 

Angling his cock down, he pushes it between my inner thighs, his thick shaft forcing me to spread my legs wide. I bend over at the same time and, as I do it, he positions the tip of his cock against my pussy lips. I take one deep breath.

“Do it,” I breath out, and then all hell breaks loose. 

He enters me with one sudden thrust, his shaft sliding inside my pussy and straining against my inner walls on the way in. I feel my insides stretching to accommodate him, but he’s so big that I can’t help but feel that my pussy is gripping his cock like a vice. 

This time I scream, unable to stop myself, my brain almost exploding as it tries to process the fact that something as big as Blake’s cock is inside of me. It’s almost too much for me to take, but the key word in here is almost. You don’t think I’m going to waste such as this, do you? Oh, no, I’m going to take this chance.

I hold my breath as Blake slides his cock, stopping when only his tip is inside of me. I only start breathing again when he trusts, sheathing his shaft to the hilt. Building up the rhythm, he rocks his hips at a gentle pace, but it only takes a few seconds for his pace to reach new heights. 

Soon enough, the sound of his thighs slapping my ass echoes around us, and it sounds like the most amazing symphony I’ve ever heard. 

“Fuck, you’re really tight,” he exhales sharply, hooking his fingers deeper on my thighs. I can’t help but wonder if I’m as tight as he says –his cock is so huge that every pussy must feel tight as hell for him. 

Pistoning into me like a madman, he stabs me with his cock so hard that locks of hair are already plastered to my forehead, beads of sweat making their way down my face. And still he keeps on growing his rhythm, fucking me so fast I don’t even know how he’s doing it. 

“Blake…This is…So good…” I pant, his name leaving a sweet taste on my tongue as I say it. 

Gritting my teeth, I try and match his rhythm, thrusting my ass back at him. The sound of flesh on flesh grows even louder, and I can feel my mind dangling over the edge of pleasure’s cliff. It won’t take long, that’s for sure. 

Feeling me close, he takes one hand around my waist and presses two fingers over my clit. That’s it –he doesn’t even start rubbing it. He just presses down on it, and it’s as if a bomb has gone off inside my skull. 

My arms grow so weak that I take my hands off of the wall and just support myself with my forearms, my pussy tightening so hard around Blake’s shaft. The fact that he still keeps on thrusting is a small miracle. 

My muscles are twitching, and I’m trembling so hard that my teeth are chattering. Blake starts taking his cock out of me then, and I moan as I feel his long inches making their way out. It pops out of me with a wet sound, and I turn on my heels right away, pressing my back against the wall and looking into his eyes. 

“We’re not done,” he says, closing the distance between us in a heartbeat. Placing his hands under my ass cheeks, he lifts me up and pulls me into him. I react by instinct, crossing my legs on his lower back and placing my arms over his shoulder. 

“Then fuck me,” I tell him, “as hard as you can.” I don’t need to say more. Grabbing his cock with one hand, he angles it down and presses its tip against my wet pussy. One thrust and he’s in me again, his cock stretching me so wide I doubt my body will ever be the same. 

And what the hell, if that happens. It’ll be completely worth it. This is the experience of a lifetime. 

He fucks me hard and merciless, obliterating my rational mind with each thrust of his. I’m clawing at his back, feeling his rugged hard muscles under his shirt. I close my eyes, imagining how he must look naked. I wish I had ripped his shirt out before we started fucking, but oh well.

I hiss through my gritted teeth as he keeps on thrusting, my pussy gripping his shaft viciously. I already feel on the verge of coming again, and that means I’m about come for the –oh, I’ve lost count already! This is the first time something like this is happening to me. 

“I’m about to –” I start, but the words die in my throat as he thrusts harder than before, burying his cock so deep inside my pussy that I’m actually surprised I’m still conscious. My muscles start spasming as if I’m having a seizure, my eyes rolling in their orbits. I’ve lost all control of my body and if he wasn’t holding me I’d just fall to the floor like a ragdoll. 

“Come, come for me,” I tell him, resting my head on his shoulder. 

Maybe it’s because I told him to, or maybe it was already going to happen anyway, but the moment my words reach him his cock pulses almost too violently inside my pussy. I moan as that happens, ripples of pleasure spreading from my loins to the rest of my body, and then he starts coming with a groan.

“Fuck,” he hisses, his cum gushing a river of warm cum inside of me. I press my mouth against his shoulder, a shiver going up my spine each time his cock pulses and shoots his seed inside of me. He keeps on coming for what seems like forever, his cum dripping out of my pussy and making its way down my thighs and legs. 

Groaning again, he takes his cock out of me slowly and then puts me down. I lean back against the wall once more, taking a deep breath as I feel strands of cum sliding down my legs. 

I slide down to the floor, sitting down on it while I try to catch my breath. My lungs feel as if they’re on fire, and my heart is beating so fast I wouldn’t be surprised if it rips a hole through my chest and simply jump out. 

I hear Blake sitting down next to me, and without knowing what I’m doing I reach for his hand. I softly place my fingers on top of his, and simply hold his hand. 

When I open my eyes, he’s looking straight at me. There’s something about his gaze that I can’t really describe, and so I just smile at him while squeezing his hand in mine.

“I was right,” he whispers, his eyes never leaving mine. “You’re different.”

“Different? How?”

“I exactly don’t know yet…I’m just sure of it,” he tells me, smiling warmly back at me, and his words make me feel…I don’t even know. God, why am I suddenly at a loss for words? Why do I even call myself a writer?

That’s beside the point anyway. 

Thing is, all this should be nothing but a fun romp…but I’m finding that there’s more to all this than just ‘fun’.

 

 




Blake

There’s a buzzing…or maybe it’s a low hum. Either way it’s pulsing through my body and I’m wide awake at 4 a.m. 

What I feel is nearly impossible to describe, except to say it’s the complete absence of the dullness that’s filled me for months. Call it boredom, call it a lack of inspiration. Whatever name you give it, the gigantic red stop sign that's been sitting in front of my face, the one with the words, “The struggle is real”, is finally gone. Can I get an amen?

Yeah, yeah, I know, what am I whining about? From the outside looking in, my life is one long conga line of fabulous. I’ve got a dope apartment, serious cash, women whenever I want them, and my career is…well…who wouldn’t want it.?  Everyone thinks I’m living the dream. 

Well, fuck ‘em, because until right this minute, something was definitely missing –  and now, for some inexplicable reason, I feel energized. 

Maybe it’s her. 

Next to me, Katherine stirs and the sheet slips just enough so that I can see the sensual curve of her hip and her long legs.  Her bare back is exposed and my fingers recall the softness of her skin. I lie on my side propping my head up with my hand, and stare at her. I can’t help it. 

I’m not used to women spending the night, but Katherine is… different. Beautiful. Sexy. Alluring. She's all those things…and something else. I just can’t give it a name yet. 

But I’m not making a move, which is unusual for me. There’s something going on here. 

Between the buzz I feel, and naked Katherine a few inches away, I’m actually torn about what to do. Unmoving, I watch as her chest rises and falls with each breath, and in my mind’s eye I imagine her against the warm golden tones of an evening sunset as I sketch the outlines of her body on a canvas.  

It’s clear, I’m bewitched and I chuckle to myself thinking she’s somehow put a spell on me. There’s no other way to explain the gravitational pull I feel for her, because women don’t usually affect me like this. It’s always been the other way around. But this one… 

I chastise myself. Okay, don’t get stupid. The only powers she has she used last night. They may have felt supernatural, but it was just flesh on flesh. Don’t put too much into this. 

I raise my hand to touch her luscious skin but stop short. I can’t believe I’m restraining myself from reaching over and taking her because this is not how I play this game. 

I want her, but at the same time there’s an equally powerful sensation tugging me away. It’s that feeling I’ve been trying to grasp since I woke up.

With each deep breath I take, I’m working on settling this restlessness that has me by the neck. A few minutes pass and it all finally coalesces. I know what this unsettling feeling is and I need to handle it right now. 

With only a momentary feeling of regret, I quietly leave the bed, because my desire to paint is back with an indescribable urgency. My pulse is racing and my hands are itching to feel the brush as it strokes the canvas.

Dressing quietly, I scribble a note, 

K – Had a great time. Call you later. B 

I stop for a minute knowing it's too cursory. What I really want to tell her is that she seems to have opened me up in some way, because inspiration has been hard to come by and suddenly I’m full of it. 

But I don’t bother with a re-write. I place the note on the pillow beside her so she doesn’t wake up confused to find me gone. 

I head to the studio. I know I will be there for a while. I get so consumed by my art when I am inspired, that time passes indefinitely for me. 

Taking a last glance at the direction of the bedroom, I tell myself I really will call her. Feeling assured by that thought, I close the door of the studio behind me.

 

Once inside, I don’t have to stop and think, because I’m possessed with ideas. It’s the only way I can describe what’s happening to me. Grabbing the biggest canvas, I drag it to the center of the room where the morning light is brightest. There are dozens of images floating through my mind, but they're all images of her. Of Katherine. 

With the canvas in front of me, I take only a moment before I make the first bold stroke. There’s no confusion about what this piece will be. She’s in my head with each brush stroke, as if I’m painting a sensual symphony of colors.

I feel like I'm on fire and that hasn’t happened in too long. Much too long. 

Katherine is my inspiration now, and I’m not going to question it. She’s my muse and I must have her sit for me. I don’t know how, but I’m not gonna work myself into a state about right now.

I’m here in my studio and it’s where I need to be. 

I’ll call her. Later.

 




Katherine

“What time is it?” 

I whisper these words in the darkness of the room I’m in, stretching my arms as I say it. I feel the soft fabric of the sheets brushing against my naked body, and I realize that these aren’t my sheets.

Nor is this my bed. And why the hell am I naked?

It all comes to me then. 

Blake.

Moving quickly, but carefully so as not to wake him up, I roll to the side and blink twice, trying to get my eyes adjusted to the darkness of the room. I half-expect to see the outline of his naked body, but all I find is emptiness. 

For half-a-second I think he must have bolted on me, but that doesn’t make any sense – I’m in his apartment, after all. 

Kicking the sheets back, I swing my legs off the bed and run one hand through my tangled hair. Thank God Blake isn’t around – I wouldn’t like him to see me with puffy eyes, morning breath, and messy hair. Still, he probably saw me drooling on my pillow right before he left, so there’s that.

I stay there for a while, just sitting on the edge of the bed as I remember what happened last night. I came in here decided to just have dinner with Blake, and then…I just succumbed to him.

I have no idea how that happened. I just know it did, and that it was the most wonderful thing that ever happened to me. Sure, I’m no virgin, but with Blake…it felt as if I had never been with a man before. He knows my body better than I do, and he predicts exactly what I want (or need) him to do. 

It’s surreal. 

No wonder he has a legion of women throwing themselves at his feet. Handsome, charming, wealthy, and an artist between the sheets (or up against the wall, for that matter)? Yeah, he sure earned his reputation.

Okay, this was fun, sure. But it was nothing more than a fling, I need to remind myself of that. I know my writer’s mind enjoys weaving little love stories out of everything, but I need to stop myself before it’s too late. Blake isn’t the kind of a guy that loves a woman – for more than a few hours at least. 

Casual. I’ll keep things casual.

“Right, casual,” I whisper to myself as I get up from the bed. I move toward the wall and hit the light switch, squinting as the bright light floods the room. 

I see my clothes neatly folded at the foot of the bed, and I can’t remember if I folded them myself or if Blake did it. It was probably me, as I can’t imagine him taking care of that. 

God, I was so exhausted from last night that I barely remember anything. I kinda remember him picking me up from the floor and carrying me to the bedroom, but it’s all a blur. The moment I felt the soft mattress under my back, I was out.

I’m reaching for my clothes when I notice a folded piece of paper on top of Blake’s pillow. Climbing on top of the bed, I reach for it and open it.

K – Had a great time. Call you later. B, the note reads.

Well, at least he left a note. Still…his words seem so cold and distant. And the call you later part…I want to believe he’ll really call me, but deep down I know that men like Blake don’t do the phone call thing. 

I’ll probably never hear from him again.

Jesus, why does that make me sad?

I get dressed in a hurry, and then I grab my purse and tiptoe my way out of the bedroom. I know Blake isn’t around, but I can’t help being as silent as possible. 

The moment I’m out on the street, I hail a cab and make my way home. Right now, I need a shower more than anything. I need to clear my head – and try to stop thoughts of Blake from taking over my mind. Easier said than done, of course.

The moment I step one foot inside my apartment, I feel my phone ringing inside my purse. I reach for it in a hurry, almost expecting to see Blake’s name plastered on the screen, but Robin’s the one calling me. Of course – she must be dying to hear about last night. 

She knows something happened. If it hadn’t happened, I’d just have called her after dinner.

“Tell me everything,” she chirps happily as soon as I pick up the phone. “Every single detail.”

“C’mon, Robin,” I sigh, throwing my purse on the small coffee table I have in the middle of the living room and sinking down onto my couch. “There’s nothing to–”

“Uh-uh. No way. Don’t you lie to me, girl,” she laughs. “My spider-sense is tingling, and you know what that means. I can hear the I-just-got-laid tone on your voice. And by the sound of it, it must be gooood.”

“Okay, okay,” I sigh, and then I just end up laughing. “Yeah, it was good.”

“Oh my God! I knew it!” 

“Of course you knew it. It’s not like I can keep anything from you,” I sigh, propping my feet up on the coffee table and throwing my head back against the headrest. I close my eyes for a second and just enjoy the silence, waiting for Robin to start speaking again.

“What now? You’re going to see him again, right?” 

“Robin, I…I don’t know. You know how guys like Blake are,” I tell her, and I feel my heart tightening up inside my chest. “To be honest, I doubt he’ll ever call me again. He had what he wanted, and now he’ll just disappear into thin air.”

“You’re wrong,” she says matter-of-factly, almost as if she knows something I don’t. “I noticed the way he looks at you.”

“I don’t think that –”

“You think too much, and that has always been your problem, Kat. Trust me, he’ll call you again.”

I sigh heavily, not replying as I ponder on her words. My brain tells me that no, I won’t hear from Blake again, but my heart insists on believing what Robin’s telling me.

But it was just a fling, right?

 




Katherine

My fingers fly across the keyboard. Words pour out of me. There is no doubt about it; inspiration is flowing through me like a raging river. At this rate my next novel will be finished within the month. 

I pause to take a sip of my coffee. I savor the taste of the strong dark liquid. To say I’m a coffee addict is an understatement. I love a good cup of coffee. 

As I sip the delicious hot drink I re-read the last paragraph. 

“Emily watches the artist at work. The way he holds his paintbrush, his brow furrowed, his eyes totally focused on his canvas. His right hand moves deftly across the white space, filling it with life. Like pure poetry in motion.”

My lips curl into a smile. I know where the inspiration has come from. There is no point denying the obvious. Perhaps it had not been such a bad idea giving into my animal instincts and having wild passionate sex with bad boy Blake. 

I lean back in my chair and close my eyes. Images of our hot sweaty bodies flash through my mind. I am reminding myself not to get too attached, when I am annoyed byt a sudden knock on the door. 

I wasn’t expecting anyone, and my heart performs little somersaults as I wonder if it’s Blake knocking. A longing creeps through me and I try not to sprint. I don’t want to appear desperate. 

With my most nonchalant look, I open the door. I have my left hand on my hip and smile brightly. I hope there’s not a hint of lust in my eyes. 

The second my eyes register who is standing in front of me, I deflate like a balloon. I am about to slam the door, but Dale puts his foot in the way. 

“We need to talk.”

I huff. Talk? What a dick. “Piss off.” I snarl and fold both arms. Someone once told me to ward off negative energy other people give off, you should fold your arms in front of your body. It’s worth a shot. 

“Kath, please. Babe.”

I hate the way he shortens my name. And he has the nerve to call me babe. Argh. How dare he? 

“What do you want Dale?” I realize I won’t get rid of him unless I talk to him. Un-friending him from social media sites and erasing his number was obviously not enough. 

He follows me into my apartment. 

“Writing again?”

I want to tell him it’s none of his fucking business, but I don’t. Instead, I shrug because I really shouldn’t be so angry, and in fact, I should be thankful. If it had not been for Dale screwing someone else I would never have met Blake, nor would I have had the best sex ever. 

At the thought of sex with Blake, a wave of desire washes over me. 

“Babe, look,” Dale takes two or three steps toward me. He puts his left hand on my shoulder. With his right hand he strokes my cheek. 

His scent of cheap aftershave is almost overpowering. Had I really wanted to spend the rest of my life with him? I must have been deluded. 

I cringe at the touch and push his hand away. It simply does not compare to the way Blake touched me. My mind threatens to go off on a frolic of its own. I force myself to focus. 

“Get to the point Dale. I’m busy.” 

Dale’s expression changes to the hurt puppy look. 

“Babe I just want us to give it another go.” Again his hand reaches for me. 

This time he pulls me close and before I really know what is happening his lips are on top of mine. I feel his tongue forcing its way into my mouth. He holds me tight with both of his hands now. 

I can’t escape the forcefulness of his kiss. He pushes me against the wall of my apartment. My breathing increases. I feel his right hand reach for my breast, squeeze it and then move downward. In no time his hand is under my skirt, pushing my slip aside. 

A noise escapes my lips. Dale now presses hard into me and there is no mistaking what he wants. I can feel his erection. 

With one hand between my legs, Dale uses his other one to reach for my breast. 

This is my moment. I use all my will power to push Dale away. He stumbles. 

With lightening speed I put distance between the two of us. I reach for the closest object, a pair of scissors. 

“Don’t do that again,” I hiss and pull my skirt down. 

I’m surprised at my own reaction. I felt nothing but disgust when Dale groped me. To think a few weeks ago I was dreaming of having children with this man. 

“Bitch.” Dale is breathing hard.

“I think you should leave.”

Dale glares. He does not move. 

“You know why I had to have all those affairs?” I feel his spit land on my cheek. 

Pain shoots through me. Had he just admitted to multiple affairs? How stupid and naïve I had been. I had thought the peroxide bimbo had been the only one. 

“I don’t care.” And I really don’t. He cheated on me. Would knowing why really make any it better? I don’t think so. “I had all those other women because you’re frigid. You don’t know how to have great sex.”

Now tears do well up and I clench my fists. Arrogant prick. 

“I pity the next man you date.”

It takes all my effort not to scream at Dale’s face what a loser he is, and throw the closest thing within my reach, the only one of any real value in my apartment, my great grandmother’s porcelain vase. 

“Well, for your information I think you were the problem. You don’t know how to satisfy a woman. I pity the women who have sex with you.” I pause. “You probably pay them so they have no choice but to oblige and suffer through your grunting and pathetic attempt at getting a woman to have an orgasm.”

Without another word I walk to the front door, scissors still in hand. 

“I think you better go and never come back,” I tell Dale, and then open the door for him to leave.

When I open it I cannot believe my eyes. I know the man standing there about to knock. I wasn’t expecting him.

Pushing Blake out of the way Dale storms past me. His parting words of ‘you won’t last long’ stay with me.

 

Blake

What the…?

Am I hearing right? Is there an asshole inside Katherine’s apartment right now? It sure seems so. 

I can’t say I was expecting that. I drove all the way here to show her the sketch I did of her, and now there’s some random jackass to deal with it. 

Ah, fuck it.

Raising my fist, I’m about to rap my knuckles against her door when it suddenly swings open. My eyes meet Katherine’s right away, and I can’t help but enjoy the surprise on her face. She wasn’t expecting to see me here. 

“You won’t last long,” the guy standing next to her mutters, stepping out the door and pushing me out of the way. I take one step back to let him through, but something in his tone of voice strikes a chord inside me. 

Before he can leave, I reach for him and grab him by the scruff of his shirt. 

“Play nice, asshole,” I tell him, turning on my heels to meet his gaze. 

Judging by the way his eyes widen as I grab him, I’d say he wasn’t expecting me to do that. No, he wasn’t. This is the kind of guy who’s used to having everything he wants at a drop of a hat. 

“I know you,” he says, looking at me with a disgusted expression on his face. “Blake,” he continues, my name leaving his mouth like a curse. 

“Well, I know you too,” I find myself saying, suddenly recognizing his smug face. This guy is the owner of some bullshit gallery where I once held an exposition. I remember the arrogant prick and the way he looked at my paintings. 

“So you’re the one fucking her, aren’t you?” he asks me, his eyes never leaving mine. 

I react without thinking. I close the distance between us, grab him by the collar of his shirt, and push him back against the wall. 

“Listen here, you fuckin’ asshole,” I growl, trying to resist the urge to introduce him to my fist. “I don’t give two shits about you, got that? But you’ll respect her,” I continue, slightly nodding toward Katherine. 

She’s standing by the doorway, looking at us both with an expression that tells me she has no idea on what to say or do.

“You can’t—”

I don’t even let him finish his sentence. I tighten my grip on his shirt and lean toward him. 

“I know how little shits like you enjoy treating women,” I tell him, making sure I take my time with each and every word. “But you’ve heard the lady—leave and never come back.”

He stops for a moment, almost as if he’s trying to process the meaning behind my words, and then he finally lowers his gaze. 

Submission.

I finally let go of his shirt and take a step back, although my gaze never leaves him. I don’t know why, but coming here and finding a man (and one like this fuckin’ asshole) inside Katherine’s apartment has my blood boiling. Besides, it doesn’t help that I overheard most of their argument. 

“Well, I guess you finally got your knight in shining armor, haven’t you?” he says, looking over my shoulder at Katherine, his beady eyes glinting with malice. “Just so you know, you’re probably just the flavor of the month for this guy. If you think I’m bad, you’re in for a surprise with him.”

That does it for me.

I can hear Katherine saying something, but I can’t even register her words. Flavor of the month? Who does this asshole think he is? 

Taking one step toward him, I ball my right hand into a fist. I cock my arm back, and everything around me starts moving slowly. I can see it happening before it happens—my fingers meeting his nose and that asshole tumbling back as he clutches his bloody nose. 

That’ll probably cost me, since he’s well connected in the gallery business. But fuck it. 

“No!” I hear Katherine say, and I feel her delicate hands grabbing me by the arm. I stop the moment I hear her voice, my fist just a fraction of a second from breaking Dale’s nose. 

“Saved by the bell,” I whisper at him, and this time there’s no smart comeback. His beady eyes can’t hide the fear he’s feeling (and he should be afraid of me), and so he just turns on his heels and disappears from sight as fast as he possibly can without running.

“Are you okay?” I ask Katherine the moment Dale leaves, turning around to meet her. My eyes meet her velvety lips at once, and my heart picks up the pace faster than I can take in her beauty. Fuck, I just want to grab her by the waist, pin her against the wall, and kiss her. 

“I am now,” she breathes out softly, and that makes me relax. “What are you doing here, Blake?”

“I came to give you something,” I reply, suddenly realizing that I’m not sure about what I’m doing. 

I never chased someone like this. And I’m not just talking about the fact that I want Katherine; I’m saying that I never went after anyone because my art demanded it.

But that has changed. 

Because everything in me calls for her. I need to kiss her, to hold her close against me…

And, more than that, I need to paint her.

 




Katherine

I step to the side, allowing Blake in. I close the door behind us. 

Just moments ago, it was Dale in here, and now it’s just Blake and I. Honestly, I have no idea what kind of game the universe is playing with me, but I really can’t complain about this turn of events. 

“I wasn’t expecting you,” I tell him, trying to think of what he could possibly want to give me. Maybe I forgot something back at his apartment? But no, that can’t be it; I’ve brought everything with me.

“I just had to come.” He shrugs, smiling at me. I have to look away from him as he does it—the way his lips slightly curl into that damned smile, awakening the sleeping butterflies inside my stomach. 

Robin was right—Blake isn’t going to disappear. I can’t believe I actually thought he wouldn’t call me again. Well, he didn’t call, to be honest…he just showed up at my doorstep, ready to save the day.

“And here you are,” I whisper, not really sure on what I should say. God, why do I always feel like an idiot who doesn’t know my way around words whenever I’m this close to Blake? “Listen…I’m sorry for Dale.”

“You don’t have to apologize for that asshole,” Blake tells me casually, tucking one hand inside his pocket. “He’s just lucky you stopped me before I taught him some manners.”

Now I’ve always hated violence. I can’t stand the sight of blood, and I hate when men act like peacocks and stick their chests out, ready to butt heads. But this…this was different. 

Blake didn’t want to impress him (at least I don’t think so). He just wanted to protect me.

What a weird thought.

I saw Blake as nothing more than an arrogant rich playboy. And now here he is, showing me that sometimes first impressions don’t really matter. 

“You didn’t have to do that,” I tell him meekly, but he just flashes me that heart-melting smile again, and I feel sweet thorns of despair wrapping themselves around my heart. What the hell’s happening to me?

“I had to. And Dale should be the one apologizing to you,” he replies.

I stand there in silence, shifting my weight from one foot to the other while I think of something smart to say. Of course, words fail me again.

“What the hell are you doing with someone like him?” Blake continues. I run my tongue over my bottom lip, feeling it dry, and then I finally look into his eyes. “The guy’s a complete jerk.”

“I know,” I manage to say, suddenly feeling embarrassed. Blake’s right (just as Robin was right about my relationship). What the hell was I doing with a guy like Dale? 

I can’t believe how stupid I was. I wanted to marry, have kids, and buy a house. I wanted to go the distance with Dale, a man I now despise more than anyone. 

Sometimes you get too comfortable in a long-term relationship. Too comfortable.

“I don’t know how it happened, but I dated Dale for a long time,” I continue, allowing the words to pour out of me. “I always had this notion of building a family and having a man by my side… You know, stupid girl dreams.”

“These don’t sound like stupid dreams,” he says gently, and I feel warm blood rushing to my cheeks. 

“Maybe. But I guess I wanted that so much that I didn’t even realize the man I was with. I only realized it when…when…” I have to take a deep breath to steady myself, but then I finally manage to push the words out. 

Even though I don’t care for Dale, it still pains to realize I’ve been backstabbed like that. “He cheated on me. And I caught him right in the act,” I continue.

“Jesus,” Blake whispers. “I’m sorry.”

At that, he reaches for me and tucks a stray lock of hair over my ear. I feel my skin prickling at his touch, and my heart starts beating faster and faster. 

“Any guy that’d cheat on you is a complete fool,” he continues, looking straight into my eyes. “A complete fool,” he repeats, his words soft and warm. 

My eyes slowly go to his lips, and I find myself needing to feel his mouth on mine. It’s more than physical, though. The pull I feel toward him goes beyond having our lips locked together or our naked bodies pressed against each other. 

More than just my body, my heart and soul need to experience Blake.

Oh, I can’t fall for him.

I know that men like Blake aren’t designed for romance. They just can’t do it. I can’t allow this to become more than just a fling, and I can’t allow myself down this slippery slope. 

“I’m happy you’re here,” I find myself saying, my eyes still on his lips. Oh god, why am I saying this? It’s almost as if I’m not in control of my actions and that I’ve thrown all rationality out of the window.

“I’m happy I’m here too,” he whispers, brushing his long fingers against my cheeks. Smiling gently, he leans into me, and my eyelids slowly start to droop. 

I breath in his perfume—it reminds me of pine trees and the wintery ocean—and I realize that there’s no way I’ll ever be able to control myself around Blake.

I part my lips slowly, and then we kiss.

 




Katherine

He stares at me for a long second, before leaning in and finally kissing me again. I open my mouth in an instant, allowing our tongues to wrestle against one another hungrily, as if we have been craving that for too long. He laces my back with his arms, pulling my body closer. 

I can’t believe I’m doing this again. I tried to convince myself that what happened between Blake and I was just a one-time thing, but I was wrong. A one-time thing? How can that be after how wonderful he was? After how wonderful it was between the two of us. 

And more than that, the way he handled Dale just now…and the things he said. There’s this air of arrogance around Blake, yes, but there’s more to him than meets the eye. Under his bad boy looks, there’s a gentle heart somewhere in there. 

And it’s that combination, his gentleness and bad boy looks, that has me hooked.

"Come with me,” I whisper at him, running my tongue between my lips.

He lets me guide him, no questions asked. Grabbing his hand, I take him across the living room and into my bedroom, pushing the door open with the tip of my foot. 

Blake leans into me, pressing his mouth against mine once again, his tongue darting hungrily inside my mouth. 

Then, I grab him by the hand and pull him to the edge of the bed. Slowly, I place my hands on his chest and give him a push, forcing him to lay down on the mattress as I climb over him.

I tilt my head, my lips begging for his. Once more, he kisses me frantically. Our lips fight and embrace each other, my shaky fingers wrestling with the buttons on his shirt, clumsily undressing him. 

I place the palms of my hands on his chest, feeling his thick ropey muscles and the cadence of his heart. I unbutton the rest of his shirt and, in a desperate motion, take it off him. 

My head nestles against his chest, my hungry lips kissing him all over. I can feel the pulse of his heart against my lips, the warmth of his skin as my kisses go down from his pectorals to his hard abs, softly descending over his belly.

Right now, there’s only one thing I’m sure of: I’m as wet as I’ve ever been and my pussy is aching with blinding desire. 

He pulls me against him by the hips, our bodies pressed against each other. He tangles his fingers in my hair, tilting my head in a way that makes our lips a perfect match, the eagerness of both our bodies impossible to deny. I suck on his tongue, my parted lips hungry for him. 

Without allowing my gaze to wander from his eyes, I take my fingers to my shoulders and slide down the straps of my top. Blake swallows in hard as the black lace bra that cup my breasts tightly comes into view. I don´t even blink. He finishes taking my top as I’m on top of him, my knees resting on the mattress.

Both my hands are on his face, our eyes locked as my thighs squeeze him. I can feel him hardening even more, my wetness pressing against his crotch. He rests his hands under my skirt, on my thighs, the warmth on my skin spreading through his fingers. 

He´s so hard right now. There´s a massive erection raging against his pants and his desire is almost palpable, so heavy I can feel it in the atmosphere around us. His eyes are darting up and down my body, going down from my neck to the valley between my breasts, quickly descending over my tight black skirt and then slowing down as they reach my legs.

I can’t help it. 

My tongue runs over my lips as my hands slide down from his shoulder blades to the hem of his pants. I move them around his waist and, finally finding his belt buckle, I open it up, then  pull it off smoothly through the loops of his jeans in a single motion. 

Anxiety making my heart beat faster, I let it fall from my fingers. I go back to his pants and undo the top button, my trembling fingers then taking care of his zipper; the moment I start pulling it down, ever so slowly, his cock pushes back against my fingers from under his boxer briefs, making my heart beat even faster. 

I trace the outline of his shaft, slowly, from top to bottom and then back up. God, I’m so wet – right now, I’m just fighting against the urge to simply lie back on the bed and make him take me. 

Turning my wrist around, I grab his cock, feeling it pulse against my curled fingers. I start moving my hand up and down, stroking him over his boxers, and I let out a gentle moan against his ear. He reacts by tangling his fingers in my hair and yanking, forcing me to throw my head back. 

“You’re so beautiful, Katherine,” he says.

“I’m just an average girl,” I try and tell him, but my words come out as a soft whisper. 

There’s something in the way he’s looking at me that makes me believe protests are futile. It doesn’t matter what I believe, his gaze tells me – he thinks I’m beautiful, and that’s the end of it.

And what I can say? I love it.

He dives straight into me again, taking his mouth to my cleavage and kissing the naked patch of skin there. At the same time, he allows his hands to roam up the side of my body, and then he takes them to my back. There, he finds the clasp of my bra and he frees it with a quick flick of his fingers. 

My lace cups fall away from my breasts, revealing my rosy tips, and Blake reacts to the sight of my naked tits with an almost savage growl.

Grabbing at my bra, he throws it to the side and then grabs my left breast, squeezing it. Taking his mouth to it, he starts devouring my left nipple, sucking hard on it while he traces vicious circles around it with his tongue. 

I let moan after moan tumble out of my lips as he does it, the sound of my aching voice filling the room…oh, I can barely believe that this is happening.

Moving quickly, he takes his parted lips to my other nipple. He wraps his lips around my rosy tip, sucking it inside his mouth, and then pressing down with his tongue. I let go of his cock as pleasure flutters inside of me. His hand then goes straight to the hemline of my skirt, and he slides his fingers underneath it. Slowly, he brushes his fingertips against my inner thighs and I hold my breath as he does it, becoming even wetter than before. I don’t know even know how that’s possible.

“I can’t get enough of you,” he whispers against my ear while, at the same time, he cups my wet pussy with the palm of his hand, applying just the right amount of pressure. I arch my back and moan slightly as he starts pressing harder on my pussy, eager for more.

Almost as if he could read my mind, he then grabs my thong and pushes it to the side. 

Now with my pussy free for the taking, he slides his index finger over its length, drawing another lengthy moan from between my lips. He stops on my clit, his fingertip hovering over it, and then he traces his way back down.

Slowly parting my inner lips, he then slides his index finger inside my pussy, taking his time with it. He takes it all the way in, curling it upward and pressing his fingertip against my G-spot. The moment I feel his touch there, I close my eyes and feel my eyes roll in their orbits. 

My God, how the hell does he know my body even better than I do? It’s almost as if he can read my mind, and knows exactly what I need and when I need it. 

He keeps his finger there for a long time, just teasing me and building up the tension between us, and then he starts flicking his wrist. As he does it, he slides one more finger inside of me, stretching me wide as if he’s trying to prepare me for something…larger. 

Fingering me harder, he drives me to the edge of oblivion, pulling at my strings as if I am  his puppet. Bucking my hips against his hand, I start rocking my body back and forth, feeling that electric fire taking over me.

“Oh God, oh God, oh –” I trail off as I feel my pussy tightening around his fingers, my inner walls squeezing him tight. I grit my teeth and moan through them as I feel a sudden orgasm shoot up my spine, taking over my mind like a shower of fireworks.

Christ, Blake has only used his fingers, and it was better than anything I’ve ever had with Dale. How is it possible for him to be this good?

“My turn,” I find myself saying, a wicked grin on my lips. 

Before I can think of what I’m doing, I pull off his boxers, position myself between his legs, reach for his cock and grab it harshly. I need his cock, and I need it now. Looking into his eyes one last time, I lean into him as I angle its tip, pointing it straight at my mouth. 

I part my lips and wrap them around his cock, slowly lowering myself and allowing his shaft to slide over my tongue.

He groans, gently placing his hands on the top of my head and pushing me down. I let him do it willingly, and I only stop when my lips are at the base of his cock, its tip pressed tight against the back of my throat. I hold that position for a few seconds, using my tongue to press on his shaft, and only then do I allow him to slide out.  

I then start to suck his tip gently. I open my mouth slowly and soon enough, his cock is rolling over my full lips. I press my tongue against his cock and pull my head back, allowing his whole length to slide back out once again. 

I lick it then, my hand starting to stroke him as I wrap my lips over his pulsing erection again. 

I’m teasing him, and loving every second of it. 

My lips move slowly over his tip, my tongue lapping at it and making him completely insane with lust. I smack my lips as I pull out again, the sound of it making him throb against my curled fingers. 

He can´t take it anymore and grabs a handful of my hair, and then starts to push my mouth down his cock, the anxiety of flaming desire lashing it out all over his body. I suck and lick him as my hand keeps busy stroking him, his thick cock completely ravaging my mouth. 

As I look up at him, his cock going in and out at full speed, he takes a deep breath in order to stop himself from coming. After a few seconds, he starts thrusting his hips at me again. 

I keep still as he ravages my mouth, half-expecting him to simply let go and come inside my mouth, but that’s not what he does. Instead, he pulls his cock out of my mouth, and pulls me up to my feet. 

Moving fast, he slides his hands down the side of my body and hooks his thumbs on my skirt; two hards tugs and the whole thing goes flying down my legs. I wiggle my hips from side to side, helping it on the way down, and that’s when he throws me on top of the bed.

He follows after me fast, moving like a caged wild animal that has just been released, and I almost expect him to go straight for the kill.

“Fuck me, Blake,” I find myself saying. 

I can’t believe that I’m saying it like that. Did I ever ask Dale to fuck me? Did I ever feel the need to tell him with those two words how much I wanted him? No, and that’s because I never really wanted him to fuck him.

But now it’s different.

“Someone’s impatient,” he teases me, taking his hand straight to my pussy. I arch my back as I feel the pressure of his hand in there once more. He then starts pressing hard, rubbing my pussy over my thong, flicking his wrist at a steady rhythm as he keeps his eyes trained on me.

“Say it…one more time,” he asks me, his voice heavy and brimming with pent-up desire. 

“I want you to fuck me,” I whisper back at him, the devilish tone in my voice making his eyes shine.

Gritting his teeth, he cups my wet pussy with the palm of his hand, his thumb falling over my clit and he starts rubbing on it. At the same time, he parts my drenched folds with his fingers and then, swiftly, he slides is index finger all the way in, curling it upward like a hook, sending it straight to my g-spot once more. 

The moment he hits that spot inside of me, I let out a moan so sudden and loud that I swear he can feel the hair on the back of my neck standing up.

Flicking his wrist at a steady pace, he lets a smile creep on his lips as he looks at me. 

I have my head thrown back against the mattress, my hair already slightly disheveled and my eyes closed. As for my lips, they´re slightly parted, just enough for me to breathe out heavily and let Blake know all about the pleasure he´s inflicting on my body. 

He continues, pressing hard on my G-spot as he rubs my clit fiercely, and then I let out a scream as I come. 

I breathe out fast, the tension in my body slowly crumbling as slight spasms take over my muscles, and a shiver goes up my spine as I realize I’m doing this. 

Did he just make me come twice with nothing but his fingers? That’s a feat Dale couldn’t do even with his cock!

“Ready for the main course?” He asks me as he slides the fingers out of my pussy, my creamy juices coating them.

He then cups my ass, finally feeling it wholly in his hands. He pushes and pulls at the flesh, the sweet valley between my ass cheeks almost making his skin prickle in excitement. He pulls at my thong viciously and rips it apart, the fabric tearing easily in his strong hands. 

“More than ready,” I tell him, seductively narrowing my eyes as he reaches for my hand and grabs it. With that, he pulls me on top of him. 

Before I can even react, he grabs his cock and starts brushing it against my soaked pussy. He rubs its tip up and down the length of my pussy and then feeds one inch of it into me. I let out one wild scream, and I’m only reacting to his thickness.

“I’m right here,” he whispers, taking me as if he were doing it for the first time. His shaft strains against my insides, pushing my inner walls back and, slowly, he starts sliding his whole length inside of me, only stopping when all of it is buried deep. 

“Oh, God,” I moan, my insides burning so fiercely that it feels my whole body is made out of flames. I can’t even open my eyes, and breathing feels like a chore. 

When he starts to thrust…oh, when he starts to thrust, that fire grows. Each stroke of his cock makes me feel as if there’s electricity running through my veins instead of blood. 

When my mind finally starts working again, I start swaying my hips, trying to match his rhythm. It doesn’t take long for him to stop thrusting and allow me to take the lead. And that’s exactly what I do; with both arms thrown over his shoulders, I ride him as if my life depends on it. 

I go as fast as I can, and beads of sweat are already forming on my forehead, a stray lock of hair plastered to my skin. 

That fire inside of me spreads from between my thighs to every extremity in my body, consuming everything in its wake. It feels like a sharp needle is stabbing every single one of my nerve endings. I never felt something like this. There’s something to be said about his prowess, that’s for sure. 

“Tired already?” he asks me, tucking that stray lock of hair over my ear. I make the effort to open up my eyes and, with a sly grin, I just roll to the side and lay down on the bed, spreading my legs wide.

I tease him, sliding one hand down from between my tits and moving it straight to my clit. Using only two fingers, I start rubbing it as I bite on my lower lip, inviting him in. 

He lies on top of my body and, grabbing his cock with one hand, he guides it home once more. This time he doesn’t tease me; no, he goes straight for the kill, sheathing his cock in me up to the hilt. 

I gasp as he does it, crossing my legs behind his lower back and my arms around his neck. My fingers are digging into his shoulder blades, but he doesn’t even seem to notice. He’s inside of me in one sudden thrust, one hand holding my head while the other one runs through my hair. 

Slowly he starts kissing my right ear, breathing heavily into my hair, gently moving his cock in and out of me, as I rest my hands on his back. I let my fingers lay there as I feel his muscles moving, every inch of Blake’s body focused with a sole intent in mind: pleasure. 

He keeps on thrusting at that gentle pace until time seems to melt away around us. 

This moment is perfection itself.

He keeps on going until I’m more than ready to explode. That sweet pressure has grown inside of me once more, making every single muscle in my body tense up. 

My blood’s boiling, and every single thought inside my head feels like a bomb going off. I can’t see, breathe, or think. I’m nothing but pleasure made flesh, and it feels absolutely perfect. 

“OH GOD!” I scream at the top of my lungs, feeling as if my soul has just checked out. And he wasn’t even going hard at it; he was being gentle and kind, taking his time as ecstasy consumed. 

“There’s more,” I hear him say, but his voice seems to come to me from the other side of the universe. He pulls his cock out of my pussy and climbs off of me. Lying on his side, he places one hand on my waist. 

Making me roll to the side, my back turned to him, he presses his body against mine and guides his cock between my thighs. He’s inside me just like that, almost as if his cock never left my pussy, and his thrusts resume that soft rhythm. 

He takes his hand to my neck, his fingers curling around it, and holds me steady. His movements become faster as he starts to fuck me savagely. With both hands I grab his wrist as if to steady myself, moving my hips back and forth, unable to wait for his strokes. 

He goes at it hard, his shaft going in and out, glistening with my juices. I arch my back against the mattress and let out a high pitched scream, my whole body shaking and trembling as if a high voltage current is running through me. And, still, Blake keeps on pounding me, the burning desire inside him forbidding him to stop. 

“Don’t…don’t stop!” I beg of him, and that’s exactly what he does: he doesn’t stop. Instead, he redoubles his efforts, fucking me with such intensity that I can’t even seem to remember who or where I am. All I know is that my body is being consumed by the holy fire of pleasure, and I’m loving every single minute of it.

“Fuck!” I moan, another orgasm blanketing both my soul and body at the same time. I don’t even know how many times I’ve came already. 

This is pure madness…and it’s exactly the kind of madness I needed in my life. I can’t believe I’ve lived all my life without experiencing this kind of sex. Sweet mercy, Blake has made me feel like a virgin once more.

And he isn’t done.

Changing positions, he goes behind me and, grabbing his cock with one hand, nudges the tip between my pussy lips as he rubs it up and down. He presses into me, sliding slowly inside my pussy, as I bite down hard on my lip. 

Grabbing me by the hips with his wide hands, he pulls me, easing himself into my drenched pussy. He slaps my ass hard enough to leave a red mark over the spot where his palm landed and, as if taken over by frenzy, he starts thrusting wildly inside me, his erratic and jerky movements discharging bolts of lightning and pleasure all over my body.

“Harder!” I scream, my voice sounding raspy and high pitched, its tone nothing more than wild abandonment. 

He takes note of my instructions and, in an instant, my screaming is completely out of control as his thrusts grow stronger and vicious, his thighs hitting my ass cheeks over and over again, the sound of flesh on flesh making him keep that vicious tempo. I just want to let myself explode with the intensity of a raging wilfire. 

My shouts become cries of pleasure - high and low, high and low. I feel my whole body shake as the delicious clench of a hard hitting orgasm starts to grow inside me. I grab and pull at the sheets, my hands curled into fists, and rock my hips back and forth violently, his unrelenting cock sliding in and out of me. 

He goes as fast and as hard as he can until my screaming makes my throat go sore. Even so, I let out a harsh moan that makes my skin prickle, my body convulsing as an out-of-control climax is taking hold of my body. 

The sound of my moaning drives sparks of electricity down my entire body, and I feel a pleasant tightness taking hold of his body. His cock jerks deep inside me and, grabbing me by the hips, so hard that it feels like he can’t control himself, he joins me in absolute paradise.

He closes his eyes as his cock explodes inside of me, his cum filling my pussy and dripping down onto the sheets. He breathes out, long and hard, as if he’s breathing out all the tension that had accumulated in his body.

He rolls to the side, allowing his body to rest right next to mine. I’m breathing hard too, as if I’ve run a marathon – not that he is in a much better condition, mind you. 

Judging by the way he’s breathing, I’d say he ran the same marathon I did. God, my lungs are working hard, my heart working overtime, all of my muscles feeling sore from the effort.

I close my eyes for a second, just so I can catch my breath. Then I roll to the side and just look at him.

He has his eyes closed, just like I had, and there’s an expression of pure delight on his face. My eyes are drawn to the smile on his lips, and I feel my heart tightening inside my chest. 

God, what’s happening to me?

 




Blake

“What’s that look?” Katherine asks as she turns to me.

“What look?”

We've barely moved after this latest romp, and I’m slowly beginning to catch my breath. I should feel spent. But oddly, I seem to still be full of life –in more ways than one. 

“You’ve got that Cheshire cat smile,” she says. “You know, the one that says you’re just too pleased with yourself. Either that or you've won an obscene amount of money in the last thirty minutes. Which is it?”

I laugh, because she’s caught me. I am pleased with myself.  Being with her makes me feel good, but I’m not about to tell her what I’m feeling. 

Instead I look out the window and say, “Nothing. Really, it’s nothing.”

It’s easier for me to act like what just happened between us is no big deal. My typical M.O. is to have sex, lay next to the woman for exactly one minute and fifteen seconds (which I am very good at counting silently to myself), and then make my excuses and leave. 

But both times with Katherine, last night, and just now, I’m not preparing my exit remarks and surprise, surprise, I’m in no hurry to get out her apartment. I’m want to show her what I brought.

“Whatever you say,” she interrupts my thoughts, “I’m not going to hold it against you. But admit it, you were thinking of something. Was it about your next appointment…after me that is?” 

It’s obvious my lack of communication is making her have second thoughts about how utterly sexy and desirable she is, and that’s not what I intended. There’s absolutely nothing wrong with her and I need to stomp on this line of questioning quick.

“If you must know,” I say, trying to sound nonchalant, “I’m smiling because of you.”

There, I did it. Feelings out in the open, like a pair of perfectly ripped jeans on display in the main window at Saks Fifth Avenue. 

“Me?” she asks in a way that’s devoid of any pretention, and then she reaches over and gives me a soft kiss. 

“Hmm…” The woman’s got me purring, for fuck’s sakes.

I am what’s typically known as a romantic dilettante and a serial dater, but this woman has got me by the balls.

That’s why I want her to see what I’ve brought. I want her to understand what’s going on. That is if I can explain it, because I for one am baffled as shit. It’s better if I just cut to the chase.

“I’ve got something to show you,” I say, and move from the bed.

Pulling the sketch out of my shoulder bag, I hold it close as I sit back on the bed. I can tell I’ve piqued her curiosity.

“What's that?” she asks, sitting up.

“Listen, about this morning, I know I left in a hurry—”

“I’ll say you did. In fact, I was kind of surprised when I saw you at my door today. I thought your hasty exit was a way of saying, ‘see you later, bye.’

“No, that’s not it,” I say. 

Katherine looks vulnerable, and a little hurt. It’s the last thing I want because I need her to understand what’s happened to me since I met her.

“You don’t have to worry about hurting my feelings. I’m a big girl. I know what I’m getting into with you.”

“It’s really not like that...I mean…awww, hell…” 

How do I explain to her what I’m feeling when I don’t even know what I’m feeling? This is so completely new to me I’m at a loss for words, a rarity in my life. I need to move this thing along before it gets any more uncomfortable for us.

“Here,” I say, handing her the sketch.

I'm expecting a reaction from her, some form of expression, anything. A moan, a grunt, a sigh, but all I’m getting is silence. Ten seconds…twenty seconds…a minute… 

“Say something,” I finally blurt out, with a hint of exasperation in my voice.

“I’m…I…I’m not sure what to say.”

“Well, do you like it?”

“When did you draw this, when I was sleeping?” she asks. And I can’t tell if she’s annoyed or elated because neither her voice nor her face register any emotion.

“Yes but, actually, it’s from memory. See, that’s why I didn’t wait for you to wake up. I was in the studio all morning.”

Katherine purses her lips and looks out the window and I feel as if I’m losing her. I reach out for her, putting my hand on her thigh because I want to keep this connection between us. I want Katherine, I want this, I want the painting to come to life, I want all of it. So I tell her the truth. 

“You’ve sparked something inside of me that I thought was dead.” 

She raises an eyebrow and stares at me. 

“What?” I ask.

“This sketch…”

I can see she’s searching for what to say.

“…it’s so personal.”  

For a moment I don't know how to respond. 

“It's what I see,” I finally offer. "You’re a beautiful woman. And I know that's like, the oldest cliché of all time, but it's true.

“So here’s the thing,” I look into her chocolate-brown eyes and I'm momentarily lost. “I've got to have you.”

Now she laughs in earnest. “You just did, and I’m not quite ready for another go.”

Smiling, I shake my head, “No, I mean I need you to pose for me.”

Katherine gives me a concerned look. “Hello, have we not met? Let me introduce myself, I’m Katherine. I’m a writer. Not a model.”

“Look at this,” I say pointing to my sketch of her, “I did that from memory, and we both know it’s damn good. But it’s just a start.” I run my fingers through my hair. 

“How can I put this? You’re a writer, and I’m sure you’ve written dozens and dozens of outlines, but those outlines aren’t a completed manuscript. Well, this drawing isn’t a painting. It’s just an outline and I want – no…I need to bring  it to life. Please, you've got to sit for me while I paint you.”

 

Katherine

My lips mechanically move to the mug, and my brain only kicks in when the liquid touches my lips. I cringe. I hate lukewarm or cold coffee, but it’s the only thing within reach.

I feel his eyes on me. They caress my face, my lips, hover at my v-neck tight fitting blouse and keep going. It’s as if he is slowly undressing me from head to toe. 

Not now, I tell myself, but lust is creeping through me like weeds creep through the garden. How can he do this to me? 

Part of me wants to rip my own clothes off before doing the same to him. But we can’t be having sex all the time, can we? 

“You don’t like it?”

Was that worry in his voice? 

I smile. “Don’t be silly. I love it.”

Words, I’m an expert with words, and here I’m struggling to come up with the right ones. Maybe I should write to him. 

The idea is so silly I laugh. 

I catch his eyes and see he is not sure what to make of my reaction. 

I put my coffee down and walk over to him. A dangerous move, I know, but I feel like reassuring him the only way I really know how. 

When my lips move off his, his hands stay on my hips. 

“I know I’m a writer and words should come easy to me,” I hesitate. “I just don’t know what to say.”

Something moves across his face. Hurt? Anger? Disappointment? I’m not sure. 

“The way you have captured me on paper,” another hesitation as the genius in me gropes for something to say to make him feel how I feel when I look at the artwork, “No one, and I mean no one has ever looked at me like this.”

I take the picture and move away from him. It takes great effort to resist his physical charm, but I must let him know how I feel about his work before things get out of hand. 

“Look at the tiniest of a hint of a dimple in my right cheek. Only someone who had looked at me really closely would be able to reproduce it.” I continue to stare at myself on the paper. For some reason, tears well up and I quickly bite my bottom lip.

Tears are the last thing Blake will want to see.

I feel him beside me again and I glance at him. 

“I think I almost look beautiful the way you have captured me.” I pause again. “I look serene. You’re an amazing artist.”

My emotions tell me to stop talking and get on with kissing him and ripping his clothes off so my hands can get creative with his body.

His left hand reaches under my chin and lifts my head, so I have to look at him. His touch is so gentle. A wave of desire engulfs me.

As I struggle with my emotions, he leans in toward me and kisses me ever so lightly on the tip of my nose. 

“Did you see I even captured the lonely freckle on the right side of your nose?”

His hand is stopping me from turning my head. I have to take his word for it. I had not noticed it.

“And,” Blake continues, his hand still holding my chin and his index finger caressing my cheek. “You are one of the most beautiful women I have seen.”

His words, spoken with utter sincerity, release millions of butterflies in my stomach and leave my heart galloping wildly in my chest.

“I bet you say that to all the girls,” I manage to whisper and I wonder how much longer before my legs will simply give way underneath my own weight.

Blake chortles. His other hand now cups half of my face. 

“Katherine. Kath.” The way he says my name melts the last of my resistance from me. “I mean every word I just said.”

This time his lips come for my mouth. His kiss is soft.

Slowly, his tongue pushes past my lips to find mine. A groan builds deep down in my throat.

Fling. It’s a fling, I try and remind myself. 

When he pulls back, I want to protest.

“Every time I look at you, inspiration washes over me in great big waves.” He points at the picture. “This is just one of a few I’ve drawn of you,” he confesses. 

“I don’t know what to say.” It’s true; Katherine the author is suffering from some form of communication block. It’s almost funny.

“From the first time I saw you I knew I needed to draw you.” Blake continues. 

My eyes move from the painting to Blake and back again. 

Something is still stopping me from giving in. Posing nude is such a personal thing. I cannot imagine myself parading around in front of Blake without any clothes on as he is standing, fully clothed, in front of easel and canvas, paintbrush in hand.

“Since I have met you,” Blake’s words bring me back to the here and now, “I’ve felt so inspired. I’m filled with ideas. I can’t stop painting.”

I feel the heat and color rise to my cheeks.

“Katherine,” he has taken hold of my hands. “You are my inspiration; you are my muse.”

“I don’t think Dale ever said I was beautiful or pretty.” The words are out before I can stop them.

To my surprise, Blake laughs. “Dale’s an asshole and a prick who doesn’t know when he has possession of a real diamond.” Blake plants another kiss on my mouth.

“He does not deserve what he does not value. He does not deserve you.”

I’m not sure exactly what has my wall of resistance crumble, but crumble it does.

“Okay,” I say and this time I give him a little kiss on the cheek. “I will pose for you. Nude.”

Blake smiles then, his whole expression changing. 

“You won’t regret it.” He promises. 

“Make sure you make me look good.” I say only to say something. 

Now he pulls me into his arms and whispers into my ear. 

“I can’t fix perfection.”

 

Blake

Before Katherine arrived this afternoon, I put a bed into the studio and covered it with white Egyptian cotton sheets—a thousand thread count. They’re expensive and they feel damn luxurious. 

My mind’s eye has been working overtime, imagining Katherine on that bed.

My muse.

She’s finally here, and now all I need is for her to lie quietly as I take care of the rest.

“I’m ready,” Katherine says, and she comes out of the dressing room. 

She’s smiling but I can see the death grip she's got on the towel that’s covering her. Katherine’s nervous and I have no idea why; it’s not as if I haven’t already seen and touched every square inch of her.

“Just get comfortable,” I say as reassuringly as possible. 

I need her to relax, so I pour a glass of champagne and hand it to her.

“Here.”  There’s a slight tremble in her hand as she takes the glass. “Take your time, and when you’re ready, just lie on the bed.”

“Thanks.” She smiles and walks over to it. “Nice sheets.” 

“You might want experience them up close. Why not have a lie down?”

“Yeah, I’m getting there,” she says, and takes a deep breath, throwing back the champagne in one swallow.

“There.  Much better. What’s to be nervous about?” she says, smiling.

She drops the towel to the floor, and crawls onto the bed, lithe as a lioness. “You know me, I know you. Let’s do this.”

“Damn, you’re gorgeous.”

Katherine throws her head back and gives a throaty laugh. “Come on Blake, you’re making me self-conscious again.”

“All evidence to the contrary,” I say, because there’s nothing shy about her pose.

This is a woman who is meant to be naked. All the time. 

I gotta get my mind on work. I’m here to paint. Period, I say to myself. Because right now, what I see in front of me is the perfect picture.

The bed seems to be floating in the center of the room, as the late afternoon sunlight filters in from the tall windows behind her. I like that she’s backlit. It gives the scene an almost dream-like quality. 

