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Authors Note


Hi besties, 
If you’re looking for horrible characters who do bad things and eventually redeem themselves, you won’t find them here. 
Or if you’re looking for horrible characters who get what’s coming to them, you also won’t find them here. 
These characters make no apologies.

So if you don’t like how they act or how they handle things, I tried to warn you. 
If on-page sex with non-main characters bothers you, then this isn’t the book for you. 
If you’re looking for the cute fluffy HEA, then this isn’t the book for you. While they will end up together, the definition of ‘happy’ is relevant to them and only them.         
Content contains, but is not limited to: C H E A T I N G (like lots of it), OW/OM drama, mental and emotional manipulation, CNC, and dubious consent.
As always, if you see any typos or errors… please send them to my instagram or email. Reporting directly to Amazon endangers my account. Thank you so much!




Sammie
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I am not a good person. There is something fundamentally wrong with me. I could blame it on my father, an immoral man who spawned half-siblings across the country while my mother dutifully waited at home. I could say that I, perhaps, am young and haven’t fully matured enough to understand the gravity of my actions. But in all honesty, I  enjoy it. I enjoy having men choose me over their partners. It’s empowering, a thrill, a fucking high. 
And it's fun because men are such simple creatures. So easily led by their dicks, I barely have time to play before I snatch them up.
Some would say the worst part is that I don’t even warn the women they cheated on. Why should I? They’re the ones who stupidly got into a relationship with a man. That’s a choice one should not make. Men don’t understand the complexity, nor do they have the capacity to love someone and remain faithful. 
A persistent knocking breaks through my thoughts, and I blink, looking down at the tan, muscular chest underneath my manicured red nails. His hands dig into my hips as he pumps into me from below. I’m a little stunned that I’m still going through the motions of riding his cock while I zoned out.
“Zach?” A soft voice calls through the closed door. 
He freezes under me. I push up, straighten myself on his lap, and straddle him more fully. “I thought you said your wife doesn’t visit you on set?”
His blue eyes widen, but he didn’t move to take me off his hard dick. “She usually doesn’t.”
I scoff. “Well? Do you want to go answer her? I can hide in the bathroom.”
His gaze flicks between us and the door; it isn’t a long distance within the small trailer. Zach shakes his head, guiding my hips to start moving again.
My pussy clenches, and I smirk. He actually has a semi-impressive dick, he just isn’t doing much with it. But the adrenaline of almost getting caught and him not running to intercept his wife has me hornier than the week before my period. 
I grind down on him, rubbing my clit against his pelvis as I slide up and down his length. When another knock sounds, I groan softly. I didn’t particularly want to get caught and deal with the drama that usually ensued. His cock twitches inside me, and I lean back down onto his chest.
“Does it get you all hot that you’re fucking someone else while your wife waits patiently on the other side?” I whisper. 
His eyebrows furrow, and his fingers dig harder into my flesh. He plants his feet onto the mattress and thrusts deeper into me. I bite down to stop the moans threatening to spill, his thick cock really does stretch me well. I am almost tempted to do this again. 
“I– no, it’s the fact I’m fucking you after months of teasing,” he says, a drop of sweat rolling down his face. 
“Oh god,” I gasp, clamping down on his dick as I come. It isn’t anything earth-shattering, but enough to please me.
“Yeah?” I breathe heavily as I feel his cock start to swell. “You going to come inside me, Zach? Have you imagined it was me when you go home and fuck your wife?” 
“FUCK!” he grunts out loudly, and I slap a hand over his mouth. He throbs with each pulse of his cum, filling the condom. Sometimes, I wish I could experience what a bare cock felt like inside me, but I was never going to chance it with the kind of men I fucked. 
I roll off him as he’s still panting, his arm thrown over his eyes. Grabbing my shorts and tank top on my way to the bathroom, I pee and wipe quickly as I jiggle my ass back into the tight outfit. I really should have brought a comfortable change of clothes. 
Zach sits up as I exit the small room, fixing my ponytail so there isn’t a hair out of place. 
“Where are you going, babe?”
I can’t withhold the physical flinch at the use of the nickname. Sending him a withering glare, I pick up my phone. “Packing up my trailer and then heading home.”
He quickly jumps off the bed, wrapping the sheet around his waist. “Wait, what? Since when are you leaving?” 
Shrugging, I text my assigned assistant without looking at the distraught man before me. “What does it matter?” 
“Because— I thought I would have some time to enjoy the two of us before having to start the divorce.” 
I frown, shoving my phone into my back pocket and crossing my arms. My tank top struggles to contain my breasts. “Why would you file for divorce?” 
Zach stares at me silently in confusion. His shoulders slump as he sits at the edge of the bed. “Because we’re together now?” 
His disheartened tone makes me want to laugh, but I keep my face impassive as I raise an eyebrow. “We fucked, Zach. That’s it. We got some pleasure out of it, and now we move on. You go back to your boring wife, maybe pop out a kid or two to reassure her you love her, and I go home and forget about this in a couple of weeks.”
His mouth opens, his face paling as the reality of the situation sinks in. “I… thought-”
Rolling my eyes, I bend over, balancing on one foot as I put on my sneakers. “I know what you thought. Didn't I warn you to not fall in love with me?” 
“You’re a fucking bitch.” His eyes darken, a flush working up his chest as his anger heightens.
Knowing that is my clue that it’s about to turn nasty,  I inch towards the door. “And? I wasn’t the one who made vows to someone else. Why would I ever want to be with you?”
I don’t know what he throws at me when I give him my back. It hits me in the shoulder, but I shake it off and scurry through the door. Glancing around, I make sure his wife is nowhere to be seen as I make my way across the lot. Thankfully, my trailer is not close to his, and it will give me time to get the fuck out of dodge. I can hear the crashing noises behind me as he destroys his trailer.
Pausing halfway across the lot, I place my hand over my back pocket to see if someone is really calling me or if I have one of those annoying phantom vibrates. When it continues, I groan at the caller ID. Any satisfaction I had of the quick rump in the sheets evaporates.
I tuck between two trailers parked to my right, leaning across the cool metal to try to hide from view. People were inherently nosy when you were on a phone call, taking advantage of that person’s distraction. 
“Yes, Mother?” I spit out the word with as much disgust as I can, but she misses it as usual.
“Birdie!” she says excitedly, and I flinch, my teeth grinding at the term of endearment.  I slink deeper into the shadows and away from the lingering film crew.
“I told you never to call me that,” I hiss. 
My mother is silent for a moment, and I hear a sniffle. “You’re right, I’m sorry. I’ll try to remember next time. I just miss hearing it, you know?” 
I bite my tongue till I can taste the metallic bitterness of blood. My fingers hurt with how hard I’m clenching my phone, I can practically hear the glass cracking. “No, I don’t miss hearing it or him. He was a fucking cheating bastard. How can you even grieve him?” 
She sighs. “You don’t understand. He was my husband and your father… He always came home to me.” 
I kick at the brick holding the trailer up, uncaring if it got dislodged. Unfortunately, the thin thread of my sneakers wasn’t a match against the small pillar. Taking a deep breath, I push thoughts of my father away. “What did you want?”
“A mother can’t just call her daughter up and ask how she’s doing?”
“A mother, sure. The jury is still out on whether you are one or not. And before you get all dramatic, tell me what you want, or I will hang up and put you on do not disturb for three days.” 
She sniffles loudly again, expressing how hurt she is by my words. “The rent is due by the end of the week, and the lawyer is still unwilling to change the date of the estate checks.”
“Okay?” I drop my head back, not ready to have the same monthly fight about money. “But you get the check eventually, so the money should be there. Telling me that the check comes after rent, but you never seem to have enough for the next month is fucking stupid.” 
A gargled sob breaks out, and I groan. “I can’t get a job, Samantha. I’ve never had one. He took care of everything. What am I supposed to do?”
“I’ll take care of it. I always do, don’t I?” 
“Oh! Thank-” 
I hang up, not wanting to hear her insincere apologies. The only type of appreciation she ever shows. Banging my head against the trailer a few times, I swallow the lump in my throat and soothe away the ache in my chest. This is why I worked as hard as I did. No one could take away or claim my success. This was all on me. I never have nor will I ever need a man for any part of my life. 




Tanner
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The dull conversation has me wanting to smash the wine glass and slit my throat with a broken shard. I take another gulp of the bitter alcohol, glancing over at the other occupants of the country club’s patio. Boring, lackluster, and so meticulously unoriginal.  
“Whatever you would prefer, Mrs. Daniels. I have an open schedule.” My girlfriend’s sweet voice pierces my inner mulling, her pale pink nails draping onto my arm. I look at her, the shiny white smile pasted on her lightly makeup face. She is so beautiful that it makes me sick. Like genuinely sick. When I had chosen Madeline to be my stand-in, I hadn’t realized that the well-mannered and put-together woman was not a facade. She is too kind, too shy, too… everything I am not nor want to be.  
But what’s done is done. I couldn’t take it back after word got to my parents, they were overjoyed I had caught the attention of Madeline Waldorf. 
“What’s going on?” I ask, setting the empty glass down. 
My father sighs, adjusting the lapels of his jacket as he waves for the waitress to refill our drinks.
“Your family’s charity gala. Your mother asked for my assistance to help organize it over the next month," Madeline preens. It is an honor to be asked that. Women always compete for my mother’s attention over the coveted spot.
Swallowing down my distaste for the misplaced gesture, I tilt my head innocently. “I wasn’t aware that was something you wanted to waste your time on.” 
Madeline’s shoulders slump slightly, and her smile flickers. “It’s not a waste of time at all. Mrs.Daniels–”
My mother’s hand waves her off. “Ignore him, Madeline. I’m honored to have your help and enthusiastic about your suggestions so far.” 
Rolling my eyes, I grab my newly filled glass and turn away from the conversation again. I almost spit out my wine when I catch the woman walking onto the terrace. I wipe my mouth and excuse myself from the table without waiting for their responses. 
Sammie stands at the bar, leaning on the counter. The young bartender blushes, his eyes trying hard not to glance down at the ample cleavage showing. Her long dark hair hangs in loose curls down her back, bringing attention to her stunning curvy body in the white dress.
“I thought you were in London for another month.” 
She spins, her long hair snapping across my chest. Her red-colored lips tip into a seductive smile, her hazel eyes twinkling. “Tanner. Did you miss me?” 
I lean down, kiss her cheek, and step back to lean on the counter next to her. “Always. Did you miss me?” 
“Of course,” She says, the lie rolling off her tongue so sweetly that I am dying for a taste. “And my scenes wrapped up quickly. They said they could fly me back if needed.” 
The bartender sets a martini down in front of her before hurrying to the other side. Sammie takes a sip and then faces me fully. “I’m surprised to find you here. You usually avoid it.” 
I nod over to the table. “I’m having lunch with my parents and girlfriend.”  My heart pounds when I let the word out, watching her intensely. Her face freezes for a second before I watch a mask come down over it. 
“Girlfriend? Someone managed to catch your interest long enough?” Her tone drips with apathy. 
Catching Madeline’s curious eyes, I wave her over, unable to keep the smile off my face as Sam watches intently. Her gaze drags down Madeline’s blue dress and white cardigan. Her blonde pulled back in an elegant twist. When she stops next to me, I wrap my arm around her thin waist and pull her closer to my side. 
“Maddie, this is one of my closest friends, Samantha. She’s been overseas filming for some show.” 
Madeline’s bright blue eyes widen. “Oh goodness. You’re Sammie Sumners!” She faces me, her hand coming to rest on my chest. “You never told me you knew her.” 
I bite my tongue as Sammie’s face flashes in anger before she can control her reaction. I shrug, kissing Madeline’s temple for setting that up better than I could have planned. “It never came up.” 
Madeline sticks her hand out. “It’s so nice to meet you. I loved you in that lifetime movie about the lifeguard.” 
Sammie shakes her hand with a painted-on smile. “Thank you. You’re too kind.” 
“We should get back. It’s nice to know you’re back in town. Reach out to Dean or Jasmine; we can all catch up.” I tell Sammie, ushering Madeline back to the table with my parents. My father gives me a warning look as I take in my mother’s thundering mood. 
Her icy eyes stare at me. She waits till Madeline and I settle back into our seats before speaking. “I wasn’t aware you were still associated with that woman.”
I sigh. “I’ve known her all my life. You’re aware of that.” 
My mother huffs, twisting the napkin on her lap. “Yes, well-”
“Darling, perhaps this isn’t a conversation to have around so many inquisitive ears.” My father speaks for the first time since we had our orders taken. 
I can feel Madeline’s questioning eyes throughout the rest of the meal. Her craving for understanding simmers off her like the heat of a hot spring. Thankfully, she restrains herself till we are back in our car and on our way to my apartment. 
“Why doesn’t your mother like Sammie Sumners?” 
“Stop saying her name like that. It sounds way too awestruck,” I snap.
Madeline huffs, turning toward the window and pulling her knees from against mine to lean on the door instead. I groan, any type of abrasive behavior was always met with the silent treatment as if I had offended her by not kissing her ass. It reminds me of a spoiled princess.
“My mother’s friend swears that Sammie slept with her husband….allegedly.” 
Madeline gasps, her hand flying to her chest in outrage. I refrain from rolling my eyes at the dramatic gesture. “Does she have proof?”
I shrug. “Who knows. Enough to get half in their divorce, but nothing ever came to light. It was just a rumor.” 
It was more than a rumor. I could name every single one of her conquests. It wasn’t like she was exactly discreet, but the husbands or boyfriends were always left to clean up the pieces after the fact to hide the affair. 
“That’s… horrible. If it’s true, then obviously, your mom rightfully should hate her. But if it’s false, Sammie is judged harshly for something she didn’t do.”
“Sure,” I say, irritated at her sympathy for the situation regardless. Not every situation has a fucking victim. I wonder how Madeline would feel if she knew the wife was smart enough not to get caught cheating with the underaged pool boy. 
“You don’t agree?” Madeline tries to pry.
I pull out my phone, bored with this conversation. I have better things to focus on than what my mother thinks about Sammie and appeasing my girlfriend’s inquiring mind with a theoretical debate. “I don’t fucking care.”
She huffs again, facing back toward the window. I smirk and tell my driver to change the address to her hotel. 
“Seriously, Tanner?” 
Shrugging again, I itch to pull up Sammie’s Instagram. After Madeline’s remark, I just know she will be vying for attention from the horny, desperate men in her comments. “Yeah, seriously. I don’t want to deal with your attitude any longer.”
“Sometimes I wonder why I even put up with you.” She frowns, and I lean forward, tilting her chin up with my knuckle.
I kiss her lips softly, and her apprehension fades away. “Just because I don’t kiss your ass doesn’t mean I don’t like you.” 
Her lips thin at the word like, and I wait, daring her to comment on it. When she remains silent, I give her another kiss and sink back into my seat. She reaches out to hold my hand, and I allow this to pacify some tension before I abandon her for the night and divulge my fantasies of another woman. 




