
        
            
                
            
        

    
Table of Contents


		Free Book Giveaway

	Book Description

	Book Description

	Epilogue

	Book Description

	Epilogue

	Book Description

	Prologue

	Book Description

	Prologue

	Book Description

	Prologue

	Epilogue

	Book Description

	Prologue

	Epilogue

	Free Book Giveaway





    
      Hot Dad Next Door

      A Single Dad and Nanny Romance

    

    




      
        Nicole Casey

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2017 by Nicole Casey. All Rights Reserved.

      

      Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form, or by any means (electronically, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise) without the proper written permission of the copyright owner, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

      

      This book is a work of fiction. People, places, events and situations are the product of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or historical events, is purely coincidental.

    

  


  
    Contents


    
      
        
          Also by Nicole Casey

        

        
          Free Book Giveaway

        

      

      
        
          1. Ryan

        

        
          2. Emma

        

        
          3. Ryan

        

        
          4. Emma

        

        
          5. Emma

        

        
          6. Ryan

        

        
          7. Emma

        

        
          8. Emma

        

        
          9. Ryan

        

        
          10. Emma

        

        
          11. Ryan

        

        
          
            The Billionaire’s Conquest

          

          
            
              1. Jasmine

            

            
              2. Trevor

            

            
              3. Jasmine

            

            
              4. Trevor

            

            
              5. Jasmine

            

            
              6. Trevor

            

            
              7. Jasmine

            

            
              8. Trevor

            

            
              9. Jasmine

            

            
              10. Trevor

            

            
              11. Jasmine

            

            
              12. Trevor

            

            
              13. Jasmine

            

            
              14. Trevor

            

            
              Epilogue

            

          

        

        
          
            The Billionaire’s Bid

          

          
            
              1. Lyla

            

            
              2. Preston

            

            
              3. Lyla

            

            
              4. Preston

            

            
              5. Lyla

            

            
              6. Preston

            

            
              7. Lyla

            

            
              8. Preston

            

            
              9. Lyla

            

            
              10. Preston

            

            
              11. Lyla

            

            
              12. Lyla

            

            
              13. Lyla

            

            
              14. Preston

            

            
              15. Lyla

            

            
              16. Preston

            

            
              17. Lyla

            

            
              18. Preston

            

            
              19. Lyla

            

            
              Epilogue

            

          

        

        
          
            The Billionaire’s Proposal

          

          
            
              Prologue

            

            
              1. Noelle

            

            
              2. Daxter

            

            
              3. Noelle

            

            
              4. Daxter

            

            
              5. Noelle

            

            
              6. Daxter

            

            
              7. Noelle

            

            
              8. Daxter

            

            
              9. Noelle

            

            
              10. Daxter

            

            
              11. Noelle

            

            
              12. Daxter

            

            
              13. Noelle

            

            
              14. Daxter

            

            
              15. Noelle

            

          

        

        
          
            The Billionaire’s Desires

          

          
            
              Prologue

            

            
              1. Natasha

            

            
              2. Marcus

            

            
              3. Natasha

            

            
              4. Marcus

            

            
              5. Natasha

            

            
              6. Marcus

            

            
              7. Natasha

            

            
              8. Marcus

            

            
              9. Natasha

            

            
              10. Marcus

            

            
              11. Natasha

            

            
              12. Marcus

            

            
              13. Natasha

            

            
              14. Marcus

            

            
              15. Natasha

            

            
              16. Marcus

            

            
              17. Natasha

            

            
              18. Marcus

            

            
              19. Natasha

            

            
              20. Marcus

            

            
              21. Natasha

            

          

        

        
          
            The Billionaire’s Past

          

          
            
              Prologue

            

            
              1. Damon

            

            
              2. Emilia

            

            
              3. Damon

            

            
              4. Emilia

            

            
              5. Damon

            

            
              6. Emilia

            

            
              7. Damon

            

            
              8. Emilia

            

            
              9. Damon

            

            
              10. Emilia

            

            
              11. Damon

            

            
              12. Emilia

            

            
              Epilogue

            

          

        

        
          
            The Billionaire’s Deal

          

          
            
              Prologue

            

            
              1. Cherry

            

            
              2. Cherry

            

            
              3. Dylan

            

            
              4. Dylan

            

            
              5. Cherry

            

            
              6. Cherry

            

            
              7. Dylan

            

            
              8. Cherry

            

            
              9. Dylan

            

            
              10. Dylan

            

            
              11. Cherry

            

            
              Epilogue

            

          

        

      

      
        
          Free Book Giveaway

        

        
          Author’s Note

        

        
          About the Author

        

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by Nicole Casey

          

        

      

    

    
      Mercury Billionaires Series

      
        Book 1: The Billionaire’s Conquest

        Book 2: The Billionaire’s Bid

        Book 3: The Billionaire’s Proposal

        Book 4: The Billionaire’s Desires

        Book 5: The Billionaire’s Past

        Book 6: The Billionaire’s Deal

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Free Book Giveaway

          

        

      

    

    
      
        As my way of saying thank you for reading my book, I’d like to give you a free copy of my short story – The Unexpected Gift. This is a Brother’s Best Friend Christmas Romance that will bring you into the holiday spirit!

        >>Click Here to Sign Up and Get Your Free Book <<

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Book Description

          

        

      

    

    
      
        Hot Dad Next Door

      

      I’m about to become the live-in nanny to the daughter of Ryan Cade. He’s sexy, gorgeous and probably almost twice my age, but he’s the one who can make me wet in one glance.

      I have dreamed of his muscular body, his perfect abs and those piercing eyes.

      But I can’t sleep with him. No. Not when the 4-year-old candy cotton princess is around.

      But by the way he undresses me with his eyes, I know that he wants something too.  Something hot. Something… dirty.

      Should I tell him the truth?

      What if he knows I’m still a virgin?

      What if there’s an even bigger surprise waiting for him?
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      I could do this. At least, I thought I could do this. How difficult could pancakes be? Sure, the batter had splattered all over the counter, the butter had burned in the pan, and the dilapidated oblong pieces of pancake had scorched on contact while the centers continued to ooze runny dough. But I wasn’t giving up yet.

      “Daddy, those don’t smell right,” Abby piped up from where she sat at the breakfast bar, peering dubiously at the pan from a safe distance away. A smoky haze seemed to have formed between us, and as if on cue, the fire alarm sounded, brought to life by the smoke wafting through the room. Abby covered her ears and looked ready to burst into tears.

      “All right, kiddo. Let’s go.” I grasped her hand gently, still not accustomed to her tiny hands, and worried I’d crush her delicate fingers with the slightest grip. I ushered her into the room quickly, down the hall and out the front door. “Just, stay there, honey, and I’ll turn off the alarm.”

      She nodded and I darted back inside, just long enough to make it through the living room and down the hall to the electronic home control station that I was beginning to think had been rather inconveniently placed.

      It was time to give up. I could organize multi-million-dollar mergers with my eyes closed, but apparently, I was not fit to master the intricate art of pancake-making.

      The alarm temporarily silenced, I raced back to the porch, resigned to another breakfast out. But Abby was gone. I hadn’t been gone for more than two minutes, but she was nowhere in sight. Panic welled in my chest—a sensation I was unaccustomed to. I’d always been calm and cool under pressure, but then, I’d never been responsible for a four-year-old child before. I hadn’t even had her a full two weeks, and already I’d lost her.

      Just as I was about to call in the armed forces, I heard giggling, and it sounded suspiciously like Abby’s wind chime laugh. I followed the sound down the steps and across the yard to the neighbor’s house. And there she was. I could see her golden-blonde hair above the bushes in the front yard. I breathed a sigh of relief, thinking it’s a wonder parents could handle this sort of stress on a regular basis.

      “Didn’t I tell you to stay on the porch, kiddo?” I queried, probably less sternly than I should have, but I was just relieved she hadn’t wandered into traffic or gotten carried off by kidnappers.

      I came around the bushes to retrieve her and wound up not three feet away from the most incredible ass I’d ever seen. The owner was bent over, her head and upper body beneath the bushes. She must be the gardener, and I bet by the look of her she was never out of work. Hell, I’d hire her just to watch her work. What guy wouldn’t?

      “Look, daddy, I made a friend,” Abby announced proudly, not the least bit chagrined over her quick escape.

      “But I told you to stay put.”

      “Yeah, but I wasn’t un-sup’vised ‘cause Emma is watching me. See?”

      “I can see that, but you shouldn’t be bothering the woman while she’s working.”

      The woman—Emma, I presumed—slipped out from under the bush then and stood up, and every drop of blood circulating in my veins threatened to drain to my cock. The rest of the woman was just as incredible as her ass—long, dark hair, vivid green eyes, tits handcrafted by the gods and legs that were made to be spread.

      “She’s no bother, really,” Emma said, and her voice rippled over my skin like a caress. “I’m Emma McKenna,” she introduced herself and extended her hand, but pulled it back with an apologetic smile when she glanced down to find her slim hand covered in dirt.

      I’d gladly get a little dirty if it meant touching her. Hell, dirty sounded pretty damn good right then.

      “I’m Ryan Cade,” I said instead. “It’s nice to meet you, Emma.”

      “It’s OK if she hangs out here with me for a while…if you’re busy, I mean.”

      The fire alarm began to sound again, and I debated just letting the house burn down to the ground. It would teach me better than to delve into something as dangerous as pancake-making ever again.

      “That’s all right. Abby and I were just heading out for breakfast.” I smiled ruefully.

      “Do you wanna come with us, Emma?” Abby piped up without warning.

      Oh no. I had nothing against sharing a meal with the woman, but I’d much rather her be the meal. And that hardly seemed appropriate for my four-year-old daughter at the table. Still, an image sprung to mind of Emma McKenna up on the dining table, naked and bent over in the position I’d found her. Now that was the kind of breakfast any man could go for.

      “Oh, I really couldn’t,” she said quickly. “I’ve plenty of work to get done here, Abby. But you’re welcome to come see me when you get back—if that’s all right with your father, of course.”

      “Sure.” I particularly didn’t mind if it gave me the chance to see the sexy-as-hell gardener bent over another garden bed.

      And ten minutes later, with the image of the delectable gardener still fresh in my mind, I was driving away from the house to a diner halfway across town. I’d learned on my second day with Abby that she wasn’t the type of child who enjoyed five-star dining. I’d arranged a private breakfast at Urasawa, but when the food arrived, she’d just looked at me like I was crazy. From what I could recall of her mother, I was surprised to discover Abby’s tastes leaned toward the ordinary. Her mother wouldn’t have been caught dead in an all-you-can-eat diner. But then, it had also been nearly five years since I’d seen the woman.

      Back at the house an hour later, Abby made a beeline for the gardener next door.

      While I knew why I wanted to get another glimpse of her, I had no idea what Abby’s instant obsession with her was. Was it just a need for female companionship? I had never been the loving and nurturing kind of guy, but I’d done my damnedest to take on the role since she had arrived. And aside from the occasional kitchen mishap, I thought I’d been doing a decent job. I wondered if perhaps she needed more though, and that started me thinking.

      Abby seemed quite enthusiastic about the gardener, and the gardener appeared to have an easy rapport with children. If I happened to arrange for the gardener to become my daughter’s nanny, it would provide Abby with the female companionship she might need. And if that happened to put me in close proximity to the nanny’s gorgeous body after hours…who was I to complain?

      Even if Emma happened to be a very well paid gardener, I figured I’d have no trouble enticing her away with a much—much—bigger paycheck. I would, of course, still have to perform a rigorous background check. Just because the woman was hot as hell didn’t guarantee she was nanny material. But I’ve always been pretty damn good at reading people and I figured I could read two things about Emma McKenna at the moment: the woman was genuinely good with kids, and she would be one hell of a good fuck. What more could a guy ask for?

      And now all I had to do was put my plan into action.
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      What on earth was I doing? I’d just accepted a job offer from my next door neighbor—who seemed to think I was his neighbor’s hired help. And standing on his doorstep now, was I really going to continue with this charade?

      I should have set him straight the moment I realized what he was thinking, but in truth, I hadn’t wanted to. It had been rather lonely in the big, empty house since moving back home. I thought coming back would make me feel somehow closer to my parents, but the house was just full of constant reminders of them, and it made me miss them all the more.

      So, while I didn’t need the job, its appeal had grown quickly. The little girl was adorable, and I imagined quite a handful, which would keep me plenty busy during the day—a much-needed relief.

      And there was no point in denying that the little girl’s father was…well, he was hot as hell. He probably could have asked me to cut his lawn with a pair of scissors and I would have nodded eagerly just to see those full lips smile.

      Great. I’m pathetic, I thought, not for the first time in the past twenty-two hours.

      I should just come clean. He had my name, phone number, and social security number—all requisites for my new job. How long would it be before he discovered the truth anyway? And did it really change anything? He needed a nanny. Wasn’t it better that I wasn’t just taking the job for the paycheck? Yes, it was much better. So, there was absolutely no reason not to set the record straight.

      And then Ryan Cade opened the door. He was standing there, bare-chested with water dripping down his chiseled body, and a towel slung low around his hips. Was this ‘bring your wildest fantasies to life’ day, or had I fallen on my climb up his front steps and actually lying unconscious in his yard?

      “Good morning, Emma,” he said, a knowing smile curving up the corners of his full, sensual lips.

      “Good morning,” I replied, pleased I hadn’t stuttered like a shy virgin—no matter how fitting that would have been.

      “You’re early. I was just getting Abby and I ready for the day. Come on in.” He motioned past the foyer to the living room beyond, and I hurried past him, doing my damnedest to get my hormones under control. But it wasn’t my fault. The guy opened the door looking like a magazine centerfold—what woman wouldn’t have felt her blood pressure rise a few—or a few hundred—notches?

      “So, did you have any trouble giving your notice?”

      “Um, no.” Not that I had expected any. I’d been fairly certain I would accept my own resignation graciously. I was just that good of an employer.

      But maybe this was the perfect time to set things straight. All I had to do was stop staring at the hard planes of his chest…and the rippled muscle of his abdomen that disappeared behind the towel just above…

      Damn it!

      And I could tell by his smile, he knew exactly what he was doing to me.

      “Look, Ryan…” I began, more harshly than I’d intended. Two minutes with the man, and I was already flustered. If he kept this up, I was going to be off my rocker by the end of the day!

      “Emma!” Abby squealed just then as she came running down the hall in pink pajamas, a pair of big, fluffy slippers and a pink tiara. She looked like a cotton candy princess.

      She came to an abrupt halt about six feet away and her mouth dropped open. “Daddy! You’re naked,” she chastised, and of course, I couldn’t help but to follow her gaze, wondering if—or secretly hoping—the towel had vanished into thin air.

      Nope. The towel was still there, but it might as well have not been for the surge of arousal his gorgeous body sent through my veins.

      “I’m not naked, honey. Guys go without their shirts all the time.”

      “Oh. Can I go without my shirt? Can Emma?”

      My cheeks were flaming red, I just knew they were.

      Caught in a trap, I could tell Ryan was grappling for an answer, which is a small amount, eased my own consternation.

      “Well, Emma’s a grownup. I suppose she can go without her shirt if she wants.” He eyed me as he spoke, and I could see the heat flaring in his eyes. “And when you’re a grownup, you can decide for yourself, too.” He nodded succinctly, obviously well-pleased with himself.

      “I’ve got stuff for us to do today!” Abby announced, bored with the previous topic.

      And I was only too pleased to grasp onto the new subject. “Oh? What stuff is that?”

      “We’re gonna make a tent in my room, and build a tower with my blocks, and give my new dollies a bath, and bake cookies. Only, you won’t make the kitchen smoky, will you, Emma? ‘Cause I don’t like that noisy thing.”

      Ryan and I laughed. At least he seemed to take the criticism well.

      “All right, but before you get started, honey, how about we get you dressed?” he said, and I jumped at the opportunity to escape.

      “I’ll do that while you go put on…more,” I finished lamely, realizing my colossal mistake when the smile he’d been wearing grew to Cheshire cat proportions and the heat in his eyes threatened to scorch my skin with his gaze.

      Nevertheless, I offered my hand to Abby and she took it eagerly, leading me down the hall and up the stairs to her room.

      But a thought came to mind as we passed by a room that could only have been Ryan’s bedroom, the door open and the king-size bed not yet made. Ryan was attracted to me. Even I could figure that out, though I don’t suppose it took a sexpert to recognize it. And to say I was a little attracted to him was like saying an atomic blast was a little noisy.

      Maybe it was time to get it over with. At twenty-one years of age, it wasn’t like the opportunity had never presented itself. But by the time I went away to college—after a rather strict childhood—everyone I knew had long since lost their virginity—generally in the back of their father’s car to overloud rock music. And then there was me. A virgin. And so I stayed that way, too afraid of anyone discovering just how inexperienced I was.

      But Ryan was a stranger. What difference did it make if he found out? And just look at him—that was one hell of a way for a girl to lose her virginity.

      All right, I’d do it. Now all I had to do was figure out how one went about seducing a man like Ryan. But since he was already interested, it couldn’t be that difficult.

      Could it?
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      “I’ve just got some work to catch up on in my office. Will you two be all right for a while?” I said, popping my head into the kitchen where Abby now sat on the counter, stirring something in a bowl under Emma’s supervision.

      I had no idea what the standard protocols for taking on a nanny were. Was I supposed to stay with her until the two of them were comfortable together? Because if that was the case, it looked like I’d already overstayed my welcome. Emma had Abby clean, dressed and helping to make breakfast in the time it had taken me to wrestle the kid into a clean pair of clothes the day prior. It looked like Emma had been taking care of Abby for years.

      Besides, it wasn’t like I was heading out of town for the week; I’d be less than fifty feet away in my office. And while I’d be perfectly content to stand there and watch the sexy as hell new nanny, I really did have to make a few phone calls. Trusting my gut on a business deal was fine, but when it came to Abby, I wasn’t taking any chances. I’d have the personnel department of my company run a thorough background check on Emma and then I’d feel a whole lot better about relying on intuition from here on out.

      By the time I reappeared in the kitchen fifteen minutes later, the two of them were gone, though I could hear muffled voices coming from somewhere upstairs. I followed the sound only to discover them in Abby’s room; Abby pulling the blankets off her bed and Emma bent over on the floor, building a wall out of stuffed animals. The woman really had to stop bending over! I was going to end up with some serious damage from a permanent hard-on with a view like that all day.

      “How would you like to go to the zoo today, Abby?” I asked in the interest of self-preservation. I didn’t intend to leave Abby in the care of Emma until I was absolutely certain she was safe, but this was cruel and unusual punishment. There was no way I was staying confined in the house with Emma all day. Her gorgeous body, pouty lips…and at least a dozen rooms in the house with a lock on the door—hell no. I needed somewhere nice and public, where the urge to tear her clothes off and bury my cock deep inside her was at least nominally mitigated by an inescapable underage audience.

      And an hour later, we were wandering from one exhibit to the next, watching Abby’s eyes light up in response to every new animal. She was particularly fascinated by the floor to ceiling aquarium where she’d spent the past fifteen minutes, standing in front of the glass and following every fish that swam by with her fingers.

      “Abby tells me the two of you haven’t been together long,” Emma said, and he could tell she was trying to sound as nonchalant as possible but she couldn’t quite suppress the curiosity in her tone.

      “I didn’t know about Abby until two months ago. I suppose her mother felt it had been best not to tell me about her,” I admitted, trying to keep the bitterness out of my own tone no matter how deeply it ran in my veins.

      “Oh, but then how…” she let the sentence trail off, obviously feeling like she might be overstepping some boundary.

      “Her mother, Michelle, was in a car accident, and she died.” That thought helped to quell the bitterness some. “While I was angry she’d never told me about Abby, at least I would get to see my daughter grow up. Michelle would never see her again.”

      “I’m sorry. That must have been very hard on Abby, and I can’t even imagine what it would be like to suddenly discover I had a four-year-old child.”

      “It was a shock, but I think we’re making it work OK. At least, I hope so,” I confessed, feeling strangely comfortable talking to Emma despite the desire coursing through my body. I suppose I’d spent years in the constant company of people who were faker than a fifteen dollar bill, and Emma seemed…genuine.

      “It seems to me you’re doing a great job. I’ve met a lot of maladjusted kids and they’re usually reserved and quite shy. That doesn’t describe Abby at all, does it?”

      We both laughed.

      “Thanks. So, you’ve worked around kids a lot?” It seemed odd that a gardener would spend much time in the company of children, but she did seem to have a natural rapport with them, so who was I to judge?

      “Um, not exactly…just from personal observation, that’s all.” It was clear from her body language she was uncomfortable, but I didn’t linger on the thought long. Paying attention to her body language reignited the damn fire I’d been doing my damnedest to keep tamped down all day. It made me restless and then guilty. Restless, because I didn’t want to be standing around talking—I wanted to be fucking Emma senseless. And guilty because my thoughts should be occupied with my daughter, not her nanny.

      But since the only way I was getting Emma naked anytime soon was by ducking into one of the animal exhibits with her, I forced my thoughts onto something less X-rated.

      “That does remind me, though, Ryan,” Emma began just as Abby started calling out to us and hopping excitedly from foot to foot and pointing at the shark that swam by in front of her. We both murmured appropriate comments and she seemed to forget all about us quickly, turning back to the aquatic scene.

      I turned my attention back to Emma. “So, what about you?” I asked, thinking that a little bit of recon of my own was probably safe, PG-friendly ground. “What’s your story?”

      “Well, there isn’t much to tell,” she said, looking even more uncomfortable than she had a moment ago. “I finished school a year ago, and I’ve been…working ever since.” She nodded, seemingly pleased with her answer, though it told me pretty much nothing.

      Unfortunately, it did put her age in clear context. She’d only just finished school a year ago…she really was awfully young. What the hell was I doing trying to fuck a woman who was barely old enough to drink?

      But she was a woman, my raging hormones assured me, and every inch of her gorgeous body seemed to confirm it. So, there was no reason to alter the plan. All I had to do was make it through the day, and I could tell by the way she was looking at me, it wasn’t going to be hard to convince Emma McKenna to let me do whatever I wanted to her…and there was so much I wanted to do.

      By the time the end of the day finally arrived, I’d used up just about every bit of self-restraint I possessed. The second Abby was in bed, it was all I could do to stop myself from barging into Emma’s new room and tearing off her clothes right then and there.

      Instead, I stood outside her room. The door was open just a crack, but through it, I could hear the shower running in the ensuite bath in her room. Images jolted to the front of my mind; Emma naked, the water sliding down her skin and making every inch of her body slippery.

      “Emma,” I called more harshly than I’d intended. “Could I speak to you when you have a moment?”

      “Um…I’ll be there right there,” she called back as I imagined her hands gliding over her firm breasts, across her ribs, and then lower. Was she simply washing off the grime of the warm day, or was her skin hyper-sensitized from the same attraction I’d felt all day. Did her fingers linger between her thighs, sliding back and forth across her clit? Was she even now, slipping those slim digits into her pussy?

      Damn it! Since when was I no better than some horny teenager? I was going to have to find a way to cool my jets, or else I’d be going off way too early—a problem I hadn’t had since I was a horny teenager.
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      This was my chance. Abby was in bed, Ryan and I were alone in the house, and if I didn’t make a move now, I was going to chicken out. And while I was nervous as hell, I wanted this. I could do this.

      But what exactly was one to wear when faced with the challenge of seducing one’s new boss? I pulled the suitcase out from under the bed in the room Ryan had put my things earlier—my room, for now, I supposed. But since I hadn’t exactly been packing with seduction in mind, the selection was slim.

      I imagined showing up in lingerie to make my intentions perfectly clear, but each time I ran through the scenario in my head, I felt like an idiot, like a cheesy actress in a B-rated movie. I could always skip clothing altogether and scurry over to his office in the towel currently wrapped around me, but no—again, too cheesy. So, I settled on a light cotton summer dress that didn’t quite reach mid-thigh and draped open in the back to my waist. It was pretty and sexy—more than enough to get the juices flowing if he was interested—but casual enough that I could walk away with my dignity intact if I chickened out. Not that I was going to chicken out. But for all I knew, he’d asked to speak to me to let me know I’d done a terrible job with Abby and he wanted me to leave—not exactly the right time to be trying to get the guy into bed.

      Tamping down the butterflies fluttering in my stomach, I dropped the towel, slipped into the dress and checked my reflection in the mirror. I turned this way and that, fully aware that I was, at this point, simply procrastinating.

      But really, what the hell was I doing? I’d known Ryan Cade a whole day and a half. And I worked for him! He didn’t even know who I really was, and here I was planning on seducing the man in his home? This was crazy. Foolish. And this was not going to happen. I was not going to have sex with Ryan Cade.

      It was time to talk to him and set the record straight—and nothing more.

      My body seemed to groan in protest, but I grabbed a sweater from my bag and threw it on over the dress. Throwing my hair up into a ponytail, I squared my shoulders and started toward the door. I’d been trying to find a way to come clean all day, and this was my chance.

      But as I opened the door and took a step out into the hall, I ran right into Ryan at full force. Colliding hard against his chest, my breath whooshed from my lungs and I stared dazedly up at him for one dumbfounded moment.

      Caught off guard, I couldn’t think. All I could focus on was the desire blazing in his eyes and the heat of his body so close to mine. I had no idea what to do when his arms wrapped around me and pulled me even harder against his body. And my mind was still reeling when his lips swooped in and covered mine.

      His kiss wasn’t gentle, but it made every nerve ending in my body tingle in anticipation. This wasn’t like the few, hopeful kisses I’d experienced before.  There was no hesitancy in it, no question. He was a man who knew what he wanted, and right then he wanted me.

      I realized at some point in the past few seconds, I’d wrapped my arms around him, and my fingers were grazing through the short hair at the base of his neck. This wasn’t supposed to be happening, but damn it, I wanted it like I’d never wanted anything before.

      He pulled his lips away after a moment, and I almost whimpered at the loss, but he was back quickly, and this time his lips started a blazing trail of frantic kisses along my jaw, down my neck. By the time he reached my collarbone I was holding onto his neck in fear my knees would give out.

      “I’ve wanted to touch you all day, Emma,” he said in between kisses. “You have no idea how difficult it’s been to keep my hands to myself.” As if to emphasize his point, his hands began to wander, grazing over my hips and up my ribs. When his hands moved higher and cupped my breasts, I couldn’t stop the quiet moan that slipped from my lips.

      It was as if his hands knew exactly how to make my body respond, grazing back and forth across my nipples with just enough pressure to draw them into hard peaks instantly.

      I slid my hands across his shoulders, feeling his muscles flex beneath my fingers as his mouth moved lower, kissing across the upper swells of my breasts. The thin fabric of my chenille sweater hampered any further descent, but it didn’t hinder him. He continued on, kissing my breasts through the fabric and toying with one nipple and then the other with his tongue.

      “Ryan, I…” I didn’t know what to say, I only knew I never wanted him to stop. And I wanted him naked; I wanted to feel the bare flesh of his back, and his biceps, and everywhere else on his chiseled body.

      “I know, Emma. I want it too. I want to strip you naked and kiss every inch of your body. I want to fuck you until you’re screaming my name,” he whispered ruggedly as a violent jolt of arousal surged through my body.

      Abby’s scream sounded suddenly from down the hall and Ryan’s lips froze.

      In a flash, we were both racing down toward her. He dashed into her room and I lingered back in the hall, not certain if I should go in as well, and happy to stay where I was to try to get the heat in my veins to cool to a low simmer.

      “There was a monster, and it had humongous toes, daddy, and they were going to step on me!” Abby cried as Ryan gathered her up in his arms. I did my damnedest to focus on the situation at hand, and not think about how his arms had encircled me just a moment ago; how his lips had been blazing a fiery trail down my body.

      “It’s OK, honey. I’m the only thing with big toes here, and I promise I won’t step on you,” Ryan soothed, stroking his daughter’s hair.

      “Can I sleep in your bed tonight, daddy?” Abby asked, and I heard the heavy exhale of his breath as what had started in the hall just a few moments ago had been conclusively put on hold indefinitely.

      “Of course you can,” he replied as he stood up, carrying the small child in his arms. He walked toward the door and smiled ruefully to me as he started down the hall to his bedroom.

      I stayed where I was, still trying to get my pulse to slow to something that resembled normal. My heart beat so loudly I could hear blood whooshing past my ears, and everywhere he’d kissed still tingled as if it were humming with the anticipation of more.

      But there would be no more. There wasn’t supposed to be any at all. I’d been all set to explain who I was—not for the first time today—and once again I’d been thwarted by my own irrational response to a man who I was now quite certain had been put on this earth to be a living, breathing advertisement for sex.

      I breathed a heavy sigh, promising myself once again to set things to right come morning, and walked back to my room. I flopped back on my bed and proceeded to toss and turn, hour after hour. I couldn’t stop thinking about what had happened, about what could have happened if Abby hadn’t come to the rescue and put an abrupt halt to a horrendous mistake. And it was a mistake. Ryan was way out of my league; he was more than just experienced, he was an expert. He’d known exactly how to make my body respond, and that kind of knowledge could only have come from plenty of practice.

      Groaning inwardly, I tried to force my mind to go blank, willing sleep to drag me under.
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* * *

      I awoke incrementally the next morning, at first only vaguely aware that the scene playing out in my mind was nothing more than a dream. But as I pulled myself upward toward consciousness, I was aware of another presence in close proximity. I could hear the quiet inhale and exhale of breath not far from me, and the slight movement that lightly jostled the mattress made me wonder if I was merely pulling myself from one dream into another.

      “Wake up, Emma,” a little girl’s voice spoke, breaking the last remnants of the dream.

      “Hey, kiddo,” I smiled sleepily, trying to pry my eyes open. “I don’t suppose I can talk you into crawling into bed with me and going back to sleep?”

      A quick glance out the window told me Abby was either an early riser or else I’d slept through an entire day. The sky was a blue-black shroud of darkness, just the slightest hint of color peeking up over the horizon. It would be another hour still before the sky lightened enough that I’d consider calling it morning.

      “You can’t go back to sleep Emma. We have too much to do today,” Abby said matter-of-factly.

      “Oh? What’s on the agenda today, sweetheart?” I asked, giving up all hope of sleeping past five in the morning and sitting up slowly.

      “It’s Tuesday. And that’s the day mommy always took me to the park. She called it ‘girl’ time,” she said more quietly than I’d heard her speak before. She was fidgeting with the edge of the blanket, making it clear she was uncertain—not something I’d seen often in Abby. “I don’t know why mommy called it ‘girl’ time though, ‘cause there were boys at the park too. But that’s ok. I didn’t mind them too much. So, I thought…I mean…if it’s OK with you Emma,” she stumbled over her words, eventually letting the thought trail off unfinished.

      It wasn’t often Abby was without words. It reminded me that as well-adjusted as she seemed, that didn’t mean there were no underlying issues that would work their way to the surface over time.

      “I would love to go with you to the park today, Abby. Thank you for inviting me.”

      She beamed brightly, her normal exuberance breaking through, and she bounced off the bed. She came around the bed and started pulling on my arm. As much as I wanted to bury myself back underneath the covers, I couldn’t help but smile and I swung my legs over the side of the bed.

      Before I’d stood up, she’d skipped across the room and was hurrying down the hall, no doubt to inform her father of today’s agenda.

      Right, her father. Ryan. The walking advertisement for sex. After last night, facing Ryan was not how I wanted to start my day. It wasn’t like much had ended up happening, but it would have. I knew that. Though I’d decided against it, the moment I felt his arms close around me, I’d wanted it more than I could remember wanting anything in my life. But now, with time and distance between us, it was just as much a bad idea as it had been before it had started.

      I dragged myself out of bed and somehow managed to pull myself together enough to make it through breakfast without making an utter fool of myself. Ryan didn’t say a word about last night, but every time I looked at him I could feel the heat in his gaze, and my traitorous body couldn’t help butrespond.

      It was a relief when we left the house a half hour later, bound for a park a few blocks away. Although all three of us were in the vehicle, it was as if there was some unspoken agreement that nothing could happen so long as Abby was with us. I slowly began to relax as we followed her from one piece of equipment to the next, and I was almost feeling calm when Abby through the both of us for a loop.

      “You’re not doing it right!” Abby shrieked at Ryan as he started to push her lightly on the swing. She leaped off the swing, running across the park and crouching beneath the slide.

      Ryan stared after her, a stunned expression on his handsome face. It didn’t take me long to figure out what was going on. I knew I was about to overstep the line by a mile, but even though I’d been twenty years old when I lost my mother, I could relate to how Abby was feeling more than Ryan could.

      He started forward, the expression on his face making it clear he was diving into unfamiliar territory, but I placed my hand against his chest.

      “Ryan…let me,” I whispered, and I thought for a moment he might push right past me, but his shoulders slumped just a little then and he nodded.

      I hurried after Abby, trying to make my step look as calm as possible, and I sat down on the grass next to the huddling little body. She wasn’t crying, but I could see the tears glistening in her eyes.

      “Would you like to talk about your mother, Abby? It’s OK if you want to,” I tried to coach, without pushing.

      “Me and mommy went to the park on Tuesdays,” she said in between sniffles, and then she was silent as if that was the end of the conversation.

      “And what else, sweetheart?”

      “Mommy was really busy. Mrs. Chester took care of me most of the time. But she was old, and she smelled like cheese. Mommy didn’t smell like cheese.”

      I tried to ignore the fist that seemed to clench around my heart. Sadly, what Abby was saying helped to explain why she hadn’t appeared as traumatized by the loss of her mother as other children might seem. It sounded like the woman had spent little time with her daughter. And that made my heart ache doubly so for the child who had lost someone who should have been so prominent in her life…but wasn’t.

      “My mommy smelled like lilacs,” I told her, smiling at the memory.

      “Did your mommy die, too?” she asked.

      “Yes. She died last year. I was away at college when she died so I hadn’t seen her very much, but I was very sad. Even when we don’t get to see our mommies much, it’s still sad when they’re gone, isn’t it?”