Katherine’s back is arched, her knees are bent, and her feet are planted on the bed. She looks so damn sexy, I’m almost coming…undone. 

I take a breath and say, “That pose is one-hundred percent working for me, but I’m afraid you may not be able to hold it for as long as I need you to.”

“Oh, no?” she says licking her lips, “then how about this?” 

She turns her body towards me and puts her hand between her legs. I’m a little surprised at how uninhibited she is. Just a moment ago she seemed tense and fragile. Now she’s showing me a side of her I haven't seen before, and I’m definitely digging it. 

But I’m torn. While it’s obvious she’s signaling an all-out invitation to take her right this minute, I have work to do. 

Shit, when did I become the guy who’s too busy for sex? 

I shake my head and walk toward the container holding my brushes, “Just get comfortable,” I call out, “you’ll need to stay in the pose for a while. If there are any adjustments that need to be made, I’ll let you know.”

“I could use a little adjustment right about now,” she says in hoarse whisper.

“I heard that.”

“You were meant to,” she says laughing.

She’s playing with me, but I need to concentrate. “Katherine, there’ll be time for that later on. But I need to get something down on this canvas.” My tone has taken on a mock annoyance, but she’s not buying it.

“Well, if you want to get down…” she says leaving the sentence hanging.

“Katherine…” and this time I am a touch annoyed, “the colors are waiting.” 

When I turn to face her, my muse is perfectly posed, the light is where I want it, and my fingers have the creative itch. Since that itch has been missing of late, I intend to scratch it, regardless of the fact that a sexy, beautiful and obviously aroused woman—who I am immensely attracted to—is lying on a bed screaming to be messed up.

Yes, despite all that, I’m going to get down to business and paint. 

I make a conscious decision to concentrate on my palette, and it calms me as I begin.

“I don’t mean to be a pain in the ass,” Katherine interrupts, “but there’s something missing.” She pouts.

“The only thing that’s missing is the absence of any paint on this canvas,” I say in an effort to just get on with it.

“Nope, I’m sure there’s something missing. We need a little something-something.”

I have no clue what this something is that she’s referring to.

“Blake, you get to have all the fun, while I just lie here.” She brushes her hand across her breast. 

“I rather thought you’d enjoy lying around since you seem to do it so well,” I counter.

She gives me a ‘come hither’ look with hooded eyes and in a low voice says, “How ‘bout some music. Then I won’t be bored while you’re busy playing with your...canvas.”

And there it is again, that pout. The way those luscious lips press together sends blood from my brain to my…Damn, I need to get on with this.

“If it’s music you want, then it’s music I’ll play. What’s your pleasure?” I ask.

“Are you asking me what music I want to hear? Or are you asking me what’s my pleasure? Because those are two distinctly different questions.” 

Katherine is really working me. From every angle. But I can’t let myself be dissuaded.  I need to focus.

“How about a classic?” she asks.

“Fine, Beethoven, Brahms?” I ask.

“No, silly,” she’s now genuinely laughing at me. “I’m talking a classic, like Marvin Gaye’s ‘Sexual Healing,’ I love that song and I have no doubt it’s on your phone. So plug it in and play. Please.” 

She’s right. It is on my playlist. I set it up and it's slow suggestive beat  flows out of the speakers. 

“Satisfied?”

“Not yet,” she teases.

She’s staring at me; her naked body is glorious. She’s slowly moving her hips to the beat of the music and I’m mesmerized.

Katherine is becoming increasingly difficult to ignore. I’m not that strong. I can’t help but stop and watch.

“Hey,” she says, “I thought you needed to paint. I don’t see any strokes happening. Stop gawking and work. I don’t have all day.”

There’s no doubt, she’s working me. The entire time she’s talking she continues to slowly move those hips, making it almost impossible for me to do anything else but watch. Oh, hell, blood is definitely rushing south. 

“Katherine…” I reprimand, “You’re bad. Very bad."  Her pout turns into a lascivious smile as I put down my brushes.  

"It seems I have no choice.”

And I really don’t. I want to be inside her right this minute and these paints, well, hell, they’ll be here when we’re done.

 

Katherine

Slowly, I go up to my feet and make my way toward Blake.

He wanted me to be still, to keep my pose while his brush moved over the canvas…but how can I do that when I feel his eyes on me, taking in every curve of my body? Talk about an impossible task.

Besides, I know he wants me and I know that he can’t wait for it. I can see it in his eyes, in his grin, and I can see it in the hard shape pushing back against the fabric of his jeans. 

Maybe I shouldn’t be distracting him from his work, but what can I do? I need him, and I need him right now. There’s just something about being here in the nude, under his artist’s gaze, that sets off something inside me.

As I walk toward Blake, he closes the distance between us, placing his hands on my hips and pushing me back until my legs are against the edge of the bed. I fall on the mattress, looking expectantly as he smiles at me and climbs on top of the bed, his movements fluid and dangerous. 

“Blake,” I whisper, grabbing him by his shirt and pulling him into me. He crushes my mouth with his, his hands finding their way to my waist. I close my eyes as we kiss, our tongues wrestling against one another as he explores my naked body with nothing but his touch. 

For a painter, Blake sure as hell knows how to appreciate his subjects with only his fingertips…and, sweet mercy, could there be anything more perfect than his touch? Soft and firm at the same time, his hands roam over my body, their warmth making my mind buzz with excitement. 

“I don’t know what you’re doing to me, Blake…” I murmur, pulling away from his kiss and looking into his eyes. “I really don’t…”

With that, and needing to feel his hard muscles under my fingertips, I take both my hands to the collar of his shirt, undressing him as fast as I possibly can. I start unbuttoning his shirt, my fingers moving from button to button at a hurried pace. 

Then, I run my fingertips over the contour of his chiseled abs, and I let my fingers fall to his waistline. I untuck his open shirt and push it down his arms, sighing as I watch him move, ropes of muscle moving under his arms.

Who could say an artist would look like this? His pectorals look like they were designed to be part of the perfect human being, and his abs are six perfect squares of raw muscle separated by deep lines carved straight into his flesh. I was wet before, but now…Christ! I’ve already been with Blake more than once, but his body never fails to get this reaction out of me.

“You know I can say the same thing about you, don’t you?” He replies softly, and my gaze is drawn to his lips again. “Your smile’s perfect,” he whispers, brushing his thumb over my parted lips. 

“Your nose, your ears, your eyes,” he stops for a second, allowing his gaze to roam over my naked curves. “Your body.”

“You’re one to talk,” I reply with a shy laugh, craning my neck and pressing my mouth on his naked skin. Moving fast, he tangles his fingers on my hair and then yanks on it, forcing my my head back.

Moving fast, he presses his lips against my neck, gently nibbling at my skin. I moan slightly as I feel his mouth on my skin, and I close my eyes and simply surrender to him.

“You really don’t understand how perfect you are, Kath…” He whispers, and I smile as I notice his eyes roaming down from my breasts to my flat stomach...and then further down. 

“But I want to do more than just look, and you’re the one to blame for that,” he adds in, leaning into me. His lips find their way into mine once more, and we kiss in complete abandonment. 

I feel the naked skin of his chest against mine, and it feels so amazing it almost hurts – oh, we’re close to crossing the line that separates a fling from…something else. 

“I need you so bad,” he whispers, pulling back from me and looking into my eyes. “Every piece of you.” 

His lips go down to my neck, and then he takes them to the valley between my breasts. Using both his hands, he squeezes my breasts eagerly, my flesh molding to his fingers as he does it. 

“Why do you have to taste this good?” He asks me with a grin, leaning in and brushing his lips against my right nipple. He sucks it in, and I feel hardening against his tongue, a long moan tumbling out from my mouth as he does it. 

Replacing his mouth with his hand, he pinches my right nipple between his thumb and index finger. I arch my back and let out another moan, the pressure he’s applying on my nipple sending a message of pain straight to my brain – except, by the time it gets there, it has already turned into raw pleasure. Blake can’t be a man – he must be a God.

I can honestly say I don’t believe I’ve ever been this wet in my entire life. Thing is, I think of this every time I’m with him. 

It never gets boring, and that magic is always there. I know I shouldn’t be talking about magic, but what can I do? When I’m in his arms, I’m hopeless. 

“You can taste all of me,” I tease him, biting on my lower lip and looking into his eyes. He doesn’t reply –he just leans into me with parted lips, and wraps them around the nipple he was pinching. He sucks it inside his mouth, using his tongue to lap it, and I become so wet that I can almost feel my juices dripping down my thighs. 

Oh, I think I need to feel his mouth somewhere else…

Reading my mind, Blake takes one hand and flattens it between my thighs, his other palm pressed tight against my inner lips. Pressing and rubbing, he works my pussy until I’m lifting my hips from the mattress, swaying them from side to side as electric sparks fly from my pussy and travel up my spine. 

Finally letting go of my nipples, he starts kissing me in a downward line, going over my stomach. But, when he gets to the patch of skin where an untanned line shows, he stops. He lifts his head, looks up at me with a sly grin, and then goes to his knees on the mattress.

He brushes his lips down my naked skin, moving as slowly as he can, and he only stops when his white teeth are dangerously close to my wetness.

“Fuck, I need this,” he tells me, positioning himself between my legs and lying on his stomach. He starts by kissing my inner thighs, but this time he doesn’t fool around –he goes straight for the kill. Wrapping his lips around my clit, he nibbles at it softly, tracing the contour of my aching pussy with his index finger. 

I’m moaning now, arching my back as my body burns with anticipation. I need him to keep going, I need him to keep this up until I succumb, until I – OH GOD!

He slides his finger inside my pussy with one sudden movement, driving it straight to my G-spot. He leaves it for a few seconds, just pressing hard against that sweet spot inside me, and then slides one more finger inside my pussy. 

Still lapping at my clit with his tongue, he starts fingering me hard, his rhythm a feverish one right from the start. I want to grab his hair, to force his head down and thrust my pussy against his mouth; but all I do is grab at the sheets, clutching them so hard my knuckles turn white. 

Blake’s in control right now, and all I can do is submit.

But he knows what I need and when I need it. So, wasting no time, he opens his mouth wide and starts sucking and licking while he fingers me, ravaging me with his fingers and his mouth. He does it mercilessly, licking my fluids and hitting my G-spot each time he buries his fingers deep inside of me. 

It doesn’t take more than a minute –my body tenses up, a pleasant sensation climbing from my pussy to my brain, and I just explode. I grit my teeth so harshly I might break my jaw, breathing hard as spasms of utter ecstasy take over every single muscle in my body. 

He keeps on licking and fingering me while I come, and he does it until another orgasm starts showing up on the crest of the first one. I explode again, two orgasms raging inside of me almost at the same time. 

Sighing loudly, I open my eyes as Blake slides his fingers out of me, lifting his head at the same time. I look into his eyes as he goes up to his knees, my fluids glistening on the skin around his mouth.

He swings his legs out of the bed and, going up to his feet, grins.

“Come here, Kat,” he orders me, and I somehow manage to roll out of the bed. I’m standing up when he places his hands on my shoulders. 

“No, on your knees.” The sound of his voice acts like a spell, and that’s all it takes for my knees to buckle. They touch the ground quickly, and I just kneel there, looking up at him while my heart pounds against my ribcage. 

Mischievousness all over his face, he undoes the top button on his pants, and then pulls his zipper down. My heart tightens up as I see that huge shape straining against his boxer briefs, and I even forget to keep breathing as he pushes his boxers down his legs. 

He steps out of his clothes and, standing there, towers over me like a God.

He doesn’t need to tell me what he wants me to do. Because I want the same thing. 

I lean toward him with slightly parted lips, and all he does is angle his cock down, its tip pointing straight at my mouth. I stop one inch away from it, and just reach for the tip with my tongue, running it in circles and feeling his salty flavor overwhelm me. 

Instead of taking him in my mouth, I tilt my head sideways and slide my tongue down his shaft. I only stop when I’m close to his balls and, lost in a whirlwind of lust, I open my mouth as wide as I can and suck one of his balls in. I flick my tongue at it, feeling its weight in my mouth, and only then do I pull back. 

Going back up his shaft, this time I wrap my lips around the tip of his cock. I lower myself over his huge member, allowing his length to slide into my mouth until its tip is pressed tight against the back of my throat. 

I open my eyes just to realize that even though the tip of his cock is touching the back of my throat, there’s still some of his cock outside my mouth. I make one extra effort and push myself down, somehow fitting all of his length inside of me, my lips brushing against the skin at the base of his cock. 

“Fuck, that’s good,” he breaths out, and that’s when I slide back out. 

Bobbing my head back and forth, I start ravaging his monstrous cock as hard as I can. I place my hands on his ass cheeks as I do it, using it as leverage as my mouth flies back and forth over his cock. 

I go so fast the muscles in my neck start to hurt, but I don’t let that stop him. I use the pain as fuel to go even harder, the wet sound of my lips going up and down his shaft filling my whole bedroom. 

Then, suddenly, Blake grabs me by the hair and forces me to stop. I turn my eyes up to him, and the lustful smile on his face makes my insides clench. 

Holding my head in place, both his hands on my hair, he starts to thrust. Sliding his cock in and out of me at a furious pace, there’s no other way to describe what he’s doing: he’s fucking my mouth as if he were fucking my pussy and, by God, it feels amazing. 

He ravages my mouth for God knows how long, and only stops when a violent spasm takes over his cock. Groaning, he grits his teeth and then pulls back, sliding his cock out of my mouth. 

“The things you can do with your mouth…” He breathes out, and his deep voice makes my pussy flare up with a burning need. I need him inside of me, and I need it now.

“I can do so much more with something else,” I tease him, my words like an open invitation.

“I know,” he whispers quietly, going down to his knees right in front of me. Grabbing me by the shoulders, he forces me to turn around and then pushes my head down; still on my knees, I lay my face down on the mattress. Closing in on me, he keeps me bent over while he guides his cock to the wet spot between my thighs. 

Instead of thrusting right away, he just brushes the tip of his cock up and down the length of my pussy, teasing me. He still isn’t thrusting but I’m already moaning, electric anticipation making me feel lightheaded.

“Please, Blake…I…I need it,” I tell him, turning my head to the side so that the mattress doesn’t muffle my words. “Please,” I repeat one more time, and that does it. 

My moans turn into a wild scream as he thrusts, his cock flying deep inside my pussy until all of his inches are in me.

“You’re so…fucking tight,” he says, thrusting at a hard pace and making my body burn with pleasure. His thighs slap my ass cheeks rhythmically, and I let the sound lull me into a trance. 

Grabbing me by the hips, he rides me hard –one hard thrust and I open my mouth wide, gasping as the tip of his cock hits my G-spot. He does it over and over again and, like a ticking bomb, my body starts the short countdown to a mind-bending orgasm. 

I don’t how many mores thrusts does it take –all I know is that when the orgasm hits, it hits with full force. 

Thunder and lightning rage under my skin, a storm of ecstasy lashing at my rational mind and choking it down. I don’t even know if I’m moaning or screaming, although I can feel my vocal chords stretched to the limit, my throat growing raw with each passing second. 

Instead of stopping, Blake just keeps on fucking me through my orgasm, pistoning into me in perfect timing. His cock goes back and forth like clockwork, and it doesn’t take long for my insides to start flaring up once again. I come once more, and this in a matter of seconds. 

Seriously, how does he even does it? He can’t be a regular human being.

I’m breathing so hard that my lungs might collapse any second now. Somehow, though, that doesn’t happen –and that’s good, since I want to keep going. I simply can’t grow tired of his cock.

“I want you,” I find myself saying as I go up to my feet and turn on my heels, looking down at Blake. 

I place one foot on his chest and I push him down onto the floor; he goes down willingly and, before he can do a thing, I’m on of him. I straddle him like a wild cat, clawing at his hard pectorals with my fingernails, and he grabs my ass.

“Now I’m the one in control,” I tell him with a chuckle, grabbing his cock by the root and pointing it up. 

I raise myself slightly, just enough to place the tip of his cock against my pussy, and then I start lowering my body over his hard cock. I groan as, very slowly, I allow him to slide inside of me. When his shaft is halfway inside my pussy, I just lower myself in one sudden movement and scream.

Wasting no time, I rock my hips back and forth, working his cock with a fury I didn’t even know I was capable of. I go so fast that, in a matter of a few seconds, large beads of sweat start making their way down my forehead and into my face, going over my lips and inundating me. 

“Fuck, that’s good,” he exhales, reaching for my tits and squeezing them eagerly. He pinches both my nipples at the same time, and that just makes me go even harder. 

Needing an extra edge, I stop for a few seconds – and that just to plant my feet by the side of his thighs. Squatting over his cock, I start bouncing up and down so fast that, if I miscalculate my movements, I might just end up breaking his cock in half. That or he’ll split me in two. 

I fuck him until my muscles start giving up on me but, thankfully, before that happens I feel a thunderstorm building inside of me. By the time I collapse on top of him, that thunderstorm has already reached its zenith. Clenching my teeth, I choke down a scream and press my forehead against his chest, trying to survive the avalanche of pleasure that’s blanketing my mind. 

I roll to the side, completely spent, and sprawl my limbs while trying to catch my breath. I don’t know if I’ve ever felt this exhausted. Well, at least it’s for a good reason. I wouldn’t mind being exhausted like this every single day for the rest of my life if it meant I could have Blake by my side.

Oh, God, what the hell am I saying?

“Already givin’ up?” He teases me, turning to the side so that he’s facing me. He squeezes my right breast softly, and the moves his hand down and over my stomach, placing it over my pussy. 

He caresses my folds and, when I don’t say anything, he just grins. 

“I think you still need more,” he says, and then forces me to roll to the side, my back turned to him.

His body fits on mine like a piece from a puzzle, and he doesn’t waste any time – grabbing his cock, he guides it home, placing it against my soaked pussy and thrusting. This time I can’t choke down my scream, and so I just do it at the top of my lungs, his cock scorching the nerve endings on my inner walls as it goes in. 

“As hard as you can,” I find myself saying, not even knowing why I do it. I know how hard I can go – at least I think so – and I’m not sure if I can handle all that right now. 

I mean, how many orgasms have I already been through so far? Too many too count, that’s for sure. So, yeah, I’m not sure if I can handle one more. Or can I? No idea, all I know is that I want it. And, reading my mind again, Blake is the right man to make my wishes turn into reality. 

“I told you before…What you ask for, you get,” he tells me. Digging his fingers into my hips, he starts slamming his cock into me so hard that I even stop breathing for a few seconds. 

The way he’s fucking me right makes all the other times we were together pale in comparison to the sheer fury with which he’s using my body right now. He’s moving like a man possessed, the fires of hell burning under his skin and powering every thrust of his. 

I scream and I moan, forcing my throat to keep working past its exhausted state, and he just keeps on fucking me as if I was as quiet as a ghost. I don’t even know if he can hear me, to be honest – he’s probably in a world of his own right now, his conscious mind completely adrift. 

Blake might seem like a poised man, always cool and in control…But get him hot  and he becomes a different man altogether, one impossible to tame. 

Screaming my way into a climax, I come undone the moment his thrusts become so hard I stop thinking at all, completely surrendering to the way he’s ravaging me. I claw at the floor, completely mad and not knowing what to do with my body as an orgasm unlike anything I’ve ever experienced before bursts inside of me. 

My muscles twitch so hard that it feels like I’m having a seizure and, by the time these spasms subside, I can barely move. My eyes are closed, and the silence in the room makes it seem like I’m floating in outer space. 

I’m dizzy and lightheaded but, when Blake slides his cock out of me, a tiny voice inside my mind tells me that it still isn’t over. There’s something I still need to do.

I sit up on the floor and force my eyelids open. I go to my knees and then look at Blake with my mouth slightly ajar. A grin lights up his face as he realizes what I want him to do, and he goes up to his feet in no time, towering over me. 

I don’t even need to think about what I have to do – my body already knows it. Reaching for his cock with both hands, I start stroking him right away. My rhythm builds up fast, but then I break it by leaning in and wrapping my lips around the tip of his cock. He groans as I do it, and then he groans some more as I push my mouth down the length of his shaft at a breakneck speed. 

Bobbing my head as fast as I can, this time I don’t stop when I feel his cock pulsing hard inside of my mouth – I just keep on doing what I’m doing. In a matter of seconds, he places both his hands on my head and comes.

Gushing a river of cum into my mouth, he fills it up to the brim with two quick spasms of his cock. I remain still for a few seconds, and when Blake’s finished I start rolling my lips back. His cock pops out of my mouth with a wet sound and, before I can even think about what I’m doing, I simply swallow.

“Fuck, you’re amazing,” Blake tells me, reaching for me and grabbing me by the hand. He pulls me up to my feet and then makes me lay down on the bed, joining me a second later. 

“You’re the one who’s amazing,” I tell him, rolling to the side and resting one arm over his chest. We stay like that for a long time, the shadows growing around us and tumbling over our naked bodies. Surrounded by canvas, old brushes, and the smell of new paint, I close my eyes and surrender to the moment.

This is a memory I’m sure I won’t forget anytime soon.

 

Katherine

The rays of the sun caress the back of my neck as I make a cup of coffee in Blake’s kitchen. At first, I only stare at the glistening beast of a coffee machine. I am nearly dizzy from the number of buttons on the silver appliance, but I persist, and it does not take too long before I hold a steaming mug of hot black liquid.

I take a sip and close my eyes, enjoying the hot liquid caress my tongue before I swallow. This is excellent coffee. 

Coffee is one of my weaknesses. I probably drink too much of it. And I like the good stuff, exactly like the one I am holding in my hands right now. I am a coffee connoisseur. 

Life, I believe, is too short to drink bad coffee. And there’s nothing better than good coffee after a little nap, is there? After what happened inside the studio, I simply nodded off. I must have slept for a couple of hours before I finally woke up. Blake was nowhere to be seen, so I just made my way toward the kitchen.

Dressed in nothing but one of Blake’s t-shirts, and with bare feet, I now meander through the apartment and back to the studio. 

I make my way through the living room, remembering how it felt to be with Blake. A little color rises to my cheeks as I recall the wild animalistic passion I had felt when Blake and I were having sex. 

Dale had never been so near Neanderthal in his approach to sex, at least not with me. 

I push thoughts of the ex-boyfriend aside. He is well and truly history. 

Curiosity arouses I continue my exploration of this oversized apartment. I seem to still be floating on clouds, the after-effect of sex lingering. 

I keep reminding myself that this is just a fling, not a long-lasting attachment, to the point where I’ve nearly convinced myself.  

I have to admit, up until I stood in his workspace, I hadn’t been entirely convinced of Blake being an serious painter. Sure, I had seen his work on exhibit the other night, but it was no proof he was an artist. A real artist.

And now I stand in his workspace, and an explosion of color and feeling emanate from each and every piece of art scattered through the vast area stretched out before me. 

It is not neat and tidy. I spot two, no, three working easel with canvasses on them. One of them appears to be blank, but the other two have been started, although it is unclear exactly what they are paintings of. 

Some of the finished pieces are leaning against the wall, while others are hanging up. More of them are lying on the floor. He sure is prolific. 

Slowly, I move from painting to painting. 

It is as if a giant has taken me into his cave and laid his soul bare in front of me.

Open-mouthed, I stare at a large canvass filled with dark blues, grays and blacks. The storm raging within the artist is unmistakable. It must have been a dark day for Blake the day he painted this one. 

I move on. 

I’m intrigued. As a writer I understand all too well how your emotions can rule your creative side. 

A canvass covered in every red and orange on the color spectrum has me reel back. I fear if I stand too close, the heat will burn my skin. I wonder if it is a raging fire he is portraying or something else.

I keep staring at the blast of reds, and as I do, I can see the destruction of what appear to have been buildings. I sense anger. 

I keep walking. Blues, whites and turquoises draw me in. Puzzled, I stop and stare. Was this supposed to be the sky, the ocean or something so abstract I cannot work it out? Despite my inability to see a definite design, it has a serene feeling. 

I recall having read somewhere that blue is a calming color. I smile. So there was a calm and balanced side to Blake after all.

Further along the back wall are some nudes. I’m relieved to find I don’t recognize any of his models. As I stare at them, a sense of insecurity creeps through me.

These girls are gorgeous. There is not a flaw on them. Big boobs, slim waist, flat stomach, nice ass, and slender legs on each and every one of them.  

Some seem a little vacant in the facial expression, but as far as their bodies went, they were perfect. 

Aware of my own nakedness under the large t-shirt, I glance downward. Suddenly I get the distinct impression Blake had only told me he wanted to paint me so he could get me to have sex with him. Must have been a slow day for him. 

I notice another feature these girls have and I don’t. I don’t have long blonde curls to drape over my shoulder, half my face, or half way down my back. 

A half-finished sketch catches my attention. I hold my breath as I instantly recognize the face, the shoulders and the rest of the body. 

In the sketch I’m lying on my side. I’m asleep. Just by looking at it, I feel how peaceful I am.

My hair, which I had only moments before wished to be long, looks just right. It accentuates my cheekbones. My lips are slightly drawn up, as if I’m smiling. 

The longer I stare at myself, the more I sense the eroticism oozing from me. I’m lying on my side, hiding some of my nakedness, and that somehow just makes it more erotic. 

Suddenly, my throat feels dry, and I’m a little dizzy. 

He must have painted this while I slept.

Hands wrap around my waist. Warm, moist lips caress my neck, instantly setting off emotional shock waves all through my body. 

“Like it?”

No sound escapes my lips. His touch threatens to drag me into the thralls of ecstasy once more. I nod. 

“What do you think…?” His hands are drawing little circles on my back. I can’t think properly. 

“About what?” I croak. I barely recognize my own voice. It sounds frog-like.

“About the painting, Kat. Do you like it?”

I open my mouth to speak, but I quickly realize that I don’t know what to say.

 




Blake

Standing in the doorway of the studio I see Katherine across the room staring at the painting, and she’s not smiling. I can’t quite read her expression, and I think surely, she’d have some sort of reaction by now.  Silly me, I was actually expecting euphoria, or at least pleasant surprise. 

Anything but this seemingly blank look.

“So…?” I nearly spit out the word as I amble over to where she’s standing, “What do you think?”

Katherine is silent. She’s doing a slow pace in front of the canvas. Her arms folded in front of her chest in an almost protective stance. She’s wearing a pout, and it’s a far cry from the sexy one she gave when she was posing. I don't know what to think.

"So…?” I repeat, this time with an edge to my voice, “Come on Katherine, even doctors don’t take this long to give an opinion.”

She doesn’t look away from the canvas and her voice is a monotone when she finally utters, “I’m thinking.”

There’s more silence, and after a few minutes she finally speaks.

“Honestly, I’m not quite sure what to say.”

“Seriously? You’re the writer, why not try by putting one word after the next? That might work.”

Katherine gives me a sharp look and it’s clear she doesn’t appreciate the sarcasm, and her response is just as biting. 

“Yes, I know what I am, but nowhere in my CV does it state that I’m an art critic.”

“Phfft…critics. I’ve never given one solitary fuck about critics. They’re dilettantes, the lot of them.  They have no skills of their own. They’re all cowards, just sitting on the sidelines watching and waiting to pounce on someone’s work. What's that old saying, 'Those who can, do, those who can't, teach, and those who can't do either become critics!”

“I couldn’t have said it better. And that’s precisely why I’m not sure what to say. I don’t want to make hasty judgments.”

“Katherine, you’re not one of them. You never could be. I just want to know what you think. What you feel when you look at it.”

“Why?”

“Because, I’ve never painted anything like this.”

“Oh, please. You’ve probably painted dozens and dozens of women. I’m no different.”

“You think that? You can look at it and believe it’s like anything else I’ve ever done?”

She doesn’t nod yes or no. She doesn’t move, she simply stares at the canvas. 

Rubbing my forehead with the palm of my hand, I turn away. At this moment, her opinion means everything. And everything I feel for her is on that canvas. 

“Katherine, you understand it isn’t finished,” I say. “There’s more work to be done, but the bones, the emotion, the essence of it is there.”

I’m begging for a reaction, but she seems frozen, with no words or movement. And after what seems like an eternity, she nods her head. It’s almost imperceptible, but I’m noticing everything about her, including the dust motes against the sunlight that surround her frame.

“Hmm…” she muses, and begins to turn away. 

I grab her wrist and pull her toward me. She doesn’t protest, but when she looks at me, her eyes are sad.

“Listen, this is the best thing I’ve ever done.”

“But…it’s…raw…it’s so personal.”

“Of course it is. This is personal,” I say pointing to her and me, and the painting. “You are personal” 

I stop and take a breath, but I don’t loosen my grip on her wrist, and I don’t move away. I’m waiting for her to look me in the eye. 

“This is personal,” I repeat it as a whisper, “and your opinion matters.”

“I feel as if you’re hounding me,” she says, her words laced with anger, 

“I am not hounding. I just painted what I believe is my best work. You are the subject. You brought that out in me. You are my muse, for God’s sake! Is it too much to ask what you fucking think?”

I am yelling, and I feel her pull away emotionally. That’s something I can’t afford to happen. I need her because she is my source of inspiration. So, I make one last ditch effort.

“Katherine, I know…you feel something. Good, bad, or indifferent…just, please, tell me.”

“You cannot show this painting to anyone,” she finally says. 

But there’s a catch in her voice, tears in her eyes.

“Are you crying? What’s happening?”

She shakes my hand off her wrist and wipes at the tears. “I don’t know how you did it. I knew you were talented, but that doesn’t describe what you’ve created here.” 

She is speaking so slowly, I want to reach in and grab the words from her throat, but I know if I rush her, I’ll lose her. So I stand, fists clenched, in anticipation for her next words.

“Blake, you don’t need me to tell you that this is beautiful, because it is. But it is so much more than that. It’s alive. It’s real. It’s many, many things. But I’m embarrassed when I look at it. And before you say anything, it’s not because I’m naked. No, that’s not it. It’s because you’ve captured something inside me that no one else has ever seen, and you've managed to paint that. My vulnerability. My fears. My...innocence.”

Now I’m the one with tears in my eyes, because she’s put into words what I could not express.

“I can’t let you show this to anyone,” she says.

I almost don’t believe what I’m hearing. “What? Why? You’ve just told me in so many words this is my masterpiece. Why would I not want others to see it?”

“Blake, please, I’m begging you. I can’t be on display like this. It’s too personal and I do not want anyone but you to see me this way.”

 




Katherine

“You’ve gotta be kidding,” Blake tells me, his words filled with frustration.

I cannot deny it, the painting, even unfinished is amazing. 

The detail sends shivers down my spine. My nipples, I’ve never really studied my nipples as closely as Blake obviously has. 

I’m not sure if it is just me but the longer I look at myself, images of our sexual escapades flash through my mind. Will other people see the sex we’ve had? 

I can almost see Blake caressing gently between my legs, his tongue on my clit and hands on my breasts. 

Sexual desire oozes from the canvass. 

“It’s just too personal,” I turn to Blake who is casually leaning on his workbench, his piercing gaze set on me. 

He tilts his head to the left. 

“Nudes are personal.” Blake says. I see the glint in his eyes and I feel naked even though I’m wearing jeans and a t-shirt.

‘You know what I mean.’ I roll my eyes. 

I walk to the canvass and point to my neck. 

“See the way you’ve darkened my skin there ever so slightly?”

Blake pretends to squint and study the spot I’m pointing to. 

“And?” He looks so innocent, like he truly has no idea what I’m talking about. 

“Well,” I try and work out how to explain this so he understands where I’m coming from. “It’s really personal. A private thing. Only someone who gets really close to me would notice the subtle change in my skin.”

I fold my arms. 

“What can I say, Kat: you inspire me. You bring out the artist in me. This is you. I’m just the painter.” 

I sigh. 

“No.” I shake my head. “It’s so much more than this.”

Should I go out on a limb and tell him all? The painting reveals so much about me, about who I really am, but at the same time…

“It looks like we have had sex. It looks like the artist, you, wants to jump my bones.”

Blake laughs. 

“So what? I’m not ashamed to admit we are sleeping together.”

Unable to stand still, I start to pace the length of the studio. I need to move. I need to walk to be able to clearly express my emotions. 

I walk up and down, back and forth. Blake simply watches. He seems confused. He cannot understand where I’m coming from. 

“It’s too personal.” I blurt out again. “I think it’s way too personal to be out on exhibition for the world to see me. I…” I trail off for a moment, and I sigh before continuing. “I know the whole world won’t be looking at me, but you know what I mean.”

Blake still says nothing. He is looking at me and then back at the painting. 

Eventually he shrugs. 

“I don’t get it. It’s you. All of you. You come through the painting just the way you are.”

“Exactly.” I’ve stopped pacing. Hands on hips I look at him. 

“Exactly what?”

The little smile around his lips leaves me confused. Is he trying not to understand or does he really not understand? 

“Anyone that looks at me will see all this sex aura around me.” I try again. 

“What’s wrong with that? You’re perfect.” 

He comes toward me. Next minute I’m in his arms. He kisses my face, neck and arms. 

“You’re delicious. You’re sexy.”

I push away from him. It’s not that I don’t want him, it’s just my brain shuts down the minute there’s close personal contact between us. 

If I want him to understand how important this is to me I must keep a clear head. 

“But it’s just that the world will see me that way. Complete strangers will drool over me, maybe.”

Again Blake shrugs. 

“What’s wrong with that?”

Obviously I’m not getting my point across. 

“I’ve told you before. You inspire me. You inspire this painting. It’s you.”

“Yeah. But it’s too intimate.”

I can see Blake study the artwork again, as if being a critique. 

“You write?” His gaze returns to me. 

Since I’m not sure if this is a rhetorical question or not I nod. 

“And isn’t your writing inspired by personal matters, by intimate occasions and maybe even people you meet and fuck?”

His crudeness surprises me. 

“It does.” I hesitate. “But it’s only words. Words on paper, words people read and re-interpret. Sometimes my experiences and what inspires me is left out so the reader can imagine it using their own experiences and put their own interpretation on it.”

As Blake seems to ponder my words I try and remember what one of my lecturers said during my studies. 

“Writing is not really original. Everything has been written before.” I pause. There was something about writing being the clashing of words, but I’m not sure if this will add anything. “Every writer is shaped by what has been written by someone else. Writers are readers. When I write, I reinterpret what has been written by someone else.”

I can see in Blake’s facial expression that he is trying to understand what I’m saying. He isn’t simply dismissing me. Dale used to dismiss me, and what I had to say all the time. 

Suddenly, it seems a lifetime ago that Dale had been my partner. And I cannot recall what I ever saw in the man to make me even want to be with him. 

“And so when people read, they interpret what I’ve written in their own way. It doesn’t have anything to do with what my inspiration and experiences are during the time I am writing it.”

Blake seems to chew over my words. 

“I still don’t see what’s your problem with the painting. Don’t people also interpret what they see?”

I laugh and point at myself in the nude, my heart tightening up as my eyes meet my naked curves again.

“Blake…it’s too personal. It’s intimate,” I repeat for what feels like the hundredth time. “I don’t want everyone to see the true me. You caught a glimpse of that, and you’ve captured it…isn’t that enough?”

We both say nothing for a few minutes. I can hear the ticking of the clock in the kitchen. 

Eventually it is Blake who breaks the silence first. 

“What are you trying to say, Kat…?”

He has closed the distance between us and I snuggle into his arms. 

“I don’t want you to put me on display. By ‘me’, I mean the painting.”

After I utter the last few words, I nuzzle my face into his chest. He smells so delicious. Will he be angry? 

I can feel his lips on the top of my head. He is kissing me. 

“If you don’t want me to display your beauty to the world, so be it.”

I breathe a sigh of relief. 

“Promise?”

Now he pulls my face toward his. 

“Promise.” He whispers before his lips meet mine.

 




Katherine

As expected, the Old Pearl has a queue out the front door. If it wasn’t for the fact that I knew one of the owners, Nicole, I would be right outside with about other fifty or so patrons wanting to have lunch here.

In a matter of weeks, it has become the restaurant in town to be seen at. The food is amazing.  

I check my watch. Five minutes late. Robin was rarely late. She better have a good excuse. I don’t like to impose on others and I know a table is being kept for us. 

To distract myself, I focus on the artwork near the entrance. 

Instantly I compare it to Blake’s work. 

Whoever this artist was, he or she was not a patch on my Blake. 

Oh dear, now I am already thinking of him as mine. He is not mine. Repeat after me, Katherine, I think to myself, he isn’t yours. 

I decide the blues look too artificial. No ocean is that blue. It’s neither pale nor dark. And then there’s the boat. There’s something wrong with the boat. I think it’s out of proportion. Maybe the artist was still learning, a relative of one of the employees. 

Someone elbows me in the ribs and I check my watch again. Seven minutes late. Robin better have a good excuse. 

My eyes go back to the painting. 

Perspective. I suddenly realize the perspective is what’s wrong with the painting. Just as I formulate the specific problem, my thoughts are interrupted by an extremely unwelcome incident. 

This time someone knocks me so hard in the back I stumble forward a few steps, nearly knocking into one of the waitresses carrying three plates of mouthwatering food. 

Instead of a sorry I hear an ‘oh it’s you.’

Slowly I turn toward the offender. My heart plummets right into my little toe. What the fuck is Dale doing here and who is the slim, big-busted blonde hanging off his arm?  

For a few seconds we stare at each other. 

I wish for some event to occur that would have me disappear from this space right now. Of course I know this is silly, but it doesn’t stop me from wishing for it to occur. We all sometimes wish for impossible things. 

Where on earth was Robin? What was the point of a best friend when she was not there when you really needed her? I needed her right here, right now. 

“What have we here?” Dale’s unpleasant voice interrupts my thoughts. 

“Hello, Dale,” I say through tight lips. Don’t stoop to his level. 

I notice that the blonde says nothing. Like a well-trained poodle, she keeps her right arm through Dale’s and pretends she notices nothing, eyes directed at something or someone in the restaurant. 

“Already been dumped?”

The taunt in his voice doesn’t escape me. Despite my best effort not to show any emotion at this tactless remark, my heart feels as if it’s been stabbed by a pointy dagger. 

Instead of giving a reply, I raise my eyebrows so as to convey I don’t know what he is talking about.

Dale does one of those fake laughs I always hated.

“You can’t seriously be thinking Blake will stick with you.”

He emphasizes the ‘you’ in a way that leaves me cringing. I know what he’s going to say, like a captain knows his ship is sinking, or a chef knows his meal is ruined, and yet there’s nothing that can be done about it. 

Again, I curse my bestie for her tardiness. Then I curse myself for having agreed to come to this restaurant of all restaurants. 

“I don’t recall asking you for an opinion.” I finally answer just to say something. 

Another fake laugh from Dale. The poodle glances at me and then goes back to staring straight ahead. 

“Really, Kath. Everyone knows Blake discards his models like other men discard their underwear.”

I think the analogy is a poor one. I try and remain some kind of composure. I don’t want to lose self-control in public. Not here. Not now.

“What makes you think I’m sleeping with Blake?”

I try and sound casual. In reality my heart is beating so wild in my chest I’m surprised others can’t see it. Despite my attempts to protect myself against Dale’s words, they do hit their mark. 

This time Dale leans forward so his face is really close to mine. For the first time I realize how his breath smells like a deceased cat. Had I really once stuck my tongue into that mouth for a kiss? Goosebumps travel up my arms. 

“Come on.. Don’t pretend. Everyone knows Blake fucks all his models.”

I feel my cheeks redden at his emphasis. 

I resist the temptation to slap him. I force myself to remember how he was having sex with the peroxide woman only a few months ago and here he is with someone different again. 

Desperate. He’s desperate and trying to hurt you, I remind myself. 

“I don’t know where you get your information.” I say as calmly as I can, my insides a battlefield of world war three. I need to keep my emotions under control. “How do you know I’m posing for Blake?”

As far as I know, no one knows about the painting, particularly since Blake gave me his word it would never be on display. 

“I told you,” Dale has straightened up again. “Blake fucks all his models.”

I feel a ringing in my ears and the world goes a little out of focus. Don’t take the bait, I remind myself. 

To distract myself I make a fist and dig my fingernails into the palms of my hands until it hurts. 

Searching for something suitable to say, I’m distracted by a commotion behind me. 

The poodle, Dale, and I turn around at the same time. 

No words can express how relieved I am to see my salvation has just arrived.

 




Katherine

“Sorry, sorry!” Robin apologies after almost knocking a waiter down. With her cheeks flushed, she makes her way toward me, and I notice the expression on her face. To say it is dark as storm clouds is an understatement. 

“What are you doing?” She demands, her attention entirely on Dale. 

He raises an eyebrow in pretend shock. 

“I though this is a free country and anyone could eat here. Am I mistaken?”’

Robin hates pretentious assholes and that is exactly how Dale sounds. I also know she hasn’t forgiven him for cheating on me. 

What’s worse than a best friend out for vengeance? I pity Dale, and my thoughts are racing to come up with a way to diffuse the situation. 

“And I thought assholes were not served at this fine establishment.”

Dale curls his hand into a fist and takes a step toward Robin. 

“Try it, sunshine, and you’ll be sorry.”

I’m desperate to come up with something. I hate a scene in public and I don’t want my friend to get hurt. I draw a blank.

“What are you going to do, shorty? Bite my knee caps?” Dale makes one of his smug smiles that makes you want to punch him right between the eyes. 

Robin straightens her shoulders and stands on her tippy toes. 

“Don’t tempt me.” She hisses at him and Dale laughs a metallic laugh. 

“You’re so short you’ll probably not even reach those.”

I see Robin take a step toward Dale and it only makes him laugh harder. 

“You know what Dale? I’m just the right height to grab your dick and balls and slice them right off. Your scrotum would make a great accessory for one of those gay guys over on Seventh Avenue.”

Obviously some of Robin’s words have an impact. Dale has taken a step backward. 

Someone taps me on the shoulder. 

“Your table is ready, Katherine.”

Relieved, I drag Robin away from the seething Dale. 

As we make our way to our table, I hear Dale say something about no longer wanting to eat at a restaurant that gave their best table to a feral woman and her sidekick. 

No one takes any notice of him. Out of the corner of my eyes I see him leave, the poodle following obediently. 

After I take a sip of the complimentary champagne, Robin bombards me with questions. 

“What did Dale say to you? How are things between you and Blake? How’s the painting coming along? Is he really as good in bed as they say he is?”

As the bubbles dance across my tongue before sliding down my throat, I relax and feel a little better. I managed a chuckle. 

Words, Katherine, they are only words he used, I try and tell myself. It’s not working. 

“Which question do you want me to answer first?”

Robin rests her head in her hands, elbows on the table. 

“Tell me all about you and that hunk of a man Blake.”

I’m not sure where to start. It’s a bit public to tell all about the sex we’ve been having. And generally, we don’t really discuss the sex we’ve been having. 

“Why were you late?” I ask to buy a little time. 

I notice how my best friend goes a little red in the face. 

This is unusual. 

“I lost track of time,” she mumbles and picks up her own glass to take a sip of the cool liquid. 

Ever punctual Robin lost track of time? I can’t believe it. 

“You never,” I start, but she interrupts me. 

“Just tell me about you and Blake.”

I make a mental note to interrogate her further about this allegation of losing track of time, but oblige her request and start talking about Blake. 

“You know,” I take another sip of my drink. “He’s really a brilliant artist. He captures his subjects in the perfect way. Colors perform the way he wants them to.”

Robin is grinning. 

I stop talking. 

“What?” I don’t recall having said anything amusing. 

“You’re in love.”

“Am not.” I protest and am pleased a waiter is bringing our entre. 

I take a forkful of steamed fish, which melts in my mouth. Delicious. 

“Do you make the same sound when he kisses you?”

“Stop it.” I growl at my best friend. 

“Oh Blake don’t stop, please give me more.” Robin coos and we both laugh. 

“Stop it. You’re so cruel. We’re just–” I stop midsentence. I realize I’m not sure exactly what we are. 

“You’re in love with Blake.” Robin shrugs. –And who can blame you. I mean he looks the complete package. God-like. Unlike Dale, who is a poor excuse for a man.”

I’m tempted to defend Dale out of habit, but then I recall his words from earlier and stop myself. 

“What’s wrong?” Robin asks.

“Nothing.”

“Come now Kath, it’s me Robin, your best friend not some stranger.”

I sigh. She has a point. 

“It’s just Dale said Blake discards his models like other men discard their underwear. And,” I hesitated; “and I think I do really like him.”

There I’ve said it. It is out in the open. 

“For starters, what does it matter what loser Dale has to say? Second you’re in love with Blake. And third, how do you know he does not feel the same way about you?’

“I don’t.”

She points her fork at me. 

“See what I mean? From the way you’ve described the painting, he’s done it for you as a work of love. Not to mention, he gave a promise he not to display it. I’d say he’s got feelings for you. I’d say Blake’s in love with you.”

I shake my head. I wish I could be that confident. Dale’s words bounce around my head like an out of control basketball: everyone knows he fucks all his models and discards them once he’s painted them.

“Kath. Earth to Katherine.”

Robin’s voice brings me back to the present. 

“Sorry. I just can’t help thinking about what Dale said. Maybe I should run before I get hurt, again.”

“Stop it. Stop thinking about what Dale said. He’s a loser. Of course he’s trying to rattle your cage.”

I nod. 

“I just don’t know what to do.”

Robin looks me straight in the eyes. 

“Look, baby cakes. You just have to trust. Trust that this is the right one. Falling in love is like jumping off a cliff and hoping you don’t crash land.”

Robin raises her glass and I do the same.

“To love.”

 




Blake

I’m whistling as I’m mixing reds, blues, greens and yellows. I love this time of the day best, particularly on a sunny day like today. 

Some of my best work was created on days like this. 

Although the critiques have been kind to me, I’ve e been less than satisfied with my creations of late. I can’t put my finger on it, but as far as I’m concerned they lack something, something special in them.  

Of late, it has become harder and harder to paint. In fact, it’s been quite soul destroying, to find my muse at such a low. I can’t recall how often I have stood in front of a canvass and be unable to create anything at par with my usual standard. 

Sure the paintings have been good, better than some of the crap you see in galleries or restaurants, but just not good enough for me. 

I sigh. 

Today is different. Today, like the last few days, I’m not struggling to get going. On the contrary, I’m itching to put paint on a fresh canvass, the large white space calling to me to turn it into something special. 

Before I start, I glance at the sketches to my left. They are of Katherine. 

My Katherine. 

I like thinking of her in terms of mine. She is mine. I know it. 

My lips curl into a smile and tiny butterfly seems to be slowly flying through my innards. 

Katherine. 

Eight letters. Just thinking about her drives me insane. I’m not sure what it is about the woman that I can’t help but have this frenzied desire well up in me every time I think of her. 

Almost involuntarily, guided by my artistic spirit, white fades into an explosion of colors as I finally start another masterpiece. 

From time to time I pause, stare at my creation as it takes shape, before I continue. Boy this feels good. 

After about an hour, I stop. My neck is aching and I need coffee. As I walk into the kitchen I perform a few stretches. Left right, back and forth. I feel the tension release. 

Sometimes I can get carried away for hours in my work and afterwards find my muscles seize up. Over the years, I have learned to take little breaks from time to time to loosen everything up. 

Katherine sure knows how to loosen me up. I grin. Everything seems to be about her now.

I love painting. I love it nearly more than sex. At least until the other day, before Katherine and I – 

I try and stop the thought process. 

If I start thinking about Katherine in the nude I doubt I will get back to my artwork. 

As I watch the rich, black liquid spill into my cup, I allow myself a little frolic. 

The image of Katherine pressed against the kitchen bench is too strong to push away. Her breasts right in my face, her nipples so pink and hard, begging to be sucked and pinched. 

I almost jump when the machine makes its familiar burping sound to indicate the process of making coffee is over. 

If I did not know better, I’d say the woman is a witch. Only a witch would have such strong powers over me. 

Cup in hand, I drift back to my studio. 

I can’t afford to daydream all day. Besides, what’s the point about of simply dreaming of having sex with Katherine? It would be far better to have her here and actually do it with her. 

Before I go back to painting, I pick up a couple of the sketches I have made of her. 

My brow furrows as I examine them. 

I’m not happy with them, not at all. 

Sure, they are technically correct. A lot of other artists would be envious of the near-perfect likeness of my subject; but not I. I know it is Katherine because I have drawn her but at the same time it isn’t her. 

For some reason I can’t quite capture the little quirky manners she has that make her so special, so deliciously unique. 

I picture her nose wrinkle ever so slightly when she takes a sip of coffee. I doubt she’s even aware of it. But I love it. Every time I watch her do it, I feel like grabbing her there and then and putting my dick into her. 

Not to mention the way her eyes widen in total innocence when she looks at my paintings. Her pleasure in what she is looking at is so sincere it hurts right in my gut. 

Part of me still cannot believe she posed for me, in the nude. 

I have painted plenty of nudes, some of them of exotic beauty, but I have never had a problem keeping sex out of my work, not until I met Katherine. 

Painting her in the nude has been my biggest challenge. The woman oozes sex appeal and does not even know it. And that’s just a tiny fraction of it; it goes beyond the sex. There’s a certain innocent rawness to her, and I somehow managed to capture that while she slept.

My face darkens as I recall her shattered expression when that the jerk Dale had been to her apartment. If I see that dick again near Katherine, I think I’ll punch him right between the eyes. 

I put the sketches back down. 

Stop daydreaming, I tell myself, and pick up the paintbrush. 

Unfortunately the flow has been stifled. Thoughts of Katherine have left me yearning for her. 

I need to see her, touch her, kiss her and do other things with her now. 

My fine paintbrush adds some blue to my creation. I frown. Have I really just drawn the outline of a cloud in the likeness of Katherine’s ass? 

I chuckle. 

This is bad. 

My passion for this woman, one that isn’t even here in my apartment today, is unbelievable. I’ve never felt like this about anything or anyone before. 

Stop procrastinating, Blake, just do it. 

I put the paintbrush down again and go to find my phone. 

Only one thing to fix this sudden new addiction I have: I need to call her, I need to call her now and ask her to come over. 

My heart rate increases and little beads of sweat form in the back of my neck in anticipation as I listen to the dial tone and wait for Katherine to answer the call.

 




Katherine

I love the sound of my keyboard as I strike the keys. Letters form words, words form sentences and before I know it I have added another chapter to my novel.

Today I’m on fire. The words cascade onto the page. 

Occasionally I glance at the dozen red roses perched on the desk to my left. The little card that came with them is now occupying a prime position on the shelf just above my workspace. Only the most precious items make it there. 

The words are etched into my mind. I’m probably reading too much into them, but Robin had said I should jump off the cliff. 

The alarm on my clock signals I have been writing for an hour and it’s time to take a break. 

I lean back in my chair and stretch languidly, like a cat. Time for a caffeine and sugar hit. If I’m to add another two thousand words before the end of the day, I better keep writing. 

As I walk into the little kitchen of my apartment, I recall the phone call with my agent a day ago. The publisher was itching for a draft. I had promised to deliver soon. 

Just as I turn on my espresso machine my phone blasts out the tune of ‘You’re so hot.’

“Hello sexy,” I purr into the phone. 

Laughter. 

“Hey gorgeous.”

His deep melodic voice sets of a longing in every part of my body. I’m definitely floating after having jumped off that cliff. 

“What’s up?” I had not heard from him all day. 

“Just wondering if my angel wants to come over for dinner.”

I instantly feel a lusty desire overcome me. Maybe we could start with dessert and skip dinner as soon as I get there. 

I barley recognize myself in these thoughts and I suppress a giggle. 

“Where are we going?” I want to know if I need to dress up or if I can just slip on my sandals and head out straight away. 

“I’m cooking.” Blake says and suddenly I can’t wait to be with him. 

It’s insane how this man has invaded every part of my life and taken over. In his presence I feel complete. 

It takes me less than five minutes to check my appearance and I’m out of the door. 

When Blake opens the door, I smile. He grabs me, pins me to the wall and kisses me. The kiss is demanding, forceful and mind-blowing. My thoughts turn to a molten mass of uselessness. 

When he releases me, I breathe hard and want more. Already I’m wet between the legs. 

I follow Blake to the kitchen. 

He hands me a glass of red. 

“Trying to get me drunk so you can have your way with me.” I quip and take a sip. 

Blake throws his head back with laughter. 

Without warning he’s in front of me, hands on my breast and ass. 

“I know you’re putty in my hands.”

My nerve endings tingle in anticipation. I smile. But evil thoughts try and force their way into my happy state. 

I can almost hear Dale’s taunts. Everyone knows you will be discarded. 

“Hungry?”

“Sorry?” I didn’t hear the question. 

Concern registers on Blake’s face. 

“You okay?”

I nod and force myself to smile. Stop those negative thoughts, I tell myself. 

“Are you hungry?”

The low rumble of my stomach is an answer of sorts. 

“I haven’t eaten since breakfast,” I confess.

“Excellent.”

He leads me out onto the balcony where he has set a table for two with flowers and two tall white candles. I feel as if I’ve walked into a four-chef-hat restaurant. 

There are pale pink plates, proper silver cutlery and starched white serviettes folded into swans. 

“Take a seat.” He pulls out a chair. “I’ll be back with our meal.” I feel him kiss the top of my head before he turns. 

I watch him walk back to the kitchen. How many of his other models have sat here like this? 

Stop those thoughts, Kat.

Briefly I close my eyes. Think about all the positive signs. He did agree not to use the painting. He’s cooking dinner. 

Yes, but we all know he discards his models like other men discard their underwear. Dale’s voice again. 

“Voila.”

I didn’t hear Blake come back. 

In front of me waft the delicious smell of dinner. 

I cut a piece of steak and am instantly transported to another time. My grandmother had made the best steaks I ever tasted. 

“Not too rare?”

I can hear the concern in his voice.

“It’s perfect.”

And it is. The meat is still a little pink but ever so tender. 

There is only one way I know how to push my doubts to one side. 

“I know you can cook from the first time you invited me over for dinner, but I didn’t know you are this good.”

Blake winks at me. 

“I still have many talents you are yet to discover, babe.”

The lump in my throat grows a little. 

“Really,” I try to sound light-hearted. I must not let Dale’s comments get to me. I must enjoy this time with Blake. 

“You’ll find out. All in good time.”

I relax a little. 

I notice the way he is suddenly looking at me as I take a sip of my wine. 

“Do I have food on my face?”

He shakes his head. 

“I can’t help but you stare at you. You are just so perfect.” He shakes his head. “The way you pick up your glass and wrinkle your nose ever so slightly as you take a sip is so unique about you. There are so many little quirks you have…I wish I could capture them all.” He sighs and smiles at me. 

My heart is beating a little faster. Does he mean what he is saying? Does he see more in me than simply someone to have sex with?

I know I do. I know Blake completes me. But can I trust him? I trusted Dale and look where that took me. 

“Did I say something?” Blake leans toward me. 

I smile. Jump and float. 

“I’m fine, more than fine. I’m happy.”

My lips part as they meet his. Instantly, fireworks rip through me. His tongue finds mine and I know what’s for dessert.

 




Katherine

“What are we doing, Blake…?” I ask him, the words bubbling up to my lips and escaping them before I can stop myself. I look into his eyes as he pulls back from my kiss, and I feel my heart melt as he opens into a smile.

“We’re doing us,” he replies fast, no hesitation to it. I have no idea what he means by that, but somehow I feel more relaxed. 

Still…I’m afraid. What am I doing with someone like Blake? I always thought that I’d end up with a run-of-the-mill guy, someone that would be nice to me, treat me right, and…I don’t know! I expected average, but instead I got Blake. 

Can I trust him? Can I allow myself to open up around him? I want to say no, especially after what happened between Dale and me. I don’t know if I’m ready to trust again, to surrender myself to someone…but it’s Blake we’re talking about, the man that cut through all the bullshit and saw the real me.

There’s a painting to prove it.

“You okay?” He asks me softly, placing his index finger under my chin and gently making me to look up and into his eyes.