Sammie
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Scowling, I toss my phone down on the counter. Of course, the uppity little bitch has a private account. Who even does that anymore? The whole point of social media is to  share your life. 
I turn on my bath, pouring the oils and bubbles into the scalding hot water. Inhaling the soft fragrances, I try to let go of my annoyance. I’m not even sure why I fucking care. Tanner can date whoever he wants, but I know deep down she will never be me. He’s wanted me since we were teenagers when we got swept up in puberty and lost our virginities to each other. 
Shimming my silk robe off my shoulders and gathering it at my chest, I make sure I have enough cleavage to come off flirty but not scandalous. I grab my phone, take a quick photo, and post it on my Instagram story with some bullshit about the comforts of my own home. 
I smile as I climb into the tub, relaxing at the sting of heat. I’ll give him an hour and check if he’s seen or reacted to the post.
Grabbing the loofah, I put my exfoliating scrub on it, washing away the pathetic stalking I had done over the last hour. I am fucking Sammie Sumners, and Tanner Roberts has wanted me forever. He always wants me. 
My nipples pebble when I think about the clumsy night when we were fifteen. It was the first and only time I had fucked someone single. But I knew I wouldn’t be able to talk an experienced man into my bed, I needed someone easy to break that pesky hymen. 
Tanner was available and over-eager to be used. He practically volunteered for the job before I even offered it. He had always been in tune with my needs long before I knew what I wanted. That’s why we have been friends for as long as we have. 
I spread my legs over the edges of the tub, slipping my fingers between my thighs. The memory of my first time was pleasant because Tanner was one of the few men who got me off without instructions. My core clenches when I remember how he admitted to watching a lot of videos for preparation. His research had definitely paid off when he pounded into my pussy like it was his profession.
I rub my clit harder, sinking the middle finger of my other hand inside as I think about how his hands caressed down my body like he was sculpting a masterpiece. My breasts quiver as I pump my fingers in and out, rocking my hips.
When he had finally taken off his pants, I remember the trickle of fear at the size of his cock. It wasn’t overly thick, not that I knew that at the time, but it was long. I wasn’t sure if he would fit back then, and he hadn’t the entire way. But now, I feel like we can easily get him fully buried inside me.
Remembering the feel of Tanner’s cock ripping through me has my legs trembling as I come. I remove my fingers from my pussy, slumping further against the tub as I take some calming breaths. After all the men I have fucked and won over in my games, I also wonder why I can't let go of that day. 
Shaking off the unexplainable emotion lingering in my chest, I leisurely continue the rest of my nighttime routine. When I finally get out, I check my stories and grin when I see that not only has Tanner viewed it, but he liked it. Any doubt I had that he moved on vanishes. Tanner might have a girlfriend, but I’ll always be the one that got away.
I’ve barely made it to my kitchen in my robe when a knock on my door raises the hair on the back of my neck. I’m not sure who would stop by unannounced. I quietly make my way to my door, peeping out and smiling when I see the familiar face on the other side.
I open the door, tilting my head to take in Jasmine’s outfit. Her warm copper skin glows under the white dress, her black hair curled into soft ringlets, and her smoky eyeshadow gave away she was either on a date or at a party. 
She glares at me. “I had to find out from a fucking Instagram story that you’re back in town?” 
“How long has Tanner been dating that perfect princess?”
Jasmine raises a dark eyebrow, her near-black eyes glinting with mischief. “What happened to hello? How are you?” 
Shaking my head, I open my door wider, and she beelines toward my kitchen, where I have an uncorked bottle of wine. 
“Tanner, huh?” 
Sighing, I take a drink before holding up my phone. “I’ll post you to close friends with a heartfelt caption. I can guarantee my brother will ask about you.” 
Her eyes widen with excitement as she reaches to snatch the device, but I tilt it back. “You tell me everything with no commentary or personal opinions?” 
“Done,” Jasmine agrees quickly, coming to my side so I can take the selfie and hand it to her to put whatever mushy best friend crap. I swirl the red liquid around the glass as I wait for her to finish. 
She sets the phone down and returns to the barstool. “Okay, so the first sighting was around July in the Hamptons.” 
“Did they arrive together? Or a chance encounter?” 
“Unsure, but they definitely arrived at the white-out party together.” 
I purse my lips. “What was she wearing?” 
“Tom Ford.” 
“Current season?” 
She nods her head, her dark locks glimmering under the bright lights of my kitchen.  
“Definitely a statement piece. And since then?” 
“A couple of outings and every single one of Mrs. Daniels’ events.” Jasmine gives me an expectant look, knowing that is high praise not to be run off by Tanner’s mother. 
I finish my drink, pour more, and think about that. My phone dings, and Jasmine’s greedy fingers check the message. I can tell by the shit-eating grin the carefully laid trap worked, and my brother is ensnared. 
“Her account is private, but Tanner has posted her a few times. It doesn’t seem that serious.” I admit not wanting to acknowledge how much his mom fucking hates me.
I grab my phone, sliding it away from her and viewing what my brother said. He is the only half-sibling I talked to. He inherited the majority of our father’s business. The rest of my siblings were bottomfeeders and barely scraped together enough cash a month to pay their bills. They had one chance to be in my life without asking for money; the second they did, they were cut off. 
Jasmine shrugs, watching as I send her contact information to him. “I may follow her.” 
Pausing my carefully worded warning to my brother about hurting my friend, I narrow my eyes. “And?” 
“And…” she trails off before grinning as she pulls out her phone, handing it over to me. 
I was hesitant to grab it. “What do you want?” 
“You’ll be my wingwoman for as long as your brother is interested?” 
Grimacing, I grab the phone and open Madeline’s profile. “As long as you don’t ask me for sex tips, I don’t want to know any intimate details of my brother's cock or how he uses it.” 
“Not even if it’s w–”
“Nope. Not anything, or I swear to god I’ll tell him about the stalker you fucked and gave you Trich.”
Jasmine gasps. “That’s a coffin secret, as in we take that to.the.grave and never tell anyone.” Her eyes narrow. “Don’t forget the one I have on you.”
I smirk. “How could I? You remind me every time I fuck someone new, even though I now know all my siblings’ faces. No more surprise make-outs. Also, let’s not forget that you were the one who dared me to kiss her.”
She giggles and turns my attention back to the boring Instagram hidden behind a private screen. There is nothing interesting about Madeline Waldorf, and her profile confirms it. The problem is that she’s aware of me this time, and I will have to play my game differently. 




Tanner
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Gripping my cock, I give it an absentminded stroke as I scroll the album, trying to find the video I want.  
The warm water beats at my back as I fist myself and start my favorite scene. Smiling, I squeeze my head before stroking my shaft harder at the AI-generated porn I paid a pretty penny for. 
Even knowing it wasn’t Sammie in the video, the uncanny resemblance of her body and voice was too hard to pass up until I got the real thing again. 
Sammie lays on the bed, her naked body on display as her red nails trail down her toned body. Her fingers open her pussy up, showing off the glistening pink flesh. 
“Mmmm. I wish you were here, Tanner.”
I squeeze my cock, rubbing some of my pre-cum on my head and down my shaft, imagining it is her juices instead. 
She slips two fingers into her pussy, pumping them in and out slowly. Her brownish nipples are hard and pebbled. My mouth waters at the thought of sucking on them. Sammie slips her fingers out, moaning as she sucks them into her mouth before reaching out and grabbing a flesh-colored dildo. 
She bites her lip, lines it up at her entrance, and cries out as she pushes the dildo inside her. 
“I wish this was your cock, Tanner.” 
My dick jerks in my hand at her raspy cry; it does every time I watch this particular one. What I wouldn’t give to hear it in person. 
I fuck my fist in time with the thrusts of the dildo inside her cunt. My imagination only takes me so far, I was desperate for the warmth of her pussy. After months of planning, I was so close. 
“Oh my god. You feel so good. Come inside me, Tanner. Give me your cum.” Sammie screams on screen, her face twisting into an orgasm. 
Fire shoots up my spine, and my balls draw up as I stroke myself to release. “Fuck fuck fuck,” I grunt as I come. Thick white ropes of cum spray all over the wall. My chest heaves as my heart pounds from the strength of it. This is why this video is my favorite. The words chosen are some of my biggest fantasies. I want to fill her up and mark her walls with my cum. 
Turning off my phone, I toss it onto the pile of clothes in the corner and finish up my shower. Coming to my personally tailored videos always takes the edge off the growing tension of having to put up with Madeline. She is getting clingy with each passing month, more than I had originally anticipated since Sammie wasn’t supposed to be home so soon. The past month has been agony as I waited for any signs she cared since returning from her filming. Other than her posting more frequently on Instagram, I haven’t found any. And I wasn’t even sure if the constant stories were for my attention, perhaps it was only my delusional wish.
I’m drying off my hair with a towel as I walk to the kitchen when I pause at the figure sitting on my couch. 
“What are you doing?”
She frowns, looking behind me. “Are you here alone?”
Throwing the towel onto the counter, I cross my arms over my bare chest, thankful I had at least put on pants. Madeline’s innocent little eyes would have gotten more than she could have handled if I hadn’t. “Who else would be here?” 
Her face flushes, and tears begin to gather on her waterline. “You were in the shower a long time, and I swore I heard a woman’s voice.” 
“You don’t trust me?” I ask mockingly. If she was smart, she shouldn’t. 
“I do, but—“ her hands twist into her lap. “I heard…”
Sighing, I continue my journey to the kitchen. I was hungry. “Yeah, it was a video. I was listening to… something.” 
I hear the clicking of her heels as she follows me. “You were masturbating? with porn?” 
Turning, I take in the outrage sketched on her face, swallowing the urge to laugh at the word masturbating falling from her lips. I narrow my eyes. “Duh, Maddie. I’m not a fucking virgin, and I gotta take care of myself since my girlfriend wants to wait. Is that a problem?” 
“YES!” She practically screams, her knuckles turning white as she grips the stool at my counter’s bar. “Touching yourself to porn is cheating.” 
“Cheating?” I gawk. Truly blindsided by this absurd accusation. 
Madeline jerks her head as if it’s fucking obvious what she’s saying. “Yes. You purposely looked at a woman, got aroused by it, and got off from it.”
I laugh, unable to contain it. “Sometimes I get fucking stiffys from women on the street. Is that cheating, too?” 
Her eyes narrow. “You’re being deliberately obtuse. That’s not the same, and you know it.”
Licking my lips, I give her an unpleasant grin that has her shifting on her feet. “Okay, let’s say for a moment I entertain this idea. What do you suppose I do? Imagine you? What would I have to go off of? Are you going to send me a photo for inspiration?” I pause as she stares back silently.  
“No? So what should I do, huh? Just continue to wait till you’re ready and not even touch my own dick. It’s not like those women in porn are real, I’ll never meet them.”
Her face flushes, and she looks away as tears stream down her cheeks. “You said you’re okay with waiting.”
I run a hand through my wet hair. “And I am, but you’re saying I can’t even jack off because you think it’s cheating.”
“The porn, Tanner. That’s the point.” She croaks out, hiccupping as she wipes her face with the back of her hand, moving to fiddle with the tiny gold cross hanging around her neck.
Sighing, I step closer to her and smile inwardly when she doesn’t move away because that means she’s not as mad as she appears. I grip her waist, pulling her into my body, tilting her head back, and tucking her blonde hair behind her ears. “Alright, I’ll stop the random porn, but maybe we can work something out between us.” 
Her red-lined eyes widen. “Like what?”
I shrug, pressing light kisses to the corner of her eyes, her nose, and finally her lips. “Whatever you’re comfortable with.”
She nods, biting into her thin lips gently. “Can I think about it?”
“Of course.” I squeeze her for a moment, shoving the irritation of her ridiculous innocence before stepping away. “You never did tell me what you were here for.”
“Oh. Your mom let me up after dropping off a few suits for you. We were finishing up some last-minute things for the gala tomorrow. I was hungry, and I had hoped you would be too.” 
I paint on the smile I use to pacify people and poke her nose softly. “I am hungry. Have I told you how much I appreciate you always thinking about me?”
Madeline beams, preening under the rare affection in my tone. “You’re always on my mind.”
I kiss her again and pat her butt before moving her out of the way to get dressed. I tell her to pick a favorite spot and call the local entertainment paparazzi to ensure we’re seen to bring attention to the gala tomorrow. She gushes at the idea as I fight a grin all the way to my bedroom, knowing Sammie will see the photos the minute they’re posted. 