      She sniffled and nodded, and then crawled out from beneath the slide and plopped down in my lap. I heard Ryan’s footsteps approach from behind seconds later, but he stopped a few feet away. I looked up at him and smiled, trying to let him know the crisis was over—at least for the moment.
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      The rest of the day passed without a hitch. Abby seemed to recover quickly, and before long she was back to her rambunctious and happy self.

      It took a little longer for Ryan to recover from the ordeal, but that wasn’t surprising since this was all new to him. But by the time we returned to his car and he’d buckled Abby into her seat, I could feel the heat in his gaze when he turned back to me. I was so distracted by the sudden change that I wasn’t prepared for what came out of his mouth next.

      “How did you know how to handle that?” he asked. It wasn’t suspicion in his tone, precisely, but I could tell by whatever it was that he knew there was a story behind it.

      And this is what I’d wanted, wasn’t it? So, before I could get caught up in his piercing gaze, I blurted it out fast, “Ryan, I need to talk to you about something. It’s important, but I think we should wait until Abby’s in bed tonight.” There, I’d said it. Well, I’d said enough to commit myself to the conversation I should have had two days ago, and that would have to do for now.

      He was silent for a moment, assessing me with eyes that seemed like they could see right inside my head. But then he nodded and opened the car door for me.

      Unfortunately, since it was only nine in the morning by the time we’d finished with the park, I still had the entire day to keep playing the upcoming conversation in my head over and over again. I kept trying to figure out how he’d respond…what he’d say. In the end, though, it came back to one simple truth: it had been a little misunderstanding. How angry could he possibly be? And if I was wrong, and he was going to be angry about it, it was better that he decided to throw me out now. It would be worse later if Abby grew more attached to me. She would be the one to pay the price then.

      But as I stood outside his office door, the task seemed substantially more daunting than it had during the umpteen times I’d reasoned and rationalized the little white lie. Of course, the task seemed more daunting at the moment primarily because of what had happened between us the night before. I was worried that I’d take one look at him and everything else would fall away, that the only thing I’d be able to think about was his mouth and his hands, and the way his lips had felt on my body.

      I was stalling. I knew it. I’d been standing outside his door for nearly five minutes. Eventually, he was going to open the door, and I was either going to look like a fool or an eavesdropper.

      So, mustering every bit of self-control in my possession, I knocked on the door, ignoring the way my hand was trembling, and I pushed it open when I heard his voice on the other side.

      He was sitting at his desk and his eyes grazed over me from head to toe in a slow sweep. His gaze seemed to burn hotter with every inch, and if I hadn’t been trying desperately to avoid a repeat of the night before, I would have smiled to myself, relishing the ego boost.

      He’d stood up without saying a word and came around the desk. It seemed increasingly difficult to find my voice the closer he came.

      He didn’t stop until he was right in front of me, and even then, he didn’t pause for more than a second. And then his arms were around my waist, pulling me hard against his body. I opened my mouth to protest but no words came out. I knew this was a bad idea, but just like last night, I didn’t want to resist.

      He swooped down then and captured my lips beneath his, surprising me with the ferocity of his kiss, even more, potent than it had been the night before. His tongue delved into my mouth, gliding against my own and I couldn’t help but abandon all rational thought. I moaned quietly at the sensation his kiss had sent coursing through my body, and I wrapped my hands behind his neck, once again twining my fingers in the short hair there.

      No more debate. No more backing down. I wanted this. I wanted Ryan Cade and he was right here for the taking.

      I tried not to focus on what I was doing, letting my hands wander at will rather than trying to figure out what they should be doing. But just like last night, his hands seemed to know exactly what they were doing, grazing down my back and up again before coming round to slip between us. He cupped my breasts in his hands, squeezing more firmly than he had the night before, but it felt just as good. In fact, it felt even better.

      My hands were kneading the firm muscle of his back when he stopped suddenly, and I couldn’t help but wonder briefly if I’d done something wrong.

      “I want you naked, Emma,” he said then, dispelling my worry, but what he wanted registered seconds later.

      I tamped down the nerves that fluttered through my stomach as he grabbed the hem of my dress and yanked it off over my head. I was naked except for a skimpy bra and thong set, more naked than I’d ever been in front of a man.

      He stared at my body for a moment, his eyes grazing over every inch and leaving a tingling trail in its wake, but he seemed restless, impatient.

      Before I knew what he was doing, his hands were back and he tore off my bra in one, swift movement. The lacy fabric fell to the floor in a now-useless little heap.

      He leaned down and sucked a nipple into his mouth and I couldn’t stifle the small cry of pleasure that escaped my lips. He sucked harder, and the sensations seemed to ripple straight down between my thighs. And then harder, and the exquisite mix of pleasure and discomfort threatened to drive me insane.

      I grabbed for the hem of his shirt and pulled it up. He released my nipple just long enough to let me tug the shirt upward and off. I ran my hands over the flesh I’d exposed, grazing over the hard planes of his chest.

      He stood up straight and his lips covered mine once again, and I felt a swift tug on my hips as he tore off my thong. I was naked. I’d only walked into his office minutes ago, and already I was completely naked, half my clothes in shambles on the floor, and I wanted more.

      I’d always imagined my first time would be slow, maybe even gentle. I’d never in my wildest dreams imagined this passionate frenzy. And I wouldn’t change it for the world.

      I pressed my breasts against his bare chest, relishing the feel of his skin against mine, but he grabbed my hips then and pulled me hard against him. I froze, stifling a gasp. I could feel the hard length of him through his pants and he was…massive.

      He chuckled against my lips. “You’re good for a man’s ego,” he whispered. And then he took a small step back, just enough it seemed to reach between us. I would have wondered what he was doing, but I didn’t have to. His fingers found my clit, and then he slipped lower, parting my lips and sliding along my slit.

      “God damn it, Emma, you’re soaking wet,” he said and a thrill shot through me at the heavy desire in his voice.

      And then he was lifting me off the ground like I weighed no more than a grocery bag of feathers, and he spun around and laid me down on the edge of his desk, swiping off everything on its surface behind me.

      He unzipped his fly and his cock sprung free, and I tried to keep my jaw from dropping to the floor. It was…well, it made my mouth water and my pussy ache at the same time just looking at him. I watched, fascinated, as he sheathed himself in a condom faster than I could have gotten the damn package open, and then he was pushing my thighs apart and stepping between them, pausing for only a brief moment to look down at me.

      His eyes were focused on my pussy, and I felt more exposed than I’d ever been in my life. But I didn’t want him to stop looking; instead, his eyes on me sent my own arousal rocketing even higher

      But he did stop because he stepped closer, and I felt the tip of his cock press against my slit. I expected him to pause, or to enter me slowly, but it was a foolish expectation. Without warning, he plunged forward in one, hard thrust. I cried out as he tore right through the thin membrane inside me, gripping the edges of the desk in response to the pain and the sensation of being filled beyond capacity.

      He froze, a panic-stricken look on his face, but just as I felt him start to withdraw, I wrapped my legs around his hips to hold him there. I didn’t want him to stop. Every second now, the pain eased more and my body began to relax around him. I pulled him closer with my legs and tilted my hips up to meet him, and the panic and indecision on his face faded as he groaned and thrust inside me again.

      I could tell by the way his muscles trembled he was trying to exercise restraint, but the way his body was thrusting hard and fast, I knew he wasn’t succeeding. I liked it though, more than I ever would have guessed, and quickly the pressure began to build. It drove me higher and higher with every thrust. And while I’d thought he’d been doing a poor job of exercising restraint, I realized quickly I’d been wrong when his pace increased and he thrust into the hilt over and over again. He leaned forward and cupped my tits, squeezing them and rolling my nipples between his fingers.

      My breathless cries grew louder as he drove me higher, but eventually, there was no higher to go. I teetered on the edge; just a little bit longer…

      He leaned back up and rubbed my clit, fast and firm. The world ceased to spin and my entire body splintered into a kaleidoscope of rapturous pleasure.

      Ryan continued to thrust, once…twice…and then his hips jolted forward and he drove in deeper than I thought possible, stilling as he gripped my hips to hold me tight to him.

      I came back down from cloud nine quickly as he withdrew from my body. Something was wrong—aside from the fact I’d just done the very thing I’d sworn I wasn’t going to do. He reached for his jeans, tossed on the floor by the desk, and slipped them on. And then his shirt. He didn’t look up at me, and he was very quiet. While I didn’t have any more practice with the after-sex conventions than I did with the sex itself, something wasn’t right here. I suddenly felt more awkward than I ever had in my life, and I got up and grabbed for my dress as quickly as I could.

      “Why didn’t you tell me?” he asked after he’d buttoned his shirt in silence.

      Of all the after-sex conversation I had envisioned, that wasn’t it. If I was being honest, I’d have to admit that a small part of me had worried that his interest would plummet if I’d told him I was an inexperienced virgin. But he didn’t sound disinterested, he sounded unhappy.

      “It wasn’t like I came here planning to…to…” I couldn’t quite finish the sentence. “And besides, I…I didn’t think it would matter,” I said defensively.

      “You thought it wouldn’t matter?” he said, his tone kind of icy.

      “Yes, that’s what I thought,” I said, my embarrassment making me even edgier. “What difference did it make to you? It wasn’t your virginity you were losing? Was it that terrible being with someone so…inexperienced?”

      He just stared at me and I could see the muscles of his jaw twitching as if he was clenching very hard.

      Ouch—that hurt. Apparently yes, it had been that terrible. “My apologies then, for subjecting you to such an unfavorable experience.”

      My cheeks were flaming red, and I wished like hell I could erase the past hour. But since I couldn’t, all I could do was get out of there as fast as possible. I made a beeline for the door with my chin raised high, doing my damnedest to keep my crumbling dignity intact.

      Back in my room, I sagged against the door. I had never been so humiliated in my life. I should have kept my damn secret to myself and stayed as far away as I could from Ryan Cade. I’d known better! I felt like crying, but I flopped back on the bed and gritted my teeth instead. I wouldn’t let it happen. There was no way in hell I was going to cry. A McKenna never cries, never shows weakness. I was not going to be the first McKenna to break that rule, and I certainly wasn’t going to break it over an embarrassing mistake, no matter how much I wished I could undo it.

      The worst part of the whole mess, I realized as I laid there blocking out images of Ryan naked and towering over me, as I’d thought it had been incredible. I’d always imagined sex would feel good—there had to be a good reason for all the hype surrounding it—but I’d never imagined it could be like…that.

      Damn it! I didn’t want to think about it. I wanted to forget it ever happened. I didn’t want to remember what his hands and lips had felt like on my body. And I desperately wished I could ignore the vague ache in my nether regions from the way he’d thrust deep inside me. But as I continued to lay there, willing sleep to pull me under, I remembered every second of it. His hands…his mouth…his cock…

      Damn it!
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      Well, I certainly hadn’t handled that very well. Hell, I’m not sure I’d ever handled anything more poorly.

      I was angry, yes, but I wasn’t angry with Emma. Finding out she was still a virgin had reinforced just how young she was, and how I had no business being with her…and how fucking her had absolutely, unequivocally, without a doubt been the most erotic sex I’d ever had. Knowing she’d never been fucked before, that I’d been the first to fill her…hell, I was getting hard again just thinking about it.

      But now what was I supposed to do? Fire her? Again, my conscience had qualms with that after having lured her away from another job. All right, so what were my options?

      I could apologize—it seemed like the most appropriate thing to do. But thinking about going to her room now to tell her I was sorry for the way I’d reacted seemed like a bad idea. I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d still be dressed. Or was she lying naked in bed? Would her body still be aching from what I’d done?

      I hadn’t had the faintest idea she was a virgin—the possibility hadn’t once crossed my mind—so I hadn’t exactly been gentle with her. And while I didn’t like that I might have hurt her, the idea that her body would be reminding her incessantly that I’d been deep in her pussy excited me more than I cared to admit. So much, that I almost did it; I almost strode out of the office and down the hall to her room. What the hell was wrong with me?

      Clinging to what shreds of self-restraint I had left, I stayed where I was. She probably really was still sore, and even if she didn’t tell me to go to hell—which she probably would—I’d be an even bigger ass if I pushed her for another round tonight. But damn, I wanted back in that pussy.

      Unfortunately, her physical discomfort wasn’t the only reason I had to stay away. I wasn’t oblivious to the fact that virgins were dangerous territory, that they were far more likely to form emotional attachments—attachments that I had no place for in my life. It was the number one reason a guy like me avoided virgins like the plague. Emma was supposed to have been a good fuck, and nothing more. And she’d certainly been that. I had no doubt I’d never forget it, but it was best just to move on.

      And I figured Emma herself would make it easier to do that. After the way I’d reacted, it was fairly safe to say that if I just left it alone, there was no way she’d be hoping for what happened to develop into anything more. Hell, she might just slam the door in my face if I showed outside her room now.

      The thought bolstered my resolve, and I left the office, stealing one last glance back at the desk where I’d had her sprawled out just moments before. My step faltered as I passed by her room, but despite the hard-on that demanded otherwise, I kept going.

      It wasn’t until I’d made it to my bedroom and closed the door that I realized that I hadn’t exactly come up with a game plan. Given what I now knew, I should never have had sex with Emma, but since I couldn’t erase it—and I wasn’t sure I’d want to erase that memory even if I could—I needed to figure out where we went from here.

      I couldn’t fire her—not only would that make me a grade A prick, but I was pretty certain it wasn’t legal to fire an employee because I couldn’t keep my hands off her and discovered too late she should have been off-limits.

      So, it seemed the only option left was to act like nothing had happened. I wasn’t generally fond of shying away from reality, but what choice did I have? It was the most logical route to avoiding further entanglements.

      I laid down on my bed, still trying desperately to ignore the raging hard-on that was demanding attention. There was no way in hell I was going to be able to sleep like this, so I gave up right away, striding across the large room to the ensuite shower on the other side.

      A cold shower less than fifteen minutes after sex! If there had been any doubt in my mind, that confirmed it—Emma was dangerous territory.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I awoke the next morning after a broken night of sleep to the smell of pancakes wafting through the air. It was a pleasantly sweet smell when it wasn’t overwhelmed by the scent of burnt dough and the sting of smoke. I didn’t have to wonder where the aroma had come from; she’d been on my mind the whole night and had followed me out of sleep. No wonder the dream I’d awoken from had Emma bent over the kitchen counter, while I slid my tongue up her thigh to her sweet slit. She might have tasted like pancakes in my dream, but I could still remember the taste of her on my tongue from last night, and that was a thousand times more intoxicating than pancakes.

      Craving another sample already, but knowing that was out of the question, I debated spending the day in bed to avoid her. But since I wasn’t going to spend the day hiding away from my daughter, I got up and padded down the hall toward the kitchen.

      I spied her from several feet away and stopped, clearly remembering what every inch of her looked like beneath the clothing she wore now. My fingers tingled in remembrance of her soft skin and I could almost taste her on my tongue. Breakfast had lost its appeal. It just didn’t compare to what I really wanted.

      Nevertheless, Abby came into view a second later and I plastered a smile on my face as she came running toward me. I caught her up in an enormous hug and nodded to Emma, who’d turned in the direction of the commotion. Her cheeks grew pink and it was so damn sexy, reminiscent of the flush that had crept across her body last night.

      But that was over. No more, I reminded myself. At the same time, I groaned inwardly at the way the blood in my veins had begun to empty into my cock once again. It was going to be a very long, very hard day—pun intended.

      And it was, though not quite as bad as I’d expected. Yes, I’d spent the entire day imagining Emma naked and having her in every position imaginable. But once we’d left the house on an expedition to a nearby conservation area, it seemed both of us accepted that nothing could be discussed nor could anything else happen so long as we had Abby in our care. And so, when she sat down not far from me at our first rest stop and Abby dug gleefully through the knapsack of snacks we’d brought along, I was able to respond almost coherently when she asked me what it was I did for a living. And while I’d expected her to roll her eyes in boredom, I found myself relaxing to some small degree when she inquired enthusiastically about the intricacies of running a multi-billion dollar server security corporation.

      It didn’t escape my notice either that although both of us had been walking on pins and needles, painfully aware of the other and still reeling from the night before, she’d been the one to breach the barrier and try for a normal conversation. I was impressed. She had been embarrassed last night—in no small part because of the horrendous way I’d reacted—but she refused to let it dominate her. She was definitely a remarkable, young woman.

      While I spent fifty seconds out of every minute thinking about getting her naked again, there were those brief spaces in between where I was focused on her company. She didn’t spend much time talking about herself, more interested in how I’d toppled the corporate ladder instead of climbing it, but I managed to wrestle a few details from her in the times she was distracted with Abby.

      Apparently, Emma was as intelligent as she seemed, since she’d graduated from high school at sixteen and then obtained her undergraduate degree in just three years. It made me wonder why she’d taken up a career in gardening, but perhaps the corporate world just wasn’t for her. I couldn’t blame her. It was cutthroat and the most genuine relationship you could hope for was with an assistant who would drop you like a hot potato for a bigger paycheck. Hell, I’d considered bowing out on more than one occasion, particularly since Abby had come into my life. But it’s what I’d done for the past fifteen years. I’d been fresh out of college when I founded the corporation, and I’d built it from the ground up. One day perhaps I’d walk away, but not yet.

      I tiptoed out of Abby’s bedroom after tucking her in and reading her a tall stack of storybooks, but I paused in the hallway when my feet tried to steer me in a direction that was off-limits. I knew where she was; I’d been painfully aware of her proximity the entire day, but that didn’t make it any better an idea now. In fact, it was worse than before. Yesterday, I’d known very little about Emma aside from her being hot as hell and appearing to be rather good with kids. Now, I knew she was smart and courageous, kind and passionate. And that was just too damn much to know about a casual fling. Even if she hadn’t been dangerous virgin territory, I was wise enough to know I should be running for the hills, not letting my legs compel me down the hall toward her room. And if I had a lick of sense in my head, I would have been fighting the urge to knock on her door.

      But I was a fool.

      I raised my hand to knock, but before I could make contact with the smooth wood, the door swung open.

      Her hair was wet and her skin still glistened with a fine sheen of moisture. She stared up at me with eyes wide. Obviously, she hadn’t been expecting to find me there. But what the hell was I supposed to do now? What man on earth could have resisted the invitation of her lips, slightly parted and rose-hued even without lipstick? How could I keep my hands off her slick skin?

      Maybe if I hadn’t seen the spark of desire in her eyes I would have been able to walk away. If she hadn’t swayed innately toward me, I might have had a chance. But despite what a prick I’d been the night before, it was clear that she wanted this.

      Besides, it wasn’t really wrong, and it didn’t have to lead to anything more. After my inappropriate end to last night, wasn’t it only fair to make it up to her with hours of unadulterated pleasure?

      That was the only reasoning I needed. I grasped onto it and reached for her without a word.

      I covered her mouth with my own, my tongue playing against the seam of her lips, not gently but demanding entrance. She opened for me easily and I plunged in, mimicking what my body so desperately wanted to do to her pussy.

      But I wanted more than her mouth; I wanted to taste every inch of her, to drive her wild with my touch, to shove my cock in every one of her holes.

      I pulled my mouth away and moved lower…her neck, the upper swells of her breasts. But it still wasn’t enough.

      I grabbed onto the neckline of her dress with both hands and tore it straight down the middle. Fuck! She hadn’t been wearing anything underneath the dress, and I could already see her wetness glistening on her thighs.

      The sight of her made my mouth water, and I couldn’t resist. I dropped to my knees and spread her legs roughly before gliding my tongue along her slit, back and forth, and then plunging into her pussy, tasting her at her source. God, she tasted even better than she smelled. Her moans grew louder every time I thrust inside, but the sight of her pussy…her scent…the sound of her moaning in pleasure…it was all too much.

      I needed to have her—now! I stood up and yanked off my shirt while the buttons flew everywhere. She reached out to touch me, to graze her too-innocent fingers along my naked chest, but I grabbed her hands quickly, yanking them over her head and pinning them against the wall. There was no way I had any hope in hell of maintaining even a modicum of self-control with her hands on me.

      I unzipped my pants with my free hand and my cock sprung free, throbbing painfully for her. But it wouldn’t be painful for much longer. I lifted her off the ground and settled her over top of my dick, lowering her down as slowly as I could—though it seemed to drain every last bit of restraint I had left. I withdrew and drove in again, pulling her down hard on my cock. God, no woman had ever felt so incredible.

      I thrust in over and over again, listening to the sexy sound of her moans as each one grew louder than the one before. She was so damn, tight, I wasn’t certain how long I’d be able to hold out.

      “Ryan, please, I need to touch you,” she whispered, and I only noticed then that she was pulling against my hand holding her wrists. There seemed little point in denying her then since it was unlikely I’d be able to hold out much longer no matter how much she kept her hands to herself.

      So, I released her hands, and she moved wildly across my body. Her fingernails grazed down my back, while the soft pads of her fingers glided up my arms. My skin seemed to burn with exquisite fire everywhere she touched.

      I increased my pace, fucking her faster, harder. Her fingers dug into my back and I could tell by her erratic movements she was close too. So close.

      And then her whole body seemed to contract; her hips bucked hard against me, driving my cock in deep and her fingers dug deep into my shoulders, as she toppled over the edge, leaving me free to follow right after her.

      But a moment later, when I lowered her gently to the ground, I knew I wasn’t finished. That everything that had happened had been nothing more than a warmup. I wanted more of Emma. I wanted all of her. And it was going to be one hell of a long night.
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      I awoke in a strange bed, though that wasn’t an unusual occurrence lately. I had only begun to adjust to sleeping in my own home when I’d—temporarily—moved into Ryan’s. And even if I couldn’t clearly remember every moment of the night before, I would have known without opening my eyes that I wasn’t in my new room; I was in Ryan’s bed. The irresistible scent of him lingered on the bedding and I breathed in deep to take in more.  I let it out in a rush, wondering what the hell was wrong with me.

      After the way, he’d gotten angry after that first night, what on earth had compelled me to venture down the same road—the very next night? But then, last night had been different. It was like he couldn’t get enough of me, and that sent a thrill coursing through my veins.

      Before I could decide whether to chastise myself any further, I heard light footsteps sounding down the hall toward the bedroom—Ryan’s bedroom. I was in Ryan’s bedroom, and I knew I just wasn’t lucky enough for Abby to walk right past.

      The door swung open seconds later, confirming my assertion. She came bounding into the room and crawled up on the bed. “Did you have a sleepover with daddy, Emma? My old friend, Jenny, she had a sleepover at her grandma’s house.”

      “Oh, no, Abby…I just…” How on earth was I supposed to explain what I was doing in her father’s bed?

      Before I could figure out an adequate cover story, she patted my arm and looked up at me with sympathetic eyes. “Did you get lost, Emma? It’s OK, ‘cause it’s a big house. Come on, silly, I’ll show you where your room it.”

      She started to tug on my arm, and if I hadn’t been painfully aware of my state of undress before that moment, it rose to the forefront of my mind as the sheet covering me started to slip down. I yanked it back up, frantically trying to remember where exactly my clothes had ended up. Had I had them on when we’d stumbled into his bedroom? No damn it, I clearly remembered then that they’d come off somewhere in the hallway. Now, what was I supposed to do?

      And if the past few minutes hadn’t been bad enough, Ryan appeared in the doorway then, looking in the room with warring emotions crossing his features. He looked amused at my current predicament, but the tightness at the corners of his mouth told me he wasn’t pleased that Abby had found me in here either.

      “I found Emma, daddy. Look, she got lost and ended up in your bed,” Abby said, though the declaration seemed unnecessary given that she was sitting right next to me.

      Covering her mouth then and speaking in an overloud whisper to her father—presumably, to avoid my hearing the secret—she added, “And I think she lost her clothes, too.”

      Blushing profusely, I patted the girl’s head, “If you’ll just turn around for a minute, sweetheart…” I figured my best choice was to wrap the sheet around me, but since it seemed to be tucked in at the bottom of the bed, I was going to have to yank it out first.

      “Oh, it’s OK. Remember, daddy said it’s OK if you don’t wear a shirt,” Abby told me brightly as if that solved all my problems.

      Could this morning get any worse? Fortunately, Ryan stifled a laugh and took pity on me. He called to Abby, holding out his arms, “Come on, kiddo. Let’s go check out what’s for breakfast while Emma gets up.”

      “OK, but you’re not gonna try to make pancakes again, are you? ‘Cause I think those things are just too tough for you,” she said as she hopped down from the bed and scurried across the room. ”Don’t feel too bad. There are lots of things I can’t do yet, too. Maybe Emma can help you. Like yesterday, I couldn’t tie my shoes, but then Emma showed me how, and now I can,” Abby exclaimed, her eyes lighting with enthusiasm over her new topic.

      “Wanna see?” she exclaimed as she started down the hall, no doubt darting off ahead of Ryan in search of a pair of shoes to tie.

      He looked back at me, and I could see the heat flaring in his eyes despite his cool exterior, and I wasn’t certain if I wanted to hide deeper under the covers or tear them off and watch the fire blaze hotter. But he turned away then and followed his daughter down the hall, making the debate moot, and leaving me to scurry down the hallway wrapped in a bedsheet in a mad sprint for my own room.

      Once dressed, I reluctantly made my way downstairs to breakfast, but if I’d have worried any awkwardness would linger between us, I would have been mistaken. Ryan was calm and cool. He spoke politely to me but paid me no more attention than he would have afforded any casual acquaintance. In the minutes I’d been gone, it seemed his interest in me had cooled.

      I had no idea what to make of the change in behavior. Was that it? He’d had his fill and was ready to move on? But I didn’t want to move on. At least, not yet. I held no illusions about what this was—sex, plain and simple. But it was Pandora’s box; so long as it was something I’d never experienced, I didn’t really know what I was missing. But now that I’d had it…I wanted more.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I spent the entire day engaged in activities with Abby, and while the little girl’s pleasant company helped some to keep my thoughts at bay, they turned to them inevitably over and over again. I kept waiting for Ryan to say something, to do…something, but he didn’t.

      At least, he didn’t until Abby was fast asleep. I heard a knock at my bedroom door just moments after I’d left him with her to tuck her in. And with just one look at him when I opened the door, I knew why he was there even before he strode forward and lifted me clear off the floor. And if there could somehow have been any doubt remaining, it fled the moment he laid me down on the bed and tore the dress I was wearing right off me. He was naked in a flash, and I couldn’t help but stare at his exquisite naked form. He was chiseled muscle everywhere; a broad torso that tapered to his hips; powerful thighs; and his shaft was rock hard, jutting out proudly and making my mouth water.

      His cock sheathed in a condom seconds later, he towered over top of me, and I knew with absolute certainty I was already ready for him. Without a word, he thrust inside me, but I could tell by the way his muscles quivered that he was holding himself back, forcing himself to go as slow as he could.

      But I’d gotten caught up in his urgent desire, and I didn’t want slow. I wanted hard and fast and deep. So, I wrapped my legs around his hips and drew him in deeper. He looked down at me with a question in his eyes, and I nodded. Yes. God yes, this is what I wanted.

      “God damn it, Emma, you feel so good,” he whispered as he increased his pace.

      Time ceased to exist as he thrust inside me over and over again. I had no idea if seconds had passed, or minutes, or even hours. I was conscious of nothing but the man and the way he was driving my body higher and higher. I was so close, teetering on the brink when he leaned down and I felt his lips against my neck. And then I felt more—suction, and then his teeth. He wasn’t hurting me exactly, he was…oh god, there was no way to describe it. But all at once it was too much, and the spring that had coiled tight inside me sprang loose, releasing wave after wave of exquisite pleasure from my core.

      Before I’d even begun to come back down, he thrust hard once more and then stilled; and his groan a second later sounded like pure ecstasy.

      A moment passed, and then one more, and then he withdrew and rolled next to me. I wasn’t sure what to do, but it felt entirely natural when I rolled toward him and laid my head against his chest. He wrapped his arm around me and his fingers drew light, lazy circles down my back.

      And why at that precise moment, I’ll never know, but a thought came to me then, and I knew it couldn’t be put off any longer. I was supposed to have set the record straight long before then, and if I left it any longer, it would grow into something more than a little misunderstanding. It was time.

      “Ryan, there’s something I have to tell you.”

      His hand stilled in the middle of its path. “This isn’t the part where you tell me you used to be a guy, is it? Since as much as I hate to admit it…I’m not sure I’d care.” He laughed and resumed the light caress along my skin.

      Well, if he could handle that, this should be a breeze then, I thought wryly, and then propped my elbows up on his chest so I could look at him.

      “The other day when you came next door, and you found me in the garden…” Jeez, it was such as stupid thing to have wound up in this big misunderstanding. “The thing is…I’m not really a gardener. I didn’t know how to tell you that. I know I should have set the record straight right away, but I wasn’t sure what to say. And then after—the next day—you opened your front door in that towel…” My voice trailed off as I remembered the image clearly.

      He didn’t say anything, but his hand continued its path, and that had to be a good sign, didn’t it? If he was rip-roaring angry with me, certainly he wouldn’t still be caressing my body and making me ache for another round.

      “So, if you aren’t the gardener,” he started, his voice still just as calm as it had been. That was definitely a good sign. “What were you doing there? Do you wander into people’s gardens often?” he asked, warring notes of amusement and perplexity in his tone.

      “Um, just mine,” I replied, figuring that would tidy up my explanation nicely.

      “Yours? You mean you live in the house next door?”

      “Well, I suppose at the moment, I live here,” I tried to joke, “But yes, up until just a few days ago, I lived there.”

      “And you just didn’t know quite how to tell me?”

      “Exactly. Well, that and I found you incredibly distracting,” I confessed honestly, though a prickle of heat warmed my cheeks.

      “OK,” he said all of a sudden, so easily that I wasn’t sure if I should feel relieved. I waited for him to say more, but it seemed no more words were forthcoming.

      “OK? Just…OK?”

      “Did you want me to say more? Get mad, maybe? It seems to me that it was a simple misunderstanding. If anyone should be feeling bad about it, it’s me, Emma, not you. I mistook you for the hired help. But if it’s any consolation at all, I thought you were the most incredible looking hired help there ever was,” he laughed ruefully. “But I get why you didn’t set it straight right away. And you have now, so I don’t see any reason to get angry.”

      “Oh.” I’m not sure what I expected, but I suppose I’d been mentally preparing myself for something…more—not that I was complaining.

      “And if I happened to have you so frazzled you couldn’t think straight…well, I’m not going to complain about that,” he said a split second before his hands settled under my arms and he pulled me up on top of him.
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      It was perfect. Well, as perfect as any casual fling that was confined to late night rendezvous could be. We kept our distance from each other during the day, always amicable but nothing more in front of Abby. But once she was in bed, neither of us could keep our hands off each other. We fell into bed—or onto the sofa…the floor…in the shower…or anywhere else that suited our needs—within moments of tucking Abby in for the night.

      Ryan had had to spend some of his daytime hours at his office in the city, and every once in a while he’d come in late. But I was ready for him the moment he returned, and he’d seemed only too eager to strip every bit of clothing off me—on the rare occasions I was still wearing clothing when he walked in the door—and bury himself deep inside me. It was always like that; we were too eager and too desperate for each other to take our time at first. But then, once that first orgasm had helped to take the edge off, it was different. I’d tasted every part of his body and felt his lips on every inch of mine. And while I wouldn’t exactly call myself an expert yet, he taught me exactly how to drive him wild—and I’d figured out how to drive him to the brink, only to hold him there, drawing out what should have been seconds to minutes and increasing the intensity of his orgasm tenfold.

      It was one of those nights when he’d been stuck at the office late, and after waiting for a full hour after I’d tucked Abby into bed, I decided to go for a swim in the indoor pool. I’d deliberately skipped the swimsuit and was doing languid, naked laps, waiting for his inevitable return.

      And I waited…and waited. Though I’d been taking it easy, my muscles had begun to grow tired and I’d left the pool, wrapping a towel around my body and wandering through the quiet house. But still, he hadn’t returned. I was just about to pass by his office door when I noticed light seeping through where it had been left open a crack.

      “Ryan?” I called peeking inside, but not expecting an answer.

      But there he was, sitting behind his desk with a stack of papers in front of him.

      “Yeah?” he said without looking up.

      “Sorry. I thought you were still out.”

      “No. I got home a while ago, but I’ve got a lot of work to catch up on.”

      “Oh, OK,” I said, closing the door and trying not to feel the sting of rejection. After all, the man was in charge of a multi-billion dollar corporation. He couldn’t be expected to have every night free.

      So, I wandered back up to my room and sat down at the edge of the bed. It was silly, really. It made perfect sense. And yet, in that brief exchange, I’d gotten the impression something was very wrong. He wasn’t just busy—he was avoiding me. But that made no sense. I was probably just blowing an innocent situation out of proportion. Clinging to that explanation, I laid down and let my mind wander as sleep began to tug me down. Tomorrow night—I’d see that everything was just fine then.

      But tomorrow night came, and it wasn’t fine, at least not in my opinion, nor the opinion of my body that had been newly awakened to the pleasures of sex with a man who was insatiable. Or, he had been. He came home an hour before Abby’s bedtime, and my body had begun to hum in anticipation of what was to come. But five minutes after we’d tucked her in, he was at the front door and on his way out for a business dinner. I tried to wait up for him, but hours passed and I fell asleep on the sofa and never heard him come in. I woke up there by myself the next morning.

      Day after day, his evening had become occupied with work or other engagements. Was that it? He’d gone from being unable to keep his hands off me to keeping as much distance between us as possible. I’d known it had to come to an end eventually—neither one of us had talked about this being anything other than what it was—sex. And I knew he had no interest in romantic entanglements, so it should have come as no surprise, but I wasn’t done. I hadn’t come anywhere close to having my fill of Ryan Cade.

      I figured I didn’t need to wonder where he was going when he left the house in the evenings. He hadn’t said it, but if he’d had his fill of me, that meant he’d moved on to greener pastures. “Out” likely meant he was out with another woman. I hated the flash of jealousy that grabbed hold of me at the thought. I had no right to it, I knew that, but I felt it nonetheless. And that it was time for me to do what he’d apparently done already—accept that this was never going to be anything more than a short-lived fling and move on.