I don’t even bother with a reply. I just give him a quick nod and reach for him, grabbing him by the scruff of his shirt and pulling him into me, my mouth hungrily looking for his. We lock lips then, and all thoughts of distrust and fear are carried away by the passion of his embrace.

Before I know it, dinner has been forgotten. We’re both standing now, his hands on my waist and my breasts pressed against his chest. 

“I need you so fucking much,” he tells me, stopping our kiss just to tell me that.

“I’m right here,” I whisper back at him, and he just responds by my picking me up, his strong arms behind my knees. I lace my arms around his neck and look into his eyes, running one hand through his hair as I try to read whatever’s on his mind. 

What did he see in me the first time? Why did he come after me? The scary thing is, if I want to see through his eyes, all I have to do is look at that painting.

It portrays me, yes, but it also portrays the way he sees the world.

Carrying me in his arms, he takes me to the living room. Laying me down on his luxurious leather couch, he climbs on top of me and crushes my mouth with his. I kiss him eagerly, pushing my tongue inside his mouth, and surrender to the desire making my heart beating rapidly.

How did I end up here? Not long ago my life had a perfect trajectory – there was Dale, and there was a plan. Next thing I know my boyfriend is fucking some random woman, and I’m back to being single. 

Then Blake shows up, and the Earth jumps out from its axis.

“I want you,” I tell Blake, and then nibble at his lower lip, smiling shyly as he takes me in his embrace.

“Not as much as I want you.” He says, smiling back at me and running his large hands down the side of my body. “I’m desperate for you, for your body,” he whispers, and my heart almost explodes with the sudden desire and joy that floods my mind. 

I don’t know if it’s his tone of voice, or his choice of words, but I feel my pussy growing wetter and wetter.

He kisses me hungrily again, sliding one hand under the hemline of my dress. His fingertips go straight to my inner thighs, and then he traces the contour of my drenched thong. I can almost feel the coiled tension that fills his muscles, desire making his heart beat faster. 

Completely out of control, I take my hand to his crotch and, feeling him hard and ready, I curl my fingers around his cock and give it a squeeze. 

“Is this for me?” I ask him, tightening the grip of my fingers.

“All yours,” he replies, one hand of his pulling down the straps of my dress. He bares my black bra and, hooking one finger on the right cup, he pulls it down to reveal one hard rosy tip. 

I swallow hard the anticipation I’m feeling, and he dives into me as if he needed to feel my body in order to survive. I close my eyes as he wraps his lips around my hard nipple, sucking it into his mouth while he uses his tongue to circle it. 

I run my hands through his hair, disheveling it, and he uses his teeth to pull on my nipple. Gasping, I let him do it, and I start swaying my hips from side to side, trying to make him place the hand he has between my thighs on my pussy. 

And that’s exactly what he does – the moment I start to squirm, he makes me stop by flattening the palm of his hand against my aching pussy, pinning me down against the couch.

“But I want this in return,” he says, flicking my thong to the side and brushing two fingers over my folds. I chomp on my lower lip as he does it, anxious to feel him inside of me. 

“It’s all yours…” I tell him, thrusting against his hand. “All yours…”

“That’s exactly what I wanted to hear.” 

With that, he slides his middle finger inside of me, taking it straight to my G-spot. Holding his fingertip there, he uses his free hand to tug on the front of my dress and pulls it down until it’s bunched up around my waist. His hand then goes to my back and, when he finds the clasp of my bra, he pulls it free - grabbing the strap right between my breasts, he pulls on it harshly and the bra comes off with a tearing sound. 

Smiling, I crush my lips on his. Pressing both my hands on his chest, I place my fingers on the collar of his shirt and then just pull on it, making all the buttons pop out. They scatter around the floor with a pop-pop sound, and I continue what I’m doing, pushing his shirt down his arms.

I take one second to marvel at the perfect muscles of his chest, all of them so ripped and toned that Blake could be a model and not a painter, and then I take my mouth to his nipple. 

The moment my mouth touches his skin, he starts flicking his wrist, his finger moving in and out of me at a frantic pace. He fingers me to the point of exhaustion, my fluids dripping down my thighs and pooling on the leather under me. 

“Fuck me, fuck me now,” I blurt out suddenly, needing him inside of me as much as I need the air to breathe.

“You’re in a hurry,” he chuckles, still fingering me so hard that it’s a miracle my brain can process the meaning behind his words.

“Oh, you bet I’m in a hurry,” I continue, my hands darting to his belt and unbuckling it. My trembling fingers grab the hem of his pants and I pull, his zipper going down by itself in a flash. Turning my wrist around, I flatten my hand against his hard cock and then grab it, moving my hand up and down and stroking him over the fabric of his boxer briefs. 

I do it for a few seconds, but then he slides one more finger inside of me and I just stop completely, my insides burning up as a sudden wave of ecstasy crashes against both my mind and body at the same time. 

“Well, if you’re in a hurry…” He whispers, leaning into me and dropping the words right against my ear. I moan as he slides his fingers out of my pussy, and then I grit my teeth and summon whatever’s strength there’s in me. 

Moving quickly, I push his pants and boxers down his legs, and he sits up on the couch afterward. He kicks off his shoes, and then steps out of his pants and boxers, standing up and towering over me in all his nakedness. 

He bends over, grabbing the bunched up dress, and pulls it down my body in a hurry. He throws it on top of his clothes, and then grabs the string of thong that laces my outer thigh and pulls on it harshly, ripping it out of me. 

“Much better,” he says, his eyes going straight to the wet patch of skin between my thighs. He offers me his hand and pulls me up to my feet. Then he forces me to turn around, and I place my legs back on the couch, baring my ass to him.

I gasp as he smacks me hard, no warning at all. He lays his hand heavily against my ass cheeks, and then he does it again and again, hard enough to leave a red mark on my skin. A perfect memento of everything we’re doing. He does it until the pain turns into pleasure, my brain melting and dissolving.

Then, he trades the violence of his smacks by the gentleness of one finger, brushing it up and down the length of my crack. I close my eyes hard, anxious for what’s going to happen next, and that’s when he grabs his cock and pushes it down, pressing it right against my pussy. 

This time I don’t even wait for him to thrust – I do it myself, throwing my body back against him and impaling myself on his cock. 

One loud scream erupts from my mouth as his long inches stab me in a fraction of a second, pushing my inner walls back in such a way that I just know I’ll be sore afterwards. The good kind of sore.

Grabbing my hips, he starts ramming his cock into me viciously right from the start. 

We’re making love, yes, but we’re also straight up fucking. And, God, that feels so wickedly good. There’s a raw intensity to his movements, and it’s in that intensity that you can peel off all the bullshit and find genuine emotion. 

Supporting myself with only one hand, I take the other one to my pussy and start rubbing my clit with two fingers. I do it until my fingers are working at the same rhythm of his cock, and it’s a matter of seconds until I explode. 

Clenching my teeth, I hiss wildly as my pussy tightens up around Blake’s shaft. Feeling me even tighter, he thrusts even harder, and that’s when a violent orgasm simply explodes inside of me.

I fall forward, collapsing on top of the couch as his cock pops out of me suddenly. I’m kneeling on the floor, arms and head on the couch in front of me, and all of me is a quivering and trembling mess. 

My muscles are twitching and spasming as if I’ve just been hit by lightning, and even though my eyes are open I can’t see a thing. My brain is burning, and all of its attention is devoted to processing the barrage of pleasure filling me up.

“God, this was – ”

“Amazing,” Blake says, finishing my sentence. The sound of his voice somehow gives me renewed energy, and I force my eyelids open and turn around so that I’m facing him. 

I find his cock is right in front of me, thick and hard and glistening with my juices. By the time I realize what I’m doing, I’m already grabbing him by the root and leaning into him, my open mouth ready to devour him.

I close my eyes the moment I feel the tip of his cock over my tongue. I push my mouth down, allowing his twelve inches to slide all the way inside me, and I only stop when I feel my lips against the smooth skin around the base of his huge shaft. That’s when I open my eyes again, and look up at him. I smile – or, well, I would if I didn’t have his cock between my lips – as I imagine the view he has now: me, on my knees, and his cock filling my mouth. 

I figure being a man is fun because of stuff like that. 

The urge to breathe becomes urgent enough for me to take his cock out of my mind; but, while I try and catch my breath, I keep on stroking him. My hand flies up and down his shaft so fast that my movements become a blur, and I can’t help but grin as I see him close his eyes, an expression of pleasure washing over his face. 

For a fraction of a second, I think of stroking him until he comes, forcing him to spray his seed all over me…but then I realize that I’m not ready for that – there’s so much more I want to do right now. It’d be a shame if we ended this too soon.

I tug on his hand, urging him to go down. He arches one eyebrow, curious, but goes down to his knees all the same. When his knees touch the floor, I let go of his cock and jump up to my feet. 

Standing over him, I tangle my fingers on his hair and pull him into me. Knowing exactly what I want, he takes his mouth straight to my pussy, grabbing my ass cheeks with both his hands. 

He licks and sucks at a frenetic pace, digging his fingers into my flesh at the same time. I just stand there, eyes closed and head thrown back, savoring the pleasure he’s giving me. I swear, Blake knows how to use his mouth as much as he knows how to use his cock.

Taking one step back, I lean into him and place my hands on his shoulders. Pushing him back, I force him to lay down on the floor, and then I act fast; I place both my feet on the side of his head, and then lower myself. 

“Fuck, you’re good,” he says, his voice loaded with hunger. 

“I am,” I grin, sitting on his face and making it impossible for him to reply. Swaying my hips back and forth, I bend over and reach for his cock, stroking him fast. Wanting to please him as much as he’s pleasing me right now, I take my mouth to his cock and gobble it up once more. 

We remain like that for what seems like an eternity, devouring each other as if tomorrow doesn’t exist. I suck him so hard that I’m actually surprised he still hasn’t come, but that’s for the best – it means we can still keep going. I can’t say the same for myself, though. I’m on the verge of exploding again, another orgasm looming on the horizon of my mind. 

A violent urge to scream takes over me, and I slide his cock out of my mouth and just rest my hands on his ankles for support. He’s jabbing at me with his tongue, taking my pussy lips inside his mouth and licking them dry; at the same time, he’s spreading my ass cheeks wide, the tip of his fingers right on the edge of my ass crack. 

Wanting to go further, he starts caressing my ass while he licks me, moving one finger up and down my crack. He finally stops his finger over my ass hole, and my scream becomes more violent as he starts pushing it inside of me, overloading my brain with pleasure in such a way that I wouldn’t be surprised if I passed out anytime now. 

Somehow, I remain conscious as I finally come, a sudden wave of pleasure washing over me and sending all the thoughts in my mind into disarray. I’m not screaming anymore – my mouth is open, but there isn’t any sound coming out of it. My vocal chords have given up on me, the muscles in my throat so spent that I don’t even know how I’m still breathing. 

Somehow, I manage to go up to my feet despite my trembling legs. I turn around, all while still on top of him, and then sit back down again – except this time I do it with his cock under me. 

“Still want more?” He teases me as I grab his cock.

“Always,” I whisper, and then ease myself down, my eyes rolling in their orbits as I feel my insides stretching to accommodate his massive member. 

When all of his inches are inside of me, he bucks his hips fast and hard, and I do nothing as he fucks me. I just savor his body on mine, my fingers digging into his chest, while I gather the necessary strength to join him. 

I take a deep breath and, finally, start to rock my hips, moving them back and forth in a flowing motion while he keeps on thrusting. I do it as fast as he is thrusting, and my hands clawing on his chest hard enough to draw blood, but he doesn’t even seem to notice.

“That’s…that’s so good,” is all he says with a groan, grabbing my ass cheeks and urging me to go faster. And I do it, going as fast as he wants me to. The muscles in my legs feel like they’re burning, but I push through, bouncing up and down until both my mind and body simply quit on me.  

A powerful wave of ecstasy shakes me to my core, travelling from my nerve endings to my brain in the blink of an eye, and hitting me in full force. I scream so hard that I almost rupture my own eardrums, my blood boiling inside my veins.

What I’m feeling right now is so intense that the world around me assumes a dreamlike state, making the colors brighter, and the sounds becoming more clear. 

But I’m not in a dream, and I know that because the pleasure I’m feeling is so raw and intense that it’d be impossible for this to be anything other than reality. 

“More,” I tell him when the strength returns to my vocal chords. “More,” I repeat, not even knowing what I mean by more. All I know is that I want it, and I want it right now. 

Climbing out of his body, I go on all fours right on the floor, wiggling my ass at him. He sits up, looking at me with an understanding look on his face. 

“You want more, you get more,” he whispers, more to himself than to me, and his hands hook on my hips. 

I swallow hard as he runs one finger between my ass cheeks, and then takes it down all the way to my pussy. He slides it in, moving it back and forth for a while, and then pushes one more finger inside, preparing me for what I really want in there. 

“So good,” I moan as he fingers me, but then he just pulls his fingers out.

“No…But I’ll show you what’s really good,” he says, grabbing his cock and pressing its tip against my pussy. 

A shiver goes through me as he does it, and my skin prickles in a fraction of a second. Then, he feeds one inch into my pussy, and I can’t help but to moan. By the time his cock is all inside of my pussy, my moans have turned into a barely audible whisper of pleasure. 

“Much better, isn’t it?” He asks me; I open my mouth to respond, but no sound comes out of it. Lucky for me, he doesn’t wait for a reply. 

Holding me by the hips, he starts to thrust, taking his time as he builds up the rhythm. His first thrusts are soft and gentle, but the fire in his movements starts growing and growing until he’s ravaging my pussy so fiercely that I just know there’ll be no avoiding the soreness.

“So…fucking…good…” I moan, my vocal chords working again. My words only make him go harder and, at the same time, he takes one hand around my waist and presses down on my clit, rubbing it as fast as he’s thrusting.

That raw violent energy starts to pool on my muscles, and they tense up like wire. My lungs strain against my ribcage, and my heart is pounding inside my chest so fiercely that it might burst any time soon. 

“Don’t stop, don’t – ” I don’t even have the time to finish what I was saying. I go down from my hands into my elbows, and I press my forehead against the floor as a thermonuclear explosion goes off inside my brain. 

Every single thought in its wake is destroyed and, for a moment, I don’t even remember where I am or who I am. All I know is that what I’m feeling is so good I’ve probably died and went to heaven. 

He’s about to pull his cock out of me when I reach for him, curling my fingers around his wrist. 

“No,” I tell him, “all the way.” 

I don’t need to explain it to him. Without a word, he thrusts again, this time even faster than before. His movements are completely unhinged, and I know that right now it’s all about him. 

I thrust back at him, matching the motion of his body, and then I feel a violent spasm taking over his cock. It pulses viciously for a second or two, and then it simply comes inside of me. 

“Fuck,” he groans, drawling out the word as he stops moving, his cock buried all the way to the hilt. I stop moving as well, my eyes closed as I feel the spasms of his cock. 

We remain like that, frozen in time, for what seems like an eternity – but when he finally stops coming and pulls his cock out of me, I’m almost sad that it’s over. 

“Blake,” I say his name almost as if I wanted to hear the sound of my voice, eager to prove that this isn’t a dream. We sit on the touch together, my head resting on his chest, and I close my eyes as I try to catch my breath. 

Softly, he rests one hand on top of my head and laces his free arm on my waist. Holding me close, he keeps me pressed against his naked body as we both enjoy the silence, our bodies still exhausted. 

There’s no use denying it…I’m falling for Blake, and I’m falling hard.

I’m trying to tell myself that’s not the case, but deep down I might be lying to myself. The way I feel right now – this closeness, this security –, it all points to something deeper than just physical attraction. 

Oh, it’s even silly to be talking about physical attraction now…that’s already a given. But knowing the way Blake sees me, looking through his eyes…that goes beyond the physical.

Maybe I should run.

After Dale, I can’t give my heart to anyone. Even if it’s to a man like Blake, a man that sees the real me. I just can’t do it. Sure, there’s this connection we have, but that makes this all the more dangerous. When Dale cheated on me, he left a vacant spot in my life. But if I surrender to Blake and he leaves…there’ll be a hole in my heart that no one will ever mend.

But now’s not the time to think of that.

Now I just want to…feel close to him.

 




Blake

Nothing can dampen my mood today, not even the rain I hear belting against my windows. The wind is grabbing the shutters and rattling them, threatening them, but they don’t give in. 

Storms have been raging all day. 

Nothing wrong with a good storm, storms in my opinion leave the world washed and refreshed. The air has a clean smell to it and world does look washed. Except for my windows. Rain tends to leave them looking a little streaked. 

I make a mental note to organize a window cleaner in the next few days, along with getting a new cleaner. 

Much to my disappointment, my cleaning lady informed me yesterday that she’s leaving. 

Camilla’s great. And I introduced Camilla to Katherine because I know the two will get along really well and most important of all, Katherine would not be jealous of Camilla. 

It’s not that my housekeeper wasn’t attractive. She is, and probably more so back in her day. At fifty-four, she’s still a stunner, just not someone I would be getting involved with. But now, she’s leaving. She’d said something about her daughter needing her to babysit. 

I put domestic thoughts aside. Camilla will still be here for another month. Maybe she’ll be able to help me get a replacement. 

I stroll into my studio to look at my collection of new paintings and I smile. I like them, no, I love them. They are better than anything I have created before. Ever.

Part of me wants to call Katherine and get her to come and look at them. I really would want her to be the first person to see them, but that would go against my plan. 

I’ve come up with a special way to thank her. I owe her a lot, after all. I know she would not agree and she probably does not even realize how huge a role she’s been playing in my creative genius coming back to life. 

Before I make the call, I grab a pen and paper to make a list. I walk from painting to painting, jotting down possible titles, background notes and random twirls and doodles. 

Sometimes I think well in pictures and not so well in words. 

Words. It strikes me as almost an omen how right we are for each other. Katherine, a writer and me, an artist. We are meant to be together. 

After I’ve completed my list, I gather the works of art carefully and gingerly. I handle my pictures the way a mother cradles her baby. In a way, they are my babies. 

I need to make sure Katherine does not see these next time she comes over. 

It’s a great feeling knowing Katherine can just come and go as she pleases since I gave her a key to my place the other day. 

Her face was priceless, a mixture between overwrought, disbelief and pride. 

It is a big thing for me too. I’ve never given anyone else a key to my apartment. 

And not just the key, I made sure to select a special key ring to go with it. I wanted her to think of me each and every time the key was within her sight. 

It took an enormous amount of time. Silly really, but when I get an idea into my head I need to see it through. 

When I didn’t find anything close enough to what I had in mind at the local shops, I consulted the mighty World Wide Web. I wanted a painter palette and canvass. Eventually, several hours later, I found one in sterling silver. 

I ordered it instantly. I didn’t even flinch when the order form confirmed I had just paid two hundred and eighty five dollars for a key ring. 

And of course I had been rewarded several times over when i gave it to her. 

Not only was she totally touched by the gesture of the key, when she spotted the key ring, I swear a little tear formed in the corner of her eye. 

The kiss I got, and the sex, more than made up for the money spent on it. 

It takes me a few minutes to drape the stained cotton throw over the paintings. Maybe I better make it a little more difficult to get here by placing an easel in front of it. 

When I’m done I pick up the phone. Time to call my agent. 

“Hey Mateo, how are things?” 

I can’t hear a response. I stare at the screen. The clock is ticking so I know I’m connected. 

“Mateo, you  there?”

“Blake. Blake. My man, what’s happenin?” Mateo’s voice booms through the phone and I move the mobile a little further off my ear. 

“Mateo, I’ve been painting.”’ Maybe I should have invited him to come over instead of a phone call?

There’s loud laughter. “You’re a painter Blake. What else would you have been doing?”

Good old Mateo, always straight to the point. 

“No Mateo, this time it’s different. I’ve really been painting. I’ve been creating and…well, the paintings are good. Really fucking good.”

“You never were modest, my friend.” Mateo replies dryly. 

I chuckle. 

“True. But wait till you see what I’ve been creating.”

“Let me guess, nudes. How many of them have you been fucking this time? I hate to think of all the broken hearts.”

“Mateo, they’re not nudes and I haven’t been fucking them as you say. I’ve met this woman. Katherine. She’s amazing. She’s gorgeous. She’s sexy.”

“And she’s a good root,” completes Mateo. 

“It’s different with her. I haven’t had another woman since I’ve met her. I can only think of her. I even dream of her. I want her all the time. She’s doing things with me no other woman has ever done before.”

“She a witch?”

Another chuckle from me. 

“Stop it, man. Anyway I want you to organize an exhibition. It’s going to be bigger than anything I’ve ever done before. I want you to spare no money. Invite anyone and everyone that matters. Alcohol, good food…wait, get the chefs from the Old Pearl to cater, they know what they are doing. Spare nothing. Go all out. And Mate…?”

“Yes my friend?”

“I don’t want Katherine to find out. She can’t know. Under any circumstances.”

“Hope you know what you’re doing.”

A noise makes me turn around. I see Katherine, her eyes looking hurt and confused.

 




Katherine

I love how I can just walk into the studio without an invitation. It’s got that feel of trust between us. I love that I can hear the sound of his voice anytime I want to; I could listen to him all day. I wonder who…oh, he’s talking on the phone.

Did he just say – ? I stop to listen.

I catch only those last words. 

“…Katherine’s not to know. Promise me. OK?”

I am not to know what? Is this a red flag? Is this the time to back out? Had Dale been right all along? The fear that’s always just below the surface threatens to overwhelm me. 

Move, I tell myself. Part of me wonders if this is the time to turn and run. But where will I run to? I take a deep breath. 

“Hey Blake, I heard you talking to someone just now. What am I not supposed to know?”

“Hey baby.” 

I study his face carefully. There’s not a hint of guilt in it. 

“It’s a surprise. My lips are sealed.” As if to underline his point he points to his lips, which he has pulled into a thin line. 

“Look Blake,” I hesitate. “I’m not that big on surprises. I find they are highly overrated.” I try to keep my voice light. I don’t want to make too much of this. But I really don’t like surprises. 

Surprises are great when you’re a kid, like you got your first bicycle, or when the man in the red suit brought you your favorite Barbie doll. But grown up girls don’t always take to guy surprises, particularly if they are in the form of the ex-boyfriend in bed with another woman. 

“Hey,” he says and comes toward me. 

He’s looking right at me with a hungry expression, like he really wants me, like he’s almost begging me. I can see right into his eyes. If there was anything hidden surely I would see it there.

“Hey, c’mon,” he repeats and strokes my cheek. “How can I surprise you if you already know what I’m talking about?” 

He advances on me like something wild. How does he do that? I’m just frozen as this wild hunk approaches me like some lethal tiger. That pleading voice and that soft dangerous stride toward me make me melt.

“The thing about surprises is, they are a surprise.” 

He runs his finger down my nose, slowly over my lip and down my chin, his touch light as a whisper. I try not to shudder as he traces his finger along my shoulder and down 

I feel my skin tingling. I want this touch. I want him to go lower. I feel tight and loose all at once. His finger dances around my hips and I feel his hand stop at my waist. 

His other hand goes under my chin and to lift it. He dips in closer and I wait for his kiss. His lip brushes on mine ever so softly.

Now I feel the slight pressure of his hand on my back and I fall in against him. I want more of him. I want his mouth open. I want the feel of his tongue. I want his hand lower.

I run my hands around his back and feel the taut pillar of his body. He feels firm and warm, smooth and round and I want to let my hands go down to his buttocks and to pull him in tighter to me. 

I can feel myself melting; all of my worries are slipping away. I want nothing more than for him to takes his hands lower.

His upper hand leaves my chin. He runs it slowly luxuriously, over my neck and collarbone until he finds my breasts. He slides it under my arm and drops it suddenly. Both of his hands are now spread over my butt and he draws me in.

This is out of control. I’m frantic with desire.

We have to stop. 

“As I recall,”’ I start but his lips shut me up. This time his tongue finds mine instantly. 

His hands leave their position and make their back up toward my breasts. 

“I thought we were going to do some work.” I manage to say but my own voice is lacking conviction. Sure, I came in here to pose for him so that he finishes the painting, but now…

“I am working,” he mutters. 

I throw my head back, giggling. 

“There’s a distinct lack of paint brush.” I point out. 

Blake stops. He moves his hands off my breasts. 

My body aches for his touch. Please don’t stop I want to beg but I don’t. If this painting is to be finished Blake needs to keep painting. 

“I thought the painting was of a nude.”

I know Blake plays havoc with my thoughts but I’m not following. 

Registering the confusion on my face Blake starts kissing my face and neck, his mouth moving down to my breasts. 

“I’m just helping you undress and get into the mood.” He says between bites. 

It is difficult to form any coherent thought. 

‘“I don’t think this is going to work.” I make another attempt at getting Blake to focus on his painting. As much as I want this, I know he wants to finish this artwork too. And I’d very much like to see the finished painting. 

Blake stops again. My skin burns with desire where his lips had been. 

I feel him look at me. 

“I know your body so well, Katherine; I don’t need you to pose. I can finish the painting from the memory. Each and every part of your body is etched into my mind forever.”

He kisses me again and his hands resume their wandering. 

Before I give in I try one last time to be the sensible one. 

“So you’re not going to paint me today?”

His lips are near my ear, nibbling on my ear lobe. 

“Right now I’ve got more important things to do. Right now, I just want to be inside you.”

 




Katherine

My lips become his, and his lips become mine. Our mouth and tongues become one, and I close my eyes and surrender to desire.

He grabs harshly on my skirt, tugs on the fabric and pushes it down. I sway my hips from side to side, just enough for the skirt to slide down my legs. The skirt taken care off, his hands dart straight to my blouse and he pulls it over my head, forcing me to raise my arms up in the air. 

“You look perfect,” he tells me, his eyes roaming all over my naked skin, and I can almost feel him peeling off my bra and thong with his eyes. 

He then lets his mouth roam to the valley between my breasts, my skin tracing the rising curve of both my breasts. As he does it, he takes his hands to my shoulder blades; the moment he finds the clasp of my bra, he undoes it. 

The cups of the bra droop over my breasts, revealing both nipples, and he holds his breath as he watches them fall down. Then, impatience suddenly taking over him, he reaches for one cup with his hand and simply yanks the whole thing off my body. I yelp as he does it, my nipples becoming even harder than before. 

He leans into me and with his mouth pressed against mine, our tongues dance around one another in a frenzy, and my anxious hands go down from his chest to his belt. I curl my fingers around it, eager to unbuckle it, but he stops me, yanking on my hair.  

“On your knees,” he tells me, his voice more commanding than ever…yet there’s a grin on his face. His words make my insides clench making me a complete wet mess. I don’t think I have ever wanted a man this much. 

“Oh, is that an order?” I ask him, a teasing smile on my lips. He yanks harder on my hair, forcing me to throw my head back and look him straight in the eye. 

“What do you think?” Just like that, I find myself obeying and going down to my knees, my hands running from his waist to his knees. 

I position myself between his legs, moving my hands up and down but never really going for his crotch. There’s already a hard shape there, straining against his pants, and even though I’m dying to set it free, I take my time. 

First, I want to tease him as much as I possibly can.

“What shall I do first…?” I whisper, biting on my bottom lip and taking both my hands dangerously close to his crotch. The fabric under my fingers is already tented up, and I have to fight back the urge to simply grab his cock and stroke him over his pants. 

“I want you to use your mouth…,” he tells me with a grin, easing the pressure of his fingers on my head. 

Never taking my eyes out from his, I grab his belt buckle and, moving slowly, start to unbuckle it. It comes undone and I pull the belt out from its loops, letting it fall right on the floor. 

Using only my index finger, I let it go down to his crotch, tracing the contour of his thickness with my fingertip. I feel it pulse and throb, and my heart tightens inside my chest as I realize that Blake is at my mercy…Or, maybe, the other way around.  

Slowly, I start to unbuckle his jeans, popping out the top button, as I feel his hardness pressing against the rough fabric. Without bothering to undo the rest of the buttons, I simply press the palm of my hand against his belly and let it slide down under the hem of his jeans, cupping his bulging shape over his boxers. 

Right after feeling the warmth coming from his crotch, I take my hand off it and start unbuttoning the remaining buttons on his pants, my fingers moving softly.

Then, hooking my fingers on his boxers, I pull them down and his cock springs free almost too violently. As it jumps into sight, I feel the flames of lust dancing behind my eyes and I can no longer resist it – reaching for it, I curl my fingers around his thickness. 

He exhales sharply as he feels the touch of my fingers, and I hear his breathing grow heavier and heavier with each passing second. Using both my hands, I start massaging the bulging shape between his thighs, using my palms to press down on it. 

Bending over, I take my breasts to his crotch. Taking my hands out of his cock, I then lower my breasts over it. Squeezing them against one another, I trap his cock between them and start rocking my body back and forth, stroking him with my breasts.

“Fuck, that feels so good…” He groans, bucking his hips against me. I grin as I do it, jerking him off with my bare breasts.

Then, stopping for a moment, I take off his shoes one by one, and I pull off his pants and boxers both still wrapped around his knees.

I slide my hands from his knees to his thighs, leaning in at the same time. I take my mouth dangerously close to his cock and, parting my lips, I reach for it with the tip of my tongue once again. 

Gently laying it over the tip, right where beads of pre-cum glisten, I then start running it around the head of his cock in slow circles. He throws his head back as I do it, closing his eyes and sighing heavily. I have to make a conscious effort to stop myself from swallowing his whole cock right away.

“Fuck, just do it,” he groans, and his words assure me that I’m doing the right thing by torturing him like this. So, instead of opening my mouth wide and rolling my lips down his shaft, I just continue using the tip of my tongue to tease him. 

Tilting my head slightly, I run the tip of my tongue down the length of his shaft, bringing it down to his balls. Only there do I open my mouth, pressing my lips against one of his balls and sucking it into my mouth. It’s big and, it feels heavy and warm to the touch – I can’t help but imagine the amount of cum his balls are busy producing right now.

Bringing my tongue back up to the tip of his cock, I then pull back from him and look him straight in the eye. Moving my hands toward his inner thighs, I then wrap my fingers around the root of his cock, gripping it tightly. 

Without breaking eye contact, I start moving my hand up and down the length of his shaft, doing it as slow as humanly possible.

I watch as his chest rises and falls almost erratically, his breathing growing ragged with each stroke of my hand. The muscles on his chest seem to be bulging, straining against his skin and stretching it thin. 

I stop stroking him all of a sudden and, holding his cock in place, I lean into it once more. This time, I open my mouth and don’t hesitate – I wrap my lips around the tip of his cock, suck on it for a few seconds, and then roll my lips down his shaft so fast that it feels his cock is going to pop out on the other side of my skull.

The pressure of his fingers on my head intensifies and I close my eyes, surrendering to the wild desire fluttering inside of me. I open my mouth as wide as I can and gobble up his shaft once more, bobbing my head up and down over his cock until the wet sound of my lips on his flesh fills the whole apartment. 

I grab his cock with both my hands and start to suck and stroke at a matching pace, the pendulum motion of mouth and hands an entrancing one. Oh, I never thought that going down on a man could be this fun.

My head goes up and down and, then, further down his shaft. I can almost feel myself gagging but, damn, I am enjoying it! 

His hands are still on my head, feeling and guiding my movements. He grits his teeth, pleasure making his muscles tense up. With my lips tightly wrapped around his cock, I can almost feel his thoughts fading away as lust takes over.

He groans, as guides my head deeper down, my mouth sliding down his length slowly until all of him is inside again, my tongue lapping at his cock fiercely. I go back out slowly, my fingers never leaving his shaft. 

I feel his whole body tensing up but, the moment his cock threatens to start spasming against my tongue, I take it out of my mouth and grip it tight. I don’t want him to come. Not yet. My pussy clenches as I start to imagine his lenght all inside me and completely ravaging me, and I know I have to make him last.

Pulling up to my feet, Blake yanks on my hair; keeping my head thrown back, he dives head first into my neck. Kissing my naked skin, he then starts biting softly, pulling it with his teeth as I allow short but clear moans to echo throughout the room. 

As he kiss me, he lets his hands wander down to my waist and he hooks his fingers on my thong, pulling it against my thigh until I hear the sound of the fabric ripping apart.

“Much better now,” he grins. 

Pushing me back until my knees meet the couch, Blake yanks down on my hair again, pinning me down to the mattress with one hand. 

He swallows in his desire and takes both his free hand to my breasts, feeling the soft tan mounds there straining against his hungry fingers. He lets his hands take a life of their own, their downward movement guiding him over my firm belly and down to the untanned line right where my thong used to be. 

He makes a claw out of his fingers and pushes it down as I raise my hips. Not wasting time with any teasing, he takes his hand and places it on top of my pussy, the shape of its inner lips making his heart and cock pulse in unison. 

He cups it, my fluids wettening his hand; he lets his fingers wander up and down and, finding my clit, he gently presses his thumb against it, tracing its outline very slowly with care.

With my whole body pulsing with desire, my hips immediately start swaying, pushing my body upwards and into his hand, my pussy tightly pressed against his long fingers. 

Feeling my eagerness, he places the open palm of his hand over my stomach and, gently pressing down, pins me once more against the couch as, with his other hand, he parts my pussy lips wide and allows one inch of his finger to wander inside me. A moan tumbles out of my lips as he does it. 

As his finger leave my pussy and go back up my torso, a shiver runs up my spine and makes my skin prickle. Curling his finger upward like a hook, he runs it all the way in, only stopping when his fingertip is tightly pressed against that inner spot inside of me, the one that has me moaning right now. 

I throw my head back and I let the moan that’s climbing up my throat explode in the air. He takes that as a good omen and slides his finger out and then in again, fingering me until insanity takes over.

He runs his thumb in slow circles around my clit as he moves one more finger inside of my pussy. I throw my head back and start to sway my hips, moving them at a matching pace, and it doesn’t take long for him to drive me to the edge of pleasure. He doesn’t stop and drives two fingers as deep as possible inside of me, pressing hard, rubbing my clit with quick vicious movements. 

Just like that, I come into pure ecstasy. 

Looking straight into his eyes, I take both my hands to his chest. Instead of unbuttoning it, I just grab at the fabric hard and pull it from opposite sides; the buttons pop out in a fraction of a second, scattering around the floor. I just keep on yanking, untucking his shirt. 

I trace the contour of his pectorals and abs with my eyes, as my brain overheats. Leaning into him, I start kissing his neck, laying my lips softly against his skin and then pulling it with my teeth. He groans as I do it, his fingers digging deep into my ass cheeks, and then he starts to thrust. 

As I feel his shaft pressing hard against my pussy, I resume my coming-and-going motion from before, swaying my hips lewdly and grinding against his huge member. 

He then grabs me by the hips and pushes me down, forcing me to stop moving. He’s taking control, and there’s nothing I can do about that. Not that I want to… Now I just want to submit to him – nothing more, nothing less.

As he pushes me down, he thrusts with his hips, forcing his cock to go so deep inside of me that I can’t help but scream. I grin as he runs his hands to my ass and squeezes my cheeks, thrusting me even harder than before. 

He continues demolishing my insides, letting go of my ass and taking both his hands to my breasts, squeezing them eagerly.

With his hands no longer on my hips, I resume the sway of my hips, riding him as hard as I can. Beads of sweat are already pooling on my forehead, but that only makes me go even harder.

“Harder…” I command him as he keeps on thrusting, while slapping my ass hard, his thickness completely demolishing my insides. I grin, rocking my hips so hard that the sweat have already started to trickle down my back. He matches the sway of my hips with a fast sequence of hard thrusts. 

I open my mouth to say something, but the words die in my throat as my whole body starts to tense up, Blake’s violent thrusts numbing my mind and delivering me into the hands of ecstasy. 

“OH MY GOD!” I scream out, my mind burning as the violent flames of an orgasm take over me.

I’m still coming, all of my muscles twitching, when he places one arm around my waist and pushes me to the side. I roll to the side, his cock popping out of me, but he doesn’t allow me a moment’s rest; pulling on my waist, he forces me to go on all fours and then kneels himself behind me. 

“I’m going to fuck you so hard…” he starts, slapping me so hard across my ass cheeks I can’t control myself and let out another high pitched scream. The sound of the palm of his hand hitting me square in the ass caresses my eardrums and, instinct taking the steering wheel, I thrust back at him, eager to feel his cock inside of me once more. 

He presses against my drenched folds and, with one quick thrust, he slides his thickness all the way inside my pussy. I moan as I feel my inner walls stretching to accommodate his massive shaft, but that doesn’t stop me from swaying my body, rocking it back and forth and thrusting against Blake’s cock. 

“Harder…Harder! HARDER!” I pant, rocking my body against his. 

He keeps going and going until my pussy tightens so hard around his cock it’s almost a miracle he still manages to keep on thrusting. 

He savors my tightness with each stroke, burying himself deep inside me and then retreating until only his tip remains in me. One final and deep stroke and a wild scream scratches the back of my throat, rising up to my lips as a desperate cry of pleasure.

Blake tightens his grip in my hips, keeping me in place as he fucks me into obliviousness with a savage fury, my whole body spasming in a seizure of ecstasy.  I twitch and spasm until all strength leaves my limbs, my body collapsing onto the bed completely spent. 

Following after me, he rests his body on top of mine, his cock still firmly planted inside my pussy, his chest and stomach laying against my back. He rocks his body against mine like that, his cock moving back and forth inside me.

I can almost feel the adrenaline raging through his veins, crawling under his skin and making him feel as if he’s about to burst. His muscles tense hard and, for a moment, he even stops breathing, his mind directing all vital functions to the only thing that matters right now – pleasure. 

He chokes a groan on his throat, and I feel a current going from deep inside of him to his cock. He exhales between gritted teeth as his cock spasms violently inside me, his cum darting out and filling me up. 

He buries himself as deep as he can go, and he holds there, feeling the spasms of his cock spread through his whole body. Propping himself up, he summons all his strengths and manages to pull back, his cock slowing sliding out and springing free over my naked ass. 

Guided by instinct, he takes his hand to the base of his member and starts stroking himself, his cum still gushing out as if it hadn't already done so. 

I scream. I moan. I cry tears of utter pleasure as he comes over me, my body still burning under the fire of the last orgasm. 

Someone pinch me, because to feel this much pleasure must mean that I’m dreaming.

 

 




Katherine

There are mornings when the words flow down to the fingers and make them dance over the keyboard. I’m locked in another world. Nothing is sweeter than a white page turning into a field of text. What is that noise? It does not matter, period, space and new sentence. The sentences need to be short for this part.

OK so it’s a knock at the door. Darn, just when I nailed that scene. 

I make a note, sigh and pick up my coffee cup. I’ll answer the door and depending on who it is, I will be cheerful and short or grumpy and short. Either way, it’s short because once the coffee cup is refilled, I will have my fingers flying all over the keyboard again.

I open the door, look up and down, and use every muscle in my arm to throw the door back to its frame so hard it should send both the door and frame flying out into the corridor. 

Of all the people on earth, the very last person I ever want to see is standing there like he owns the space and still owns me. It’s Dale. I so want the door to smash him to the opposite wall.

But the door stops dead. I look at it in disbelief for a second and then look down. The jerk has been too quick and has his foot in the door. I put my whole weight against it and shove it with all my might. 

The door moves, but against me. Dale is pushing his way in.

“What part of ‘I never want to see you again’ can’t you understand?” I near yell at him.

“Hey Babe...”’ Smug smile. 

Prick.

The guy just doesn’t get it. It’s over. At a pinch, he could call me Katherine  in a text message maybe from the other side of the world, but I never ever want to hear another word come out of his mouth, let alone the word ‘Babe.’

“You want the good news?” he asks. 

I notice he is breathing hard. He is such a slob. The little workout at the door has been enough to get him breathing harder than a steam train. Or is he expecting something that’s not there for him anymore?

“Good news?” I say in a voice dripping with sarcasm, “You joined the Peace Corps and you’re off to deepest part of Africa until further notice, or you’ve landed a job as a sea captain doing the London to Hong Kong run or, wait, you have the best news I am ever going to hear: you just drew the winning ticket for a one way mission to Mars, leaving tomorrow. Hit me with it. Now that you’re here I could do with some cheering up.”

“Oh no, way better than that. You see the good news is for me, but I’m that sort of guy who just loves to share with my very close friends.”

“Good for you,” I say, “If any of them show up I’ll give you a call. Now leave.” 

“You don’t want to know about Mr. Hot Brush, you know the guy with the eeny weeny charcoal stick. Don’t want to hear about the latest?”

“Talent really gets to you doesn’t it? Rest easy Dale. You’ve got talent. You do the best lines in gossip about other people. Guess that’s because not much is happening in your part of the world. No, wait, I’m wrong. There’s lots happening in your life but no one cares.”

The truth is, the guy has got me on a string now. Away from the writing, I think of no one or nothing else other than Blake. If the company was even half decent, I could spend all morning talking about him.

“He’s got an exhibition coming up.”

“Oh, wow. Next thing you’ll be telling me he’s an artist or something.”

I hope I sound convincing and there’s not slightest hint of quiver in my voice. I have not heard of any exhibition. 

“Not just any exhibit. The word is, the guy is on fire. This is going to be his best so far, and that’s not coming from me.  This is coming from his very own agent who says the collection will blow your mind. And I hope that agent is right because I know what this guy does.  I can’t wait to go because I know what’s going to be on show. Hey, I don’t get to see it anymore but when this comes on –I can just spend all day, running my eyes over all that territory I know so well. 

“Man, I know what’s coming and you are going to really light up a lot of sick puppies’ best dreams. And it gets better because you won’t be there. If this guy is any good, you better get used to spending time indoors because every guy who sees you on the street will be able to undress you with his eyes.”

How could Blake do this to me? He promised. He knows how I feel about that picture. When I look at that picture I feel completely exposed, right down to my soul. And more than that Blake has captured my eyes so well. Even when I look at it I can see passion, hot desire and just a flat out yearning for him to take me. Any guy who has even one drop of testosterone in him will know what the picture is about and what was on my mind. 

And now Dale, the worst guy ever is talking like he knows exactly what the painting looks like.

“Hey look at that Babe. You’re blushing. Does the blush still go all the way to, you know, that little spot…”

“Get out.”

“Sure. I’m as good as gone but I’ll be seeing ya.”

Once the door is firmly shut, I slide onto the floor and burst into tears. 

Blake betrayed me.

 




Blake

I turn the music up to full blast and dance around the studio. Can life get better than this? 

According to Mateo, some of the most important gallery owners and critiques are going to be coming to the exhibition. This is fantastic news. 

I’m all too aware of some of the critiques having written me off over the last few months. Some had said ‘It appears as if the talented young Blake has peaked and is now on the downhill slide. Such a pity, but an all too common occurrence for successful artists.’ 

I can’t wait to show them. And of course, I can’t wait to show Katherine what she has helped me achieve. 

The mere thought of the woman fills me with desire. My cock seems to instantly take on a life of its own the minute any of my thoughts stray into her direction. It will be so beautiful to see her face when I surprise her. 

Occasionally I’m filled with guilt at the thought of deceiving Katherine, but since its for a good cause I push those thoughts aside. 

The sudden stillness has me stop mid spin. Why had the music stopped?

I find Katherine standing in the middle of the studio. 

Now my dick is practically performing acrobatics at the sight of this goddess. It takes me less than three steps to be near her. 

To my surprise she reels back when I reach out to touch her. What’s going on?

“How dare you!” Her face is a scowl, like a thunderstorm has taken up residence there. 

“What do you mean?” I’m completely at a loss on how to explain her behavior. 

“You promised.” I notice the clenched fists by her side. “You promised,” she repeats, this time her voice is a little higher than before. She’s not quite hysterical but does not seem far from it. 

“I don’t know what you are talking about.”

It’s true, I’m not exactly sure what she’s getting at, although I’m beginning to have an idea what has happened. 

I try again to pull her into my arms. If I can just kiss her, reassure her, explain to her she will understand. 

Her fists pummel against my chest. I don’t try to stop her. 

“You bastard. You prick. You no good, lying scoundrel. I trusted you and this is how you betray me.”

I let her take it out on me. I don’t think there’s anything I can say to make her stop. 

When her fists do drop to her side again I take a step back. 

“Dale came to my place and told me how you’ve been going around town bragging about putting on the biggest art show yet. How you’ve painted this amazing piece and how it will be on display for the world to see.”

I don’t interrupt her. I let her talk. She’s in such a state by now I think it’s best I keep quiet. Inwardly, I’m seething. 

Who could have thought Dale would be the bearer of the news? If I had stopped and thought about it, I should have guessed.  The guy owns a gallery, after all. 

Mental note to Mateo, never ever invite that prick to another one of my shows, and don’t send the usual Christmas card and hamper either. 

Katherine is sobbing. 

Before I realize what is happening, she’s throwing something at me. It lands with a metallic clang on the floor near my feet. 

“Here’s your fucking key and key ring. Give it to the next model you pick up and fuck.”

And without another word, she turns on her heels and walks out. 

I’m too numb to follow her. When the door slams shut, I slowly bend down to pick up the key ring. 

That’s that then, I think and put the painful memory into the bottom kitchen drawer. It is the drawer with all kinds of useless things in it, the sort one finds in kitchens or laundries. It is the drawer least used in my apartment.  

I don’t know how long I stand there. It could have been seconds, a few minutes or an hour. 

In my mind, I replay what has just taken place. A hysterical Katherine barged in and accused me of something I’m not guilty of. The reason behind all of it: Dale. Dickhead Dale. 

Eventually, I walk back into my studio. I don’t turn the music back on. My day has been ruined. 

I walk over to my paintings, my babies. I stare at the one of Katherine. Then I find a cover and throw it over the artwork. 

I will decide the fate of the nude tomorrow, tomorrow is another day after all. 

I make myself a cup of coffee and convince myself what has just happened is for the better. Who needs an unstable emotional woman in their life? Not me, no thank you. I have been managing just fine by myself, and I will do so again. It was fun while it lasted and now it’s time to move on. 

My coffee goes cold. I don’t feel like drinking it. I don’t feel like painting. I don’t feel liked doing much of anything. 

I slump onto my couch and sigh. Why had she not even wanted to hear my side of the story? Surely, she of all people must understand there are two sides to every story. I never expected Katherine to be the person to jump to conclusions and act before asking some pertinent questions. 

I put my head back against the couch. Such a pity, she is a real gem. 

But who needs women? With sudden bout of energy I get off my butt and make my way into the studio. Time to brush into the canvass, time to show her I don’t need her in my life. I painted just fine before I met her and I will be just fine now that she has left my life so abruptly.

 




Blake

I stare at my reflection in the mirror. 

How could you have been so stupid, my reflection screams at me. And I shake my head. 

My spoon swirls aimlessly in my bowl. Not even my favorite breakfast cereal tastes any good any more. 

With Katherine gone, it’s as if someone has taken all the oxygen out of my apartment. 

The ship is sinking and I am the only one left on it. A voice deep down tells me to do something about this. 

Mateo had tried to warn me. He said something about the art world being a small community and other things I no longer recall. 

I toss my half-finished bowl into the sink. Silently I apologize to Camilla for the mess I’m leaving. 

Was it arrogance on my part that had caused this train wreck? I should have known Dale would stick his head in where it doesn’t belong. After all, he had done the same with his dick. 

I pace my apartment like a caged animal. The walls feel as though they are closing in on me. How could I have been so stupid? 

Of course dickhead Dale would get into her ear: Dale whose dick had caused so much hurt and upset. 

I kick my oversized exercise ball and watch it roll across the floor. With a sigh I walk to the studio. Maybe painting will help. 

It is without any enthusiasm I mix my paints. I have to force myself to pick up a paintbrush. 

Listless, I move my brush into the red and then make random strokes across the canvass. 

A broken heart emerges. My broken heart. 

I can’t understand what motivated Dale to blab to Katherine, particularly since he doesn’t know the whole story, the entire surprise. 

I sigh. 

Then I punch the canvass and see the red on my knuckles. Bastard. Prick. Asshole. 

Take some responsibility man, my inner voice grumbles. 

I finish smashing the canvass. I feel no better. 

Maybe I should start over. 

I grab another blank canvass and start again. This time I’m using yellow. A giant round face with tears running down its cheek shows up. It kind of looks like an emoji. It brings a smile to my face, briefly. From world-class paintings to fucking emojis – maybe that’s all I’ll be able to do without Katherine in my life.

I should have thought things through. If I had given it more thought, I would have realized Katherine is vulnerable. She had been in a relationship with a bloke who had totally betrayed her. 

I try to picture what that would feel like. How would I feel if Katherine had been with another guy whilst we were together? The image is like someone kicking me in the gut. 

Ok. So I have screwed up. 

I made a complete mess of things. 

Leaving the painting I have started, I cross the studio and pull the cover off my masterpiece. 

As soon as my eyes see her, my dick stirs. 

For once, stop thinking with your dick, I remind myself. 

I needed to fix this but I’m not sure how. Should I destroy the painting? And then what? 

At the thought of destroying this amazing piece of art, I feel as if someone is stabbing me right through the heart with a pointy dagger. No I couldn’t destroy it. If I destroyed it I had nothing left. This way I at least have Katherine on canvass. 

But I if I want to get her back, I have to do something. 

In total frustration, I pace the length of my studio. Pictures of Katherine doing this after she had seen the painting of herself flash into my mind. 

I run both hands through my hair. There must be a way to make amends. I’m not the bad guy. Dale’s to blame. Dale and that shriveled cock of his. 

I might have fucked some of my models, but I would never cheat on a woman, particularly a woman I love. 

Love. A four-letter word that has so much meaning. 

It hits me; I love Katherine. 

Maybe if I…

A plan builds in the back of my mind. Maybe I should try again and this time, do it properly. This time I need to do it thinking about Katherine and not myself. 

I grab my mobile. I need to make a call. In my haste I drop the darn thing and it falls to the ground. 

I groan and pick it up. Now the blasted thing has gone totally black. Don’t tell me it’s broken. My finger fumble to find the On button and I press it down. I wait. I count to four, yet the stupid thing’s screen remains black. Surely one fall could not be responsible for the death of the phone, or could it?

What should I do?

Suddenly I recall I did not recharge my mobile the night before. Maybe it was just out of battery. 

I almost run into the bedroom where I keep the recharge. 

As soon as I plug it into power source, a little red symbol appears. 

Phew, it only needs a recharge. For some reason it seems to take hours for the phone to have enough battery for the display to come to life. 

I crouch down next to the bedside table and scroll through recent calls. I’m tempted to call Katherine but I know she won’t answer it. The last hundred or so had gone straight to message bank. 

Should I try a text? No, this time I’ll have to do something more personal. 

My fingers scroll through contacts and hit call when Mateo’s name appear on the screen. 

“What’s up, man?” Mateo shouts into the phone. Judging by the background noise he is somewhere where music is being played too loud. 

“The show will go ahead Mateo.” I say and wish I wasn’t restricted to crouching. I’m too worked up to be sitting still. 

“I can’t hear you Blake.” 

I shake my head. 

“That’s better.” Mateo comes through loud and clear. 

“I was calling to tell you the show will go ahead. I’ll be attending to some changes. But you make sure it goes ahead please.”

I end the call before my agent can ask questions. I have work to do. I need to win back the woman I love.

 

Katherine

“Do you want the red one or the white one?” Robin calls from the kitchen. 

I squint as I rummage through the movie choices my best friend has brought with her to cheer me up. None of them will do. They are all romance films with spunky main characters and a happy ending. 

A churning in my stomach has me almost run to the bathroom to throw up. 

“Are there any bubbles?” I answer. I want something expensive, preferably French. Since the publication of my first book I have acquired several bottles of the expensive stuff, and the plan has been to drink them for a special occasion.

Well, this is a type of special occasion, I guess.

Tears threaten to spill yet again, and I quickly take a deep breath. Robin will kill me if she finds me a blubbering mess on the couch, again. 

“I’m sure there’s some from the publisher in the door.” I call to her before she can respond. I hope my voice does not betray me.

Seconds later, Robin appears with two glasses, puts them down, and disappears again. When she reappears, she’s carrying a large tray of goodies. 

My heart does a little somersault as I realize the effort my best friend has gone to. On the tray is the most amazing assortment of food. There’s an abundance of salty things, fatty foods and plenty of sugar. Did I mention there was plenty of a fatty food?

Robin picks up her glass and holds it out to me.

“What shall we toast to?”

My hand shakes just a little as I automatically recall the toast with Blake where he promised.

What a lying scumbag he turned out to be. 

“Let’s toast to friendship,” I manage to whisper. 

“Friendship.” Robin’s glass touches mine and I listen to the ping the crystal glasses make as they gently collide.

I close my eyes as I enjoy the cool bubbles dance across my tongue. When the champagne finally slides down my throat, I quickly take another sip.

“You need to try this.”  Robin holds out a chunk of chocolate. 

“Rocky road?” I ask.

She shakes her head. “Better.”

I lie back into the mountain of cushions I have brought out from the bedroom onto the couch. This is the life. How long has it been since we had a girl’s night?

I steal a guilty glance in Robin’s direction. I have neglected our friendship a little since Blake had been on the scene. 

“So what do you want to start with?” Robin holds up a couple of movies.

“Not sure,” I mumble. The lump in my throat grows again and those darn tears are always just below surface, ready to spill at the most insignificant of things. 

“There’s Greek god, fine Englishman,” she scans the back cover. I’m not sure if she’s looking for a suitable description for the main male character, or if she cannot work out who is the actor. “Or we could go for dependable but not much to look at.”

I grimace. 

Robin puts down the films, takes another sip of her drink, and then busies herself with food. 

“You know,” she starts, and I hold up my right hand like a policeman directing traffic.

“Don’t.”

Robin devours what looks like one of those arancini balls and I’m reminded of the time I had Blake’s balls in my mouth. Those blasted memories stalk me day and night.

“What do you mean stop?” She has finished chewing. “You don’t even know what I was going to say.” Her lips are in a pretend pout.

I roll my eyes. “You were going to tell me to call Blake and talk things over with him.”

Robin smiles. “And what’s wrong with that?” Her fingers pick up different pieces of the delicacies to examine what’s on offer.

I sigh and slump into the cushions. For effect, I pull one over my face. 

“I’ll tell you what’s wrong with that idea,” I say and pull the cushion away. “It’s a stupid idea. Just like getting involved with Blake was a mistake in the first place.”

“A big fat mistake.” I shake my head. “I should have learned my lesson with Dale.”

“Men are useless and only able to think with their dick,” I continue. “I mean, I stumbled right into the next bloke who had a reputation of fucking his models and then discarding them. I knew. I knew and still I went ahead to make a fool of myself.” 

I stop and look at Robin who is grinning at me.

“What’s so funny?” I demand.

Robin leaves her seat and comes over to wrap her arms around me. She squeezes me and then let’s go. “You are what I’m laughing at. Listen to yourself. Are you trying to talk yourself into Blake being the bad boy you actually don’t know him to be?”

My head hurts, and I’m not sure I understood what Robin just said.

Before I can ask her to repeat it, and this time in English, a knock at the front door interrupts our peaceful evening.

With my heart beating a little faster than usual, I walk over and open up. Given my track record, I’m a little more cautious about visitors. 

“Mademoiselle Katherine?”

I nod in acknowledgement.

He’s not a policeman, but the young man is wearing a uniform of sorts. He hands me a large white envelope, and is gone before I can say anything else.

Confused, I head inside and hold up the envelope for Robin to see as I sit back beside her.

“Open it, “demands Robin and watches me turn the strange stationary over. 

“It doesn’t say who it’s from,” I hesitate.

This time, its Robin’s turn to roll her eyes.

Slowly, I take a silver knife from the tray and slide the envelope open. I pull out a large white invitation with purple letters on it.

Invitation for Katherine is written in the centre with a flourish. Underneath it are the words Art Show of Blake. Below that says Invitation for one.