Sammie
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“God, I forgot how fucking dreadful these events are.” I down the rest of the champagne, getting rid of the glass on a random passing tray.  
Jasmine coughs, choking on her own drink at my words. “Inside voice, Sam. Happy smiles.” She runs a finger up from the corner of her lips to her cheek as I glower. 
Plastering on the smile she wants, I turn to face the small clusters of people gathered in the large room. It was always the same; everyone decked out to the nines but would only gravitate towards those of equal social status.
“I’m not even sure how you wrangled a ticket for me to begin with.” 
Jasmine huffs. “There’s a reason I’ll never leave my job. It’s not the clientele, but the fact there’s no such thing as a closed door.”
I wave at Mrs. Roberts, who gives me a surly look before showing me her back. Chuckling to myself, I face Jasmine again, giddy with amusement. 
“She hates me. I love it.”
Jasmine glances at Tanner’s mother and sips before shaking her head. “Well, you can’t say she doesn’t have a reason.”
“How was I supposed to know it would look like a fucking massacre on the sheets? No one warns a girl about that stuff. Tanner legit thought I was dying.” 
Jasmine snorts, covering her mouth as she looks around to see if anyone caught that before stepping closer to me. “All I’m saying is if that was my son. I would never be able to look that girl in the face.” 
“Yeah, but there’s a difference between being uncomfortable and the hatred she spits at me.” I laugh.
She hides her smile behind her glass as one of her co-workers approaches us. I tune out the conversation, desperately wishing I could check my phone. Over the past month, I had been careful not to engage with Tanner, wanting to appear indifferent to his life.
But tonight will be the perfect opportunity to start a casual conversation, especially since I know his little girlfriend had helped his mother plan this whole thing. It means they will both be in attendance, and I can weave my little venomous webs. Madeline is the primary target, but I also want to feel Tanner out.
Jasmine pushes closer to me, fitting herself away from her touchy co-worker.
“Hey, Mr. Veneers & Bad Toupee, are you also blind? She’s not fucking interested. Get lost,” I snap, glaring at the pot-bellied man, whose face flushes before moving away from us quickly.
Her wide eyes turn to me. “Samantha, he’s the head of the legal department.” 
Shrugging, I look across the way, where I see Nate Holloway watching the entire interaction. Jasmine’s boss is glaring at the retreating man with a promise I recognized. When I go to point it out, I’m almost startled by the presence that pops up before us.
“Evening, Samantha. Jasmine,” Madeline greets, pushing down her powder blue princess-cut gown. I almost want to snort at the irony of her spawning like a devil I just spoke about. I could also see the hesitation in her smile; she didn’t want to be associated with me. 
Jasmine steps forward, aligning herself to my side further. “Maddie. I heard you helped organize this whole extravaganza.” 
Madeline’s face falters for a brief moment before she turns up her megawatt smile. “I did. I was incredibly grateful that Mrs. Roberts asked me.”
“Well, it’s beautiful. I’m sure you passed the test,” I say allusively, grabbing a flute as a waiter walks by. 
“Test?” Madeline frowns, looking between us. 
I sip, nodding my head. “Oh yes. It’s how she feels you out; see if you’re a good fit for her son.” 
Jasmine snaps her fingers. “Remember that one Kiera planned? Tanner disregarded her before the night was over.” 
Madeline looks visibly rattled, but she shakes her head. “I don’t think Tanner puts much emphasis on his mother’s events.” 
I exchange a look with Jasmine and then lean forward. “Tell me, Madeline. Has she mentioned anything about me?”
Her cheeks flame red, and I can see her throat bob as she swallows. 
Laughing softly, I smirk. “Before my acting career, I was well-known for my event planning under my real name in our little world. Jasmine, did Mrs. Roberts ever ask me to help with her charity events?”
“Nope.” The pop of the word from Jasmine's glossy lips is the extra flare I was seeking, and a slight appreciation of her friendship flows throughout me.
I shrug. “Because she prays for the day that Tanner stops even acknowledging me.” 
Madeline’s disheartened expression has me rolling my eyes. 
“Chin up, sweetheart. You knocked it out of the park with this one. Now you just have to keep Tanner’s attention, and you’ll bag the ring.”
“Of course… You’ve already blown any other girlfriends out of the water by months,” Jasmine’s smile turns dark, and she leans forward. “If we’re going to be honest, I never expected someone like you to hold it down for so long. But I guess what they say must be true.” 
“What do they say?” Madeline says expectedly, pressing closer to us. 
“A lady on the street, freak in the sheets. Good for you, girl. I’ve heard the rumors of how often he wants it.” 
That was a bald-faced lie. I would claw anyone’s eyes out if they spoke about Tanner in bed. I’m sure he’s been with other women since our virginities almost a decade ago, but I didn’t need that confirmation. I almost knew from eavesdropping on a few of Madeline’s closest friends at brunch last week that Tanner was not getting anything. Madeline believed in purity before marriage. The only thing I was uncertain about was whether that was a personal choice or a religious belief. The former would be easier to manipulate her into throwing away. 
Her face is pale, and her mouth is open like a fish. 
Jasmine pats her arm, stroking it compassionately. “Look, our lips are sealed. We won’t say anything; just wanted to congratulate you on hooking that man. Other women have definitely tried and failed.” 
Madeline looks like she's going to be sick when she excuses herself from us. We wait till her blonde hair has disappeared from view before we start cracking up. I kiss both of Jasmine’s cheeks. “Have I told you how you’re one of my favorite people?” 
She shakes me off and rolls her eyes as she steps away. “Remember that when I become your sister-in-law.” 
“Ew, you guys are still going?” I hadn’t heard anything after the first date the night after I sent him her number last month.
“I think?” She says shyly and I want to comfort her, but I had already warned her that my brother didn’t fall far from our father’s tree. Monogamy just wasn’t in our genes. 
“Excuse me.” Jasmine makes her way out of the ballroom, I can only assume to sneak a glance at her phone in the restroom. 
Holding my champagne close to my chest, I walk slowly around the room and survey the crowd to find the man I’m searching for. It was time to enact the second plan of the night. I find my target among a group of rambunctious men at the far side of the room, away from the prying eyes of donors for Mrs. Roberts' event. 
I make my way over as stealthy as I can. I don’t want to draw the attention of his mother or girlfriend.
“Hello, boys,” I purr. I shift to the side, making sure the slit up to my hip is visible in my deep plum dress. 
Dean and Tanner chuckle, amused as the other men surrounding them gawk at my bare skin at such a pristine event. Dean pulls me into a side hug, his dark hair slicked back and his muscular body hidden nicely under his suit. 
“Sam, you always did know how to make an entrance.” 
I smile, kissing him on the cheek and rubbing the lipstick off his chiseled jaw. “It’s my specialty.”
Moving to Tanner, I slide my hand down from his chest to rest on his lower stomach, smiling inwardly when I feel the flex of the muscles. He grabs my wrist, redirecting it back to his chest. “Careful with those wandering fingers. Someone might get the wrong idea.” 
Raising an eyebrow, I smirk. “And what idea would that be?” 
Tanner steps away, dragging his gaze down my body and back to my face. “They might think I would be willing to throw away a good thing for a cheap one-night thrill.”
Dean sips his drink, not hiding his smirk. I hear a few chuckles around us, and I know everyone is watching the exchange. Humiliation burns through me, and my dress suddenly feels too tight against my hypersensitive skin. My tongue feels heavy and dry as I blink, processing the full extent of his words. 
“Right, we wouldn’t want them to think that. After all, I've been there, done that.” I grip the stem of my flute tighter, unimpressed with my retort. It was weak, but I was temporarily stunned by Tanner’s attitude. 
Dean laughs, clapping Tanner on his shoulder. “At least you were memorable, man.”
Tanner smirks, his dark eyes narrowing at me. “Oh, it was definitely memorable. And it’s why I would never give up the chance with Madeline for some used pussy. I’m sure her virgin cunt will be as tight as yours was a long time ago.” 
Something in my chest aches and cracks, and my hand moves before I can catch up to what I’m doing. The rest of my champagne splashes over his face, some drops splattering onto Dean and the surrounding men as they step away. Tanner wipes off his face, glowering at me. 
“Go fuck yourself, Tanner. According to your girlfriend and her friends, you’re good at that.” 
I push the glass into Dean’s hands and stalk away. Grabbing my coat from the designated area, I call an Uber and go home. For once, I was thankful for my somewhat lower social status allowing me to slip out without interruption. 