      I didn’t wait up for him that night, or the next, though I couldn’t stop thinking about him no matter how many times I told myself it was over. I was pathetic, that was the only way to explain it. Ryan had been able to enjoy sex without getting himself tangled into wanting to draw it out longer. Why hadn’t I been able to do the same? Because he’d been my first? I couldn’t refute the possibility, but I knew myself well enough to think it an unlikely probability.

      The truth was, as much as I hated to admit it, that while I craved Ryan’s body constantly, I wanted more than just his body, too. And since that just wasn’t possible, it was a good thing I’d realized it before I’d let myself fall in too deep. Perhaps his backing off had been a good thing, even if it didn’t feel like it at the moment. I fell asleep clinging to that thought, but I woke up abruptly sometime later. I had no idea what had woken me, but since I was hot and slick to the touch, it wasn’t hard to figure out what kind of dream I’d been having.

      I pushed off the covers and got up, pacing back and forth across the room to try to dispel the restlessness that had settled over me, but it wasn’t enough. I slipped on my silk robe and opened the bedroom door, intending to pace the long hall, or maybe even go for a swim if that wasn’t enough either.

      But he was right there, standing in the hallway outside my room, bare-chested and with a look on his face that I couldn’t figure out if it was more aroused or tortured. I wasn’t left to wonder long though. A groan escaped his lips and he lunged for me, but he didn’t stop once he reached me. He wrapped his arms around me and continued to step further and further into my room, forcing me to take a step back for every step he took forward. He didn’t stop until the backs of my knees pressed up against the mattress.

      “God damn it, Emma, I can’t stop wanting this, wanting you. I can’t get you out of my head,” he whispered in a ragged voice before he captured my lips beneath his in a kiss that took my breath away with its intensity.

      I didn’t notice that he’d yanked off my robe until I felt the cool air wafting in from the window against my naked skin, but I didn’t have time to take notice of it for long. He pushed me down on the bed and unzipped his fly, his massive cock springing free and making my thighs clench together against a desperate ache.

      But he pried my legs open and moved between them, pulling my ass toward the edge of the bed and plunging into the hilt in one, smooth thrust. He didn’t slow to let my body adjust to his girth like he usually did. Instead, he withdrew and drove back in, and I smothered the loud moan I couldn’t contain with the back of my arm.

      I couldn’t move; I couldn’t draw him in deeper—not yet. I focused on making my body relax around him as he thrust in hard and fast, holding onto my hips to keep my body from sliding further up on the bed with his powerful thrusts.

      As my body adjusted, it joined in, moving against him, its desperation just as potent as his own.

      He released his hold on one hip after a few moments and moved between us. His fingers pressed against my clit and my hips nearly bucked off the bed in response. I was so close already, so when he started to rub back and forth, I rocketed to the precipice. I was right there.

      “Come for me, Emma. I want to see you come with my cock in your pussy,” he ground out between clenched teeth.

      I couldn’t have held back if I’d wanted to. All of a sudden, the heat splintered outward, jolting through every fiber of my body and making me scream in ecstasy. His hips bucked, driving him in once more, and he followed me almost instantly.

      Though he was done, I never wanted to let him leave, and I remained as still as I could to savor the moment for as long as possible. Eventually, he withdrew, but instead of zipping up his fly and leaving—like I half-expected him to do—he laid down on the bed and pulled me with him. He gathered me in his arms and I laid my head against his chest, listening to the steady pound of his heartbeat and letting it lull me into a blissful sleep.
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      I laid there cursing myself over and over again while I watched her sleep, the steady rise and fall of her back signaling that she slept soundly. What the hell was wrong with me? I’d managed to keep my distance for days, spending as much time at the office as possible and doing everything else I could to avoid her. And I’d just failed completely.

      I’d tried to move on, knowing whatever it was between us had gone on too long already. I’d even contemplated picking up some new woman at the bar after work, but I didn’t even make it through the door. The fact was, any woman I found there wouldn’t be Emma. And I’d wanted Emma.

      I forced myself out of her bed, hating how much I didn’t want to leave. Once out of bed though, I couldn’t help but stand there, staring down at her. She was beautiful; sexy as hell, yes, but something more—and the most dangerous thing I’d ever encountered.

      I’d always been careful to keep my distance, not in fear for myself, but to keep any partner from getting the wrong impression or building expectations for a relationship that was never going to exist. Never once had I been even remotely tempted. But Emma had done far more than tempt—she’d just about driven me crazy.

      But I wasn’t going to allow myself to slip again. I’d been hoping whatever it was I felt for her would run its course and fade, but it wasn’t happening, in fact, it was only growing stronger. So there was no point in continuing to wait for a fade that wasn’t going to come. Instead, it was time to accept that I’d made a colossal mistake—wading in far deeper than I should have—and since I’d been such a fool, having to fight this innate pull toward her was the consequence—stay aware of it, and stay untangled. Though I imagined that was going to be a whole lot easier said than done.

      Perhaps it was time to send Emma on her way; remove the temptation and hope I’d have enough sense not to go chasing after it. Besides, the sooner I sent her on her way, the sooner she could get back to pursuing a career that had only begun to get underway when I’d come into the picture. That did make me wonder though, and not for the first time, why she’d even agreed to take on the role of a nanny. She was a McKenna, and while it wasn’t a completely uncommon last name when it was attached to someone in this neighborhood, it could only be the McKenna family whose money went back further than the Declaration of Independence.

      Why would a woman with more money than she could spend in ten lifetimes, and by her own confession, a career she looked forward to with enthusiasm, put her life on hold for me and Abby—complete strangers to her at the time? It made no sense. There had to be an underlying reason she’d agreed to take my ridiculous offer.

      I was well aware that I was grasping at straws, looking for any reason to build a wall between her and I, but it wasn’t a wholly unreasonable question. Of course, the logical thing to do would be to ask her, but since I was admittedly half-crazy at the moment, I thought of a better way. And really, people with ulterior motives were seldom known to profess them honestly.

      So, I crept out of her room and went to my office at the other end of the house. I picked up the phone and dialed the number of a man I’d employed only occasionally. The personnel department at the office wasn’t good enough this time. I needed more; I needed someone to dig beneath the surface to find out what Emma McKenna had been up to all this time.

      And two days later I had my answer, though I could hardly believe the proof on the page in front of me. I should have been rejoicing at finally having the solution to my problem, a solution that would build a wall so high between us I’d never have to worry about getting close to Emma ever again.

      But I wasn’t rejoicing; I wasn’t even relieved. Instead, a stab of pain shot through my chest and I wanted to rip up the paper, shred it into a thousand pieces and burn every last one of them. But that was pointless. It wouldn’t change a thing.

      Emma had lied to me. All this time, she’d been busy trying to keep me distracted and hoping I’d slip up, all of it nothing more than a ploy. Hell, she’d even sacrificed her virginity for it. She must be one hell of a sister.

      Her brother was none other than Michael Fraser, president, and CEO of Fraser Enterprises. Six months ago, that name wouldn’t have meant a thing to me, but it did now. And it had for the past two months throughout which my company and his had been locked in a cutthroat battle for the same big-ass client. Fraser’s company had been on the decline for the past two years and it teetered on the verge of bankruptcy. This one client would be vital to keeping it alive. And Emma had appeared on the scene just days after the two companies had begun negotiations with the potential client. What was the likelihood that her sudden appearance was sheer coincidence? If I had to guess at the moment, I’d say about zero.

      I crumpled the page in my hand, gripping it over and over again until my knuckles turned white. Once again, I was angrier with myself than I was with her, but damn it, some of the blame fell on her this time, too. I should have known better, but what she’d done was despicable.

      Still, I should have been a lot more cautious who I let into my life—who I let into Abby’s life!

      And that was the part that was unforgivable. If it had only been me she’d duped, I could have found a way to move past it, or at least to part on neutral terms. But it wasn’t just me. She’d played my daughter for a fool, pretending to care for Abby and letting her get close. Did it even bother her in the slightest how much Abby would be hurt when her brother’s deal was done—one way or the other—and she walked away?

      The thought infuriated me, so much that I couldn’t keep still any longer. I paced back and forth across the office, trying to regain some semblance of calm, but an hour passed and then another, and it seemed there was none to be had.

      Emma had to go. I had no idea what I was going to tell Abby, but the first step had to be getting the woman out of my house to at least stop her from causing any more damage. I debated barging into her room now and demanding she get the hell out, but not yet. I was still too angry.

      First thing in the morning then. I’d approach her calmly and coolly and demand she leave. Fortunately for her, that merely meant a walk across the lawn since she happened to own the house next door.

      But I didn’t want revenge. I just wanted her gone.
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      I awoke before the sun, a normal occurrence since Abby had come into my life. But I didn’t feel well, not exactly sick either, just…something…and it seemed like a terrible omen.

      I’d been in denial the past few days, but I had a sinking feeling there would be no more denying it after this morning. I was never late. Never. And yet, here I was a full week late. I’d darted into the pharmacy yesterday when I’d taken Abby to the park, but the handful of tests had been sitting in my purse ever since.

      I couldn’t put it off any longer though. I needed to know. So, I reluctantly climbed out of bed and shuffled to the bathroom, grabbing my purse as I went from where it sat on the dresser. And three minutes later, I stared down at the tiny positive sign in the pregnancy test window. It seemed so small; two thin, blue lines that crossed like the letter ‘t’. It seemed almost ridiculous that such a small thing could have such an enormous impact on one’s life. But if those two little lines were telling the truth, my life was never going to be the same.

      My breathing came quicker the more I thought about it, and I could feel my pulse speed up. I had no idea if Ryan wanted more children. It wasn’t something we’d ever talked about. And that was because a relationship was something we’d never talked about either. I got the distinct impression that committing himself to me for anything longer than a few hours late at night was the last thing Ryan wanted. How was he going to feel when I told him he was going to be tied to me irrevocably, at least in this way?

      But maybe it was a fluke. Yes, it had to be a fluke.

      Grateful for the two bottles of spring water I’d downed before bed, I pulled out another test and repeated the same steps as the first. An old saying played in my head as I set the test down on the sink edge to wait, “Crazy is doing the same thing over and over again, and hoping for a different result.” It seemed fitting since I was most definitely feeling a little crazy at the moment.

      Before a full minute had passed, the same two blue lines appeared in the test window and I sank down on the floor in defeat. It wasn’t that I didn’t want children. I’d always wanted a large family so that each child would have plenty of brothers and sisters to grow up with. But this wasn’t the plan. This wasn’t how I’d imagined starting that family; twenty-one years old, and currently employed as a nanny for the man who happened to be the father of my child—and who wanted absolutely nothing to do with long-term relationships.

      What a mess I’d made!

      A knock sounded at my bedroom door, and panic raced through my veins. There was no way it was Abby standing out in the hallway because I had learned quite quickly that Abby does not knock. And that left only one other possibility, and I didn’t relish the thought of facing him at the moment. But when he knocked on the door again, I knew he wasn’t going to be put off much longer.

      “Emma,” he called in a stern voice as I heard the door to my room open slowly.

      I sprang to my feet, knocking almost everything on the edge of the sink onto the floor. Damn it! I swooped down and gathered it all into my purse as quickly as I could, zipped it up and placed it on the towel shelf next to me.

      I took a deep breath, only realizing then that my face was wet with tears. I brushed them away angrily as quickly as I could and opened the bathroom door. But I came to a dead stop when I looked up and saw the expression on his face. It seemed we’d just taken a swift tumble from his typically cool and aloof daytime behavior to downright furious.

      His expression faltered for the briefest of seconds when he saw me—no doubt I hadn’t managed to wipe away all proof of the stupid tears—but it hardened again quickly.

      “When were you going to tell me?” he asked, and I couldn’t stop myself from glancing back at the purse on the bathroom shelf. But he couldn’t possibly know. I’d only known myself for a whole two minutes! So, what on earth was he talking about?

      “Tell you what, Ryan?”

      “Right. The whole point was to not tell me, to string me along and keep me distracted just long enough for my deal to fall through.”

      “Deal? I don’t know what you’re talking about.” I felt at a severe disadvantage, standing there in a T-shirt that barely covered anything vital, and my mind already too overwrought this morning to think straight about whatever accusation he was flinging at me.

      “Your charade’s up, Emma. I’m sure you thought you were doing a great job playing me for a fool, but if you thought this little seduction act was going to work, you’re really not as bright as I thought you were. I’ve built my entire company from the ground up, and nothing—not even a sexy as hell little actress—is ever going to get in my way. That you would insinuate yourself in the way you have, letting Abby get close to you…it’s despicable.”

      “How dare you barge into my room to accuse me of somehow conspiring against you! Conspiring to do what, Ryan? To get the inside scoop on how Ryan Cade spends his days and release it to the tabloids?” I jeered, my ire growing exponentially every second.

      A flicker of doubt crossed his expression, but then it was gone. “I barged into your room? What the hell do you need a room for? You’ve got an entire house next door! And since you’re not welcome in this one, I’d suggest you go back there.” His voice had gotten louder and louder as he spoke so that he nearly yelled the last words.

      It’s funny; right there in the midst of an argument that made absolutely no sense to me…right there it hit me. I didn’t just like Ryan, and I wasn’t just attracted to him. I’d fallen in love with him. I had no idea what had made him so angry, but right then, I would have done anything in my power to take it away from him. And since I could find no explanation for his anger, there was only one thing I could think of that would do that.

      All the fight in me fled. This was it then.

      “I suppose I should leave,” I whispered, finding that it hurt more than I would have expected. To not see Abby again. Or Ryan. But since I was so obviously the source of his anger, I didn’t have a choice.

      As discreetly as possible, I slipped into the shorts at the end of the bed and then I pulled out the suitcase under my bed and started tossing things into it, not caring whether I left anything behind.

      “Tell your brother his little ploys are a waste of time,” he said as I closed the suitcase and zipped it up.

      “Michael?” I hadn’t spoken to my half-brother since my parents’ funeral. And in the ten years prior to that, I’d only seen him a handful of times, usually at family gatherings. With fifteen years between us, we weren’t close. There wasn’t any terrible backstory to it; he was heading off to college before I even started preschool—not the foundation of a close relationship.

      So, what on earth was Ryan talking about then? And I was just about to ask when Abby appeared in the doorway.

      Oh god, how was I supposed to do this?

      “Where ya going, Emma?” she asked innocently.

      “I just have to go for a while, sweetheart. But I won’t be far away, just next door. So you can come visit me when your dad says it’s ok.”

      “Oh. You’re going back to your house?” she said, a little uncertain.

      “Yes well…” Ryan cut in, “Emma was just helping you get settled in here. Now that you’re settled in, she can go back to her house. But you’ll still get to see her, don’t worry.”

      It looked like he had it all figured out. I hugged Abby tightly, fighting back unfamiliar tears, grabbed my purse from the shelf in the bathroom and hurried out. It was better this way, leaving before Abby got any more attached to me.

      Too bad I didn’t leave soon enough to avoid getting attached to the cotton candy princess…and her father.
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      I stood in Emma’s room, replaying the last several minutes over and over again in my mind. She’d seemed genuinely stunned when I’d mentioned her brother, so much that it made me wonder if I’d somehow misjudged the situation. But no, I’d judged it right. She hadn’t put up the least bit of fight, which meant she knew she’d been found out and there was no point in sticking around any longer.

      So that was it then.

      Abby tugged on my arm. “So, who’s gonna cook breakfast now, daddy?”

      “I will, kiddo,” I replied, trying to ignore the doubtful expression on her cherub face.

      “Just ‘member, no pancakes.”

      I nodded and turned to leave the room, trying to smile as brightly as I could for her.

      But she stayed where she was. “You know, maybe you should get Emma back here, ‘cause she can make pancakes. And she makes other stuff, too.”

      “We’ll find something for breakfast. Don’t worry.”

      And that was precisely what I did—a bowl of cereal and a glass of orange juice for breakfast. Sure, it wasn’t gourmet dining, but it was nutritious and there was no way I’d wind up sounding the smoke alarm while preparing it.

      “Why don’t we go to the fair outside the city today?” I asked as she pushed the cereal around in the milk in her bowl.

      She smiled excitedly and delved into her food. Two minutes later, she was dashing down the hall to get ready for the outing. It was only when she came out of her room a short while later that I realized how far she’d come already. She was fully dressed—shorts, T-shirt, a sunhat, and even matching socks—and she’d done it all by herself. The first morning I’d sent her to get dressed—not realizing that four-year-olds needed help with that sort of thing—she’d come back wearing an unzipped, orange dress underneath a purple T-shirt, a red, winter hat, and her pink, fluffy slippers. And I didn’t know until I’d taken her back to her room for a fashion repair that she hadn’t been wearing anything under her dress. The first climb up the stairs to the slide at the park and I would have been burning red in embarrassment.

      “You look very pretty, honey,” I told her genuinely now.

      “Thank you, daddy. Emma says to pick out my clothes and put them on the bed together. That way I can see if I have ev’rything and I can make sure I like the stuff.”

      “That’s very smart advice,” I said, trying not to acknowledge that Emma was probably responsible for a lot of the progress Abby had made in the past several weeks.

      “You know, maybe we should go get her and tell her to come with us,” she proposed, less slyly than she might have hoped.

      “Not today, kiddo. Remember, Emma had to go back to her house. It’s time for just you and me today,” I said, imbuing so much enthusiasm in my voice I was surprised it didn’t crack like a teenage boy’s.

      “OK, I guess,” she replied and took my hand when I offered it to her.

      I buckled her into her seat just five minutes later and we were driving out of the city in no time. Of course, if I’d known Abby was going to spend the entire day talking about Emma, I might have brought along a pair of earplugs.

      By the time I tucked her into bed the following night, I was seriously worried that Abby had fallen nearly as hard for Emma as I had. I wandered around the house aimlessly, but there was nowhere I could go to escape the memory of her. I’d had her naked and writhing in pleasure in just about every room in the house. Everywhere I turned, my mind conjured up memories. I saw her naked on the living room floor, spreading her legs invitingly. I pictured her bent over the table, her body pushing back against me to draw me to the hilt with every thrust. I remembered her straddling my hips out in the yard, the moonlight highlighting every sexy curve of her body.

      And then my mind got crueler; I saw her at the kitchen table, laughing at Abby’s antics; and underneath the slide at the park, comforting my daughter like Abby was her own. And I saw her from Abby’s bedroom door at night when they thought I hadn’t arrived home yet, Emma tucking the covers up beneath Abby’s chin while she sang my daughter a lullaby and stroked her little, blond head.

      Damn it! Could it really have all been a show? A niggle of doubt grew bigger, overshadowing the anger I’d felt and the fear that had sent me searching for a way out. Yes…fear. It was embarrassing to admit even to myself, but there it was. I’d never intended to feel what I felt for Emma. After watching both of my own parents spend most of their adult lives going from one relationship to the next, I’d never wanted it. Hell, I think my father had just settled into his fifth marriage, and my mother, just two years ago, her fourth after a bitter divorce from her third.

      And yet despite my certainty that I’d never followed in their footsteps, Emma had become…everything I wanted.

      But was it possible that she really had no idea about her brother, that her winding up in my home had been a complete coincidence? It was a long shot, but suddenly I couldn’t help but grasp onto it. Unfortunately, if she really hadn’t known about what was going on between my company and Michael’s, then I had a feeling I’d done irreparable damage. If I was being rational, I’d say that was for the best. Even if she hadn’t been in cohorts with her brother, the difficulty both Abby and I had had in parting from her was just proof it had been the right call to send her away regardless. But since I wasn’t the least bit concerned with rational at the moment, I couldn’t help but chastise myself for the fool I’d been.

      I walked into her bedroom two days later. I hadn’t set foot in the room since I’d sent her away, and everything was exactly how she’d left it. I had no idea what I was doing there. It wasn’t like I was delusional enough to think she’d miraculously appear there out of thin air. Nevertheless, I wandered about aimlessly. Everything was neat and tidy except for the dress crumpled on the chair by the window. It was a dress I’d torn off her, unable to wait a moment longer to have her naked. Trying to ignore the rush of arousal, I stepped onto the cool marble of the bathroom floor. But when I glanced around, I couldn’t help but remember that first night I’d stood outside her door, imagining her in here.

      I spied something on the floor by the sink. It caught my attention because it was the only thing out of place in the whole room—she’d really been a tidy houseguest, I thought, smiling to myself. Bending down, I reached out for whatever it was and then I froze.

      I knew what it was. God damn it, I knew exactly what it was, and she hadn’t said a fucking word.

      I stormed out of the room, slamming the door behind me before I remembered that Abby was fast asleep down the hall.

      Abby…I remembered telling Emma how hard it had been to learn I’d had a daughter for four years and never knew about her. She’d looked at me with what I’d thought was genuine sympathy in her beautiful eyes. But how genuine could it possibly have been?

      I wasn’t going to wait to find out.

      I strode down the hall, down the stairs, and out the front door. Fortunately, I was able to get myself under control enough to arm the security system and grab the portable unit from the foyer. While I would never make a habit of leaving Abby in the house alone, she was fast asleep and the whole house was under surveillance. If she woke up, the intercom would connect her right to me, and was only a few yards away.

      The responsible father satisfied, I stormed across the yard and pounded on her front door. But my breath caught in my throat when she opened the door. I hadn’t seen her in days, and despite the anger coursing through my veins, I couldn’t help it. My gaze roamed over her scantily clad body and the desire that shot through my body was almost enough to overwhelm everything else I was feeling. Almost.

      Fortunately, I didn’t have to say a word—which was a good thing since the blood supply to my brain was migrating elsewhere. I shoved the test I’d found into her hands, expecting her to gasp in surprise.

      But she didn’t gasp, and she didn’t look the least bit surprised. She looked…sad. Was she sad that she was pregnant? Sad that I had found out? Come to think of it, she wore the same expression now as when she’d opened the door. Still, sad or not, how could she have kept this from me after she’d seen firsthand how difficult it had been on Abby and I?

      “How could you not tell me?” I asked, gritting my jaw against the wave of emotions that let loose—anger, sadness, betrayal…and underneath it all grief because I had fallen hopelessly in love with this woman and it was obvious by her omission that she wanted nothing to do with me.

      “You threw me out of your house for no reason, at least none that I can fathom, and you come demanding to know how I could keep something from you?”

      “Damn it, Emma, maybe I was wrong, but you know what I’ve been through with Abby…”

      “I was going to tell you,” she whispered, cutting me off.

      Was I supposed to believe her? Part of me wanted to—desperately. Still, I cocked an eyebrow in disbelief.

      She walked away then, and I thought she was putting an end to the conversation, but she returned a moment later.

      “I was going to tell you as soon as these were finished,” she laid a thin stack of papers in my hands, but I stared at them half-blindly until the title on the first page caught my attention. They were legal documents, and with a quick glance, I realized they were legal documents detailing future custody agreements.

      “I couldn’t keep it from you, but after what happened I figured you didn’t want…you’d prefer not…I came to the conclusion you didn’t want me in your life. But you were right about Michelle. You had a right to know about Abby. But I also wanted you to know you didn’t have to do this; you weren’t obligated in any way.”

      And she was telling the truth; the documents essentially set forth that I could choose to be as much or as little a part in our child’s life, and that no financial obligations would be placed on me for the care of the child.

      She really had intended to tell me about the baby, and more than that, she’d gone to great lengths to make sure this baby wouldn’t be a stranger to me like Abby had been. And after the way I’d acted, how difficult had it been on her to face the prospect of sharing custody, being forced to interact with me on a regular basis?

      And that’s when it hit me—I was an ass. How else could one describe a man who’d gotten angry not once, not twice, but three times, and each time it had been uncalled for? I let out a heavy sigh, preparing to admit the truth. “I’ve been a total ass.”

      “Yes.”

      “You’re not going to let me off the hook easy, are you?”

      “No.”

      For a woman who could converse easily with just about anyone, she sure did seem to be keeping the conversation to a minimum. Maybe I really had blown it. And the worst part was I couldn’t blame her. I’d made mistake after mistake, generally resulting in her being unfairly accused of shit she didn’t do. What kind of woman would want to put up with that on a regular basis?

      “I’m not good at this, Emma, not even a little. I’ve been terrified of winding up just like my folks—divorced so many times I think their lawyers keep an open spot in their calendars just for the next one. And honestly, no other woman has ever done a thing to change my mind. But you did…and it scared me. I was more than willing to jump to find the negative because I was terrified of what would happen if I couldn’t find it.”

      She smiled. “I’m terrified, too,” she confessed, and I felt whatever it was that had been gripping my heart tight loosen its grasp just a little. “What do you say we try being terrified together?” she asked.

      She was actually going to let me off the hook just like that? Damn, she was an amazing woman. And I wasn’t going to forget that ever again. “I want you to come home with me.”

      “Home? You mean back to being your nanny?”

      “No, Emma. I want to be a part of your life, and I want to be a part of this baby’s life,” I told her, touching her stomach gently. There was no difference; her stomach was still just as flat as it had been the first time I’d stripped her naked, and yet our child grew there now.

      “Oh.”

      “Just ‘oh’?”

      “I mean, I want that too. It’s just…if you want me to come home with you so you can be a part of our baby’s life…well, you don’t have to do that. I would never keep her from you.”

      “I know you wouldn’t. So, does that mean you’ve decided we’re having a girl?”

      “Yes, actually. I thought Abby would like a little sister,” she smiled.

      “I think Abby would love that. But I’m sure she’d be thrilled with a little brother, too.”

      “Well, she’s just going to have to wait for the next baby to get one,” she said matter-of-factly. “But Ryan, are you sure about this? About us?”

      “Emma, I am so sure about us that I want to do something I swore I’d never do.”

      “And what’s that?”

      “I want to get married. I want to marry you, Emma McKenna.”

      Her lips parted in surprise, and I couldn’t help but chuckle at the adorably sexy, stunned look on her face. She seemed to recover quickly though.

      “I want that, too.”

      “So, you’ll come home with me?”

      “Well, I don’t know,” she said, and I could tell by the look on her face she was teasing now. “It’s an awfully long way, and I only just got settled back in here.”

      “Perhaps I might be able to come up with a way to make it worth your while.”

      “Oh? What did you have in mind?”

      I leaned in close, my lips just a hair’s breadth from her ear, “I was thinking that I’d take off all your clothes the second we get there, and I’d use my hands…my mouth…my tongue…my cock, to make you come over and over again. And then I’d do the same thing tomorrow night, and the night after that, and every night after.”

      I could feel the heat as it suffused her cheeks, and I saw the sexy blush as she leaned back far enough to look at me. “You’ve got yourself a deal, Ryan Cade.”

      Damn, what a woman!
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      I need to save Mercury Wild, but who would save my heart?

      I'm Trevor Wild, Billionaire and Entrepreneur of Mercury Wild, a club that I inherited from my father.

      Men admire me for the fortune that came with my name. Women flock to me for the man of their dreams, but along the way, I lose sight of who I am, and my business is at stake.

      So desperate to save the club, I have to put pride behind me and seek out help, and help comes in the form of Jasmine Washington.

      Her skin is smooth as silk.
      Her eyes are piercing green that would burn holes into my soul.

      But it’s her steadfast attitude, her honest business sense, and her genuine heart, that pull me in.

      Yet, it doesn’t hurt that she has a rockin’ body that makes me want to beg for her every chance I get, and learning that she’s a virgin only intensifies those desires.

      Will I be able to have both my club and Jasmine, or will going after her cause everything to crumble around me?
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      The sound of Aerosmith played in the background as I walked into the club. I looked around to see if Sydney was there yet. We had been best friends since Elementary school. It was Mrs. Harper’s third-grade class when Sydney asked if she could sit next to me. I didn’t know anyone then; I was the new student in a big place and Sydney was there. She always remained there and we vowed to be best friends for life.

      I waved to her from across the bar, then hurried over to her. We hugged and made small talk, how’ve you been, what’s new, how are you enjoying the humid weather, things like that, until others started to join us. I hadn’t seen Sydney in nearly three months.

      She had taken a trip to New York to visit her grandmother, who didn’t have long to live. Unfortunately, her grandmother didn’t make it much past the timeline the doctor provided, and now Sydney was back home.

      She immediately reached out to her friends and asked them to go out to the bar and that brought them there this night.

      “You look good, Syd,” I said, taking a drink of the beer that the waitress had brought me.

      She smiled. “Thank you! I’m doing well, actually.”

      I was relieved to hear that. I didn’t know how she was handling the passing of her grandmother, but she did seem to be doing better than expected.

      “Have your parents come back from New York, yet?” Tracey, another friend posed the question.

      Sydney shook her head.

      “When grandma passed, they decided to stay back there and help to facilitate the sale of her property. But I didn’t want to stay behind. I needed to get back into work and it just was easier to make the escape back to Montana. How are you guys doing?” she asked.

      Everyone eagerly chatted away about what they’d been up to, but I stayed mostly quietly. I didn’t have much to add. How could you when your job consisted of filing papers and phone calls and your life in itself was mostly struggling with not fighting with your boyfriend? Things were tough and the last thing Sydney needed was my problems piled on top of everything she had going on.

      The waitress came back to the table and I ordered another beer, while everyone went on about their glorious lives. I just listened intently, drank my beer, and tried not to be jealous…too much. Sydney kept saying things like, that’s amazing, good for you, I’m so proud of you, sounds great, and I just indulged in my self-pity.

      Yeah, jealousy was certainly prevalent.

      After everyone else had gone about getting another drink, Sydney spoke up. “So, I do have some news and thought now would be as good of a time as any to let you in on it.”

      I sipped on my beer, then swallowed it down and tried to be enthusiastic to hear about what she needed to say.

      “What is it, Syd?” I asked.

      That was when I noticed it. I’m not sure if I was the only one, but my eyes were directed to her left hand. She was playing with a ring that was on her finger. I don’t know if she was playing with that throughout the course of the night, but it was clear that she was extremely nervous.

      My mouth hung open as the realization hit me. I didn’t want to blurt it out, but I was anxious to hear her spread the news. She then held up her left hand and sighed. “I’m getting married!”

      A round of squeals came around the table, as she showed off her engagement ring. I couldn’t believe the news. The last I’d known, she wasn’t even dating anyone. “Who?” I suddenly asked.

      She looked at me and there was a smile in her eyes. “You don’t know him. I met him in New York.” She paused, before continuing. “He’s a lawyer.”

      I wondered if that meant she was leaving. She had made this big mention of getting back to her job and to her hometown, but if she was just going to turn around and leave again, I wondered what the point was. I was being a bit selfish, I’d admit that, but I didn’t want to see her go again. Luckily, I didn’t need to ask the question, because Mary had it on her mind.

      “So, you’re moving to New York?” Mary asked.

      Sydney looked at each of us, before shaking her head. “I’m not. Michael is getting a job in Maine. He stayed back home to finish up a couple different cases, but he’s moving here right before the wedding.” She glanced at me and it was like we had that inner connection where she would know exactly what I was thinking before I had a chance to say it. She smiled and nodded and I gave her a slight smile response back.

      I wasn’t surprised to hear she was marrying a lawyer. After all, Sydney came from wealth and prestige, with her mother being a doctor and her father a chemist. It was like Sydney had gold in her blood. Great things came to her and I was always supportive of that, but it made sense that she would ultimately meet and marry a lawyer to continue her road to wealth.

      We all congratulated her and I got up and walked around to where she was sitting. “Congratulations, Syd!” We hugged. “I’m so happy for you!”

      When she pulled away, there were tears in her eyes. She had to wipe them away and I saw her hand shaking. “You’ll really like him,” she said.

      I smiled. “All that matters is that you’re in love and if you are, then that’s good enough for me.” We hugged again and she nodded, I felt her shaking slightly. I knew that this was love for her, because Sydney wasn’t one to settle down easily. She’d never had a long-term boyfriend, let alone a man I could see that she would want to marry. I was truly happy for her and couldn’t wait to meet the man that stole my friend’s heart.
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      The smell of bourbon penetrated through me as I lifted the glass to my lips and drank. I heaved a sigh and let the cool liquid slide down my throat.

      It’d been a crazy busy day and I was glad to get out of the bar I owned, into a place that wouldn’t recognize me for my name or knowledge of the bar scene. Sometimes it was just good to get away. I took another drink and closed my eyes. Sometimes I wondered how I got to where I was.

      I was twenty-eight and an owner of the bar and restaurant, Mercury Wild. It’d been sort of an inheritance passed down to me since my father’s passing five years earlier. Men admired me for the fortune that came with my name. Women flocked to me for the man of their dreams, or at least they liked the fact that I was wealthy, but along the way I lost sight of who I was.

      I never saw that in my father, so I wondered again how I got to where I was. I took another drink, then ordered up another one. I was only two when my grandfather passed away, so I also questioned if maybe we were cut from the same cloth. Was I more like him?

      “This seat taken?” I looked up into the eyes of a tall blonde woman. She had waves of curls that cascaded over her shoulders and the bluest eyes I’d ever seen. In every man’s fantasy, she would be the ideal catch. I just smiled and shook my head.

      “Have a seat!” I then took another drink and looked away, literally ignoring the woman and probably offending her with my cavalier attitude.

      She did make small talk, but I didn’t even acknowledge her talking and I was sure I had offended her, because about fifteen minutes later she was getting down from the bar stool. She mumbled something about having a nice life and then she was gone.

      The truth was the blonde-haired woman was the typical woman that I would gravitate towards and that was exactly why I didn’t indulge in any thoughts of communication with her. I was tired of going the typical route. I needed to change things up or I was bound to go crazy.

      After a couple more drinks, finishing off my bourbon, I left behind the glass and turned around to leave. I spotted Dylan coming closer to me. Dylan was one of my good friends and not one I could easily ignore. I put on a smile and waved to him, just as he got closer.

      “Hey, buddy, thought that was you over here. Wanna come to my table and hang?” he asked.

      “Just heading out,” I responded.

      “Oh!” Dylan said, looking disappointed. “I have two of the hottest babes that are going to be sitting at my table and I thought you could help me entertain them.” He winked at me. “If you know what I mean.”