Robin reads the words the same time I do and claps her hands. 

I’m confused. An art show for one?

“He’s going ahead with the art show but only inviting you.” Robin is near delirious with joy, she’s practically bouncing on her seat.

“So?” I have mixed feelings and don’t know what to make of it.

“He’s trying to make it up to you.” Robin is talking slowly as if I’ve suffered a head injury. I hear the Duh? at the end of the sentence even if she doesn’t say it. “You are going, aren’t you?”

Up until she asked, I wasn’t sure. It’s so strange. What if I make another mistake?

I can’t help but notice the writing is in purple, though, not gold or black, the way these things are usually done. Had Blake remembered I told him my favorite color is purple? 

“Katherine?” Robin prompts.

I look at her and make a decision. “I suppose I’ll go.”

 




Katherine

I take a deep breath and glance at my reflection on the window of the little antique shop next to the gallery. 

My knee-length black dress hugs my body and I smile. Someone once told me to feel good, you must look good. And who has not read the book Clothes Maketh the Man? 

Tonight, with all kinds of insects crawling over my skin and insides, I find it is so true. 

It has taken me several hours to find the perfect dress. At first I had been tempted to go in a tracksuit and sneakers. But who was I kidding? I would not feel good if I turned up looking like a tramp. And so I spend an hour trying on different outfits. 

In the end Robin had chosen this dress. 

Whilst on the face of it, it looked black, in the light you could see streaks of deep purple reflected in the material. It’s a low-cut dress, so I decide to wear a long silver necklace with a pen pendant on top of it. 

Accessories are everything. 

A matching purse was hanging over my shoulder with only my phone and a credit card in it. I had no plans to use the ladies nor touch up my makeup. I was pretty sure I would not be staying long. 

Little diamond studs are my earrings of choice for the night, and black velvet shoes with high heels and little bows on the front of them complete my look of sophistication. 

It takes all my courage to push the heavy doors of the art gallery open. 

The bright lights highlight the emptiness of the space. As I slowly put one foot in front of the other, I realize there is no one else here. Well, no one besides Blake and now me. 

With my heart beating wildly in my chest I take tentative steps toward the centre of the gallery. I can see paintings along the wall. There are numerous paintings. My eyes wander from one to the other but I cannot see the painting I’m looking for. 

I feel Blake’s eyes on me. His gaze travelling slowly from my head to my toes. My nerve endings instantly start to tingle. I’m not here to fuck him, I tell myself and pull my shoulders back a little further. 

Slowly I make my way toward the first painting. I’m mesmerized by the display of color. It appears to be an abstract work of art. As I stare at it, I can feel the joy emanating from the picture. Yellows, light pinks and reds dance on the canvass in joyous movements. 

I move onto the next one. Blake has come up behind me. I wish he stayed where he’d been when I entered the gallery. He hands me a champagne flute. 

“Care for a drink, madam?” He looks nervous. 

I mumble something like thank you and am careful to take the glass from him without any skin contact. 

As I walk from painting to painting, I realize I’m reliving the development of our relationship. It’s all there in abstract art and wonderful colors. The blues are so melancholic I swallow back the tears. 

The last one is the one that really tugs at my heartstrings. A black background with dark red lines scrawled in a messy fashion over the canvass clearly depicts heartbreak.  

My own heart seems to break again as I stare at it. There is no way I could have written the end of our relationship any more emotional than Blake had been able to depict it in art. 

I swallow. Had I been wrong? Had I acted too quickly?

Now his hands are on my shoulders. He stares at me intently. 

“Blake,” I whisper and once again, I, the wordsmith am lost for words. 

“Kath, I –” he starts and I interrupt. 

– I’m sorry. I …was hurt and jumped to conclusions and…”

He puts his finger on my lips. It takes all my effort not to kiss it. 

“I should have explained what I was planning.” He points to the exhibition and continues. “This is the exhibition I was planning all along. I wanted to surprise you and dedicate it to you. You are my muse, my inspiration.”

“Blake,” I try again. How could I have been so stupid and simply believed that two-timing, no good Dale? 

“I should have –” again Blake interrupts me. 

“Hush.” His eyes bore into my mine and I think he’s looking right into my soul. “Maybe we could have both done things a little better. Maybe both of us should have handled things differently. But that doesn’t matter anymore. What matters is, you are here tonight, one of the most important nights of my life.”

I watch, with my mouth parted already, as he lowers his head and our lips combine, melting into each other. His tongue probes, almost asks for permission to be let in. In answer, my tongue meets his. 

I feel his hands on my lower back, drawing me tightly into him. Through the think fabric of my dress, I instantly feel his hardness and it takes all my effort not rip his clothes off here and now.

When his lips leave mine they yearn for more. I want him and I want him now. 

Before I can wrap my arms around him he takes me by the hand. 

“Come, there’s one more painting you should see.”

He leads me to the very back of the gallery where a black cloth is covering a large canvass. 

Blake pulls the sheet off with one swift movement. 

I hold my breath as my gaze take in what has been unveiled before my eyes. Tears threaten to spill and I bite my bottom lip. 

“Oh Blake,” I whisper and look at him. “It is truly a masterpiece.”

I’m looking at my nude, and goose bumps are forming on my bare arms.

 




Blake

I must tell her, but I wait a little. I’m bathing in her innocent, genuine joy. She really is the goddess I have captured on the canvass. Every stroke on that picture reflects every minute detail of Katherine. 

Even if I have to say so myself, it is the greatest painting of my career, even Michael Angelo would offer me his praise.

Like a good wine, I need to savor her, take in every last detail. I send silent thanks to the universe for making sure she came. There had been darks hours earlier when I had paced the art gallery not knowing if she would show. 

When I first came up with the idea, I wasn’t sure what I would do if Katherine did not come; I still had no back up plan right up until the door opened and she had walked in. I had gone out on a limb and to my utter amazement it had worked out –at least so far.

There’s one more thing to do before my master plan is complete, but I’m in no hurry. There’s nothing wrong with enjoying this moment a little longer.

Katherine says nothing. She has her back turned toward me and is simply staring at herself in all her glory. 

Eventually, I take a step forward and turn to face her. She smiles. 

“I want you to know I meant what I promised.”

Her brow furrows and I resist the urge to place a kiss there, reassure her there’s no need to worry. 

“But,” there’s hesitation in her voice. “The painting is great and…” she falters, the inner struggle all too obvious on her face. She is an open book as far as her feelings are concerned.  

I reach down and pick up a bottle. 

“You don’t understand,” I tell her. 

“This painting is nothing. It’s inconsequential compared to you.” I point at her. “You’re all what matters. You are a masterpiece.”

I can see confusion on her face. 

“I don’t understand.” 

Taking a step toward the painting I aim my bottle at it. Now that I’m about to do it, doubt knocks on the door of my mind. Is this really necessary or am I being overly dramatic. Could I make my point some other way?

After taking a deep breath, I continue. “I don’t need the world to see this. I want the world to see you by my side.” And without any further hesitation, I start squirting the insides of my bottle at the painting. 

“I want you to believe me that this does not mean as much to me as you do.”

Pale pinks, brown, and other colors run down the canvas. The solvent starts to do its work. Like a hungry caterpillar, it eats away at the color. I smear more and more all over the painting. Soon you cannot recognize what had been drawn.  

“I…” Katherine starts but does not finish her sentence. 

Like a madman, I rub the liquid all over the painting until there is nothing left of my masterpiece. I stop and stare at the ruined piece of art. 

In my planning stage, I had mulled over a lot of different options on how I could convince Katherine I would never display this picture. At first, destroying it seemed too drastic. After all, it’s a great piece of art we could have hanging somewhere private, for just the two of us to enjoy.

But after much soul-searching, I realized as long as it was around, the painting would be the barb you don’t want in the relationship. The barb had to be destroyed, and Katherine have to witness the destruction. 

I glance at Katherine to gauge her reaction and mood. 

To my surprise she’s smiling. 

“I can’t believe you just destroyed a great piece of art.”

I shrug. 

“I didn’t destroy the greatest artwork. The greatest artwork is our love. Without our love, I’m nothing. Without our love, the world is an empty place for me.”

Her mouth is open just enough for me to see her white teeth and a bit of her tongue. Oh how I’ve missed that mouth. I feel the desire rage through me like a wildfire. If I don’t move on to the next stage of the planned evening things might go out of hand. 

I go down on one knee, like a knight kneeling before his queen. Of course, that is exactly what I am doing; kneeling before my queen, queen Katherine. 

My eyes find hers. She’s smiling. Lust is in her eyes. She will have to wait just a little bit longer. 

I take her hand and my eyes don’t leave hers. I want this to be just right. I don’t want to mess this up. 

I cannot understand blokes who resort to technology to do this sort of stuff. What emoji could convey my true feelings to this great woman I love? Romance should still be done face to face. 

My left hand pulls the ring out of my pocket. The large diamond catches the light and sparkles between the two of us. I can almost feel little electric shock waves pulsate through her body. 

“Katherine,” I start and put the ring on her ring finger. “Will you do me the honor and accompany me on the long road of life? Will you be my wife?”

She seems to take forever to answer. And in that time darkness descends over me. In that instance I know that a life without Katherine is a life lived in darkness. 

I hold my breath and my eyes never leave hers. 

I watch her face, a reflection of anticipation, processing and finally recognition of words fading in one after the other. 

“Yes,” she whispers and then again, “yes,” a little firmer and louder.

Instantly I stand up and pull her toward me. My lips crush down on hers and my tongue forces its way through her lips. I want to show her how much I love her, I want to possess her and I want her, right now.

 




Katherine

I pinch myself and when I feel a little pain in my cheek, I know I’m not dreaming. Of course it’s easy to understand why I would be thinking I’m dreaming. I mean how many women can say their life goes from being flushed down the toilet to fairy tale status in a matter of hours? Not many I bet. 

“Stay here,” Blake whispers in my ear and I don’t think I could move even if I wanted to. 

My lips ache for his to return and each and every one of my nerve cells is tingling with anticipation of being touched by the man of my dreams, Blake. 

I glance at my ring finger and play with the diamond ring on it. It is real; I didn’t imagine the whole thing. 

I look around but I can’t see a chair. My legs feel a little wobbly. I think alcohol on an empty stomach has left me a little light headed. 

Tempted as I am to call Robin, I don’t. I don’t want Blake to return and find me talking on the phone. The moment is too special and too personal to ruin it by calling my best friend. 

Part of me cannot believe Blake just destroyed his most amazing painting. I look back at the canvas, which looks awful. Instead of my nude, there’s now just some smeared bits of color.  

I had not really wanted him to destroy it, although I have to admit as far as a declaration of love and commitment goes, it was pretty awesome. If Dale ever dares to show his face anywhere near me again I won’t be held responsible for how I react. 

It was hard to believe that not so long ago I had hoped for Dale to propose. Isn’t life strange? 

I smile and see Blake coming back pushing a silver trolley. 

“I thought we should celebrate here.”

The trolley sports a silver ice bucket with a bottle of French champagne sticking out. There are two clean champagne flutes, filled to the top. I spot a selection of oysters and a seafood platter to die for. 

“Wow,” is all I manage to say. 

After I let the first oyster slide down my throat, I look at Blake. 

“Thank you,” I say and he stops mid oyster. 

I love the way he tilts his head to the left when he is unsure of what is happening. 

“I want you to know what you did tonight is just amazing. I’m sorry I doubted you, I’m sorry I did not trust you.” The words tumble out of me. 

I need him to understand he is the most important thing in my life. I need him to know I trust him completely and I will always be by his side. 

Somehow the words don’t seem enough.

“I think I’ve been wanting to spend the rest of my life with you the moment I saw those sketches you drew of me.” I close my eyes. There’s so much more I want to say. 

When I open them, Blake is holding a small jewelry box in his hand. 

“There’s something else I need to give you.”

My right hand trembles a little as I reach for the little white box. Gingerly, I open it and hold my breath when my eyes took in the precious gift hidden inside. 

Slowly, I pick up the key ring with the key to Blake’s apartment. 

“You know, it’s not only the key to my – our – apartment, it’s the key to my heart.”

I blink a couple of times. I don’t want to cry and ruin my makeup. 

I firmly close my fist over the precious gift. He truly is the most amazing man I’ve ever met. 

I take a step toward him. He moves toward me. 

When we are inches apart I put my hands on his chest. I feel his strong heartbeat. 

I look up at him and smile. 

“You make me so happy.” I place my forehead against his chest. My eyes are closed and I revel in the moment. This is so perfect. I feel his lips kiss the top of my head. 

I look up at him again. 

“I think you are the most amazing man,” I tilt my head back a little, waiting for his lips to meet mine. 

When they do, an explosion of gigantic proportions erupts in my body. My brain turns to jelly and my hands move from his chest down his back, where they rest in the little groove just above his buttocks. 

At first his kiss is soft, his lips caress mine, his tongue gently probes around my mouth. But then all of a sudden, he changes. His mouth presses down hard on mine and his tongue is pushing all boundaries, searching, devouring. and wanting more. 

My body responds in kind. I push into him. I want more too. I want all of him. My hands move lower and start massaging his ass. 

I can hear him groan. Our tongues are locked in a duel of passion. 

When he pulls back I feel as if a part of me has been ripped off. I want him back. I want to taste those lips again. I need him back. Oh how I missed kissing him. 

Without warning, his lips are back on mine. His hands cup my face. This time he places soft kisses on my mouth, my eyes, my nose, my cheeks and my lips again. Softly, his mouth moves all over my face, as if exploring it for the first time. 

If he doesn’t rip my clothes off soon, I think I will go mad with desire. My skin is burning. He really knows how to push my buttons. 

He stops and looks at me. 

I look back. 

“You know,” I start and smile at him, “I bet you will make something even greater than that painting after we are married.”

Another kiss on the tip of my nose. 

“Why don’t we give it a go right now?” Blake’s hands leave my face, and I feel a shiver go up my spine as he grins.

Yes, let’s give it a go right now.

 




Katherine

I’m all over him, my mouth yearning for the taste of his lips, my hand aching for the smoothness of his skin. I kiss him wildly, our lips parting and letting our tongues dance around each other in a frenzy.

I lean into him and pop out the top button on his shirt. Doing it as delicately as I can, I unbutton his shirt, taking my time with each and every one of the button. 

My heart starts hopping faster and faster as the rugged contour of his muscles jumps into view, his washboard abs making me become wetter. When I finally undo the last button, I push the shirt down his arms and stand up in front of him once, his tie still wrapped around my right hand. 

He takes his hands to my back and, grabbing at the zipper on my dress, yanks on it and opens it. I arch my back, anxious to feel his naked chest pressing down on me; he grabs my hair and pulls me back, looking once more into my eyes. Holding my head in place, he takes his other hand to my back and unhooks my bra, pushing it down my arms. 

Blake raises one hand to my waist and embrace my figure, pulling me against him. Then, no other place for us to go, he makes me lay down on the floor and follows after me. 

My breasts feel his warm skin as I press them against his naked chest. I groan lightly as he sucks on my tongue, his hands going down to my backside and pulling me closer, the friction between our bodies enough to start an all-consuming fire. 

Taken by an impulse he grabs my hair and pulls my head back, exposing my bare breasts. He takes my nipples into his mouth, softly sucking each one of them, his tongue tracing their outline with care. 

At the same time, he places one hand on my knee and slides up my leg and under the hemline of my dress. He presses his hand against my drenched thong, and then moves fast and flicks it to the side.

Feeling me wet and wide, he slides two fingers deep inside me in a hook motion, my inner walls tightening around his fingers as they ravage me. Moving only his wrist, he pulls his fingers in and out of me – he starts slow but, as he picks up speed, my hips strain upwards once more, as if I desperately need for him to go as deep as possible. 

He ups the pace, feeling my desire coming at him like an electric current.

My arms out of control, I dart for his crotch with both hands, pulling sideways at the opening in his pants and undoing all buttons with one fast pop. I pull them down, grabbing at his pants and boxers at the same time – his cock jumps up as it springs free, long and thick and ready. 

I curl my fingers around his shape and start stroking him fast. I grit my teeth, as I grind my pussy against his hand as a wild and ferocious purr of pleasure keeps on growing in my throat.

I then have to take out my hands off of his cock. In under a second, my muscles burn in a frenzy. I cry out in pleasure as I come, delight completely ripping me apart – my whole body is burning up. 

Still shaking, I take my hands out of his cock and claw them at his back, forcing him to lay on top of my naked body, his cock rubbing against my belly. Then, with a sideways motion, I make him roll to the side. 

I jump on top of him and grab his big cock with both of my hands, a devilish smile on my lips. I lean into him and start kissing all over his chest, each kiss of mine going lower and lower, from his belly to where I really want my mouth to be.

I lean into him, my mouth dangerously close to the tip of his cock, but I stop a few inches before my lips brushed against it. I then grab his shaft by the root, tugging at his member so slowly my hand barely seems to move. 

I am driving Blake mad and I know that too well. His whole body tenses up as my hand starts going up and down his length faster. I can tell a shiver goes up his spine as he feels my breathing against his cock, my mouth looking so tempting he is no longer sure of how he is resisting it. 

I start jerking him faster and faster, cupping his balls with one hand. My motion flows freely from the base of his cock to its tip, a pendulum movement that is eating away whatever rationality and common sense still left inside him. 

Opening my mouth slightly. I place it over his tip, my tongue brushing against it gently. 

He feels the urge to thrust forwards, to make his cock slide down my lips in one swift motion and feel my whole mouth around him. But he waits, patiently, as I keep my own pace – my mouth widens slowly as I lean in, lips sliding over his length inch by slow inch, making his body suffer through a sweet slow boil.

He claws at my hair as I cup his balls again, my mouth finally filled with his throbbing member, the warmth and wetness of my insides almost making him dizzy. 

I pull out as slowly as I did it before, leaning into him before I go down again, each coming and going motion of my head almost too much for him to endure.

He groans as my hand joins the pendulum motion of my mouth, stroking and sucking at a rhythm so perfect I’m sure he’s wishing for it to never end. He looks down at me, seeing his flesh going in and out of my mouth, and the sight of it makes his cock pulse hard against my tongue. 

"I love you," He whispers towards me. Realizing he’s close, I lift my eyes up to him and, sliding back out and allowing his cock to pop out of my mouth slowly, I smile at him. 

“I love you too Blake.” 

It almost hurts me to not be touching him for a single second, but I have to let go of his cock as he takes his hands to my ankles and slides them up my legs. He leans into me, his lips gently kissing my knees, my inner thighs, my groins... He places his mouth over my thong and, breathing in, sucks hard, my scent and flavor so sweet he feels lightheaded.

I push my hips upwards, pressing my pussy against his mouth, my eager wetness coating his hungry lips. Then, unable to wait one second more, he pushes my thong aside once more, just enough so that he can taste my labia with the tip of his tongue. 

He laps at me, flicking his tongue at my clit and circling it slowly; pressing his mouth there he sucks, the desire to taste me taking hold of him. 

He pulls back for just one second, enough time for him to pull the thong down my legs. He takes another second to breath in as he dives into me again, burying his mouth in my wet pussy, devouring me carelessly as if he needs to do it to survive. 

I feel two careful and gentle fingers brushing against my clit as I keep jerking my hips against his face. He doesn’t stop, he keeps going until I surrender to that sweet madness and start forcing his head down and up my hips, making him eat me out in the wildest and delicious way there is. 

I just want his mouth in my pussy, as I fill the gallery with aching moans…

Parting my folds with his tongue, he slides one finger inside me again, making my hips sway wildly. He takes his forearm and places it over my belly, holding me down as, with his mouth and fingers, he claims me. I thrust my pussy against his face, fighting against the hold he has on me and, holding my position, I come as he devours me. 

My mind being overwhelmed with pleasure, as the sound of my screams keep on echoing throughout the deserted galley. My legs are shaking as if they are not mine to command. 

“No time to rest,” Blake suddenly tells me, jumping up to his feet and forcing me to do the same. He pushes me back toward a table that’s pushed back against the wall and I sit on it, opening my legs. 

He lunges at me, leaning in, and moves his body to mine. Oh, how I want it, how I want him! Everything in me is anxious for him.

And then his legs encase mine, the touch of his body on mine, and I feel his tip brushing against my pussy. With one single thrust he is inside me; I sigh, crazy and wild as pleasure bursts into me, shooting down all my senses. His cock fills me perfectly as if it´s shaped for me.

His body moves in a slow, steady pace, and I take deep breaths with every movement of his thighs. The desire to scream makes my throat go hoarse, and all I allow myself is an almost imperceptible moan. I lace my legs around his torso and pull him toward me, forcing him deep inside my pussy. 

As if reading my mind, his pace increases at that exact moment. I go back to moaning in a whispered tone, the effort clawing at my throat. He leans into me, pulls back his mouth and takes his lips into my neck. 

I close my eyes, feeling the very presence of him invading my body. I feel the pleasure he feels, I feel my own pleasure. I feel all the muscles of our bodies, tense and taut, singing a song that only we can hear. 

“Fuck,” he groans, his cock throbbing hard inside my pussy. Close to coming, he then takes a deep breath to stop himself from exploding.

Grabbing me by the hand, he then makes me change positions with him; he sits in front of me and pulls me to his lap, our mouths finding each other in a heartbeat. I let myself get lost in his kiss, feeling his cock so dangerously close to my pulsing pussy again. 

Before he can make a movement, I let my hands go to his cock and I raise myself up, pointing him at me. Slowly, I ease down onto him, pulling out from his kiss and moaning as I feel his cock feeding into me once again. I let myself fall on it, his length piercing me at once and forcing me to scream. 

I start bucking my hips as fast as I can against him, and he guides my movements with his hands on my ass. I take my hands to his chest and, wanting to have some control over him, I push him down onto the table. I lean into him, my nipples inches away far from him. 

He takes my hard nipple in his mouth and starts sucking it as my body rocks against his. He lets himself go willingly, his hands never leaving my ass. Swaying my hips, I ride him with abandonment, accompanying the upwards thrusts of his body. 

Feeling his body on mine is perfect. It isn't just lust, or just desire. It is all those things but it is also something more. Closeness, comfort. And it feels good. It feels fucking good.

I ride him perfectly, going up and down in a flowing motion, his cock defenseless against the tight embrace of my pussy. I come up until only his tip is inside me and then back down once more. 

I sway forward and backward, his shaft buried deep inside me. Grabbing my ass cheeks hard, his fingertips over the curve of my crack, he thrusts upward matching the rhythm.

As I ride myself to exhaustion, my coming and going motion only slowing down when I can’t go on any longer. And, when that happens, I’m already screaming at the top of my lungs. Pleasure makes its way up from my pussy and, in my throat, it turns into a raw and primal sound, exploding in the air like the sound of a grenade. 

I think of rolling to the side, spreading my legs, and let him do the heavy lifting. But no, I want more than that. As such, I take my knees off the table and, with both feet on the side of Blake’s hips, I squat over him. 

His cock is still inside of me, so all I have to do is take a deep breath and order my body to start moving again, which he does. I jump up and down on his cock, the thunder of the orgasm he gave me still roaring inside of me. 

I go at him faster and faster, his fingers curling around both my breasts viciously. I look down at him, enjoying the look of pure joy and lust on the hard lines of his face, and I redouble my efforts. I keep on going up and down on him until I can’t take it anymore, my whole body as tense as a nocked arrow. 

I erupt in pleasure again, ripples of it washing over me with such intensity that I simply collapse on top of Blake, my legs flailing as if they’re not mine to control. I bury my fingers on his chest as I endure the destroying force of my orgasm, surrendering to the perfection of it.

Giving me no time to rest, he pulls his body from mine and slips his hand under my ass. He forces me to stand and then he makes me turn my back to him, forcing me to bend over. I place my hands on the desk and do as we wants, jutting my ass back at him.

I feel his hand stroking my pussy, parting its lips, and then he comes back inside me, his cock piercing me with a single deep stroke.

He takes one hand off of my waist, and I wince as I realize what he’s going to do. I bite on my lips, hold my breath, and then I feel the palm of his hand landing heavily on my ass cheek. He does it over and over again, leaving an imprint of his fingers on my flesh, the sound of it echoing in the room. 

“I want you to fuck me hard,” I moan, thrusting my ass back at him. He doesn’t make me beg – The moment the words leave my lips, I feel the tip of his cock brushing against my inner lips again. 

After a heartbeat, his cock is sheathed to the hilt inside of me. He drives it all the way in, his fingers hooked on my hips as he thrusts and holds his position. 

Slowly, he starts building up a rhythm, but he does it fast enough. In a matter of seconds the sound of his thighs slapping my ass fill the whole room and drown my brain in a symphony of lust.  

“Harder,” I command him, and he obliges happily. He rocks his body so hard against mine that if he wasn’t holding me by the hips I’d just fall forward. At the same time, he laces my waist with one arm and takes two fingers to my clit, pressing on it while he ravages my pussy. 

Fucking me while working my clit, he drives me so insane I don’t think I know my name anymore. I go from my hands to my elbows, barely enough strength left in my arms to support myself. And still he keeps on thrusting, his movements vicious and wild, a sweet wickedness to the way he has taken over my pussy.

My pussy tightens up around Blake’s shaft and I just explode. I let out a scream loud enough to shatter glass as the explosion goes off inside my body, and it feels like wasps are buzzing under my taut muscles. That burning sensation becomes almost unbearable, and it almost feels as if I’m really on fire. 

My muscles are still twitching and burning, but I need more. I need him to fuck me until my conscious mind fades away entirely, and all that’s left of me is unbridled unconsciousness. 

“I want more…I want you to…take all of me,” I find myself saying. Oh, God, I can’t believe I said something like this.

“Then you’ll have it,” he groans, taking his cock out of my pussy. 

He places his hands on my ass cheeks and, spreading them wide, he then starts rubbing the tip of his cock up and down my crack. I grit my teeth as he presses his thickness against my asshole and I scream again as he starts sliding it in. 

He does it without hesitation; he just slides it in at a steady pace, his thick shaft pushing my inner walls back on its way in.

I scream and he drives all of his inches into me, pounding me slowly at first, but then his pace grows. My body is rocking back and forth with each coming and going motion of his. 

I don´t want him to stop. This time I want him to come as well. I need to have all of his seed.

“More, more…” I continue, my eyes closed shut as pleasure tears my brain apart. My ass tightens up around his shaft like a vice as I come again, waves of merciless pleasure crashing against both my mind and body, but this time I feel his cock pulsing too.

At the same time, I feel his cock pulsing violently and I realize that he’s close. I push my ass back against him, forcing his cock to go as deep as possible; with that, his cock throbs again, this time even more violently, and I moan as I feel him coming inside of me. 

His cock buried deep inside my ass, and his fingers digging into my ass cheeks, he starts gushing out in a torrent. I hold still as he unleashes a torrent of cum inside of me. His warm semen fills me up, and it only takes a few seconds for it to start dripping out of my ass. 

I sigh loudly as I feel juices starting to drip down my legs. 

He keeps on gushing, the cum escaping my insides and tracing a path down his still erect cock. When his cock finally stops exploding inside me, he pulls back, taking it out of my ass and rolling to the side. 

My eyes find his and, with a twinkle of amusement dancing behind my eyes, I smile.

He grins at me, his eyes, his face and ragged breathing telling me everything that I need to know right now. 

“I love you, Blake. You’re everything to me.”

“I love you too,” he whispers back at me.

And that’s when I know I finally found happiness.
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Palmer

 

I finger the steak, tracing the marbled flecks of fat.

I observe it with steady concentration and follow each streak as if it were a roadmap, pointing me home. 

A well-marbled steak is a beautiful thing.

It's perfection.

It's redemption.

Is it also salvation?

My mouth moistens as I think about the silky texture of melted fat.

The depth of flavor. The tenderness. The way it transcends a moment in time.

I grind salt and pepper over one side of the steak, and then flip it over to season the other side. Then I heat a cast iron skillet, and when it's at the desired temperature, I drop a pad of butter into its center. I watch as the butter circles, spins, and sizzles around the pan until it's a melted puddle. 

Then I place the steak on top, listening to the hot skillet kiss the raw slab of red meat, slowly caramelizing it.

I've made my fortune in the restaurant business.

Flipping food. Perfecting my craft.

Making a name for myself.

But I want more.

I want to elevate the culinary landscape of New York City…and the clock's ticking faster than Julia Childs chopping an onion.

This restaurant here—The Pearl on Park—is a longtime dream come true. I've made my fortune through high-end cuisine—you know, the kind of food that requires three spoons and three forks just to eat? The kind of food accompanied by waiters in suits and white linens. I've become one of the most famous chefs in the world, running a chain of high-quality, extremely fancy restaurants. 

You've probably seen me profiled in publications like Bon Appetite, Saveur, Food and Wine, Cooks Illustrated, and The Art of Eating.

I've made food that'll give you an orgasm as soon as it hits your tongue: beautifully crusted baguettes, fresh meat that'll make you moan, and warm cakes gooier than a woman begging for more. 

But this restaurant is different. 

I'm still creating dishes that are good, orgasmic good, but now I'm pushing boundaries. Salty, fatty, sweet—the kind of food that makes you want to sink your face in and say Fuck it, I'm eating this. 

Maybe I'm stubborn, or stupid, or both, but truth is, you have to be all of those things and more to make it in the restaurant business.

You see all of these tools in this kitchen—the vacuum machines, the pH meters, the liquid nitrogen? I'm debunking cooking myths. I don't care what any other chef in this city is doing. If it's working for me, just get out of my way.

Watch me run my restaurant the way I want to run them.

I have no interest in what the chef is doing next door, or across the street, or even across the fucking globe. Why? Because the only thing that matters is my kitchen.

And this place here—these stainless steel appliances, the swanky Park Ave vibe, the top of the line table linens and décor—it's a longtime dream come true. 

I look down at the steak, and spoon brown butter over it, basting it. It's now crusted and cooked to perfection, and I remove it from the skillet. The steak is caramelized around the edges with a beautiful brown crunch that I can't wait to place between my teeth. 

If you visit The Pearl on Park, this'll be one of the best steaks you've ever had, I promise. It's one of the new dishes that I’m going to present.

I plate the steak and carefully slice a chunk of meat off with a serrated knife. There's a crisp char on the outside and rareness in the middle that feels like butter on my tongue.

"Fuck, that's good!" I can't help but yell out and slam my fist down on the countertop. 

"You made me jump!" I look over to see my sous chef, Brit, walk into the kitchen. She's working overtime with me to get a few dishes perfected before our soft opening.  

Any other day, and this late at night, it wouldn’t be Brit here with me. Maybe some actress with one of those fake smiles, too eager to have a taste of the Chef—but not today.

I can’t waste my time. Not now.

"Taste this!" I say, looking at Brit over my shoulder.

She walks over, and leans against the counter. I place a forkful of steak into her mouth. I watch as she chews slowly, and then closes her eyes, throwing her head back.

"My God," she says, shaking her head in disbelief. "You weren't joking. This is the best steak I've ever eaten." 

I'm glad she agrees, but I can't help but want to make sure. 

"Don't pull my leg—tell me the truth," I say.

"I'm serious! It's that good," she says. "This'll put The Pearl on Park on the map."

The way she drags her hand over her throat tells me that she means it.

But suddenly, I can no longer think about that perfectly caramelized steak.

Instead, I close my eyes and remember the doctor’s appointment I had last week. The one where my dreams of cooking the best food in New York were born.

It's an appointment that haunts me and drives me in equal measures.

The sanitized talk. The fluorescent lights. The sterile smell of it all. 

Something showed up on the MRI, the doctor said, as I sat back in the hard plastic chair. He pointed to a white, walnut-shaped mass, and the rest of the appointment was a blur. I left, vaguely agreeing to a follow-up appointment, and ultimately making myself a promise to cook the best fucking food New York City's ever tasted. 

"This is the best steak the Big Apple's got," Brit says, bringing me back to what’s in front of me.

That's exactly what I want to hear.

It's true; I'm a multi-tasker. I can juggle a dozen restaurants, and even more women, and still find time to scuba dive my way through St. Thomas.

It's what I do. And I'm good at it.

I'm not interested in half-assing my way through life. 

I'm living large, and I know it. But I'm just getting started. 

If you can handle the heat, go ahead…turn the page, and jump into the fire. 

My name is Chef Palmer, and I'm going to give the world something they'll never forget.

 




Nicole

 

 

"Where are the vegetables?"

WHACK! THWAP!

Two line cooks look up at me. One shouts back, "We can't hear you, what?"

"I said, where are the—" but my voice is again cut off by the overhead noise.

WHACK! 

WHACK! 

THWAP! 

The noise of construction workers a floor above us has put me on edge.

I can't think. I can't cook. I can't sear a piece of chicken without hearing what sounds like a dozen drag cars moving full throttle above my head.

The line cooks shrug their shoulders. 

"THE PRODUCE—WHERE IS IT?" I say, struggling over the noise. 

Danny, one of the two, finally understands what I'm asking. "Oh that. The driver mumbled something about a missed payment and took off."

I look around the kitchen and see that he's right. We haven't received our fresh produce this morning. Beyond a few stray onions, we have nothing.

How am I supposed to cook today? 

I take a deep breath and run my fingers through my hair. 

Stay calm, I repeat to myself.

"Okay, thanks. I'll give him a call."

"Sorry, I figured you knew."

"It's fine," I say, even though it doesn't feel fine at all. In fact, it's taking everything in me to not lose it today, but I have to keep my cool. "I'll get it sorted."

I walk out of the kitchen and into the main dining room. I look around at the tables, at the blue gingham table linens, at everything I've worked so hard to build. 

Blue. 

The color reminds me of my grandmother. I can almost hear her whispering into my ear, “A woman with no wrinkles is a woman without a story to tell."

I remember sitting on top of her knees, looking into her pale blue eyes as she hummed some old song from the forgotten 50s; in my memories, it’s always Doris Day and Dream a Little Dream of Me on her lips, and then she’d just wrap her arms tight around me and cradle me against her chest.

I’d close my eyes, surrendering to the warmness of her embrace, and the world would feel like a dream—blurry at the edges, but bright and comforting all the same.

She's the reason I started this restaurant. She instilled in me the love of food and the notion that anything is possible with enough hard work.

And believe me; none of this was easy. 

In fact, it was the hardest thing I've ever done.

I washed dishes, I waited tables. I worked double shifts, and I saved every single penny I could get my hands on. I once worked through a fever of 104º, and I honestly thought I wouldn’t make it through the day. 

But there was that dream. 

A dream that burned hotter than any fever ever could.  That unrelenting need to do something, as small as it may be. 

Then one day, I simply made it happen.

All those pennies, the long hours, the exhaustion...I just threw them all into the pan and stirred. I added a lease to the mix, a healthy dose of anxiety, and then I just closed my eyes and bet it all.

It’s been a year now. 

That anxiety remains, along with all the penny counting. The dish washing, table-waiting, and frantic cooking are all part of the process as well. But now I do it all in a place I can call my own. 

The Old Tale is my restaurant, and it's huddled among New York's high rises. You can almost feel the way time bends once you step inside.

Thousands of people rush by the door every day, barely noticing this small bistro that seems to exist in a universe of its own; but for the few people that step inside, they have no choice but to leave the rush and frenzy of New York City outside. 

There’s nothing fancy about The Old Tale. No glamorous logos, no overpriced menus or waiters wearing a suit and tie.

The wooden tables in the small dining area proudly display their age, and even the dim glow of the lights is a throwback to a time when restaurants and cafés weren’t supposed to be a natural extension of a shopping mall.

You could dig out this restaurant by its roots, slam it down in a crowded street from the 50s, and no one would bat an eye. 

It doesn’t feel like a restaurant—it feels like home, a shelter from the cold embrace of a city that doesn’t remember your name. 

But sometimes, you can’t fight the city; a small restaurant is just a small restaurant, after all. And now there’s the sound of drills and hammers, a backdrop to the hoarse shouts of construction workers pacing back and forth.

Sometimes it feels like I'm fighting against a rising tide that's whispering its warning—get out or we’ll drag you back with us.

That tide has a name: The Pearl on Park. 

And it's going to completely change this neighborhood—bringing Park Ave into a working class corner. Its doors are still closed, but I can already feel the inevitable trot of progress. Soon enough, these streets will belong to expensive European cars, and boots and jeans will give way to polished shoes and creased dress pants.

Then the rents will go up, and The Old Tale will become a gnarled wreckage lying at the bottom of the ocean. 

"Someone looks deep in thought." A voice breaks my concentration and pulls me into the present.

"I didn't see you come in. It's good to see you, Percy," I say, looking over to find a familiar face. "What are you doing here today?"

"Just enjoying some of this city's best cooking, is what I'm doing," he says. 

I lean over and give him a hug. "You're too kind."

"And you're too humble," he says, returning the smile. 

"Well, humble or not, I hope I can just survive The Pearl over there," I say, pointing across the street. "I mean, how can I compete with that?"

Percy shakes his head. "Don't worry about that place. Fancy flagstone tiles, porcelain dishes, and silver cutlery don't make a good restaurant."

"Maybe not...but it seems to help," I say with a laugh. 

Percy Whitman is one of the biggest food critics in the city. He's known me ever since I opened The Old Tale, and if it weren't for his early, glowing reviews, I wouldn't be here today.

“I wouldn't worry about it," Percy says. He places both hands into his pockets and rocks on his heels as he says this, as if it's the most casual thing in the world. "Chef Palmer is a Grade-A asshole and even though I've never been to one of his restaurants, he's never impressed me much."

"I've heard he has talent," I say, not willing to believe that his presence in this neighborhood isn't going to be disruptive. "He's become a huge celebrity."

But Percy continues to shrug away my fears. "I doubt Palmer's all that."

"I guess we'll find out," I say.

"I plan to review every one of that asshole's restaurant’s, including The Pearl on Park," Percy says, and his face flushes pink as soon as the words leave his mouth. "You'll see."
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I dip my finger into the sauce and press it against my tongue. It's bland and devoid of depth. 

"Are you fucking serious? This tastes like cardboard," I say. "Fix it."

Everyone is on edge as I drag my finger against my chef's coat, wiping away the sauce. The rest of my staff scrambles. 

We're all working harder than we've ever worked in our lives. I smile, seeing my junior chefs work overtime to make tonight a success, but my joy fades away as quickly as it comes when I peep through the window of the swinging kitchen door, and spy none other than Percy Whitman. 

The man. 

The myth. 

The dream-maker and the career-wrecker of this city. 

But that's all bullshit because he's just a grade-A asshole.

He walks through the elegant glass doors of my restaurant, and I watch as the hostess seats him. She's friendly and gracious. 

Shit. I can't remember a time when Percy showed up a restaurant on opening night. 

He takes a few steps in and smiles, showing off a row of teeth more crooked than a broken fence. That matches his review ethic, I think to myself. 

He removes his hat and tips it in an arrogant gesture. He combs his hand through his blonde hair, and his eyes scan the crowded dining room. 

The only thing paler than his face is the table cloth in front of him, I think.

Brit bumps into me. Her hair rivals the flames of any kitchen, and she has the personality to match. She trips and spills a bowl of tomato soup on the ground…and me. 

"I'm so sorry," she says, bringing her hands to her mouth. She's frazzled. 

I reach over and place a hand on her shoulder. 

"Take a deep breath, Brit," I say. "It could've been worse."

She gives me a reluctant smile and scrambles off. I grab a towel, soaking up the red remnants of soup and then set it on the counter. 

I look around the kitchen … at the steaks drizzled with the finest brown butter sauces, and realize that even though it hasn't been the smoothest of nights, it hasn't been bad either. 

This is the dream. This is still the dream. We're pulling off a lot of great plates. 

I turn and head out of the kitchen. It's time I mingle with the patrons. 

Immediately, a crowd of three women catch my eye. They're seated near the bar—three blondes in red. One of them turns to me and smiles. 

I walk over and make an introduction. 

"Evening, ladies," I say. "How are you enjoying the food?"

"Oh, you must be the chef!" one of the women smiles. "I adore your food!" She brings one hand to her chest, resting it on her cleavage. 

I smile.

The two other women blush as I look into their striking blue eyes. If I had more time, I'd probably sit a minute and share a drink with them, but it's opening night, and time is precious. 

"Well," I grin, "Just wait until you ladies try the desert."

With that, I leave them with a smile, and watch as their faces turn a shade of red that matches their dresses. 

I walk past another guest, an older woman in her 60s. She reaches up and grabs my coat. "You must be Chef Palmer! I just love your food."

I nod my head in appreciation. "Thank you, ma'am," I say, giving her a quick smile before taking her hand and giving it a quick kiss.

Then I move on and head back into my bustling kitchen.

As soon as I enter, one of my line cooks, Alex, says, "Chef! I've plated the appetizer for table five!"

I approach it, eyeing it with the suspicion. "What is this?" I ask.

"Sir?" Alex says with a blank expression. 

"Is this cat food? Do you think we're feeding feral cats?" 

"Chef, I don't understand, I—"

I stop him mid-sentence. "Plate it like you mean it!" I say. "This isn't an all-you-can-eat buffet. This is fine dining. Make every plate reflect that."

“Yes, Chef," Alex says, and hurries off. 

I let out a sigh and lean against the stove. A million thoughts zap through my mind, but they're all cut short when I feel a searing pain against my elbow. I look down to find flames licking the edges of my sleeves. 

Fuck.

I hear Brit. "Hey Chef, I was wondering if—" 

Her voice stops as soon as she eyes the situation. Then I hear Alex's voice over the growing heat of the flames.

"Chef, I re-plated the appetizer, and—"

He takes one look at the flames licking my sleeve and grabs a bucket of dirty dishwater and throws it onto me. 

The flames instantly disappear, but now I look like a used mop.

"Fucking dishwater, Alex?" I ask, crossing my arms. 

Both Alex and Brit give me a blank stare.  

"What are you two waiting for?" I say. Move!" 

They both scramble off to plate a never-ending row of orders. I grab a towel and dry my face, and then peer back out into the dining room. 

Despite what I currently look like, I decide to walk back through the dining room, and gauge the crowd's experiences. 

As I walk past one table, a piece of conversation catches my attention. 

"Look, do you see this rice? It's overcooked. It's like paste. I mean, what chef can mess up rice?”

“And this fish? It's drier than the Sahara,” the voice continues, and I swivel around to see who’s talking.

"It's not flaking apart. It's a hard, dry slab…a fish brick. And don't even get me started about the soup."

I can't help but stop and stare when see who this is coming from.

I can hardly believe my eyes.

 




Nicole

 

 

"He's like candy on a stick," Sarah smiles, sliding back into her chair.

I roll my eyes. "Are you serious? If you mean the kind of candy that melts and sticks, and gives you the world's worst toothache and puts you into a dentist's chair, then … okay, I can see it," I say, letting out a sigh. 

I love Kate, but she can be one of the most dramatic people you've ever met, and she doesn't have the most rational mind.

"What's with you?" Kate asks, eyeing me suspiciously. "A bit harsh, don't you think? He looks good enough to eat—those eyes, and that smile. Don't pretend that you don't know what I'm talking about."

"It's just that I'm not buying into the hype," I say. "Sure, he has the name and the money, and that Michelin star, but so what?" 

"So what? I mean, look at the man! A Michelin star isn't easy to get you know," Sarah says. "It's not like you can snap your fingers and will it into materializing. And c'mon … you can't tell me that he isn't easy on the eyes."

I let out another sigh and allow the potato leek soup to slip off my spoon and drip back into the bowl. "I know," I say, "but this food is soulless. I mean, look at it. It doesn't have heart. It's as bland as these white linens … and it's cold."

"It's only cold because you've refused to touch it for the last twenty minutes," Kate laughs. 

I watch as the soup plops into thick, white lumps back into the bowl. 

I didn't want to be here, but Sarah insisted we show up since it's the grand opening for The Pearl on Park. I could think of a million things I'd rather be doing—like scooping cat litter, or plucking my eyebrows, or washing dishes, or folding laundry, or—

Sarah breaks my train of thought. She grabs my arm and squeals. "There he is again! He has to be the sexiest piece of man meat I've ever seen."

Her eyes look glassed over, like she's entered a new state of nirvana.  

"Give me a break," I say, rolling my eyes. "Whose side are you on anyways?" 

"I can't believe you're even asking me that," she says. "I'm on your side babe, but now you're just being unreasonable."

As much as I want to argue that point, I let it go.

I watch as Chef Palmer walks between his kitchen and back through the dining room, mingling with the crowd. 

Women seem to swoon and melt in his presence like clockwork, one after the other.

They bat their eyes.

They pucker their lips.

They lower their blouses to show extra cleavage.

They fan their faces as if the heat emanating from his body is too much to handle.

It all makes me sick. 

This chef … this restaurant … is threatening to put me out of business, and it makes my stomach do somersaults.  

That's a cold, hard fact.

With that knowledge, I think he's about as handsome as a cockroach. 

I watch him walk back and forth, from the kitchen to the dining room and back again, and can't help but scowl at his swagger. 

Who does he think he is? He's got an ego bigger than Mt. Kilimanjaro … not that I've ever hiked it, but I've seen the pictures.  

"Look," I say, "Do you see this rice? I scoop it into the prongs of my fork. It's overcooked. It's like paste. I mean, what chef can mess up rice? And this fish? It's drier than the Sahara. It's not flaking apart. It's a hard, dry slab … a fish brick."

"Um, Nicole," Sarah says, but I don't let her finish. 

"And don't even get me started about the soup again," I say. "These potatoes? You don't even—" 

But Sarah clears her throat and nods her head over my shoulder.

"I wouldn't, um—I, uh—" she says, her voice catching in her throat.

But I cut in again. "Oh come on Sarah. We all know he's easy on the eyes, but that doesn't mean his food is—"

Then I stop. I notice Sarah's eyes fixed on a figure just beyond my left shoulder and I can't help but turn around and see what she's so focused on. 

And when I do, my heart nearly stops in my chest. 

I look over and lock my gaze on two eyes the color of the Atlantic. 

They pierce me like a set of hooks.

It doesn't take me long to realize who it is.

It's Chef Palmer. 

And he's … smiling?

My mind races. How long has he been standing there? What exactly did he hear? Did he hear the part about me talking shit about his food, or the part where I dismiss his Michelin star? 

And how did I not know how handsome he was? 

It's times like this where I wish I had an invisibility cloak, or a button to teleport right out of this restaurant. Anything to disappear. 

Palmer senses my discomfort.

"You were saying?" he smiles, flashing me a disarmingly white smile. 

His teeth are unnaturally white … like something out of a toothpaste commercial.

I'm in the hot seat now. I can't hide from this, or backpedal. 

I need to own up to it.

"I was just expecting something … different," I say.

"I take it this isn't meeting your expectations?" 

He knows it isn't. It's a rhetorical question. 

"I've had better," I say, standing my ground.

His eyebrows jump in an arc. "Is that so?"

"This fish … this starch … I was expecting more from The Pearl. There's a lot of hype about this place." 

I watch as he crosses his arms and I notice a black blemish on the sleeve of his chef's coat … as if it caught on fire. It looks like he hasn't had the smoothest of openings, and I find my heart going soft at the thought … as a chef, I know how hard it is to run a kitchen, but I quickly shake that from my mind. 

He's the competition. 

He's part of the problem in this city … overpriced, soulless food.

"Fine," he smiles, his eyes still on mine. "Come here tomorrow after closing hours and I'll show you what real food is all about."

 




Nicole

 

Whenever I'm feeling this way, I like to sit down at the small table for two in the corner of the restaurant that gets the most sunlight. I close my eyes and let the warm rays caress my skin. Today is one of those days; and lucky for me I get to share a few minutes with Kate before the lunch rush hour. She’s the best friend, and employee, I could ask for. But even she's testing my nerves today. 

I take a deep breath and gaze out the window into the busy street; his words ringing in my ears.  I’ve replayed them so many times, overlapping them with my own thoughts that they morphed into something else. An uncontrollable ravenous monster that is eating all my time and concentration. 

I chuckle and then frown. I can’t remember what he said word for word anymore, just the gist of it. Real food. He said he’ll show me what real fucking food is. That bastard.

“You okay, boss lady?” Kate asks full of concern. 

I must have a sour look on my face, because she only calls me that when she is trying to brighten my mood. 

“It’s just…” I mumble, struggling to find words. “How do I put this plainly, Kate—”

“Careful now, Mrs. West is here for tea and scones with her daughter in law.”

I’m glad she interrupted me; it saved me the embarrassment of having to apologize for the long string of foul words that was parading through my head. “He’s an asshole,” I whisper. “A total asshole.”

“A rich one,” she says with a nod over her, ‘Coffee, because crack is not allowed at work,’ coffee mug.  

“Sure, whatever, but I don’t have to—”

“Wait!” Kate blurts out while slamming her mug down to the table, clearly harder than she had expected as her eyes widened. “Nicole, you’re not…”

“Not what?” I say over the rattling of silverware. 

Gasping, she says, “Tell me I’m wrong?”

I want to play it off, but it's like she can read my mind. Just another reason why we work so well together. 

“You’re going to pull one of your, ‘I’m too busy working’ tricks,” Kate says while rudely pointing at me. “You’re gonna close yourself down and hide in that tiny office of yours all day and night.”

I was beginning to question who I was most annoyed with in the moment: Kate or Palmer. “No, I’m not.”

“Yeah you will. You’ll treat last night like it never happened. You’ll pretend the most famous chef in the world didn’t just move in on your territory and issue you a challenge. Damn, girl, people got shot for things like that in the wild west. You gonna let him claim jump you? Cause I’m not going to allow that to happen.”

I laugh.  “You’re not, huh?”

“Nope.”

I sit there and watch a plan formulate behind her eyes. My head is swimming. His words. My words. Kate’s words. It's all a jumbled mess. Should I just tell her to stop and go back to work, or should I pull rank and tell her it's over—to drop it? Maybe she's right. I'm not sure, and something holds my words inside my throat, so I let her keep talking.

“You like checklists, Nicole, well, let’s make one.”

Tilting my head, and narrowing my eyes, I give her a cross look. “Okay…”

“Palmer is gorgeous. I mean-yeah-hot.” Kate turns apple-red in the face as she says so. Is it the steam from her coffee? No, she's been sipping that for the past thirty minutes. “Before he came to town, I would have said you were the best-looking restaurant owner around.”

“Great. Fine. Sure, he’s good looking.” I shrug. “Yeah, hot, I guess. Why does that matter?”

Kate is mirroring my look, a habit of hers when she thinks I'm saying something off. Normally I see this during business related decisions, but her meaning in this moment is not lost on me. 

“He’s a super-famous celebrity and that alone equals a ton of attention. Just think about the burst of social media awareness you’d be getting. I bet a hundred or more tweets.”

“And how would I glean from his celebrity, Kate? How?”

“Any fucking way possible.” 

I nod at the nearest customers, causing Kate to grimace as she continues. 

“All it would take is a couple of dates—”

“Dates?”

“Yeah, public ones. Get people interested in you two, then redirect all the attention back here to the restaurant, Nicole. You know, we could use the business.”

“I want people to come to my restaurant because the food is good, not because…”

Leaning forward, Kate begins to whisper. “Because you’re sleeping with the hottest guy in town?”

“No!” I raise my voice, nearly spitting in her face.

She shakes her head while crossing her arms and leaning back; I can tell she is frustrated with me. She wants to see me find a good man. All she wants is for me to be as happy as she is. But Palmer—yeah—he’s an asshole. 

“Fine… Because you and another restaurant owner are battling it out for best of the best.” Yawning, she sarcastically says, “So scandalous…”

I think a moment. I already knew Percy was on my side. “You think the critics would compare us?”

“Haven’t they already?” 

Kate is making a good point. But how can I compete with Palmer’s money and celebrity? I begin to wonder. The food. I realize. My food is way better. He might have more Instagram followers, but I’m the better chef.

“You’re right, Kate.” A calmness washes over me. “I’ll go to his restaurant tonight. He can spend all his time and money trying to impress me, because in the end I know what really matters.”

Kate smiles. “And what’s that?” 

“The backbone of any good restaurant.” I say retuning her smile. “Heart.”

Now I can’t wait to see Palmer fail.

 




Palmer

 

I pace the kitchen, and look at my watch. 

She should be here any minute. It's not like me to feel this anxious…especially not over a woman I hardly know. But this woman seems different.

Just as I think this, I look up and see her figure through the glass doors. I walk over and unlock it for her.

"You made it," I say, gesturing her inside. 

"I thought I'd give you a chance to redeem yourself," she grins. "How could I say no?"

My eyes travel the length of her body. She certainly didn't dress up for the occasion, but she looks stunning all the same. 

She's beautiful, with waves in her hair curvier than macaroni, and she smells like a garden—fruity and floral, like apple blossoms and amber and sliced peaches and sandalwood. 

It's intoxicating. 

Honestly, I'd fuck her if she wasn't such a smart ass. 

"So what's on the menu tonight?" she says, pulling her hair over one shoulder. 

"Oysters," I grin. 

She rolls her eyes. "You're joking, right? Does this sort of thing usually work on the women you invite over for dinner?"

"Why do women do that?"

"Do what?"

"That."

"I don't understand," she says, shaking her head. "What do you mean?" 

"Always assume a guy's intentions," I say.

"Because men are easier to read than a book," she smiles.

"Not this one," I grin. "And besides, I guarantee you've never had oysters like this before. So, suspend judgment."

She sits down. "Fine. Try me."

Before I bring out the oysters, I pour her a glass of white wine and watch as she brings it to her lips. 

She's not admitting it yet, but based on the look in her eyes, she's already impressed.

I bring out a tray of freshly shucked oysters on ice. I watch her eyes light up with curiosity.

"Can I tell you a secret?" she asks. 

"I like secrets."

"I've never had oysters like these before."

"Well then, what kind of chef are you?" I say, laughing and giving her a hard time.

"It's true. Glidden Point Oysters, right? They're rare, and I'm a little … nervous," she laughs. There's an innocence hidden in her eyes and it makes my heart kick in my chest.

I want to pull her close to me and allow myself to get drunk on her smell alone. I want to feed her the most expensive foods that money can buy.

I shake my head. What the hell is wrong with me? I need to keep this professional.

I squeeze a wedge of lemon on the oysters and watch their flesh ripple from the acidity. 

"You see that?" I say, and Nicole nods. Never eat a raw oyster that isn't still alive.

I reach for her hand. It's delicate for the hands of a fellow chef, and the realization of it makes my cock twitch. "Here," I say, placing a small fork between her fingers.

She grabs it and follows my lead. 

"Move it around in its own liquor," I say, her hand still in mine, and together we give the oyster a gentle swirl. 

She pulls back for a second. "There are other ways to eat an oyster, you know." It's as if she's trying to prove that she knows her way around food, and doesn't need my lead.

"Trust me," I reply, locking my eyes on hers. "Taste it…and you won't want it any other way."

I take the fork from her hand and replace it with the shell of the oyster. 

"Here, hold it." I watch as she grabs it with the tips of her perfectly manicured fingers, the scarlet polish on her nails flashing against the cold grey of the shell. I lean in close, speaking just above a whisper. 

"Go ahead," I say.

She begins to part her moist lips, bringing it to her mouth.

"Do you suck or swallow?" I grin.

"Very funny, Palmer."

"Bad joke, I know. But seriously, you really should just take it down your throat," I say, a grin forming across my lips. "It's really the only acceptable way."

She returns the smile, and raises it back to her lips. I watch as her lips part again, and she places the edge of the shell to her mouth.

She tilts her head back, exposing her slender throat to me, and for a second, I imagine dragging my tongue across it and resting it against her pulse. I wonder how fast her heart is beating, and what her pulse would feel like fluttering beneath my tongue.

Would it feel like a trapped butterfly? Or the purr of a sports car?

Fuck, this woman is something else.

She throws her head back and I watch as her throat swells. 