Tanner
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Cracking my neck to the side, I shrug off my jacket once we are inside the apartment. Thankfully, Dean had a spare shirt with him for me to change into after the scene that Sam had caused. Madeline was oblivious, as always, that anything happened, and I wanted to keep it that way.  
“Well, tonight was a success. I’m sure my mother is happy,” I tell her over my shoulder, moving to the kitchen to grab water. 
“Are you…happy?” Her trembling voice has me pausing to look back at her. Her fingers twist in front of her dress as she stares at me with a reproachful expression. 
“Yes?” I say carefully, unsure where she is going with this. 
Madeline exhales loudly before walking over to me. “I want to try something.”
I raise an eyebrow; her hands shake as she pulls up her dress and kneels before me. My cock hardens at the sight of her golden hair shining down her back and her expensive dress spread out on the floor. 
“Madeline?”
Her eyes close briefly before she opens them again, determination shining bright. She reaches up and unbuckles my belt, pulls it through the loops, and tosses it away from us. She pops open the button of my pants and drags the zipper down. I’m so hard that the material is bulging as she runs over the raised material. 
She swallows, licking her lips as she tugs my pants down my thighs and then curls her fingers in the waistband of my briefs. 
Madeline gasps when my briefs fall far enough that my thick cock springs out. She leans away from it, staring with wide eyes. 
Wrapping my hand around my shaft, I hold it straight for her. “Don’t be shy, sweetheart. Go ahead and give it a lick.” 
Her tongue peeks out, running around the crown of my cock. I groan, I have missed the feel of a woman’s mouth. 
“Give me your hand,” I instruct her, showing her how to hold onto my hardened length. I demonstrate how to squeeze it tight enough and stroke me. 
We do that for a moment, Madeline tentatively switching from licking at the tip and pumping my cock with her insecure hold. 
“Suck me into your mouth at the same time you jack me off.” I rock my hips toward her face in a soft command. 
Madeline’s thin lips form around my head, suckling on me gently. I try to press in further, and she pulls back nervously. 
“You gotta relax.” 
“I’m trying,” she snaps before exhaling. “Sorry.” 
I reach down, tucking her hair behind her ear, and give her a reassuring smile. “You’re doing good. Get out of your head.” 
She nods and leans forward, pumping my cock in her hand as she opens wider and sucks me halfway into her mouth. 
I hiss out a curse, closing my eyes as I imagine the hands and hot mouth are someone else. The small scrap of her teeth has me wincing, but I ignore it, resting my hand on her head as she tries to figure out a rhythm. 
I picture this is how clumsy Sammie would have been if she had given me a blowjob at fifteen before I took her innocence. The thought of breaking in her young, inexperienced throat like I did Sammie’s virginity has me surging forward. 
I twist my fingers into her hair, holding her to me as my head falls back. The warmth encased around me was a close second to a pussy, and I pretend my cock is buried deep in Sam’s. I come before I can hold it back, pushing further in as I swell, spurting thick ropes down the exquisite snugness as the muscles clench around me. 
“Fuck,” I cry out when nails dig into my arms. I look down, blinking at the blonde head on my cock and not a voluptuous brunette. I pull out, and Madeline falls to her hands, coughing and gagging. She spits vehemently, a mixture of my cum and saliva smearing all over the floor. 
I grimace, knowing I had pushed her too far. It will definitely be a blowjob experience she’ll never forget. Grabbing a towel off the counter, I tuck myself back into my briefs and pull my pants up. I squat in front of her, holding the towel out for her to grab.
“I’m sorry,” I say sheepishly, though I’m not sorry at all. I’ve been without a woman’s touch for months, not that I was ever desperate for it before. But an odd yearning about knowing you shouldn’t do something made you want it more.   
Madeline snatches the towel from me, looking up at me with red-lined eyes and a scathing glare. She wipes her mouth and then the floor before hunching back. Her scowl doesn’t diminish as she sits there.
I scratch the back of my neck. “I am sorry, babe. It felt so good that I got carried away.” The words taste bitter on my tongue, but I swallow them down to keep my unwavering mask.
Standing, I offer a hand to help her up, which she takes before storming to the kitchen. She grabs my abandoned water and chugs it down, spitting it out over the sink. 
“That was horrible, Tanner,” Madeline says hoarsely. I wonder if her throat is bruised at all, weirdly infatuated with the idea of it. Her eyes water again, and I sigh, trying to come up with an apology she would want. 
“I’m sorry I ruined our first time.” 
Her face softens, and her fingers clench harder around the bottle. “It’s okay. Just.. maybe we don’t do that again for a while.” 
I nod, opening my arms, and she falls into them. Squeezing her gently, I kiss her temple. “I appreciate you trying, though.” 
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“What’s Madeline up to this morning?” 
I shrug. “I didn’t ask, and you didn’t tell me to bring her, Mother.”
She gives me a sharp look. “I didn’t think you had to be asked to bring your girlfriend. It’s simply implied.” 
Taking a large gulp of the mimosa, I ignore her and start picking at the poached egg in front of me. 
My father clears his throat. “Speaking of Madeline, we have something to discuss with you.” 
The food turns to ash in my mouth, I discreetly spit it into a napkin and lean back into the chair. “I should have known this wasn't a casual breakfast with the fam.” 
“The Waldorfs are a very prominent family. And while her brother is in line to inherit most of the company stocks, Madeline has a set amount to be gifted to her husband.”
Frowning, I glance between them. “Like a fucking dowry?” 
My father shifts in his seat, and my mother casts a smile at the passing waiter, ensuring they know to keep quiet about whatever they hear. 
“I suppose it could be taken as such,” My father explains.
Anger has my jaw aching from how hard I’m clenching my teeth as I glare back. “Are you asking or telling me?” 
“Tanner, be reasonable,” My mother hisses. 
Scoffing, I finish the rest of my drink and snap at the waiter to refill it before downing that, too. “Reasonable? This sounds awfully like an arrangement that neither Madeline nor I will have a choice on." 
“Madeline has already agreed,” My father says. 
I pause, the clingy bitch didn’t warn me about this at all. Granted, after the blowjob last weekend, she’s kept her distance more than normal. Her continuous texts gave me no hints that something was off. 
“We were waiting to speak to you till we had a contract drawn up,” He continues.
“And if I say no?” 
My father adjusts his Rolex before looking at me expectantly. “I didn’t raise my son to be that stupid.”
I bite back the retort that he didn’t raise me at all, not wanting to start that argument with my mother again. 
“I guess… my next question would be, are we giving her granny’s ring or something new?”




Sammie
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I grab the headrest, holding onto it to keep myself steady as I fall and drop onto his cock. He groans, his mouth sucking on one of my nipples that are pushed out of my dress. The material of his pants rubbed against my thighs with each bounce, and I knew I would have to put on some cream to ease the frictional burn. 
“Touch me. Don’t you want me to come on your cock?” I demand, looking down at Rob’s flushed face. 
He nods, moving his hands from my waist, under my dress, and above where we’re connected. The touch sends sparks of pleasure throughout me, and I gasp into his ear. 
“You know what you should do.” 
He groans, his eyes unstraying from the jiggle of my breasts. “What?”
I ride him harder, enjoying the slight swell of his cock as we both near our orgasms. I usually don’t fuck the same man twice, but after Tanner’s public rejection, I needed a sure thing. I’m fucking Summer Sumners; nobody turns me down. 
When Sadie and Rob got engaged last year, we had fucked in the bathroom late at night when everyone was too drunk to notice our absence. 
If I was going to have a repeat performance, it seemed only right to fuck him on the morning of his wedding. No one would suspect the groom to be getting off with a guest in the limo behind the venue. 
“Don’t wash your hands after we’re done. Then, when I know you’re up there, holding your new wife, it will be me all over her.” 
Rob hisses, and I jerk when he pinches my clit harshly. “You’re a bitch, you know what.”
I tangle my hand into his dark hair, twisting it to tilt his head back. “Then why are you fucking me?” I grind down onto his lap, trapping his hand as my pussy clenches in, warning him how close I am. 
He bites his lips, his brows furrowing. “I don’t know. You must have a gold-plated pussy or something.” 
Any other man would have tried to kiss me in this position, but Rob knows the score. His other hand holds onto my hip as he starts bucking into me, pounding his thick dick with deep strokes.  
“Come on my cock, you fucking whore,” He grunts out as his swelling shaft starts to pulse, his cum flooding into the condom. My body rocks as I lose my breath from the intense orgasm, waves of euphoria roll through me, and I slump onto his chest. 
We stay like that momentarily before I sit up, brushing his sweaty hair off his forehead. I can feel my own sweat slipping down my exposed chest, and I know I will have to freshen up before the ceremony.
I glare down at him, grabbing onto his cheeks and squishing them harshly. “Hope you enjoyed that. I don’t think your wife will appreciate that kind of language in bed tonight.”
Climbing off him, Rob holds onto his cock to keep the condom in place as I fix the top of my dress and scoot down the bench seat. He grabs some towels from the console and cleans himself before tucking his dick inside his pants and zipping them up. 
“She wouldn’t, but it won’t matter because I’ll be coming in that pussy raw,” He beams at me. 
Rolling my eyes, I focus on pulling on my heels and getting out of the car. “Thanks for the quickie. I’ll see you around. Congrats on finding someone stupid enough to marry you.”
His laughs echo into the chilly air as I shut the door and make my way to the closest restroom. Wiping down the valley of my breasts and armpits, I splash water on my face to cool down. Thankfully, I had brought some of my makeup in my purse to touch up. I reapply my blush and mascara. 
Finishing off with some clear lip gloss, I run my fingers through my hair to give it some volume and shake it out over my shoulders. I fix my breasts into place and exhale, knowing it’s going to be a long day. I wondered if I could catch a ride home right after the ceremony. 
When I push open the door, I startle at the man leaning on the opposite wall with a deadly smirk. I glower before trying to walk past, but he stops by grabbing my elbow.
“Tell me, Sammie. Did you enjoy that? Fucking someone else’s fiancée?” Tanner asks snidely.
I pull my arm away. “Tremendously. And they signed the papers last night, so technically, he’s already her husband.” 
“You feel better now? Healed your bruised ego?” His tongue drags along his bottom lip after he asks the taunting question. 
Narrowing my eyes, I laugh mockingly. “You think I fucked him because of you? You always have been delusional about us. Though I will admit, I was horny that night. I thought you would be an easy target. Kudos for proving me wrong, it’s nice to know you’re not that desperate for pussy anymore.” 
Tanner steps towards me, and I match his movement backward. Clicking my tongue, I point a finger for him to stop. “You started it, Tanner. Don’t get mad at me if you can’t handle the truth.” 
Giving him a fake pout with a head tilt, I can’t stop the laugh that slips out before I make my way down the hallway. I pause at the end of it and look back. He had watched me the whole way.
“And in case you were wondering. He had no problem coming in my used pussy.” 
I tuck away into the far corner of the pre-ceremony cocktail hour. No one loved standing around aimlessly while drinking bitter alcohol as much as the filthy rich did. Shifting on my heels, I double-check that my dress and hair are back in place as Dean comes to stand beside me. 
“Where or who did you get up to?” He asks, amused. 
Rolling my eyes, I take the mimosa from him and sip it. “Don’t worry about it.” 
“That tells me you were really naughty,” He grins, his green eyes glinting with excitement as if I set up a challenge he was eager to complete. 
I took in his dress slacks and jacket, raising a brow. “No suit?”
He shrugs, confiscating his drink. “I’m not in the wedding party.” 
“But Tanner is?” 
Dean tilts his head curiously. “Sadie is Madeline’s cousin. They’re both in the wedding party.” 
“Great,” I mutter, not wanting to see either of them again. “Why don’t you make yourself useful and get me a drink?” 
He laughs, handing his back over instead. “Why don’t you suck my dick first?” 
Pouring the entire flute down my throat, I smirk. “That’s not my specialty, and you’re not my type.”
[image: image-placeholder]“It’s illegal.”
I throw the heavy-weight ball back at him. “Since when does that matter.”
My brother grunts as he does a sit-up and throws it back toward me. “Since she would have due cause if I were caught.” 
“Give me a break. The woman barely remembers what month it is; she’s not going to notice someone digging around in her bank accounts.” My arms quake as I struggle to keep them straight for the exercise before I toss the ball back to him.
“Have you tried to legally get control of the accounts? It sounds like you could easily apply for a conservatorship if she’s incapable of managing the fortune herself.” He sets the ball down, standing and peeling the sweat-drenched shirt from his body.
Frowning, I take a sip of water and reach a hand out for him to help me up. “I don’t actually want to be in control of whatever she does, nor do I want to touch his money. I just want her to stop hitting me up every month, and I need proof she has some.”
“Proof for who, though? Yourself? You had no problem cutting off our siblings when they treated you like a cash cow.”
I push away from him, grabbing my towel and wiping off my face. “She’s my mom. She wasn’t a great one, but she never left me.”
“Sam,” he sighs, and I know I am about to get one of his many lectures. “You can set boundaries and still be involved in their life. It’s not all or nothing.” 
Swallowing more water to help the sudden burn in my throat, I shake my head. “You don’t understand. She sat there for weeks at a time, waiting for him to come home, and the minute he did. It was as if we were supposed to act like this big happy family and ignore the papers for child support he got almost yearly. I don’t want to pretend.” 
“You’re right, I don’t understand. And none of us will ever know why he stayed with your mother or you when he ignored the majority of us. But you have to stop comparing everyone to them.” 
Shrugging, I grabbed my keys, making it a point that I was done with this conversation. “I don’t. Because if I did, I would never speak to them to begin with. Thanks for nothing, per usual.” 