      I laughed and looked away from him. “Yeah, I know what you mean, but I have a busy day tomorrow and I just had my two drinks, so really should be going. I’m sure you can handle them though.” I chuckled as I patted him on the shoulder.

      Dylan laughed. “Yeah…maybe.” He then gave me a curious look. “What are you doing here anyway?” Dylan asked. “Isn’t Mercury Wild enough bar for you?” he asked, giving me a teasing grin.

      I snickered and shrugged. “Guess sometimes I need to get away from the office and really think things through. But hey…you best be getting back to your table. Don’t want the women to send out the cops looking for you.”

      Dylan looked away from me and glanced back towards where he came from. “Gotta keep them guessing, right?” Again he winked at me and then backed up. “Suit yourself if you don’t want in on it. They are a couple of real babes.”

      “I’m sure they are,” I said. “But you have fun!” I grabbed my keys out of my pocket and watched him as he headed back towards his table. I shook my head, not the least bit surprised by Dylan’s attitude for the women. Dylan was someone that would never shy away from getting what he wanted. It came with the territory of his job. He was a real estate broker and one of the finest in the county.

      I turned away from the direction he walked away in and headed towards the front door of the club. I was so driven on getting out of there that I hadn’t noticed a woman stand up from her table and I bumped right into her, nearly knocking her to the ground.

      “Oh…I’m sorry!” I said.

      She turned around and our eyes met. For me, it was an instant physical attraction. She had piercing green eyes that seemed to look right into my soul. Yet, the thing about her that seemed different than the rest, was that she wasn’t this obvious beauty. It looked more like she didn’t try. She had only light makeup on and her hair was pulled back in a ponytail, but she just had this look that was captivating.

      “It’s alright,” she mumbled. “Excuse me!” She then turned back around and raced towards the front door, as if she was in a hurry to get somewhere. I watched her for a moment, then noticed that the table she came from had their eyes on me. I smiled, then looked away and headed back out of the bar. I looked around, but the woman was gone.

      Feeling like I had just had a glimpse of someone I wanted to get to know, yet didn’t feel I’d ever see again, I headed to my black Aston Martin. I got in the driver’s seat and just sat there for a moment, a smile playing on my lips. Somehow, someway, I wanted to believe if our paths crossed once…then they could cross again. Even if it was only a dream that might never be realized.
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      My car couldn’t go fast enough as I had to be mindful of any cops around and avoiding getting hit by traffic. The text message kept playing through my mind. If you want to see what your boyfriend is up to, then I suggest you come to his place right now. He won’t be alone and you won’t want to miss this. It came from an anonymous phone number and I sat there for three minutes pondering if I should pay attention to it. But, I would kick myself if I didn’t.

      So, I made an excuse that I wasn’t feeling well, and broke away from the table and Sydney’s exciting news. Then when I bumped into the strange man that was heading in the same direction I was, I let a couple more crucial minutes pass by. He looked at me like he knew me from somewhere, or at least that was what I thought the look was, but then I realized that he wasn’t recognizing me, he was admiring me. I hadn’t had that much attention from my boyfriend, Josh, in well over four months. So, it was nice to have that affirmation.

      But now I was driving towards Josh’s home, just hoping that the text message was full of shit. However, as I turned down his road, I spotted an unfamiliar car in his driveway. I cut the lights, so I wouldn’t warn him I was there, then pulled up to the curb and parked my Jeep.

      My heart was racing so fast, as I got out of my vehicle, leaving my purse and phone behind. I held my keys in my hand and I was shaking as I approached his door. I slowly unlocked his door and took a deep breath before entering.

      After getting inside, I found the foyer and living room dark. There was a light coming from upstairs, so I followed it. I crept slowly, so I wouldn’t alert anyone I was there. When I got to the top of the stairs, I hesitated. The light was in his bathroom across the hall from his bedroom. I moved toward the bathroom, fearful of finding him naked and having sex in the shower. But the shower wasn’t going.

      I glanced at his room and that was when I heard soft murmuring. My heart caught in my throat. I paused, trying to figure out if I really wanted to see what I was obviously about ready to see, but I had come this far and I wasn’t going to allow some bimbo to get in the way of me finding out the truth. I walked over to the door and peeked my head inside, careful not to let the door creak.

      My mind went blank as I came into contact with my boyfriend screwing another woman. His naked ass was moving up and down, between the legs of another woman and I immediately felt tears stinging my eyes. I covered my mouth and left the opening of the room. I stood in the hallway, feeling sad, sad that I let this man rob me of my happiness.

      Then the moans intensified, shooting through his bedroom and I couldn’t take it anymore. He had to know what a true jerk I thought he was, so I stormed back into the room, this time uncaring if the door creaked.

      “Hello, honey,” I said.

      He looked up and his face was a mask of confusion and guilt. He was in mid thrust and I looked down at the two of them, shook my head and stormed out of his room.

      “Jasmine…wait!” he hollered.

      I didn’t want to see him or to talk to him. The tears flooded my eyes, then streaked down my face as I ran down his stairs and out the front door. It wasn’t until I got in my Jeep that I let all my anger out. I hit my fists against the steering wheel, crying out my anger to anyone that was within earshot.

      I leaned my head against my wheel and sobbed. As the sobbing died down, I was left to gasps of air every once in a while. The thing was, I wasn’t sad that my relationship of two years was over. I was sad that I let another human being get to me and eventually shatter my insides.

      There were so many thoughts that crowded my mind as I sat there. Was this all because I wouldn’t sleep with him? Did he ever love me? Did he love her? I looked out the window and spotted her car pulling out of the driveway. She whizzed by me; I didn’t expect her car to go so fast.

      I looked up at Josh’s front door and he was coming out on the front porch. He was fully dressed and walking towards my vehicle. I started my Jeep, with every intention of tearing by him, but I hesitated.

      He got to my door and gave me a pleading look. I rolled down my window and glared at him. “How long?” I simply asked.

      His face was a sheet of white. “A couple months,” he responded.

      That didn’t really give me the response I wanted to hear. I wanted to know if she was the only one he was sleeping with and how many times. “Is this because I wouldn’t sleep with you?” I asked. My lower lip trembled and I fought hard to be strong. He didn’t come out and respond. He just shrugged.

      “You knew I was a virgin,” I countered. “You told me you respected that. Were you just lying to me?” I asked.

      He looked uncomfortable and I was glad about that. I didn’t want this to be easy on him. “I wasn’t lying, but come on…sometimes a man can only take so much.”

      My jaw dropped. I couldn’t believe he was defending himself.

      “Okay!” I said, looking away from him. “I hope you two are very happy together.” I put my foot on the break and put my car into drive, then started to drive away, but he reached in my window and grabbed my arm, causing me to slam on my breaks and glare at him. “Let me just go!”

      “Jasmine, I’m sorry. I didn’t want you hurt. That’s the last thing I wanted.”

      He looked sincere. He sounded sincere. But I knew Josh for too long and he wasn’t fully sorry this had happened. In a way, he was blaming me and I couldn’t stick around and try to convince myself to stay and move past it. Our relationship had technically been over for months and I was just holding on. No more. I was ready to make a break of it and Josh was not going to change my mind.
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      The bar was all abuzz on Saturday night, as I wiped another table down, then quickly moved back to the bar and tossed the rag into a bucket. “What can I get you?” I asked, looking at the redhead that just took a stool.

      She grinned. “What can I get you, honey?” she asked, winking at me.

      I drew up my eyebrows and then lowered them, then chuckled, but didn’t respond to her question. She wanted a rise out of me and I was too busy to make it work. I continued to look at her, with her grazing her tongue over her lower lip, and me thinking how that would normally do it. However, I owned this club and there was work to do.

      When I didn’t break, she laughed. “Okay! I’ll take a Fuzzy Navel.”

      I nodded. “Coming right up, little lady.” She watched my every move, as I worked quickly around the bar to get her drink prepared.

      As the owner of the place, I wasn’t typically the one to do the dirty work behind the bar, but the place was jumping, and my usual Saturday night bartender had called in sick. That left me, until I could find a replacement for the night. Luckily, Brayton was on his way, but there were still people to serve until he got there.

      I handed the Fuzzy Navel to her and she winked at me, then quietly said thanks and handed me the money. I nodded and went on to the next couple of customers. That was how the night was going, from customer to customer, up and down the bar, then pocketing the money into the cash register.

      A few more women attempted to flirt, but I kept everything professional, barely giving them the time of day and they seemed to notice right off. When Brayton finally got there, I couldn’t breathe a sigh of relief fast enough. I tossed him the towel and he gave me a look that said he hated the fact that he had to come into work on his night off. I knew he did, but he needed to suck it up, because it was no way for the bar to be run.

      I went into the back room of the bar and sunk down into the chair behind my desk, heaving a sigh as I turned to my computer. My office was small to say the least, but it did the job and provided me everything that I needed to get my work done.

      I pulled up my computer screen and went to my emails, then started to read through them, tossing out every email that was basic spam or nonsense jargon. I was finishing up my list of twenty new emails, when I spotted Sam at the door. He was another employee that worked more on the front-lines, out in the open.

      “Hey! What’s up?” I asked, looking up, as Sam walked into my office.

      “We’re almost out of beer,” he said. His words came out in a rush and I was sure I had heard him incorrectly, even laughing as the words sunk in.

      “What? Impossible,” I said.

      Sam shrugged. “I looked at least five times and unless it was placed somewhere incorrectly, it’s not back here.”

      I looked down and shuffled through some order forms, then pulled out the one I was looking for. “I just ordered beer the other day. There’s no way we’re out,” I said, still arguing.

      Sam didn’t look pleased that I didn’t believe him, but the fact remained that I was looking at an order form as we spoke. If the beer had arrived, then we should have plenty. I got up from my chair and walked out of my office and over to the walk-in refrigerator that housed the supply of liquor we had on hand. I opened it up and we stepped inside.

      I walked directly to where the beer would be located and found empty shelves. I then looked around to the shelves that were near it and also found that those were full, but beer wasn’t on them.

      I glanced at Sam and we both looked confused. I then left the refrigerator and made sure the door was closed, then went to the back alley where sometimes deliveries were dropped off. The alley was bare.

      “Great!” I mumbled, frustrated that Sam wasn’t just mistaken. We both went back into the bar and I glanced at my watch. Hopefully someone was at the supplier location, so I could speak to them.

      “I’ll take care of it,” I said. Sam nodded and headed back into the bar. I figured if the refrigerator box was empty, then we were talking about maybe twenty bottles that were in the refrigerator at the bar and that was simply an estimate. At how busy we were, chances were we’d be sold out of beer by the end of the night.

      I got back into the office and closed my door behind me, then went to my computer. I scrolled through the list of suppliers on my screen, until I found the correct one, then dialed up the number. It rang. Then rang again. Finally after the fourth ring, someone picked up.

      “Prescott Brewery…you buy em, we brew em. How can I help you?”

      I rolled my eyes at the quirky one-liner, then told them my problem. “Hello, this is Trevor Wild and I own Mercury Wild.”

      “Oh yes…Mr. Wild. We’ve been expecting your call.”

      I frowned. “You have?” I asked. I sunk down in my office chair and unbuttoned the two buttons on my blazer jacket.

      “Yes! After we sent you out the email about your order not going through, we just assumed you would want to take care of that.” I heard shuffling of papers on the other end of the phone and I was even more confused.

      “I’m sorry? I’m not following. I didn’t receive the email. There was a problem with the order?” As I waited for him to start talking, I pulled up my emails. It was true that I would tend to go through emails quickly, chucking ones that weren’t prevalent, but I was certain that I hadn’t missed this one.

      “Let me look here…” There was a long pause, then he came back. “Ahh…yes. It appears that the email went out two days ago.

      I quickly pulled up the emails from that time period and didn’t locate one from the supplier. I was about to tell him so, when I went through the trash files on my computer and that was when I saw it. I read through it and my face fell with each passing word, the basic gist being that my card was declined and the order was canceled.

      “Are you there?” he asked.

      “Yeah. I’m here.” I hit my desk with my hand and moved back from my desk. “I saw the email.” I took a deep breath. I had to do something, because we would be out of beer in no time and no beer would mean fewer customers and we were already losing business. Things weren’t as booming as they used to be. I dug my wallet out of my pocket. “Let me use another credit card.” This time I grabbed my personal credit card. “Will you add rush delivery?” I asked.

      “Sure thing! Let me pull the info up on the computer.” There was some tapping on computer keys and then he came back. “Okay, I’m ready.” I gave him the card number and stated I wanted the same order that I had placed previously.

      “We have you down for that and you can expect the order in a few days.”

      I swallowed. “A few days?” I didn’t expect them to load up a truck and bring it out tonight, but I had hoped maybe it could be there by the next day. That’d be Sunday and we wouldn’t be open, so I wouldn’t have to worry about running out.

      “Yes! Rush delivery would put it on Tuesday most likely.”

      “Okay!” I reluctantly said. If that was the earliest we could do, then I just would have to accept that. I thanked the man and then we hung up.

      I sat there for only a few minutes, before I knew what I had to do. Well, there were a couple of things I needed to do. I had to check to see why the credit card was overdrawn and I had to start calling around and begging other bar owners to outsource some beer to us.

      I was just about to dial up a number, when Sam peeked his head in the door. “How’d it go?”

      I never wanted to bore my employees with how the business might not be doing all that well, so I smiled. “It was just a simple oversight. It will be taken care of soon.”

      “Great!” Sam said. He left the office and I dialed up the company credit card number first. I punched in some numbers, until the automated service confirmed the bad news. We were over a thousand dollars over the limit. I shook my head, disconnecting the call. I hadn’t realized things had gotten that bad. I then dialed up one of the competitor’s numbers and started begging for help.

      I didn’t stop until I had traveled to three different bars and got enough that I felt would get us by. I just had to make a trip to start picking them up. I left my office and went back through the double doors to get in the bar, when I spotted Brayton.

      “Did you bring your truck to work?” I asked him.

      He arched an eyebrow and nodded. “Yeah, why?” he asked.

      “Well, there was an oversight with our beer order. I need to go pick some up and you can’t get much in an Aston Martin. So, can I borrow it?”

      Brayton didn’t even think about it. He reached into his pocket and pulled out the keys. “Thank you!” I replied. I hurried through the bar and out the front door. I needed to get the beer and get back to the bar before we had a mob on our hands. You never knew when the last beer would be served.
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      The pen made a noise as I rolled it across my desk. I heaved a sigh and then looked blankly at my computer. The company I worked for was in charge of bringing other companies back on their feet and building them back up financially. Employees would go out and get involved to help these companies out. One would think it was exciting, but for me…it was anything but.

      My job was to assist the employees, to make their lives easier, so they could do the real work. So, basically, I was a gopher. I would get coffee, file paperwork, doing errands for these high paid individuals. All the while, they would have the fun and interesting parts of the job, while I would be stuck in the office and shuffling papers around. Somehow, it didn’t seem fair.

      No matter how much I explained it to the boss, he didn’t seem to understand my issue with it. So, really, it was like talking to a brick wall. It was just sometimes I felt more compelled than others to make my move and hope that he finally would see that I wasn't any longer the woman that was fresh out of college and looking to do any job I could get my hands on. I was now a grown woman that knew her mind and wasn’t afraid to go after what she wanted.

      So, one day after getting the umpteenth coffee for one of the co-workers, I knocked on his office door. Max looked up and motioned for me to come in. “How can I help you Jasmine?” he asked.

      I took a deep breath, before I just laid it out there. “Look. I’ve been with the company for two years now. That’s two years of filing papers, getting coffee, running out and getting laundry from the dry cleaners, and any other task that came about.”

      He groaned, knowing full well where I was going with this, but I continued.

      “You keep saying that I just need to give it time and eventually I might be asked to do an assignment. How much time?” I asked.

      He snickered and continued to look at me.

      “Jasmine, you know I think you’re a great worker and I would love to give you some field work, but come on…you’re just not ready.”

      My jaw dropped. I couldn’t believe he was still playing that card.

      “What? How can you say that? I have worked just as hard as any of these other people.” I then frowned. “Is it because I’m a woman?” I asked. It was true that the majority of the people working on assignments were men, with only a couple of women. Those women just happened to have been employed with the company from almost day one.

      His eyes grew wide when I asked the question. “You know I don’t discriminate. This has nothing to do with whether you’re a man or a woman. Trust me that it doesn’t.”

      I knew that he was right. I didn’t see him as the type to discriminate, but I didn’t know why I wouldn’t be given a chance.

      “Then why won’t you give me the opportunity?” I asked.

      He sighed and leaned back in his chair.

      “The truth is that we just don’t have any more cases that aren’t being handled.” He shrugged. “If we did, then it’d be yours. I’m sorry, but things have been slow for us.”

      I crossed my arms and looked at him. “When you get a call with your next project, will you give me a chance?”

      He tilted his head and for a minute or so we held a staring contest. He tossed up his arms. “I’ll consider it. That’s the best I can do.”

      That was better than a no, so I had to make it work. He was going to consider it. I nodded and left his office. It wasn’t quite the resounding yes I would have hoped for, but it was better than what I usually got.

      I got back to my desk and was only seated for a few minutes before my phone lit up. I answered it, putting a smile on my face. “This is Jasmine.”

      “Hey, it’s Roger. Will you come scan in some of my files? They’re getting backed up.”

      I rolled my eyes, but was right on it. “I’ll be right there.” I hung up the call and got up from my desk.

      I went down the hallway, until I got to his office. When I walked in, my eyes immediately went the stack of paperwork on his desk. I pointed to it. “Are you talking about this?” I asked.

      He snickered. “Yep!” He motioned towards his wall to a cart. “That will help you transfer them to the scanner.”

      “Gee…thanks,” I mumbled. I started loading the papers up on the cart, then glanced at him when I was finished. “Anything else you need?” I held back the urge to say, sir. He shook his head and never looked back up as I left his office. I pushed it back down the hallway and to the large scanner in the corner where I started diligently working, humming the words to a song to stay awake. I didn’t know how much longer I could put up with this, before I had to get out of there.

      [image: ]
* * *

      A week passed by and there were no other jobs that came into work. I went about doing the everyday tasks that had come so familiar to me and trying to forget about the fact that I might never have a prominent job within the company.

      On that Saturday night, it was Sydney’s engagement party. It was the first night I had gone out since she had told us she was getting married, which was the same night I caught my boyfriend screwing another woman. So, this was a milestone. It’d been a month of spending time at work and home, leaving no time for play.

      I got dressed and basically forced myself to leave the house. Driving to the club, I thought about how I had let myself go since Josh and I broke up. Last time we spoke, he apologized profusely, begging me to forgive him, to which I gave him my reply. “I do forgive you, Josh. Life is too short to hold grudges. But I’ll be damned if I let you break my heart again.” I then dropped it and was relieved after the second time, he didn’t try to get me to change my mind.

      I pulled into the club and looked up at the name in lights. Mercury Wild. It wasn’t normally the place I would grace, but that was because I wasn’t a member. It was too elite for my blood, but it didn’t surprise me that Sydney was a member.

      I got out of the car and headed up to the door. The door opened automatically, and I found two women standing at the door to welcome me in. I nodded. “Hello!”

      They said their greeting, then ushered me to hostess podium.

      When I got up there, the woman gave me a curious look, as if to point out that there was no way in hell I belonged there. She was right. There wasn’t, but I had to assure her that I was in the right place.

      “I’m here for the Maxwell and…” My voice fell off, I couldn’t recall Michael’s last name. I thought about it, then it slowly dawned on me. “Oh yeah! I’m here for the Maxwell and Vandingham’s engagement party.”

      “Oh yes…of course,” the woman said. She smiled halfheartedly and then directed the way for me to follow her. We wrapped around several corners, until she led me into a room.

      The room was set up to be inviting and looked very much open to being a lively party. There was a pool table off to the side, along with its only personal bar and bartender. Plus, there were also slot machines in the corner that provided the perfect atmosphere they wanted to convey.

      I looked at Sydney and she squealed and ran over to greet me. I wondered if that was how this stuffy club wanted their members to act. I put on a smile and hugged her. We hadn’t seen each other for a week, as she had gone to New York to be with Michael and his family, before both Michael and Sydney headed back to Maine.

      “Good to see you!” I said, pulling her to me.

      “I’m so glad you could make it!” She pulled back and she had a huge smile on her face.

      I laughed. “I wouldn’t be anywhere else in the world.”

      She smiled and turned to the man that was gawking at us and looking a little awkward. He definitely looked like the lawyer type. A little nerdy, but very distinguished. He walked up to us. “Jasmine, this is my fiancé Michael. Michael, this is my bestie, Jasmine.”

      He smiled and I put out my hand, expecting a handshake. Instead, he surprised me by hugging me.

      “I have heard so much about you, Jasmine,” he said.

      “I have heard a lot about you, too,” I said. I lied, because I figured it was the only thing to do in that moment. When we parted, I smiled. “It’s nice to finally meet you.”

      He looked over at Sydney and she was beaming at him. “Likewise,” he said.

      I then looked past them and saw a few people had arrived. I dismissed myself from the future bride and groom and went off to talk to some more of my friends. We chatted for about ten minutes, before we noticed staff coming in and asking to take our drink orders, then we all took a seat around the elongated table.

      Michael and Sydney stood at the end of the table and Sydney tapped the glass of water in front of them. “We want to thank each of you for coming out and spending the night with us in celebration of our upcoming wedding.”

      I looked around the table and all eyes were on Sydney. She did seem overly excited as she talked about their plans on getting married. A date hadn’t been set, but she said we should all look for that to be announced within the coming weeks.

      The whole time, Sydney did all the talking and when she was finished and we were seated, I surveyed the happy couple a few times to find that he seemed quieter and more reserved than she was. I didn’t know if he was standoffish, or just quiet, maybe a little bit of both, but he definitely seemed different from the friend I had grown up with.

      The drinks were delivered and then they took our orders on how we wanted our steaks prepared. When the staff was all gone, we were able to talk more freely. “Are you thinking of a summer wedding?” One of the women asked.

      Sydney looked at Michael and he seemed almost unfazed. She then looked back at the table. “I don’t know. We honestly haven’t really gone over it, but I think a June wedding just seems appropriate.”

      I wanted to ask if she was referring to June of this year, because that would mean that in three months my friend would be walking down the aisle, but I refrained.

      “June is definitely a beautiful time of year,” Mary said.

      Sydney smiled, but Michael looked almost white and barely made an attempt to smile. A few more questions were fired out there and I kept wondering if Michael was really into this wedding. It just seemed like he had very little emotion about it and that concerned me. I would never say something to get in the way of Sydney’s happiness, unless it was the marriage that would eventually get in the way.
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* * *

      The meal was delicious. Even better than I anticipated it would be. After we ate, the wait staff came in and started clearing our dishes, as if we were the only customers they had to wait on. It was clear that this was a high society place. When the dishes were all cleared from the table and they made sure everyone still had a drink, we all went about talking, eagerly learning more about the man we had all just met.

      During the course of the evening, he had opened up a little, perhaps because of the drinks he consumed, or the fact that he was getting more comfortable with everyone.

      Some of the friends were reaching out to ask him questions. “What kind of law do you practice?” Brian, Mary’s boyfriend called out.

      “Criminal,” Michael simply replied.

      Everyone talked eagerly about how exciting that would be and he continued to mention more about his job. We were engrossed in listening to what he had to say that I barely noticed when someone else joined the room. He cleared his throat, which brought us all out of our conversation.

      I looked up and at first glance, I frowned. He looked vaguely familiar, but in the moment I couldn’t place him.

      “I’m sorry to interrupt. I am the owner, Trevor Wild and I do hope the party met your standards.” He was speaking to Sydney. She also had this strange look on her face as she spoke to him briefly, thanking him for the wonderful service.

      He then looked around the table and when his eyes landed on mine, he had this familiar gaze. Plus, it was like his eyes lit up. He smiled and then said goodnight to us and was gone.

      I sat there for a moment, sure that I knew him from somewhere, but it wasn’t until the party started to break up and I got a chance to talk to Sydney, that I put it together. “The owner,” she started. “He looked familiar.”

      I laughed it off and shrugged. “You’re a member of this club, so I’m sure you have seen him many times.”

      Sydney shook her head. “No. I don’t think so,” she said. She frowned, trying to place it. And then just like a jolt, it seemed to hit her.

      “I think I remember,” she said.

      I raised an eyebrow. “Oh really? Do share!”

      She looked at me and tilted her head. “Do you remember that night when we were at the bar?” Her whole face lit up. “It was the night we were getting together and I told everyone I was getting married.”

      The recognition started to dawn on me. “I had stood up and nearly was knocked over by this man and −”

      “That’s the man!” Sydney blurted out.

      I remembered it now. I was in such a hurry after getting that text about Josh and hadn’t been paying much mind to where I was going, so I didn’t notice when the man had come out of nowhere and bumped into me. But she was right. That man was Trevor Wild, owner of Mercury Wild. I remembered thinking back then that there were something intriguing in his stare and now I was even more convinced.

      Sydney went back to talking to a few of the friends that were about to leave and I found myself thinking about him. He was handsome, no doubt. With the sexiest eyes I’d ever seen. He would be the perfect guy in every woman’s fantasy.

      When Sydney had turned back to me, I told her that I needed to get out of there. It’d been a busy week and I was exhausted and just wanted to crash. We all hugged, with me congratulating them again. Then I grabbed my purse and left the room. I was just about to round the corner, when Trevor came the other way; we nearly crossed paths again. This time I was able to dodge him, before we collided, but his eyes went to mine.

      He stopped, which only caused me to halt into place. “Hello,” he said.

      I smiled. “Hello!”

      It was an awkward exchange, to say the least, but then Trevor spoke again.

      “Did you have a nice night tonight?”

      I looked at him, my eyebrows furrowing and he explained himself. “You came from the engagement party, correct?”

      “Oh! Yes!” I said, nodding.

      He smiled and let me just say that it was the sweetest and yet sexiest smile. He would win contests with that smile.

      “Did the party meet your expectations?” he asked.

      I nodded. Truth be known, I hadn’t really been to many engagement parties, but to me the food, atmosphere, and service were top notch.

      “It was very nice,” I said. I looked around. “This is a great place.”

      He beamed with pride. “I’m glad you approve.”

      Again, an awkwardness ensued, until I couldn’t take it anymore. “Well, I better be going. Goodnight!”

      “Goodnight!” he said. I moved past him and out into the cool wind. I took a deep breath and a smile crossed my lips. I could definitely indulge in his masculine nature. He was my idea of one hell of a man that would be able to offer me all the finer things. But, sadly I was sure that it would never happen.
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      I followed her out of the club with my eyes. The minute I saw her sitting at the table, my mind jumped back to that day I nearly ran her over in the club. Or, at least I was ninety-five percent certain she was the woman. Back then, she had her hair in a ponytail, but tonight it was flowing down over her shoulders. Yet, the same green eyes that had me captivated back then, still remained. It just had to be her.

      I shook my head and headed back to the back of the bar to get in my office. I sat down at my desk and pulled up the computer. We had gone through the beer that the other bars had loaned us, at a price, and were now working on the cases that were delivered on Tuesday. They wouldn’t last forever and I surely didn’t want a replay of the past weekend. I had to do something to figure this all out and that something had to be fast.

      I skimmed through pages and pages of resources that I could have possibly utilized, from other suppliers that might be a little cheaper, to corporations that would start buying out parts of the business. That part made me sick. I didn’t want to lose the bar that my dad and grandpa had worked hard to build up.

      I was busy scanning pages and pages of information over the internet, when there was a knock on the door. I looked up to find Brayton standing there.

      “What’s up?” I asked.

      “There’s a rowdy table out there and they’re asking for the manager.” He shrugged. “Sorry, Trevor.”

      I groaned and pushed myself away from the desk.

      “What’s their problem?” I asked as we left my office and headed back out to the bar.

      “I’m not sure,” Brayton said. “Something about their service not being up to par with other bars around the town.”

      Just what I needed was to have to respond to some negative feedback, when I was trying to get the bar back to the success it once was. He pointed me to a table and I rolled my eyes when I saw who they were. “Gee…thanks a lot.”

      Brayton laughed. “They wouldn’t take no for an answer.”

      I had no doubt that was the case. I moved away from the bar counter and to the table of the so-called rowdy table, where a few of my friends were laughing and carrying on. They looked up.

      “Hey hey…the man of the hour has arrived,” Dylan yelped. “Whoop whoop!”

      I rolled my eyes and then glared at him. “You do realize I have work to do, right? I can’t just come out here and jump at your beck and call.” I scanned over the table. There was Dylan, the real estate broker, Marcus, the banker, Damon, a professional football player, and Daxter, a firefighter turned professional model. Each man had passed through my life at some point when I needed a friend to talk to and through the years that brought us all together. I couldn’t imagine them not being my friends, but I was going through some tough things right now and really needed to focus on that.

      “Come on, Trevor,” Marcus said. “Sit down and take a load off. You work way too hard.”

      I glanced at him, then chuckled. Marcus, more than anyone should know what I was going through. He’d been on the ride of mergers and acquisitions with his business of banking. He was always on the hunt for a good deal and hoping things didn’t go bust, so it was interesting to hear Marcus being so light and carefree.

      “Brayton, my man, give this boy a beer,” Dylan called out.

      I groaned. The last thing I needed was to waste the beer on me. I almost objected, before Damon grabbed my arm and pulled me into a waiting chair.

      “Just one beer,” I said, finally conceding.

      The men laughed and they started eagerly chatting about their days past. Brayton brought me a beer and I thanked him with my eyes and then took a long sip. Then the chatting turned into women and I shook my head and tried to stay back from the conversation.

      “You should have seen the hot babe I had last weekend. Ahhhhh…” Dylan said. “Doesn’t get much better than that.”

      “Dude…you’re always finding the hot ones. Leave some for us.” Marcus laughed as he took a drink.

      I chuckled and took another drink. All the guys, with the exception of Daxter were on the prowl. Daxter had a live-in girlfriend and I was interested to see how that was going. It was still pretty new. So, I switched the conversation from women that were only looking for sex to the woman that Daxter nearly shared his life with.

      “So, Dax…how’s things going with Jenna?” I asked, taking a drink.

      He shot me a look and there was pride in his eyes. Jenna and he had been high school sweethearts; their worlds revolved around one another. So, she was with him, when he switched his career from firefighter to modeling. I had always questioned why they didn’t just get married, but it seemed like their relationship was one to be holding strong.

      “Well, things are going quite well. In fact, there might be wedding bells in the near future.”

      The table went nuts.

      “Are you serious?” Dylan asked.

      “That’s great, man,” Damon said.

      I smiled. “Good for you two. I hope it all works out.”

      Daxter seemed happy and that was what truly mattered. Things got back to talking about more women and I was about to get up, when Damon spoke. “How are things going with you and the love of your life, Trevor?”

      I looked at him and then frowned. I was confused by what he meant by love of my life. However, the rest of the table snickered and chuckled, fully aware of his words.

      “I’m sorry. Not really understanding,” I said.

      Damon rolled his eyes and held out his arms. “Your namesake, man. How’s business?” Damon looked around. There were some full tables, but there were also lots more empty tables. He looked back at me. “Doing alright?”

      He was looking at me, like he truly wanted an honest response and wouldn’t believe me if I said that things were amazing, so I shrugged.

      “You know, business can slump at times, but I’m holding in there,” I said.

      “Tell me about business slumping,” Marcus stated. “There were times that I would acquire a bank building, only to find that it was already nearly bankrupt. That was when I went to J & E Consulting Firm.”

      I frowned. “What’s that?” I asked.

      “It’s a place that comes in and works their magic to help build a business back up. They check numbers, run plans, organize anything they see is failing, and eventually your business is back thriving.” He shrugged. “Or, at least mine was.”

      I hadn’t considered going to an outside facility such as a consulting firm to have them look over my business. I supposed it was an option.

      “J & E Consulting Firm?” I asked.

      Marcus nodded. “I can get you the number if you want it.”

      I was holding onto my pride and really didn’t want them to know that I was struggling like that, so I quickly shook my head.

      “That’s quite alright. We’re doing well. Really!” I said, smiling at them. I grabbed my beer bottle and stood up.

      “I really should get back to work. Good seeing you guys!” I tipped my beer bottle and headed back to the bar. I pushed the beer bottle to Brayton and he discarded it, and then I went back into the backroom to get to my office.

      I was at my computer and typing in J & E Consulting Firm before I forgot the name and had to go back to him and inquire about it. Immediately the website was pulled up. I looked it over and contemplated my next steps. I didn’t want to ask more people for help, but more importantly I needed to do what was best for the company. Monday morning I would give them a call and hope that they could help me out of this slump.

      It was the only thing I could do.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I had written the number down for the company, so Monday morning when I woke up, that was the first thing I did. I placed a call into the company.

      “Good morning, you have reached J & E Consulting Firm. This is Jasmine, how may I help you?”

      “Good morning, Jasmine. I need to speak with someone in regards to maybe helping out my business. It’s not entirely going under…yet. I just want to make sure it doesn’t.”

      “Sure thing, sir. No problem. Will you be able to hold for a minute? I will get you with someone that can place the perfect consultant in your hands. He’s on the phone right now, so it will be just a moment.”

      “Okay, no problem. Thank you so much!”

      “It’s my pleasure and as always…thank you for contacting J & E Consulting Firm. Please hold.” The sound of music played over the phone as I waited. I sat down at my kitchen table and started to hum along to the song. Then a man’s voice came on the line.

      “This is Roger. I’m a partner of J & E Consulting Firm. How may I help you?”

      I, once again, told him what I was looking for, this time going into a little more detail and providing my name, the company I own, and the problems we were facing. After I finished off rattling, I took a deep breath. “Do you think you can help?” I asked.

      “Just a minute, I’m entering all your information into the database.” There was some hesitation, before he finally came back. “Okay, I have you in my database and I will certainly see about pairing you off with someone. Unfortunately, all our representatives are assisting other customers.”

      He sounded like a voice recording you got when you had to wait for the next available person. “It could be weeks, maybe months before someone becomes available.”

      My jaw dropped. I didn’t have weeks and I definitely didn’t have months. I didn’t even know if I had days. I couldn’t wait that long.