"So?" I ask, as soon as she finishes. 

She smiles. "That was…pretty good."

"Pretty good? Is that all?"

"Fine. It was amazing."

"I'm glad. Because there's more where that came from," I say, looking down at the chilled platter. "Wouldn't want these to go to waste."

She reaches for another, repeating the process. As she does it, my eyes travel down the length of her body, savoring the deep crevice between her breasts.

"So…tell me," I say. "What's your real motive for meeting me tonight?"

"What makes you think I have a motive?"

"Everyone has a motive."

She considers this for a moment. "Well, your dishes didn't impress me opening night, and like I said, I wanted to give you another chance."

"Have I left you with a different impression?" I ask.

"Very," she smiles.

"Good. Still hungry?"

"You have no idea." 

As if my cock wasn't hard enough already, now it's as stiff as steel. And as much as I want to bend her over my kitchen, I know I need to keep it professional. 

She takes another slow sip of wine and carefully places the glass down.

There's a slight imprint of her lips left on the rim of her glass from her lipstick. She's relaxing…even her legs are loose and she parts them slightly. She grabs my hand and brings it to the top of her warm, soft, thigh.

"You know what I think?" she says.

"I don't pretend to know," I say, shaking my head. 

Her question hangs in the air, thick and full of promise.

"I think that if you want to see real food," she says, "You should come over to my apartment tomorrow."
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What was I thinking? Inviting someone like Palmer over to my small, cramped apartment? I must be going crazy.

He's going to take one look at this place and come up with an excuse to leave. 

I'm sure he owns shoe closets bigger than my apartment…and furniture worth more than anything I own.

This is embarrassing.

I sit back on the sofa and take another sip of my wine. It immediately transports me back to last night—his restaurant, the way he looked at me with those piercing blue eyes, and those oysters…don't even get me started on those oysters. 

They were that good. One taste and I was practically throwing myself at him. 

How did that even happen? I've never acted that way before. What's wrong with me?

I grab my cell phone and immediately type a question into Google: Are oysters really aphrodisiacs? 

Google gives me 128,000 results…and I immediately start reading about Casanova, an 18th century lover who supposedly ate 50 oysters for breakfast every morning to keep up his sexual stamina enough to bed over a hundred women. Can you imagine eating that many in a single day? 

Was that Palmer's plan all along…to get me all hot and bothered?

Well, if they worked for Casanova…

Then my eyes continue to scan the screen, and I see articles about oysters linked to increased fertility. The thought of that makes my face flush.

Is my face flushing from the wine…or the thought of my fertile body against Palmer's? 

Oh God, I'm a mess. 

I shake my head.

Snap out of it, Nicole! Now's not the time to be thinking about fertility… especially not next to the image of Palmer.

If Palmer thinks he's getting into my bed tonight, he's wrong.

Just then, I hear a knock at the door.

Shit. He's here!

I place my glass of wine down and quickly straighten my dress. I take one last look at myself in the mirror, fixing my hair and making sure my mascara isn't smudged. 

Then I hurry toward the door, take a deep breath, and open it. 

The sight of him almost makes my breath catch in my throat, and I stand there dumbly looking at him for what seems like an embarrassing amount of time. 

He bends down to pick up something that he drops, and as he does this, I can see the muscles in his thighs flex and stretch the fabric of his suit. 

A new heat flushes across my face.

God, this man is hot. 

I have to keep reminding myself that I invited him here tonight to cook for him…and nothing else. 

"Come in," I say, opening the door wide enough for him to enter. 

He smiles and immediately starts joking with me. "You sure you want to cook for me tonight?" he says. "I'm not easily impressed."

"Well, get ready to be surprised," I say.

He walks into the living room and looks around the apartment. I can't help but feel self-conscious. My place has to be far more humble than the places he's used to.

"Cute place," he says. 

"You don't have to say that."

"I mean it," he says. "It's cozy…in a good way."

"Well, the magic is in the kitchen," I say, trying to divert his attention from the mismatched furniture and worn out carpet of the living room, and he follows me.

"Is this the only place where all the magic happens?" he asks. 

I know exactly what he's insinuating, but I pretend to ignore it.

"The pasta should be done," I say, changing the subject.

"Is that what we're eating tonight?" he says. "Pasta?"

"It's not just any pasta," I smile. "It's my grandmother's recipe…every bit of it, from the Bucatini down to the Bolognese."

I grab the steaming pot of pasta, carry it to the sink, and drain the boiling water through the colander. I give the colander a shake, to ensure the water is gone, and I bring the pasta to the Bolognese sauce simmering on the stove.

Then, I grab my wooden spoon…the very same one used by my grandmother, and maybe even her mother before that, and I stir. I bring the spoon from the sauce, cup one hand underneath it, and carefully bring it to Palmer's mouth.

"Here," I say. "Taste this."

He places his mouth on the spoon and takes a sip. 

He closes his eyes and shakes his head.

"Unbelievable," he says. "That's good—real good."

"Just wait until you try it with the handmade Bucatini."

I grab a plate and place some of the pasta and sauce on top. Then I shave a few fresh curls of parmesan onto the dish.

Palmer grabs a fork, twirls the pasta between the prongs and brings it to his mouth. He chews slowly, considering the flavors and textures. He doesn't say anything right away, and instead goes in for a second bite.

"Stunning," he says finally. 

"You like it?"

"Love it," he says. "I've never had a dish like this before. I mean it. You'll have to share the recipe."

"I can't do that."

"You don't trust me?" he says, smiling and stepping closer. 

"It's a secret family recipe," I say. "No one outside of the family has it."

He reaches out and brushes my face with the tips of his fingers. 

"If anyone can keep a secret," he says, moving his fingers from the side of my face down to my lips, "it's me." 

I can't look away. I can't move. I'm drawn to Palmer like a moth to a flame, and the more he touches me, the more I want him. 

My eyes are locked on his and he suddenly leans down, slowly pressing his lips to mine. 

The feeling is instant and electric. Like I've been shocked by the live end of a wire. I part my lips and feel his warm tongue basting mine. I can feel myself melt into his embrace. 

What have I gotten myself into?
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“I’m sorry,” Palmer tells me, standing up straight and taking one step back. He purses his lips, and then looks at me hesitantly. “I shouldn’t have.”

Slowly, I raise my hand and brush my thumb over my lips, feeling the way the warmness of his lips seems to linger on mine. 

“You’re sorry… for what?” I ask him, and the words leave my lips before I can even process what I’m saying. I’m not thinking rationally right now, but how could I? After being kissed by him, it’s almost a miracle I’m still thinking. 

Slowly, I get up and go on tiptoe. Grabbing him by his shirt, I press my lips against his, closing my eyes as I succumb to another perfect kiss.

He’s on me then; his lips curl into a grin, his hands find my waist as he kisses me with a gentleness I would never believe he had in him just a few days ago. It’s still hard for me to understand what’s happening right now, but…

Does it even matter?

Our lips have touched, and my body’s telling me all about what I need to do next. And, God, I've never felt anything like this before. I’ve never…Well, I’ve never actually been with anyone before.  

No matter—he’s here now, his hands tracing the contour of my curves over my black dress as his cock becomes hard. I feel it against my thigh.

There’s a slow burning ache between my legs, my pussy becoming as wet as it has ever been. God, what’s happening to me? 

Without even thinking about what I’m doing, I take one hand to his crotch, pressing against his cock with the open palm of my hand and rubbing over it. Softly, I trace its contour with just the tip of my fingers, imagining how it will feel to have his long member sliding inside of me.

He feels so damn big. He’s so huge that I still have a hard time understanding how it’s even possible for something like…this to exist.

His shape is long and thick, perfect, really, and I can’t help but salivate at the thought of having him deep inside of me… 

My heart races fast as I try to wrap my mind around the fact that someone like Palmer is here with me, his body burning with lust and desire. He’s one of the most important chefs in the world, a wealthy man, handsome and charming, someone who can have any woman he desires…and I’m just a simple girl from a small town.

How can he even want me?

Whatever. He wants me.

That’s all that matters.

Pushing those thoughts to the back of my mind, I start unbuttoning his pants, brushing my fingers over his boxer briefs. My heart is drumming anxiously inside my chest, and I slide my hand under his boxer briefs, my fingers curling around his member as if they have a life of their own.

I start stroking him in all his glorious length, going over from his tip to his balls—oh, God, I can’t wait to feel each and every inch of his cock deep inside of me. 

If we keep going at it like this, he’s going to ruin me, I just know it. Now that we’ve kissed, it’s just impossible for me to keep my hands off of him.

And that sounds so good. What could possibly be better than having my body completely destroyed by someone like Palmer? 

Like every girl, I want the first time to be special. Different, even. I never thought it’d happen in a cramped apartment and with a man I'm supposed to hate.

But being here with him…it feels special.

It feels different. 

I caress his balls with my free hand, still grasping his cock tight while I move my hand up and down, from his tip to the base, marveling at his size.

I need it inside me. I need that as much as I need air to breathe and my heart to beat. It would be a sin to waste such a moment…

He nibbles at my lower lip, his hands going down my cheeks and then my neck, to the round mounds of my breasts, grabbing and squeezing gently.

Possessed by what seems like an insatiable hunger for my breasts, he slides the shoulder straps of my dress down my arms and then leans into me and starts sucking on my right nipple, pulling down the cup of my bra and holding it in place with his long fingers. I can’t help but moan as his tongue dances in circles around it, lapping at it endlessly. 

Palmer leans into me, his lips against my ear, and he whispers.

“I have no idea what we’re doing,” he breathes out. “But this feels amazing.”

Blood rushes to my cheeks as he says it, and I don’t even know what to say. Having someone like Palmer whisper those things at me is better than almost anything else I have experienced during my short time here on this planet. I could spend the whole day in his arms, with him whispering these things to me, and I would never get tired of it. 

Only problem I can see with that is that I would spend the whole day completely wet. 

But then again, that sounds just about perfect.

I don’t even know how it's possible for me to be so damn wet. It’s completely ridiculous. Of course, my body seems to disagree; every single cell inside me seems to be aching for Palmer. 

“I…I need to tell you something,” I find myself saying, placing my hands on his chest and taking a step back. He looks into my eyes, his lips just a thin line made out of curiosity as he waits for me to continue. 

“I’ve never…been with anyone,” I finally confess, barely believing that I’m telling him this.

But if I’m saying it, that’s because I want that to change…and I don’t know what to think of that.

Maybe it’s better that I don’t even think. Maybe it’s better that I just act.

“Seriously? Someone like you?” he asks me, and his words are pregnant with surprise. 

“Someone like me?” 

“Nicole…Fuck. You’re beautiful. And not just that; you’re smart and talented. How is that even possible?” he continues, reaching for me and tucking a lock of hair behind my ear. 

“I guess…I’ve always been busy with work,” I reply, looking down at my feet as I feel my cheeks growing red. I can’t believe I’m having this conversation. Especially with a guy like Palmer.

“Not tonight,” he whispers, and before I can do anything, he sweeps me off my feet. Carrying me in his arms, he walks out of the kitchen and into my bedroom, nudging the door open with the tip of his shoe.

He doesn’t even bother with flicking the light switch; he just carries me all the way to the bed, gently sitting me there.

He pushes me down on the mattress, his hands darting to my back and lodging themselves there. In a sudden movement, he is on top of me, our bodies pressed against each other as we kiss. 

Oh, God, is this really happening? 

His lips go from my mouth to my chest then, and as he sucks and licks my nipple, I can’t help but wonder if this is what paradise feels like.

He squeezes my breasts hard as he sucks on them. One of his hands goes down my belly and, still over the fabric of my dress, presses it over my eager pussy, rubbing it slowly with just the tip of his fingers.

I grind against his hand, swaying my hips and trying to sate the aching desire my insides feel for him. 

Damn, I can feel every nerve ending in my body yearning for him. 

His hand goes down my waist and he slides it under my dress, his fingers hiking up to my thong; with a flick of his fingers, he pushes the small string of fabric to the side and brushes one finger slowly against my clit.

I shudder and exhale sharply as he presses down on it. It’s like being hit by lightning. 

I can’t see, I can’t speak, I can’t hear—all that I feel is his fingers slowly stroking my pussy.

I thrust my hips upward against his hand; I can’t handle all this teasing, I really can’t. I’m going to die of anticipation.

Then, as if he’s capable of hearing my thoughts, he pushes my hips down onto the mattress, the palm of his hand pressing hard against my pussy. He lets one finger go inside of me in an upward motion and, before I can even let out a heartfelt moan, he has his thumb over my clit again.

He lets go without a warning—the absence of his touch almost too painful to endure.

Getting up, he grabs my hand and makes me stand; with a sudden movement, he has me pinned against the wall of my own bedroom, my back against the wall.

I close my eyes as he runs his hands through my hair and pushes it back from my face. We stand there in a silence only broken by the sound of our breathing, our bodies brushing against each other as we just savor that sweet closeness. 

When I open my eyes, I see him looking at me, his lips slightly parted as if he’s lost in a daze.

My hands go to his chest, my fingertips feeling the rough outline of his muscles with deliberate care. He’s so perfectly sculpted that it’s hard to believe he wasn’t artwork done out of a marble block.

He reaches for my mouth with his, kissing me in abandonment. My heart flutters as I kiss him back, my lips submitting to one of the absolute best moments of my life. I could stay here forever, lost in this sweet trance. 

His hands go down the side of my body and I tremble in anticipation, feeling his fingers stop at my waist and then make their way under my dress and up to between my thighs.

Once again, I quiver as he presses down on my clit, the gentle warmness of his fingers making my body feel light and relaxed. 

Softly, he parts my outer lips with a slow flick of his fingers, and I gasp as he slides one inch of his finger inside me. Slowly, he feeds his finger into me, each inch drawing a trembling moan out of my lips. 

“Oh, my…” I start, but he doesn’t let me finish. The words die in my throat as he slides one more finger deep inside me in a hooking motion, going straight for a secret spot I didn’t even know existed inside me.

It’s like he knows my body better than I do, as absurd as that sounds. He presses there, making my whole body burn; my muscles tense up as he rubs his finger deep inside me, and I arch my back as something snaps in me and ecstasy floods my mind. 

I never thought I’d be a screamer, but I guess that’s exactly what I am; as he fingers me hard to the point of oblivion, and I come, there’s little else I can do but scream as loud as possible. 

Yup, I’m definitely a screamer.

Once I’ve calmed down a bit, I reach for his cock, grasping it tightly in my trembling fingers, and I immediately know what I want to do. 

I make him switch places with me. and then I fall to my knees, his cock dangerously close to my lips as I stroke him. He leans back against the wall, his hands resting on the top of my head, and I relish the feeling of absolute control.

He’s mine.

He’s mine for me to do whatever I want to do. 

I part my lips and let my tongue out, flicking it against his tip; it’s warm and big, and I have to resist the urge to simply have him inside my mouth at once.

But no, I have to take my time. I want to drive him completely mad and show him that I can tease and torture just as well as he can.

Somehow, I can’t help but feel the importance of proving myself to him. It seems that I take as much pleasure from seeing him climax as I do from orgasming myself. 

His pleasure is my pleasure.

I part my lips and brush them softly against him, the salty flavor hitting me at once. I want to have him inside my mouth so bad it’s unreal… God, my heart is tight in anticipation.

Still, I fight back against my eagerness, and I lick all his length, my tongue going down his shaft and then back up again, circling around his tip.

I lay my lips there once more, gently sucking on his head, and I can’t take it anymore; I open my mouth wide and let him slide in over my tongue.

In a second, my mouth is filled with him, his thickness almost too much for me. I have to force my jaw open so that all of him fits, and I can barely do anything with him inside my mouth besides slowly bobbing my head back and forth.

And that’s exactly what I do, a shiver going down my spine as I feel that delicious member of his being engulfed by my lips. 

My hands grab at his firm ass, pulling him in and forcing his cock inside my mouth and down my throat. I lap with my tongue at his shaft, sucking eagerly and relishing every single second as I stroke him hard, my wrist flicking up and down in a flowing motion.

His fingers tighten on my head, grasping at locks of my hair, but he doesn’t pressure me in any way—he lets me go at my own pace.

I start going faster then, my hand stroking him at the same time that I suck him. I try to go deep, but his long inches make it almost impossible for me. I try all the same, my mind ordering me to leave nothing on the table. 

As I start to go faster, his hands start guiding me at the same time that he thrusts into my mouth ever so slightly. I look up at him and he grins at me, a flash of pleasure brightening his face. I can only imagine how it must be for him to see me there, on my knees, his huge cock inside my mouth.

I’m ready to go all the way, to not stop until he comes, but he has other plans. I almost feel sad as he pushes my head back and makes his cock pop out of my mouth; grabbing at my wrists, he makes me get up.

In a heartbeat, he has me pinned against the wall once again, holding both my arms above my head as he kisses down my neck and heads straight to my nipples. I moan as he sucks on them, my whole body buzzing. 

Letting go of my arms, he lets his hands fall to my waist and he slowly goes down to his knees. Is he going to do what I’m thinking? 

Oh, fuck, yes… Yes, he is.

He takes one of his hands and puts it under my leg, just below my ass, and makes me raise my leg. Holding me like that, he lifts my dress up to my waist and pushes my thong to the side.

He leans into me and has his tongue trace the contour of my inner lips with maddening patience, just stopping for one moment to flick it at my clit. 

He goes on like that until I can’t bear it any longer. I thrust my hips against his mouth and, instead of fighting it, he lets himself go all out.

He wraps his lips around my pussy, sucking hard on my outer lips as he rubs his thumb around my clit. I throw my head back against the wall and moan hard, feeling my whole body shiver as my mind goes numb with ecstasy. 

Where has he been all of my life? I definitely wouldn’t still be a virgin if I had met him before. 

I grab his hair with such strength I’m amazed he doesn’t say a thing. But he doesn't’ complain; he simply redoubles his efforts as he devours me.

I press my pussy against him wildly as I hold his head in place, not believing what I’m doing. This isn’t like me, to be overtaken by desire in such a way... But then again, I’ve never met someone quite like Palmer, someone that knows exactly what he’s doing. 

I would be counting my blessings right now if it weren’t for the fact that my mind has simply decided to shut itself off.

Wrapping his lips around my clit, he sucks eagerly as he holds me back against the wall with his forearm over my waist. As he sucks, he lets one finger slide inside me.

He starts fingering me slowly, each coming and going motion of his making me purr anxiously. I can feel my body already starting to sweat. 

In an instant, there’s one more finger inside of me and, before I can prepare for it, he slides a third one. I don’t know how that’s even possible!

He strokes me slowly, his movements gentle and patient, keeping a rhythm that makes that slow mounting pressure spread all over my body and coat every single one of my senses.

My hands start grabbing at random locks of his hair in abandonment as electricity bites at me, clawing under my skin at my taut muscles. I grit my teeth and close my eyes, the universe exploding inside my head. 

My arms shake and tremble, flaying wildly; if he wasn’t holding me against the wall, I’m sure I would simply collapse onto the floor.

As it is, I remain in place, delight coursing through me with such intensity I can’t even remember my own name or where I am.

Once I come crashing back down to earth, he takes his fingers out of me, and I quiver as he does it. Placing my hands under his chin, I make for him to get up; standing tall, he grabs my head with smooth gentleness and kisses me softly.

I can feel my own scent still dancing in his lips, and it simply drives me completely crazy.  

“Tired?” he asks me, that grin of his telling me there’s more to come. I don’t even have the strength to speak, so I just shake my head and lie. 

Of course I’m tired, but right now, I won’t admit it. Oh, no, I’ll fight through tiredness as long as his body is close to me; I’ll push myself to the brink of exhaustion and then I’ll just keep pushing further.

Without even letting me catch my breath, he makes me raise my leg once more and, before I know it, he pushes my thong to the side and has his tip brushing over my inner lips. I expect for him to enter me with one simple and quick thrust, but he simply holds his position there.

I feel his cock pulsing in aching desire, and I have to admire the ability he has to take his time to drive me mad.

I break free of his grasp to push his pants down his legs and my trembling fingers start unbuttoning his shirt frantically. I need to feel every single inch of him inside me, feel every bit of his body pressed against mine.

With my arms over his shoulders, I thrust my hips at him, begging him with my body to have at me. But he resists, matching my thrust with a backwards motion, and simply continuing to brush his tip against me once more, up and down, up and down. 

I can’t take it, I really can’t. I need to feel him inside of me, and I need it now. 

“Are you sure?” he asks me suddenly, and I can see it in his eyes: if I’m not totally sure of what I’m doing, he’ll back off, as hard as it might be. 

But all I do is nod in desperate agreement. The fact that he asked me makes me want this even more. I’ve never felt like this before; my muscles are tense, and my insides seem to be burning.

And to have him so close to me and yet doing nothing…

The outer limits of my mind are stretching and I can feel something in me about snap. 

“Yes, I want you…” I moan, still trying and thrusting my hips at him.

“I love it when you say it like that,” I hear him saying, but I can barely understand what the words mean. My mind is exploding, and all rationality his slipping away from me. 

“Please…” I beg. “Please…”

He gives me half an inch of his cock, and I feel my whole body trembling frenetically.

“More…”

One inch in and my pussy is tight like a vice around his cock. I push my body forward, but he resists my advances, feeding his cock into me so slowly even time seems to be distorting around me.

When I think he’s about to let it go all in, he pulls back, starting the process all over again. 

“No…” I cry out, my fingernails clawing at his back.

“You’re in charge here,” he whispers, caressing the back of my neck with the tip of fingers. 

He thrusts into me with such force that fireworks go off behind my eyelids.

I’m gritting my teeth now, a fire running through my limbs. He starts to thrust hard, his hips slapping against mine in a furious rhythm of flesh-on-flesh.

He keeps going for God knows how long, his body tirelessly punishing mine. I don’t even know how the hell I’m still holding my position against the wall, such is the fury he is unleashing on me. 

I tighten my pussy around his cock with violent harshness, and that only makes him go harder, his coming and going motion destroying my mind. 

One hard and final thrust and his cock lodges itself deep inside me, his tip pressed tight against my g-spot. 

Just like that, I explode. 

Again.

One more hard and deep thrust and I come in an instant, a maddening scream escaping my mouth and filling the entire cabin. I feel my inner walls spasming around his cock, but instead of stopping, he keeps thrusting at me, unrelenting. 

Still with my whole body buzzing, my limbs completely out of control, I raise my leg just a bit more, allowing him to go deeper inside me.

Am I moaning or am I screaming? I don’t even know, and, to be honest, I don’t care. 

He keeps moving in and out of me as the orgasm still bites and claws at my mind, and I love him for it.

I don’t want him to stop. Each thrust of his dilutes the whole world around me, and I feel myself being pulled into the depths of a world of pleasure I didn’t even know existed. 

I lean into him, still with my eyes closed but looking for his mouth. He locks his lips on mine, our kiss growing wild and completely savage.

Pulling back, he takes his lips to my neck and then whispers. 

“We’re just getting started.”

I nod, my head spinning with the promise of more. 

He pulls me into him and, before I know it, he has me in his embrace.

We kiss in abandonment as we stumble through the bedroom, completely drunk with lust. With a growl, he throws me on top of the bed and I fall there, my trembling body pushing against the sheets. With my back to him, I breathe out deeply as my body appreciates the fact that it can lay down at last. 

I feel exhausted, completely spent… And still, I want more. Much more.

He climbs on top of me, his fingers like hooks on my waist, and I jut my ass at him. I prop myself up on my elbows, feeling exposed in that position and loving it even more precisely because of it.

I grab at the sheets as he smacks my ass with the back of his hands, and I wiggle my backside at him in tense anticipation. With a quick motion of his hands, he grabs my thong and pulls it down my legs. My whole body shakes as I feel the fabric of it brushing down my skin.   

How did this happen to me? It wasn’t supposed to happen. But I am becoming completely crazy for him, each second his body isn’t on mine painfully tortuous. 

Parting my pussy lips with two fingers, he rams his cock deep inside me and my arms lose all their strength at once: I collapse onto the bed, only my backside still raised up at him.

He thrusts into me hard and unforgiving, handing sweet punishment in the most lovable way possible. He reaches for my hair, grabbing and gathering it in a bunch and making me raise my head. 

I’m moaning… I’m moaning so hard it’s unbelievable. I do it until I feel my throat becomes sore, and then I do it some more. 

I start rocking my hips back at him, the pendulum motion of his cock going faster and faster. 

I’m so spent even my soul feels numb.

And yet he never stops. He reaches around my waist, finding my clit and rubbing on it as he keeps pounding into me mercilessly.

I try to scream in delight, but even my throat is completely exhausted. I simply lay there as he brings me once more to the edge of delirious rapture and throws me down into the abyss. 

Hooking his fingers onto my hips, he pulls back and makes me turn around. I lay back on the bed, opening my legs so that he fits right between them. A shiver goes up my spine as I lay eyes on the perfectly sculpted muscles of his chest. 

Leaning into me with his whole body, I feel the tip of his cock brush against my pussy.

Soft and careful, he holds his position there until I can’t take it anymore. I thrust my hips toward him, my pussy lips parting and engulfing his tip. I bite my lower lip as I feel him enter me.

Now there's nothing but ecstasy for me. As I feel him slide in and out, his thickness straining and pushing against my inner walls, I’m taken to a place so perfect and dream-like that I’m not even sure if whatever is happening is real.

It’s way too perfect to be real.

I notice him looking at me, eager to know if I’m alright. I respond in the best way I can, with a deep moan that climbs up my throat and cascades down my lips with the ferocity of a wild animal.

How could it be any other way? His cock inside of me feels like completion, a pleasure so intense, it verges on the mystical.

He goes in and out softly then, my legs wrapped around his back and pulling him inside me. My eyes are closed, my mind only capable of processing the gentle thrusts of his cock as if there were nothing else in the world . And, as far as I’m concerned, there isn’t.

His body rocks against mine, the most delicious ebb and flow I’ve ever felt in my life, taking over until I can’t resist it anymore. The muscles in my legs make me tighten them around his back like a vice and, with both hands grabbing at his hair, I sway my hips from side to side uncontrollably as mind-numbing electricity takes my body by assault.

He keeps thrusting, rubbing my clit with suddenly erratic movements, I feel him ready; I summon what little strength still lives inside of me, and I tighten my hold on him. He stops then, his muscles so tense he seems made out of marble. 

When his cock spasms harshly inside my pussy, I can’t help but submit to that wildfire inside of me and scream. Pleasure crashes against my soul as I feel his cum gushing in a torrent once more, an earthquake of climaxing delight attacking both our bodies. 

I can’t hold any longer so I just collapse completely on the bed; he falls with me, his cock still buried deep in my pussy. I moan, feeling his thickness still spasming as he lays on top of me, cum dripping down my thighs.

We stay like that for…I don’t even know how long. One minute, one hour? We stay like that until our exhausted bodies become capable of moving again, time having transformed itself to an abstract concept. 

He rolls to the side then, his hand resting on my lower back as he caresses the dimples there. I turn to him, struggling to open my eyes. He’s looking at me, a gentle smile on his lips.

“That was…” I try to say, but I can’t find the word to describe it. I don’t think any dictionary or language in the whole world has a word that fits the description of everything I just felt. It’s just impossible.

That was more than just sex.

“Yes, it was,” he merely agrees, and pulls me into him.

I lay my head against his chest and finally let exhaustion take over me.

In just a few seconds, I’m fast asleep.

 




Palmer

 

 

My eyes open, and I look around the small, dark bedroom.

Nothing is familiar.

Not the tight space, not the glow-in-the-dark clock the shape of a moon on the nightstand, not the carpet, not even the floral-print comforters...that I also happen to be butt ass naked under, I think, as I peer down at my body.

And then it hits me. It really sinks in. 

I remember that I'm not home.

I remember the food…that secret recipe, and the sex…

Nicole. 

What the fuck am I doing here? I drag my fingers through my hair, pulling it back from my temples. I rub my eyes, as if to make sure this isn't all just a dream, and then press my fingers against my forehead.

This isn't like me at all, to be sleeping with some girl in a shitty apartment, in a shitty part of town. I'm slipping. I've gotta get a hold of myself.

I have a goal, and I can't afford to get derailed now.

I need to get out of here. There's no telling where my clothes are, or my wallet, or my keys, or my phone…but I don't want to wake Nicole up, so I'm going to have to feel my way through the dark.

This place isn't that big. My stuff has to be close by.

I carefully slip my feet out of the comforter, and swing my legs off the bed. I stand up, my body stark naked, the darkness my only cover. I don't see my clothes, so I shuffle my feet against the carpet, hoping to walk into them.

There's nothing. They’re not here.

So I get down on all fours, and picture what I must look like if someone where able to see me: Ridiculous. I feel like a kid going behind his parents' back and sneaking out of the house or something…but I guess that's partially true. 

I'm trying to sneak out of this apartment. 

I look over at the bed, to make sure Nicole is still sleeping. Luckily, she is. 

I continue to feel along the carpet, and then I finally find my suit pants and boxers.

Thank God, I think. I slip them on. The room is so quiet that the sound of the fabric seems irrationally louder than I know it is, and I cringe as I pull them on and zip them up. 

Fuck. I still need my keys, my phone, my wallet, my shirt, my shoes… okay, think, think, think, I tell myself.

When did I last see my things?

Last night was such a blur, I honestly can't remember. 

There was food. There was wine. And then things escalated from there.

There was sex. Great fucking sex that I can't think about right now. I've gotta get— 

My thoughts are cut short when I see two amber eyes peering at me from the darkness. 

I walk over and see that it's Nicole's cat Whiskers, and that underneath the cat are my coat, shirt, wallet, and keys. 

I walk over, and try to shoo the cat off my things, but it doesn't budge.

Move, cat, scram. I need these things more than you do.

“Meeeooww,” the cat voices back its disdain before jumping away. Even in the darkness, I can see cat hair all over my coat and shirt, and I try, with as much quiet as I can muster, to brush off as much as I can. 

But of course it's no use. I'll need to get these dry-cleaned. 

I slip my shirt and coat on, and then, as soon as I turn around to look for my shoes, they find me.

I trip and stumble into the bedside table, almost knocking over the moon-shaped clock. It teeters on its edges before finally settling back into place. 

Shit. Shit. Shit.

Seriously? Fuck my life right now.

Thankfully, Nicole still hasn't moved. At least I can still get out of here without her knowing. This'll be less a walk of shame, and more an act of Houdini. 

I slip my feet into my shoes, hopping on one foot, and then the other. The cat eyes me from the corner of the room, as if mocking me with its orange orbs. 

“Stop that,” I whisper. But Whiskers refuses to look away.

If it could laugh me right out of this room, I'm sure it would. 

I shove my hands in my pockets and look for my phone. Shit. It's not there.

I pad my suit pockets—the two exterior and two interior pockets—but there's still no phone. 

Then I see it out of the corner of my eye—a sliver of light bouncing off the glass of the phone's screen. It's on the chair next to the bed. I grab it and slip it into the pocket of my suit pants. 

Finally. I have everything I need to make an exit and leave this place. 

I take a few steps, heading toward the door, but I have a sudden urge to turn around and look back at Nicole, to look at her one last time before leaving.

When I do, I see the silhouette a perfect woman lying there. The bed sheets are pulled just below her breasts, and they're exposed to anyone lucky enough to look. It takes everything in me not to slide back into that bed and take her soft, warm body into my hands.

To run my tongue across her nipples and pinch them between my teeth. 

I shake my head in disbelief. I've been with plenty of women in my life, but Nicole is different. When she's near, the rest of the world melts away. The maddening rush of the world seems to stop.

It's almost unreal how one woman can be so hot and so fucking perfect…and make me experience such mind-blowing sex.

“It's a shame,” I whisper, shaking my head again. I can't have any distractions in my life right now.

The clock is ticking.

And I have a restaurant to run.

 




Nicole

 

 

He's making enough noise to wake a bear. No one could sleep through that. How stupid does he think I am?

I can feel the bed shift as he slides out from the comforter. I hear him shuffling around the room looking for his clothes.

He's literally on his hands and knees fumbling his way through my dark bedroom. I stifle a laugh. I mean, he nearly knocks over my nightstand. How clumsy can one man be?

And even my cat seems to be annoyed with him. 

For a moment, I think about saying something. Letting him know that I'm awake. Maybe even flipping the light on so he can find his things.

But if he's the kind of man who thinks it's okay to slip off after getting me in bed with him without so much as saying a good bye, or a thank you for a good night, then as far as I'm concerned, he doesn't deserve to leave here easy.

Besides, it doesn't matter. Not really.

Even if I did say something, I'm sure he'd rattle off some fake nicety, and give me some bullshit excuse as to why he has to leave here in a big hurry. He would probably say something along the lines of, It isn't you, it's me.

I'll let him think he's slipping out of here undetected, if that's what he wants. So I lie there, pretending to be asleep. 

Which feels like both the dumbest and smartest choice I've ever made… all at the same time. 

Then I hear him say something under his breath.

"It's a shame,” he whispers.

My mind reels. What the hell is that supposed to mean?

Is it a shame he's leaving? Is he considering getting back into this bed?

Or is he ashamed for coming here in the first place and being with me?

As I listen to him leave, and hear the front door click open and then shut behind him, the silence of his absence weighs heavy on me. 

There's no more wondering. He's gone, and he didn't bother sticking around. 

The silence is definitive.

Why the hell did I sleep with an asshole like Palmer? I'm mentally kicking myself for being so weak.

Although if I'm being honest, there really is something about him that's magnetic. I'm drawn to him like ice cream is to cake, or like a strawberry is to chocolate.

When he's around, it's like the most natural thing in the world, and even though there's a small voice in the back of my mind that throws warnings and alarm bells, my body moves toward him without hesitation. I even cooked him my grandmother's secret recipe!

I slap my hand down on the mattress in frustration, bunching the bed sheets beneath me. It's clear that he's an asshole…but he's a hot asshole, and I've just had the best sex of my life.

Well, the first and only one, too, but I’m sure that sex isn’t always that…amazing.

That chiseled body. Those eyes. That smile. And those hands. 

I feel my pulse flutter just thinking about him, and I grow wet. 

He was a god in bed, he really was. I can feel my pussy begin to tingle as I think about how amazing sex was with Palmer—the way he moved with purpose, without hesitation, and how confident and calculated he was and how he just knew what he wanted—and what I wanted, too, for that matter.

Slowly, as is possessed, I part my legs under the bed sheets. I grab my breasts in my hands, and pinch my nipples between my fingers.

This immediately sends my body into overdrive, and I close my eyes and part my mouth, letting out an involuntary sigh.

I picture Palmer touching my breasts, not me. I imagine it's his strong hands grabbing my nipples, and kneading the soft flesh as if it were something prized. 

I slowly move my hands down lower and lower, across my abdomen, and hover just above my pelvic bone before making the plunge even deeper.

I can’t believe I'm doing this. One minute I'm thinking about how much I regret sleeping with an asshole like Palmer, and then next I'm fantasizing about him. 

Screw it, I think to myself as I spread my legs further. A little fantasizing never hurt anyone.

My mind focuses on Palmer's body.

Biting down on my lower lip, I slide my hand down between my thighs, pressing the tip of my fingers against my pussy. I stifle a moan, and then decide to go all the way; I slide my hand further and then press down on my clit.

Pleasure electrifies my nerve endings all at once, and my eyes roll back as I imagine Palmer back here in my bed, that mysterious smile dancing on his lips. I’d cook him a hundred more secret recipes just for him to be really here again.

I’d just reach for his cock, feeling it harden against my eager fingers… 

Oh, God, I can’t stop myself now. I slide my fingers in my wet pussy and, parting my inner lips, slide my middle finger inside. I curl it upward like a hook, driving it all the way in and only stopping when I find my G-spot.

I press hard against it while I use my thumb to stroke my clit. I close my eyes as my brain starts to hum with an electricity all its own.

I imagine the chiseled chest that Palmer hides under his tailored suits and fancy chef coats, and how I'd like to explore the ridges of his abs with my tongue… and with my tongue on his abs, how I'd explore further down between his legs. 

I can already imagine his enormous cock sliding in and out of me, taking my pussy… 

“Oh, God,” I moan, my quivering voice echoing throughout the darkness of my apartment as I start moving my hand faster.

I slide one more finger inside my pussy and start flicking my wrist fast, my fingers moving in and out of me at a furious pace. I pretend they’re his cock, stretching me wide and driving me insane with a newfound hunger.

I arch my back, moaning loud enough for my cat to dart off—Whiskers must think I've lost my mind, but I don't care. This is too good.

I take my free hand to my breasts, squeezing them eagerly. Images of Palmer's naked body flash behind my eyes. I shut them tight, and a burning need to feel his body on mine consumes me.

In this moment, it's the only thing that matters.

“Oh, fuck,” I groan, my inner walls tightening around my fingers, and without warning, I begin moaning through grit teeth as a sudden spasm takes over my body. Every muscle fiber inside me begins to twitch erratically, and I have no choice but to ride the wave over.

When everything subsides and I'm able to open my eyes, I take a deep breath and look up at the ceiling.

Finally, my mind has cleared, and I decide: Having Palmer in my bed tonight was fun, but it was also a mistake. 

He's a much better fantasy than he is a reality.

 




Palmer

 

 

I've messed up more dishes in a single afternoon than I have in my entire professional career—too much salt, too little salt, too much flame, not enough flame.

As much as I hate to admit it, I can't get Nicole out of my mind. Everywhere I turn, I'm reminded of her.

I'll never be able to look at another pasta dish without remembering that night at her apartment.

And just when I think the day can't get any worse, it does. Oh, it gets so much worse.

I'm standing in front of a hot skillet, searing a fresh tuna steak and getting ready to squeeze just the right amount of lemon on it when Brit bursts through the kitchen doors. 

"Have you seen this?" she says. Her eyes tell me she's wild with frustration.

I look down and see her cellphone in her hand. The browser is open on her screen, and it appears to be a published article.

"Doesn't look familiar," I say, shaking my head.

"I hate to be the bearer of bad news, but read this."

By the look on her face, I know it can't be good. I grab her phone and begin scrolling. 

"Among the dishes offered by Chef Palmer's Pearl is a dry fish akin to prison food,” I read out loud. “I was too timid to try some items on the menu for fear of developing digestive problems, and that's putting it mildly. The risotto was inedible—having taken on the consistency and flavor of what I can only describe as wallpaper paste."

I roll my eyes.

"Oh, it gets better," Brit says. "Keep going."

I continue reading it aloud.  

"I wouldn't wish for a natural disaster to strike anyone's restaurant, but if it did, then no one would have to eat the food offered by The Pearl on Park, and that wouldn't be such a bad thing.

“There literally isn't a single redeeming dish on the menu, unless you count the glass of ice water that accompanied my food. Chef Palmer's dishes are where hopes and dreams go to die. Hot mush, gummy waste, and lukewarm puddles are all apt descriptions for the food I tasted, which is a travesty.

“Even my salad looked as if someone squeezed an entire bottle of cheap dressing on it just to watch every piece of lettuce drown in its own misery. The steak was so overcooked that it resembled the grey innards of an unidentifiable animal."

My voice is now beginning to shake and I tighten into a ball. 

"That's going too fucking far—I know I make the best fucking steaks!"

"This is bullshit," Brit says. "These are all lies. It's as if he's purposely trying to ruin you."

I look back down and continue reading the review. If I've read this far, I might as well finish. 

"Chef Palmer's restaurant is a bungled and lack-luster attempt at bringing another fine dining destination to New York City. Even the foods that might deserve mild praise, like the grilled asparagus spears, were under-seasoned and could be procured for cheaper if you simply went to a nearby deli.

“As far as the potato soup goes…well, let me just say that it was as thin, murky, and unappetizing as dirty dishwater. As a kid, I was once dared to eat a worm freshly dug up from the school playground. I recoiled, and got so far as to place its wriggling body on my tongue before spitting it out.

“In retrospect, I'd gladly eat that worm before placing another ounce of Chef Palmer's food in my mouth. In summary: Eat at The Pearl on Park at your own risk."

I knew Percy Whitman was an asshole, but I didn't realize he could sink this low. This is possibly the worst review I've ever read. What the hell does Percy have against me?

"Can we survive this review?" Brit asks. She's visibly worried, and I don't blame her.

But if there's one good thing about me, it’s that I'm not a quitter. I have the resolve of a stubborn bull. 

"Of course we can," I say. "We're going to keep making high-quality food, and win customers over one meal at a time."

"Uh—Chef—" she says, tapping me on the arm. 

"Leave the worrying to me. I have everything under—" 

"No, uh, I mean, the tuna," she says, pointing to the pan. "I think it's on fire."

"Ahhhh, fuck," I say, removing the skillet from the heat. The tuna is ruined. I was so caught up in reading Percy's review that I completely forgot about the dish that I was working on. 

"Shit, this was supposed to be for table 7," I say, as a thin line of sweat zigzags down my temple. I can't believe how many meals I've fucked up today.

First, it was Nicole, and now it's Percy. I just can't focus. Even though we're busy, the best thing I could do right now is probably remove myself from this kitchen. 

I need to do something about all of this.

I need to get my head on straight.

If I don't, I'll be helping everything Percy said come true, and I can't afford for that to happen. 

"Brit, I need you to do me a favor," I say.

"Anything, Chef."

"I need to hand over all kitchen operations to you today."

"To me? Are you sure? It's so busy, and—"

I cut her off. "Look at me. There's no one I trust more."

With that, I unbutton my Chef coat, toss it to the side, and grab my car keys. 

There's only one thing that can help me right now. 

I need to find Nicole.

 




Nicole

 

I remove the mop from the bucket and press it against the tiled floor. Leaning on the handle, I push the fibers of the mop back and forth, and watch as their grey strands leave foamy streaks of soap in scattered patterns. 

Sometimes I like to imagine that I'm a painter wielding a giant mop brush—painting the place in wild streaks.

I'm a firm believer that a restaurant's safety and success hinges on how organized and clean a place is. And judging by the amount of soap I'm using, this floor is going to be clean enough to eat off of. 

Not that I'd suggest that, but I’m just saying…

As I push the mop, I perform a mental checklist—disinfect prep surfaces, wipe down the splash walls, clean the grill, pour a drain cleaner in the floor drain, run the hood filters through the dishwasher—check, check, check. 

I'm making good progress, and even though it's late, I kind of like how quiet and solitary this place is after hours—when the guests are gone and everyone else is back at home. It's when I do my best thinking.

The quiet, the monotonous movements of cleaning… I can just let my mind wander. 

Unfortunately, my mind keeps wandering back to the same thing: Palmer.

It's a tortuous loop.

His charisma. The way he can effortlessly keep a conversation. The way he can make me laugh. The way his eyes pierce me and reel me in. And of course what he can do in bed…

I shake my head. No. Not again. 

I can't be thinking about him. It was one night, and it was a mistake.

A big mistake. 

But I'd be lying if I said he wasn't constantly on my mind.

I let out a sigh and push the mop back into the bucket, rinsing it of soap and the day's grime.

I decide that the only way I'm going to stop my brain from overthinking is to listen to some music. I grab my cell phone and press my music-streaming app. 

Let's see… I think I need to channel my grandmother right now. She always knew how to cheer my up and keep me motivated, and she's truly the reason why I'm in the restaurant business.

I scroll through my music options and stop on Doris Day, my grandmother's favorite singer. I play a song and immediately start dancing around the kitchen. 

It transforms me.

"Que sera, sera, whatever will be, will be, the future's not ours to see, que sera, sera."

I spin on my toes and reach my arms out, as if I'm giving the world a giant hug. I'm sure I look ridiculous right now, but I don't even care. 

I'm loving the music. It lifts me. And it feels as if my grandmother is here dancing with me right now. 

"When I grew up and fell in love, I asked my sweetheart what lies ahead, will we have rainbows, day after day, here's what my sweetheart said, que sera, sera, whatever will be, will be, the future's not ours to see …"

Why is it that every song turns to love?

If I didn't love this song so much, I'd change it, but whatever, I'm just gonna continue to dance this out. 

I spin and twirl and, yes, I even picture myself doing all of this in the strong, muscular arms of Palmer. 

I know, I know… I just can't help it. I don't know what's wrong with me.

It's probably for the best that I'm never going to see him gain.

Sex with him is too good. Is that even a thing? Sex that was too good?

I probably sound insane. Regardless, I'm going to go on record and say it is. I'm living proof. 

The chorus of the song comes back on, and in one final move, I run across the kitchen and do a small leap in the air—just like the way Baby jumps into the arms of Johnny Castle in the movie Dirty Dancing… except, it's not like the movie at all, and I don't land in a man's arms—I land in the dirty mop water. 

Well, that's not exactly accurate. I bump against it and the brown water splashes into my shoes. 

There goes my mood. 

I can feel my pulse kick in agitation.

I reach for a towel and try to soak up as much of the water as possible, but now my feet are damp and cold, and I don't want to be here anymore. 

I want to go home, soak in a bath, and pet Whiskers. 

I want to pour myself a glass of wine, wear seat pants with an elastic band, and maybe even pig out on pizza and binge watch Netflix. 

I wipe the sweat from my brow, and then take my ponytail out, letting my hair fall down and cascade around my shoulders. 

I start flipping off all the light switches and reach for my keys when I hear something that makes me stop. It sounds like a low rumble… and it sounds like it's coming from right outside of my restaurant.

I take a peek out of the front window and see a motorcycle parked at the curb. A man is unstrapping his helmet.

Who in the hell is parking here at this hour? Doesn't he see the place is closed, and—

But once the helmet comes off, I recognize the man immediately, and my heart beats so fast I feel dizzy. 

It's a total body reaction and nothing I can do or say will make my heart mellow out now.

The man is Palmer, and he is walking up the steps to my restaurant.

I unlock the door for him. 

I go to open my mouth, but not a single word comes out. And before I can try again, he places both of his hands on my shoulders and pushes me up against the wall. Then, he leans down and his lips crash against mine. 

It's the best kiss of my life.

 




Nicole

 

 

This is happening. 

It’s not a dream, and it isn’t a hallucination

No, this is really happening. 

With my mouth pressed against his, our tongues dance around one another in a frenzy, and my hands go down from his chest to his waist. I pull him into me, eager to have him—to make him have me—but he stops me, yanking on my hair.

“I had to see you,” he breathes out his attempt at an explanation, his voice brimming with desire. No; it’s more than desire or lust. It’s a burning need, one that forces him to relinquish all control. 

I’ve never felt something quite like this; it’s a desire so strong, so fierce that now I understand how some women can make the rashest of decisions… I'm just glad it’s Palmer here with me. Somehow I know that with him it will be alright… 

“Why?” I ask him, my voice quivering as I lock my eyes on his. 

“Because I had to,” he replies, offering me a thin smile. “I had to.”

Our lips touch again, the sweet flavor of his mouth making my skin prickle. I reach with my tongue for his and, finding it, dance in slow gentle circles around it. 

His hands go to my lower back, his long, thin fingers brushing against my skin. His touch is gentle and delicate and, behind closed eyes, I can hear how it makes my heart flutter inside my chest.

“I’m glad you came,” I find myself saying, running one hand through his hair, my heart beating so fast that I can barely think straight.

I don’t really know what’s taking hold of me, but I push him back against one of the walls, and press my mouth against his. He doesn’t even hesitate, placing both of his hands on my ass and squeezing it over my dress.

Grabbing him by his collar, I pull him close to me, so close our lips are almost brushing against each other. I truly don’t know what kind of devil got into me, but I no longer know the meaning behind the word control. 

“I needed this,” he continues, his lips hovering over mine. “I needed to kiss you, to feel you again.”

With that, he closes the distance between our mouths; our kiss becomes savage, his hands pulling down the shoulder straps of my dress and hungrily looking for my breasts.

He grabs them, but this time gently, his fingers pressing down on my flesh. And then he pushes down the cup of the bra over my right nipple; leaning in, he lays his lips over it, sucking softly. I can feel my nipple hardening even more inside his mouth as he laps his tongue against it, tracing slow and seductive circles. 

As he sucks, his hands go to my back and, finding the clasp of my bra, he undoes it, pushing it down my arms.

I shiver, the cool air in the room caressing my breasts. In an instant, his mouth goes from my right nipple to my left one, his lips wrapping themselves around it with care, and at the same time, with a kind of passionate fury.

I grab his hair, holding his head in place as he kisses my nipples one at a time, his long gentle fingers squeezing at my breasts. 

 

“Wait, wait,” I tell him, placing both my hands on his shoulders and pushing him back.

“What is it? Is something wrong?” He asks me, his blue eyes trying to read the expression on my face.

“Nothing’s wrong,” I reply with a quick smile, and then I turn on my heels and cross the dining room. I lock the door, which I had unlocked to let him in, and then close all blinders, sheltering us from the outside. 

As the darkness takes over the restaurant, long shadows caressing both our bodies, I start feeling as if I’m in a dream. A dream where the edges of reality become blurred and sweet, where the real world doesn’t have a say on how things go. 

Closing the distance between me and him, I take my hands to his belt. Looking into his eyes, I unbuckle it with slow movements, the metallic jingle of it coming undone sending a shiver up my spine.

I pull his pants hard down his legs, and he takes his shoes off in the process, kicking them off one at a time. 

“My turn,” he whispers, and his hands fly to my waist. He turns me around, his hands going up my back, and he pulls down the zipper of my dress. I push the dress down with the tip of my fingers, my bare ass turned to him.

I can feel his eyes devouring the sight of my half-naked body, enjoying the shape of my body and delighting themselves on how only just a small strip of fabric covers me. 

Turning back to him, I put my hands on his chest and start unbuttoning his shirt. My fingers work faster, as does my heart, and I feel the tension rising in my body as the tan muscles on his chest come into sight.

I slide one hand down his chest and stomach toward his crotch, and I press it there, feeling him go hard. Turning my hand around, I curl my fingers around his length.

He takes the hint and does exactly what my body demands of him—he presses the palm of his hand between my thighs, his fingers caressing the wetness that has taken over me. 

“You have no idea how much I needed this,” he whispers into my ear; with a flick of his fingers, he pushes my thong to the side and feels my naked wetness with his fingers. 

I am so wet I am almost expecting the wetness to drip down my legs. 

I can't take it anymore. 

“I needed it too,” I repeat, grabbing him tightly, feeling his hardness pulse against my fingers. “I needed it bad,” I continue, and then I find my knees buckling under my weight.

I go down on my knees, not even thinking about what I’m doing, and hook my fingers on the waistline of his boxer briefs. I pull them down, slowly, and I feel a knot in my throat as his cock comes into sight. 

I run the tip of my tongue between my lips and then, my eyes never leaving his, I lean into him.

I only look away when my lips are hovering over the tip of his hardness, drops of pre-cum already glistening there. Using only my tongue, I reach for it and, the moment I finally touch the tip of his cock, his salty flavor hits me at once. It lands on my tongue and, moving quickly, travels all the way up to my brain, setting in motion a frenzy of desire and lust. 

“I have no idea what you did to me,” I tell him, pulling back from his cock and looking him in the eyes again, “but I can’t help myself.” With that, I open my mouth as wide as I can and dive onto him.

I feel his shaft pushing down on my tongue and brushing against the inside of my cheeks as it goes down, but I keep on pushing through. To see him and touch him is one thing… But to have him in my mouth is a completely different thing.

Oh, and to have him inside me…I don’t even know how to describe how that makes me feel. 

Perfection doesn’t quite represent how good it is to feel his body on mine. 

I push myself down until my lips touch the skin at the base of his cock, his tip already pressed against the back of my throat, and I hold my position there.

I keep his whole cock inside of my mouth until I can no longer do it, and only then do I roll my lips back up his shaft, slowly moving them until they’re wrapped tight around his head. 

I go all the way back, and my lips smack as his cock pops out of my mouth. Then, I tilt my head sideways and, with my lips pressed against the side of his shaft, I brush them down until my mouth is on his balls. I grab his boxer briefs again and, tugging hard on them, I send them down to his ankles. He kicks them off fast, and then rests his hands on my head. 

“Keep going…” Palmer groans, tangling his fingers on my hair again. I look up at him and, as I do it, I part my lips and brush the tip of my tongue against one of his balls. I’m of half a mind to suck on him until he succumbs to pleasure and gushes all of his seed inside of my mouth, but I know that he wants much more than just coming in my mouth… 

And, if I’m being honest, so do I. 

I lap with my tongue at his balls and then I move to the next one, repeating my motions. Pulling back, I open my mouth as wide as I can and, cupping both his balls with one hand, I suck them both inside of my mouth. They fill me up in such a way that my jaw starts to hurt, and I have no other choice but allow them to slide out of my mouth one by one.

I go back to the tip of his cock then, my lips and tongue tracing an upward line over his shaft, and I fit the tip of his cock in my mouth once more. 

The pressure of his fingers on my head intensifies, and I close my eyes, surrendering to the wild desire fluttering inside of me. I open my mouth as wide as I can and gobble up his shaft once more, bobbing my head up and down over his cock until the wet sound of my lips on his flesh seems to fill the whole restaurant. 

It’s funny—I’ve never been with anyone before, but now I can’t imagine anything better than this. Pleasure shoots up from my feet to my knees, to my groins, and then up my spine until it finally nestles in my brain, blending in with the soft warmness of desire. 

Still bobbing my head, I grab his cock with both my hands and start to suck and stroke at a matching pace, the pendulum motion of mouth and hands an entrancing one.

I could keep going like this forever… You know, I always thought that a blowjob was solely for the man’s pleasure, but now I see that I was wrong—I’m doing it right now not because he likes it… but because I do.

I only stop when he holds me by the hair, stopping my pendulum motion, and pushes me back until his cock pops out of my mouth.

“You’re driving me completely insane…” he tells me, deviousness in his eyes. “You know that, don’t you…?”

“Maybe,” I tell him, a wild grin taking over my lips, “but why don’t you show me?” With that, I go up to my feet and grab one of his hands.

I guide him toward one of the tables at the center of the dining room and push him back, forcing him to lay down; I climb on top of him fast, straddling him. 

He grabs me by the waist almost immediately and hooks his fingers on my waist. 

“You look delicious,” he tells me, his eyes roaming all over my naked skin, and I can almost see desire floating in his deep blue eyes. 

“That means a lot, coming from a chef,” I whisper back at him, taking both my hands to his crotch and grabbing his cock again. I want to push his cock deep inside of me, to ride him until I pass out, but he’s taking his time… 

Instead of simply pulling me close, he brushes two fingers down my neck and cleavage, and then he keeps going until his fingertips meet the place where skin and thong meet. Slowly, he goes over the barrier, my eyelids drooping as I feel the soft pressure of his fingers on my drenched pussy.

Desire igniting my movements, I start to stroke him at a gentle rhythm, my hand going up and down his shaft with clockwork precision. 

As his fingers leave my pussy and go back up my torso, a shiver runs up my spine and makes my skin prickle. He takes his hands to my breasts, squeezing them gently.

That gentle warmness of desire grows fiercer under my skin as I feel his touch, my two hard rosy nipples burning under the palm of his hands. 

As if he could read my mind, he leans into me, parting his lips and fitting my right nipple into his mouth; lapping at it with his tongue while he sucks, he forces a whimper out of my lips, pleasure turning into sound. 

“I like that,” he tells me, pulling back and looking into. “To hear you moan…” He goes to my other nipple, nibbling at it with the right amount of pressure and making the desire that roams free inside of me grow hungry and wild.

All rational thoughts lose themselves in the woods of my mind, and I don’t even want to reel them in—no, let them go and lust will take over, exactly the way it should happen. 

“I’ll moan more…I’ll moan as much as you want me to…” I whisper into his ear, and then nibble at his earlobe, pulling on it with my teeth. “But you’ll have to make me.”

That’s all I have to say; the moment the words leave my mouth, he lets go of my breasts and flattens the palm of his hand right between my thighs, pressing hard against my drenched pussy.