Tanner
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“Don’t you love weddings?” Madeline sighs, swirling into the foray of my apartment. The pink dress she had worn swooshed around her. She looked like one of those girls who trapeze through magical forests, looking for mythical creatures.  
Shrugging out of my jacket, I give her an unamused look. “Depends on the couple. That one wasn’t bad.”
“Rob and Sadie are perfect together. You could see how much they loved each other.” She gushes, setting her purse on the counter as we continue further into my home. 
I smile, unable to say anything in agreement since I knew Rob had gotten his dick wet just hours before marrying the love of his life. The same anger from earlier came back, knowing he had fucked my girl again. Sammie didn’t do the same man twice, and I had hoped to break that streak. But she broke her rule for fucking Rob, and it pissed me off. What was so fucking special about him? Nothing, considering she had a smile on her face as he stood up there on the altar and married someone else. He hadn’t even spared Sammie a glance the entire reception. 
Catching Madeline as she tries to walk past me into the kitchen, I pull her into my chest. I kiss her, enjoying when her body slumps into me. “Have you thought about the type of wedding you want?” 
Her breath catches, and she nods slowly. “Yeah, I have a whole binder.” 
“Hmm. That doesn’t surprise me. And how about your perfect groom? What does he look like?” I ask, kissing down her neck as she shudders. 
“He’s… handsome,” She says breathlessly. 
I hum into her skin, running my hands up her back and to the top of her dress. “What else?”
“He’s… kind.” She gasps when I start to unzip, smirking at her answer. I was the furthest thing from kind. In fact, I was only interested in eating her pussy right now because I was annoyed with Sammie. If there was one regret I had in life, it was the fact I had never tasted her before we fucked. 
Pushing off her dress, it pools at her feet, and I step back to admire the white strapless bra and matching panties she has on. I raise a brow and give her a teasing grin. 
“White. Who would have thought?”
She blushes. “Stop. I didn’t do it on purpose.” 
I trace a light fingertip between her breasts and down to her navel, curling my finger into the band of panties and pulling her to me. 
“How about I make you feel good?”
“Tanner…”
“Maddie,” I taunt her back and skim my hand to her ass, cupping it gently. “With my mouth only,” I whisper into her ear. 
“Okay,” she says hesitantly. I don’t let her change her mind, I bend down and throw her over my shoulder. “Tanner!” 
When we cross my bedroom, I throw her onto my mattress and follow her down. I pry her legs open and kiss the inside of her thighs. Madeline freezes, her body stiff, and I look up at her eyes squeezed close. 
“Madeline, look at me. I won’t do anything you don’t want.” 
Her blue eyes stare down at me, and she nods. I grin with selfish satisfaction that she trusts me when she shouldn’t. 
I gently kiss her thigh again, and she exhales loudly. Following a path up the inner part between her core and leg, I pause for her to stop it. When she doesn’t, I press a kiss on her pussy directly. She jerks slightly, and my hands come up to hold onto her thighs. 
I kiss the most intimate part of her again before pressing into the wet material and sucking it into my mouth. She gasps, and I can taste the beginnings of her flavor. 
Sliding a hand up her thigh, I move her panties to the side and expose her to me. Dark blonde curls sit at the top of her small mound, making it obvious that only her bikini line gets trimmed. I pry her pussy open with my fingers, red glistening warmth making my mouth water. 
It was similar to how Sammie’s looked on the videos I saved on my phone. The difference was that hers was completely waxed. With a groan, I devour her cunt, imagining the trembling legs at my ears with a more golden hue and the moaning voice with a raspier tone. 
“Oh god,” Madeline cries out, her fingers clenching in the sheets as I suck onto her clit gently before flicking it with my tongue. I was tempted to push a finger in her, see how tight she really was, but I didn’t want to try my luck any further. Madeline’s pussy didn’t really taste like anything; it meant she probably showered multiple times a day, and that was kind of disappointing. I wanted my pussy to taste like pussy, and she tasted like nothing, unmemorable. As dull as her life and personality. 
When her nails dug into my scalp, she lets out a screech that rivals a banshee. I pull back as her body arches and then slumps back on the bed. Sweat beads on her chest, but couldn’t be fully appreciated because her breasts were still covered. 
“You okay?” I teased, my thumb stroking her thigh. 
She nods, trying to catch her breath and fanning her flushed face. Her eyelashes fluttered, and her teeth dug into her thin lips. “Tanner?” 
“Hmm?” I sit up, righting her panties back into place. 
“I think… I think I’m ready.” 
I blink and then ask, confused. “Ready? For what?” 
Her nose wrinkles, and she looks away. “Ready for you.. to you know—take it.” 
A small sliver of relief courses through me that she wasn’t asking me to propose to her. And then a wicked gleam replaces it when I realize what she’s asking. “You want me to fuck you?” 
“Tanner!” She exclaims, embarrassment making her neck and chest flush. 
“You sure?” 
She nods, finally looking back at me. I knew I was a bastard for even considering it, but it’s been months since my dick has been buried inside a pussy. And who was I to turn down what’s being freely offered. 
Kneeling, I unbutton my shirt quickly and shuck it off. I jerk my head toward her bra. “Take it off.” 
As she sits up and reaches behind her back to unclip it, I lean over her and grab a condom from my nightstand. Her eyes follow my hand as I tug down my suit pants and briefs, stroking my hard cock once before opening and rolling in the condom. 
I wrap my hand around her throat, tilting her head to me and kissing her. She moans, her arms wrapping around my neck. I slide a hand down to her breast, giving it a squeeze as I push her back into the mattress and follow her down. Settling between her legs, I push her panties to the side again, annoyed she hadn’t thought to remove them. Lining my cock up to her entrance, I slide my hand to her waist and hold onto her as I thrust in. Her head jerks back, and my face falls into her neck with a loud grunt as she arches up with another screech as I tear through her barrier. 
“Holy fuck,” I whisper. Her pussy was so tight it was strangling my cock. I pull out a small amount before thrusting even further in.  
Her nails dig into my chest, trying to push me away. “Stop, stop. It hurts.” 
I pause, kissing her neck and drifting my hand to her pussy. “It’s going to hurt, but I promise it will feel better.” 
Playing with her clit, I gyrate my hips, moving only slightly inside her. Her walls are unrelenting with how tight they’re holding onto my cock. I can feel every flutter as she starts to get wetter for me. 
“That’s it, baby. You going to come on my cock?” I whisper into her ear.
Madeline shivers, but her body is still stiff as she lays there. Eventually, her pussy relaxes enough that I can pull out and push in with a decent stroke. If she's just going to lay there, determined not to participate, then I'm going to focus on myself. Kissing down to her chest, I suckle a nipple, imagining a more fuller breast and a pussy that would be fucking me back. 
She lets out a small whimper, and I speed up my thrusts, pounding into her. Her pussy is finally stretched to take most of my cock, and I felt the familiar fire building in my spine. Even if she was a dead lay, the warmth and tightness of a cunt is unmatched to a mouth or hand. 
I grunt, pumping a few more times before I come, filling the condom but wishing it was coating the walls of Sammie’s pussy instead. 
After the final spurt, I grab the edge of the condom and roll off her. A small masculine pride preens at the smeared blood as I toss it in the trash next to the bed. I throw an arm over my eyes and settle next to her. 
Madeline waits a few seconds before moving to cuddle into my side, her hand resting on my chest. Usually, I'm not a cuddler, but I allow her this once, considering I did just deflower her. And not nicely, either. 
“I love you,” She whispers softly. It makes my stomach drop, and my skin crawls, feeling hot and like I want to peel it off. I don’t say anything, pretending I’m asleep, and she doesn’t push. After twenty minutes, she passes out, and I gently extract myself from her. 
My mind is buzzing, and I can’t form any coherent thoughts. All I know is that I don’t want to be here in bed with Madeline. I don’t ever want to fuck her again, or truly even the first time. And I want to punish Sam for putting me in this position. 




Sammie
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I stand there staring at my half-empty fridge, unwilling to cook or even order anything. I should probably just go to bed and force a new day faster. Sometimes, late at night, I’m forced to confront how loud the silence in my apartment is, how cold the other half of my bed is, and how lonely the fake interactions online are.  
A pounding at my door makes me jump and double-check the time, concerned about who would be bothering me so late. Peeping through the hole, my heart skips a beat at the man on the other side as I open the door. 
His dark hair is disheveled, and he’s dressed in a shirt and sweatpants, which is unlike his usual attire. 
“What are you doing here? Do you know how late it is?”
He stomps in, running his hands through his hair, obviously distraught. “I fucked Madeline.” 
A pang ricochets in my chest, but I ignore it and cross my arms as if to hide the pain. “Good for you?” 
“I fucked her, and she told me she loved me.” His wild eyes turn on me as if it’s my fault. 
“Okay? I’m confused why you think I would care?” 
He laughs before stalking towards me. I back up till I hit a wall, unease settling in my stomach. His lips curl into a smile when he sees me moving away from him. 
“Scared?”
I tilt my chin. “No, you just seem a little crazy right now.” 
“Yeah, because you make me crazy.” He taunts back, pressing his palms on the wall near my head and caging me in. “You drive me fucking insane. I fucked Madeline, and all I could think about was you.”
My chest swells with gratification, and his eyes narrow. 
“You proud of that, Birdie?”
Uncrossing my arms, I push at his chest, but he doesn’t move. “Don’t ever call me that.” 
Tanner’s grin takes a sinister turn. “Do you think your father called you that because he knew the type of woman you would grow up to be? A vulture who picks at the scraps of men with other women.” 
My heart squeezes, the cruelness of his words making my body tremble. I hit his chest again, my curled fists banging into the hard muscle. “GET OUT! Get the fuck out of my apartment.”
He catches my wrists, slamming them into the wall above my head. “Can’t handle the truth? You knew how much I fucking want you. You knew and strung me along for years, not showing any interest until I got with Madeline. And I don’t even think it’s because of the fact I had a girlfriend but who she was. Madeline is everything you will never be.”
I spit at him and then give him a saccharine smile. “And yet, when you were buried inside her virginal cunt, who were you thinking about? Hmm.”
He presses into me. His hard body lined against me, his thick erection burning against my stomach. 
Tanner leans forward. “Clean it up,” He grits out between clenched teeth and turns the spit-covered cheek towards me. 
We stay like that, locked into a battle of wills. But the hard resolution set in his eyes has me running my tongue along his face, licking up my spit. His cock twitches, and he grinds his hips into me. I try raising my knee and swinging it at him, but he transfers my wrists to one hand and catches my leg. 
Hitching it around his hips, he presses me harder into the wall as his hand drifts from the back of my knee till he finds my bare pussy under the large t-shirt I had on. His fingers caress down my slick folds, teasing my entrance.
“Why are you so wet? Hmm?” He whispers against my lips. I turn away from him as he nips at my jaw. “Get all hot and bothered hearing about how I thought about you while fucking another?” 
I laugh. “Did you ever stop and think that maybe you’re the problem? You’re so obsessed with me that you can’t get off unless you make it about me. Like some kind of psycho stalker with a fake relationship with his victim.” 
“Fuck you,” he snarls, his hand pulling away sharply as I feel him fumble with his pants. His cock thrusts into me the next second, and I lose my breath at the intrusion. He makes a few short strokes, stretching me till he is buried to the hilt. He grabs the back of my knee, pulling my leg up further to rest his pelvis tighter against mine. “Does that feel fucking fake to you?”
My watery eyes stare at the unmasked pleasure on his face, my pussy throbbing as the pain starts to ease from the pause of movement. I could feel every inch of him inside me. My chest heaves, my hard nipples visible through the t-shirt. His eyes drop to them, and he sucks on one through the material. I wiggle my hips, clenching around him as his teeth clamp down and drag down the nipple, pulling on it. 
“A little pain never did hurt you, did it? One would even say you would like to be punished,” Tanner taunts. 
“Just shut up and fuck me,” I grit out, turning my face away from him. 
Tanner lets go of my wrists to cup my ass and lift me from the floor. I wrap my legs around his hips as he starts pounding me into the wall. Each drag of his thick cock is pure bliss, an inferno burning me from the inside. 
“Do I feel better?” I rasp, my fingers digging into his shoulders. 
His eyes snap to mine, narrowing. “Yes.” 
I lick my lips, trying to move my hips to put pressure on my swollen clit as he continues to thrust into me. “Harder.”
He grunts, his head falling forward to pant into my neck. “Fuck.”
Then he pushes away from the wall, walking a few steps further into the living room. He drops me on my feet and bends me over the arm of the couch. Tanner presses my face into the couch as he thrusts back into me, his other hand digging into my waist. 
This felt different, felt more than any other time I fucked different men, and I don’t think it was because he wasn’t wearing a condom or the frenzied anger pulsing around us. But now that I’ve felt him bare inside me, I’m not sure I can go back. 
He ruts into me, his long, thick cock making me grimace each time he fills me completely with it. I can’t stop the moans coming from my mouth as he fucks me into oblivion. 
Tanner’s pumps quicken, his hip moving in a jerky succession. With one slight adjustment of his hands pushing me further into the couch cushions, the tip of his dick drags across the perfect spot, and I scream as I come. He follows me over, his cum pouring into me and marking me. 
An emotion I can’t explain swirls in my chest, making my skin feel sticky. His touch scorches me as he pulls me back to my feet. I push away from him immediately and pad to my kitchen, crumpling a bunch of paper towels to clean the mess leaking out of me. It is strangely euphoric, and a sense of longing pinches in my stomach that I want to feel it again. I never wanted sex again right after the act was done. 
“You didn’t even ask if I was clean or on birth control?” I say accusingly as I finish cleaning myself up. He walks over slowly and does the same, his eyes never averting from me as he tucks himself away. 
“Don’t insult me with that stupid shit. And before you make a dumb remark about Madeline, I used a condom with her.” 
I cross my arms, staying quiet because I had been ready to comment. Though some part of me knew I was safe with him, even after the hateful bullshit he spewed earlier. 
“What now?” He asks, rubbing a tired hand down his face. His eyes watch with a yearning that has me panicking. I swallow down any emotion that feels anything for him and tilt my head mockingly. 
With a wicked smile, I nod toward the door. “Now you return to your perfect princess since you got what you wanted. Maybe I’ll see you the next time you have another girlfriend.” 
Tanner stared blankly at me, his dark eyes turning into an abyss from which I couldn’t look away. It felt like he was trying to pull my soul out. 
Then he blinks and then laughs. “There won’t be another. I had my mother pull out Granny’s ring from the safe. I can already hear the wedding bells.”
My throat burns, and my tongue tingles as I struggle to keep an impassive mask. Granny’s ring was a family heirloom that Tanner had shown all of us. He had explained to Jasmine, Dean, and me that it was going to the love of his life, the mother of his children. The emotion from earlier came roaring back, and it is shredding me apart. 
“Get out," I grit through clenched teeth. 
He smirks. “Always the whore, and never the bride. Or actually not even the girlfriend.” 
I pick up the candle sitting on my counter and throw it at him. He smacks it away, blinking in shock that I had been so close to actually harming him.
“Get out. We’re done. We’re so fucking done. I never want to see or hear from you again.” I scream. I knew I would probably be embarrassed by my outburst in the morning, but it was either screaming or crying. And I’ll be damned if I cry in front of him.
Tanner backs up with his hands raised. “That’s fine by me. Consider the illusion broken; it wasn’t as good as I thought it would be.” 
“I fucking hate you," I cry out, grabbing whatever is closest to me and throwing it as he starts to jog towards the front door. 
“The feeling is fucking mutual, baby,” He shouts over his shoulder as he slams the door. 
My chin quivers, and my nose flares as I crumple to the floor, letting the dam break free.