      “Oh…I see.” I mumbled. “I appreciate that, but I can’t wait that long. I might have to find someone else.” I was expecting to then hang up the call, but Roger was quickly assuring me.

      “I understand that that would be an inconvenience. I will look some things over and try to get someone to your business by tomorrow. Would that be sufficient?”

      “Well, that would save me the trouble of contacting another consulting firm.”

      I gave him my phone number, in case they needed to call me for anything and then hung up with the understanding they would text me to let me know what time the consultant would be there. I was glad that I had made the call and was one step closer to getting my business in better conditions. I was desperate and this most likely would be my last resort.
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      I was tapping away at my computer, pretending to be busy, when my office phone started ringing. I glanced at it, to find Roger’s number on the screen. I sighed, wondering what it was he wanted this time, then answered. “Hello?”

      “Will you please come into my office?” he asked.

      I knew he would either want coffee or maybe he wanted me to run home and start cooking his evening meal, but either way it wasn’t going to be pleasant. I just had a feeling. I walked slowly to the office, almost as if I was going to the guillotine, then peeked my head in his door.

      “What may I help you with? You want your shoes waxed? Or maybe the floor?” I put on a smile and he just chuckled. He understood my sarcasm, at least that was a plus, so he wouldn’t fire me on the spot.

      “Neither of those. Although, my shoes could use a waxing,” he teased.

      I rolled my eyes very discreetly, so he wouldn’t see.

      “Okay, then what do I have the pleasure of doing?”

      He reached for a piece of paper, then handed it to me. I looked at it and in bold print was the name, Trevor Wild, following by the name, Mercury Wild, and then a phone number. I knew the name obviously and I knew the place, but I was still confused.

      “What is this?” I asked.

      “It’s your first job,” he said.

      My jaw dropped. I’m surprised that I could lift it back up without help. “Um…my first job?” I asked. “You mean…a consulting job?”

      Roger nodded. “Unless you don’t want it. Unfortunately, there is no one else, as everyone else is booked with clients, but I’m sure Mr. Wild will understand.”

      I looked at the information again. I was really torn, because on one hand, I was finally getting my big break, but on the other hand, it wouldn’t be easy to work with the guy that seemed to catch my breath every time I looked at him.

      “No! I’ll do it,” I quickly stated.

      Roger smiled. “I thought you would. He’s expecting a text with a time to meet up with him tomorrow. I’ll leave that up to you. You will still be expected to come into work each day and make sure nothing else is happening, but I know that this will require lots of work. I have the utmost faith that you can do it.”

      I nodded, heaving a sigh.

      This was finally it. I was going to be given my big chance. I just couldn’t believe my luck was that my big chance was with Trevor Wild, Billionaire and Entrepreneur of Mercury Wild. I wondered what kind of assistance he needed, because by the outsider’s perspective, they were fine. I thanked Roger and headed back to my desk, with Trevor’s number in my hand.

      I fished my cell phone out of my desk drawer, already anxious to get started. I put his number in my contact list, then sent him a text message.

      

      Jasmine: Hello, my name is Jasmine Washington and I received your name from my boss. I would be happy to help you out in whatever time would work best for you. We can meet tomorrow. Please advise me of your availability.

      

      That seemed professional enough. If I was being honest, I was a little nervous about my first job. I wanted it to go perfect, but it was really all new territory for me. Trevor’s response was quick to arrive.

      

      Trevor Wild: Hello, Jasmine. Thank you so much for getting with me. I look forward to meeting you and getting this started. I will be at the club starting at two o’clock tomorrow afternoon. Any time after that would work. Thanks again!

      

      Jasmine: I can be there at two thirty. I will see you then. Thank you!

      

      I slipped my phone back into my desk drawer and felt excited about my first job. I wouldn’t tell Trevor he was my first case, but I wanted him to be satisfied. Two thirty wouldn’t come soon enough.
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* * *

      I pulled my jeep into the parking lot of the club at five minutes until the meeting. I had a notebook and pen in hand and I wanted to look the part, so I had dressed in pencil straight skirt and a white blouse, with a jacket that was buttoned over it. I could hear the clicking of my heels on the pavement, as I nervously approached the club.

      The parking lot had a few cars, but it was still early, so I didn’t question where all the activity was. I opened up the door and was greeted with just a hostess standing there, as opposed to the two employees that opened the doors on Saturday night.

      The hostess smiled. “Good afternoon! Just one today?”

      I had to smile, because she didn’t question if I was a member. It was surprising to think that I actually looked like I belonged there.

      “Actually, I’m just looking for Trevor Wild. I have a meeting with him.”

      “Ahh…yes. You must be Mrs. Washington.”

      I smiled, blushing slightly. “Ms. But you can call me Jasmine.”

      The woman smiled and nodded her understanding. “Follow me!” she said.

      She led me through the club and I took a chance to look around, seeing it all really for the first time. This wasn’t a place I was allowed to walk freely around, so it was nice to get a feel for the atmosphere. When we got to the bar, we bypassed it and went through double doors. The closer we got to an office, the more nervous I became. But there he was. Trevor was seated behind a desk, typing on his computer, and there was a tug at my heart as I saw him.

      “Jasmine Washington is here, sir,” the woman said, introducing me.

      Trevor looked up and the minute his eyes met mine, recognition flashed in his facial features.

      “Thanks, Layla,” he said, glancing at Layla for a minute. She nodded and dismissed herself and then he looked back at me.

      “Hmm…” he then chuckled softly and stood to his feet. “I guess we’ll formally be introduced then. As you know, I’m Trevor Wild and you’re Jasmine Washington.” He stuck out his hand. “It’s a pleasure to officially make your acquaintance, Mrs. Washington.”

      I looked at his hand and then up at his eyes that were staring back at me.

      “It’s Ms. Washington and please…call me Jasmine.” I shook his hand. His grasp was firm, yet comforting. I slowly pulled my hand free, because I could have been lost in that moment for hours, then cleared my throat.

      “So, I don’t have all the details of what you’re actually looking for, but do you mind giving me a tour of the place and we can hash all that out?”

      “Of course,” he said.

      He walked around the desk and led me out of his office, to where we started a tour. He showed me everything from the various rooms that housed more gambling machines, to the rooms that were used for parties of different degrees. As we walked, he shared his story, about how he didn’t know when it happened but along the way they slowly started to falter in sales. He always thought they could pick back up, but then credit cards were being overcharged and shipments were now being missed and he feared for the sake of his business.

      We went upstairs, to a whole other layer of the club that I hadn’t even known had existed. It seemed this club was a hub of activity, or at least should be, because of all the features there were.

      “Members have started canceling their memberships,” he said. There was a hint of sadness in his voice.

      When we walked down the stairs, I turned to him.

      “Mr. Wild,” I started.

      He shook his head. “Please call me Trevor.”

      I continued. “Trevor, I won’t say that it will be an easy task to get things back to where they were, but I do believe that it’s doable. Just trust that I will do everything in my power to make it work. We’ll get it there. I promise you.”

      He smiled and we headed back to his office. Once there, I put my purse down and looked around. “We first need to start with your bookkeeping. I need to see important receipts and documents for the last year would be a good starting point.”

      He gave me a sheepish grin and I really wondered what that was all about, until he led me to a filing cabinet. At least the cabinet was labeled with a breakdown of three months at a time in each drawer, otherwise I might freak out before I even started.

      He opened up one drawer and it was just layers and layers of bills, receipts, orders, etc. all just thrown in it. I pulled out a handful and just looked at it, the months were all thrown together and it was a jumbled mess. I looked up at him and he smirked.

      “Yeah, I suppose organization skills isn’t my strong suit.”

      I nodded. That was an understatement. “Well, this could take me at least a week to go through,” I looked over at his desk that was just a few feet away. “I’ll try not to be in your way or anything.”

      He shrugged. “I understand. Take the time you need.”

      I looked back at the drawers and took a deep breath. I hoped I didn’t get myself into a world of trouble, because I was already feeling a tad overwhelmed, but I would persevere and get through it. I just had to.
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      A week had passed and Jasmine was right, it did seem like she needed at least that much time to go through my filing system. I found that I didn’t care that she had to take that much time, because I would look up at her and her back would be to me, and I would get more intrigued by this woman.

      She was there pretty much every time I was. During the day, she would go into her normal job, then come to the club and be there late until the night. She was putting all her energy into helping me out and I was appreciative of that. She even came in on the following Saturday, when I was sure she would typically have been off.

      As I watched her on that Saturday, organizing the drawer into files, with papers spread out all over a table, I couldn’t help but stare. Her neck was peeking out from under her ponytail and for a brief moment, I considered what it would feel like to kiss that beautiful neck of hers. My eyes ran down her back and landed on her ass and I twitched in my seat, getting uncomfortable in the crotch of my pants.

      I bit back a groan, then looked down, needing to get her off of my thoughts. However, I then looked back up and she was now massaging her neck, then tossed her head back and twirled her neck around, cracking it to become more comfortable. I’m sure it was the fact that we had been working so close to one another, nearly non-stop over the past four days, but suddenly I was drawn to this woman like a magnet and it took every ounce of my control not to go to her and pull her into my arms, beg her for sex, and then ultimately fuck her on my desk. The mere thought had me excited from the waist down. I gasped as the vision overtook me and barely missed the knock on my door.

      “Boss?”

      I quickly looked towards the door and Sam was staring at me. His eyes went from me to Jasmine and he smirked as if he knew. By this point, Jasmine looked up and she smiled, catching me off guard once more.

      “What?” I snapped.

      Sam widened his stare. “Well, um…you’re needed out in the bar.”

      I quickly stood up. “I’ll be right there.” There was so much pressure building in my boxer shorts, that I worried she could tell the amount of arousal I had right now. “If you need anything, you know where to find me.”

      She nodded and again smiled. “Of course!” She looked back at her paperwork and I headed out of my office and further away from her. It was the best thing anyway, because I wasn’t sure how much more I could take to just sit there and feel the desire creeping up inside of me.

      When I got out to the bar, I walked over to Sam. “What’s up?” I asked.

      “The stupid cash register is acting up again and is stuck.” I looked at Sam. It seemed like such a trivial thing that needed fixing, but I went over to it. Usually a few forceful pushes on the drawer and it fixed the problem. This time I did it three times, but to no avail. I grabbed a knife from a drawer and moved it over the lip of the drawer and then pushed the drawer and it popped open. I glanced at Sam and he smirked.

      “Why didn’t I think of that?” he asked.

      I laughed. “Next time you’ll remember.” I tossed the knife in the dirty tray, then looked back at the club. I really didn’t want to go back in there, especially when my erection had finally subsided. As I was looking around the bar area, I spotted the table with my friends and was quick to make my way to them.

      “Heya boys,” I said, putting my hands on the back of Marcus’ and Damon’s chair.

      “Trevor!” They all yelled in unison.

      I laughed. “How’s the staff treating you today?” I asked.

      “Well, I wasn’t going to complain, but I’ve had an empty glass for at least a minute,” Marcus said.

      I laughed. “I’ll get someone right on that.” I then looked back around the table. “Where’s Daxter?” I asked.

      “His girlfriend and he went out of town for the weekend. He had a photoshoot and he thought he could also use it for a romantic getaway,” Dylan said.

      “Well, that’s nice,” I commented.

      The rest of the table and myself started talking about maybe he would use the time to ask Jenna to marry him. I was enthralled in talking about that, that I hadn’t noticed Jasmine approach.

      “Well, hello there,” Dylan said.

      I looked up and saw Jasmine standing beside me. I flushed and then shot a look at Jasmine. “You need something?” I asked.

      “Yes!” She looked up from the paper she had in her hands. She looked around the table and a touch of pink appeared on her cheeks. She then looked at me. “I’m sorry for interrupting, but I’m confused by this order for two hundred dollars.”

      I took the paper from her and looked it over. “Oh, these were decorations for a Bachelor party that the club hosted. They were paid for by the club, but then reimbursed by the guest.”

      She nodded, grabbing it back from me. “Oh. Okay. I just wasn’t sure if it was out of your pocket or theirs, so thanks for that,” she said. “Sorry again!” she mumbled.

      “It’s alright, Jasmine. Anytime!” I said.

      She smiled, then whirled on her heel and left the table. I turned around to find all eyes on her. Both Dylan and Damon whistled their approval and I shot them disapproving looks. “Who. Was. That?” Dylan asked.

      He looked up at me and I shook my head. “That’s Jasmine, the consultant that I hired to work for me.”

      “Wait a minute!” Marcus said, turning to look up at me. “That is who you hired from J & E Consulting Firm?” he asked.

      I had wanted it to be a secret, but it was clear the secret was out. “Yes. Why?”

      Marcus snickered. “Some guys have all the luck. My consultant was a guy with a beer belly and a tattoo wrapped around his neck. How’d you come up with her?”

      I snickered. “Luck of the draw, I guess.” I turned to find her just at the bar and my eyes slipped down to her firm ass. I looked back at the men and they were now staring at me. “What?” I asked, feeling annoyed.

      “Nothing!” they each said, then chuckled and went back to talking.

      I knew what they were thinking, but they weren’t going to get me to admit anything. Sure I liked my hot consultant, but the question was…did she like me? That was really what kept dragging my attention away. I wasn’t going to risk everything by taking a chance, unless I was one hundred percent certain. I had my bar to consider and with any hope it was on the road of doing better.
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* * *

      Another week went by, before she finally stated that the paperwork was finally in order and she wanted to go over ways that she thought the bar would improve. However, the night was busy, probably one of the busiest I had had in over two years. So, every time she tried to get me to go over things with her, I had to apologize and tell her that I would find her as soon as I was finished.

      I didn’t plan on that not being until two in the morning, when the bar was just closing. I thought she had probably already left for the night, but I found her in my office as I went to grab my things and head home.

      “Oh…Jasmine. I didn’t realize you were still here,” I said.

      She looked up from her notebook. Her hair was a frazzled mess, but she’d never looked more beautiful. She stood up from behind my desk, looking embarrassed that I found her sitting there. “Well, I got busy working and nearly forgot the time. We can go over this on Monday, if you would prefer.” She looked at her notebook, but I shrugged.

      “As long as you’re still here, I don’t mind staying,” I said.

      She nodded and then opened her notebook back open.

      “I had an idea. What if you have a night where you can open up the club to the public, offering them free drinks for their first round?”

      I frowned. “Free drinks? Opening up to the public?” I shook my head. “I don’t know. It seems to me that that’s one way to quickly go out of business.”

      She shrugged. “I can see why you’d say that, but really you do have to spend money to make money. Trust me that people aren’t going to be able to stop at only one drink. Then, if you are offering the general public a chance to come in, that will get them enticed to join the club. Plus, chances are they will use the casino machines and the pool tables and that is all more money in your pocket. I really think this could work, but are you willing to take a chance?” She held up the notebook and showed me the figures she had worked out and the potential money I could take in during the night. She then scrunched up her nose.

      “I know that it could be much less, but I think this is your best chance at bringing this bar back up to your standards…and the standards of your dad and your grandfather.”

      I did like the sound of that and I was putting my trust in her, because I did have faith in her abilities. “I suppose it could work.”

      She smiled. “It will work. Imagine this club on Saturday night booked to capacity with a line of customers waiting to get in. I know it can work.”

      “Okay, then I say we can give it a shot.”

      “Yes!” She looked like a little girl on Christmas morning and I had to smile at her excitement. “Are you free tomorrow?” she asked.

      I frowned. “It’s Sunday. Don’t you want a day off?”

      She shook her head. “Not if we’re going to have this shindig ready by next week. We need to make fliers and bulletins and we need to start a revolution, where all your regular guests tell their friends and get them in here. People aren’t going to want to miss this. Trust me.”

      I laughed. “Okay, if you want to get together tomorrow, we’ll get together tomorrow. Say six o’clock? I can make us supper here.”

      She laughed.

      “You cook?” she asked.

      I didn’t know why she was so surprised, but I nodded. “I do indeed cook and you won’t want to miss out on my masterpiece recipe.”

      She arched an eyebrow, then smiled. “Okay, then I’ll see you at six o’clock.”

      We made plans for her to meet me in the back alley, so I could let her in. Then we would immediately get started. I didn’t know what it would all entail, but I did know that I was excited to get the ball rolling and hope that things did all work out as she thought they would.
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      When I first ran into Trevor, what was now nearly two months ago, I thought he was handsome. He had a sexiness about him that made the hairs on my arms stand up. He had a smile that captured my whole heart. And to this day, he knew how to make me catch my breath, by just looking at him.

      I didn’t know if he could sense when I would gawk at him, but there were a few times that I was certain he was staring at me. Working with him for the past few weeks had me more enthused about the new chapter in my life. I would have to remember to thank Roger one day for it.

      When I woke up on Sunday morning, I couldn’t believe how excited I was to be working the sixth day in a row, but with Trevor, it wasn’t even like work. Time always passed by so quickly. The only time it slowly went by, was when I was away from him and in this particular case…the hours between the time I woke up and the time six o’clock finally arrived. I didn’t think it would ever get there.

      Driving to the club, I had a fast country song playing on the radio and I was singing loudly, the top of my jeep down, and the wind whipping through my hair. It was finally warm enough to have the top down and it was the perfect weather outside with birds singing in the background. I felt like a woman that was stuck in a romantic comedy and excited for my day.

      The only difference was, I still wasn’t sure that Trevor knew exactly how I felt about him, but I had no doubt that my feelings for him were strong. I hadn’t felt this way since Josh and honestly, I was questioning whether I really loved Josh, because the feelings that caught my breath when I was around Trevor, was that much more superior.

      I was lusting after him, or at least that was my thought. When I would see Trevor, I would sometimes feel my whole body tingling, from my toes to my pussy, and up to my chest. I wanted to feel him under me, as I rocked my hips harder against his. I wanted to taste him as every careless thought was released.

      It was a fantasy that continued to play through me and I wasn’t used to that. I was the woman that had never been sexually active, so I didn’t know what that would even feel like. Yet, when I was with Trevor, it was just natural. Me wanting to finally let loose and have a man whisk me to his bedroom, or right there on the floor, while he deflowered me, seriously plagued my mind. I wanted this and every time I saw him, I wanted it even more. So, I was a little fearful of being with him…alone…in his bar…while all these dangerous feelings played out.

      I pulled into the alley of his club and parked next to an Aston Martin. “Oh my God…” I breathlessly released from my lips. I wanted to have sex with a billionaire. That was what it boiled down to. I slowly got out of my jeep and glanced once more at this beauty. I shook my head, mainly in shock that I was definitely living some fantasy world.

      I walked up to the back door and knocked. After a few minutes of not getting the door open, I rang the bell on the side. I waited and this time I heard the back door being unlocked and then he opened it. Trevor welcomed me with a huge grin on his lips.

      “Hello, Jasmine.” He stepped back and allowed me to enter.

      “Hello!” I smiled and tried to calm my racing heart.

      “Put your purse in my office and I thought we could set up out in the bar area. There will be more room to move around.”

      “Great!” I said. I went to his office and put my purse on his desk. I walked out of the office and went to the bar, where I found several banners, posters, papers, and markers, sprawled all over the place.

      He thought of everything.

      “I hope this will all do,” he said.

      I nodded. “I’m impressed,” I said.

      He snickered. “Thank you!” He then motioned for me to grab a seat. “I thought I could make us supper first. What do you want to drink?” he asked.

      I thought about it, then shrugged. “I feel bad wasting your drinks, so maybe water?”

      He tilted his head. “I think I can afford a couple of drinks. I’m not that bad off, am I?”

      I snickered. “Okay, fine. I’ll just take a beer.”

      “A woman after my own heart,” he said. He laughed, then turned to the refrigerator.

      I wondered if he knew how that simple statement seemed to make me feel. He grabbed two beers from the refrigerator and then walked one over to me. I grabbed it from him and he tapped it and then smiled.

      “Cheers!” he said.

      “Cheers,” I whispered.

      “I’ll be back. Supper will take just a few minutes to make.”

      I frowned. “Making TV dinners?” I asked, laughing slightly.

      He shot me a look, then laughed. “Please…this constitutes more thought than TV dinners.” He tossed his head back and went through the kitchen doors. I still wondered what it possibly could be, but I didn’t have to wonder for long.

      He was right about it taking a few minutes. He was back out there and he was carrying two plates and they were covered. He placed one down in front of me, then sat across from me. “Bon Appetit,” he said.

      I lifted the cover off and then started laughing. His gourmet dish was grilled cheese sandwiches. I looked up at him and I chuckled. “A man after my own heart.”

      He laughed. “I hope you enjoy!”

      I looked at the sandwich and grabbed one side of it, then took a bite. I pondered on it and then nodded. “Hmm…not bad!”

      His jaw dropped. “Not bad?”

      I laughed, because I could tell he appeared a little hurt. “It’s been a while since I had this delicacy and I have to admit that this might be the best darn grilled cheese sandwich I’ve ever tasted.”

      He nodded. “That’s a better review.”

      We laughed as we went on to drinking our beers and enjoying the sandwiches, also falling into a little bit of conversation. The conversation we hadn’t had ever. I was getting to know the real Trevor Wild and it felt good.

      [image: ]
* * *

      When we finished eating, we got started making fliers and bulletins, but the conversation never died down.

      “What do you like to do for fun, Jasmine?” he asked me, really looking interested at discovering the answer.

      “Well, I enjoy the outdoors, so really anything…camping, swimming, hiking,” I smiled. “Really the list goes on.”

      “Oh wow…you’re an adventurous girl.” He said the statement like he was in shock. I looked up from the poster board in front of me.

      “You seem surprised,” I said.

      He looked up and smirked, then shrugged. “I suppose I am a little, but I like that. Adventure means courage.” He winked at me. “Good quality to have.”

      I blushed, but kept my eyes intently on his. “How about you, Trevor? What do you do for fun? Besides run a club, that is?”

      He laughed and looked around the bar. “Well, sometimes people wouldn’t think this is a form of fun.” He then looked back at me and I hadn’t torn my eyes away. “Backpacking through Europe,” he replied.

      I nodded. “Really? You’ve done that.”

      His jaw dropped. “Hasn’t everyone?”

      I chuckled. “Um…not on my side of town.” He laughed and continued to talk about it. I really saw a different side of him, too.

      “You should really go sometime,” he said. “There was nothing like it.”

      I doubted that I would ever have the opportunity, but I smiled and agreed that maybe I would give it a try. “When you’re not backpacking through Europe, what do you do for fun?” I asked.

      “I like the outdoors too. Nothing like camping in fall, a fire in front of you, and getting lost in just watching the flames.” He was talking and I nearly forgot where I was as I kept looking at him and found myself getting drifted off into some fantasy land, where we were in front of a fire, cozied up and staring at the flames together. His arms wrapped around me, as nothing else mattered but the two of us. It was a vision that I would love to have played out. “Jasmine…Jasmine?” I finally and reluctantly pulled out of my fantasy.

      “Uh…yeah…” I said, blushing as I looked back down at my bulletin board, I went back to writing the information, but his eyes were still on me.

      “I thought I lost you,” he said, laughing slightly.

      I shook my head, but didn’t look back up. I was getting too involved too fast, and soon this job would end and I would probably never see him again. I had to remain neutral about everything.

      We continued working on all the signs, leaving not one empty board left untouched. We had banners, fliers, ads, brochures, and so much more to pass out to the neighbors and anyone else she could think of to share the news.

      I had noticed that as we worked, it kept getting darker and darker outside. It wasn’t until we were done working on the signs that I looked at my watch.

      “Wow! I’ve been here for six hours. It’s almost midnight.” I stood up, my knees were a little shaky from sitting for so long. “I’ll help you move these to the side and we can start putting them up tomorrow. I can be here earlier than normal, if you want.” I looked up at him and he nodded.

      “That would be fine. Whatever works for you.”

      We gathered the stuff and moved it to the backroom. I then went to his office to grab my purse. He had followed me. I looked up at him.

      “I had a good time tonight,” I said.

      He laughed. “A good time working?”

      I shrugged. “It sometimes doesn’t feel like work. I know that probably sounds crazy.”

      He assured me that it didn’t sound too crazy and then we walked out to the door of the alley. I turned back around to thank him again, when I noticed that his eyes dropped down to my lips.

      “Goodbye!” I said. I backed up, but before I could leave, he wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled me to him.

      The shock of his lips on mine, caused me to drop my purse. I was caught by surprise, but I didn’t want the kiss to end. I wrapped my arms around him and snaked my fingers through the back of his head, running them tenderly through his hair.

      A soft moan escaped as his tongue pressed in between my lips and we stood in his backroom, making out and neither one pulling away. He lifted his hand up my back, slipping it underneath my sweater and holding onto my bare back. I moved in closer to him, colliding my tongue against his and moaning with every turn.

      His hand moved up higher, this time touching the clasp of my bra and my shirt rose up higher, and in an instant, I knew where this could go. I could let all my defenses down and have sex with him, something that I had been craving for, but then that would mean that years of holding onto my virginity would be gone. I wanted to lose it to the man I loved, the man that loved me. I couldn’t be certain if I was just another woman Trevor wanted to bang, or if he felt something.

      So pushing him away was where my heart led me in that moment. I put my hand to his chest and slowly ended the perfect kiss, the one thing that felt right for so long. He looked at me; there was obvious lust in his expression. He opened his mouth to say something, but I backed up. His hand fell from behind me.

      “I’m sorry,” I whispered. I grabbed onto the doorknob and turned away from him, flinging the door open and nearly running from any unanswered questions he had. I ended it and that was all that we needed to know. Tonight was not the night I was going to lose my virginity and I needed to accept that, because I was the one to pull away.
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      I didn’t know what went wrong. One minute we were kissing and I thought for sure she wanted to move it to the next level and the next…she was gone. I went home, wondering what I did wrong and questioning everything. I even wondered if she would be at the club the next day.

      The next day she did show up at the club, but it was awkward. We barely made eye contact and the only words we spoke was in greeting. So, I really didn’t know what I could say to her that she would want to hear. So, I just let her be.

      We got the bar ready for the upcoming Saturday night, where hopefully I would greet the most guests I had had in many years. While she stayed out in the bar, hanging poster boards, I spent much of my time in my office, just making calls.

      I called up each of my friends, making them aware that this was all going down on Saturday, asking them to tell friends and shout it from the rooftops if they needed and was confirmed that they would all do their best.

      I went through my list of contacts and made a few more calls, before closing off the list. I looked towards the office door, when I spotted Jasmine.

      “So, all the signs are hung. I’m going to go and try to get some of these fliers out there.” She barely looked at me; I couldn’t just make up that uneasiness between us.

      “Okay. Great! Thank you so much for your help!”

      She nodded. “No problem.”

      She left the office and instead of forcing her to talk to me, I let her go. The next day, she showed up again and this time, she brought news.

      “I handed out the fliers and everyone really seemed interested about the event on Saturday. This could really be much bigger than we thought.”

      “That’s awesome!” I said. “I couldn’t have done it without you.”

      She blushed and shrugged. “Just doing my job!” She pushed several strands of her hair behind her ear and I once again got that urge to go to her, but I held back.

      “There’s something else I wanted to tell you,” she said. “Well, a couple things actually.”

      “Okay. Go ahead!”

      “I think that once things are back on an even keel, you really should hire a bookkeeper to do all your financing.” She shrugged. “I just wouldn’t want you to get back into the same predicament.”

      She had a valid point there.

      “Truer words were never spoken. I’ll definitely take that into consideration,” I said. “And what else?”

      “Well, I was thinking that maybe my job is done here,” she said. I felt my face turn white.

      “I mean, if the Saturday night doesn’t go as you had hoped, then I can come back, but I have a lot of extra things to do at the office and I just really think that I’m probably not needed here now.”

      “Well, I wouldn’t say that,” I started. The thought of her not being there on Saturday didn’t sit well with me. It was all because of her that it was even happening. I didn’t want to have to beg, but I really did want her to be there.

      “I can’t force you to come, but I really think you should be there.”

      She looked nervous, darting her eyes around my office, fidgeting in place and then she looked back at me.

      “I don’t know. I just don’t think it’s really necessary.”

      I had to ask her if it had anything to do with the other night.

      “Jasmine, does this have something to do with the kiss?” I asked. Her face went a deep shade of red and I had figured just as much.

      “If it does, then I’m sorry. I didn’t want to put you in an awkward position.”

      She hesitated, before speaking her mind. “It’s not really that. I didn’t feel awkward or anything. In fact…part of the problem is I didn’t exactly hate the kiss.”

      “Then, I don’t see the problem,” I said. I knew it was wrong for me to be so happy to hear her say those words.

      She looked at me and there was so much distance in her stare.

      “I’m working for you. In this moment, you are my boss. I just don’t feel that anything coming of this could be a smart decision.” I moved closer to her, but she backed up. “I just don’t.”

      I nodded and stopped trying to approach her. “Alright then. I understand, but don’t let that deter you from seeing what great results come out of your suggestion. I would like you to come.”

      After several minutes of considering it. She finally relented. “I’ll be there.”

      “Good!” I said.

      We didn’t have another conversation the rest of the week. I was going to respect her space and just get through Saturday. Then if she wanted to leave and never look back, then that would be her choice. I had my bar to save and I was that much closer.
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      Trevor was right. I wanted to see this through. So, when he asked me again to consider going to the bar on Saturday night for the event, I found myself saying yes. It was a good thing I did, because I don’t think anyone anticipated how crazy it would be.

      Every employee was scheduled and even then it wasn’t enough. The minute the doors opened for the event to start at seven o’clock, lines were wrapped around the building and I suddenly forgot how distant Trevor and I had been. I looked at him and he laughed, stunned that we were experiencing that rush.

      I put on my apron and played waitress, bartender, and even helped out in the kitchen. Whenever orders were up, I was sure to help them out by taking the orders to the various customers. We were collecting money, like we were holding a telethon. I even had several people stop me to tell me what a great place we had. I didn’t bother telling them that I wasn’t a part of Mercury Wild’s success, I just smiled and thanked them.

      When I was clearing off one of the tables, I had another gentleman stop me. “This place is great. Where do I sign up to become a member? I have some money stashed away that would be perfect for this place.”

      I smiled. “Thank you so much! You can go to the hostess stand and she’ll be glad to assist you.” I pointed him out to the woman and I felt pretty good about everything going the way it was.

      After I walked back to the bar and tossed the rag into a bucket, I spotted Trevor. “This is amazing, Jasmine. I just had three more people ask about memberships. I think I should do this once a year. It’s a great place to drum up business.”

      I smiled. “I’m glad it’s working out.”

      He nodded and took off. I followed him through the bar as he went to table after table, welcoming new and old customers. I wish things were easier between us, but after I pulled away during the kiss, I didn’t suspect anything like that to happen again.

      I went back to the bar and made my way to a few of the private rooms, checking on guests and making sure they didn’t need any more drinks, then wandered around the place and just thought about the past few weeks. It was my first job and proved to be one of the best experiences I could have ever hoped for.

      I saw a few people waving down waitresses, so I hurried to their table.

      “May I help you?” I asked.

      “Can I get another beer?” The man asked. “In fact, let’s make another round of free beers all around for the customers. My treat.” He handed me his credit card and I gawked at him.

      “That’s very generous. Thank you so much!”

      I couldn’t wait to tell Trevor. With his credit card in hand, I hurried through the bar, finding Trevor at a table. I had seen the men before and Trevor had often talked to them, so figured that was his friends.  He looked up when I approached him. I looked down at the credit card to read the man’s name. “Trevor…Mr. Grayson just offered to buy beers for everyone in the club.”

      “Really? That’s great!” Trevor said. For a moment it looked like he wanted to hug me, but kept back. “I’ll get everyone to help me out with tallying up the orders,” I said. I then smiled at the table he was standing next to and hurried off. My heart was still caught every time I saw him. I would have to figure out a cure for that.

      I was just reaching the bar, when I spotted Sydney, Mary, and a few other women that I wasn’t quite familiar with.

      “This is a great event you have going on, girl,” Sydney said. “I’m so proud of you.”

      I blushed and turned around to find that Trevor’s eyes were directed my way. I quickly looked away.

      “Thanks! It’s going a lot better than I think anyone expected.” I heaved a sigh. “I have work to do. Enjoy the rest of it!” I smiled and went to grab all the bodies I could find to start taking a list of the beers we needed to pass around. There wasn’t a moment to lose.
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      She was moving around so gracefully. It was like she had been doing this job forever. I couldn’t stop watching her and that meant my table of friends giving me a hard time. “Hm…Marcus…did you ever look at your beer belly consultant, like Trevor’s looking at his?”

      Marcus laughed. “If my beer belly consultant looked half as good in jeans as she does, then maybe I would have.”

      The table erupted in laughter, as I turned back around. “Dry up!” I mumbled.

      Daxter laughed. “I have to admit that I didn’t know what to expect when everyone told me about the new woman in your life, but she definitely could fit the bill.”

      I looked back at Daxter and he was grinning from ear to ear. I had to stop myself from hitting him. “You don’t know what you’re saying or rambling about. She’s an employee. That’s all.”

      “Oh sure!” The others said.

      I rolled my eyes and shot them each a long and agonizing look. “Enjoy the rest of your night, gentleman.” I arched an eyebrow at them and then walked away.

      The fact was that I actually enjoyed them teasing me about her, but then it reminded me that in no way was anything going to happen between us. She had made herself perfectly clear.

      I went about the rest of the night, helping out as I could and the hours just seemed to fly by. Before I knew it, the tables had started emptying and people had started leaving. I stood at the door and thanked them as they left, one by one, filtering out of the club.

      When the last one had left the building, I locked the door and went back in. I spotted Jasmine wiping down a table and I watched her for a few minutes, unbeknownst to her. Several other employees were working away and it was bound to be a late night. So, we all rolled up our sleeves and cleaned up the areas, putting chairs up as each table was done.

      An hour later, we had the place back into prime condition. I shot a look at Jasmine and she was pulling her hair out of her ponytail holder. She fluffed her hair and I was enamored by her looks. She looked at me and I saw a passion in her eyes that had me aroused and rearing to go.