With a wicked grin, he pushes my thong to the side and, no waiting or teasing to it, he simply pushes his index finger past my folds. Curling it upward like a hook, he runs it all the way in, only stopping when his fingertip is tightly pressed against that inner spot inside of me, the one that has me moaning right now. 

I throw my head back, and I let the moan that’s climbing up my throat explode in the air. He takes that as a good omen and slides his finger out and then in again, fingering me until insanity takes over. God, he’s only using his finger and I can barely think straight…

When the moment comes for him to use his cock, I’m really not sure on what’s going to happen to me.

Is there such a thing as too much pleasure? Can you die from it? Can it ever be too much? 

“I want…” I pant, and he slides his finger all the way in until it meets my G-spot.

“You want…?” He asks me, rubbing his finger against my insides and making me breath so hard that it’s almost impossible to speak. Screw that, I can barely think of what I want to say, let alone say it.

“I want…” He does it again, pressing harder against my G-spot and cutting me short. Still, I grit my teeth and power through, ordering my brain to keep working through the avalanche of pleasure that’s assaulting me.

“I want… I need…you. Right now,” I finally manage to hiss between gritted teeth, the pressure of his fingers on me forcing me to close my eyes as my muscles tense up and turn as hard as concrete. 

“I know,” he whispers, resting his thumb over my clit as he keeps on rubbing my G-spot. “And if you need me as much as I need you...” He trails off then, his breathing growing heavier by the second.

“I do… I do…” I whimper, my fluids already dripping down my inner thighs. I never needed him inside me as badly as I do now. If I had to choose between air to breathe and having Palmer inside of me, my choice would be an easy one. 

“Then we’re on the same page,” he tells me firmly, running his thumb in slow circles around my clit as he moves one more finger inside of my pussy. I know that he’s torturing me, teasing me… but, God, it feels so good.

It’s almost hard to believe that only with his fingers, Palmer is pleasuring me better than most men could ever do with their cocks. He’s a wonder of nature, that’s for sure.

“You’re mine, Nicole… Mine to do as I please. Say it.”

“I’m yours… Yours for… you to do as you please,” I repeat after him, the words just coming unfiltered out of my mouth. 

“Good girl,” he whispers, and starts to up the rhythm of his fingers. I throw my head back and start to sway my hips, moving them at a matching pace, and it doesn’t take long for Palmer to drive me to the edge of pleasure.

Feeling me close to the breaking point, he drives two fingers as deep as possible inside of me, pressing hard, and rubs my clit with quick vicious movements. Just like that, I come undone, my weak moan turning into a high-pitched scream of pure ecstasy. 

“Oh… my… God…” I breathe out, the muscles in my throat straining to get the words out, electric sparks running up and down my body and making my muscles spasm.

I can almost feel my skin boiling, my mind turning into ash as the flames of pleasure simply devour and consume everything in their way…

Oh, I’m more than desperate for him. I can’t even describe what I’m feeling right now.

This isn’t desperation; this is a pure unbridled need. I must have him, and I must have him right now. 

I won’t be denied.

The moment he takes his fingers out of my pussy, I thrust against him, pressing my pussy against his shaft. He doesn’t resist; instead, he grabs me by the ass and pulls me into him.

With my eyes still closed, fireworks going off behind my shut eyelids, I start to rock my hips, grinding against him as if tomorrow will never come. Although my thong is still covering my pussy, I don’t even bother to stop for a few seconds just to take it off; no, each second is precious, and I won’t let them go to waste. Not a chance in the world. 

“I want you…inside of me,” I plead, my voice quivering as I keep on swaying my hips. 

“Beg,” is his only response, a tone of devilishness to his voice.

“Please… Please… I need it so much,” I start, taking one hand to my pussy and flicking my thong to the side. I raise my hips and, with my other hand, grab his cock and angle it toward me. His hands go straight to my waist and he stops me right before I drive his length inside of me.

“Please…” I whimper, struggling against the hold he has on me as if I’m fighting for my life.

Without saying a word, he stops holding me, but still grabbing me by the waist, pulls me down with one vicious movement. I let myself go, a scream bubbling up to my lips as I feel his cock pushing its way past my soaked folds and straining against my inner walls as it sheathes itself inside of my pussy. 

“It’s all yours,” he teases me, taking one hand up to my hair and yanking on it. I grin at him, placing both hands on his chest, my trembling fingers clawing at his chest. I do it hurriedly, swaying my hips at a crescendo. 

I run my hands up his stomach, feeling his abdominal wall under my fingertips, enjoying every line of it, before going up to his firm pectoral.

“Like what you see?” He asks me, a mocking grin on his face.

“What’s not to like…?” I manage to respond, trying to isolate my brain from how good it feels to have his thickness stretching me wide. “Every single inch of your body…it’s perfect.”

“I can say the same,” he shoots back, hooking his fingers on the side of my thong and pulling it against my outer thigh. His grin widens, and, in a flash, he tugs on it viciously and tears the fabric, ruining my thong but pulling it off of me. 

He throws my ruined underwear to the side and, now fully focused on me, he grabs me by the hips and pushes me down, forcing me to stop moving. He’s taking control, and there’s nothing I can do about that. Not that I want to…

I just want to submit to him, nothing more, nothing less.

“This feels so good,” I tell him as he starts rocking his hips against mine. Then, he slides his cock until it’s almost out of me and looks me in the eyes.

With one thrust, he is deep inside of me.

I don't moan, no, I scream—I scream in pure ecstasy as his cock fills me in a way I have never experienced. I grit my teeth as his thickness stretches me wide, all my body trembling with pleasure, my arms shaky and almost unable to hold me still.

His cock goes deep inside me, stroking the same spot his fingers had before. I’m not sure if I’m moaning or screaming  all I know is that I am making so much noise that the muscles in my throat are already growing sore. 

His pendulum motion is completely obliterating me, my pussy spasming around his thickness as he goes in and out. Can you die of too much pleasure? I'm about find out.

I feel nothing, absolutely nothing but the constant ramming of his cock. It goes in and out at a manic steady pace, throbbing and pushing back my inner walls. When he’s in deep, I’m sure there isn’t a fraction of an inch inside my pussy that isn’t filled by his massive member. He only has to make it twitch inside of me to draw a violent moan out of my lips. 

He keeps going for I don't know how long, each stroke of his cock slowly lowering me down into a world where time is irrelevant. 

“I never thought,” he says between thrusts, “that a woman could make me feel like this.”

“I…I know,” I breathe out, placing one hand on the side of his face and locking my eyes on his. Leaning in, I press my forehead against his and simply surrender to the motion of his body, his length ravaging me fast. 

“Oh, God, oh, God,” I start to moan, my eyes rolling in their sockets as I feel my insides clench in anticipation. My bones feel as if they’re rattling, and every single cell in my body has reached its boiling point.

“OH GOD!” I shout, my voice echoing throughout the empty restaurant as a violent orgasm takes over the wetness between my thighs and shoots up my spine.

I feel my pussy becoming tighter around his cock, and he slows down. Then, when he finally stops, I push myself off the table and simply collapse on the floor. I sit on the floor, my back against the wall as I try to catch my breath. 

“You okay?” I hear him ask, his words kind and soft.

“I’ve never been more okay in my whole life,” I tell him, my reply nothing but a whisper. “But I want more,” I continue, and when I open my eyes he’s already kneeling in front of me, that damned smile on his lips.

“More?” 

“More,” I repeat, and then I don’t think — just act.

Moving like a wild cat, I place my hands on his chest, and I force him to lay down on the floor. I jump on top of him and crush my lips against his.

Grabbing his cock by the root, I point it up, straight to where my body demands it to be. I ease myself down, my whole body shuddering as his tip slowly parts my folds and struggles against my inner walls. I lower myself slowly, and with every inch that I go down on draws a purred moan out of me. 

I sway my hips over him, slowly at first, but then I pick up the pace. Both my hands are on his chest, my breasts bouncing over his face as I move. He lifts his head, taking one nipple inside his mouth and sucking on it as I arch my back in rapture. 

My hips sway back and forth as he grabs my ass, his hands accompanying the motion of my body, squeezing at my cheeks and rubbing against my flushed skin. 

I ride him hard, almost too violently, hell-bent on pleasing him as much as he has pleased me. My ass slaps his thighs as I go up and down, his cock sliding easily inside my pussy, the flowing motion of our bodies almost hypnotizing.

In a minute, every single muscle in me starts to tense up, electricity buzzing under my skin. I let myself go, surrendering to that sweet avalanche of pleasure as I keep bucking my hips against him.

I push through, rocking my body against him until I feel him ready.

He closes his eyes, and, just like me, his whole body tenses up, his muscles becoming taut and hard. His whole body is about to burst…and because of me.

Knowing he won´t hold on much longer, I take my hand down between my legs and start rubbing on my clit as I rock my body against his, beads of sweat already making their way down my forehead.

As he comes, so do I. I lean into him, my forehead against his chest as I grit my teeth and feel that sweet orgasm crawl under my skin once more, reaching for every single corner of my mind. 

I’ve never felt anything like this; it's like a dream, surreal sensations crawling under my skin. I feel as if I'm floating, my pussy twitching around his cock in a way I didn’t know was possible. 

Still inside me, he places one hand behind my neck and pulls me in, holding me in a tight embrace. We stay like that for a long time; when he pulls out, I simply roll to the side and stare at the ceiling, still breathing hard and dizzy from all of it. Palmer is by my side, and I reach for his hand with mine, curling my fingers over his. 

The Old Tale has always been my safe place. It’s just a small hole in the wall, but it’s a place where I can escape the frenzied rhythm of a city that’s always bustling with energy. 

But…it’s different now. How do I even say it? 

With only shadows covering our bodies, our fingers laced… 

The Old Tale feels like home now.

 




Palmer

 

 

I pour an amber ribbon of bourbon into a small tumbler. As soon as the liquid coats the ice, I listen to it crack, hiss, and clink against the glass. 

It's only my second glass… okay, maybe my third, but it feels so good.

I lean back into the leather of my couch and let out a sigh. 

The floor-to-ceiling windows of my penthouse give me an unparalleled view of the city. The darker the sky becomes, the more the city glitters, like tiny shards of glass. 

There's something beautifully impressive about a city skyline—the way skyscrapers reach toward the clouds and know no ceiling. Skyscrapers reaching up like fists of progress.

It makes me want to conquer the world.

I have a moment of peace and quiet—a brief clearing of the mental fog that left me restless the whole week and a moment where I once again feel motivated about the future.

It was a long day at work, but the team did well. Dishes were made. Diners were happy, and nothing was burnt.

And yet.

I'm enjoying the quiet, but it seems that whenever I feel I've reached any sort of mental clarity, it's short-lived.

Percy's new review of my recent dishes came out today—a high-gloss, highly anticipated article in one of the biggest culinary journals of the city—and as expected, he doesn't fail to trash me with the gusto of a man starved. It's as if he won't stop until he sees me destroyed.

But there are other critics. He isn't the only one, and if I get enough good reviews to outweigh his trash talking, I think The Pearl on Park will make it.

I look at the review again (seeing it for the fifth time) and read Percy's opening sentences out loud:

"An inexperienced child could come up with a more sophisticated and better executed culinary concept than Chef Palmer. In fact, I've tasted free sauce packets that taste better than the condiments prepared by Palmer and his team.

“The Pearl on Park—instead of being a culinary spark for the city—is an unpleasant and placid reminder of high-end cuisine gone wrong."

I slap the article back down on the coffee table and kick up my feet. 

Another scathing review, but this time it doesn't bother me. Sure, it's unjust, unfounded and unwarranted, but I see straight through Percy's bullshit.

Besides, I have bigger, more important things on my mind: Nicole.

I pick up a small business card sitting on the coffee table, and I flip it over in my fingers. 

There's an embossed orange flame on one side, edged with gold foil, and on the other is my name, and phone number, along with a quote: "Play with Fire." 

Three words that I repeat like a mantra. 

To me, they symbolize action, motivation, perseverance, and triumph. 

Regardless of what's thrown at me right now, my mind is relentlessly fixated on my restaurant… and Nicole.

I wish circumstances with her would be different. We come from two different worlds, and sometimes it’s as if we speak a different language. I can't read her all the time.

How could she and I ever work out? We have two competing restaurants, and there's also the fact that I need to stay focused. I don't have time for anything else in my life.

I feel time slipping through my fingers like water. The harder I grab at it, the quicker it disappears. That's an unsettling thought. 

But maybe I shouldn't view this as a race or a competition, and maybe I'm just still unable to accept it for anything else.

Something inside of me feels missing—could that missing something be Nicole? Could she be the remedy? 

No, she couldn’t possibly be… could she? Not with what's been thrown at me recently. But still, I wonder…

What's she doing right now? Is she looking at the same skyline? What is she thinking? Is she feeling what I'm feeling? 

I just can't seem to shake her from my mind, and it pisses me off. I'm irritated by the fact that with all these big fish I have to fry, she's what's causing me the most internal conflict.

It isn't her fault—it's mine. I need to get my fucking life together before I worry about other people like this, but that'll have to wait for now. 

It's useless… nothing can get her out of my mind. 

I take another sip of my drink, tilting my head back as the bourbon burns a fiery path into the pit of my stomach.

Fire.

Action.

That's it, I decide. I need to do something. 

I can't sit here and let thoughts of Nicole consume me. 

I walk over to the kitchen and grab my cell from the granite counter top. I scroll through my contacts until I find her name. 

I hesitate for just a moment, a split second of time, asking myself if I'm making the right decision. I pace the kitchen, shuffling my feet across the marble floor, fingering the screen of my phone. My fingers hover over my contacts, frozen, waiting for me to act. 

Fuck it. You only live once, I think to myself.

And with that I dial Nicole.

It only takes two rings for her to answer. And the voice that answers is the softest, sweetest music to my ears.

Fuck. There's no more guessing.

There’s no doubt about it. I've made the right decision.

 




Nicole

 

 

My phone vibrates under my pillow. 

I'm dozing off, but it instantly shakes me awake. It's a light, familiar buzz that always leaves me shuffling my hands through my pillows and sheets, scrambling to answer it before the caller is sent to voice mail. 

What if it's someone from the restaurant? Or family? Or...?

I know you shouldn't sleep with your cell phone next to your head, let alone in your bed, but I can't help it. I panic if I don't have it nearby. 

"Hello?" I answer.

"I need you."

It takes me a few seconds to realize who it is.

"What time is it?" I ask, looking over at the clock on my nightstand.

"The night's still young—come over," Palmer says. 

His voice is smooth and deep, like coffee and cream, and despite the fact that I'm tired, I find myself saying yes. 

"Good," he says. "I'll text you my address. See you soon." 

And just like that, the phone line goes dead. 

I toss my phone onto my nightstand and wonder what in the hell I'm doing.

I don't understand why I'm leaving. It's the middle of the night, and I'm perfectly comfortable between my sheets. I started my night with a hot bath, and freshly shaved legs. 

And let me tell you… I don't think there's any feeling better than freshly shaved legs against clean, cool sheets. It's heaven.

But here I am, agreeing to get out of bed and drive over to Palmer's place. 

I swing my feet out of bed and grab my clothes. I don't have the energy to put on anything more than jeans and a t-shirt, so I quickly dress, throw a thin coat of red lipstick, light mascara, and then drag a brush through my hair before pulling it up into a messy bun on top of my head. 

Tomorrow I have a long drive ahead of me—hours. I promised to meet my family for lunch, which is going to be exhausting, dodging my mother’s questions about why I'm not married yet and when I'm going to give her grandkids, and my dad asking me when I'm going to put this restaurant stuff behind me. 

He doesn't take it seriously because he doesn't understand food. And he certainly doesn't see this restaurant as something I should pursue for the rest of my life. 

I love my family, but sometimes they're a bit… much. Or, rather, they’re not enough. Not when it comes to supporting my dreams.

Which is why I should be sleeping. 

But I can't… not after hearing his voice. 

Why can't I just forget about him? When the Pearl on Park first opened its doors next to The Old Tale, I never would've imagined that I'd be feeling this way about Chef Palmer. 

He's the competition. I mean, what am I thinking?

I take one last look at my face in the mirror. I've never considered myself an especially beautiful woman—I'm more likely to be considered "cute" than "pretty"—but here I am, being pursued by one of the most eligible—and, yes, I'll admit hottest—bachelors of the culinary world. 

But could I really see myself dating a guy who might ruin my business?

I stop myself just short of answering that question. I justify it by saying that at least Palmer is the best sex I've ever had. 

I'm talking mind-blowingly good. Sex like that is hard to walk away from. 

I look at the clock and am reminded that it's only getting later and later, and so I grab my purse and keys, and leave the apartment. 

Once in the car, I type in Palmer's address and wait for the GPS to route me. 

I look down at the map. Swanky neighborhood, I say to myself. But what did I expect? Palmer is a culinary rock star.

As soon as my phone says, "You've arrived at your destination," I look up and see just how breathtaking his apartment is. 

A valet parks my car, and a doorman ushers me inside. 

"I'm looking for Chef Palmer," I say.

"Is he expecting you?"

"Yes, he is."

"One minute," he says, making a quick phone call, and I can only assume that Palmer tells him to let me through because immediately he says, "Right this way, ma'am." 

I walk to the elevator, and as soon as I step in and see the door close behind me, my heart starts to thump in my chest. It's beating to a whole new drum, as if it has a mind of its own.

My heart and mind are racing in equal measures. Why am I so nervous? This isn't the first time I've met with Palmer… but it is the first time I'm meeting him at his apartment, in his space… not mine.

And for some reason, it makes everything feel so different. 

It's new, and it makes me feel vulnerable.

I watch the elevator climb to the top penthouse suite, and as soon as the door dings open, I take one last deep breath and step out. 

Everything about this building screams luxury. It couldn't be more different from my own apartment.

Finally, at the end of the hall, I see two massive doors. It's the entryway to his apartment.

I straighten my hair and knock. 

It seems like an eternity before Palmer answers, but in reality, I know it must've only been a few seconds. Regardless, as soon as the door opens, my heart catches in my throat. 

He's wearing an easy smile and smells like summer on the Atlantic, and I want nothing more than to feel his body against mine.

He doesn't give me a chance to say a word. Instead, he scoops me into his strong arms, lifting me nearly off my feet, and in this moment, there's nowhere else I'd rather be.

 




Nicole

 

 

The moment his lips touch mine, I become his. 

There’s no other way of saying it. Whatever it is about Palmer, I simply can’t resist him. 

I don’t even know why I came here. Is that all it takes—one phone call, and I’m knocking at his door? I’ve never thought of myself as the easy type, but when it comes to Palmer…well, when it comes to Palmer, I have no idea what to think.

He was supposed to be this cold figure, a harsh man that cared about nothing but his ambitions. But that’s not the real Palmer. 

At least that’s not the Palmer I’ve come to know. 

"I’m glad you came," he whispers and, leaning in, Palmer brushes his lips against mine once more. As he kisses me, my hands roam over the fabric of his shirt, untucking it and pulling it free from his pants. My fingertips feel the outline of his abs, and I almost lose it.

Butterflies hit the pit of my stomach, outstretched wings on their maiden flight. Palmer's lips captivate me with a wanderlust that I have never felt before. My skin is covering with prickles from the chills rushing up and down my spine.

As stupid as it might sound, I believe these are the kind of feelings women succumb to in romance novels. As a young girl, I could sit for hours and read how the perfect romantic tryst would begin. I never really believed in them, but I wished they were right.

And now here I am, living a romance like that. Wait—did I actually say the word romance? Oh, Palmer’s messing with my mind more than I’ve begun to imagine.

But I didn’t leave my bed tonight to think about the meaning of things.

No, I came here because my body demanded it.

“I had to come,” I tell him, whispering these words against his lips.

Our lips are softly massaging against each other, our tongues locked in a tight embrace. My hands move up Palmer's chest, and I start unbuttoning his shirt; I keep my eyes locked on his as I do it, my knuckles softly brushing against his tanned chest on the way down. Then, I take my hands to his shoulders and push the shirt down. It floats down to the floor softly, landing at his feet.

I can't believe how perfect he is. 

I use the tip of my fingers to trace over his flesh like a soft feather, and I can feel him tense slightly, but not in a bad way.

"Nicole… keep doing that and I won’t be held responsible for my actions," Palmer mumbles against my lips, our tongues taking turns at tasting each other lips.

I move my hand up to the back of his neck, cradling the back of his head in my palm.

He’s a weakness for me. The truth is I’ve imagined this in my mind, over and over again, never knowing if we’d be together again. 

After the first time it happened, I just tried to push it off my mind. But then he stormed inside The Old Tale, pulling me against him as if he needed it more than anything in his life. And now… now here I am.

I want to pinch myself to make sure I'm not daydreaming again. Gripping a little flesh on my hip, I smile against his lips.

Oh, he’s real, more real than anything else in my life.

Pulling back, Palmer looks at me, chuckling. 

"Did you just pinch yourself? This is real, Nicole. And by the end of the night…you will never forget just how real it is."

I widen my eyes, my lips parting a little in awe. Palmer knows me too well already. I've let my guard down, and though that isn't bad, it does scares me.

"Shh, kiss me again,” he whispers, his voice gentle and seductive. “I feel like I've become addicted to those lips already."

I lean up on the tips of my toes, grasping his bottom lip with my teeth.

Pearly white teeth clamped onto his lower lip, I press my body against his and close any space between us. 

I feel my nipples hardening against the cup of my bra, my breasts mashed against his naked chest. I can feel his heartbeat too. It’s slow and steady, but I can tell that its pace is slowly building up.

And so is mine.

I'm Alice in Wonderland and I’m falling down the rabbit hole farther and farther as the clock ticks on.

I’ve never felt this way—so consumed with another person that I’m already looking forward to doing this again. I mean, we haven't even started yet.

Palmer reaches around to the back of my black pencil skirt, pulling the zipper down. I can feel as the teeth release each other.

"I want you so fucking much, Nicole… you have no idea," he continues, his hungry eyes locked on mine.

As my skirt falls down my legs, he then takes his long fingers up my legs, closing in on my inner thighs. I almost feel he’s going to press his hand against my pussy, but he makes a quick detour and rest both hands on my hips; hooking his fingers on my black silk panties, he pushes them down slowly, the cool air in the room caressing my nakedness.

“C’mere,” he whispers then, his hands going back to my waist. He grabs the hem of my blouse and pulls it over my head, my hair cascading over my naked shoulders as he throws the blouse to the side.

“You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” he tells me, his fingers going around to my back, looking for the clasp of my bra. He releases it the moment he finds it, and I feel the cups drooping over my breasts, my nipples becoming even harder than before.

He removes the bra gently, his eyes widening as my breasts jump into sight. 

The only thing I’m wearing right now are goosebumps, and there are a lot of them.

Palmer slides his hands down my back, not stopping till his palms grip my ass. Holding me tight, lifting, he takes me to the large leather couch that takes over his living room, and lays me back on it. 

The only light in the room is coming through the large floor-to-ceiling windows. The moon is full tonight, and it blends with the dim lights of the night, the towers around Palmer’s apartment like beacons.

Palmer stands at the end of the couch, his eyes staring at my feet and working their way up my long, tan legs. He’s taking in every inch of me into his memory. He’s etching the perfect masterpiece in his mind.

I suck in my stomach when his eyes stop right between my thighs. Suddenly, and I don’t even know why, I feel a little shy. We’ve done this before, but with him…it always feels like the first time. 

I pull my bottom lip between my teeth, biting down softly on a pillow. It's incredible the way he makes me feel.

I clear my throat, my voice shaking a little. 

"Do you like what you see, Palmer?"

Of course, he does. Why am I asking this? I can tell by the outline in his pants that he likes what he’s seeing.

And if likes it as much as I like what I’m seeing, this is going to be a good night.

"How about I show you how much I like it?" Smirking, Palmer doesn't wait for me to respond. He moves between my legs, kissing my lower lips.

"Oh, God!" Trembling, my whole body shakes the moment I feel the warmth of his breath on my pussy lips.

"Open your legs wider. Put them on the floor." Palmer’s voice is authoritative, demanding, but it doesn’t need to be. I’ll do anything he says at this point. 

I can’t—and I won’t—resist him.

I open my legs wide, the wetness of my pussy drawing his gaze. My inner folds are glistening, the soft pink tint slowly deepening in color. I'm more aroused than I’ve ever been.

Palmer’s between my legs, his tongue swiping up the outer lips like a brush painting a canvas. Long strokes over the mound, soft ones as he goes further down.

He’s driving me completely insane, and I want more. I want him to wiggle his tongue between my lips; I want him to satisfy my desires.

"You taste incredible, Nicole,” he whispers, stopping for a moment to get the words out. “I want you," he continues, pressing the tip of his tongue against my clit, pushing down hard on the tiny button of happiness.

I can't stop my legs from trembling. It's driving me crazy the way my body craves him. He’s perfect in every possible way, and I can't get enough of what he’s doing to me.

Palmer parts my lips, and his tongue slides up and down as he lays his forearm over my stomach, holding me against the couch.

I clench my cheeks, but the way his thumb is rubbing my clit relaxes me.

Pushing the tip of his tongue past my pussy lips, Palmer knows exactly how to make me quiver. I’m shaking, and thankfully, there is a cushion beneath me to hold me, my fingers gripping the fabric till my knuckles turn white.

"Palmer, that…that feels so good. Don't stop."

Using his tongue to paint a picture inside my pussy lips, I almost feel breathless from the intensity. I never even knew that a man could make a woman feel like this using only his lips…

I arch my back from the surface of couch beneath, and my legs tremble. 

"What are you doing to me? This is completely insane,” I tell him breathlessly, but I don’t wait for a reply.

I push my pussy against his mouth, feeling Palmers' tongue slide inside my pink lips, the small entrance stretching around the tip. The way he’s using his tongue reminds of the way he takes me when he’s inside of me... there’s a certain eagerness to his movements, a certain recklessness.

Placing his hand on top of my pussy, pulling upwards towards my stomach, Palmer has me unable to form words. I moan out with approval as he forcefully devours me.

Putting his hands on my thighs next, he spreads my legs open even wider. I stretch as far as my muscles will allow, exposing myself entirely to him.

"Nicole, you’re just… fucking perfect. I could keep doing this forever,” he tells me, breathing out each word slowly. His eyes are locked on mine, and I feel my heart thumping hard as I notice the way his lips are glistening from my wetness.

And then he’s back on my pussy.

"I can't take it anymore,” I cry out, reaching for his head and tangling my fingers in his hair. I pull him into me once more, forcing him to bury his mouth against my pussy, and I start swaying my hips like a woman possessed.

“Oh my god! I'm going to…I’m going to come," I moan, clamping my hand over my mouth to muffle my cries, my body giving in to ecstasy.

Consumed with pleasure, my body trembles to the point my muscles ache from the tension. Complete rapture overtakes me. Thankfully, it’s just the two of us in here, and I can moan and scream as much as I want to.

Palmer is drenched in my juices, and when he looks up at me, I can see a trail run down his chin.

I remove my hand from my mouth, shaking, "Oh God, what the hell was that? I've never come like that. Ever."

Smiling, Palmer leans into me again, licking me till I’m free of all my juices, sliding up my body to share them with me. Softly, he brushes his lips against mine, the flavor of his kiss so sweet it’s almost maddening.

I've never done anything like this, but what can I say? When Palmer’s with me, I feel capable of almost anything. 

His touch has changed me.

"It’s my turn," I tell him, still out of breath. I didn’t need to say it, though; he’s ready for me to take him in my mouth. I can't miss the fact that he has his whole length pressing against my thigh through his pants. 

It must be uncomfortable for him, I think, reaching down to help.

I tug his zipper down, reaching in. I slide my hand inside his boxer briefs, and curl my fingers around his shaft. The warmness of his cock spreads to the palm of my hands, and then it goes over my arm and takes over my brain.

Slowly, I start flicking my wrist, stroking him as my heart keeps on racing faster and faster. 

"I want you so much," I continue to say, the rhythm of my hand keeping up with that of my heart, my eyes locking on his.

I take my free hand down his back and push both his pants and his boxer briefs down; I pull his cock out, and the moment I feel his shaft brush against my naked thigh, my insides feel as if they’re about to explode.

I blush a little, moving over on the couch for him to lay back. His cock is standing up like a tent pole, demanding all of my attention.

I lick my lips to moisten them. My eyes never looking away from Palmer's cock from the moment it was out in the open.

I want to feel him in my mouth. I sit on the end of the couch, leaning down to lick his length from its root to the tip.

My tongue slithers up to the rim around the top of his cock, licking slowly around the entire head. His size alone is intimidating, but that won't stop me. 

I want it all. 

My eyes on his, I never look away. I want him to watch me blow his mind. And the fact that he is gnawing on his bottom lips tells me that he is enjoying my warm mouth.

"Nicole, Jesus… your mouth is incredible," his voice a growl, one brimming with lust. Oh, I just love that in him.

I lower my lips down the shaft, taking my time with it. My jaws stretch to take all of him inside of me, but I simply keep going; I won't stop till I have his entire cock inside my mouth.

Palmer places his hand on the back of my head, pushing me down till there is nothing left to take in. Holding my head steady, I fight to breathe through my nose. It's such a rush, being dominated like this.

I feel his fingers twist in the strands of my hair, pulling my head back, only to push it all the way back in. This time, he uses his hips to help him bottom out.

I moan against his cock, but that seems to turn him on even more. He keeps on dictating the movements of my head, my lips rolling up and down his entire length.

The room’s illuminated by the moon shining through the windows, our bodies casting long shadows that seem to tumble over his living room, almost as if they were alive.

From my apartment, to The Old Tale, and now his apartment… whenever I’m with him, it seems that the place we’re in becomes something out of a dream.

I wrap my hand around the base of his cock, stroking him as I keep on bobbing my head.

"You’re killing me,” he breathes out, tugging at my hair as if he wanted to make me stop.

Of course, I won’t be denied.

My eyes are still on his as I open my mouth as wide as I can. The steady stream of pre-cum lets me know he's getting close, and I can’t wait for it. 

I want it.

I want him to feel like he’s bursting with ecstasy, I want to hear his groans of pleasure…and I want to know that I’m the sole reason for that.

I pull back softly, knowing he is about to come The first shot of his seed hits the back of my throat fast. The second is a steady stream of warmth across my tongue. I push my head back down, taking all of it, my eyes closed as I savor him.

I moan softly as my tongue circles the head of his cock, coaxing anything he has left out. Then, as slowly as I can manage, I take my mouth off his cock. I look up at him, smiling as I notice the dazed grin on his lips.

“That was fucking amazing,” he breathes out, his chest rising and falling at an erratic pace.

The first thing I notice is that he’s still as hard as he was before. He doesn't soften at all. I slide up his body, feeling the warm of his skin against mine, and position myself over his cock. 

Still grabbing his shaft, I rub his head against my wet pussy lips, arching my back as I feel that intense need to have him inside of me. He lays his hands on my ass, trying to reel me in, but I resist him for a moment.

There’s something about the moment before having him inside of me that drives me completely insane, and I want it to last. I keep on rubbing myself against his cock, making him lose his mind, and then he simply digs his fingers into my ass cheeks and pulls me down.

With one thrust, he is entirely inside of me.

I lean my head back, soft locks of hair cascading down my back as my pussy walls stretch to accommodate his size. I’ve never felt anything like this. Not only is he massive in length, but his girth is also astounding. 

I'm in heaven right now.

Palmer moves his hands up my body, hands gripping my naked breasts as his hips force me to open wider for him. Oh, I love the way I can take him in with ease. The massive tip is pushing into my deepest point, and moan after moans falls down from my lips. 

Lust doesn’t even begin to describe the state I’m in.

I place my hands in the middle of his chest. I lift my hips, only to take his cock back inside of my gripping walls entirely. I like it when his head entirely pulls out, and I need to ease myself down all over again.

That pressure against my core forces goosebumps all over my body, a violent shiver going up my spine.

I keep my body upright, thrusting down as he meets me with each stroke, and I let out a groan as he starts upping the pace.

"Fuck, Nicole, you're so tight."

He’s right, I’m tight, but I’ve never had a cock like this before. He's huge compared to my tightness. And I feel it each time he pushes in, making me lose my breath each and every time. 

Maybe it’s all in my head, but his cock is addicting.

"Oh my God, harder, Palmer."

My voice cracks with desperation. I love the way he pushes his cock into my pussy walls as his hand grasp my hips tight. He’s pumping every inch of him deep inside of me. Like a well-oiled machine, we work in perfect sync with each other.

I slide my hands up his chest, resting my body on his now. With one movement, I find myself beneath him. He is taking charge now, showing my body that’s in charge, and I like that.

No, I love it.

Our lips mesh together, and we kiss in a fevered pitch. I never want to let go, nor do I want this night to end.

Pulling my legs up to wrap them around his waist, the feel of his cock hitting my innermost points brings on a series of overwhelming moans. I can't stop. Each time his cock massages my clit, I get lost in the brink of a violent orgasm. 

Arms and legs entwined, I can't hold back any longer. 

I must come.

Crying out in pleasure, my body shakes in full force. There is no turning back now. I feel the rush of heat so deep inside of my body, waves of lustful pleasure enveloping me.

"Palmer, oh dear god…I’m coming! "

My legs tighten around his body as the waves roll over my entire being, the scorching heat of ecstasy severing the connection between my body and brain.

He pulls out of my pussy then, his cock soaking wet from my juices. He looks into my eyes for a moment, and that grin on his lips seems to widen. Then, I realize what’s on his mind: my pussy.

He places his hands under the cheeks of my ass, pulling my hips up to meet his face.

I’ve just orgasmed, and I’m sensitive to touch, and so his tongue on my clit feels like an electrical impulse radiating through my body.

"Fuck, oh God!" I cry out, the words slipping from between my lips. I can't control myself at this point. I've never had anything that could compare to this.

The sounds of his lips against me, the way he licks every crevice of my pussy, pushing his tongue into my little pink entrance…it all makes me lose it. I can't stop shaking from the way he’s ravaging me.

He keeps licking the whole length of my pussy, his tongue slipping in and out of it, pushing its way past my folds. It’s funny—we’ve only been together a few times, but this feels as though we’ve been lovers for a lifetime.

"Bend over. I want you from behind," he tells me then, pulling back from my pussy. Palmers' voice has that authoritative tone again, and I just do as he tells me to, laying back down on the couch. Looking up with a smile, I turn, pushing my body up with my knees.

I wiggle my hips back and forth, teasing him as I feel his eyes wandering over my curves. Even though the cool air in his living room makes me shiver, my core temperature must be boiling.

"Want some?" I whisper, warm blood making its way to my cheeks. I can’t believe I’m talking like this. What happened to the shy Nicole?

Palmer reaches over and slaps my ass lightly, the sound of his hand landing on my flesh making me close my eyes. He’s loving it, at least as much as I am. 

He leans in, taking one last lick up my pussy lips, his tongue flicking fast and hard against my clit. And what an incredible feeling. So soft and warm, his tongue feels more than amazing.

Sliding up to run his cock over my pussy lips, he holds for a moment, teasing me. Just like I did to him. 

Then, he presses the head against my pussy, pushing through the lips and into my tight walls.

"That feels so good, Nicole," he groans, his cock pulsing hard against my inner walls

His cock all the way inside me now, he holds still inside my walls, not wanting to pull back. Not yet. He’s taking his time, and I’m loving every single second of it.

Palmer uses a single finger to move up my back, tracing the curve of my spine on the way up. It isn’t till he reaches the end of my hair that he stops; he grabs a fist full of hair, increasing the pace inside of my tight walls. Smirking, he pulls all the way out, slamming back into my pussy walls.

"Fuck, you have no idea how good this feels," he whispers, talking as he fucks into me deeper. With his free hand over the curve of my ass, I bite my lower lip as I feel his thumb grazing over it

"Oh my God!"

I can't control it. 

Palmer’s doing everything that I want, everything that I need. It’s as if he knows exactly what’s going inside my head, my mind like an open book to him. 

I whimper, pushing back on his cock to let him know what he’s doing is okay.

"Fuck," he groans, slamming his cock so hard into me that I have to grab at the armrest of the couch, trying to stop myself from tumbling forward. The sound of his thighs slapping my ass echo throughout the living room like a lustful symphony, and I surrender to the moment.

I start to shake as he goes harder. I grip the surface below, my fingers knotting into the soft fabric as he pulls out, only so that he can slam his cock inside me again.

"You’re so fucking tight…" He tells me again, his hands running up the side of my body to cup my breasts.

Of course I'm tight. Anyone would be tight to a cock like this. 

I bite down on my bottom lip, and he reignites his movements. I whimper a little as he rocks his hips against mine, that pleasant warmness taking over my soul again. 

Sex with Palmer… it's a rush that I was never prepared for, but now I can't get enough of it.

"Fuck!" Palmer growls out as he starts to fuck me with a new-found fury. He isn't gentle now. He wants to ravage me, and with every thrust in, his balls smack against my skin.

The sound echoes through the living room again, adding to that symphony only the two of us can hear.

The couch starts jolting from the movement of our bodies, its sound blending in with the sound of both our bodies, but that doesn’t make us slow down.

God, how can someone make me feel like this? It’s surreal.

I push back each time he drives in, our bodies becoming one with each other.

Acting on instinct, I slide my hand down my flat stomach, not stopping till I've reached my pussy. Its lips are still soaking wet. Pressing the tips of my fingers against my clit, I start rubbing around in circles, my eyes rolling in their orbits as he keeps fucking my pussy. 

I look back over my shoulder, watching as the muscles in his arms tighten each time he pushes his cock deeper into me. His abdomen is rock hard, and a little trickle of sweat moves down his brow. 

This man is the perfect lover.

I start working my clit harder now, biting on my lower lip as I do it. I feel my pussy walls tightening around Palmer’s cock, and I know that I won’t last long. 

"Harder, I need it harder,” I cry out, my fingers moving so fast over my clit that it almost feels as if it’s on fire. 

"Please, I want it all. I need you so bad," I continue, my voice cracking from the pleasure building inside of me.

I’m close to coming—again—and I can’t wait for it. I have three fingers pressing down on my clit, working it in a way I never even knew I was capable of—all that so that I can reach that perfect climax. My thighs are soaked as my juices drip down my legs. 

God, I can't get enough of him. 

I never will.

Holding onto my ass cheeks, he pulls out entirely; then, he smacks the shaft against my pussy before pushing the head back in, bottoming out. Each time he does it, I’m one step closer to coming.

I’m about to come when he pulls out from inside of me. God, he’s driving me completely crazy. Rubbing the head over my pussy, he doesn't push in. Not yet.

He’s taking me to the next level, the one where I’ll need to beg him. 

I’m trying to avoid giving him that much power over me, but what can I do?

"Tell me you want it," he says, his voice whimsical. Filled with a devious laughter that I can't handle. Should I tell him yes? Scream out for him to fuck me as hard as he can?

"I want it, Palmer. I want you…I want you to fuck me. Hard."

There, I said it. 

And now I want him to use every part of my body as if he owns it. 

Smirking at me, Palmer turns me around and forces me to lay down on the couch. Moving between my legs, he pushes his cock into my pussy with one stroke.

We are both so close to coming that our bodies slam against each other, our lips crushing hard, tongues dancing as we fuck harder than ever before.

I scream out. 

My nails rake down Palmer's back as I come with such force that my mind feels as if its melting inside my skull.

"OH GOD!" I scream at the top of my lungs, the sound of voice filling his whole apartment.

It becomes too much for him. 

One more stroke and he explodes inside me. My pussy tightens up around his cock as we both come hard, electric ecstasy wrapping itself around us both. 

We stay like that for a long time, his body on top of mine as we try to catch our breaths. By the time he rolls to the side, squeezing himself by my side on the couch, my mind slowly starts to awaken again.

Still silence and the long shadows of his living room tumble over our naked bodies, I let out a deep sigh and run one hand through his hair.

“You okay?” He asks me, his voice cutting through the silence like a pebble thrown into a pond. And, just like that, the softness of his voices send slight waves all over my body.

“I’m okay,” I tell him, not knowing what else to say.

“Just okay?” He asks me, and I can almost feel the smile on his lips. 

“No, not just okay.”

“Then what?”

I hesitate for a moment, thinking of the rights words. My fingers keep on running through his hair, caressing him, and then I just smile.

“I feel…happy.”

 




Palmer

 

 

"Look at this place," Nicole says. "It's amazing."

I can't help but smile, as she walks around my apartment wide-eyed. The innocence with which she looks at the world is refreshing. She's soaking it all in, taking nothing for granted. 

"This," I say, pointing around the apartment, "is just a collection of things. Don't get too excited. We can't take these things where we're going."

She frowns. "Well, that's kind of a dark thing to think about."

"It's the truth," I shrug. "But… they sure are fun to collect."

"Since when did you become so humble? This isn't the cold, calculated, driven chef I've heard so much about," she laughs.

"You can't always believe what you read."

As soon as I say that, I can't help but think about Percy Whitman and his reviews of my restaurant. That's a prime example of something that shouldn't be believed. 

"What's this?" she says, pointing to a painting on the wall. "It looks so… chaotic."

"That's a Jackson Pollock painting."

"A real Pollock?" she says, her eyes widening again. "You own a real Pollock painting? I've heard of him, but have never actually seen one of his paintings in real life."

"You see all of those lines? He created this piece by dripping paint on a canvas that was placed on the floor. Pretty incredible when you think about it… I don't think anyone else was using that technique at the time."

"Couldn't anyone do this thought? I mean, it just looks so… messy," Nicole says, stepping closer to the painting. "I could take a paintbrush and drip a bunch of paint onto the floor."

"It's in the eye of the beholder, I guess, but I think there's something remarkable about Pollock… the way he rebelled, you know? The way he used color. And he wasn't concerned with painting objects that he could see in everyday life, like a traditional landscape of the sea, or of a fruit basket, or a vase of flowers.

“It feels as if he wanted to show action… he wanted to show what was going on in his own emotional interior with all of these lines." 

Nicole considers this. "I can appreciate that. I think you have a point," she says, and then laughs. "Who knew Chef Palmer was so… cultured."

"What's that supposed to mean? Did you think I was some soulless brute?" I laugh, giving her a hard time, but she blushes, and I change the subject. 

"You hungry?" I ask. 

She doesn't answer. Instead, she's walking into the living room, transfixed by the things she sees. And as I follow her around the penthouse, I realize that I'm so surprised by how genuine I am being with her.

Normally, when I have a woman over, it's a wham-bam-thank-you-ma'am sort of affair. We fuck. We maybe eat.

And I watch her as she walks out that front door. 

But this is different. Nicole is different. She isn't like any of those other women. 

"Unreal—you collect pottery too?" she asks, pointing to a vase. 

I smile. "That's a Brouwer vase."

"Never heard of it, but I love the colors—the gold and reds and yellows… all kind of swirling together. The more I look at it, the more I think I can sink right into it."

"This piece comes from Long Island, and I like it because of the way it's crafted, using an open firing technique."

She shakes her head. "You're gonna have to speak my language. I have no idea what that even means."

I lean in close, and delicately grab her hand in mine. "Here," I say. "Touch this." I drag the tips of her fingers across the vase, and she follows my lead, feeling the texture. 

"The glaze on this has been whipped by flames," I say. "And that creates some really spectacular coloring."

"Incredible," she says, at almost a whisper. "You never cease to amaze me. You have incredible taste."

"They're extremely rare… these vases I mean."

She pulls her hand back. "Then I probably shouldn't be touching it like that."

I laugh. "It's fine. I trust you."

As soon as those words tumble from my mouth, I realize I'm no longer talking about the vase. I'm talking about me. I'm talking about us.

Nicole is the first woman I've ever opened up to… trusted enough to open up to, and if I'm being honest, I should probably tell her my whole story. 

"What's wrong?" she says, scrunching her eyebrows.

"Nothing," I say, trying to look away. Is now really the right moment to rip open my chest and hand her my naked, beating, vulnerable heart on a platter?

"I may not have known you that long, but you aren't a very good liar. You're thinking about something… tell me."

She's right. I take a deep breath.

"There's something symbolic about fire that drives me. It transforms things—food, places—but it also symbolizes action and immediacy. I'm so driven to make The Pearl on Park a success because I want to leave my mark on this city.

“I want to show everyone how good high-end cuisine can be… and I don't think I have much time."

She turns and looks at me, holding my gaze in silence.

Then, she finally says, "What do you mean… not much time?" 

"It's probably nothing… but a few weeks ago my doctor saw a white mass on a routine scan… in my brain. He told me to come back, so that we could figure out what it was."

"And?" she says, a look of concern washing over her.

"And I didn't go back," I shrug. "I feel fine."

"Are you crazy? Doesn't that seem stupid, to not follow up?"

"Maybe," I say, "but we're all mortal. No one is gonna be here forever, so instead of thinking about that, I'm choosing to live in the present, and focus all of my energy on The Pearl."

There. I said it. I've just served handed this woman the keys to my innermost secrets and desires. 

Now let's see if I've scared her off.

 




Nicole

 

 

I look around Palmer's kitchen, taking stock of the ingredients at hand.

Let's see… he has bacon. That will work; who doesn't love bacon? It goes with everything.

I decide to surprise Palmer by making avocado BLTs for breakfast. The last trip I took to California caused me to fall in love with avocados. Now, I add them to anything I can. 

The bacon has been smoked with apple wood and glazed with maple syrup. As soon as I open the package, it smells divine. 

I heat a skillet, and once hot, I place each strip on the hot stove. The fat immediately sizzles, and the aroma fills the kitchen. While the bacon is getting crisp, I grab a loaf of country bread and slice thick pieces off. I decide to toast them, and then slice slabs of purple heirloom tomatoes. 

Only the best ingredients on hand, which doesn't surprise me. Palmer's a fellow chef, after all.

Once everything is ready, I layer the bacon, tomato, and lettuce on the crusty bread, and top it with buttery wedges of avocado. My mouth is watering just looking at these stacks.

"Something smells good," Palmer says, causing me to jump.

He laughs. "Did I scare you?"

"I was so focused on getting these BLTs just right, I didn't even hear you behind me," I say with a smile. "It's a lot of pressure cooking for one of the world's most famous chefs, you know."

"I see you started early," he says. "Is the sun even out?" I watch as he rubs his eyes.

"Sorry it's so early, but I have to leave soon, and before I leave, I wanted to cook and share breakfast with you."

He walks over and presses his lips to my forehead. "That's thoughtful. I love it."

"I wouldn't say that just yet. You haven't even tried it," I smile. "You might not say that after you've tasted it."

He laughs. "I'm sure it's just fine." 

I watch as he brings the sandwich to his mouth and takes a big bite. He chews thoughtfully. "You know what I think?" he says.

I shake my head.

"I think this is a keeper."

As soon as he says it, I smile. There's something about Palmer enjoying my cooking that always makes my mood soar and puts a permanent smile on my lips. 

I take a bite. It's a thick sandwich, so I struggle wrapping my mouth around it. 

But he's right. It's good. Real good. And it hits the spot. 

"Wait … you have something," Palmer says, stepping toward me. "Right… here."

He reaches up and places a finger on the corner of my mouth, wiping off a stray piece of avocado. I'm usually embarrassed when someone points out a piece of food on my face, but right now, the only thing I can think about is his touch, and the way it makes me feel electrified. 

I smile, and I think about the way he opened up to me. He's so much more than the hotheaded, womanizing, soulless, chef that the tabloids make him out to be.

He has depth. He's cultured, and likes art, and is so full of information that it makes my head spin. He's like a walking Wikipedia, and I never find myself getting bored in his presence. The truth is, I could listen to him talk forever. 

And what was up with what he told me? Is he sick? What did he mean by a "white mass" was found?

As soon as he said it, he wanted to change the subject. It was clear he was trying to get something off his chest, but he didn't want to go any deeper. 

Maybe it's nothing. Besides, it's really none of my business.

But I can't help but wish he'd go back to his doctor for a second opinion.

"Someone's a messy eater," Palmer laughs, bringing my thoughts back to the present.

"Look at this thing," I say, pinching the sandwich between both of my hands. "It's thicker than a mattress."

We both get a good laugh at that, and as we're joking around, something catches my eyes. Behind Palmer, on the counter, is a magazine. It's opened to an article written by Percy Whitman.

I can see that he reviewed The Pearl on Park, and it's not good. In fact, the review is downright scathing. 

I read one of the headlines: "The Pearl on Park—instead of being a culinary spark for the city—is an unpleasant and placid reminder of high-end cuisine gone wrong."

It feels as if someone has dropped a bowling ball down my throat and its lodged itself into the pit of my stomach. 

My heart tightens. 

Percy is my friend. Did you write this review because of me?

Am I to blame for this?

Maybe I shouldn't have been so hard on Palmer, and maybe I never should've vented any of my thoughts to Percy. I just feel like this is somehow my fault.

"Everything OK?" Palmer asks.

I smile. There's no way I want Palmer to know what I'm thinking.

"Oh yeah, it's fine," I say, and then lie, pushing these thoughts out of my mind. "I was just thinking how I really should be going. I have a long drive ahead of me."

"Not yet—finish breakfast at least," he says with a smile.

It's a smile that's disarming. It's a smile that makes me yes when I should say no. 

He senses my hesitation and he continues to prod me.

"You like this bacon, right?"

"Who doesn't?" I say.

"Want a strip?" 

"Very funny," I smile, placing my hand on his. "I see what you did there."

God there's nothing I wouldn't give to play a game of striptease in this kitchen, with this man, but my family will kill me if I don't show up today.

"I'd love to," I say, "But I have to leave. Rain check?"

"If you have to leave, at least me drive you."

"No, that's not necessary."

"I insist," he says. 

"Seriously, it's far, and a pain in the ass—" 

"Fuck no—forget all of that," he smiles, dismissing every excuse I'm throwing his way. "I'm driving you."

 




Palmer

 

 

I must be going insane. First, my restaurant is under attack by some asshole critic, and now, here I am, volunteering to drive some girl to her parent's place. 

Seriously? What the fuck is wrong with me?

I should be going to the Pearl. I should be rallying my staff, and countering Percy's review with a PR blitz of my own. But am I doing any of that? No. 

What's going on? Am I falling for Nicole?

No… it can't be. I don't just fall for women. And I have a plan for my life, and this scenario isn't a part of that plan. Not even close.

Falling for Nicole is impossible. 

But as we're driving, and the music is blaring, and my fingers are tapping the steering wheel, and Nicole's hair is dancing in the wind that's blowing across my open convertible, she looks so happy… and I feel so happy…

And I can't help but wonder.

Isn’t it true that sometimes life is unpredictable, and no matter how well you plan it out, sometimes plans change?

I shake my head. I can't get ahead of myself. 

I'm the kind of guy that writes everything down and plans it out. And I'm even talking writing lists for the lists I already wrote.

Do you see what I mean? Everything is organized. This isn't on any of those lists.

So right now I just need to recognize that I'm simply spending time with Nicole. We're having fun. It's nothing more than that.

"There it is," Nicole says, pointing to a small house on the side of the road. 

I haven't been outside of the city in ages—has it been years?—so to be driving through the suburbs feels weird.

"This is my childhood home," she says. "Nothing fancy, and as much as I couldn't wait to leave it, I have to admit… I still miss it sometimes."

"It's nice," I say, and even though it looks like every other suburban home I've ever seen—a flower garden, a tree in the front yard, a driveway, and a white fence—I mean it. It is nice.

It's kind of refreshing to not be walking into another crowded high rise. This is somehow more… personal. 

As soon as I get out of the car and open Nicole's door, a large dog runs out of the house barking. Its shaggy red coat is getting lifted in the wind.

"It's OK," she says. "He doesn't bite." 

The dog recognizes her and immediately wags its tail. She pats his head, scratches behind his ears, and gives him a playful pat on the back. He licks her hand in excitement.

"That's a good boy, Rusty—a good boy," she says, leaning down and showering him in playful kisses.

"You're quite the animal lover," I say. 

I've never owned an animal. It's not that I don't like them, it's just that I've admired them from a distance. 

"I love them," she smiles, her eyes still fixed on the dog. "If I didn't go to culinary school, I think I probably would've become a vet."

"I can see that," I smile. 

As she finishes petting Rusty, we walk up to her parent's house and before we reach the door, Rusty is all over me. First, he's jumping on me with his two front paws, and I'm trying to pet him, hoping that'll calm him down and he'll get bored with me, but it doesn't seem to work.

"Get down, Rusty," Nicole urges, but the dog only listens for a few minutes before going right back at it. Then, when no one's looking, I feel him shoving his nose in the crotch of my pants, sniffing for God knows what. I shoo him away, and luckily he listens this time, taking the hint.

"Baby, is that you?" a woman says, approaching the door. 

Nicole embraces her in a hug. "It's good to see you mom."

Immediately, her mother looks over at me. "Oh, and who do we have here?" she smiles.

"This is Palmer," she says, introducing us. "He's my… um, he's my friend."

Her mother eyes me suspiciously, wondering if I'm a friend as her daughter says, or if I'm something more.

"It's a pleasure," I say, extending my hand.

"Palmer is a chef, mom," Nicole says. "He owns The Pearl on Park."

"Well, isn't that nice," her mom says. "Come in, come in."

We walk in and immediately to our right is the living room. A game of football is playing on the TV, and people are shouting. 

"C'mon—make that catch!" someone yells, and another says, "Did you see that? That was almost a QB sack!"

"This," Nicole says, pointing to one side of the room, "is my dad, and this over here is my brother."

They both turn to me, and give me a nod and a welcome handshake. 

I look back at Nicole. "I should go now," I say. "I'll let you guys enjoy your lunch."

I turn to leave and then feel a hand on my shoulder.

"Oh, no—stay!" her mother says. 

"No, no, I don't want to be a bother," I say.

"It's no bother. We have plenty of food," her mother insists. 

"No, he's busy, mom," Nicole says.

"Nonsense, no one is too busy to eat a home cooked meal," her mother says, practically blocking my exit.

Nicole looks at me with eyes that say I'm so sorry about this, but I just smile.

"OK, why not—I think I can join you for a meal," I say.

"Great!" her mother beams. "Now please, sit down."

There's no escaping now.
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I'm kneeling on the floor, petting Rusty and watching him lick my hands, and my knees are digging into the carpet that is too shaggy to be anything remotely modern—I don't think my parents have replaced it since the 1970s or something, and I'm stunned. I mean really stunned.

This entire day has not gone as expected.

And above all, I'm nervous.

How's this lunch going to go? Is my mom going to say stupid like, so when are you going to give me grandkids, Nicole? Or is my dad going to say something equally stupid like, But surely being a chef isn't a real career, is it son?

And there's no telling what will tumble out of my brother's mouth. I should probably tell you that my brother's an animal, and he doesn't have a filter. I'm being serious when I say anything can happen, and I'm not sure I'm ready for that level of embarrassment. Not now. Not with Palmer.

"You have a lovely house," Palmer says to my mother, and she's eating it up. I've never brought a man home before… and definitely never a man as handsome as Palmer, and I can tell she's just loving it.

Her face is lit up brighter than the sun, and she’s melting into his gaze. She keeps giving him reassuring pats on the shoulder, which is the kind of thing she only does to people she really likes.

I flash him another look that says I'm so so sorry, because let's be honest, I'm sure he doesn't want to be here.

How could he, right? He has better things to be doing right now. He has a high-end restaurant to run.

He'd probably rather have a filling replaced, or get a flat tire on the freeway than be here right now.

And my mom practically held his hand to the flame, and blocked the door, which is so embarrassing it makes me want to die a little inside. 

But Palmer just flashes me a smile and something tells me he really doesn't mind. It's as if he does want to be here. 

"Can I help you with anything?" Palmer asks my mom.

"Why don't you come in here and help me peel these potatoes."

I roll my eyes. Why can't my mom be a normal human being and just let him sit here as our guest.