Sammie
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When in doubt, flee the fucking country. Leave everyone behind without notice and lose yourself in a foreign land. The lights of the club are blurry as I dance in the sweaty crowd, my arms raised as I twist my body against the handsome man who has been buying me drinks all night.  
“Bellissima, are you ready to leave?” He kisses my neck, his accent sending shivers straight to my nipples. He could tell me he was going to kill me and chop my body into pieces, and I wouldn't give a shit as long as it was in his language and that accent. 
I nod, entwining my fingers in his resting on my stomach, and press my ass into him as we dance sensually for a few moments. The scruff along his jaw scratches at my neck as his hand drifts down to cup my pussy through my jeans. 
“Time to go, pretty girl.” He snaps his fingers, and a couple of security guards press people away from us. I think he owned the club or something, all I knew when I walked in was that he was the hottest man here and had a dangerously sexy aura about him. Fingers crossed, he knew how to fuck. 
Giggling, I stumble a bit for show. He caught me, grinning down with a look of promise. I wasn’t nearly as drunk as he thought I was. If I inherently anything worthy from my mother, it was an iron stomach and the ability to never really feel buzzed. But if a man thought you were plastered, they don’t expect much from you in bed. 
They lead us outside, where a large black Escalade is waiting. The giant car is not one I expect in the streets of Italy and reminds me of home. 
I slid into the back seat, and he followed me. The two muscular men moved to the front.  Nerves ran through me now, the alcohol making me a little more relaxed than normal. 
“Where are we going?” 
He smiles. “A local hotel. I hope it doesn’t offend you that I do not take strangers to my house.”
Laughing, I relax into the seat. “No, not at all. I would have preferred the hotel if you had offered.”
“What’s your name?” His soft lips kiss my collarbone, pulling the straps of my dress down. I’m glad he didn’t try to kiss my lips. 
“Does it matter? Why can’t we just have tonight and never see each other again? No need for names.” My tone comes out harsher than I intended.
He pulls back, a curious gaze roaming over my face. “Sure, Bellissima. A night of mystery then.” 
“Good. I can check off ‘ride an Italian stallion’ off my bucket list before I go home,” I say with a soft giggle. 
It's a stupid fucking joke, but it works like a charm. He preens, his touch becoming more sensual as if he wanted to live up to the fantasy. 
His hand cups the back of my thigh, pulling me till my ass meets the edge of the seat. “Spread your legs, pretty girl.” 
He moves to kneel on the car floor in front of me. His bodyguards say silently upfront. I'm not afraid of an audience, but I could tell by their reaction that this was common. 
Steeling myself, I have to do this. I need to be sure I can have a normal sexual experience without manipulation or research. Just a single hot man interested me, and vice versa. I can fuck a single man if I want to. Even if he was going overboard with the pet names. 
Unbuttoning my pants, I lift my hips and pull them off with my underwear. The handsome stranger tosses them on the seat next to me, grabbing my knees and pressing them toward my chest. 
“Guarda che bella figa,” he whispers, using one hand to open my pussy up for him to see. 
Gasping when he pushes his finger inside me, I grab my knees to hold for him. “English, please.” 
He smirks, pulling his finger out and resting his hands right above my ass. He uses his thumbs to keep my pussy open as he leans forward, pressing his face into my sex. My head slams back as his talented tongue works on me. If this is a teaser of how the night is going, then I fucking scored on my impromptu pick-up. 
“I need something inside me,” I moan. 
He shifts his hand. His tongue is still licking before his lips seal around my clit and sucking as he pumps his fingers in me. He’s slurping at my pussy as if it’s his favorite meal, and I moan, my nails digging into my own skin. I have never enjoyed oral sex, but he is quickly making me a fan. 
[image: image-placeholder]Rubbing my exhausted eyes, I reach over to the sleeping form next to me.  The continuous buzzing was killing my head. I squint at the screen as I turn down the brightness enough that it’s not blinding me. My semi-sober brain takes a second to process. It's not my phone, but the mystery man's from last night. The spew of missed calls and text messages has my stomach sinking as I read through them unremorsefully. 
Careful not to disturb him, I walk around the bed and look at the hand hanging off the mattress. The bare ring finger didn’t even have an indent or tan line, which meant either he had a habit of slipping it off or this was a fairly new arrangement. 
My eyes sting, and I try to control my breathing. The whole point of this trip and this spontaneous one-night stand has been ripped away from me. I felt sick, repulsion for him and myself moving like sludge through my veins. It makes me angry, it makes me want to throw away one of my rules and say to hell with it all. I obviously can’t get away from who I am. 
The phone in my hand starts to buzz again, and I watch as the name Mariella scrolls across the screen. I stare at it, waiting for the call to go to voicemail again. Each ticking second fanning the flames for retribution. 
Once it finally silences, I crawl slowly back into the bed, tugging the sheet to cover my bare breasts. Positioning the camera so we’re both in the frame, I take a selfie, staring at the lens impassively. Double checking it’s clear who the man is, I send it to Mariella with another text apologizing for spending the night with her husband and dropping the location so she knows where she can currently find him. 
After I see it’s delivered, I dress quickly, place his phone on the table next to the front door, and leave. Calling Jasmine, I book the next flight back home and cure my hangover with more alcohol in the first-class lounge. 




Tanner
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An unceasing amount of dings has me groaning as I turn in my bed to shut off my phone. It takes a few moments to process that it was the notification sound for Google alerts, and I only have that turned on for one person. I sit up, grab my phone, and click on the first article.  
“Jesus, Sammie,” I curse, clicking through the next few articles in silence. Resentment built in my chest that she had gone off and slept with a man after our argument again. I know she didn’t owe me anything, as much as I tried to hurt her that night. But I'm not done, I will never be done with her. 
I just don’t think we could reach an arrangement that she isn’t fucking others. She is mine, and I don’t want to share. But Sammie is like a cornered mouse, looking for any available exit from the trap. As I read through them, I couldn’t understand why she would do this. She never left irrefutable evidence. She never sent proof to the significant other. 
“Wow. Your mother was right; she is a homewrecker,” Madeline says. I toss my phone away, unknowing how long she’s been reading over my shoulder. Standing from the bed, I grab a pair of sweats and glare down at her. 
“Get out.” 
She clutches the sheet to her chest and gawks at me. “Excuse me?”
“You and my mother don’t know the first thing about her.” I pick up her dress from the floor and toss it at her. 
Madeline scoffs, glancing around as if she’s looking for words. “Are you seriously defending her right now? She had sex with a married man!” 
I pick up my phone, flashing the selfie on the screen. “Do you think the wife got this accidentally? No, Sammie sent it to her, which tells me that she didn’t know the guy was married.” 
Madeline shakes her head, climbing off the mattress and dropping the sheet. I take a brief moment to appreciate the sight of her naked body. Her breasts were a bit on the smaller side, but her dark red nipples sat perkily on the petite mounds. The darker curls at the apex of her thighs were alright, I preferred the waxed smoothness of Sam’s. 
She hurries to get dressed, sending me annoyed glances the entire time. “I know she’s your friend, but I don’t understand why you’re throwing me out over it. You won’t be able to do that when we get married.” 
“We won’t be getting married,” I tell her stoically. 
Madeline stills. “What?” 
“I was biding my time, but after this morning, I realize I need to change tactics, or I won’t get the woman I want. So I no longer have any use for you.” I send a text to Jasmine, asking if she knows where Sam is, as Madeline stands like a statue near my bed. 
Glancing at her, I grab a t-shirt and slip it on, moving to my closet for shoes. She’s still there, unmoved as I finish. I check my phone, seeing Jasmine’s confirmation, and impatience bubbles in my gut. 
“You got everything? I need to go,” I ask. 
Madeline jerks as if my words have physically hit her. She blanches at me. “I don’t– what’s going on?” 
I drag my tongue along the back of my teeth, uncertain how to phrase what I need to say, so I just go with the truth. 
Shrugging, I fold my arms across my chest. “I needed a girlfriend to get Sam’s attention; you were the perfect choice. I never expected you to want to fuck me, but I wasn’t going to turn down the added bonus after months of celibacy. I thought after Sam and I finally fucked, it would be over, but she’s slow to recognize her feelings, and I realize I need a different approach with her.”
Her brows furrow, her chest hollowing as she starts to take erratic breaths. “You were… using me?” 
I nod, checking my phone again. 
“Wait, you only took my virginity a few nights ago? When– Sam?”
Sighing, I rub a hand down my jaw. “Don’t do this, Madeline.”
She screams out, grabbing my lamp from my nightstand and throwing it at me. I sidestep it.
“God damn, what is it with women throwing things at me,” I growl out.
“When did you fuck Sam, Tanner?! She’s been in Italy since Monday.” 
Grimacing, I send a text to my building’s manager that I may need security. “Look, when you told me you loved me. It kind of freaked me out.” 
Madeline bends over, catching the bed and holding onto her stomach. “Oh god. The same night? Did you leave me in this bed and go to her?” Her voice cracks at the end, the shakiness in her tone making the tone softer than she probably intended. 
“Madeline. I told you to leave it. Spare yourself the details.” 
She laughs, the shrill emptiness of it sending shivers up my arm. “And what? Just accept it and move on. You took months of my time, you took… you took something you were never worthy of.” 
Licking my drying lips, I swallow down the self-loathing. I don’t regret what I’ve done, but the emotions sprawled across her face are making me queasy. I’m not a confrontational person, I'm more of a deal with you silently and in the dark type of guy. Also, there will be catastrophic consequences for humiliating a Waldorf the way I have, but I can’t bring myself to particularly care at the moment. I can only focus on getting to Sammie before she does something else stupid. 
So I say the only thing I can think of. “I didn’t take it, you offered.” 
Madeline becomes inconsolable at that point, lunging across the room to attack me. I catch her wrists as she screams at me, tears and snot streaming down her face. Her body is jerking, and she tries to kick me since I won’t let go of her arms. It felt like an eternity before I saw security moving into my apartment and removing the rabid, flailing girl from me. She’s still screaming as they exit, and I let out a deep breath, an unknowing weight on my shoulders lifting.