      “I’m gonna grab my purse. I can get out of here.”

      “Don’t you want to see what the earnings were?” I asked. “Sam and Brayton are tallying it up.”

      She smiled. “Alright! I’ll just get my purse anyway.”

      I nodded and watched her head to the backroom and disappear.

      “I’m heading out,” a couple of employees said, leaving just Sam, Brayton, Jasmine, and myself left behind.

      “Okay! Thanks for the great teamwork tonight. You all were amazing.”

      They nodded and headed through the back door, both looking equally tired. Jasmine came out of the backroom and I moved closer to her, needing to say something, before she walked out my door and my life forever.

      “Whatever happens with the total, I just want you to know that you have changed this club for the better. I know that and I will give you a glowing recommendation to your boss.”

      She smiled and even snickered slightly. “Well, I’m sure Monday I’ll be back doing secretarial work anyway.”

      I frowned. “What do you mean?”

      She looked at me, before revealing her secret.

      “You were my first client. I typically am just an assistant at the office. I had been begging for something else to do and it wasn’t until you called, that I was given the opportunity.”

      I really couldn’t believe what she was saying.

      I would have never guessed that this was her first real job with the consulting firm.

      “There was no one else, so you were left with the rookie.”

      “Wow!” I muttered. “Jasmine, I had no idea. You seemed perfect for this job and I guess all I can say is lucky me.”

      She smiled and we had our first real moment since the kiss the prior week. I wanted to kiss her again, but I held back, being conservative and not rushing anything.

      “So, we have the results,” Brayton said. They came up to us and without saying a word, they put a piece of paper in front of us. There was a figure on the paper and I just stared at it. I looked at Jasmine, she looked at me, and we were at a loss. The figure was nearly four times the amount I would take in one week, let alone one day.

      Brayton and Sam laughed.

      “Yeah…our thoughts exactly. We’re out of here,” Sam said.

      I nodded, barely able to speak, and heard the back door swing open and closed.

      “Oh my gosh,” I said.

      Jasmine laughed. “You can say that again.”

      “Oh. My. Gosh!” Then without thinking, I picked her up in my arms and twirled her around. She laughed and I lowered her to the floor. Our eyes remained locked, as the laughing died down and she opened her mouth, but I had to keep the momentum going, so I closed in on her and latched my lips against hers. I kissed her, releasing a groan that I had been dying to let loose.

      “Trevor…” she whispered, trying to pull back.

      I held her close and stared deep into her eyes.

      “You want this. I know you do. What are you afraid of?”

      My head rested against hers, but her breathing was unsteady, raspy.

      “Everything!” she whispered.

      I wanted to comfort her and show her that everything would be alright if she just trusted me.

      “Well, don’t be,” I said. “I’m not going to let you down.”

      I lifted her into my arms and placed her ass on the bar, then went back in for a kiss. This time she didn’t pull back and there was no sign of ever stopping.
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      I thought about pulling back from him, but then he started undressing me with ease and it was as if someone else took over my body. I pulled off his shirt and tossed it to the side, then started to undo his jeans. With each thrust of his tongue, I had leverage and was able to get his clothes off of him. I kicked off my shoes, right before my own jeans fell to the floor and then I was left with only my bra and panties on.

      I grabbed onto his boxers and yanked them down, then he removed them. I then scooted myself backward and pulled him with me, until I was lying down on the bar counter and he got on top of me. He hovered above me and looked over my body, making me overly sensitized to the way my body was craving him. He then looked at me and lowered himself down to kiss me. I felt his cock alongside my leg and I arched my back. I was anxious for him, even desperate for him. While we kissed, he wrapped his hands behind me and undid the clasp of my bra, then I wiggled out of it.

      My pussy was wet. Never before had it begged for my attention as it did in that moment. I grabbed onto my panties and pulled them down, then kicked out of them, so my juices would be free to flow. His lips left mine and he started kissing my neck and that was when the daunting realization hit me.

      This was new territory for me. I never had sex before and didn’t even know what I was doing. Yet, I was in many ways just longing for the connection. I had to be honest with him and myself. I arched my back, moaning as his lips touched and massaged my neck, then dipped down to my shoulder.

      “I’ve never done this before,” I whispered.

      He softly nibbled on my shoulder, before pulling back and looking me in the eyes.

      “You mean...” His words trailed off and I nodded.

      “I’ll be gentle,” he calmly replied.

      I nodded eagerly, because there was no way I wanted him to stop.

      He brought his lips back down to mine and tenderly kissed me as the moistness of my crotch remained. I moaned against his mouth, as I wrapped my arms around his neck and then my leg around his waist.

      He kissed me deeply and with more passion than before, perhaps because he now knew how much this meant if I was willing to give up my virginity for him. He pushed his tongue deep into my mouth, while he ran his hands all over my body. He deepened the kiss, kissing me hard and hungrily.

      When he pulled his lips from mine, I felt vacated, breathlessly gasping for my last air, but he then trailed kisses down my body, which only ignited the internal flames inside of me. He reached my feminine pouch and breathed softly against my wet curls. I shivered, then stared up at the ceiling, anticipating his entrance. He reached out and touched the skin of my pussy, causing me buck my hips up and meet his fingers.

      I tried to remember about all those erotica books I read and mimic the way the women would react, but my brain was mush. I spread my legs wider and just waited. He touched my clit with his fingers and I sighed. “Oh God yes,” I moaned.

      His fingertip touched my clit and he slowly and methodically rubbed my hard nub. I groaned, feeling my lower lip quivering. He slightly pinched my clit between two fingers, nearly sending me off of the counter. His lips dipped down and he started kissing the curvature of my breasts, while he dipped a finger further into my pussy, slowly moving around my opening.

      “Damn you’re tight,” he moaned. As if it was news to anyone.

      I focused on the way his fingers moved around my insides, until another finger joined it. My groans grew louder, as he started sucking on my breasts, working his mouth on my breasts, the way his fingers worked in my vaginal opening. I whimpered when he plunged his two fingers deeper into me, bringing my hands up and digging my nails into his skin.

      A third finger joined in and my opening started to get wider. I could feel my stomach tightening and the walls of my pussy clamped down on his fingers, holding him inside, while I pumped harder and harder against his thrusts.

      “Oh God…oh God…ugh…oh God…” I moaned, thrashing my hips harder and harder against him, so that he was forced to clench my waist to keep me in place. His tongue relentlessly licked my nipples, flicking them between his teeth, before he moved down and kissed my stomach, which intensified the orgasm that was moments from washing over me.

      My raspy breathing sent me grinding and moaning as I let out a scream and then my juices gushed out of me. He slipped his fingers out of my opening and quickly replaced them with his tongue. As I let moan after moan out, he sucked my pussy dry, enthusiastically scraping his tongue around my inner walls, graciously removing the cum that was dripping out of me. I crashed down on the counter and got my mouth hanging open, gasping for air as he slithered out of my opening, then ran his hands up my body, ever-so-lightly caressing my skin.

      His lips landed on mine and I could feel that his erection had grown in size. I would give it time, but I was eager to have it inside of me, fucking my virginity away and giving my body all the attention I needed.

      His cock was poised at my entrance and as his tongue plunged between my lips for a deep kiss, he slowly pulled back and looked deep into my eyes.

      “You are so beautiful,” he lovingly said.

      I sighed, relishing in his romantic words. I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him partially inside of me. His eyes lit up as he moved down and softly nibbled on my chin and then my lips. He pulled back out of me, making it not an easy task to keep him in there.

      “Trevor…” I gasped. “I need you inside of me,” I begged. “Please!”

      I saw the cute little smirk on his lips as his cock slowly moved back in, this time diving in deeper than before. His tongue thrashed back against mine as he pulled back again. I cringed, grabbing onto him and silently begging him to stop torturing me like that.

      “Dammit,” I whimpered. “Just fuck me already,” I moaned between his tongue moving in and out of my mouth.

      For the first time I didn’t anticipate things being so easy for me to voice my opinion, but Trevor seemed to make it effortless. “Say it again, Baby,” he growled as he flicked his tongue harder against mine.

      “Ugh!” I gasped, releasing another groan. I arched my back, parting from his lips. I felt his dick at my opening and I wanted to have him inside me with so much emotional fire that I couldn’t take it. My pussy was throbbing. His cock was expanding and if he didn’t enter me now, then he would surely explode. I clenched my teeth, feeling exhausted as my body was trembling beneath him.

      “Fuck me! Please!” I cried, letting all my anxiety take over.

      He smiled back at me and then with enough force that should have knocked me out, he plowed into me. I grabbed onto him, yelping as he repeatedly dove further and further into me. His hands were lovingly embracing me, while he was torturing me with the way his manhood moved in and out of me. I felt a sharp, piercing pain, but it also felt amazing and I didn’t want him to stop.

      “Harder!” I cried. “Please, harder!”

      I bucked my hips up against his and we crashed together, abusing each other’s hips.

      “Yes!” I screamed, clinging to him with everything I had. I could feel him shaking on top of me, as his cock expanded inside of me and his thrusts became weaker.

      He laid on me, kissing my chest and then my collarbone, while he slowly and effortlessly continued to move on top of me, until his rod wouldn’t hold back and with one swift swoop, he came inside me, releasing a grunt. We rocked our bodies together, keeping the momentum going as we came down from the emotional roller coaster we were on and then we were wrapped in one another’s arms.

      He went back to kissing me, until his erection had subsided and he pulled out. I smiled as we positioned our bodies, so that we were able to snuggle together and just take a nap for a little while. With his arms around me, holding me like I was everything, I felt my heart opening up to him.

      “I love you so much,” I whispered, closing my eyes and falling asleep.
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* * *

      I opened my eyes and was staring up at the tall ceilings. At first, I didn’t recognize them and wanted to try to remember where I was, but then it quickly came back to me. Trevor’s arms were still wrapped around me and I glanced down at him and sure enough, he was still sound asleep.

      The night was amazing and it ended on even a higher note as I recalled every intimate detail of my first time with the one I loved. I closed my eyes tightly and thought about how I even said that I loved him and yet…there was no response in return.

      I sat up carefully, and looked down at his naked form. Glancing around the club, I saw the darkness still outside. I needed to get out of there, because I was embarrassed that I allowed myself to get caught up in the fairytale, when I still didn’t know if I was anything more than a piece of ass.

      I crawled off of the bar counter and quickly got dressed. After checking my phone, I found that it was just after five o’clock. I slipped my phone into my purse and hurriedly walked away, only glancing at him once to make sure he was still sound asleep. After I was sure that he was, I snuck out to the back room and made my getaway, wanting to make sure my dignity was still intact. It was probably a mistake and the last thing I needed was for him to wake up and prove to me it was. That would be too humiliating for words.
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      A smile was on my lips as I opened my eyes and remembered how the night ended. It was amazing to be with Jasmine and I couldn’t wait to wake up and tell her how much I needed her. How much I wanted her.

      Yet, she was gone.

      I sat up and looked around.

      “Jasmine?” I called out, wondering if she stepped in the back to make breakfast or something. She never came around. I got off the bar counter and started picking up my clothes, dressing as I went. Her clothes were gone. It was obvious she had left in a hurry.

      The perfect night was suddenly not so perfect, because my hope was to tell her how much she meant to me and hope that we could evolve from that one night. Feeling disheartened, I finished getting dressed, then left through the back door and made sure it was locked.

      I pulled out my keys and jumped in my car. On the ride home, I kept thinking about her and how I didn’t understand why she would leave in such a hurry. Did I do something wrong? I wondered. I questioned if I pushed her into something she didn’t even want to do. Maybe I should have double-checked to make sure this was really what she wanted. I would have never forced her into having sex or doing anything she wasn’t comfortable with.

      I heaved a sigh and kept driving, but the further I got to my house, the more I wondered if there was an underlying reason she tore out of there. I started playing the night in my mind again, even up to the minute we closed our eyes. I love you so much! The words popped into my head, as if she was saying them again.

      “That has to be it!” I said aloud, certain that I had put the keys of the puzzle together.

      I didn’t say it back and it wasn’t because I didn’t feel them; it was because I had drifted off to sleep, almost not even recognizing them, until the light of day that was. When the coast was clear, I made a U-turn and started driving the other way. I was glad I had put her address in my GPS, just in case the need arose.

      I hit a button on my GPS system. “Take me to Jasmine’s house,” I said.

      Finding Jasmine’s house, the GPS said, bringing it to life. It then started rattling off her directions. I sped through the back roads, taking the extra fifteen minutes I had already lost by driving to my place first. I finally pulled down the road where she lived and it informed me the destination was on my right. I found the correct address and sure enough, her jeep was in the driveway.

      I got out of the car and barely took the time to shut it off, before hurrying up her front steps. I reached her front porch then pounded on her door. She didn’t answer, so I rang her doorbell. I was there for a good five to seven minutes, before she finally opened her door.

      “Trevor? What are you doing here?” she asked.

      “May I come in?” I asked.

      She hesitated, but finally pulled the door open wider so I could enter. She looked at me, seemingly not happy and I was certain I was right.

      “Why’d you leave so suddenly?” I asked.

      She shrugged. “Why not? You got what you wanted and I figured it was time for me to go.”

      I tilted my head. “You’re saying you didn’t want it?” I asked.

      She looked away from me and so I asked her the question again. She then looked up. “That’s not exactly what I’m saying,” she softly replied.

      I then knew that I was right.

      “You told me something right before we fell asleep. Did you leave because of my response?” I asked.

      She sighed. “What response?” she sarcastically asked.

      “Jasmine, I know you’re upset and I can’t even blame you. I should have told you exactly what I wanted to tell you. I wanted to be with you last night for so long, but it really happened at the perfect time.”

      “It did?” she asked. “Why do you say that?”

      Her eyes softened as I ran a finger under her chin and lifted her gaze up to mine.

      “It happened after I had already fallen in love with you. You aren’t alone here. I love you, too.”

      She nearly melted against me.

      “You do?” she asked.

      I smiled and nodded, then leaned closer to her. Right before I touched her lips with mine, I whispered, “You have no idea how much!”

      We then kissed and I wrapped my arms around her and held her closer to me. I would spend the rest of my life proving those words to her, no matter how long it took.
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      The next several months, I couldn’t have been happier. Both Trevor and my life was shaping up quite nicely. After Trevor went to Roger and told him how impressed he was with my work, Roger was quick to give me a promotion. I would now have as many clients as the next person within the company, but I had to admit that not all clients were as amazing as Trevor was.

      Mercury Wild’s business couldn’t be much better than it was, with business increasing every week after we had the event. Trevor was able to pay all the bills and have a nice sum of money left in a savings, in case something like that ever happened again. His employees were also very happy, because they all got a nice raise. Plus, Trevor did hire a bookkeeper to keep track of his financing. To date, he was happy with that decision

      Our relationship, could also not have gone any better. Every day Trevor and I spent together, we grew more and more in love. Plus, we started learning everything about each other, which made me more intrigued by the man in my life.

      I was happy when he took some time off work and we were able to go out and do some adventurous things. Hopefully one day, we’ll backpack around Europe. The possibilities are endless.

      One day after leaving work, I received a note to come to the club. It was like my home away from home, so I really didn’t think much of it, but as I got inside the club this time, it was different.

      Soft music was playing and the only one in the bar was Trevor. He walked towards me and we met each other in the middle. “What’s going on?” I asked, smiling as he wrapped his arms around me. We kissed and I could still feel my heart pounding as loudly as it did when we first got together. The love I held for Trevor Wild was by far the most any one person could love.

      “You know how much I love you, right?” he asked, parting from the kiss.

      I tilted my head and nodded. “As much as I love you.”

      He beamed. “You are right. Our love is and always will be amazing. So, when I think about you and me…I think about our life together and how I can’t stand the thought of ever losing you.”

      “You never will!” I whispered.

      He swallowed. His Adam’s apple bobbed a few times, before he looked deep into my eyes. “You are an amazing woman Jasmine Washington.”

      I opened my mouth to spew out how amazing he was, when I saw him pull a box out of his breast pocket of his jacket. My eyes widened as I stared at him and he got down on one knee. “Oh my goodness,” I breathlessly replied.

      “Jasmine, will you do me the honors of being my wife?”

      I covered my mouth, staring at the gorgeous diamond he revealed in the box. Tears sprung to my eyes and I could barely breathe, but every bit of my heart leaped out the answer. I nodded. “Yes, I’ll marry you!” I started to shake as he put the ring on my finger, then stood up and picked me up in his arms. We kissed and then I heard applause as the staff came out from behind their hiding places and cheered us on.

      I would soon be Jasmine Wild and our lives would only be filled with more bliss than ever before. I couldn’t wait for that to begin.

      

      
        - End -
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      My name is Preston Maxwell and I've had every girl a man could wish for and then some.

      Well, every girl but her: Lyla Bishop.

      I met Lyla in the hospital when I hurt my wrist and she happened to be the nurse to help check me out.

      
      Gorgeous and hot, she makes my dreams wander into the dirtiest recesses of my mind. The fact that she's a virgin just makes me want her so much more.

      There's just one problem. Lyla Bishop is a cold, uptight bitch who doesn't fall for the one-liners and suave tactics of guys like me.

      
      I thought it was hopeless. I thought she would forever remain as nothing more but a kinky fantasy in the back of my mind... and then I saw her at the auction, showcasing her smoking hot body for the highest bidder. She's got her own problems at home, financial ones, and that just opens more opportunities to make her mine.

      

      Maybe fate was toying with me, but I had to take this chance to have her, right?
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      “Hey Lyla, can you get these papers to the patient in Room 316?”

      I looked up from the chart and I saw my boss, Robert, handing me sheets of paper. I grabbed them and took a glimpse. They were processing papers for checking out of the hospital. “Sure,” I told him as I put my chart down and quickly fixed up my uniform before heading out of the nurse station.

      Room 316 was just around the corner but as soon as I entered the hallway I saw a group of other nurses all huddled close to the door.

      “What are you three doing here?” I asked as I approached them.

      Mikaela looked at me and pointed towards Room 316. “You won’t believe who’s checked in.”

      “Are you checking him out?” Jennifer asked me. She had those ridiculous earrings on again. I thought Robert already scolded her about wearing jewelry while on the job? “Please let us check him out. I only got to talk to him once and that was just to follow up on his chart.”

      Karen pinched Jennifer’s arm and shook her head before she faced me and said, “No. I should be the one to check him out because I’m the one who checked him in.”

      “You guys have gone completely nuts,” I said and ignored all three. I walked into the room and instantly, I understood why they were going bonkers over this one patient.

      He was every woman’s fantasy come to life.

      He was the embodiment of the saying “tall, dark and handsome” and even had a big, muscular body to support his dashing looks.

      When I walked in, he was busy talking to someone on the phone. He didn’t even notice I was there.

      “Huh? No, I don’t care about the expenses,” he told the person on the other end of the call. “I can pay for it all. Yes, I got this.”

      I didn’t want to wait that long, however, and walked to his bed so he could see I was there. He just continued blabbering on the phone and it wasn’t until a few moments more that he noticed me standing there.

      “Sure, we can assess that when I get to the office and…” he trailed off the moment he saw me. I watched as his devilish blue eyes studied me from head to toe.

      Wait, was he checking me out? I could feel the flames begin to rage inside me when I realized he was staring at my legs and my chest. When I opened my mouth to say something he just gave me a wink and a smile.

      “I’ll call you back,” he ended his call and then looked at me with a big smile on his face. “What can I do for you, baby?”

      Did he just call me baby? My jaw dropped and I just stared at him, appalled at just how much arrogance and pride could be stuffed into one human being.

      “Yeah, I know I’m hot,” he finally said and snapped me back to reality. “However, I do see you holding papers. Does this mean I can go? I have an important meeting to attend. Unless, you know, you got plans to keep me here and let me stare at you for a day or two.”

      I couldn’t even believe the balls on this guy. I raised an eyebrow and shoved the papers to his face. With a sarcastic tone and my eyes shut, I said, “Here’s your billing and check out papers. Please go over them and sign them so we can help you out.”

      “I don’t think I’m fit enough to leave,” he replied as he looked at me one more time. I could feel his gaze undressing me.

      That made me wonder why he got admitted into the hospital in the first place. I checked his documents and saw he only sprained a wrist while moving boxes. I rolled my eyes and said, “Mr. Preston Maxwell, you’re fine. A sprained wrist is a million miles away from a dying kidney. Doc Rubens already cleared you out.”

      For a moment I thought I got him, but to my surprise, he just chuckled and looked at me and said, “Snarky. I like a woman who’s got some fire in her.”

      “Oh, for the love of God!” I exclaimed – maybe a little too loudly. I quickly gathered back my composure, grit my teeth to calm down and then once more handed him his discharge papers. “Please, Mr. Maxwell, just look this over so I can go. I’ve got other patients to attend to.”

      Luckily, he didn’t try to fool around much longer and he did sign the papers. I took them back and walked my way to the door. At the last moment, maybe due to a gut feeling or because I did want to get one more look at him, I turned around… and he was looking right back at me.

      “See ya around,” he said with a wink and nod. His gaze wasn’t on my face but on my ass. I didn’t know if I should’ve been flattered or enraged. His stare did painfully remind me that I was wearing a really tight uniform.

      “Ugh, you’re impossible,” I said, mostly to myself than to Preston. I waved farewell and walked out the door.

      As soon as I closed the door my co-nurses flocked to me and started asking questions. Did I find where he hangs out? Did he ask me out? Is he still single? What kind of girl does he like?

      I tried my best to avoid their constant bugging and soon enough I pushed Preston Maxwell out of my mind. The hospital was a busy place and I had so many other patients to attend to.
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      “Thank you sir,” I told the old, retiring CEO of Emerald Corner as I shook his hand. I winced when he gripped a little too tight. My wrist was still a little paining but I at least could still move around to sign papers and all.

      “No, thank you,” he replied as we all stood up and began to leave the conference room. Around fourteen other people – Emerald Corner’s board of directors and a few of my own people – began filing out the door. “If it wasn’t for you I’d have to lay off a lot of people.”

      I grinned back and acknowledged that sentiment. “We’ll have to do a little shuffling but I assure you we won’t be firing anyone.”

      He let out a sigh of relief, and once he was walking down the hallway, I bid farewell to my employees and took the next elevator back down. It wasn’t a solitary trip, however, as I found myself accompanied by a stunning young woman in a short pencil skirt.

      Damn, she’s got really nice legs. I couldn’t help but stare. Who cares if she spotted me? She looked like someone who could appreciate a good-looking man like me.

      “Hey there darling,” I spoke up and she turned around. I couldn’t help but smile when I saw her almost immediately biting down on her lip when she recognized me. She had the most delightful pair of green eyes and long blonde hair too. It was like someone took a perfect beauty model and stuffed her in an office elevator just for me. It was like Christmas in June.

      “O-oh, hi there sir,” she purred like a kitten and never took her eyes off me. “You’re Mr. Maxwell, right?”

      I gave a nod and gestured with my finger for her to move in closer. She did.

      “Oh my,” she said with exaggeration. She pushed her hair back, allowing me to get a better view of her neck and her cleavage. It was like she was begging for me to take her, right there in the elevator. “I guess with you acquiring our company, you’re going to be my new boss soon.”

      Purely by instinct, I took a step forward and gave her a long, passionate kiss. I could feel her body tense when I grabbed her by the waist and pulled her in closer. Her lips parted and our tongues clashed as I deepened my kiss further… and then I backed away, just a second before the elevator rang and the doors opened.

      “I’ll see you around,” I teased with a smile and wink. I walked out of the elevator as she got busy fixing herself, tugging on her blouse and skirt before she would walk out and get back to work. When I looked back one more time, she had a gigantic smile on her face and that alone was worth the effort.

      Once I got into my car and back on the road, I realized how early it was. I couldn’t believe I managed to hurt my hand, get stuck in a hospital and go back to work all before rush hour in the afternoon.

      Thinking about the hospital made me think of that nurse. Damn, she was a snarky little bitch but she was really cute and petite too. Petite girls were always the best ones; they were always so wild and so fucking tight. I could already imagine how that nurse’s tight pussy would squeeze my dick when I get the chance to fuck her.

      Fuck, that thought was turning me on.

      Buzz!

      I slowed down as I reached for my phone. It was my friend, Trevor. Somehow all my buddies found out I just acquired Emerald Corner and were inviting me to celebrate. Well, I could use a few drinks and maybe a dance with a few random babes.

      With a big smile I took a left turn at the next intersection and headed for Trevor’s bar and restaurant, Mercury Wild.

      [image: ]
* * *

      “Here’s to your success,” Trevor raised his glass of wine.

      I looked around as the men seated at the table. I smiled and then raised my glass and said, “Here’s to your success too. Here’s to your fiancée and here’s to the success of Mercury Wild.”

      “Cheers!” everyone cried out and drank.

      I was really thankful to be here. Marcus was here; he worked at a bank. Dylan was one of our closest friends and he was a big deal real estate broker. Seated beside me was Damon, an actual professional football player. I only just recently got to know him but so far he’s turned out to be a really chill guy. Then there was Daxter. He used to be a firefighter but one day he saved a woman who turned out to be an agent for a modeling company. She figured he was hot – I guess he should be since girls were always flocking to him – and he became a model.

      Out of our whole group, Trevor was the one with the biggest success. Sure, he wasn’t as financially successful as Dylan or Damon but his fiancée, Jasmine, made all the difference. Ever since she came into his life, things turned up for the better.

      Mercury Wild really grew in popularity and it was all her doing. Just a few months back it was down in the gutter and the owner, Trevor Wild, had to wipe tables and serve customers himself because he only had a handful of workers. Then Jasmine came. She worked for a business consultancy agency and it was her ideas that made his business bloom.

      “Hey, where’s Jasmine?” I asked Trevor as soon as I finished my drink.

      “She’s doing some QA work with the bookkeeper. You know, you ought to get a girl like her, man.”

      “We all wish we had a girl like yours,” Marcus commented and everyone agreed.

      Right now, I didn’t need a girl like Jasmine. I just wanted someone like that goddamn nurse. Even now I could picture her in my head… I could still see her jet-black hair, milky white skin and that tight, firm body wrapped in that kinky nurse uniform.

      But fuck it. She may look like my type but she was also a freaking uptight bitch. She had a sarcastic mouth and she seemed a little too prim and proper. She reminded me of those know-it-all church girls who lose their virginity at forty-five. That nurse needed a proper fucking.

      “Hey, Pres,” Dylan nudged me with an elbow. “You okay? You look pretty down, dude. You should be celebrating.”

      “Oh, yeah man, I’m fine,” I excused myself. “There’s just a lot on my mind.”
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        TWO MONTHS LATER

      

      What was that incessant ringing? My eyes fluttered open as my mind tried to process the annoying sound echoing in my room. I turned to the bedside table and saw my phone lighting up. Someone was calling.

      “H-hello?” I greeted as I answered the call. It was six in the morning on my day-off. There better be a damn good reason for waking me up like this. I just hoped it wasn’t the credit collectors; I still owed like over two grand in credit debt and I still owed my landlady two months of rent.

      “Hello Lyla, it’s Robert,” his familiar deep voice echoed on the other line. It sounded like he was at work in the hospital.

      Almost immediately, I sat up. Anytime my boss called me during my day-off, it either meant someone screwed up and I had to go to work or because someone was absent and I had to go to work. In the end, it just meant I had to give up my day off and work. I could already feel a groan growing inside me.

      “Oh, good morning sir,” I tried to sound as calm as possible. “How can I help you?”

      “I need you to come in later,” he told me. That one line hit me like an egg slamming against a speeding truck.

      “What time sir?” I asked. I needed some time to get my uniform cleaned.

      Then he hit me with a surprise. “Anytime during the day but it has to be today. I just need to talk to you and sign some papers.”

      “Oh,” was all I could reply. “Uhh, sure sir, I’ll be there by eight.”

      “Okay, thanks,” and he then ended the call, leaving me in silence and confusion.

      What the heck was that about? That question pervaded my mind all throughout the morning. As I had my breakfast, showered and prepared to leave, all I could think about was Robert’s intentions. Was I getting promoted? Was he changing my shift? Was I getting demoted or something?

      I didn’t want to waste time any further and drove my way to work, stopping only at a gas station to fill up my rackety old car and get a cup of coffee. When I did get to the hospital, I noticed some of the other nurses were looking at me strangely.

      Was there something wrong with my face? Did they know something I didn’t?

      I knocked at Robert’s house and he immediately opened it for me and welcomed me to sit by his desk.

      “Good morning sir,” I greeted.

      “Morning, Ms. Bishop,” he replied and took out a few sheets of paper from his desk drawer. He then handed them to me and continued on, “This hospital is going through some changes. I assume you’ve seen us start bringing in new equipment and altering the Southeast Wing to be a brand new recuperation center for patients undergoing chemotherapy.”

      “Y-yes sir,” I answered blankly as I began to go through these papers. There were a lot of legal terms in here, but there was one line that really shot me in the head: severance pay and final bonuses.

      “That being said, we cannot afford to upgrade the hospital and keep everyone around,” he said with a heavy tone. Despite that I didn’t see an inch of melancholy on his face. “We basically have to let go of some of our employees and sadly, that includes you. You’ve done your best and you’re honestly one of our leading nurses but the fact is, we cannot afford you.”

      Tears burned in my eyes but I grit my teeth and refused to cry in front of him. “W-what happens next, sir?”

      “You’ll get your final salary as well as severance bonuses. This should give you enough until you’re able to find a new job.” Robert looked at me and forced a smile. “You’re what, twenty-four? You’re still really young, you’re smart and you’re a certified nurse. Any hospital, especially the bigger ones, will quickly pick you up. I’m sure about that.”

      At least they were paying me for letting me go.

      I shook his hand, thanked him for the opportunity and the three years of work. I departed and just sat in my car, stuck in the parking lot as I tried to process everything that just took place.

      “This has got to be some kind of sick joke,” I whispered to myself, finally allowing the streams of tears to flow down my face. I had debts to pay, my rent was piling up on me and now I had no job to stay afloat a while longer. What the fuck was I going to do?

      Dad might have a way to rescue me. He always had a backup plan.

      Not wanting to waste time, I started the car and drove over to my dad’s house, located just in the outskirts of town. He was a retired veteran who spent most of his days at home so I didn’t even bother calling him to let him know I was coming.

      When I got there, I found him on the porch, resting in his rocking chair playing video games on an iPad. That put a big smile on my face. At least my dad always had a sense of adventure and fun even in his old age.

      “Hey,” I greeted as soon as I got out of the car and up the porch. I gave him a warm hug and a kiss on the cheek and sat down on a nearby stool.

      “Oh, hey,” he greeted with a big smile. “Don’t you have work today, sweetie?”

      “I don’t have a job anymore, dad,” I told him straight. “They called me in today to tell me I’ve been laid off. They’re cutting costs and they can’t afford me.”

      He looked at me with those big, sad puppy eyes but even then he managed to smile and melt me inside. He reached forward and gave me a nice warm hug. “Don’t worry, baby. I can help you out if you need some money. You can always stay here if you can’t keep up with your apartment rent.”

      I shook my head and pointed to his house, “Dad, I don’t want to be a burden on you.”

      “You’re not,” he answered, even though we both knew he was financially struggling too. He never had to admit it, but one glance at his house and I knew he was cutting costs, too. It looked even emptier than before; he had been living all alone since my mom died ten years ago. He did hire a helper to clean and attend to his needs. Now he couldn’t even afford to keep her. Both our lives were going down the drain.

      I decided to let him have this one, “Okay, daddy. I promise to go straight to you if things get over my head… but you got to let me try and handle this by myself. I can go out there and find a new job. There are a lot of medical centers and hospitals. I’m sure I can land a spot somewhere.”

      That seemed satisfactory enough for him. We both weren’t really convinced though, knowing how hard the economy had fallen in recent years, but I was a nurse after all. It shouldn’t be that impossible to get a job.

      Content with the plan in mind, we headed inside for some snacks and to catch up with each other.
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      Trevor Wild was becoming a serious player in the field.

      Here I was, back at the Mercury Wild, seated at a VIP corner. I had nothing left to do for the whole month – I had my executive assistants and staff do my job – and I spent most of my free time here, getting drunk and flirting with girls left and right.

      It was during these lazy days that I learned Trevor was a force of nature that shouldn’t be toyed with. In just two months he and his girl have climbed the social ladder, befriending many of the elites and working their way into the upper circles. Everyone knew who he was now.

      As for me, I was just happy to be his friend. He reminded me of myself, in one way or another –

      “Hi, is this seat available?”

      I looked up and saw a beautiful redhead smiling down at me. I smiled back and welcomed her to sit by my side.

      “Care for a drink?” I asked as I handed her an empty glass of ice and poured some of my whiskey for her. She took it with no hesitation.

      “I’m Preston…” I started to introduce myself when she interrupted.

      “Preston Maxwell,” she said, never taking her eyes off me. “I’m Nicole. I hope I’m not bugging you or anything. I’m with a few friends and we’re all big fans of yours and…”

      Her voice faded into the background. I knew she was saying something but none of the words really sank into my head. All I could pay attention to was the gloss on her lips, the way her neck was so smooth and calling for my attention and how her dark green dress was so tight and fitting.

      “Oh, here are my friends,” her voice picked back up and I realized she called in four other girls to the table. One of them was actually quite cute, with dark short hair and hazel brown eyes. She seemed a little Asian too but I couldn’t tell what part of Asia she must be from.

      “Here’s Kim,” Nicole introduced the aforementioned Asian girl. “Then here’s Mary, Laura and Sabrina.”

      I’ve always had girls come to me. I can’t say I’m the most handsome man in the world but I did try my best to look clean and go to the gym regularly. Right now though, I wasn’t so sure if these girls were flocking to me because of my looks or because of my wallet.

      They didn’t waste time trying to get into my pants though. After just a few drinks and some small talk we were out of the seats and on the dance floor. Mercury Wild was primarily a bar and restaurant, but there was a dance floor and they did play some club tracks now and then. It wasn’t always a live band.