This is Palmer we're talking about… a world-class chef. The kind of chef that people have to pay hundreds of dollars just to eat with. 

I love my mom. I really do. I love my entire family.

But you don't ask guests like that to peel and wash potatoes, you know?

But again, he's a gracious guest, and I watch him walk over to my mother, wash potatoes, and hold a sharp paring knife in his hands.

He peels the skin with ninja-like speed, and my mom's impressed. Really impressed. I can see it in her eyes.

I hear them make small talk. She's asking him about his restaurant, and where he grew up, and all the normal mom stuff, and he continues to smile and answer everything he throws at her. 

"Kitchens aren't always serious and stressed out places," Palmer says, and I crane my neck to hear what he's saying. I'm still sitting there, petting the dog, and pretending to not pay attention, but the truth is I'm trying to listen in harder than I've ever eavesdropped in my life. 

He continues, "This one time, a dish guy stretched a heavy duty yellow scrubbing glove over the entire top of his head—I don't know how he did it, but he did—and it looked just like a cock's comb. He proceeded to strut around the kitchen like this."

Out of the corner of my eye, I watch Palmer tuck his arms into his chest in the shape of chicken wings and bob his head, back and forth. 

I can't help but smile at that, and even my mom is cracking up. I mean, she's laughing so hard that she's wiping tears from under her eyes. 

"I kid you not, the dish guy was flapping his arms around, bobbing and tilting his head, and clucking like a chicken. It was one of the funniest things I've seen in my whole life."

My mother is barreled over, clutching her sides. 

It's so surprising, seeing Palmer like this. He isn't the arrogant asshole chef I knew him to be.

He's funny and warm. And he's charismatic. 

And when it's all time for us to sit at the table, even my father seems to love him. 

"I'm a huge Buffalo Bills fan—always have been," Palmer says, and my father slaps him on the back.

"A man of my own heart!" my father says. "Any Bills fan is a friend of mine." 

For a minute it almost feels like I'm in some alternate universe. Who are these people, and what have they done with my parents? Who is this man?

Things are going so well, and everyone is getting along better than I could've ever hoped for. 

For some reason it's stunning… having man like Palmer, sitting here and sharing a simple family lunch with us, in this humble home because of his extreme wealth and fame… and what I thought was arrogance.

But he isn't arrogant at all. He's captivated my family, and they're a tough crowd to please. 

This man… Chef Palmer could eat anywhere in the world. He could eat with any chef, and any celebrity.

But he's here. In my childhood home. Sharing a simple meal with a simple middle-class family. 

And I love him for that.
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"Excuse me while I take this call," I say, pushing my chair back from the table. 

My cell phone is vibrating in my pocket as I grab it and walk out the front door. 

"Palmer speaking," I say, pacing the front porch.

"Finally—there you are. You're a hard man to get a hold of. Look, I'll get straight to the point. I have some bad news." It's Roger Mills, my business manager. 

Any time I get a call from him, I brace myself and expect anything to come out of his mouth because he always gives it to me straight. But now the words bad news bounce through my brain like ping pong balls and I don't know what to think. 

"Give it to me." 

"The bottom line is that investors are feeling shaky about your restaurants, not just The Pearl on Park," he says.

"Why now?"

"It boils down to all the bad coverage you've received."

I know exactly what coverage he's referring to. Percy Whitman.

"I already know about those reviews—they're bullshit. Unfounded garbage and—" 

"Unfounded or not," Roger says, cutting me off, "investors are freaking. Those are some of the worst reviews a restaurant has ever seen."

"It's all lies, they can't be believed."

"Tell that to the rest of the world," Roger says. "I'm serious. This is bad. Real bad."

"Look," I say, "I'm actually in the middle of lunch and I'm busy, can I—"

"We don't have time," he says. "We need to act now."

"I don't want to talk about this right now. I'll figure it out and I'll call you back soon."

"Palmer, wait, Listen, I think—"

But I don't give him a chance to tell me what he thinks. Instead, I end the call and the connection goes silent. 

It's strange. It seems my entire business is in jeopardy, but being here with Nicole and her family—I'm happy. I gather my thoughts, take a deep breath and enter the house. 

"I was just telling Nicole's father about your chicken story," Nicole's mom says. The entire table is laughing. 

I smile. "There are more funny stories where that came from. I could spend hours telling you stories."

"Well, we aren't going anywhere," Nicole's father smiles. "Tell us what happens in those kitchens of yours."

"Well, in this business, we get every kind of customer you can think of. One day, many years ago, when I was first starting out, we got a particularly difficult woman. She orders the soup of the day—a French Onion.

“The waiter brings it to her. She says it's too cold. So, no problem, right?

“This is a typical, routine sort of complaint, if you will. The waiter brings it back into the kitchen, and we give her a new, piping hot batch."

"Was she satisfied?" Nicole asks.

"Oh no—the story doesn't stop there," I laugh. "So, the waiter brings it to the woman, but now she says it doesn't taste right and that we must've changed our recipe. The waiter assures her that isn't the case, but she keeps badgering him and badgering him. He tries to change the soup again, but to no avail.

“The woman is insistent that again, it isn't right. She's really digging into him now, saying things like How hard is it to make soup, and Isn't this your job. So finally, the waiter reaches a breaking point. And I kid you not—he grabs that soup bowl and saucer and flings it across the dining room like a Frisbee.

“The entire thing smashes against the wall and everyone is stunned. And what does that waiter do? He leaves without a word. We never saw him again."

"You have to be kidding!" Nicole shrieks. "Was anyone hurt?"

"No, but we got a good laugh out of it later."

The entire family is laughing now, and as I turn to look at each of their faces, I realize that I'm having the time of my life. I never expected to enjoy myself as much as I am.

It's as if the worries of the world—my restaurant, my health, Percy Whitman trying to sabotage me at every turn—fades away. 

I like Nicole's family. They're simple people and that's refreshing. 

Her family has completely managed to charm me. 

"Here, try this," Nicole says, passing me a small, chilled glass.

"This looks interesting."

"It's Limoncello—my grandmother's recipe."

"Then I bet it's good. Your grandma seems to have the best recipes."

I take a sip, and it's better than I imagined. It's the perfect palate cleanser—the citrus infused, lightly sweetened alcohol couldn't get much better.

Nicole can sense the satisfaction on my face and she smiles.

"Glad you like it," she says, and under the table I can feel her slide her hand up my thigh. "Because there's more where that came from."

I don't know if it's the hint in her words, or her touch… or maybe both, but my cock twitches and I shift in my seat. Letting my dick get hard, right here, at a table surrounded by Nicole's family, is not something I want.

But Nicole seems to understand this, and a devious smile forms on her lips. 

Just as her mother's asking me if I'd like a second helping of food, Nicole drags her fingers up my thigh, coming within inches of my cock. 

I can feel it harden with the proximity of her touch. Within seconds, I'm going to be harder than a steel rod.

"I'm, I'm fine—I uh, the food was, well, it was great—it really was—but I'm full, thank you," I stammer stupidly. 

God, can I sound anymore ridiculous?

Nicole grins wider. 

"I think I'm going to show Palmer the house—give him a tour," Nicole says, and her parents nod.

Then she turns to me. 

"I want to show you my childhood bedroom."

My heart kicks in my chest and my cock leaps.

"Show me the way," I smile.

 




Nicole

 

 

“This is…” he starts, trailing off as he looks around my bedroom. I close the door behind us as we step inside, eager to have his arms wrapped around me, but I stop as I look at him.

His eyes seem to linger on my childhood pictures; slowly, he then heads toward the full body mirror I have on the corner. 

“That’s my grandmother,” I tell him as he reaches for one of the pictures taped to the mirror.

In the picture, she’s standing in front of a red brick wall, wearing a loose apron over a faded dress. Her dress is blue, the kind of blue that reminds me of the restlessness of the ocean in the first days of winter, and only the whiteness of the polka dots splattered all over it break those memories of early winter. 

Her cheeks are flushed, the lines around her mouth carved deep by years of easy smiles and generous laughs. 

“A woman with no wrinkles is a woman without a story to tell,” I whisper, and Parker looks at me. “That’s what she used to tell me,” I continue. “She’d tell me that all the time. She made me believe in hard work.”

Those memories are the reason I left home in the first place. They’re the reason I abandoned the dappled shade of the trees, the comforts of home, and the lazy afternoons when the whole horizon would stretch to accommodate a warm sunset.

I gave all that away and replaced it with the stern shadows of buildings smudged by the fog, the quick-fire chatter of city dwellers, and by the rapid pulse you’d only find in a big city. 

“I like that,” he whispers, plucking the picture from the frame and staring at it, his thumb grazing over it. I stand there in complete silence, just taking in the scene. He’s looking at my grandmother’s picture as if he yearned for something like that, for family, for comfort.

“I’ve never met my grandmother,” he tells me matter-of-factly, and the casual tone in his voice makes my skin prickle. 

I wonder about him. He seems… lonely.

The kind of man that’d push family, friends, and lovers out of his life, only so that he could focus on his goals. A man whose ambition burns so bright it devours everything around him.

And that doctor’s appointment he told me about… I don’t even know what to think about it. I can't imagine how that's affecting him. He seems to believe death’s jaws are snapping at his heels, and he wants to go out with a bang instead of fizzling out.

That thought makes my heart ache. I try to push it away from my mind, but I can’t imagine a world without Palmer. 

It hurts too much to think about it.

“Come here,” I whisper, reaching for his hand and pulling him into me. I need to feel him close to me. I need to hold him tight, just to make sure he won’t disappear like a forgotten dream.

I look into his eyes, my heart drumming wildly inside my chest. He smiles then, caressing my face with the back of his hand. Leaning into me, he brushes his lips against mine. It’s a simple kiss—tender and kind—but it’s enough for me to lean in and press my forehead against his chest.

“I’m glad you’re here,” I whisper.

I lay one hand on his chest, and I stay like that for a long time, just listening to his pulse. The warmness of his body seems to spread into mine, and it doesn’t take long for this feeling of comfort to turn into something more.

“Me, too,” he replies, and that’s all I need. 

I can do without the flourishes and the pretty words. I can do without declarations of love and flowers. I can do without all that.

All I need is Palmer, his lips against my hair as he whispers those words.  

I grow wet, and I can already feel my drenched thong sticking to my skin. My heart is racing furiously inside my rib cage, pumping desire through my veins as if I just received a shot of adrenaline. The blood that runs through me is charged with lust and sinful thoughts, inflaming that burning need I have for his body. 

I tried to avoid this. I knew how… stupid it would be for me to be near Palmer. He’s my one and only weakness—handsome, dangerous, and relentless. But here I am now… revealing all my childhood secrets to a man I was sure I’d hate. 

I don’t even know how any of this happened.

The moment The Pearl on Park moved into my neighborhood, I started nursing a special kind of hatred for a man I saw as cold and calculated. A man who didn’t know the meaning behind the word heart.

And yet, here we are.

I surrendered to him. 

I gave him my body and I gave him my heart. 

I take one step forward, my eyes never leaving his, and I grab him by the scruff of his shirt. Pulling him into me, I press my mouth against his, parting my lips and brushing my tongue against his. I start unbuttoning his shirt, my eager fingers flying down the fabric as I bare his chest. 

With one hand on my waist, he takes the other to my hair, grabbing it viciously. He pulls my head back and starts kissing down my chin toward my neck; once there, he starts nibbling the soft skin gently.  I close my eyes as I feel his lips against my neck, my rational mind slowly drowning in an ocean of pleasure.

With jerking movements, I tug on his shirt and make the rest of the buttons pop out. I run my hands over his chest, feeling his warm skin under my fingertips. It's absolute perfection. Good Lord, I just want to feel every single inch of his body and surrender myself to him. 

And there’s nothing stopping me.

Grabbing the fabric of his shirt, I pull it down his shoulders and throw it to the floor. I pull back from his kiss and take one hard look at him, my eyes wandering over his chest. I can’t even hear my own thoughts over the loud drumming of my heart. 

My lips curl into a smile as I look back into his eyes, and I let my hands slide down his chest until they meet the hem of his pants. I unbuckle his belt and unzip his fly, sliding my hand down his pants and caressing the bulging shape that’s tenting his underwear. 

I start stroking him over the fabric, my fingers curled tight around his cock. He’s gigantic, his member pulsing against my hand in such an intense way that my insides clench in anticipation. 

Leaning into him, I lay my lips against his, and then start kissing down his jawline. I trace the contour of his neck and go down to his chest, feeling his hard and ripped muscles against my lips. 

I go down on my knees then, pushing down his pants and boxer briefs as I do it. His cock springs free in a heartbeat, jumping eagerly into my hand.

My fingers curl around it once more, feeling its warmness against my skin. I start stroking him slowly, my eyes locked on his as my hand goes back and forth at a low teasing rhythm. 

I open my mouth wide, leaning forward and taking his tip inside my mouth. Sucking on it, I let his flavor—a salty and manly one—inundate me. 

My eyelids droop and, before I even know what I’m doing, I’m moving forward, his whole shaft sliding inside of my mouth. I start to suck, bobbing my head back and forth and twirling my tongue around his dick. It tastes amazing, the scent of manhood crawling up my mouth and lodging itself on my brain like a perfect blanket.

Cupping his balls as I suck him, I caress them and roll them over my fingers. Then, as he kicks off his shoes, I push his pants and underwear all the way down and push them to corner of the small room.

Pulling back for an instant, I stroke him as hard as I can, my eyes widening as I try to comprehend the huge member right in front of me; it doesn’t matter how many times I see it, I’m always amazed by his size.

My skin prickles as, slightly leaning forward, he places both his hands on my shoulders and pushes the straps of my dress down. The fabric droops over my torso, baring my chest, and I immediately take my hands behind my back.

Blindly, I find my bra’s hook and unclasp it, letting it fall down my arms and onto the floor. There’s no need for instructions—the moment my naked breasts come into view, he grabs them gently, his fingers brushing over my hard nipples. 

I lean forward so that I can start sucking him again, his shaft rolling over my lips easily. With my hands on his ass cheeks, I start bobbing my head back and forth as fast as I can. Matching my own rhythm, he starts thrusting, his fingers running through my hair as he ravages my mouth. 

I close my eyes, half-expecting him to not resist the way I’m sucking him. I wouldn’t complain if he came in my mouth, not at all.

But, of course, men like Palmer are never satisfied with one simple blowjob. They want more, always more. 

And I love him for it. 

He grabs my wrist, making me stop my stroking motion, and gently pushes my head back. I let his cock slide out of my mouth, and then allow him to pull me up to my feet.

He places his hands on my shoulders and pushes me back against the wall. I go willingly, simply looking at him as he goes pushes his body against mine, his chest pressed against my breasts.

We kiss again, our tongues dancing around each other as his hands go up and down my side, exploring the curves of my body as if I was the most wonderful woman on Earth. And the way he touches and kisses me almost convinces me that I really am that wonderful. 

I part my legs slightly so that he can fit between them, his hard throbbing cock pressed tight against the front of my dress. I hike it up to my waist as his hands go up my leg, his fingers caressing my inner thigh and dangerously reaching for my thong.

The moment he presses his hand against my pussy, the wet fabric of my thong—the final frontier—a violent shiver of desire goes up my spine. 

I grab his wrist and make him press his hand on me harshly, my pussy becoming even wetter as I succumb to that sweet pressure.

Taking the lead, he flicks my thong to the side and, kicking patience to the curb, slides one finger inside of me. I feel a scream climbing up my throat, but I grit my teeth and stop it just in time, remembering where I am. I didn’t avoid a scandal a few days ago just so that step into another. 

He brushes his fingertip against my G-spot, darts of pleasure hitting each and every one of my nerve endings. My eyes are closed, and I can’t hear a sound; my brain can only process one thing, and that’s the pleasure he is inflicting on me.

Which is exactly what I want. I need all of my brain power to be solely devoted to pleasure right now. After all, why would I want to focus on anything else when I have Palmer right here? 

When pleasure knocks at your door, you answer it. 

I place my hands on his back, sliding them down to his ass and grabbing it hard, his cock pulsing against my body. As I feel the perfect curves of his ass, he starts to slide his finger in and out of me at a vicious pace.

My pussy is boiling, an eruption of pleasure threatening to overwhelm me. Actually, it isn’t a threat: it’s merely a fact. I know it’s coming.

And when it does, I don’t even have time to moan. I simply surrender to the avalanche that overtakes me and pulls my rational mind down into the depths of a decadent and sinful world. 

My fingers turn into claws and I hook them in his ass cheeks as I come; driven by instinct, I bite down on the tender flesh of his neck, my whole body twitching from the sudden orgasm. He keeps going, sliding his finger in and out of me, without even allowing me to catch my breath.

Stopping for one second only, he uses it to grab my thong and push it down my legs; he then does the same with my dress, leaving me naked against the wall. He takes one step back, his hungry eyes wandering over my body, and I shudder in anticipation.

Leaning in, he starts kissing my neck, his lips tracing a downward line over my body. I feel his mouth between my breasts, and then his lips wrap themselves tight around one nipple.

Arching my back, I let a low moan tumble out of my lips as his mouth moves down to my stomach, laying gentle kisses over my navel as it continues its downward trajectory. 

Much in the same way I did before, he goes to his knees, his mouth dangerously close to my pussy. He starts to kiss my inner thighs, teasing me mercilessly as I squirm.

God, I want to feel his mouth on my pussy, his tongue on my clit… I want him to eat me, to devour me as if I were the most delicious thing he had ever tasted in his whole life. 

As if he could read my mind, he immediately presses his mouth against my wetness, his tongue lapping at my clit eagerly.

I lift one leg up and place it over his shoulder, allowing him to easily fit his head between my thighs. Opening his mouth wide, he sucks my drenched folds, taking my juice in his mouth as his tongue starts to jab at me, parting my inner lips and sliding in and out at a maddening pace.   

I rest my hands on his, feeling dazed by the way he moves his head. Grabbing locks of stray hair, I pull him into me violently as I thrust my hips against his face, rubbing my pussy all over his mouth.

Relishing it, he redoubles his efforts, sucking and licking in a way that turns a never-ending sequence of hushed moans into a long drawn out one. I have to bite my lips and remember where I am, trying to focus so that I don’t moan louder than I can. 

The moment he focuses on my clit, his lips wrapped around it as he presses down with his tongue, my whole body shakes as I come. I pull his hair as hard as I can, throwing my head back as I grit my teeth, suppressing a wild scream of savage pleasure. 

I’m still shaking when he slides two fingers inside of me, moving them in and out in a matching rhythm to that of his tongue. He’s not even eating me out; he’s fucking me with his mouth. 

I don’t even know how it’s possible, but the first orgasm still hasn’t died and I’m already coming again, cresting the peak of pleasure’s mountains as my body is consumed by burning intense pleasure.

My limbs are flailing and I’ve lost all control of my body—I’m like a puppet, carnal pleasure pulling the strings and guiding me towards another dimension… one where only ecstasy matters. 

Guided by the desire to achieve that transcendence, I take my hands to his face and make him look at me, locking my eyes on his. 

“Take me. Make me yours,” I tell him, the tone of my voice half-commanding, half-begging. Lucky for me, I don’t have to command or beg; he’s ready to give me what I want right now. 

He goes to his feet, a devilish grin on his lips.

“You’re already mine, Nicole. You just don’t know it yet,” he says, pressing his body against mine. I shiver at his words.

He grabs his cock with one hand and presses its thick head against my inner lips; gently swaying his hips, he rubs his tip against me, my body and mind buzzing with excitement as I bury my fingernails in his back.

With my fingers acting like hooks, I motion for him to thrust, to pierce me with his cock and fuck me like I’ve never been fucked before. But he takes his time; he keeps on gently rubbing his cock against me, never allowing it to go more than a few centimeters inside of me. 

Then, the whole world explodes; he thrusts violently, his meaty member sliding inside of me with one single stroke and scorching all of my nerve endings.

His cock stretches my inner walls as it goes, making me wonder how is it possible to have something so huge inside of me. I know I don’t have other men to compare him to, but judging by all the gossip I’ve heard… let’s just say that Palmer must be in a league of his own. 

He starts ramming it inside of me harshly, his fingers going down my back and nestling under my ass cheeks. He pulls me up and into him, lifting me off from the floor, and I lock my legs on his back.

With my arms over his shoulders, I pull him in and make him move even more viciously, each thrust of his is like a stab of pure pleasure, a mind-numbing high that would put any kind of drug to shame. In fact, just two thrusts and I’m already an addict. 

Rocking his body against mine in a back and forth motion, our bodies fuse into one, our muscles moving as if we were part of the same machinery. My brain is working overtime trying to process all the information that my nerve endings send it, but it’s almost impossible; there’s a limit to how much pleasure I can handle. 

It doesn’t take long for me to come again, my pussy tightening around his cock as I claw at his back. I do it hard, my fingernails sliding across his skin with enough strength to draw blood.

A grin dawns on my lips as I imagine how he’s going to look after I’m done with him; he’s probably going to be able to say that he has just fought a wild cat if anyone asks him what happened to his back.

Well, I’ll take that as a compliment. I like being wild… as long as he’s with me.

A violent scream climbs up my throat and I purse my lips, throwing my head back against the wall as I order my brain to keep my mouth shut. Even so, I can’t stop a moan from escaping into the cool air of the room, my body burning up with orgasmic violence. 

I tremble, shiver and twitch, all of me surrendering to him. 

“Good,” he whispers against my ear, his lips seductively brushing against my skin. “Now we can get started.”

Start? Oh, Jesus. 

I’ve already came God knows how many times and only now he’s talking about starting? I don’t know if I can actually survive this. Has anyone ever died from having too many orgasms?

Oh, well, that wouldn’t be such a bad way to go. I mean, everyone has to die; if I have to go, why not have it happen while Palmer’s inside of me?

He pulls back, my skin prickling as I feel his cock sliding out, and puts me down. With a grin on his lips, he places his hands on my waist and turns me around. I place my hands against the wall, at shoulder height, and jut my ass back at him.

His hands run down my side, and he moves them over the curve of my ass, grabbing my cheeks hard. He presses his body against mine, the warmness of his skin on mine. With his cock firmly pressed between my cheeks, I start rocking my body, grinding against his cock. 

I exhale sharply, ready for what’s to come; I reach for his cock and, grabbing it, push it down. Placing the tip against my innermost folds, I let go of it and place my hand back on the wall. 

He eases into me gently, my pussy resting against the tip of his erect cock. As he moves, I have to grit my teeth as he pierces me, my inner walls once again accommodating his massiveness.

When he’s in me to the hilt, he starts to move with a slow and gently rhythm.  But I don’t want to move slowly; I want to go fast. I want to go furious. 

I start jutting my ass back, moving my hips with a ferocity I didn’t know I had in me. 

Fucking me hard, he places his hands on my hips and pulls me in as he thrusts, my mind almost destroyed by the intensity of his thrusts. My back arches as I succumb to his thrusts, my body sandwiched between a perfect man and a slab of concrete, with no escape possible.

And, really, why would I want an escape? He should be the one wondering about escaping, because I’m not letting him go anywhere—at least until my body is utterly and completely spent, that is. 

Holding me against the wall, his rhythm starts to grow at a mind-bending pace, his cock hitting me so fast that I can already feel the blood inside my veins starting to boil.

I moan through gritted teeth, closing my eyes as all existence starts to fade away. I can’t see or hear; I can only feel. The whole universe seems focused on the place where our bodies meet and fuse, his cock pounding my pussy without a single hint of mercy. 

I come once again, my body completely electrified. I rest my forehead against the wall, hitting it repeatedly as I try to cope with the raging joy that courses through me.  It’s perfection, one devoid of any kind of mental brakes or whatsoever. 

Just like that I let a loud moan tumble out from my lips. I almost don’t even care if anyone hears us. 

He pulls his cock out and places his lips against my neck, kissing me tenderly. Then, he makes me turn on my heels, my back against the wall. My hands go to his chest and, clawing at his pectorals, I smile mischievously. 

My hands go to his shoulders and I push him back, motioning toward the bed. He doesn’t complain as I guide him there, making him sit as I look upon him with hungry sinful eyes.

He licks his lips, his eyes never leaving mine, and I climb on top of him, my legs open wide as I sit on his lap. My hands slide down his chest and, once again, his cock is in my hands. 

Guiding his thick member home, I let it pierce me like a spear, his shaft going in easily. I don’t give him time to process what’s about to happen; I simply start rocking my body against his, my ass slapping his legs as I go back and forth.

I move wildly, still out of control, and close my eyes as he reaches for my breasts, grabbing them eagerly as I fuck him in abandonment. 

I ride him hard, and I ride him fast, punishing his cock with all my might. I feel drops of sweat pooling on my forehead, but these only make me go faster. My muscles are already aching, but I don’t care—I’m a woman on a mission, and I won’t be denied.

I grin as I feel sweat dripping down my back, down my face and into my lips, the salty taste of it coating my tongue. 

Suddenly, I get up in a rush and, before he can do anything, I turn my back to him and ease myself down on his cock once again. His hands go down my back to my ass, and he slaps my cheeks hard as I start riding him in a reverse position.

My ass bounces up and down, slapping his body again as I try to survive the onslaught of pleasure that rages through me like a wildfire. 

If anyone told me the world would end tomorrow, and that this would be the last time I’d be with anyone… Well, I can say with confidence that I wouldn’t be able to do any better. I’m giving my all here. 

I clench my jaw, breathing through my nose as my muscles start to spasm. I don’t even feel the need to scream anymore—my body does all the talking now, my muscles jerking as I come once more.

I might be coming, but I’m too far gone to stop—I keep riding him violently, my ass bouncing up and down as his cock ravages me. Somehow, though, he still manages to resist my assault. 

But not for long, I can guarantee you.

Standing up once more, I tower over him like a Queen. He looks at me with a grin on his face, sweat on his forehead, and I grab his hand. I motion for him to lie down on the mattress, and that’s exactly what he does. 

Guided by instinct, I immediately plant each foot on the side of his thighs. I squat down, grabbing his cock and pointing it straight up. I brush it against my folds, his tips rubbing against all of my length, and only then do I go lower

I go as slow as I can, his shaft gently lodging itself inside of me. Then I start to jump and down over his cock, moving as fast as I can and pushing through my exhausted muscles.

I might be tired; I might be spent, but I’m not a quitter. I will see this through. 

It doesn’t take long. 

Before I know it, his cock starts to spasm and I feel a warmth inside of me. He starts to cum, his semen gushing inside of my pussy like a fountain, filling me to the brink and dripping down his cock. It goes on for what seems like forever, an endless torrent of thick cum inundating me as I finally ease myself down and stop moving, allowing myself to savor the sweet ecstasy that courses through us both. 

Still coming, he hooks his fingers on my waist and thrusts upwards, I let out a surprised moan as the tip of his cock goes as deep as possible, yanking one final orgasm out of my system. I lean forward, grabbing his ankles as flames of indescribable pleasure crash against my body and turn my mind into ashes. 

I roll to the side, completely spent, and smile as I feel thick strands of cum dripping out of my pussy and down my legs. I hear him moving, but I don’t even open my eyes—he kisses me then, his lips brushing against mine with a gentleness that contrasts with the way we fucked.

Because there was nothing gently about these last minutes—it was pure and unbridled fucking. 

And God, I loved every single second of it.

I lie down next to him, my eyes closed as I try to catch my breath. After a while, I finally open my eyes and look up at the ceiling. How many times did I stay awake in this same bedroom, wondering about my future through the long hours of the night? 

And now here I am, with a man by my side. 

A man I’m falling in love with.

 




Nicole

 

 

I toss the tomato chunks into a bowl, and then I place a cucumber on the cutting board and slice it into thin medallions. Looking at this cucumber, I can't help but think about Palmer's huge, thick… no, stop that Nicole, get your head out of the gutter.

I need to focus on the restaurant... the food… my staff... staying afloat.  

I can't get distracted. Not now.

Because, if I don’t focus, then I’ll end up thinking about him. Because if I'm being honest with myself, I'm falling for Palmer.

There, I said it. I'm falling for that man.

I can't go a single minute without him being in some corner of my mind—his smile, his touch, something funny he said, the way he makes me feel, or even the way he cooks his food.   

It's ridiculous. Palmer's presence in this city might mean the end of my restaurant, but somehow, that doesn't stop me from falling for him.

He could literally put me out of business, and every day I see the signs—raising rents, fancy cars, a new clientele—but as each day goes by, I want him more. 

How is that even possible?

The good seems to outweigh the bad. 

I look up at the ceiling and give a silent apology to my grandmother. I'm sure she's rolling over in her grave right now.

I'm sorry, nana. I feel like I'm letting you down. You gave me my love for cooking and you believed in me. You envisioned me going far, and here I am, throwing it way for a man that I'm falling head over heels for. 

But this man has so many positives.

He's incredible with my family, and they love him. He's charming, and funny, and gracious—and he had my mom and dad in tears with laughter. He even helped peel potatoes, of all things. 

He completely won them over. 

"OUCH!" I hiss, looking down at my finger. I sliced right into it, and a red bloom appears on the tip.

I run over to the sink and hold the cut under cold, running water. At least it's not deep enough to warrant stitches. I reach for a band aid and wrap it tightly around my finger. Then, for extra precaution, I place a latex glove over it.

"That looks deep," a voice says from behind me, and I jump. Literally, it feels like my feet have come five inches off the ground.

I swing round to see who it is, and find the pale face of Percy Whitman.

How long has he been standing there? Was he there long enough to hear me pour my heart out to my dead grandmother?

"You scared me," I say. "I didn't expect to see you back here."

"I have some great news," he says beaming. He's bouncing on the balls of his feet; he's so excited. 

"I could use some good news today," I say, looking around the restaurant and still nursing my finger. "Some days, it feels like I'm drowning here."

"Remember The Pearl on Park restaurant that we talked about? And how you've been so worried about it?"

How could I not? But Percy doesn't know this. No one knows that Palmer and I have been spending time together.

He could never understand how much Palmer and his restaurant has been on my mind.

I shrug, trying to play it casual. I can't let Percy read my emotions. "Sure, what about it?"

"I've just learned that Chef Palmer's investors are backing out after all of the bad reviews he's received."

"Wait, what? You mean Palmer's restaurants are in trouble?" I say.

"You got it—exciting, right? Now you don't have to worry about your future in this city," Percy says, clapping his hands together. 

My heart sinks, and my stomach spins the same somersaults I spun as an 8 year old in gymnastics class.

"You really think he's going to shut down?"

"It's a good possibility that he'll have to close The Pearl on Park, from what I can tell. That's the word on the street anyways."

"Wow, that's, uh—"

"That's big news, I know," Percy says, cutting me off. "I was so excited that I had to come over right away and let you know."

"I don't even know what to say."

"I know… you're too excited for words," Percy smiles, petting my arm. There's something about his touch that makes me recoil.  

He thinks he's doing me a favor by writing all of these terrible reviews, and helping to shut Palmer down, but now I just feel sick.

"I have to run," he says, giving me another pat on the arm. "But we'll talk again soon."

I watch as he walks out of the restaurant and I feel dizzy; my entire body is churning with emotions. 

I'm so conflicted about this whole thing. And now, I feel guilty. 

I'm the reason why Percy went after Palmer in the first place. And this guilt feels like a shadow that's following me and pressing on my shoulders. Just knowing that I've hurt Palmer is a huge, black weight on my conscience. 

This isn't who I am. I can't let this happen.

I'll never be able to live with myself if Palmer loses his restaurant. And the fact that he didn't tell me… must mean he's been carrying the weight of this knowledge and didn't want to burden me with it. 

I have to fix this. I have to find Palmer and explain my guilt to him. 

He may hate me, and he may never forgive me… but I have to do it, even if it means losing the best man I've ever had. 

But maybe I can convince Percy to help me. 

Love’s more important than business, right?

 




Palmer

 

 

"The Pearl on Park is more than just a restaurant," I say. "It's a destination. It's innovative.

“It elevates cuisine, and gives diners an experience that they can keep for a lifetime. This is a restaurant that elevates the culinary world of New York City."

"Some experience that's been," one investor says under his breath, rolling his eyes. 

The restaurant is closed today, and my investors and I are sitting in the dining room. They called this meeting last minute, and I knew it wasn't going to be an easy conversation.

It's bad enough that I'm losing money by being closed today, but now I'm forced to listen to a group of skittish investors tell me that my food sucks and doesn't have a future. That's a tough pill to swallow. 

"We just don't see it," one man says, shaking his head and scratching his short-cropped beard. "Nothing's adding up."

"The reviews of your food are some of the worst we've ever seen, and that's saying something," another man says. His mid-section is so large that he's using it as a shelf for his hands. "The critic goes so far as to say that an inexperienced child could do cuisine better than you can."

"I can explain," I say.

"There's no need," he says. "We've seen enough. The reviews make it crystal clear."

"Look, I have the money," I say. "I just don't have the liquidity to sustain this new venture without your backing."

"We understand where you're coming from. We really do. And we pride ourselves on taking risks," one man says.

He's trying to sound empathetic but instead it comes off feeling patronizing. "We root for the underdog and fund projects that many banks wouldn't touch within a 10-foot pole. But this is a risk we can't take. It would be suicide. If the food was any good—"

"The food is good," I say, cutting him off. "Those reviews are bullshit. A man who has a personal vendetta against me wrote them.

“I don't know why, or where that's stemming from, or what his issue is, but it's true. Let me prove it to you. I'll cook for you right now—you can taste the food I make here at the Pearl—here, I'll fire up the grill, and I'll share the menu with you and—"

"Mr. Palmer, I'm sorry, but this is non-negotiable," the bearded man says. "We've already made our decision. Save your cooking for another time."

I nod my head. I'm trying to keep my cool, but I'm so frustrated that I think I could flip over every table in this dining room, and Hulk every chair. I could rip down the curtains and smash every plate.

My frustration is boiling over, and it's becoming increasingly difficult to remain calm.

"Thank you for your time," I say, once I know this conversation is over. I did everything I could, but even that wasn't enough. "I'll show you men out." 

I watch as each of them push their chairs away from the table, and shuffle their feet to the front door. I unlock the door, walk them step out into the afternoon sun, and walk as they disappear into a nameless sea of businessmen and cars and taxis. 

I lock the door behind them and then turn to look at my restaurant.

The Pearl was supposed to be my crowning achievement in life. It was supposed to be my legacy. I've planned, dreamed, and prepared for this day my entire life. 

But without investors, I'll have to close this flagship restaurant. There's no way around it.

How the fuck did things get this bad? How could I let this happen?

It feels like I've hit rock bottom. 

I walk over to the bar and grab a bottle of Glendronach 18. People ask me what my favorite whiskey is—and that's a tough question to answer because it varies on my mood, but this bottle right here is always in my top five. 

Happy, sad, mad, glad—whatever—you name it, and this whiskey works.

I grab a glass, and pour an amber ribbon of the liquid in. I take a sip and let the liquor burn a hot trail down my throat. And then the flavors hit me—sweet sherry, leather, tobacco, and even polished wood dance on my tongue. 

I stare at the bottle's label. There's an idyllic sketch of what must presumably be the Scottish countryside. And as I stare at this label, it hits me. 

At least I still have Nicole. 

A smile tugs at the corner of my mouth as I remember her. 

With her, I can get through this. I can get through anything.

In fact, I can picture sitting on a grassy hill, in the countryside with Nicole … just like the one on this whiskey bottle. 

Just then, I hear a rapid knock on the door. I turn and realize my day just got better.

It's Nicole.

I can't believe she's here. She's wearing a cotton dress that is getting kicked up by the wind, and her hair is dancing about her shoulder.

I walk over and open the door.

"I'm so glad you're here," she says. "I saw you weren't open. I was worried. And I just wanted to—"

"Shh," I say, placing a finger on her lips. "Less talking." I wrap my arms around her delicate body in a full embrace and lift her off her feet. I pull her into the restaurant and lock the door behind us, and then, I lean down and bring my lips to hers.

 




Nicole

 

 

“Palmer,” I try to say, but I’m too weak to fight against his lips. When it comes to Palmer, I’m too weak to resist. And even if I were strong enough to do it… I doubt I’d want to.

“Hush,” he tells me, lacing one of his arms around my waist and pulling me in. He leans into me, my eyelids drooping as I press my lips against his. I feel his scent crawling into my mind then, creating a perfect lustful perfume.

My hands climb up the side of his body, and I run them up his neck and to his hair. I curl my fingers around locks of hair and force him to throw his head back. With a fiery smile, I hold him in place and kiss his neck, my lips savoring his skin.

With a growl, Palmer looks at me and, placing his hands on my hips, forces me back. I step backwards until my ass is pressed against the edge of one of the tables in the dining room, my hands against his muscular chest. 

My fingers on his collar, I start unbuttoning his dress shirt, my knuckles brushing against his tanned skin. He grabs my hair hard and yanks on it; I throw myself back, sitting up on the table and supporting myself with my elbows on top of it. 

I keep unbuttoning his shirt, baring his chest inch by inch as he lays his lips against my neck, nibbling at my tender skin. As I open the last button, I un-tuck his shirt, pulling it out from inside his pants. I immediately press my hands against his chest, running my fingers over the marble edges of his muscles.

Who sculpted this man? My God, the lines between his abs and around his pectorals… This is perfection. 

He kisses me all over the neck, his lips traveling all the way to my shoulders.

He bites on the straps of my dress, grabbing the right one between his teeth and pulling it down. He lets it fall down my arm and then grabs the other strap with his hand and tugs on it as well.

The front of my dress droops over my chest, my breasts and black lace bra jumping into view. The moment he catches a glimpse of my breasts, he grabs my dress and pulls on it harshly, sending the fabric down to my waist. 

With shaky hands, I run my fingers over his abs and up to his shoulders, sending his shirt down his arms and onto the floor. My eyes wander once again over his perfectly chiseled muscles

My brain hasn’t even given me time to figure out to do, but I find myself lunging forward, reaching with my tongue for his abs. I lick them with the tip of my tongue, sliding over the spaces between each block of abdominal granite. 

While I’m leaning forward, Palmer uses this moment to slide his fingers up my back and unhook my bra. I feel the cups becoming looser over my breasts and, the moment I pull away from his torso, he curls his fingers around my bra and tugs on it hard. A shiver goes through me as my naked breasts come into contact with the air around me, my nipples hardening in an instant. 

He reaches for my breasts then, his spread fingers gently squeezing my flesh. He starts squeezing harder and harder, my hard nipple pinned between his fingers.

Reaching for him, I grab his wrist and guide his free hand to my left breast. He lays his fingers there softly, pinching my rosy tip between his thumb and index finger. I look up at the ceiling, close my eyes and take a deep breath. 

I came in here to tell him something, but oh, how could I resist something like this?

The moment I open my eyes, he’s already coming for me. He presses his mouth against my neck, laying gentle kisses on my skin as his hands caress my breasts. 

Pressing my thighs together, I realize I’m soaking wet. My thong is completely drenched, and I already feel it dripping down my thighs.

Have I ever been this wet? I’m so damn horny I’d need a perfect man to satisfy my cravings, and what do you know? I do have the perfect man right here, and he’s ready to do my bidding. 

I lace one arm around Palmer’s neck and, with the other, I reach for his crotch. I flatten the palm of my hand there, my fingers pushing against the tented fabric. He’s already hard, his cock almost vibrating with furious desire.

I close my hand around it, grasping it tight, and give it a firm squeeze. As I do it, he stops kissing my neck, his mouth going straight down; he takes his hand off of my breast, opening space for his mouth, and immediately wraps his lips around my nipple.

Softly brushing his teeth against it, he teases me with pain but, in the end, he delivers only pleasure: he pinches the rosy burning tip with his lips, sucking eagerly on it as he traces quick circles with the tip of his tongue. 

Curling my fingers around his thick member, he exhales sharply against my skin, sending goose bumps all over my body. I start to stroke him, my hand fighting against the fabric of his pants as I flick my wrist in a steady cadence. 

Not letting go of his cock, I lean forward again, pressing my lips against Palmer’s naked chest. I let my tongue run between his abs, the warmth of his skin making me lose all control.

I need him now. 

Right now. 

My fingers trembling with anticipation, I start to unbuckle his belt, and it comes undone with a metallic clink. I go for his zipper then, pushing it down, his cock pushing back against my hand, stretching the fabric of his underwear to the limit. I feel his hard cock brushing against my knuckles, and that only reinforces the fact that I need to feel him, to have him, right now. 

I'm actually surprised his throbbing member hasn't ripped its way out of the fabric that restrains it. Oh, well, I can help with that; with my fingers on his waistline, I slide his boxers down and over his cock, allowing it to jump straight into my hand.

Instead of immediately grabbing it, I lean back, my eyes flying down to his cock as I run my tongue between my lips. 

Only then do I reach for him, curling my fingers around his long shape, feeling his warmth spread to my hands and up my arms. I start moving my hand, stroking him with back-and-forth and movements as I become wetter than ever. As I become possessed by desire, I start going faster, both my hands working themselves into a blur of movement as I stroke him. 

God, I want more. This is barely enough.

I jump down from the table, letting go of his cock and making him take a step back. Before he realizes what I have in mind, I go down on my knees, looking up at him. He towers over me, a perfect giant ready to unleash all his tension and desire upon my body. 

I won’t let this moment go to waste. 

Not a fucking chance. 

I move to grab his cock again, but first there’s still something I need to do. I push his pants and underwear down from his knees to his ankles, and he finishes the job by taking off his shoes and kicking off his clothes. 

My eyes sweep the room, looking with satisfaction at the pile of clothes scattered around the floor. With him naked in front of me, I finally curl my fingers around his cock, resuming my jerking motion with renewed strength. 

With a grin full of sin and promise, I lean toward his cock, slightly parting my lips and darting my tongue out. I flick it against his tip, scooping up the few drops of pre-cum glistening there, and a shiver goes up my spine as his raw manly flavor coats my tongue. 

Circling his tip with my tongue, I brush my lips against it, teasing him hard. I can already feel his hand lying on my head, unconsciously nudging me forward.

Happy to oblige, but at my own rhythm, I open my mouth slightly, allowing his tip to squeeze itself between my lips and over my tongue. I suck on it softly, slowly pulling my lips out before going in again. I repeat this motion over and over again, each time I go in, my lips going just an inch further down his shaft, my hand still clutching his cock. 

As my lips finally meet the base of his huge cock, I roll them back out completely. Then, I tilt my head sideways and lay my lips against the side of his shaft. I kiss him up and down, sucking on his shaft as I go.

My mouth moves up and down until it finally inches closer to the root; I move even further down, kissing his balls and sucking one of them into my mouth. I roll it over my tongue as I caress the tip of his cock with my index finger, driving him completely crazy.

Going back up his member, I part my lips; instead of slowly allowing his cock inside my mouth, I simply take it all in at once. His cock rolls over my tongue eagerly, only stopping at the back of my throat. I wrap my lips around it and suck my way back, bobbing my head back and forth as fast as I can. 

His scent and flavor blends into a perfume of manliness that crawls all the way up to my brain, digging its claws into it and driving me completely insane. I try to go deeper, pushing his shaft inside of me until I can barely breath. Only then do I pull out, my hand still on his cock.

“Fuck, Nicole… you’re perfect,” he breathes out, grabbing my hand and pulling me up to my feet. Before I can do anything, he pushes me back against the table, my ass once more against the edge.

Moving fast, he places his hands on my knees and pushes my legs apart; the moment there’s enough space, he slides his hand up my inner thigh, pressing his open palm against my drenched thong. He presses against me viciously, a submissive moan climbing up my throat and jumping down my lips. 

With half a growl, he pushes my dress down. In under a second, he has me sitting on top of the table, my juices dripping down my thighs. He goes for my breasts, his hands exploring my body and making all of me buzz with excitement. 

“You have no idea what I’ll do to you,” he whispers against my ear, his voice brimming with promises. He kisses my neck, his lips traveling upward to my ear as well.

“Once I’m done with you, you won’t be able to tell left from right,” he continues, nibbling my earlobe before continuing to kiss me down my neck.

His lips keep descending over my skin, slightly detouring when he finds the valley between my breasts. He kisses the curve of my breasts and then takes one nipple inside his mouth, sucking it hard. Then, he goes up to the other side, doing the same there. 

My skin starts to prickle as he changes gears and lowers his mouth, going over my navel and dangerously closing in on my pussy. My unconscious mind guiding me, I part my legs even wider, anxious to have him use my body. He takes his time, though, his lips kissing my waistline and then going down to my groins, never once venturing into untanned skin territory. 

I grab his hair viciously, trying to force him right between my thighs; to my surprise, he doesn’t fight back. I guide his mouth to my pussy and he presses his lips tightly over my wetness and against the drenched fabric of my thong. His finger goes up my legs and to my thighs; grabbing my thong, he starts to pull it down my legs.

As he pulls back from my pussy, I lift my ass up from the table and he takes it off of me in a heartbeat, his eyes flying straight to my naked pussy, the expression on his face one of lust.

Like a ferocious animal, he attacks; he leans into my pussy, his lips immediately finding my clit and wrapping themselves tight around it, choking it so intensely a sudden scream leaves my lips. With his tongue, he runs circles around it, my body completely electrified. Letting my clit escape his mouth, he runs his tongue between my inner lips, sucking my folds into his mouth. 

With his lips on my clit, he presses down with his tongue, applying the right amount of pressure. Then, he brushes one finger over my inner lips; not a full second after that, he slides it all the way in, his fingertip flying straight to my G-spot. I arch my back, all of my nerves endings working overtime to send the overload of information up to my brain. Which isn’t an easy task, but I push through, hell bent on squeezing every last drop of pleasure from all of this. 

Grabbing him by the hair, I ball my hands into fists, thrusting wildly and rubbing my pussy against his mouth as I come. He makes it even more intense by keeping that perfect pressure on my G-spot, his finger never moving through the storm that is my orgasm.

I let my head down and take a deep breath, pleasure raging through me. When I open my eyes again, he’s looking straight at me, mischievousness flickering there—and then he’s gone.

He plunges into me, his tongue jabbing at my clit mercilessly. His finger slides out of my pussy and he places both his hands under my knees, forcing me to place my legs over his shoulders. 

I can’t help but moan as he ravages me completely, devouring my pussy mercilessly, a sensation I never thought I’d feel exploding inside my brain. He keeps moving, his tongue squeezed tight between my pussy lips as I come. 

I can’t help but scream as well. My body trembling, I let the sound of my scream inundate the whole room, a powerful orgasm taking the steering wheel and driving me right off pleasure’s cliff. 

Working in tandem with my climax waves, his tongue settles into a lazy rhythm, caressing me with a suspicious gentleness; somehow, I know this is just the calm before the storm. 

Propping myself back up on my elbows, I look down at him. He pulls back, his eyes travelling up my body. I smile at him, the orgasm washing over me and immediately leaving my body ready for more.

Standing up, he places his hands under my knees and pulls me into him, dragging my ass to the edge of the table. I sit up, my hands darting to his rock-hard cock. I grab it, immediately moving my hips forward so that his tip is just an inch away from my pussy.

“Do you have any idea how much I want you?” he asks, his voice lustful and mischievous at the same time. 

“I think I do,” I reply with an anxious nod, flames of desire crawling under my skin.

“I’m not sure about that,” he mutters under his breath, but he smiles all the same. “But I’m going to show exactly how much I want you.” 

“Then do it,” I groan, anxious to feel him inside of me.

I don’t want to waste any time on idle conversation: with my fingers curled tight around his cock, I pull him into me. He comes willingly, grabbing his member and rubbing its fat head against my inner lips. 

His tip goes up and down over my folds and, when I least expect it, he finally thrusts. Fuck, I’ve missed him. There’s something ethereal about it; in a sense, it has to do with the size, but that’s not the most important thing… It’s the way he’s capable of wielding it that leaves me pining for more.

If fucking were an art, then he has reached the pinnacle of mastery.

Thrusting hard, his cock strains against my inner walls as it goes in, pleasure whipping my brain like a foreman. It doesn’t matter how many times I’m with him, it’s always transcendent whenever he slides his cock in for the first time. 

He keeps ramming me, his hands on my breasts, squeezing hard. 

“God…” I mutter under my breath as he starts to go faster, his cock ravaging me with such intensity that I’m afraid my own soul might just shatter into a thousand little pieces. He doesn’t care about any of that; of course, he keeps pounding and pounding, my body giving in to ecstasy. 

Moaning, I let my body fall back over the table. I arch my back as I climax, my body burning from the inside out. Like a wave you can’t fight off, his thrusts pull me deep into an abyss of pleasure and, for a second here, I almost pass out. 

Then, my body still adrift in a sea of pleasure, something lewd and wild crosses my mind. 

I’m not done yet.

I want more.

“I want more…” I say, echoing my thoughts as I try hard to speak between breaths. 

He doesn’t even respond. He simply pulls his cock out of me and leans forward; he picks my limp body up from the table and, going down to his knees, puts me down onto the floor. Breathing hard, I roll to the side, anxious for what comes next.

“Lay down,” I whisper at him, placing my hands on his chest and pushing him down. He does as I say and I climb on top of him, holding his cock with both my hands and pointing it straight up.

I ease myself down, leaning forward and placing both my hands on his chest. 

He starts to thrust then, but he does it at a gentle pace, Slowly, I move my hips at the same time, rolling them over his waist as I feel his cock sliding in and out of me. 

Slowly, he starts to up the pace, bucking his hips harder at me. 

“Harder,” I find myself moaning, my voice echoing in the empty restaurant. He understands what I mean pretty fast.

I close my eyes, surrendering to heavenly bliss has Palmer buries his cock inside of me. I can’t even start to describe how it feels. It’s almost as if I died and went to Heaven. 

He’s thrusting as hard as he can, his cock sliding in my pussy to the hilt while he keeps his lips pressed against mine. My nerve endings are a mess, pleasure coming at me from all angles. My brain is shutting down, all of my senses becoming overloaded. And, amidst all this chaos, all I do is scream as loud as I can, the fact that my throat is sore as hell long forgotten. 

“You’re mine,” Palmer says, his hips slapping against my ass. 

“No,” I somehow manage to mutter between screams. It’s hard to get the words out—scratch that, it’s almost impossible. Even so, I struggle and do it.

“You… You’re mine,” I say, my heart tightening up as the words roll out from between my lips. 

I feel his hand on my hair then and, twisting it, he grabs a handful. I throw my head back as he pulls, my back arched as he starts to thrust at a completely maddening pace. My sense of self disappears, and all of my senses shut down. I don’t feel pleasure — I am pleasure. 

I come hard. No, that doesn’t give justice to what I’m experiencing right now. I explode. I go off like a nuclear bomb, my body burning in ecstasy.

Supporting myself with my hands on his chest, I breathe out sharply, trying not to pass out. My mind is running on fumes, all of my thoughts nothing more than a scattered collection of images and sounds. 

I roll to the side, a cascade of moans falling from my lips, my body sensitive to every single touch. His cock pops out of my pussy, and I close my eyes as I lay down on the floor.

A few seconds—that’s all I need. God, I need to catch my breath. Have I ever felt this exhausted? 

“Need a break?” I hear him say, and that wakes up something inside me.

Of course I don’t need a break. 

Not when I’m with him.

Grabbing me by the waist, he forces me to roll to the side, making me lay belly down on the floor. He climbs on top of me and, sliding one hand under my belly, makes me stick my ass up.

"Fuck me..." I whimper, my voice tinged with what sounds like begging. I raise my ass back in his direction, my back tracing an upwards line towards him. He grins as I beg and slaps my ass, a red mark appearing immediately as I moan loudly. "Fuck me, please, Palmer."

His fingers go under my ass and between my legs, rubbing against the wet lips of my pussy. I’m desperate right now, I need his cock more than anything.

Luckily, he doesn’t want to make me wait: he presses his hips against me, the tip of his cock finding my wetness and, parting my folds wide, slowly entering me, each inch of his long, hard cock earning a gasp from my mouth.

He’s going slow, but I want it all, and I want it here and now. I press my body back against him, forcing his cock to go all the way in one swooping motion, like a sword sheathed to the hilt.

I don’t need to say a thing; he knows what I want, and he knows how I want it. 

He grabs me by the hips, both his thumbs resting against the dimples in my lower back and, holding my body still, he starts going back and forth, his cock sliding in and out of me furiously.

My ragged breathing turns into wild moans, and these moans turn into low screams of furious pleasure. My fingers turn into claws against the floor, lines of pain and pleasure forming around my eyes. My lips are pursed, my teeth gritted.

He’s coming at me hard and mercilessly, the sound of his thighs slapping my ass growing louder as his cock keeps on ravaging me.

"Harder! Harder!" I scream out and Palmer obliges, upping his rhythm to a tempo so rough I’m amazed I can keep up with him. But not only can I keep up, I also want and need to keep going like this; I need to feel ravaged, to feel utterly and completely destroyed with a pleasure so intense it scorches all of my thoughts.

He wipes the sweat off his brow with the back of his hand, both our bodies glistening with it. Palmer grits his teeth in effort as his body keeps on rocking against mine, my whole body hurting with the ferocity with which he’s fucking me.

"Yes... Yes..." I moan, over and over again, my head resting against the mattress as if I have no more strength left in my body to raise it.

“So… fucking… tight,” he groans and, even though I can’t see him, I can already imagine the wide grin he has on his face. He slaps my ass hard as his cock ravages me, my inners walls tightening around his member, each stroke of his driving us closer to the brink of madness. And he simply won't stop.

He’s fucking me wildly, my mind completely overwhelmed by the sensations jolting through my body. 

I feel like his prey right now.

"Don't..." He doesn't need to hear the rest of my words to know what I want, but I carry on. "Don't stop! Don't stop!"

He keeps going and going until my pussy tightens so hard around his cock it’s almost a miracle he still manages to keep on thrusting. He savors my tightness with each stroke, burying himself deep inside me and then retreating until only his tip remains in me.

One final and deep stroke and a wild scream scratches the back of my throat, bubbling up to my lips as a desperate cry of pleasure.

Palmer tightens his grip on my hips, keeping me in place as he fucks me into obliviousness with a savage fury, my whole body spasming in a seizure of ecstasy.  I twitch and spasm until all strength leaves my limbs, my body collapsing onto the bed completely spent.

Following after me, Palmer rests his body on top of mine, his cock still firmly planted inside my pussy, his chest and stomach lying against my back. He rocks his body against mine like that, his cock moving back and forth with a will of its own; Palmer’s rhythm only changes when the insanity of release takes over him. 

I can almost feel the adrenaline raging in his veins, crawling under his skin and making him feel as if he’s about to burst. His muscles tense hard and, for a moment, he even stops breathing, his mind directing all vital functions to the only thing that matters right now—pleasure.

He chokes a groan in his throat, and I feel a current going from deep inside of him to his cock. He exhales between gritted teeth as his cock spasms violently inside me, his cum darting out and filling me up. He buries himself as deep as he can go, drawing a cry from me as he does it; he holds there, feeling the spasms of his cock spread through his whole body. 

“This…this was perfect,” he whispers against my ear, and then rolls down to the side and sprawls his arms to the side.

“It was,” I agree, rolling to my back and looking up at the ceiling. Yes, this was perfect…but I still haven’t told him all about Percy.

And I’m afraid of what might happen when I do.
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“It feels so different,” Palmer whispers, looking up at the ceiling. We’re still lying on the floor of his restaurant, my head resting against his chest as he holds me close.

“What?” I ask him, slowly moving my face so that I’m looking at him.

“The restaurant,” he replies, his eyes still focused on something that I can’t quite see. Maybe he isn’t looking at anything. Maybe he’s just looking inward, rummaging through all the thoughts he guards so well.

“It’s always full, you know?” he continues, distractedly running one hand through my hair. “It’s different when it’s empty. It feels like an empty shell.”