Sammie
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“You’re fucking lucky no one recognized you at the airport!” Jasmine yells before returning to typing furiously on her phone.  
I sigh, slouching back on my couch and taking slow sips of water. This hangover is from the actual pits of hell. “I’m not important enough to be recognized unless I post about it in my story.” 
She rolls her eyes. “Spare me the melodramatic pity party. He’s like the Italian bad boy, think mafia.”
“Oh…is he going to kill me?”
“You’re incredibly irritating while hungover,” She snips, knowing it was a stupid question. Honestly, it's a blessing in disguise that the wife made it public. It would be suspicious if I suddenly disappeared.
Groaning, I close my eyes and lay down on the cushions. “Okay. Sorry. How bad is it?”
“Well, considering the wife leaked the news and showed off the texts. I would say 70-30 in your favor. It comes across as a girl warning girl thing, and you seem apologetic.” Her tone is thoughtful, and I can tell she’s stopped pacing since the click of her heels is no longer echoing through my small space. 
“And the thirty?”
Jasmine’s typing continues as she ignores me. Then she slams her phone on the counter and groans. “You are literally my most difficult client.” 
“Sounds like you have boring clients. What’s the point of hiring a publicist, then?” 
She snorts. “The point is to keep you out of headlines, not clean up messes after the fact. My boss wants me to drop you so bad.”
Yawning, I sit up before passing out again like I did on the flight. “Your boss is a dick. Hey, is it true his brother is divorcing his wife? Hasn’t it been like twenty years together?” 
“I don’t know. I don’t concern myself with Derek Holloway. Nate is already too much in my business.” 
I hum in agreement.
Jasmine groans again, picking her phone back up. “Just making sure I have permission to post on your behalf.” 
“That’s what I pay you for. Can I have my phone back?” 
“No. Go shower instead. Wake up, get your shit together, and let me make sure the network doesn’t drop your movie.” 
I glare at her, and she raises her eyebrow. Huffing, I get up and go do what she says. Showering while hungover is actually a therapeutic experience. A close second to when you finally pee after holding it for a long time. 
She has a smoothie ready for me when I make it out to the kitchen in a pajama set. I don’t have plans to leave my apartment any time soon. 
When someone knocks at my door, I look at her expectingly. “Who did you call in?”
“Someone who can maybe put you in your place,” She grumbles as she opens the door. 
“I’ll be back in a few hours. You hurt her again, and I’ll bury you and your fucking company in a scandal so bad, not even your father could pay his way out. Capiche?” Jasmine threatens him before turning back to me and giving me a pointed look. Without another word, she walks out, and Tanner closes the door behind her. 
“What are you doing here?”
Tanner doesn’t move from the door, his gaze roaming over my casual outfit. “I saw the articles.”
“Oh, so you came to gloat. Alright, let’s get this over with.” I pull my damp hair into a ponytail and roll up the sleeves of my hoodie, turning to face him. 
He swallows, his gaze dropping to the floor. “No, Sammie.” 
“No?” 
Tanner’s eyes catch mine, but his are cracked wide open straight to his soul. Regret and longing are etched on his face.  “I came over to ask you to stop this game between us. I thought I wanted to play this. But I don’t. I just want you, I want to be with you.” 
Something in my chest flutters, and I struggle not to say something snappy. There is a vulnerability in his voice that reminds me of when we were younger. And honestly, I am tired, I am so tired of having to be on guard all the time. I take a deep breath and go to what hurt me the most during the past few weeks.  “But Granny’s ring. You were going to give it to Madeline.” 
“I’ll take you to the safe right now. I never pulled it out,” He says vehemently, and then he walks over. “And… Madeline was someone I picked out for your attention.” 
“What?!” I exclaim. 
He laughs humorlessly. “Everyone knows you only fuck taken men. It’s not exactly a secret, so I made myself your type so you could finally fucking notice me.” 
“But you dated her for months while I was gone.” My heart pounds. I shouldn’t be flattered at what he's revealing. 
“Yeah. Because months told you it was serious. If I had a girlfriend of a few weeks, you wouldn’t have cared. Am I wrong?” 
I shake my head, my mouth drying as he continues. 
“And Madeline Waldorf was someone of a social status that you could envy. It couldn’t be someone below you, then it wouldn’t have been unworthy of a challenge.” 
“It’s just hard to believe you stayed faithful for months with no pussy,” I say half-jokingly. 
Tanner’s neck turns red, and if I didn’t know better, I would swear he was blushing. He scratches his scalp before pulling out his phone. “I had things to help. I can stay faithful in a relationship, Sammie. The problem is, can you?”
Sweat breaks down my back, and I turn away from him. I bit my tongue to stop from lashing out. I knew he wasn’t trying to be cruel with his words. There is a hopefulness in his tone that makes my stomach twist.
“I don’t know,” I tell him truthfully. A lone tear streaks down my cheek, and I wipe it quickly. 
He pulls me into his chest. “Are you willing to try?” 
“I don’t know.”
Closing my eyes, I press my face into his warmth. Tanner and Jasmine are the only two who see through most of my bullshit, but I try to keep them out of my heart even then. I don’t want to care for anyone; that only gets me disappointment and broken promises. “I don’t think I’m wired for a relationship. I’m sure it’s something in my DNA.” 
He sighs, his hand gripping my jaw, and tilts my head back. “Then we take it day by day. And when we fight, you take it out on me. You don’t go fuck another man.”
I lick my lips teasingly. “Not even if you watch?”
His nostrils flare, and he blows out a breath. “Let me have you to myself for a while before we add others. How does that sound?”
“Too perfect to be real.” 
Tanner’s face softens. “When have I ever not been there for you? Fuck, Sammie. Dean doesn’t even like you, and he made every guy at that charity gala sign an NDA and threatened them with bankruptcy if they spoke a word about what happened.”
“That was to protect you,” I say hoarsely, trying to pull away, but his grip tightens. 
“Because that’s what friends do. He’s my best friend and knows how I feel about you. Jasmine would do the same for you. You just have to believe it.”
I'm struggling to breathe, but it isn’t from his hand on my throat. “How do you feel about me?”
He smirks, his other hand cupping my ass as he grinds his body against me. “Baby, you’re not ready to hear that. I can’t have you running scared.” 




Tanner
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I slam my lips to hers, her mouth opening willingly. I grab her ass with both hands, lifting her and placing her on the counter. Her legs wrap around my hips as I place myself between them. Her fingers cling onto my shoulders before moving to twist them in my hair. 
I slide my hands under her sweatshirt, my hard cock twitching when I find her bare breasts. Pinching one of her hard nipples, she gasps, pulling her mouth away from me. I kiss down her neck, sucking on the skin and grinning when it quickly turns red with my mark. 
“Tanner,” She scolds, gripping my hair hard enough to pull my head back. “Nowhere visible.”
“Cover it with fucking makeup,” I say, pinching her nipple hard enough for her to yelp. I squeeze her other breast and then slide my hand down to her stomach. She leans back as I continue past her pants and brush against her pussy. My fingers part her and find the hot, sopping mess waiting for me. 
“Fuck,” I whisper as I gather her juices on my fingers and rub small circles on her clit. 
“Tanner…” She pleads, her head falling back as I push into her tight pussy. 
“Take your sweatshirt off.” 
Sammie pulls it over her head, and I latch onto the puckered bud of her breast. She clenches around me when I bite down. I swirl my tongue around the nipple, easing the sting of pain. 
“Do you know how long I’ve wanted you?” 
She nods, looking back at me with remorse. I push my fingers into her further, stilling when my palm rests against her mound. I curl them, finding the bumps of her g-spot, and she moans. 
“I know you like to think otherwise, but you gave me your virginity for a reason. You trusted me to take care of you. You trusted me not to discard you after, even if that’s exactly what you did to me.”
Her throat bobs as she swallows, and she stares at the ceiling. I can see the moisture gathering in her eyes. I press a soft kiss on her stretched neck before sighing. 
“It’s only ever been you,” I admit to her. 
Sammie’s chin drops as she blinks at me. “I think somewhere inside me, I knew it was you too.”
A warmth spreads in my chest; I know it is the closest confession of love I would probably ever get. My woman isn’t one to discuss her feelings. I pull out of her pussy and grab the waistband of her pants, removing them. I pick her up and carry her across the apartment and to her room. 
Tossing her onto her bed, I strip myself of my clothes as she watches, playing with her pussy. It is a distinct reminder that I’m not dealing with a shy virgin who does not know what to do with her body. 
“Come here and suck my cock.” 
Sammie crawls to me with a grin promising wickedness as I step to the edge of the mattress. Stroking my thick cock, I exhale a breath as her hand wraps around me. My stomach flexes as her tongue runs around the ridge of my throbbing crown before she pulls me into her mouth. My head tilts back, and I squeeze my eyes shut as she works my cock with an exploring tongue and puffy lips. Her hand pushes mine away as she strokes the base of my cock before moving to massage my balls. 
“My god,” I cuss, my hand striking out to twist into her hair and pull her head back. She pauses, blinking up at me. “Relax your throat, I’m going to fuck it.” 
Sammie shifts on her knees, tilting into a position that allows me to thrust forward further than I thought, and I can see the bulge of my cock working my way down her neck.
I let out a hiss and rub at the indentation as her throat muscle clenches, and she swallows around me. I groan at the feel of it, fire cracking up my spine and my balls drawing as I almost come immediately. Pulling out of her mouth, she catches her breath and coughs slightly. She wipes at the spit hanging from her lips and grins at me. 
“You like that? I felt you swell. I would have swallowed your cum.” 
“The only place I’m coming tonight is deep inside your pussy,” I growl, grabbing her throat and pushing her onto the mattress. I follow her down and settle myself between her thighs, opening them further to accommodate my shoulders. I blow out a shaky breath over her bare pussy, the shiny pinkness peeking out between her lips.  “I’ve dreamed about tasting you.”
Using my thumbs to part her, I dive right in and push my tongue fully into her entrance. I swallow down her nectar with a groan, pressing my face harder against her. I can feel her swollen clit crying for attention, so I flatten my tongue and lick up her entire pussy till I suck her clit into my mouth. 
“Oh god,” she hisses, her fingers pulling at my hair. I eat her soaked pussy like I need her juices to breathe. Sammie withers under me, her hips rising to rock against my face, and I pin her legs to the bed. 
I feel her muscles clenching around my hands and tongue, her body tensing as she rises to her orgasm. “Come on, give it to me, Sam,” I mumble against her pussy. I don’t care if she understood me, but I watch her face twist in anguished pleasure as she comes.  She screams when I spear my fingers into her, curling them against her g-spot. Her body convulses as I push her ecstasy to its limit and ring out her orgasm as long as I can. 
“Stop, stop, stop,” she tries to push my hand away, and I chuckle. Pulling my fingers out, I climb over her body, placing my palms on each side of her head, and stare down at her. 
“I’ve learned a few things since our first time.” 
Sammie blows out a breath and gives me a warm smile. It makes a flutter appear in my chest. 
“Clearly.” She glances down and wraps her hand around my hanging hard cock, the tip pressing against her pelvis. 
“Put it inside you,” I say, watching her hand stroke me. 
She shifts forward, opening her legs, and I lower my body as she drags my cock down her wet pussy and at her entrance. 
I push forward, barely stretching her pussy lips with my head, and pause. “Beg me for it.” 
Sammie tenses. “No, I don’t beg for anyone.” 
We stare at each other before I smirk. “Then at least tell me the truth, have you thought about fucking me since?”
She narrows her eyes and then looks away. “All the time.” 
I thrust all the way in. She arches her back, her fingers clawing at my waist. Dropping my weight on her, I run my hands under her back and cupped her ass, tilting her hips up so I can pound into her. Sammie’s head slams back on the pillow, and her breasts bounce with each thrust. I swirl my tongue around her nipple as I fuck her, wanting to touch and taste every inch of her. 
“You feel so good. So fucking tight,” I whisper into her neck. Sammie rakes her nails down my back, and I let out a grunt at the bite of pain. “Put away the claws, kitten. You don’t have to mark your territory.” 
Her body shakes as she laughs. “Can’t handle me, Tanner? All that barking and no bite?” 
Pulling out of her, I flip her as she gasps at the sudden movement. I hold her head down into the mattress as I thrust back into her, my hips slamming against her ass cheeks. I move my hand down, shoving my fingers into her mouth as she groans with each deep stroke. Letting go of her, I grab her arms and fold them across her back, gripping them tightly as I use them to pull her back onto my cock with each thrust. I don’t hold back as I unleash everything onto her, I’m sure she will be bruised and sore tomorrow as I pummel into her. I had planned to be gentler to show her I care, but not after she smarted off. 
Her pussy clenches, her walls squeezing me so hard I almost struggle to push back in. 
“You going to come on my cock, baby? Show me you’re mine.” 
“I’m not-” I thrust hard into her, pushing her head back into the mattress with a growl.
“Shut up. You’re mine, this pussy is mine, and I’m going to fill it with my cum.” 
I can’t hold back the smirk as she comes at my possessive words. I also don’t bother to hold my own back as her pussy flutters around me. I keep rocking my hips with each pulse of my cock, my cum flooding into her.
“Oh my god. I can feel you throbbing,” Sammie utters hoarsely.   
When I’m sure I’ve sent every drop into her cunt, I collapse to the side of her and pull into my chest. I kiss her shoulder, and she turns to lay on her back next to me. Her hazel eyes catch mine, and I smile, dragging a light fingertip to circle her navel. 
Her nose scrunches. “You better not get all cuddly and mushy. I don’t do pillow talk.”
“Not yet, you don’t. I’ll take your walls down, one brick at a time.” 
Her lips twitch with a smile as she whispers. “All bark.” 