      While Nicole was the first one to come up to me, it was Kim that really got my attention. She was cute; she had this adorable accent and the way she moved her body – God, the way she moved! – It was like sex on a dance floor. When she looked at me, I could see the fires of a dragon ready to melt me away and I loved the excitement in her every action.

      “You’ve got a really devilish smile,” she told me when we did get back to our seats. Well, I sat down and she sat on my lap.

      “I’ll take that as a compliment,” I said as I pulled her in for a hug and pressed my lips against hers. The taste of whiskey and her succulent lips blended together into a smorgasbord of mind-blowing sensations. I pressed in deeper, parting her lips with my tongue and digging in deep. She was a playful, naughty little kitten.

      When our lips separated, she continued to land soft, playful pecks on my cheek and up to my ear. “I’ve got an itch…”

      I was having one heck of an erection and I knew she could feel it. I glanced over her for a second and saw her friends were busy on the dance floor. Nicole was by the bar getting a drink. I guessed they wouldn’t mind me “borrowing” Kim for a while.

      “Let me fix that for you,” I said with squinted eyes and bit down on her neck. When she moaned, I was so tempted to just fuck her right there. “Come with me.”

      She grinded her hips against mine to entice me even more. Only then did she get off and took my hand. I quickly followed her lead, leaving both her and my friends at Mercury Wild.
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      “We should have gone to Mercury Wild,” Mikaela said as we sat in the club, sipping on our drinks.

      I was pretty happy with my margarita so I had no idea what her problem was. “Why? What’s wrong with this place?”

      “The music sucks,” Mikaela explained. “I want to dance with a stranger and get laid.”

      Karen rolled her eyes and said, “You’re just saying that because you’re still not getting over Jordan.”

      Mikaela looked hurt but surprisingly she nodded in agreement and said, “Yeah, I have to admit that much. He was sweet, he was responsible, he was funny and I have to say he was really good in the sack. I’d pay money just to get another round with that cock of his.”

      “Oh my fucking God,” I commented as I rolled my eyes.

      “Shut up,” Mikaela said to me but with a big smile. “You’re just reacting that way because you’ve never slept with a guy. How in the world are you still a virgin? Well, besides being an uptight bitch.”

      Karen looked at me with such intensity and I realized I never really gave an explanation.

      My jaw dropped and I scowled at Mikaela. “I am not an uptight bitch.”

      “You are,” Karen pointed out and took a sip of her drink. “We’ve tried hooking you up a billion times and they all fucking crash and burn because you expect your boyfriends to not have sex with you. So what’s the deal? We all know you ain’t a saint. You’re not a nun. You are a single girl in a lame-ass club right now.”

      We all laughed and I figured I should at least give them some context.

      “I’m just usually too busy,” I stated. “My mom died when I was in middle school and it’s been really hard on me and my dad. He never lets it show but I can tell that he’s having a hard time. So you know, I couldn’t waste time flirting with boys. I had to work for me and my dad.”

      “I got an idea,” Mikaela then said. “You could sell your virginity to some rich playboy billionaire.”

      Both Karen’s and my faces twisted with confusion and wonder.

      “You can do that?” Karen asked. “Holy shit, if I knew I could do that I wouldn’t have slept with Ronnie back in senior high.”

      I giggled and shook my head, “What? No, I can’t possibly do that. Besides, other than my virginity, what else would a rich billionaire want from me? They already have all the money in the world to get all the pussy they want.”

      Mikaela grabbed me by the arm, “Trust me on this one! I visited an auction once and one girl even earned eight thousand dollars.”

      “Eight thousand, just for her virginity?” My eyes grew wide with amazement. I needed another drink so I flagged a waitress and ordered another glass. “That’s a shit ton of money just to be the first to have sex with someone.”

      I didn’t think too highly of it though. Sure, a guy who gets a girl’s virginity might have that claim but wouldn’t be worthwhile to build a relationship and keep sleeping with her? I didn’t care if I would be someone’s first as long as I would be their last.

      Mikaela opened her purse and showed us a brochure.

      “Here,” she pointed to the images of scantily-clad girls. “Look at this one. There’s going to be an auction soon. Only the richest men get to bid here and I bet you can sell yourself for a really high price. I mean, come on! What if you get someone who’ll pay five thousand for your virginity and another two thousand each time he wants to go out and fuck you?”

      “You’re oddly so nonchalant about me selling my pussy to complete strangers,” I told her with a slightly sarcastic tone.

      Karen shrugged, “I’d do it. Who knows, the winner might be handsome. That means I’d get money and a handsome boy-toy.”

      We all laughed but I knew I couldn’t resort to this kind of thing. It just wasn’t in me.

      “Hey, I got to hit the bathroom then I have to go,” I told them with a heavy heart. “I wish I could stay longer but I got to get up early tomorrow and continue job-hunting.”

      Karen grabbed my bag, “Sure. We’ll watch your things.”

      Mikaela looked at Karen and they shared a suspicious smile. I just ignored it and let them have their fun. I then headed to the bathroom and fixed myself up to leave and head back home to rest.

      [image: ]
* * *

      About fifteen minutes after leaving the club, I found myself taking a detour on my way back home. I couldn’t even remember why I took that left turn. I was just so caught up thinking about my expenses when I realized I was nowhere near where I had to be. Now I had to waste time going through this countryside dirt road in order to get back to the main highway.

      “I can’t auction off my virginity,” I reminded myself as I drove in the darkness of the night. “That’s just fucking ridiculous. What kind of guy would even buy me? I… I can’t be that low right now, right? I can still get a job and pay all these stupid bills. Nothing more can happen. The worst has already passed.”

      Just as I said that, my car freaking broke down.
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      It was nearly one in the morning when I finally left Kim. We really took a detour – I got too anxious to get between her legs I claimed her right in my car. She was such a kinky little girl too and gave me an amazing blowjob while I drove us to her place. I never thought a girl so cute and so small could have such a sexual appetite.

      To be completely honest, I was exhausted. I thought I’d had enough sex this one night that I might be good for a week… ah, who the fuck was I kidding? By tomorrow I’d be anxious to screw around with another girl yet again. Mercury Wild would be the proper place to go to pick up a decent chick.

      Bump!

      “Huh?” I looked around and out the window. Where the heck was I? Damn it, I was too busy thinking about Kim that I completely ignored where I was going. I must have taken a wrong turn somewhere. Ugh… this was frustrating.

      I drove around for a few minutes. Turned out I was on some back road in the countryside. I wondered how long this stretch of dirt would go on until I could find myself back at an intersection that would lead me back into the city.

      “What the hell?” I told myself when I saw a car stopped ahead of me. It had all its lights on and I saw a woman standing out, waving for help. “Looks like I’m not the only sad idiot who got lost this way. Maybe she’ll know where the fuck we are.”

      I stopped the car just a few feet ahead of hers. I stepped out and turned to look at her. I quickly had to shield my eyes with a hand due to her bright headlights.

      “Hey, you okay here miss?” I asked as I got closer.

      “Oh thank God someone passed by,” the young woman exclaimed. I didn’t get to see her face yet but I noticed she had gorgeous long hair as black as night and a firm little body. She must have stood around five-feet-two, only up to my chest.

      I smiled and finally got close enough to see her face. She had a cute pair of eyes, crystal blue, which seemed to look at me with such analytical prowess it almost felt like she was studying me like a wild specimen.

      “O-oh,” she suddenly stammered as soon as she got a better look at me. “What I meant was that I’m happy I don’t have to w-wait here all by myself.”

      What a weird thing to say. I leaned against her car, standing right next to her, and tried to get an even better look at her. One thing I was sure of was that she had one amazing body. As petite as she was, she had a beautiful arching back, firm perky tits and a nice ass. I looked at her in her mini-skirt and black blouse but in my mind I was already trying to picture her naked.

      “Waiting?” I tried to piece all this together.

      “Y-yeah,” she stammered again. “My car broke down a few minutes ago but I already got a friend coming here to pick me up. You can leave though; I bet you’re in a hurry.”

      I raised an eyebrow in suspicion and asked her flat out, “Why are you in such a rush to shoo me off? Have we met somewhere before?”

      Suddenly she turned and looked at me hard and cold, like it was a cardinal sin that I forgot who she was.

      Then it hit me.

      “No freaking way,” was all I could say as I clapped my hands and shook my head in disbelief. “Wow. I thought nurses were all snarky smart-asses but I had to end up stranded here with the worst of them all.”

      That guaranteed a punch and she did hit me, right in the shoulder.

      “Ow!”

      “You asshole,” she shot back. “Now get out of here. I don’t want weird ideas popping into my friends’ heads.”

      I doubted she really had anyone coming to get her. I waited around another ten minutes and not once did she open her little purse to check her phone. She didn’t say another word to me and I could see her fidget a bit, maybe hoping I would leave her alone.

      Of course I didn’t. Even if she was a pain in the ass with her smart-ass mouth I didn’t want to just leave a girl like this in the dark.

      “No one’s coming,” I finally told her but careful enough to not insult her. I didn’t want her to know I figured she didn’t really call anyone. “Let me take you home.”

      She shook her head and shoved her finger at my face, “No way.”

      “It’s freezing cold,” I tried to reason with her. “Besides, I got here by accident. I got no clue as to where we are. You can help me get back to the city and I can get you home.”

      For a long while she just looked at me and I could see her think about every option she had. It was like I could picture all the thought bubbles above her head, each of them popping like a balloon as she quickly realized I was the only help she had right now.

      “C-can you call a towing company first?” she finally gave in and asked. “My phone’s dead; I forgot to bring my charger.”

      That was easy to arrange. I called in a towing company and let her talk to the guy on the other end. They said they’d pick it up in an hour but we could already go.

      She then walked up to me, the phone still in her hand, and asked, “C-can I bug you for one more favor? They’re asking for a down payment via credit card and I left my wallet at home.”

      Seriously? Even I didn’t really buy that excuse but I agreed anyway and handed her my card. She was the one who talked to the towing company. I guessed they accepted my card because she gave it back to me with a glimmer of a smile on her face.

      When we were ready to go she finally hopped into my car and we got on our way.

      “You know who I am,” I told her as we began on our way, “but I still don’t know your name.”

      “It’s Lyla,” she finally caved in and told me. She never looked my way, however, and always just stared out the window. “Lyla Bishop.”

      As we drove, she explained to me the general vicinity and helped me figure out where we were, how to get to her place and how I could drive back to the city from there. We did try to initiate some small talk but every topic ended after just a sentence or two. Talking to her was like talking to a brick wall.

      Finally, after a good twenty minutes, we reached an intersection and took a different road leading into a more residential part of town. I literally gave out a sigh of relief when I saw some houses. We were back in civilization.

      “Stop right here,” she suddenly told me right as we got a few blocks into the next neighborhood. “I live just right here, thank you.”

      I stopped the car and took a look around. The house she was dropping off at didn’t look like a place such an uptight woman would stay in. Actually, it looked kind of abandoned. My suspicions grew even more with each passing moment but I decided to keep quiet and let her go.

      “Thanks,” she told me right before she shut the door.

      Wow. She’s stone-cold.

      I waited for her to just keep walking and when she turned a curve I quickly hopped out of my car and, as silently as I could, sneaked around and followed her. She didn’t head into the house she said she lived in and instead went on for another two blocks before entering a decent-looking apartment building.

      Why would she lie about where she lived? The only immediate logical reason I could think of was that I was a complete stranger but come on! She asked me to pay for the towing services and I drove her home. Plus we weren’t total strangers. We did meet in the hospital a few months back. That had to count, right?

      I took note of where she lived and headed back to the car. As I drove my way home, all I could think of was Lyla Bishop and how mysterious of a woman she truly was.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            7

          

          
            Lyla

          

        

      

    

    
      There was nothing on my mind but crashing on my bed to sleep and rest. I took a moment to peer outside the window. When I saw Preston hadn’t followed me, I felt a little easier and took a long, hot shower to really calm my nerves down.

      When I was done and dressed in a cute little pink nightgown Mikaela bought for my birthday, I took my purse and looked for my wallet. I lied to Preston – I did have my wallet with me. I just didn’t want him to know I was broke. As I rummaged through my purse, I found something stuffed inside.

      “Damn it, Mikaela,” I whispered when I saw she had inserted that auction brochure. I took it and gave it one more read through.

      Girls could auction themselves to the richest men in the city. Virgins would get a higher starting bid and would get other benefits as well, including a bonus just for joining and a one-month VIP entrance for some of the best gentleman’s clubs around.

      All of that sounded appealing but I was still disgusted and disappointed. In the end, it still meant selling my virginity and my body to some random stranger.

      “This is fucking ridiculous,” I told myself, resolving not to fall for something like this. I wasn’t a slut. I wasn’t a whore.

      Still unsure on what to do, I turned off the lights, threw the brochure to the floor and went to bed.

      [image: ]
* * *

      The next morning I couldn’t even afford a proper breakfast. One cup of coffee and a peanut butter sandwich was all I could eat. Fuck, this was getting depressing and I needed to get a job somewhere.

      I looked at my phone one last time. There was still one more person I could approach.

      “Dad, I’m coming over real quick,” I texted. “I’ll take a while. I’ve got to take the bus. My car broke down.”

      There was no time to wait and I quickly got dressed, settling for a pair of jeans and a pink shirt, and headed out of the house. Fortunately for me, there was a bus stop just a block away and a ride did come by just a few minutes in.

      As I sat in the bus, my mind blanked out. Maybe I was just too tired or desperate for cash. For the longest while I just stared out the window and watched the houses and trees blur by.

      When I got off and walked over to my dad’s house, I found him in the living room packing things in a box. I was genuinely shocked to see him clearing out his home – our home. I grew up in this house and it was disheartening to see so much of it packed away.

      “H-hey, what are you doing?” I asked him.

      He looked up at me and gave a weak smile. “Oh, just putting all this away. How about you? What brought you here?”

      I felt my heart sink. Clearly he had some issue that he wasn’t telling me. My next words stumbled out but I swallowed my pride and pushed forward, “Dad… I’m broke. I’m weeks behind my bills and my debt is just growing. I also… uh… had my car towed last night. It broke down in the middle of the road.”

      My father looked at me long and hard. I could see the gears of his mind rotating in action as he tried to think of a solution. After a moment of silence, he sighed and said, “I’d love to help you, baby, but to be honest I’m not doing so well either. They sent me an eviction notice.”

      “Oh shit,” I exclaimed. “What are you going to do?”

      He shrugged, “I don’t know. I only have a month to get the cash or I’ll have to move out. I think I can move into the mobile park.”

      I shook my head and put a hand on his shoulder, “Dad, don’t you worry. I promise, we’ll get by somehow. We’ll find a way to solve all these problems.”

      “I love you,” he told me. He then pointed to the back, to the kitchen. “You hungry? I got some apples in the back and leftover pizza.”

      “No need to tell me twice, I’m starving!” I answered and headed to the kitchen. However, as I opened the fridge I realized there was a stack of papers on the counter. I took a moment to read them and quickly learned they were the bills my father had to pay. He wasn’t just late with paying the mortgage. He was also behind utility bills, credit cards and a loan.

      Quickly I checked if he was looking my way. When I was sure he wasn’t, I took his bills and stuffed them into my purse.

      “Don’t worry, dad,” I whispered. “I’ll find a way.”
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      “See you later, man,” Marcus bid me farewell when we departed from the restaurant. I had dragged him in along with me to help me work on the papers regarding the recent company acquisition. He was a professional banker and it was his expertise that guaranteed we wouldn’t make mistakes. I trusted him more than our company’s bookkeeping department.

      I waved him goodbye and pondered for a moment where I could go next. As I sat in my car, I instantly thought about Lyla.

      With a weird knot growing in my gut, I decided to just visit the auto mechanic shop. When I got there, I saw that the vehicle was already fixed but it was still there. The owner, Emilio, told me Lyla didn’t even check on her car despite them leaving her a few voice messages.

      “Wait, she never came by to even look at it?” I was bewildered and confused.

      “Yeah, she won’t even answer our calls,” Emilio answered. “We need to charge her card soon or the bill is going to go up. We only have enough space here, you know, and there are customers coming in everyday.”

      That was understandable. “Let me look at her bill,” I suggested and Emilio complied. When I got a hold of the bill I discovered it was well over two thousand dollars. Lyla’s car required a lot of part replacements to get back up in shape.

      “I’ll pay it,” I told Emilio as I pulled out my wallet. “You guys prefer cash or credit?”

      “Credit,” he said with a smile. “It’s just easier nowadays.”

      Emilio took my card, ran it and came back to me a few minutes later once the payment had been confirmed. I put my card back in my wallet and then told him, “Could you get it delivered back to her?”

      “Sure, you know the address?”

      I wrote it down and bid him farewell.
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      “Who the hell paid for this?” I demanded.

      The poor guy who brought my car back from the mechanic shop just looked at me with a broken expression of melancholy, as if I stepped on a kid’s favorite toy. He looked confused too, unsure of what to say.

      “Look, just tell me and I won’t let anyone know you did,” I tried to be calm.

      “I hope you mean it,” he replied and then pulled up his folder of papers. He looked through for a bit and then said, “It was billed to a Mr. Preston Maxwell… wait – that was Preston Maxwell?”

      “You know him?”

      He looked at me like I was the idiot this time around. “Everyone knows Mr. Maxwell. He’s one of the richest billionaires this side of the planet. Well, his company really got into the spotlight lately after acquiring Montgomery Universal Banks and now they just acquired Emerald Corner too.”

      That was interesting. It was too bad all that money went to waste since Preston was a perverted asshole and a narcissist to boot. If he thought this was a good way of making it up to me, he was dead wrong. The next time I see him I’m just going to flat out and say how dumb he is. I mean, seriously, he just paid for a random woman’s car repairs! Who does something like that?

      “Well, thanks for telling me and thanks for bringing in my car,” I told the driver and closed the door.

      I sat down on the couch and turned off my television. At least my car was working now. However, repairing my car wasn’t going to pay my dad’s mortgage or my rent. I needed more money. I needed a damn job.

      Then it hit me. A light bulb just clicked in my head.

      I ran to the bedroom and scoured through the trash on my floor. There were a lot of papers, clothes and junk everywhere but I did manage to find the one piece of paper that I needed: the billionaire auction brochure that Mikaela stuffed into my purse.

      With the way things were going, I needed to take desperate measures. I needed to sell my virginity to the highest bidder.
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      “Good evening, Mr. Maxwell,” the old butler ushered me in.

      It felt good to be back here, right in the home of the Oldtown Gentleman’s Club. Sure, most of these guys in this private resort were pompous billionaires but then again I was too. This was my crowd but I wouldn’t necessarily call them friends. Trevor and Marcus, they were my friends. These idiots here with too much money in their pockets were just… business associates and elites I needed to be seen interacting with.

      To be completely honest, I didn’t really give a shit about any of these guys. I was here for the main event, the bidding that would take place. I had a particular prize in sight: a girl named Elena.

      Yes, this was an auction for young girls. It was a glorified prostitution bid and the men around were always willing to shell out cash for the best pussy money can buy. I didn’t need every girl in the world. I just wanted Elena right now. The mere thought of her soft skin and her beautiful bubble butt that got me so freaking hard. I want to plow my cock through her pussy from behind and give that big ass a slap or two.

      The auction room was also quite unique. It was a circular room and the girls would prance around in the middle, flaunting their bodies for us to see. The bidders would be in private stalls equipped with one-way windows. This would ensure we could see the girls but they couldn’t see us.

      I didn’t register for this evening of bidding but I did see my old friend Thomas. He owned a boating company in Georgia.

      “You bidding tonight?” I asked him.

      “Yep,” he told me. “I got my eyes on a girl from Vietnam.”

      “Could you bid for me? I didn’t register in time for the auction. I’ll just pay you back,” I asked. He always asked me for favors so I figured this would be a fitting way for him to repay me.

      Fortunately for me, Thomas agreed. It was just in time too because the lights went out for the auction to begin. A spotlight shone down on the center of the room and we all waited for the first girl to walk into our sights.

      “Coming in from Tallahassee, Florida we have a former model standing five-feet-six-inches,” the announcer stated over the PA system. “With beautiful blonde hair and piercing blue eyes, feast yourselves on the glorious and ever-so-lovely Janine Hunt!”

      The girl was lovely and she walked with pride as she entered the center of the room despite wearing nothing but a see-through nightgown and a lacey white thong.

      She wasn’t my type and neither did she get Thomas’ attention. Others bid for her though and she eventually went to IT specialist and college billionaire, Rupert Blackthorne, for a good fifteen thousand dollars.

      A few more girls came and went but none of them were interesting to me. They were all hot and one of them was a virgin too but I wanted Elena.

      After a good thirty minutes the announcer said something that truly shook me with confusion and bewilderment.

      “We have a special girl coming up next,” he stated. “Standing at just five-feet-flat, petite and so sexy she’d be a porn industry superstar overnight and best of all she’s a certified virgin. With gorgeous black hair and a succulent body, our next item is Ms. Lyla Bishop.”

      My jaw dropped in surprise. What the fuck was a stuck-up bitch like her doing in a place like this? I then remembered she lied about her wallet when we called the towing company and she didn’t pay for her car repairs. It then dawned on me that she was here because she had no money.

      “Bid on her,” I frantically told Thomas in a hurry.

      He looked at me with a raised eyebrow. “I thought you wanted Elena?”

      “I want her,” I said as I pointed to Lyla who had just walked to the center of the auction room. She was absolutely stunning, wearing black lingerie that fully exposed her tits and her ass. It was amusing to see her wearing something so uncharacteristic of her.

      “Just look at her,” I told Thomas. “She’s so tight, so firm… and a virgin too. You know, I met her once at the hospital. She’s a nurse but she ain’t like any nurse I’ve met. Most of them are flirty sluts but this girl’s a fucking stuck-up.”

      “So why are you interested in her?” Thomas asked, maybe just out of pure curiosity.

      I laughed and just kept my gaze on Lyla and her firm, cute tits. “It’s the uptight bitches that fuck the best. She needs money too so I bet she’s willing to let go of all her restrictions just so I can give her the cash she needs. That’s like getting double vengeance in one hot package.”

      Thomas chuckled and as soon as the auction began, he put up a bid of eight thousand dollars.
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      This has got to be the dumbest idea I ever tried. It was too late though… I was already here, my body fully exposed to a bunch of rich perverts, so I might as well do whatever it takes to secure some cash.

      “Eight thousand dollars, I see eight thousand dollars from stall four!” the announcer stated over the speakers. “Eight thousand five hundred, coming from stall seven!”

      Holy shit. People were actually bidding that high for me? Was it because I was a virgin? Was I really that beautiful in their eyes? I blushed and for the first time in my life I actually felt a little pretty. I needed more than eight thousand five hundred dollars though so I had to make an effort to get these perverts to bid even higher.

      “You want my pussy?” I whispered, knowing they wouldn’t really be able to hear me. “You got to pay for it.”

      I walked around the room, trying my best not to show that I was nervous and blushing. I felt so ashamed of myself. I was literally selling my body out but I had to so I might as well do it well. I did my best to twirl a bit, bend down and tease them with my legs and ass.

      “She’s one heck of a looker,” the announcement said and I felt even more proud. I could already feel the nervousness begin to fade. “We have ten thousand dollars from stall twelve! Do we have ten thousand five hundred? Yes, we do have ten thousand five hundred from stall nine!”

      Stall four’s light glowed red again and a number lit on its LCD screen.

      “Fifteen thousand from stall four!” My jaw dropped in pure surprise. No other stall bid higher. “Going once, going twice… Lyla Bishop sold to stall four for fifteen thousand dollars!”

      Those words were like magic to my ears. I thought I was just going to get around six thousand and I’d be happy – well, as happy as I could be considering what’s at stake – but I got a lot more than that. I got more than twice that amount!

      I saw the light for the exit and walked down, hoping I could get into stall four and meet my new benefactor.

      A guide helped out of the room and helped me to the counter. They gave me a check for seven thousand five hundred dollars. The other half would go to the organizers of the auction. I didn’t care how much percentage it was. This was more than enough money to help me and my dad start recovering from our debts.

      Once I had the check safely in my purse, which was kept in a locker along with my regular clothes, the guide helped me into stall four. However, inside I saw that the man who bid for me didn’t even look at me. Even when the door closed and it was just two of us, he simply motioned for me to come closer but not too close.

      “S-sir, I’m Lyla. You bought me.”

      “No, it was an anonymous bidder,” he explained. He then turned around and gave me a good, long look. “I’m Thomas, by the way.”

      He was cute, with boyish looks and a kind of charm that was hard to put into words. I just smiled at him like an idiot.

      “He said he’ll meet you in the Apollo Penthouse,” he then told me. “Just head to the reception desk and say you’re expected at the prime suite. You know where the Apollo is?”

      “Yeah,” I said.

      “Well, go on then,” he gestured for me to leave. “I have a different girl to bid for and the real buyer is waiting for you. You better do a good job… you got a lot of money for this so you better spread those cute legs of yours.”

      I felt appalled at how he spoke to me but I figured he was right, after all. I didn’t waste any more time and left his stall right as they began the bidding for the next girl. I got into the dressing room, changed into a mini-skirt and backless top, took my purse and keys and drove to the Apollo Penthouse.

      The drive took less than ten minutes and I quickly entered the hotel. The bellboy helped me up the penthouse suite – which was a lot bigger than I expected – and left me standing in the hall as I rang the doorbell, hoping my buyer would at least be a little handsome. If I had to sleep with him to get more cash I could at least hope he’d turn me on.

      Finally, the door opened and I was greeted by the wicked smile of Preston Maxwell.

      “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” I said with a tone of disappointment and shock. “You? You were the one who bought me at the auction?”

      “I wanted to see you again,” he told me. He had his arms crossed on his chest and wore a simple pair of grey jogging pants and a white tank top. For the first time since I met him, I realized he did have a really good physique. He must be a regular at the gym.

      I scoffed and rolled my eyes. “You’re a fucking jerk. Why would I sleep with you?”

      “Because I bought you,” he shot back. Preston then smiled and just stared back at me as he waited.

      I kept silent because I knew damn well he was right.

      “Come on in then,” he swung the door open wide and motioned for me to step inside. “Let’s see what my money got me.”

      Without warning, he took a step forward and slapped my ass.

      “Ah!” I yelped but I did move in a little bit. I looked at him one more time and figured that this was the only option I had left. I could go inside, strip down and surrender my virginity to this handsome but narcissistic megalomaniac so I could solve all my problems or I could run and end up back in square one with debts to pay.

      The one good thing here was that I at least knew him. He may be an asshole but he doesn’t seem like the kind of guy who would lure girls to his suite and kill them. No… he was just another rich pervert and I was his next slut to fuck. That’s just how simple it is.

      Taking a deep breath, realizing this would change everything, I went inside and he locked the door behind me.
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      “Do you want me to just take off my clothes?” I asked as I stepped inside. When I did, I couldn’t help but marvel at the luxury he lived in. His suite was so beautiful and lavishly decorated it was kind of impossible to be real. Everything looked expensive, from his seventy-inch television to the black leather couches and a wall-to-wall painting.

      “Never been in a rich man’s house before?” he asked when he noticed me staring like a bumbling idiot. “Trust me – others are a lot more narcissistic than this. I went to a friend’s house once and saw an entire wall filled with his trophies and photographs.”

      I looked at him and frowned, “Oh and you’re not?”

      He laughed and beckoned for me to follow him. I thought he was going to lead me straight into his room so we could get the dirty business down but no… he brought me to a dining room. The lights were dimmed and he had several candles lit to set the mood. On the table was a full course meal and he welcomed me to take a seat beside him.

      “Come, have some wine,” he told me. “Try to relax. You’re always so tense.”

      I took a seat and let him pour me a glass. I took a sip and almost immediately felt the warmth wash over me. It was oddly refreshing and soothing.

      “Why did you lie to me?” Preston asked as I took another long drink. “You told me you didn’t have your wallet but we both know you did and then you lied about where you lived. Do you know I followed you that night?”

      For a moment I thought I’d choke on my drink. I knew it! He did follow me that night!

      “So that’s how they knew where to bring my car,” I realized. “Why did you pay for the repairs?”

      “Answer my questions first and I’ll answer yours.”

      I bit down on my lip, guilty as charged, and then looked at him and admitted, “I didn’t have money. I didn’t want you to pity me or anything like that. Especially you… you’re always so full of yourself and I’d really hit my head if I figured I owed everything to you.”

      “Well you do now,” he reminded me. I guess in the long run he won.

      “I…I do want to say thank you,” I mumbled softly, hardly believing the words that were coming out of my mouth. “My father and I are buried so deeply in debts right now and I lost my job at the hospital. I can’t seem to get a new one no matter where I go and now my dad’s getting evicted if he can’t pay his mortgage bills. Fuck! I don’t even know why I’m telling you this!”

      Preston pulled out his wallet and took out a check and a pen. “How much did you get from the auction?”

      “Half of what you paid,” I answered. I was starting to feel a little unsure and nervous with the way he was suddenly getting so financially rigid about the whole situation.

      “So that means you got around seven thousand and a half? How much do you and your father need? Don’t round down; give me a number where you and your dad can be comfortable for a few months.”

      I thought about it real quick and calculated as quickly as I could. I told him how much and to my surprise he wrote that down and then some on the check. He signed it and then presented it to me. All I could do was to stare at how much damn money it was and all it could to do fix my life.

      “Here’s the deal,” he told me. “No bullshit, no strings attached and no dilly-dallying about this. Give me tonight and this check is yours. I won’t bug you after tonight. I won’t try to stalk you or romance you and convince you I’m the best boyfriend you could have. Just let me have you tonight and I promise all this is yours.”

      Preston looked at me and as he did, time just seemed to come to a screeching halt. My mind kept repeating the words he said over and over. In my head all I could think about was how I was giving up my virginity to this man – this man whose ego blew up his head. However, tonight, he seemed a little different. His ego was still there and he was still a little bit of a jerk, but he was also more assertive, more authoritative and yet somehow also quite so sweet.

      “Do it,” I finally gave my consent. Maybe I was starting to get drunk from the wine or maybe I was just getting so drawn into this mess that I couldn’t really step away from it anymore. It didn’t matter. I already said yes.

      I expected a smile. I expected his face to light up like it was Christmas but instead he just looked at me with this strange, wicked grin and a fire burning in his eyes. Without words, he got up from his seat and took my hand, never taking his eyes off of me, and led me into his room.

      The imagery that welcomed me was heart melting, to say the least. It didn’t look like the room of a playboy billionaire. There was no abundance of sex toys around and he didn’t have posters of nude women on the walls. No, it was more designed like that of a professional who kept his place clean and orderly.

      None of that really pierced into my mind, however, as my thoughts focused solely on the moment. Preston had lifted me up with both arms and gently lay me down on his bed. It was the softest bed I had ever been on in my whole life.

      I didn’t want him to do all the work and so I slowly began to undress, revealing my breasts and my belly first.

      “Good girl,” he praised me as he began to help slide me off my clothes. He then took off his shirt and for the first time I had a better view of his body. He was ripped. I could see his abs were in perfect shape and he had a lean build to him, hinting he may be doing more than just lifting weights. Had he been in the military before? Does he do martial arts?

      I grinned when I realized my mind was getting so busy when I should be thinking of the reality of the situation. I was here, on his bed and in his suite, about to have sex with him.

      He dimmed the lights, allowing me to only get a vague silhouette of him but the direction of the lights meant he had a full view of me.

      “Let’s take this off,” he whispered gently as he began to remove my skirt and the thong I had underneath. As soon as he exposed my bare shaven pussy, I squirmed a bit and shied away, covering my pussy with a hand.

      “I… I don’t know how to do this,” I admitted. “I haven’t the slightest clue.”

      “You can begin by letting go,” he told me as he took my hand, gripped it gently but tightly, and removed it. He then cupped my pussy and slowly, ever so slowly, began to slide in between my lips. Unintentionally I let out a soft cry and a moan. The sound of my voice only seemed to turn him on even more. “Trust me, Lyla. Let me take care of you tonight.”

      Thoughts raced through my mind but for the first time in a long time, I decided to let those thoughts go and do as he said. I let go and as soon I did, as soon as I spread my legs and welcomed him to claim me, he rushed in like a hungry, craving animal.

      Preston removed his clothes and I bore witness to the enormity of his cock. I had seen a man’s dick before, mostly in porn videos, but what he had was one to be proud of. Thick, long and throbbing, it was like a beast in its own right. It was the mighty fang of a mighty predator.

      I thought he was going to go straight in and plow his meat into me but Preston took his time. He melted me with his kisses and allowed his lips and ever-so-playful tongue to wander across my body. He played with my nipples and suckled on them hungrily, massaging them in turn with his big and heavy hand while his other remained busy teasing my wet and warm pussy.

      “You’re so damn beautiful,” he whispered into my ear right before he leaned in and bit down on my neck, making me moan even louder.

      “Oh G-god,” was all I could reply as he slid his finger in deeper into my pussy but without breaking my virginity. “P-Preston… what are you doing to me? Why is this so damn good?”

      He kissed my lips, pressing down and engulfing me with his passion. I felt a fire rage inside me and it was good. Our tongues clashed and he continued to kiss as his fingers became more and more aggressive down between my legs.

      “Oh f-fuck!” I finally moaned out when he parted our lips and pinched my soft clit.

      “That sounds more like it,” he told me. “You want it? You want me to fuck you?”

      I nodded sheepishly. I was so damn horny that I could let him break my virginity in any way he wanted.

      “Say it, baby,” he whispered as he continued to toy with my clit and the folds of my flesh. With one hand he squeezed my breast and then cupped my face. “Say it like you mean it.”

      “Fuck me,” I whispered, too shy to actually say it any louder.

      Slap!

      “Ah!” I was in total shock. He just slapped my face.

      “Say it like you mean it,” he repeated and this time he began to dig a finger through my pussy lips, causing me to shake and tremble in anticipation and ecstasy.

      “Fuck me,” I said loudly. “P-Preston I want you to fuck me! Fuck my pussy and make me your slut tonight.”