“Tomorrow it’ll be full again,” I tell him, turning to him and placing one hand on his chest. “You’ll see.”

“I doubt that,” he whispers, the tone of his voice so casual and indifferent that I can’t quite decide what he’s feeling right now. It almost seems like he’s trying to detach himself from his restaurant, the one thing in the world he seems to care about. 

It breaks my heart to see him talk like this.

“You can’t doubt yourself,” I try and tell him, my mouth going dry as the words leave my lips. How can I be telling him all this when I’m the one that took the leash off Percy? 

It’s my fault The Pearl on Park is having issues. If I hadn’t behaved like I did, complaining about a man I knew nothing about, none of this would be happening.

Sure, the slow march of progress would eventually force me to close down my restaurant, but so what? That’s the cycle of life. If it isn’t Palmer’s restaurant, it’ll be a shopping mall next week, or some high-rise condo.

But no, I had to bitch about the competition to Percy, and he took it upon himself to start a war against a man who doesn't deserve any of it. 

“It’s over, Nicole.”

His voice... so casual; cold even. It’s almost as if he doesn’t care about what happens next. It hurts to hear him speak about his restaurant like this; I know that, more than anything, he wanted it to be a success.

And now his dreams seem to have been crushed. 

“It doesn’t need to happen like this,” I insist, not sure if I believe my own words. What do I know about anything?

I’m just the owner of a small bistro restaurant; I never had to deal with investors or anything like that. I know absolutely nothing about the inner workings of a multi-million dollar enterprise.

“Forget about it. Whatever happens, happens,” he whispers, his vacant gaze reaching for some place where I can’t reach him. I just stay there, nestled against his body and staring at his face, the dim lights of the restaurant making his features sharper. 

He’s smiling, but there’s a certain sadness to it.

It’s almost tragic.

More than just it being about the restaurant, I see a deeper worry in his eyes. He feels as if the clock is running out on him, and I know he believes his next breath might be the last one.  I can’t even imagine how it must feel to know he won’t have the time to see his dream come true.

Then, almost as if we we're commenting on the weather, he simply shrugs and sits up. He stretches his arms and then goes up to his feet, jumping inside his boxer briefs and pants.

He starts making his way toward the kitchen and I follow after him, throwing his button-up shirt over my shoulders.

“Hungry?” he asks me, opening the large fridge that seems to take over half the wall of his industrial kitchen, large enough to house a small army of cooks and waiters. 

“I’m fine,” I reply offhandedly, still thinking about how I should tell him. Because I have to tell him that I’m to blame; if it weren’t for me, The Pearl on Park would be a success.

“No, you’re not,” he chuckles, more to himself than to me. “Nothing good happens on an empty belly, you know?” He continues, grabbing a couple of eggs and bacon from inside the fridge.

He grabs one of the frying pans hanging overhead and lights up the stove, and I just watch as he cuts a small square of butter and lets it fall from his fingers into the pan.

“Palmer... there’s something I must tell you.”

I don’t even know how I summoned the courage to tell him that. But, somehow, I did. He raises his eyes, his gaze meeting mine, and then he just waits for me to continue.

“I was the one that -” 

The words lose themselves on the way up my throat as I catch a glimpse of something on the counter next to me. There’s an open notebook there, a fountain pen resting between pages, and my eyes are immediately drawn to what’s written in there.

“Nicole?”

I hear Palmer’s voice, but I’m not even processing what he’s saying. I’m just reading what’s written on the notebook; it’s a long list of ingredients and procedures, all of them a step toward reverse-engineering my grandmother’s recipe.

No, it can’t be.

I try and tell myself that I’m dreaming, but there’s no mistaking it. It’s all there, in his little notebook. He’s been trying to figure out my family’s recipe, and without telling me.

But why would he do that? Unless... unless he was planning to use it as a hail Mary attempt at saving his restaurant. Maybe he hasn’t given up on The Pearl on Park. Maybe he’s still trying to save the only thing he cares about, even if that means stealing from me.  

Even if that means betraying me.

“Nicole, are you okay?” He asks me, taking one step toward me, but I can’t even look into his eyes. I just purse my lips, throw his shirt over the counter, and walk back to the dining room.

He follows after me, surprised, but I remain silent as I pick my clothes up from the floor and get dressed.

“I just remembered,” I tell him, lying with every single tooth I had, “there’s somewhere I need to be right now.”

“Nicole—” he calls after me, but I don’t stop. I just walk out of his restaurant, tears stinging my eyes. 

How could I have been so wrong about Palmer?

 




Palmer

 

 

One minute I'm offering to make Nicole bacon and eggs, and the next she's running out of the restaurant as if her feet are on fire. She couldn't get out of here fast enough. She didn't so much as give me an explanation, or even a look. 

I've never seen her act that way before.

Things were going so well… maybe even perfect. At least more perfect than I've ever known a relationship with another person to be.

My mind replays all of the moments we shared this week, to see if anything was amiss. Was there something I didn't pay attention to? But the more I think about it, the more I think that all of the moments were perfect.

Like the other day—sharing one of the best steak recipes with her.

I stirred the chocolate sauce on the stove. The kitchen smelled amazing, and we were still standing there in an after-sex glow. I was shirtless, and she couldn't keep her eyes off of my body. I couldn't keep mine off of hers, either. 

I mixed in heavy cream, dark chocolate, and chili pepper. To give it some kick, I said with a wink. 

"And you're serving this on a steak?" 

It's going to be mind blowing—just wait and see," I promised her with a smile. 

"When I think of chocolate, I think of ice cream, or sundaes, or strawberries, or cake, or even truffles… but steak?" she said.

"Trust me."

"I do," she said.

The way she said that with the depth of her eyes, more than her words, made me know she meant it. And it also made me melt faster than the chocolate in that saucepan.

I continued to whisk the chocolate until it was thick and glossy like a silk robe. I added a splash more cream, and a sprig of rosemary to top it off. 

"Perfect," I smiled. "Could you grab me that filet?"

She nodded, and brought me the perfectly caramelized steak. 

"How did you get so good at cooking steaks?" she asked.

"That's a secret," I smiled. 

She watched me as I drizzled the chocolate sauce over the fillet and carefully sliced off a piece.

"Here," I said. "Taste this."

She leaned in and carefully parted her lips. I brought the fork to her mouth, carefully placing it on her tongue with my free hand underneath it. 

"Oh. My. God. That's good. Sinfully good, Palmer," she said, her face flushing—either from the heat of the chili pepper, or from me handfeeding her the amazing steak, I’m not sure.

I smiled at her reaction. "There's a hint of coffee in there too," I told her. "Can you taste it? It brings out the chocolate."

Her eyes rolled back in her head as she chewed.  

"You are a culinary god," she said. "I'm dead serious."

My thoughts come back to the present. 

That was one moment of many perfect moments. She called me a god. Everything was going so well. 

But now? Now Nicole's colder than a freezer-burned drumstick. 

I pick up my cell phone anddial her.

The phone rings and goes to voicemail. 

Fuck. Now she's ignoring me. 

What the fuck is going on?

I call her restaurant and Kate picks up.

"You've reached The Old Tale, how can I help you?"

"Hi, Kate—it's me, Palmer."

"What do you want?"

"I need to talk to Nicole and she isn't answering her phone," I say. "Is she there?"

There's a moment of silence.  

"Please—I just need a quick word with her."

"Sorry, she isn't here," Kate says. "She left me running the restaurant today."

"Is she OK? I mean, she isn't answering her phone," I say. "She isn't returning my calls. I left countless messages, and it's driving me crazy because I have no idea what's wrong."

"Look, I'm going to be blunt with you," she says. "Nicole is through with you."

"What?" I say, unable to comprehend what she's saying. 

But instead of clarifying, or saying anything further, Kate hangs up and the line goes dead. 

Well, that wasn't helpful. 

That gave me more questions than answers.

I look around the kitchen and pace back and forth. What is it, what is it… why is she so upset? Then I look down at my recipe notes. They're in an open notebook on the counter.

Did she see these notes when she was here? 

I shake my head. No, I'm sure she didn't. 

I walk over to the bar and pour myself a drink. I look across the kitchen, and then walk out into the dining room. To think—in no time, this place will be turned into God knows what. It will no longer be the culmination of all my hopes and dreams.

All of my goals will be gone down the drain. 

I pour a second drink and feel my body start to relax. 

At least I gave it everything I got, right? I can look myself in the mirror every morning and say I tried… and I guess that's more than most people can say. 

I pour a third drink and gulp it down. Now the liquor is really starting to take effect and I feel a slow blurring of my thoughts at the edges of my mind. My body is completely relaxed at this point, and my mind doesn't have a filter. 

With Nicole deserting me… and the restaurant closing… what do I have left in New York City?

Maybe it's best if I leave this place… this city… completely. 

As soon as this thought enters my mind, it takes hold and solidifies itself as a real solution. It feels like the right thing to do. 

Yes, I should leave.

There's nothing left for me here.

 




Nicole

 

 

I'm home wearing my favorite stretchy pants, a pint of chocolate ice cream in one hand, and an entire bottle of red wine in the other.  And I've already eaten my way through half the pint of ice cream, and this bottle is my second of the night.

Don't judge. 

Desperate times calls for… some indulgences. 

I'm almost through that second bottle of wine, and I'm lying on the couch watching an old romantic comedy. It's called "When Harry Met Sally" and it's one of my favorites. 

It doesn't matter how awful of a day I've had; when that movie comes on TV, I'm captivated and my mood is transformed. Literally, there is always at least one scene that will have me laughing.

Like when Meg Ryan's character, who plays Sally, does the famous fake orgasm scene in Katz Delicatessen. She just keeps telling Harry that all women fake orgasms and he can't believe that. He says no way, that can't be true, because he's been with countless women and they've all had orgasms.

But Sally just kind of smiles and insists he's wrong and that what he's saying is a typical guy thing to say, you know?

They go back and forth like this until Sally sort of puts her foot down and proves it to him by having a fake orgasm right there in the deli. In front of the other diners, the waitresses, everything. 

I always get a kick out of that because she doesn't seem embarrassed... she just launches right in. And she does it so well and is so convincing that when a waitress walks by she famously says, "I'll have what she's having." And of course she totally wins Harry over… together with the rest of us.

It's a great scene. And you know why? Because it's an honest scene.

I know someone who could stand to learn a lot about honesty: Palmer.

I take another swig from the wine bottle and lie back down on the couch. My body is warm and loose, and I have the distinct underwater feeling that I get when I've had too much to drink. 

I watch as Harry's character finally says, "I came here tonight because when you realize you want to spend the rest of your life with somebody, you want the rest of your life to start as soon as possible."

That line always gets me.

I don't know if it's the excessive wine, or my hormones, or both, but now I'm crying. Literally crying.

I can't help it. I'm even sniffling a little. I pull the sleeves of my sweatshirt down low and use it to wipe my eyes.

I feel stupid for crying, but it's uncontrollable.

The movie poses the problem—does sex mess everything up? Like can a man and a woman be friends without letting sex get in the way of things? 

I sigh. What if I never slept with Palmer? 

How would things be different, if at all?

Why couldn't I have just kept things professional?

Instead, I let down my guard. I was so stupid. I made myself vulnerable.

I was too available… even getting out of bed to see him in the middle of the night, and look what happened? What the hell was I thinking that night?

I was used. Plain and simple.

And the worst thing about it is that I was blind to it all. I didn't even recognize what was happening. 

Just then, I hear a knock on the door. My head feels like it weighs a ton and is lodged in a fish bowl, but when I open the door, I play it off like I haven't been drinking a thing. But the person at the door is Kate, and she's not buying it. She knows me too well. 

"Uh, oh… how many bottles of red have you had tonight?" she says in a mocking tone. 

"None," I lie, and then backpedal. "Ok, well… maybe one."

Kate looks around my living room and spies both bottles. 

"You mean two?"

"OK, fine, so sue me… I've had two, but I've also had a rough week so cut me some slack," I say.

Kate laughs. "Not this movie again," she says, looking over my shoulder and directly at the TV. “This must be the millionth time you've seen it, right?”

"Not a million," I laugh. "But OK … maybe nine hundred and ninety nine thousand."

"Sounds about right."

"Did everything go OK at the restaurant today?" I ask. 

"Went great," she says, "But I did get a phone call?"

"A phone call?"

"Palmer called looking for you," she says. "He sounded pretty desperate."

Hearing his name makes me cry all over again. I try to hide it by looking away. I don't want Kate to see me like this, but nothing gets past Kate. 

"Come here, babe," she says, putting one arm around me. "It's OK. Everything's gonna be fine."

"I'm so stupid," I mumble into her shoulder. "So, so stupid."

"Don't say that," she says, brushing the hair away from my face with her fingers. "You're one of the smartest people I know. I wish I had a quarter of your drive and determination."

"But look at me," I sob. "I'm a mess. I feel for a man who was the enemy, and he used me. I honestly believed me had something special. I believed we were falling for each other."

"Look at me," Kate says, pulling my face close to hers. "Forget about Palmer. There are plenty of fish in the sea."

 




Palmer

 

 

“You were telling the truth,” the blonde girl cries out, her jaw hanging open as she takes in the luxurious dining area of The Pearl on Park. “You really are Palmer!”

“That’s right,” I tell her casually, taking off my jacket and throwing it over one of the empty tables. I knock down a vase of flowers, but I couldn’t care less; this ship is already going down, so what do some flowers matter?

As far as I’m concerned, the whole place could go down in flames.

Hell, I might even be the one setting a match to it. 

“Where are you going, Palmer?” The girl asks me, closing the distance between me and trying to kiss me. I guess now that she believes I’m Palmer, the oh-so-fucking-famous-chef, that she won’t grow tired of using my name.

I sidestep her fast, and then make my way toward the bar. I step inside the service area, and then grab a bottle of a 35-year-old Yamazaki whiskey. The whole bottle costs more than thirty thousand dollars, but I don’t give a shit; I need a fucking drink right now.

Well, I need another drink. 

I’ve spent the whole night trying to drown myself in beer and cheap liquor, trying to forget all about The Pearl on Park, Nicole, and what must be my impending death sentence. 

A failing restaurant, a girl on the run, and a fucking brain tumor—yeah, my life’s perfect right now. Even Pollock’s paintings aren’t as messy as my life has become.

“Oh, I don’t like whiskey,” the girl tells me, and I instantly regret bringing her here. What the hell was I thinking? Sure, she looked fine from a distance—firm breasts, curves that seemed like a perfect fit for my hands, and a smile easy enough for me to know she’d be down for some fun.

But that’s not all there is to a woman. Not after Nicole.

“Can you fix me a Sex on the Beach?” she asks me, looking at me as if she expected me to put down my bottle of whisky and get started on her fucking cocktail. 

“Here,” I mutter, grabbing a beer from under the counter and slamming it down in front of her. I do it so fast that foam starts rising up the neck of the bottle, and she jumps back from the counter to avoid spilling some on her dress.

“I didn’t ask for a beer,” she continues, her tone of voice now telling me she’s getting slightly annoyed at me. Not annoyed enough to leave, it seems. 

“Well, that’s what you’re getting tonight.”

Without even looking back at her, I start pouring the Yamazaki into a glass, watching as the amber liquid splashes on top of two ice cubes. I let it flow from the bottle onto the glass until I’m sure there’s almost five thousand dollars of whisky on top of the ice, and only then do I put the cap back on the bottle.

“It’s true what they say about you,” she says, leaning against the counter in such a way that I can see nothing but her cleavage. 

“And what’s that?”

“You really are an asshole,” she replies, giggling as if she had just told me the funniest joke in the universe. 

“A rich asshole, mind you,” I shrug, waving my free hand at the empty restaurant. “I guess being rich balances out all the rest, doesn’t it?”

“Maybe it does,” she laughs, going around the counter and biting down on her bottom lip. 

“Amanda, I -”

“My name’s not Amanda,” she tells me, taking one more step toward me.

“Listen, Anna.”

“It’s not Anna either,” she continues, placing one hand on my chest and allowing it to slide down to my belt.

“Look, whatever the fuck your name is, I’m not interested,” I find myself saying.

And, fuck, I can’t believe I’ve said it. This is a first for me. She was about go down on her knees and here I am, refusing a pretty woman’s lips just because I’m feeling down.

“Then why did you bring me here?” she snaps at me.

“I have no fucking idea.”

I’m guessing she didn’t like my honesty, pursing her lips, she steals the glass of whisky from my hands and throws its content at my face.

I stand frozen in place as five-thousand dollars worth of whiskey drips down my hair and face, and then I watch her snatch her purse from the counter and storm out of the restaurant, slamming the door behind her. 

Good fucking riddance.

Alone again, I turn my attention back to the whiskey bottle sitting on the counter.

“Hey, ol’ friend,” I whisper to the bottle as I pour some more inside my now empty glass. “Now that we kicked out Amanda—or whatever the fuck her name was—I guess we can enjoy each other’s company, huh?”

Without even blinking, I throw my head back and down the whisky in one single gulp. Then, as the fire goes down my throat, lightning seems to take over my mind. The memories come fast, and they come hard.

Cooking with Nicole in here.

Having her cook for me at her apartment.

Having lunch with her family. 

Her curves, the warmth of her skin.

Her smile.

What the fuck am I doing here, talking to a bottle of a whisky like an alcoholic jackass? 

I love her. 

If there’s one thing I’m sure of in my life—however long it may be—is that I fucking love Nicole.

Leaving the bottle forgotten on the counter, I grab my jacket from the table and put it on. Then, I grab my helmet and put it on as I race out of the restaurant, my heart beating at a thousand miles per hour.

I can’t even think straight as I hop on my bike and make my way toward her apartment, hell-bent on kicking down her door and taking her into my arms, the one place where she belongs.

Forget about money, fame, and restaurants.

Nicole’s the only thing I care about.

I park my bike just around the block, and I’m about to make my way down the street as I see a cab stop in front of her apartment building. I stare at it through the visor of my tinted helmet, and I feel my heart shrinking inside my chest as I recognize the guy getting out the cab.

Percy fucking Whitman.

What is he doing in Nicole’s apartment building? I watch him enter the building, and then I just sit there on my bike, my pulse quickening. I see dark spots taking over the corner of my eyes, and I grit my teeth to try and regain some focus.

Nicole knows Percy, which means she was aware of the war he was waging against me. But it doesn’t make any sense, unless... unless Nicole’s behind Percy. 

Unless she wanted to see The Pearl on Park close its doors for good.

 




Palmer

 

 

"Where would you like these tables placed?" a man says.

"Load them into the truck," I say. "Everything goes." 

"Roger that."

I watch as every last piece of furniture, every utensil, every steel cooking tool is hauled out of the building. They're going to be auctioned off, the money used to pay back my investors. 

I watch as my dream is dismantled, piece-by-piece. The Pearl on Park… a one-time dream, is now a painful reminder of my failure. 

But it's over, and I'm ready to close these doors for good. I'm ready to finally let this all go and put it behind me. 

I walk outside and tape an announcement to the door. It reads:

"Closure notice: The Pearl on Park is now closing its doors until further notice. We apologize for the closure. The building will be under new ownership. We thank each and every one of you for your loyal support."

I stand back and look at the notice. I could've had someone else do it, but this restaurant was my dream. If someone has to bury it, it'll be me. 

It seems like the right thing to do, anyways. 

"You're finally admitting defeat," a voice says.

I swing my body to see who it is, and my pulse increases. It's the last person on earth who I wanted to see.

It's Percy Whitman. 

"What do you want?" I ask. 

It's an unseasonably cold day in New York, and he's wearing a black coat that sits in start contract to his pale skin. He has both hands shoved into his pockets and he's rocking on his heels. The wind lifts the edges of his thin, pale hair.

"I just had to see it for myself," he says, a smile parting his lips. 

I can't help but ball one hand into a fist. Who the fuck does he think he is?

That arrogant bastard has the gall to come here and rub it all in my face?

It's taking everything in me to not put my fist through his face right now. 

"See what?" I growl, taking a step closer. "Your handy work? It's unbelievable how quickly you moved. But I guess you had help, with Nicole and all. Did you two plan my restaurant's demise over cocktails? Or was it over lunch?"

He looks at me, and there's a genuine surprise in his eyes. 

"I don't know what you're talking about," he says.

I laugh. "Oh come on—spare me the bullshit. You know exactly what I'm talking about."

"It's true that I've never liked you," he says.

"You've made that loud and clear."

"And I think you're a cocky bastard, and I am glad you aren't triumphant with this place," he says. "But Nicole had nothing to do with it."

"What?" Wait, is he telling me the truth? 

Have I misunderstood this situation? Is Nicole innocent?

"It's true," he says, his lips still cracked in a smile. "She had nothing to do with it. I was the one who never liked you. And I've been genuine in the fact that I've never appreciated your style of cooking. You call it high-end cuisine, but I've seen it done better elsewhere. You cook without heart. It's like I can taste your cockiness through the food."

I'm trying not to roll my eyes. I'm in no mood to get a lecture from this food critic slash asshole. Here I am, standing on the street corner, taping a closure notice to my dreams, and Percy's feeding me a line of bullshit. 

Percy continues, "Besides, your restaurant closing is well-deserved because you're an asshole for wanting to steal Nicole's grandmother's recipe."

Those last words catch me off guard.

"Wait, what did you just say?"

"Oh, don't play it off like you don't know what I'm talking about," Percy says. "Even Nicole knows. She saw it with her own eyes."

My heart leaps into my throat, and my head spins. 

The realization sinks in—so that's why Nicole has been acting so strange and is refusing to speak with me! 

I've got to act fast. I can't waste another minute.

"Thanks, Percy," I say, patting him on the shoulder.

He looks confused, like he wants to say something more, but shrugs it off and lets me walks away. 

I stride away from the restaurant and take out my cell phone. I have a few calls that I need to make. 

Maybe I still have time. Maybe it isn't time for me to lock my restaurant doors just yet.

 




Nicole

 

 

I'm zipping my purse and getting ready to leave when Kate shows up. 

"You have to see this," she says. She reaches into her own purse and pulls out a small envelope. She hands it to me. 

"What is it?" I say. 

"Just open it."

Kate loves to keep me on edge sometimes, but I hate surprises. 

Still, I give in and break the seal and open the envelope.

Inside there is a card the color of crème brûlée. The weight and texture of it in my hands tells me it was printed on high quality stationery. The paper almost feels like linen, the expensive kind. Its edges are lined in gold foil. 

The card starts with a quote and I read it out loud:

"At one point in everyone's life, our inner fire goes out. If we are lucky, we find that fire ignited by an encounter with another human being whose flame shines as bright.

“We should all be thankful for all the people who rekindle our inner spirit."

That quote is followed by yet another one that reads:

"The finest steel has had to go through the hottest fire."

At the bottom of the quote, there's a gold-foiled image of a fire, the flames dancing at the edges of the card. 

"Who gave you this?" I say, handing the card back to her.  

"Turn it over," Kate says, refusing to take it back just yet.

So I turn it over and read it out loud again: 

"Join us for a special evening at The Pearl on Park as we host our final dinner."

I look up at Kate. "You have to be joking, right?" 

Why would she give me this? She knows how I feel. She knows how many pints of ice cream I've eaten my way to try and get over Palmer, and how my ass is now probably going to be wider than the state of Texas because of it. 

"I think we should go," she says.

"Well, I was trying to leave when you showed up."

She shakes her head. "I mean that I think we should accept the invite and go to Palmer's dinner," Kate says.

"No way," I say, shaking my head in return. "I'm not going. There's nothing you can say to change my mind. I have to put my foot down because that would be like pouring salt into an open wound."

"No it wouldn't, trust me," she says.

"Remember that time you crashed a motorcycle and I met you at the emergency room and the doctors insisted they give you a shot right in the muscle of your ass—as an effective painkiller—and you resisted and tensed up so terribly that they had a hard time getting the needle in? I thought they were going to break that needle in your ass."

"Thanks for the reminder… but what does that have to do with anything?" she asks. 

"I just mean that if I show up to Palmer's dinner, it will be like that—equally painful for me," I say.

"Oh come on, that's a little dramatic," Kate says rolling her eyes. 

"Trust me, it's not. You've seen what a mess I've been over this."

"You do have a point—the night I showed up to find you watching romantic comedy re-runs with wine stains all over your shirt I thought I was going to have to stage an intervention," she laughs.

"Ha ha, very funny… go ahead and laugh now," I say with a smile, "but the next time you go through some messy break up, I'll be the one laughing."

"You're over thinking this. Look at it this way," she says. "After what Palmer did to you, you should go there and watch him go down in flames. This isn't something you should miss. That's all I'm saying." 

Maybe she has a point. 

Palmer screwed me over, and it would be kind of satisfying to see him get what he deserves. 

Because he does deserve this, that's for sure.

And although I'm not the kind of person who seeks revenge, it might be the closure I need. Like when you see someone’s corpse one final time and the realization sets in that they are no longer the person you loved, and you know that person is really gone, and everything is different.

Whew.

Maybe I do need to see that Palmer is gone from my life, instead of running from him.

"I'll think about it," I say, and Kate smiles.

 




Palmer

 

 

I'm more nervous than I've ever been in my entire life. The restaurant is packed. 

The invitations were a success, judging by the sheer number of people who have showed up so far—friends, acquaintances, colleagues, and what seems to be nearly every restaurant critic in the city… even Percy Whitman. 

It's exactly what I hoped for.

I shake hands. I smile. And I make my rounds. 

As I walk around the restaurant, I pick up pieces of conversation. I get a personal peek into the lives of all these people. 

I hear one man say, "It's been weeks, but I think I've made up my mind. I want her back."

The other man considers this, chewing the last bites of his crostini. "Did she get a haircut?" he asks.

"I think so, yes. Why?"

"Forget about her then," the man says. "I hate to break it to you, but you're out of luck. She doesn't want you back."

I continue walking, unable to hear the rest of that conversation, but it gives me some comfort to hear that not everyone's life is perfect. 

I walk past a group of women holding wine flutes filled with champagne. They are all wearing short, pearl necklaces, and I wonder if it's in honor of The Pearl on Park. I overhear their conversation as well.

One woman says, "Can you believe the bouncer at the door asked for my ID?"

"You didn't bring it?" another woman responds. 

"I totally forgot it, so I look the bouncer in the eyes and I tell him I'm 30. But he just stares back at me and insists that he still needs my ID. So I turn to him and say that I've just told him I'm 30. What woman lies about that?"

The women laugh at this, but one remains fairly quiet.

The woman telling the story turns to her and says, "Why are you so quiet, Heather?"

And in a nonchalant sort of way, Heather turns to them and says, "Oh, I'm fine. I'm just saving my personality for when everyone else gets here."

They all have a good laugh at that, and I have to admit, despite my nerves about the whole evening, even I'm amused. 

I hear another group of women talking. They're eating the blue cheese and pear tartlets that I've prepared especially for this evening… and they're not just eating one, they seem to be eating them by the handful. 

I love seeing that. People enjoying the food, and relaxing enough to have a good time.

One woman says, "Every psycho I've ever dated was an Aries."

The other woman replies, "Every psycho I've ever dated believed in astrology. But my new boyfriend Tom, well, whenever he travels internationally, he texts me the minute he gets WiFi."

The first woman puts one hand over her chest. "That's so sweet. That's all I want… to be someone's first thought when they have WiFi."

I move on and smile. But my smile fades when I see Nicole's table. 

It's still empty. 

What if she doesn't show up?

If she doesn't show up, this will all have been for nothing. 

Just then, I feel a strong hand clap me on the shoulder. "I must tell you," the man says, "These Prosciutto-wrapped asparagus might be some of the best I've ever eaten. And that's saying something because I've eaten my way around the world."

"That means a lot," I say. "Thank you."

But as much as it does make me feel good to see people enjoying my cuisine, it doesn't fix the fact that Nicole isn't here. 

Brit walks out from the kitchen and whispers into my ear, "We need to get started," she says. "It's time for the main course."

"Let's give it a few minutes," I say, hoping to buy a little more time. I don't want to start without Nicole. 

"Fine, a few more minutes," Brit says. "But that's it. We can't keep stalling."

As she walks off, my heart's on fire. Maybe this was a stupid idea. I mean, if Nicole has refused to take any of my calls or even text me back, what makes me think she'll show up to this dinner?

I can feel my optimism fading faster than a phone battery on 20 percent. 

Yes, this was definitely stupid. I never should've— 

My thoughts are interrupted when I see who just walked through the front door.

She's gorgeous. Drop-dead gorgeous with her hair framing her face like a halo. 

Everyone seems to turn in their seats when she enters. 

It's Nicole.

She came.

 




Nicole

 

 

As soon as I walk through the doors of the Pearl, I'm taken by surprise. This doesn't look like a restaurant's final night. 

Every critic in the city is here. There's Francis Ball, the food critic of the New York Times for the last decade or so. There's also Rachel Smith, a celebrity chef with over a dozen #1 cookbooks under her belt. I also spot Joe March, the obnoxious chef who tells it like it is and, in doing so, has won a Pulitzer for keeping every chef in the world on their toes.

Even Percy Whitman is here. Why is he here if he hates Palmer so much? Maybe he's here for the same reason I am… to watch him go down in a ball of flames.

But sitting here now, that's not the impression I get. It doesn't feel like Palmer's going down at all. In fact, it feels like the opposite is true; it feels like he's on top.

This room is filled with the most impressive culinary group of people ever gathered in a single room. 

I get the sense that something big is coming.

A waiter comes by and offers me a glass of champagne. I thank him and take a sip. I recognize the variety right away.

It's Champagne Collet Brut Art Deco. One of my favorites. Did Palmer know that? 

I take another sip and am overcome with the flavors of raspberry and apricot, and even candied lemon peel. Everything about it is perfect. 

"Can I have your attention please, everyone," Palmer says, and my eyes dart to the front of the dining room. 

"First, I want to thank each and every one of you for being here tonight—even my most outspoken critics."

Palmer looks directly at Percy as he says this and I hear some low murmurs in the crowd. 

He continues, "I have a very special evening planned tonight."

"This should be good," Kate whispers into my ear. She promised to join me tonight, and I'm glad she came. If she didn't, I'm not sure I would've been able to muster the courage to come here alone.

"I'm excited to present a dish to you this evening that I've worked long and hard on," Palmer says to the crowd. He then lifts the silver lid off of a dish and everyone's necks are craning to get a good look at it.

"Tonight, I present to you a Bodacious Bucatini Bolognese with heirloom tomatoes," he says, and the entire dining room erupts in applause. I hear whispers from the table next to me. "I didn't know he had a dish like this," one woman says.

And my heart sinks. It's sinking faster than the Titanic. 

I've been tricked. Again.

If I weren't already so emotionally spent, I'd cry. But I can't even cry right now because that emotion has turned into anger.

I'm angry and shocked. 

He adapted my grandmother's secret recipe and he invited me here tonight to rub it in my face and use it as his own. 

My face is hotter than a campfire. "I told you," I say to Kate. "I never should've come here tonight. This was a huge mistake."

Kate doesn't say anything, but instead tenderly places her hand on top of mine. 

Waiters are bringing this dish to every table and diners are smiling. Critics are taking notes and their faces tell me just how impressed they are. 

I'm astonished as I look around the dining room.

I've never felt so bad in my life. There's this blackness in the pit of my stomach. It's like I don't want to die, but I don't exactly want to live, and I feel lonely… but I don't want to talk to anyone. I just want to crawl into my bed and hide away from the world. 

I feel lost. I'm disgusted with myself. My limbs feel heavy, like they're weighed down with lead anchors. It feels like I'm on a bus and I'm ringing to signal the driver to stop because all I want to do is get off this ride, but the bus just keeps going, and all I can do is watch the world move by through the windows. 

I think I've hit an all-time low. 

Great. Just when I thought I wasn't going to cry, I feel hot tears well up behind my eyelids and they're threatening to spill over. 

I beg my body to not betray me like this. I can't cry. Not now. Not in front of this crowd.

I gather my purse and turn to Kate. "I'm sorry, but I have to leave."

But just as I'm about to stand up, Palmer makes another announcement. 

And it's so surprising that I'm frozen to my seat.

 




Palmer

 

 

There are murmurs building louder through the crowd and my heart is beating so fast, I feel as if I might die right here, in front of the world's most powerful culinary critics. 

That would be embarrassing.

I tell myself to breathe. Just breathe. Everything is going to be OK.

I hear a song play in my head:

"Everything's gonna be alright, everything's gonna be okay."

Right. It's now or never. 

This is the moment I've been waiting for.

"I'm glad you are all enjoying this dish, but I have a confession to make," I say to the room, and every table goes silent. I'm talking silent enough to hear a fly land on a napkin. Every single set of eyes is now fixed on me. 

"I invited you here tonight to help me surprise Chef Nicole," I say, and everyone is turning in their seats, looking for her. She seems genuinely surprised. 

"You see… one night she cooked this most amazing dish for me. It transported me to another time and place. The place of her ancestors. It was authentic, and so full of depth of flavor and love and creativity… and it told a story.

“More than that, it showed her genius as a fellow chef. I was planning to surprise her with this new dish tonight."

There are now murmurs rumbling through the room again, but I continue on.

"This new dish was supposed to be a blend of my style and hers… a collaboration, if you will."

My eye's lock on Nicole's and I can't decipher what she's thinking. But she still seems to be in a state of shock. 

"I did this as a way to say that I love her—I love this woman—and sometimes different things come together, combine, and become something beautiful."

Now Nicole's holding one hand to her mouth and she's crying. Even from this distance, I can see the tears streaking down her cheeks. 

The entire room is clapping. 

"Bravo—congratulations!" I hear the crowd shout. But I raise my hand to silence them. 

"Please don't clap for me," I say. "Clap for Nicole. Congratulate her instead, because she's the only reason I managed to do something like this. She has elevated the way I approach cooking and my own cuisine."

The crowd grows louder. The clapping has now reached a fevered pitch and everyone is on their feet, turning to Nicole. 

I watch as the major food critics approach her table. Rachel Smith reaches her first.

"It's an honor," she says to Nicole. "I'd like to talk to you about a potential book deal. I think we could create a best-selling cook book together."

Nicole is speechless. She's beaming from ear to ear. Then Francis Ball and Joe March approach her, showering her with accolades, and I can tell this all feels so surreal to her. 

It's as if she's trying to pinch herself, to make sure this isn't just a dream. 

I walk to her table and reach my hand out toward her. She takes my hand in hers and I pull her to her feet. As soon as she's standing, I pull her into my arms, and embrace her in a tight hug.

God, it feels so good to hold her again.

It's been so long without her. Too long. And I never want that to happen again. 

I don't think I could be without her.

I look directly into her eyes. "I love you," I say. 

"I love you, too," she says, her lips curling into a smile. 

There's a new sparkle in her eyes, and I realize that I'm happy. Truly happy. I'm happier than I've ever been in my life. 

You know the feeling you get when you come home and your dog is excited to see you? He's so excited that his tail is wagging so hard it's knocking things off the coffee table and he's running up to you and licking you and making all sorts of excited puppy noises and so you pet him and smile and feel content? 

Well, it's like that. The rest of the world dissolves and takes a backseat to Nicole… to my happiness. 

Nicole drags one hand to my cheek, tenderly cupping it. "I have a secret for you too," she says.

"And what's that?"

"I went behind your back and saw your doctor."

"You did what?" I say, looking into her eyes.

Why would she do that? I told her about that in strict confidence. She knows I didn't want to get a second opinion. 

"Before you get mad," she says, "you're an idiot."

"What?" 

"You're an idiot because you were worried for nothing," she smiles. "The scans were wrong. You're not gonna die."

"Well, aren’t you full of surprises," I say.

She brings her lips to mine, and as soon as I taste her sweet lips, an electric current travels down my spine. 

"I want you, Palmer," she says. "I want you… now."

 




Nicole

 

 

I’ve never been this happy in my entire life. 

And I’m more than just happy—I’m also in-love.

For the first time in my life, I’m ready to share everything I have with another person. It doesn’t matter what—a recipe, my heart, my body… everything I have now belongs to Palmer, as well. 

I can’t even hear anyone anymore. The whole place may be completely packed, and everyone may be cheering for us, but I just don’t care. I’m looking into his deep blue eyes, and everything I care about seems to live in that gaze of his.

“Let’s get out of here,” he whispers, grabbing my hand and offering me one of his heart-melting smiles.

“Where to?” I ask him, even though I don’t care about the where; I just want to be alone with him.

“Have you ever ridden a bike before?” he asks me, that devious grin of his on his lips. I shake my head, biting down on my lip as I remember that roaring bike he drove to my restaurant that one night, but he doesn’t give me the opportunity to hesitate. “Come,” he tells me.

With his hand on mine, he drags me out of the dining room and into the kitchen.

“Brit, The Pearl on Park is yours for the night,” he tells one of the women in there. He grabs two helmets and his jacket, all of them sitting on a counter at the end of the room, and then guides me toward a corridor that leads to a service door. We’re in the building hall now, and we make our way toward the elevator at the end of it.

He presses the button on the wall, and a fraction of a second later the doors swing open to allow us in. 

“I love you,” I tell him, my heart beating so fast it feels as if it’s about to explode. “I love you so much.”

“So do I,” he tells me, and then he’s on me. He pushes me back against the elevator door, crushing his mouth against mine, and I surrender to the most intense kiss of my life. My heart melts as I feel the tip of his tongue running between the crevice between my lips, and I allow my hands to rest on his waist.

“I’m sorry,” I tell him. “I shouldn’t have doubted –”

“Shh,” he silences me, placing one finger over my lips. “No need for that,” he continues, and that’s when the doors slide open once more. We walk out into the lobby, and a few seconds later we’re on the street, the coldness of the night making my skin prickle. 

“Here,” he says, handing me his leather jacket. I try to protest, but he just forces me to wear it. Then, gently, he places one of the helmets over my head.

“Ready?” he asks me, leading the way toward a bike parked around the corner. He swings one leg over it, and then fishes a key out of his pocket and revs up the engine, its roar cutting through the night.

Hesitantly, I climb on the back of the bike, and a few moments later we’re already cruising down the streets, my arms wrapped around his chest. 

Right now, I hear nothing but the roar of the engine and the thumping of my own heart. I keep my arms tight around him, and not because I’m afraid of falling, but because I don’t want to let go.

We drive toward his apartment building, and the moment he parks his bike, it takes us only a few minutes to get inside his apartment. The moment I hear the door closing behind me, I simply push myself up against him and go on tiptoes, my lips looking for his.

“I need you,” I tell him, the words tumbling out from my lips like honey and silk.

“Not as much as I need you,” he replies, taking his hands to my shoulders and pushing off the jacket down my arms. “I need my girl,” he continues, sweeping me off my feet and carrying me toward the couch in the center of the living room. 

I rest my hand on top of his and, looking into his eyes, I realize just how much I need him, really need him.

I need him now, and when I say now, I mean right now. I slide myself over to him, closing the gap between us, and I place my hand right on his crotch. In two heartbeats, I feel his cock hardening under my fingers, straining against the fabric of his pants. Smiling, I curl my fingers around his thick shape and press hard on it. 

“You can’t wait, huh?” He says, smiling, echoing my own thoughts as he places one hand on my knee and slides it up until it meets the hem of my dress. I shiver softly at his touch, the sting of desire striking me point blank.

“No, I can’t," I tell him, squeezing his cock more harshly than I probably should. I just can’t help myself. 

“That makes two of us…” He whispers at me, a wicked grin dawning on his lips, “I’m just like you...” With that, he slides his hand under my dress and only stops when he has his fingers pressed tight against my pussy. “Impatient.”

I grow wet in a fraction of a second, my thong dampening immediately. Biting on my lower lip, I let an expression of desire take over my face and lean into him, crushing my mouth against his.

Forcing his tongue past my lips, he pushes it inside of my mouth and runs it in soft gentle circles around my own. We start slow and tenderly, but our kiss quickly descends into wildness: we start to kiss as if we are possessed and, really, we are.

We are possessed by lust and love; and above all, we are possessed by happiness. 

As we kiss, Palmer presses his hand harder against my pussy and, with a quick flick of his fingers, he pushes my thong to the side. I pant as I feel his index finger brushing against my pussy lips and, when he presses it over my clit, I go completely mad and nibble at his bottom lip, pulling it back with my teeth. 

Taking one hand to my hair, he yanks on it and, at the same time, slides his finger all the way inside of my pussy. I press my legs together, trapping his hand in place, and he pushes his finger even deeper inside of me, his fingertip rubbing against my G-spot.

As he touches me there, the gentle flames of pleasure and desire start raging and raging, turning my mind into a furnace.

“I’m going to fuck you right here,” he says, hunger in his voice, “I can’t wait. I really can’t, Nicole.” 

“That’s all I need to know,” I say, my voice quivering as he rubs his fingertip against my G-spot. Flicking his wrist, he starts to move his finger in and out of my pussy, always pushing it all the way in until it’s touching that sweet hidden spot in my body.

Anxiety rushing through my veins, I start to stroke him over his pants and then, not satisfied with that, I unbuckle his belt with trembling fingers. Tugging on his pants, I force the zipper to go down and, moving fast, I slide my hand under his boxer briefs and grab his thick mast.

My skin prickles as I feel his warmness, his shaft pulsing against my fingers, and I start to move my hand up and down at a furious pace. 

Throwing my head back against the headrest, I grit my teeth and hiss furiously, my pussy clenching around his fingers. He feels me perched on the verge of an orgasm, and so he presses his fingertips tighter against my G-spot —and just like that, I come undone. I have to clench my teeth in order not to scream, all the muscles in my body twitching as if I’ve just been shocked. 

“God!” I moan in a low tone, opening my eyes and looking at him with anticipation and pleasure flickering in my eyes. 

“Shh,” he whispers, sliding his fingers out of me. “We’re just getting started,” he continues, taking his fingers to my mouth and brushing them over my lips. Without even knowing what I’m doing, I part my lips and allow him to slide his fingers inside of my mouth and, as he pulls them back, I suck them dry.

My own flavor and scent hits me at once, coating my tongue and making my head spin. 

Moving like a wild animal, I lean into him and, pulling his boxer briefs down, I grab his cock and point it straight at my mouth. I place my lips against his tip, lapping at it with my tongue, and then push my mouth down until I feel my lips touching the skin around the base of his cock. 

I hold my position there until my lungs are screaming for air, and only then do I move back. As my lips wrap around his glans once more, I start to bob my head up and down his cock, sucking him as fiercely as could be humanly possible.

I’m not sucking or blowing him—what I’m doing is devouring him. He likes to say that my pussy is delicious, but let me tell you this: if there’s anything delicious in this world, it’s his cock. Trust me, I’m a chef.

And I swear to God, I could suck on Palmer for hours and hours.

I suck on him hard and, if he didn’t grab me by the hair and forced me to stop, I would just keep going until he came in my mouth. As it is, he pushes my head back—but I simply can’t control myself. If I can’t have him in my mouth, then I need him in my pussy.

Moving with cat-like movements, I climb on top of him, spreading my legs and straddling him. Before he can even react, I grab at his cock and angle it upward; with my other hand, I flick my thong to the side and push his tip against my wetness.

He holds me by the hips as I try to ease myself down; then, grinning, he only allows me to rub my pussy with the tip of his cock. He’s torturing me, and is loving every single second of it. 

“Please,” I moan, repeating the word over and over again until he finally surrenders to me. Easing up the pressure on my hips, he allows me to go down and, just like that, I impale myself on his cock, his shaft sliding easily inside of my pussy. 

I start to sway my hips like a mad woman, placing my arms over his shoulders as I ride him. He places his hands on my ass, hiking my dress up to my waist.

As I keep on rocking my hips, he pushes the string of thong that covers my ass to the side, and starts to brush one fingertip along my crack. I go even faster, riding as if tomorrow will never come. I tremble and shiver, my skin prickling as I feel his touch, and a deep moan climbs up my throat.

“Oh, God…” I moan, and his fingers start digging into my ass cheeks. I close my eyes, enjoying the moment as the movement of my body matches his rhythm, electricity crackling inside my mind. 

I’m moaning hard, and I don’t even care if everyone in the building can hear us. I’m no longer that same Nicole, the one that was always coy and shy around men. The Nicole that didn’t care about dating, and lived to work. That Nicole has… grown. 

“I’m going to… I’m going to…” I start to say, but I don’t even manage to finish my sentence. Clenching my ass cheeks and gritting my teeth, I feel my pussy tightening around his shaft and I come. I take my hands to his chest and, completely out of control, I grab at the fabric of his shirt and pull as hard as I can.

His buttons pop out, and I even feel the fabric tearing under my hands, but I don’t care—all that I want is to feel is naked skin under the open palm of my hands. Ripping his shirt open, I press my hands on his firm pectorals and dig my fingernails into it, hard enough to draw blood, and just keep him riding as I come my brains out. 

Instinct taking over me, I summon whatever energy still lives in my body and clench my legs, going up on the couch and placing my arms over his shoulders. 

“Your mouth,” I pant, “I want it.” Knowing what I want, he places his hands on my ass cheeks and reels me in, placing my pussy against his face. I close my eyes as he jabs his tongue past my drenched folds, running it up and down, and then focusing on my clit, lapping at it harshly. 

“Oh, God. It’s so… fucking good,” I moan loudly, swaying my hips and rubbing my pussy all over his face. Sucking and licking, he moves one hand around my waist and presses one finger against my pussy. He moves it in, pushing it all at once and drawing one loud scream out of my lips.

“Fuck, fuck…” I cry out and, the moment he touches my G-spot, I start to convulse as if I’m having a seizure. I go down, sitting on his lap and my body feels as if it’s on fire. I don’t think I’d feel this hot if I was standing right in the middle of a raging inferno. 

“My turn,” he whispers against my ear, nibbling at my earlobe with his teeth. “I want your pussy again. But not in my mouth,” he grins at me, and I feel my pussy aching to have him in it again.

With a growl, Palmer takes his hands out of my ass and grabs me by the hips. He pushes me to the side, throwing me down on the couch, and I lay down. He spreads my legs open and lays on top of me, grabbing his cock and pressing it against my pussy in one single breath.

With a sigh, I cross my legs around his lower back and lace my arms on his neck, pulling him into me as the desperation to have his cock completely demolishing my pussy reaches the height of its intensity.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard that you’ll forget your name,” he whispers before pressing his mouth against mine, kissing while he thrusts. My insides burn as his thickness pushes back against my inner walls, and I grip him hard with my legs around his waist.

He’s fucking me so hard that fireworks are going off behind my shut eyelids, and I already feel beads of sweat forming on my forehead. He was right about what he said; if he keeps fucking me like this, I doubt I’ll remember anything at all. 

He’s moving so fast that I no longer know when his cock is sliding out or sliding in and, to be honest, I couldn’t care less about it. All that matters is that I feel every single throb of his cock, the warmness of his shaft spreading through me and numbing every single one of my senses. Each thrust of his is like a pure blessing, and I’m already feeling the pressure mounting inside of me.

I open my mouth to tell him not to stop, but all I manage to produce is a weak croak. It doesn’t matter, though; he’s not thinking of stopping. Instead, he goes even faster, pushing me close to the edge and then forcing me to jump straight into a pool of pleasure.

“Oh, my, GOD!” I scream out, the sound of it crawling up my throat, clawing at my vocal chords and then exploding on my mouth like a bomb. My scream turns into a high-pitched scream, the flames of ecstasy licking at my skin from the inside out.  

When my muscles finally stop twitching, Palmer lays one gentle kiss against my cheek and then whispers into my ear. “I hope you’re not tired already…” He says and, even though I’m already feeling as spent as I could be, I shake my head.

“More,” I simply say, running my tongue over my lips. 

“Are you sure you can take more?” He teases me, pulling his cock out of me. “I won’t hold back.”

“I don’t want you to hold back… I want you to give me your all,” I tell him, the way the words roll over my tongue making the adrenaline race through my veins.

“That’s my girl,” he says, grabbing me by the hips again. He sits me up on the couch and then he lays down, looking at me with an expectant look.

“Come here,” he calls me with a grin. “I’m not done with devouring that pussy of yours.”

Grinning back, I climb on top of him and, placing my knees at the side of his head, I offer him my pussy. 

He cranes his neck and, grabbing me by the hips, presses his mouth against my wetness once more. I sway my hips back and forth, thrusting against his face as he eats me out, all of his movements pregnant with a wild and insatiable hunger. 

A deep certainty fills me and I can’t help but smile—somehow, I’m sure that when we are finally old and wrinkled, our joints and muscles a ghost of a time gone by, he’ll be as hungry as he is now.

And that fits me just right, if you ask me. I’ve been missing out for the last two decades; I have absolutely no intention of going without sex even one single day for the rest of my life. 

What can I say? Now that I know how good sex is, there’s no way I can resist it. Plus, Palmer… he just makes me like this. I mean, I’m sure that he has this effect on pretty much every woman he comes across, but now he’s mine. 

Just mine.

As I grind against his face, he moves his hands back to my navel and allows two fingers to fall over my clit. Pressing down on it, he starts rubbing it fast, his fingers tracing circles around it.

My body tenses up and relaxes, the orgasm washing over me with an ebb and flow. The tides of pleasure are lulling my mind, the high waves of this ocean of ecstasy lapping at my body and spending the few reserves of energy I still have inside of me. But I still want more…

And I want one last showdown before making him fuck me for the last time.

I lift my legs and turn around and, with my ass turned to him, I go on all fours on top of his body. I reach for his cock and, grabbing it, I point it straight at my mouth and lower my head. 

At the same time, he hooks his fingers on my hips and forces me to ease my pussy down on his face. The moment I feel my wetness against his lips, I start to sway my body at a frantic pace, bobbing my head at the same rhythm. 

We go like this for God knows how long, the whole concept of time becoming completely meaningless. With his mouth on my pussy, and my mouth on his cock, I can’t really focus on anything else. And, as he licks my clit with renewed ferocity, I feel my brain on the verge of shutting down.

Still, I manage to remain unconscious, only to have another orgasm explode inside of me, the shock waves of it rushing through my muscles and forcing me to take his cock out of my mouth.

Coming up for air, I scream as loud as I can.

Breathing so hard that I’m dizzy, I climb out of Palmer’s body and, without waiting to see what he wants me to do, I go on all fours on the couch. He gets up in a heartbeat, kneeling behind me, and smacks my ass harshly with the palm of his hand. He does it again and again, and only stops when the pain becomes so deliciously unbearable that I’m moaning in ecstasy and thrusting back at him. 

I have my head bowed down, my hair cascading down my shoulders. And so while I can’t see him, I can imagine the wicked grin he has on his face as he presses his tip against my pussy.

With one simple thrust, he’s in me again, stretching me as wide as only he can do. I moan and scream, the sound of it blending into something almost inhuman. My voice caresses my eardrums and then claws at it, all while a firestorm rages inside of me, threatening to consume everything that I am. 

Maybe I’ll die of pleasure now; maybe my final orgasm will be so intense that I’ll stop breathing, my heart will stop beating, and then my brain will shut down. My soul will float away into the afterlife and, if all this happens, I’m sure that I’ll be going with a grin on my face. I mean, to go out with Palmer’s thick cock ravaging me wouldn’t be such a bad way to go, would it? 

No… no, it wouldn’t. 

When I finally come, there’s no screaming or moaning; I throw my head back against the couch and just hiss like a rattlesnake, my throat too ruined to carry on. I almost think that Palmer’s done, but when he pulls his cock out of my pussy he keeps its tip pressed against my inner lips.

Oh, sweet God… I think I’m really going to OD on pleasure. 

“Do it… Do it…” I beg him, and he starts to push his cock back inside me. It moves in at a slow pace, but it goes steadily all the same. Even though my throat has given up on me, I force myself to scream one more time, the pressure of Palmer’s cock on my insides too good for me to remain in silence.

“Hard… I want it hard,” I continue, and he doesn’t need any further instructions; he starts to thrust as if his life depended on it, ravaging me like he never did before. 

He buries his cock so deep inside me that I have to scream again. At the same time, he slides one hand around my waist and presses down on my clit with two fingers, immediately stroking it at a furious and almost too violent pace. 

It doesn’t take long for me to come undone — one more thrust of his cock and my mind snaps, my soul shattering into a thousand little pieces with it.

I thrust back, forcing him to push his cock deep into me, and then I hold that position as a violent convulsion takes over me. My muscles are burning, my skin is boiling, and both my heart and lungs are working overtime to keep me alive. It’s a wonder that I still haven’t passed out… I feel exhausted enough to fall unconscious, but I refuse to do it as pleasure still courses through my veins.

Even though Palmer and I have a lifetime ahead of us, I don’t want to waste one single second of what I’m experiencing now.

“I want you to come,” I find myself telling him, my brain seemingly having no say about what words leave my lips. As if my voice has a magical effect on his body, his cock starts to spasm and, half a heartbeat after that, it throbs violently and I feel the warmness of his seed filling me.  

Instead of gushing all his load inside of me, Palmer pulls his cock out and, still on his knees, starts to stroke himself. I feel his thick ropes of cum cover my lower back, beads of it sprinkling my skin.

By the time he’s done, all I can do is roll around so that I’m lying on my back. I take a few deep breaths, and then I sit up. He’s sitting up as well, his head thrown back against the couch as he tries to catch his breath.

Slowly, I run my fingertips down his forearm and take them to his hand. I tangle my fingers on his, and then lean into him and press my lips on his face.

“I love you,” I whisper again, somehow knowing that I’ll never grow tired of these three words. As silly as it might sound, I feel like I’m the luckiest woman on Earth. 

“I love you too,” he whispers back at me, his fingers tightening around my own. My body grows cold suddenly, and perhaps feeling it, Palmer reaches for his discarded shirt on the floor and makes me wear it. He dresses me as one would do to a small child, and I keep my eyes on his as he does it, just enjoying the delicate way he’s handling me.

For a man capable of such dominance and raw power, I can’t help but be surprised at how kind he truly is. I can’t believe I used to see him as someone cold and heartless, a total asshole even.

To say that I was wrong doesn’t even begin to describe it.

Standing up, his large shirt covering most of my body, I make my way toward the large windows of his living room. 

“Where are you going?” He asks me, picking his boxer briefs from the floor and getting inside them. He goes up to his feet and then joins me by the window, his arm laced around my waist.

“The city… it looks so beautiful from up here,” I whisper, not even knowing why I’m saying. At ground level, from the windows of the Old Tale, the city is nothing but a blend of smog and dirty concrete. But from up here, there’s a certain magic about it all.

The streets have an orange glow at night, and the tall spires of office and apartment buildings rise up in the air like Christmas trees. And though I know that no one really sleeps in a big city, right now it feels so… calm. 

It’s almost relaxing.

“It does,” Palmer agrees with me, and then he’s the one brushing his lips against my cheek. “But only because you’re here with me.”

I look into his eyes, but this time I don’t say anything. 

Sometimes, words just get in the way. 

Smiling, I go up on tiptoes and kiss him, closing my eyes as I let the memory of this moment be forever imprinted on my mind. 

Love—sometimes it’s even better than what we imagine it to be.


Authors’ Note

 

Hola, Vixens!

 

Writing this thing has been a wild adventure for Daphne and I, and we’re glad you came along for the ride! I trekked all the way to big, bad Bangkok itself to get up close and personal with the insane locations where this book was set…and had the pleasure of getting into a few real-life mishaps along the way (though none quite so bad as the ones you just read, thankfully!).

 

This book was about a character who saw love as something easily calculated and capable of being planned—which anyone who’s ever been in love can tell you is rarely ever the case. This one is for all of our readers who have tried to put their love lives on a deadline or squeeze them into their schedules…whether you’re still looking for your own Lock Williams, or if you’ve already found him in the most unexpected way ;)

 

Stay golden, Vixens, and never forget…

 

Sometimes, the best adventures are the ones you can’t even remember!

 

Love,

Natalie Knight & Daphne Dawn
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