Epilogue


One Year Later

Tanner

“You seem horny,  wife.” I lick her ear, and she tilts her head closer to me. 
Her red, manicured finger follows the rim of her glass as she continues to watch the patrons of the club. “I am.” 
“Hmmm,” I say, pushing her dark hair off her shoulder and kissing the bare skin. “But a dangerous kind of horny.” 
She chuckles, the guttural rasp of it sending blood straight to my cock. Her eyes gleam as she looks over at me with hooded eyes.“I think I want to get into trouble tonight.”
“What kind of trouble?”
Sammie hums, leaning back into the booth. “The kind of trouble you hated me for.”
I turn to her, wrapping my hand around her jaw and pulling her face to mine. I don’t kiss those ruby-red lips because she would kill me if I messed up her makeup. “I never hated you, baby.” 
I press a gentle thumb between her lips, forcing them open and her tongue darts out, licking it as she smiles. “Want to play a game?”
My cock throbs as I watch her tongue dance around my thumb a few more times before I pull away. My wife can suck my soul through my dick, and I'm not ready to lose myself just yet.
“Game?” I ask. 
Her fingers walk up my buttons, unhooking the top of my shirt.  “A bet of sorts. Pick a man, a married man in this club, and if I get his number, you have to do whatever I want.” 
“And if you don’t get his number?” I ask warily. She’s been begging me to let her touch my ass with more than just her fingers. 
She grins. “Then I’ll do whatever you want. No restrictions.” 
“Only his number?” As fucked as our history was, I trusted her. 
“Unless you want to take it further? I could probably do a blowjob if you wanted to watch.” Her mischievous eyes gave her away. 
I wrap my hand around her neck and pull her closer. “Do you want that?” 
She nods. 
“Good girl for telling me. Now, the douchebag in the white t-shirt and dark jeans by the right side of the bar. He’s your target.” 
Letting go of her, her gaze falls on who I’m talking about, and she grins. “I don’t think that will be much of a challenge.” 
I shrug. “Perhaps I want to get my horny little wife out of here so I can fuck those naughty thoughts out of her head.” 
Sammie kisses her fingertips gently before placing them on my lips and sliding out of the booth. I watch my wife saunter across the club to another man. Swallowing down the rest of my whiskey, I admire how the black dress hugs every inch of her skin. It leaves nothing to the imagination, and I smirk at every man whose eyes follow her path. She is a force to be reckoned with, and the public should genuinely thank me for keeping her satisfied in my bed. 
Grabbing my phone, I double-check the photo that Sebastian James sent me before returning my gaze to my wife. Her head is tilted back as she laughs, rubbing her hand down his arm. A year ago, a move like that would have left me seared with jealousy, but now I recognize the emptiness of the gesture. It isn’t the same as when she reaches out for me in the middle of the night when she is missing the heat of my body. It isn’t the same as when she runs her fingers through my hair while watching movies. 
It’s not long before she looks over his shoulder to catch my attention and nods toward the restroom. Standing, she waits until I'm close enough to follow them as they make their way to the back. I can hear her giggles, even over the loud music and buzz of conversation around me. 
We’re further down the hallway when the guy goes to kiss her, and Sammie moves her head to the side. The brush of his lips touching her neck has me clenching my fists, anger burning through my veins. Her lips were the one spot reserved for only me.
They go tumbling into the restroom, and I catch the door before it can close fully, keeping it cracked as Sammie has him stand with his back to me, and she lowers to her knees. He releases a groan when her hand rubs near his crotch. I pull out my phone and start recording as she starts to unbuckle and tug his pants down. Grimacing when I’m met with the unpleasant sight of his hairy, pasty white ass, I ease the door open and click it softly closed behind me. Her eyes dart to mine as her hand pumps something in front of her face. I smirk and see the slight twitch of her lips as she flutters her eyelashes at the groaning man. 
“Do you want me to suck your cock?”
“Yes,” He moans, his hand petting down her dark hair. 
I almost laugh. She hates that, the delicate touch like she’s some fragile flower. No, my wife likes her hand wrapped around my wrist as I force her head back, shove my cock down her throat, and cut off her breath. 
It also said something about her touch; he didn’t even notice someone else in the room with them. The Senator of New York should have questioned a random woman in Costa Rica who was willing to suck his dick within minutes of approaching him.
Sammie’s head bobs as she starts to suck his cock. He pulls his shirt up to watch her as I step to the side, getting the full view of it on my phone. My dick presses against my jeans as I watch her, it isn’t nearly as enthusiastic as when she swallows down mine, but watching her is hot as hell.
The senator finally notices me, startling as he tries to pull away. “Woah. What the–”
Sammie’s nails dig into his ass, pulling him further into her mouth and keeping him there. He hisses, unable to control the thrust of his hips. 
“Enjoying my wife’s mouth, Senator?” I taunt, moving to record his face. “Shall I try your wife, and we can compare?”
Sammie makes a disgruntled noise, and I laugh. “She’s a possessive one, my wife. Kind of like yours. Did you know she’s paying millions for proof of your infidelity?”
The man lets out a shout as he comes, and I just know that Sammie had clenched her throat around the tip of his dick.  She pulls away, spitting his cum onto the tiled floor. Sammie stands, moving to the mirror and fixing her barely smeared lipstick. 
The senator tucks himself back in and glares at us, his pale face flushed. “What do you want?”
Shutting off my phone, I wave him off. “Nothing. The James family sends their regards.”
He pales and scurries out the door. 
Sammie sighs, looking at me with hungry eyes. “You could have warned me that it was a job.”
Shrugging, I cup her jaw, my thumb running along her swollen bottom lip and smearing her makeup up her cheek.  “That would have taken away the fun for you.”
She frowns. “True, but–”
I wrap my hand around her throat, squeezing so she can’t speak. “Sebastian promises that was the last one. He got the Italians to back off from your stunt last year. Now, to punish you for touching someone else.”
Her pupils widen, and I let go to flip her, push a hand on her back, and bend her over the sink. “Are you wet? Did you enjoy sucking his cock?”
Pulling her dress up, I drag my fingers up her thighs and to her bare, sopping pussy. She gasps, shaking her head. I push a finger into her seeping wetness and let out a groan deep in my throat. “You’re fucking gushing.”
“You.. it’s for y-you.” She stammers as I push two more fingers in, stretching her tight walls. 
I remove my fingers and push her dress up more so I can squeeze the globes of her ass, parting the fat cheeks and skimming my thumb through her crease. “You got all hot and bothered from me watching?”
She nods, biting her lip as she watches me through the mirror. I grind my erection into her, enjoying the small whimpers when my zipper presses against her. Unbuckling my jeans, I stroke my cock and then run my head along her slick folds, gathering her wetness and rubbing down my shaft. I press my tip at her entrance, and she raises on her toes, trying to rock back into me.
“I’m not sure you deserve to have my cock after touching another man.” 
“No, Tanner,” She cries, her knuckles turning white as she grips the porcelain of the sink. “Please. I need you.” 
I push till my crown disappears into her pussy with a small pop and pause. Her head slumps forward, and she tries to move her ass back. Gripping her hips, I keep her still, ignoring the searing warmth that made me desperate to sink further into her. 
“You are mine,” I growled through clenched teeth. “You best never forget that.” Surging forward, I force her to take my cock to the hilt as her mouth opens in a silent scream. 
“I am yours,” She pants, her pussy fluttering around me.
I pull out back, watching her glistening cunt stretch around me as I move. Thrusting back in, she grunts as I push her harder against the sink. I pound into her, and the slapping of my balls against her clit with each punishing stroke has her screaming under me. I hold her so tightly that I know her sides will be littered with bruises, just like her hips would be from the surface she is bent over. 
“Have you thought about what I asked you last night?” I say, pausing when I’m buried the deepest in her tight pussy.
Sammie whimpers. “Nggh.. more.” She wiggles her ass for me to continue fucking her.
“Oh, you're going to ignore me?” I chuckle, kneading the flesh of her hips once. I grab one of her thighs and bring one of her knees up to the sink. “Hold it.” 
Her hand grips her leg, and I skim a hand between her ass cheeks, causing her to rise on her toes on her other foot. I spit into my hand and rub it all over her exposed hole. Her pussy clenches around my cock, and I grin as I press a finger in the tight-muscled ring. 
“Tanner,” She breathes out. For as fearless as my woman is, she is definitely afraid of me fucking her ass. 
I click my tongue. “I warned you last time you skated around the topic that if you ignored me again, you were going to take my giant cock up your tight little ass. All you gotta say is yes or no, wife.” 
She lets out a little yelp when I press my finger deeper into her. “Tanner! I didn’t start my new pack last week.” 
My dick twitches, and my heart flutters. I pull my finger out of her ass and lean forward, kissing her shoulder. “Why didn’t you tell me?” 
Sammie shudders, and her forehead rests on the sink. “I needed to be sure it was what I wanted and not just something I was willing to give you.” 
Licking my lips, I caress her back as I stand up straighter. “You want my babies?”
“Yes,” she mutters. 
I twist my fingers into her hair and pull her head back to meet her gaze in the mirror. “Do not look away. You’re going to watch me fuck you full of my cum and put my baby in you.”
She shivers, her hooded eyes staring back with mischievous desire, and bites her lip. “You can certainly try, but I’m not sure you have the stamina to get me knocked up in one night.” 
I suddenly wished we were at our home so I could punish her properly for her smart mouth. I pull out and push back in with a deep stroke. She struggles to keep her eyes open as I rut into her, our grunts and groans rising as I abuse her pussy. Reaching between her raised leg, I barely rub at her swollen clit before she explodes. She tightens around me so hard I can’t hold back as I come in quick jerks, my seed flooding into her. I grind my pelvis against her ass, trying to push my cum deeper as it starts to flow out around me and drip onto the floor. 
“Fuck, I can feel you coming still,” My wife rasps, making my cock twitch again. I want to collapse against her and hold her tightly to my chest, but I need to get her back to our room. Pulling out, I quickly scoop up the thick, white mess dripping out my wife’s pussy and push it back in. 
“Fuck, the thought of you possibly getting pregnant is keeping me hard,” I say, tucking myself back in my jeans but leaving them unbuttoned as I pull my fingers out and pull her dress over her ass. We needed to get back to our hotel before I fucked my wife in this dingy bathroom again. 
She drops her knee off the sink and pushes onto her arms to stand. Sammie turns and puts her arms around my neck with a satisfied smile. “I love you.” 
My heart squeezes, and my throat aches as it threatens to close. She doesn’t say the words often, but each time she does, I’m rendered speechless. She scrunches her nose, clearly reading the emotions flashing across my face.
“You’re such a softie.” 
“Only for you,” I say, kissing her on her lips and cupping her ass. “Only ever for you.” 




Bonus Epilogue


Sammie
My head hurts as I try to differentiate between all the boxes. How hard was it to have a normal box simply labeled  pregnancy test.  
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I grab a few different boxes, cursing the fact that she refused to ask her assistant to buy this crap. The girl has an ironclad NDA, she wasn’t going to tell a soul. 
“Oh, sorry,” I say, glancing at the woman I had just run into on the way to the counter. 
Madeline’s smile drops immediately when she registers who I am. Her eyes drop to the boxes in my hands. I was definitely going to murder Jasmine. I’ve fortunately been able to avoid her for months, but her family’s slews of threats against Tanner’s business has been constant.  
Her thin blonde eyebrow raises. “Do you even know who the father would be?” 
Blinking, I was unprepared for the venomous comment. I laugh, throwing my head back. “I didn’t know you had that in you.” 
She sneers, not finding any amusement. I clear my throat, making my face expressionless. The glint of the giant diamond on her finger annoyed me. 
“Okay, I guess we’re doing this.” I nod my head at her ring. “Congrats, it seems Tanner did you a favor if you found a husband so quickly after.” 
Her face flushes. “Are you fucking kidding me?” 
“I don’t know. Am I?” I smile, holding up the pregnancy tests. “Can’t keep my baby daddy waiting, especially after all the effort he went through to keep me.” 
I hear the smack of skin before I feel the sting of her palm. Her eyes widened, surprised by her own violence. 
“Sammie— I” 
I step closer to her, ignoring the spreading warmth on my cheek that I know will leave a mark. “Look, you got dealt a shitty hand but you ever touch me or threaten Tanner again. I’ll have your husband wrapped around my finger before you can even comprehend you lost him.” 
“You and Tanner deserve each other. You are both disgusting, evil people.” She spits out, but her eyes show the insecurity and fear of my promise. 
“And?” I tell her with a shrug. “Then leave us be.” 
I leave her spluttering in the aisle, paying for the goods and hurrying back to the car parked at the curb. I shove the bag into Jasmine's lap as I climb in. 
“Next time you get your own shit. I just ran into Madeline Waldorf.” 
Jasmine pauses, the half destroyed box hanging in her hand. “Do you think she was following you?” 
I tell the driver to head back to Tanner’s apartment. “I don’t know but she saw what I was carrying and asked if I even knew who the dad was.” 
Jasmine snorts, biting down on her lips to stop laughing.
Narrowing my eyes, I tap on the test. “So if there’s a rumor going around that Tanner knocked me up. All those billable hours are coming free when you do the damage control.” 
“I never expected something like that from her. You two broke that nice girl's mind.”
“Take your test and shut up.” 
Jasmine takes the empty cup she brought  and shoves it under her skirt, the loud pissing sound filling the car as I watch. 
“What does it say about us that I don’t even blink at you peeing in a cup in the middle of traffic?” 
She shrugs, dipping the test in the cup and swirling it around as if mixing a cocktail. “I don’t know. We live a full life. Here, hold it.” 
Jasmine hands the cup over as she pulls the test out and caps the wet end. I grimace at the warmth under my fingertips. “This is actually disgusting.”
She trades me the test for the cup, rolls down the window and tosses it out. Settling in her seat, she uses a wipe to clean her fingers. 
“Take your pee stick back.” I demand, holding it out.
Jasmine shakes her head. “Nope, I need you to tell me what it says in three minutes. Or I won’t look and continue to live in denial.” 
“We’re ten minutes out from Tanner’s.”
“Excellent. In ten minutes, we can tell him together if he’s going to be an uncle or not.”
I pale. “Because it’s my brother’s?”
“No!” She snaps, rubbing her palms down her legs. “Yes. I don’t know.” 
“Well, who else are you fucking?” 
“Sam, it’s been three minutes.” 
I turn the test toward me and stare at the two pink lines. I meet her tear filled eyes and show her the result. 
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