      With those words he spread me open and held me close to him. He thrust his shaft and for the first time in my life I felt a strange blend of both mind-shattering pain and pleasure that it drowned my consciousness out. He thrust again and then again, each time getting in deeper into my flesh.

      I must have been moaning, crying and screaming but even I couldn’t hear my own voice. All I knew was that the pain was receding and all that was left was a whirlpool of pleasure melting and washing all over my insides.

      I felt him slam his cock in deeper, faster and relentlessly through the night. I moaned and begged for more and Preston obliged. He didn’t stop, even when I knew I was well passed the breaking point, and plowed his way into me. I couldn’t even recall everything he made me do but when he was about to climax he pulled out, opened my mouth and spilled his seed all over my face and deep into my throat. I was filled with his warm, delicious cum before the night was over.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Sometime after, perhaps an hour or two, I woke up not even realizing I had fallen asleep. Yet even now Preston was still between my legs, pounding his way into me. I fell asleep getting fucked and now I’ve awoken getting fucked.

      When he saw I was awake, he smiled and gave my tits a soft slap before he turned me over, deciding to fuck me from behind, doggystyle.

      As rough and as non-stop as it was, I couldn’t help but moan for more and smile out of the pure pleasure that oozed from us that night. I had never craved for anyone like this before. I never cried out for a man to take me this way before.

      It felt so good and so rewarding that I realized I wanted him to have his way with me. This was what I wanted and I must have felt it since that day we met in the hospital. Maybe I was a bitch for ignoring this feeling and pretending I was better than everyone else.

      Well, here I was, loving how he took me. The money was just the icing on the cake. When he turned me over again I shook my head, pushed him down and made him lay on his back. I then straddled him and without any words let him know that I wanted to be on top.

      Preston nodded and grabbed onto my ass as I grinded on top of him, letting his cock freely shift inside my flesh…
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      I could have left that night but I didn’t. I could have left the next morning but I didn’t. I stayed there in Preston’s suite and opened myself for him to claim me, to make love to me… to fuck me. When I did leave, I left my number and over the following days we got to text each other. Preston was still a little bit of an arrogant jerk but I did learn he was quite charming, sweet and so damn good in bed.

      Whenever I thought about him, I couldn’t help but smile. Wherever I went, I thought of him and what he might be doing at that moment. For whatever reason, Preston was constantly in my mind.

      One thing I didn’t dilly-dally about was the money I got from the auction and from Preston. I immediately used what I had to pay the bills. I paid my rent, my credit debt and used the rest to help my father pay his mortgage. He no longer had to move out and we spent a lot more time together lately.

      However, I knew this money wouldn’t last forever. I needed a job. Fortunately for me, I got an offer while I was visiting my dad. A doctor working at a new, revolutionary medical center gave me a call and scheduled me for an interview.

      “You’re still applying for a job?” my father asked me when I got off the phone. He was in the living room, having a mug of coffee and watching a baseball game.

      “Yeah,” I mindlessly answered and fixed my own cup of coffee before I sat down on the couch next to him. “That was Doctor Phillip Holland –you know, that philanthropist we met together at the city gala party last year? He’s collaborating with some other doctors and businessmen to open a really nice medical center and he said they’ve scheduled an interview for me. I might even get in as head nurse.”

      My father looked at me with a stern face and for a moment I felt confused. Well, I was confused until he could hold his thoughts no longer and voiced out his concerns. “So if you’re still applying, how in the world did you get all this money to pay all our bills and debts? Are you whoring yourself out? Goddamn it, Lyla, you better not be selling your body out. I put you through college, damn it!”

      “Where the hell did you get that idea?” I demanded of him.

      My father pointed a finger at me accusingly, “I ran into Mikaela the other day at the grocery store. She said you might have gone to that gentleman’s club. I know what they do there. I can only hope you’re not being dumb enough to resort to prostitution.”

      Rage filled my face and I had to really hold myself from slapping him. I shut my eyes, took a few deep breaths and then said, “You have no idea what I’m going through right now. You have no right to say such bullshit to me.”

      I gave him one last look and then stormed out of the house, leaving him in shock. I drove my car straight to the medical center, which was still in construction in a few places, and headed straight for Doctor Holland’s office to finish the interview.

      Perhaps it was a wrong idea to storm in there with a hot head but in the end the doctor seemed quite pleased with our conversation. He even showed me what my potential salary would be and even asked if I was comfortable taking on the position of head nurse. Unfortunately, he didn’t hand me the job right then and there and simply said he’d call me. It was a little disheartening, knowing he was still going to interview a few other potential people to take the job, but I had a lot of confidence that he’d choose me.

      There was still light when I left the medical center and I didn’t exactly want to go home and sulk there either. I didn’t want to be alone. I realized then that deep inside I wanted to be with Preston.

      I took out my phone, texted him to ask if he was at his suite. He quickly replied and said he was on his way there. With a big smile on my face, I decided to go visit and maybe spend the rest of the weekend at his place.

      “I can’t believe I want to spend more time with Preston Maxwell,” I whispered to myself in disbelief. “Did I turn into my friends, the kind of girls who fall so quickly for the hot and charming guy?”

      Well, it didn’t matter now. Preston already took my virginity and now, somehow, he was winning my heart.
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      I got to the suite before Lyla did and took the opportunity to tidy up a bit and took a quick shower. I just stepped out of the bathroom, wrapped in a towel, when she entered the suite. Almost immediately, I felt a whirl of arousal in my gut the moment I saw her.

      Lyla was wearing the sexiest black dress I had ever seen on a woman. It was almost too seductive. It made me want to fuck her without taking it off!

      “Cat got your tongue?” she asked when I still didn’t say a word after a good minute or two staring at her.

      “Well,” I struggled to find the right words as I stared at her legs and her cleavage. “A different kind of pussy cat definitely did.”

      She smiled and for the first time since I met her she licked her lips and seduced me with her every move. From the way she looked at me to the way she moved her hips and the way she came in close to whisper into my ears and kiss me, it was all to get me even harder and more excited to just take her.

      Her face was just an inch away from mine. Staring into her eyes I nearly lost myself. She was just so captivating… so magical in a way that it just lit me up from the inside. With her so close I didn’t know whether to kiss or grab her close and just smile.

      This time, however, she took the initiative and with her cute little hands she took off my towel, letting my cock dangle between my legs. Before I could even comment on her actions she got down on her knees and began to lick my shaft, from the base to the very tip, and then popped it into her mouth.

      “O-oh, fuck yes,” I exclaimed in pleasure and both my hands went down on her head, pressing her deeper. Her head began to bob up and down as she slobbered over my meat and I had no intention of stopping her.

      Luckily, a quick blowjob wasn’t the only plan she had in mind. Before I knew it we were on the couch, throwing her clothes to the floor and getting busy. With her taking the initiative she was the one on top and I watched and marveled as this sexy beast grinded and danced on top of me. I gripped her ass and squeezed her tits as she bounced up and down, swirling on my cock.

      Yet soon enough, as an hour or two passed – I lost all sense of time – I wanted to fuck. Quickly I pushed her down on the floor, spread her legs wide and thrust my cock deep into her, feeling her wet flesh grip onto mine. I gave her a tight hold and wrapped fingers around her neck. I began to choke her to force her mouth open wide. This made her moan even louder than before. When I spilled my cum, it was so deep in her pussy and all over open mouth. It was like having sex with the ultimate sex toy, a girl so delicious and rare I knew I would never find someone like her again.

      “Say you love it,” I told her as I stroked my cock and let the remaining cum just drip onto her tongue.

      “I love it,” she told me, obediently and willingly.

      “Say you’re my slut,” I told her again.

      “I’m your slut,” she said and looked up at me with a smile. To see her so wet, so horny and completely covered in my seed turned me on even more. I caressed her cute little face and pushed her back, ready to plow into her once more.

      [image: ]
* * *

      By the time she got up the next morning, I was just about done making pancakes and I welcomed her to sit by my side in the living room and eat.

      “In the living room?” she asked me.

      “Screw etiquette and all that fancy stuff,” I said. I then pointed out that I was just wearing a pair of jogging pants and no shirt. It was time to just sit back and relax. “Come on, let’s just eat and talk or pop in a movie.”

      She laughed and agreed. I loved it when she giggled that way. Her smile was just so radiant that it made me smile too. To make things better I really liked what she had on today. Lyla wasn’t trying to be overtly seductive but her short flowery dress was enough to get me hard and excited.

      “A boner in the morning,” she commented when she noticed my erection. “Maybe I should have that for breakfast.”

      I laughed and gave her a kiss. I took a piece of pancake and fed her.

      “Do you live here all by yourself?” she then asked me. “Like, you really don’t have anyone else? No brother or something to visit you here? It can’t be all just slutty girls.”

      Almost instantly my mood shifted. I could feel a void in my heart grow in size as I stared down and shook my head. “No, I… I used to have a family. I’m actually the oldest of four kids but life was really hard. My parents… the less I say about them the better. That being said, I ran away when I was almost fourteen and I never looked back.”

      “What?” She must have been surprised to hear this. If I didn’t inherit my money from my parents then it meant all this came from my own hands, from my hard work. “Don’t you go see them now and then?”

      Again, I shook my head. “Not once.”

      “Don’t you miss them?” she continued to press on. She put a hand on my chest, endearing and warming.

      “I think about them every day,” I answered. “Not a day goes by where I don’t ever miss them.”

      Lyla’s face twisted in sadness and I could see she was heartbroken. “I’m sorry to hear this,” she told me. “I can’t even imagine how hard it would be if I were estranged to my dad. I love him a lot.”

      That warmed my heart. I looked at her and the way she stared back at me. For the first time in my life I felt genuine affection from a woman. She actually cared about me. It was just really sad that if I didn’t have any money she might never even pay any attention to me. The moment I stop paying her she might stop coming over. Not only would I lose the great sex I have with her, but I might lose her entirely.
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      The weeks passed quickly. All I could think of were the job I applied for and Preston. I had visited him more frequently and every time I did, he snuck in a check for a few thousand dollars into my purse. It was sweet but I didn’t really need the cash. To be completely honest, I didn’t even want the money. I just wanted him.

      Tonight, however, I wanted to just relax and have fun with my friends. I hadn’t seen Karen, Mikaela and Jennifer in a while. They wanted to hang out at a new club and I figured I owed a fun night out.

      We were at a nice, round table with high stools close to the dance floor when Mikaela brought up the billionaire’s auction.

      “So, I heard you went,” she said out loud, a little too loud for my comfort. “Who bought your virginity?”

      I blushed but I was fortunate enough to have friends who didn’t judge me. Karen just laughed and Jen seemed genuinely intrigued about the whole deal. It wasn’t until much later that I learned she too sold her virginity at a similar auction event for her twenty-first birthday.

      “Well, tell us all the juicy details,” Karen said before she gulped down on her beer.

      I bit down on my lip and looked at them one-by-one, anticipating how they would react. “Okay,” I relented. “I did go. First off, they bought me for fifteen thousand dollars.”

      All three of my friends looked at me with their jaws dropped and their eyes wide open in shock.

      “Holy shit, that’s a lot of money,” Jen said. She shook her head in disbelief. “I figured girls at the auction earned only up to ten thousand or so.”

      “That’s not all though,” I teased them further. “Guess who won the bidding? Guess who paid the most to get a taste of my pussy.”

      My friends laughed. They’d all heard me talk dirty before but back then it was innocent fun. I was a virgin back then. This time, however, I actually meant what I said.

      “If you mean Richard Blaine, I’ll lose my freaking mind,” Karen said. “Richard’s been my dream boy for years but he’d never buy me at an auction like that. He only likes redheads and I’m as blonde as they come.”

      I giggled and shook my head, “Nope. Actually, my buyer was Preston Maxwell.”

      Everyone cheered and as they started babbling off about how it was fate that I met him in that hospital room months ago, I noticed my phone buzzed. Someone had texted me. I took my phone and opened the message, only to see it was Preston and he was asking if we could meet tonight.

      “Speak of the devil,” I whispered. I quickly replied, “I can’t tonight. I’m out with some friends at the Riverside Club. I can go visit you though when we’re done here.”

      He didn’t reply afterwards but I didn’t want to think about it right now. All I wanted to do was get drunk and dance the night away. Mikaela even congratulated me for taking that bold step and she promised not to say another word to my father about the ordeal. She even apologized for letting that detail slip when she saw him at the grocery store.

      I didn’t mind and we all had a good time. By midnight I was already feeling a little wasted, more than usual in fact, and figured it was time I headed home. I could take a nap in my car for a bit until I was sober enough to drive.

      However, just as I was preparing to leave, I saw Preston walk into the club and he waved at me, motioning for me to come out with him.

      “Oh my God, he’s here,” Jen stated when she saw him waving at me.

      I wanted to feel warm and fuzzy inside but oddly I felt nothing but frustration. I bid my friends good-bye and stormed out the club. Preston quickly followed me to the parking lot and walked right beside me as I made a beeline for my car.

      “Hey,” he tried to call me.

      I turned around and shoved my finger at his face, “Why are you here? Didn’t I already tell you I just wanted to hang out with my friends and then I’d come over?”

      “You were ignoring my calls,” he told me. “You were ignoring me.”

      I opened my purse and checked my phone. It turned out he did call me but I was too busy chatting with my friends to notice.

      “I wasn’t ignoring you, Pres,” I reasoned with him. “I was just busy with my friends. Don’t read too much into it, okay? I was drunk – I still am drunk – and I was busy dancing around and that’s why I didn’t see your calls.”

      “Is it money?” he suddenly asked me and that just made my heart sink. “Come on, come home with me right now. If you do, I’ll pay off the remaining debt your dad owes for his mortgage. I’ll buy you a damn house and a better car. Just name your price for one more night with me, please.”

      For a moment, time just seemed to stop for me and all I could do was process everything he just said. He really thought I was sleeping with him just for the money.

      “Preston Maxwell, you’re a fucking idiot!” I screamed at him, my wrath howling out of me like a caged animal gone free. “I’m not seeing you for the money anymore. I’m already way past that. I’m way fucking past that. Don’t you get it? I’d sleep with you even if you never gave me another cent! I’d sleep with you because I want to, because I want you!”

      He remained silent and I knew I struck a chord. I didn’t stop though, “Look… just leave me alone tonight. I wanted to just spend time with my friends and you just had to come along and fuck it up.”

      “There’s no way I’m just going to let you walk out of my life like this,” Preston argued.

      “Really? Is it because you’ve already spent so much money on me? Am I going to become a wasted asset for you?” The words just spilled out of my mouth and I didn’t even know where I was going with my ranting. “Look, it was fun. I needed money and I sold my fucking virginity to you… but damn it, Preston, can’t you see I’m not seeing you anymore for the money? You can take it all back if you want.”

      Preston just looked at me with hurt eyes and said, “I don’t understand what you’re saying. All I’ve known my whole life is that girls only come to me for the money and you did too. That’s why I keep giving you cash each time you come over to have sex with me.”

      “I’m not your prostitute,” I pressed on. Tears were flowing down my cheeks and I knew my makeup was totally ruined. “Maybe I was once but there’s something more now. I want something more than just money from you Preston. If you can’t figure that out, you’re a fucking moron, and I’ve wasted my goddamn time trying to let you know how I feel.”

      I didn’t waste another second and, without looking back, got into my car and drove away.

    

  



    
      
        
          
            16

          

          

      

    

    







            Preston

          

        

      

    

    
      I watched as Lyla left. I watched and stood in silence, in solitude and in regret.

      “Fuck this,” I told myself. “If she doesn’t want to get paid and have all her problems solved then so be it. I can always get another girl.”

      There was no point in hoping Lyla would call me or drive back. She was mad as fuck and I didn’t want to deal with that. I got into my car and drove straight for Mercury Wild. Unfortunately, most of my friends weren’t there but that didn’t mean I wouldn’t have fun.

      The only person I noticed there was Trevor but that was expected; he owned the place, after all. However, I saw his girl Jasmine come out of the office and noticed how sweet they were together. She snuggled into his arms when he embraced her and they shared a sensual dance on the floor.

      I wanted that but man, things got so fucked up so quickly.

      I didn’t even have to work hard to get the attention I wanted. Just a few drinks in, a dance here and there, and soon enough I had a bombshell babe sitting on my lap licking my neck and moaning loudly into my ear whenever I’d slip my hand under her shirt and give her tits a squeeze.

      “What’s your name?” I asked her before I leaned in forward to kiss her lips.

      “Melody,” she told me and she reached down and grabbed my junk. “But you can call me whatever you want.”

      “You’re such a naughty little slut,” I told her as I smiled and bit down on her lower lip. She giggled and kissed me back. That soft kiss went in deeper and soon enough she was grinding on my lap. I didn’t want to make a scene so I picked her up and brought her to the men’s room and took her right into a stall.

      I shut the door, opened my zipper and let her hold onto my raging cock.

      However, even as we made out, I felt an odd knot in my gut just grow. It was like there was this heavy void that even this voluptuous, naughty woman couldn’t fulfill. Here I was, already half-naked with a gorgeous girl but I wasn’t happy. I didn’t want to hook up with just anyone.

      I wanted Lyla.

      “I-I’m sorry,” I told Melody and pushed her away. She looked up at me with confusion but I didn’t say another word and stormed out of the bathroom. I just gave Trevor and Jasmine a quick nod when I passed them by and headed straight for my car, never caring to look back to check on Melody or anyone else.

      As I drove, I dialed on my phone. “Come on, Lyla, pick up the phone.”

      She didn’t answer. I tried again and again but each time I did I was only greeted by silence. By the time I got home to my penthouse suite, I had called her number a good fifteen times but to no avail. I even texted her while I was on the elevator but she didn’t send anything back.

      Inside my suite, I threw off my clothes and just crashed onto my bed.

      “You’re an idiot,” I told myself. “Why didn’t you just go out there to say you love her?”

      If I could slap myself and scold myself to death I would. I felt like the biggest idiot in the world right now. The girl of my dreams was right there in front of me and she was always here when I called for her, but now I just had to fuck it all up. I ruined everything.

      With a heavy sigh of disappointment I tossed my phone to the floor and went to sleep.
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            Lyla

          

        

      

    

    
      I thought about what happened that night. The words we exchanged during our argument kept ringing in my head for days. All I could think about for a week was the way he insisted to pay me for more time.

      Maybe I gave the wrong impression. Maybe he thought I was still prostituting myself to him all this time. Maybe I should have told him how I felt.

      Preston did call, almost every day in fact, but I never took the chance to answer him. I ignored him and hoped that all these issues would just come to pass. I had earned enough from being a whore and now it was time to leave that life behind. I needed something real.

      My first sign that things might change for the better was when I woke up the next Monday morning and got call not from Preston but from the medical center.

      “Hello, Lyla?” Doctor Holland greeted.

      I was still a little groggy but did manage to recognize his voice. “Oh! Good morning Doctor Holland. How may I help you?”

      “I hope I didn’t wake you,” he said on the other line. I told him he didn’t even though in all honesty he kind of did. I was awake a few minutes prior but it was the phone ring that truly got me up on my bed. “Will you be able to drop by this week?”

      My eyebrow twisted as I thought about it real quick. I had one more interview somewhere but it was in a hospital on the other end of town. That was my only real schedule for the entire week. “I’m free all week except this Thursday.”

      “Well, I hope it isn’t for another job because we here have decided to hire you!” Doctor Holland told me. “We want you in now just as a nurse but to consider taking the head nurse position. This means you’ll have an office all to yourself and will be managing all of the nursing staff in the facility. Of course, we still need you to come here soon so we can discuss compensation and bonuses.”

      Everything just sounded like the universe singing my personal theme song. I was in pure Nirvana knowing that finally I landed a job.

      “Absolutely,” I answered. “I’ll be there today if you’re available.”

      “Sure, we’d appreciate that,” he said.

      I looked out the bedroom window and saw it was starting to get a little gloomy. “What time can I go there, doc? It looks like it might rain today.”

      “You can drop by anytime,” he replied. “Just let me know when you’re on your way so I can get your paperwork ready in time.”

      “Thanks sir,” I said. “I’ll see you later then. I’ll send a text message when I’m on my way. Good-bye!”

      Click.

      I crashed back down on my bed, tossed my phone to the side and let out a sigh of relief. Finally… just, finally… everything was turning out okay. After all the mess I’ve been through lately it was nice to know that life hadn’t given up on me just yet.

      Of course, I didn’t want to waste time so I took a shower and decided to just have a sandwich on the way out. I had nothing to do anyway so I might as well just head there, sign those papers and hopefully get a sign-on bonus too.

      For a moment I was tempted to put on a sexy mini-skirt and a black tank top but then I remembered one crucial detail: I wasn’t going to be seeing Preston anymore. I didn’t have to dress so slutty anymore.

      Instead, I settled for a pair of jeans and a plain pink shirt. I put on a coat, anticipating the rain, and headed out of the house.
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            Preston

          

        

      

    

    
      Why wouldn’t she pick up any of my calls?

      Here I was again, getting drunk at Mercury Wild. I had Dylan with me and he was the first of my circle of friends to point out that Lyla may be the one I’ve always been waiting for. Maybe she was the woman who would fill in the void that no other woman could ever dare to do so. Maybe Lyla was like Jasmine to Trevor.

      “I don’t know man,” I told him as I sipped on my beer. It was early in the morning and yet we were drinking so much beer. I was already on my third bottle. “Come on, she was a nurse but out of desperation she became a fucking whore. If it wasn’t for my money she would have never given the time of day.”

      Dylan shook his head, “We don’t know that, dude. All we know is that you two got together and now you blew it. Admit it, man, you fucking blew your big chance there.”

      “What do you think I should do then? She won’t pick up any of my calls. How am I supposed to tell her I’m sorry and that I really want her in my life?”

      My friend patted my shoulder and laughed. “Come on, man,” he told me. “That should be easy as shit. You know where she lives. You know how you feel and how she felt. Get the fuck out of here, head over there and make your case. Don’t let her leave until you’ve said your piece.”

      “And if she still leaves?”

      “Then let it go,” Dylan said. “At least you’ll be at peace, man. At least you can say you genuinely tried and this time without offering money.”

      His words were the words of wisdom and I smiled in agreement. I took one last gulp at my drink and then thanked him for what he had to say. His advice convinced me I still had one shot – maybe just one shot – at fixing this.

      When I was ready, I bid farewell. I left Mercury Wild and drove all the way to Lyla’s home.

      [image: ]
* * *

      It took me nearly thirty minutes to get there due to traffic and how far her house was from downtown. I did get there though, roughly fifteen minutes before nine o’clock in the morning. I could see her car was still parked so she must be inside. That made me sigh in relief; at least I knew she was home and that I could talk to her.

      For a few minutes I just sat in my car, pondering on what to say and how to say it. There was a myriad of ideas popping in my head and all of them might end up with her leaving. The fact that the sky was grey and gloomy wasn’t helping one bit either.

      “Come on, you can do this,” I told myself, attempting to boost my courage.
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            Lyla

          

        

      

    

    
      I had to leave but as soon as I walked out the door, I saw Preston parked right outside my apartment. It was beginning to drizzle a bit and he didn’t even have a jacket or umbrella.

      “What are you doing here?” I yelled out. I kept on walking but tried to keep my distance, aiming to just reach my car parked across the street.

      “You weren’t answering my calls,” Preston answered back.

      I didn’t have time for this. I didn’t want this. I rushed as fast as I could and made my way passed him and towards my car. All I had to do was just hop in, drive off and ignore him… right? Once I get to the medical center he can’t bug me anymore.

      Just as I walked passed him, Preston reached out and grabbed my arm.

      “Let go of me!”

      He pulled me in closer and said, “Listen to me! Just listen to me. If you don’t agree with anything I say then fine, leave if you want!”

      As he spoke, heavy rain began to wash down on us. The drizzle grew in strength and we were both getting soaked, standing outside in the street. I just looked at him and never said a word, just waiting for him to say whatever he needed to say.

      “Look,” he then began. “To be honest with you, when I first met you I was already obsessed with how freaking hot you are. Ever since I met you in that hospital I couldn’t help but get horny picturing you in my head. I’m not the kind of guy who goes for romance and falls in love or other shit like that… but then you actually came into my life and all this shit changed.”

      “So you’re saying I changed you?”

      Preston shook his head, “You didn’t just change me… you changed everything. I thought I’d never fall in love. I thought I’d always just be the kind of guy who’d sleep with every girl I can hook up with since I have money. When I bought you at the auction, I thought it was just going to be as simple as paying you for sex, but the more we spent time together, the more things became more complicated than that.”

      “What do you mean?” I asked. I was so soaked in the rain now and it was getting really cold. I shivered but I didn’t want him to see that. “Tell me what you mean!”

      “What I mean is that I love you!” he shouted back. “I love you, Lyla Bishop! I just thought you wouldn’t love me back if I didn’t keep on paying you.”

      Smack!

      I watched as Preston stumbled a step back when I punched him in the face. God… I never punched anyone before. My hand hurt so bad from the impact but when I looked over at him, I saw he didn’t even seemed a little bit phased from the hit.

      “What the hell was that for?” he asked me as he rubbed his cheek.

      “Why the hell would you think that way?” I asked him. I was gritting my teeth and trying hard to calm my nerves down. The rain wasn’t helping, either. “Damn it, Preston… sure, I needed the money when we first began but didn’t you notice anything? I didn’t want to get paid for sex anymore. I’d have sex with you regardless of the money. You know why? I’d do it because I love you too, you bumbling moron!”

      Preston stared at me for what seemed like forever. Then, almost out of nowhere, he smiled and pulled me in for a hug. As soon as our bodies smacked together he pulled my face up and pressed his lips against mine. It was the most sincere kiss we’d ever had since day one.

      “I love you,” he whispered as the rain crashed on our faces.

      “I love you too,” I told him. I leaned forward and kissed him back and our kiss continued on until he was pressing my back against my car and had his other hand underneath my pants, grabbing onto my ass with a reassuring squeeze.

      He wiped the water off my face – a useless gesture, sure, but still so sweet – and gave me a smile. “Sorry I disturbed you. You’re soaking wet now too.”

      “I’m wet between the legs too, if you were curious,” I whispered in a sultry voice. I leaned in closer and nibbled his ear before I said, “I have to step inside and change. Maybe you can come with me and make sure I never put anything back on.”

      That put a big smile on his face and just like in any romantic movie in the past fifty years he picked me up and carried me inside. I giggled in excitement and joy. I could give him this morning. I could always head to the medical center later before lunch; I still had time.

      All I wanted right now was to spend time with the one man I truly loved. Maybe our love story wasn’t the typical one but I was so glad he bought my virginity that day at the auction show.

      When he brought me in he practically ripped my clothes off and tossed them into the bathroom. He took his own clothes off in a rush and pushed me down to the bed. Before I knew what he had in mind, he spread my legs and buried his face deep between them.

      “O-oh my, P-Preston!” I moaned and stuttered when I felt the warmth of his tongue slithering my pussy lips. “Ooh, aah f-fuck it’s so good!”

      Preston didn’t say another word and instead focused entirely on devouring my womanhood. I felt his tongue lash in and out as he dug it between my walls. When he’d pull out he would go right back in to suckle on my pussy and even pinch my clit with his teeth, just enough to get me to squirm and shudder in ecstasy.

      It was mind-blowing and intoxicating. I didn’t know how long he stayed there but soon enough I was dripping from another orgasm and Preston simply sucked on all my juices before he finally licked up my leg, up my belly and to my lips.

      “I love you, Lyla,” he whispered after he gave me a quick but deep kiss. “I love you so fucking much I am never going to let you go.”

      “I don’t want you to go,” I told him back as I reached down and stroked his throbbing, raging cock. “I love you too, Preston. I love you, I love you, I love you. Fuck me, babe, please… just like our first night. I want to feel you all night long.”

      With my words of consent I unleashed the beast within and Preston pounded his way into me, thrusting his cock between my legs and claiming me for his own. All through the night I could hear my voice echo and bounce across the walls as he plowed into me with such excitement.

      There was not a single room in my apartment left untouched by our sex. He took me in the bedroom, on the living room couch, in the bathtub and on the kitchen counter. Even when I was exhausted, two hours after we began, he found new ways to spread me wide and make me experience new heights of pleasure. Even after he was spent he could still find it in him to vigorously fuck me and spill his cum in and all over me. By the time the night was done I was filled with his warm, delicious seed.

      By the next morning, I was going to get up and make us breakfast but then I saw him resting, sleeping by my side. Naked, I was enticed by the sight of his meat and took it into my mouth. It was addicting and soon enough I was slobbering all over his cock until he woke up and decided to grab my head and continue fucking me for breakfast. I wouldn’t prefer any other meal but his meat.

      In the end, I didn’t get to go see Doctor Holland until two days after but he was very kind and lenient about it. He even told me that it was okay given the stormy weather and was just happy I was safe. After another short interview, this time in front of the board of directors and other head doctors, they hired me to be the facility’s head nurse. This meant I would have administrative duties alongside being a nurse for the patients. When they showed me my salary, I felt a surge of pride – I would earn enough to provide for both myself and my dad without having to ask from Preston.

      All my dreams came true. I had the man I loved, I had the job of a lifetime and I would never have to auction my body again to billionaire playboys willing to spend for a night of pussy. Even if someone offered me the money I’d still refuse. My body was for Preston and him alone. I was his and he was mine. I loved him.
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          Lyla

        

      

    

    
      
        SIX MONTHS LATER

      

      

      Life had definitely changed for the better. I secured the job at Doctor Holland’s new medical center and began dating Preston – officially dating him, I must say. I was no longer just his whore, a girl he paid for sex and time. I was his official girlfriend now and boy did we make sure everyone knew about it. All his friends and my friends alike got to learn of our love story – of course, with all of the naughty, kinky details kept in the dark.

      I told my father first but I didn’t tell him how we met. All I said was that Mikaela and Preston’s friend, Thomas, got me and Preston together. Preston even managed to come by and meet my father and he was the one who offered to pay the rest of my dad’s mortgage. My dad didn’t accept at first but after talking to Preston for a few weeks, he ended up liking and trusting my boyfriend and eventually let Preston handle our debts.

      Of course, not all my time was spent at work. I spent a lot of my free time with Preston and soon enough I even moved into his penthouse suite. I moved out of my old apartment and sold whatever we didn’t need. A lot of other stuff I gave to my friends for free.

      I also pushed Preston to connect again with his family. It took a lot of digging but we eventually found the whereabouts of his siblings and his parents. We mostly spent the time emailing them back and forth and eventually video-calling to reconnect and catch up for all the years they lost together.

      Preston also got to introduce me to a lot of his friends. Needless to say it was a big surprise to learn that he was friend with the owner of Mercury Wild, one of the most successful bar and restaurants in the entire city. I also got to know the likes of Marcus, Dylan, Damon and Daxter – or as I like to call them, the Triple D. All of them were nice and sweet to me.

      However, one morning when I went to work, my boss told me I could have the weekend off. It was an odd thing given how I was usually the one with a large workload during Saturdays and Sundays.

      “Huh?” I just looked at Doctor Holland with confusion. “Who’s going to take my responsibilities for today and tomorrow then? What did I do to deserve a weekend off?”

      He simply smiled at me and said, “Oh, don’t worry about work. I’ll have your duties split between Jonathan and Mae. I would bring in Janine since she’s your executive assistant and she knows the job well but I also gave her a few days of leave.”

      “O-okay sir,” I stuttered, unsure of what to say. “I’ll just go back in then and check the nursing station and the emergency room to make sure everything’s in shape. If there’s no big emergency then I’ll head home. Thank you, sir!”

      Doctor Holland oddly just smiled and waved goodbye at me as I walked out of his office.

      As soon as I did, however, Mikaela came running to me with a look of concern on her face. “Hey, we’ve got an emergency right now! It’s Preston!”

      My heart suddenly sank. “What? What do you mean, it’s Preston?”

      “He’s in the emergency room, right now,” she explained as she yanked me by the hand. “We have to go there now. He’s in critical condition!”

      Everything I had planned for the day vanished into thin air as I followed Mikaela and rushed to the emergency room. There were multiple beds laid out but only two of them had patients. The resident doctor and nurses in the emergency room were slacking off, having a slow and easy day.

      “Ms. Bishop,” Doctor Melissa Carmen said as soon as she saw me come in. “We need you to attend to the patient in the emergency operating room. We’re still waiting for the cardiologist to come in and operate on him.”

      Operate? What happened to Preston?

      I pushed passed everyone and rushed into the operating room… to find Preston seated on the bed, perfectly well and healthy. His friends were around him and so were mine. My father was there too! Why were they all here? Not only that but the whole room was decorated with flowers – roses and carnations mostly, which were my favorites – and Preston was wearing a patient’s robe.

      As I stood there, awestruck and confused, Mikaela and Doctor Holland came in and with them were the emergency room staff.

      “W-what’s going on?” I asked. I looked at Preston, “What’s all of this?”

      Preston chuckled and slid his hand underneath his pillow. When he took it back out he was holding a shiny ring with a big diamond in the center. “I wanted to take things back to that special moment when I first met you. I wanted to remind us all of where it all began. You and I first crossed paths in a hospital room and back then I only suffered from a sprained wrist. Today, I’m suffering from an aching heart that only you can mend.”

      “You’re being corny,” I told him and laughed. I was blushing from cheek to cheek, seeing as everyone was here with us. “You better make this speech good, babe.”

      He laughed and we all laughed with him. Preston then beckoned me to come closer and he held my hand when I did. “Lyla Bishop, you changed everything in my life. I thought I would be one of those wealthy loners who rely on money to get whatever pleasure I can imagine but you taught me the real meaning of love. You proved I didn’t have to be alone for the rest of my life. I want to spend my life with you… Lyla, will you marry me?”

      “Oh my god, yes!” I quickly answered and everyone cheered. “I thought you’d never ask!”

      He pulled me in and gave me a long, passionate kiss and everyone around us cheered. It was one of the happiest days of my life.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Our wedding took place about a month after he proposed. It took a lot of work since we had to get a certificate, go through all the wedding counseling and other legal requirements. We had a big church wedding and celebrated at a vacation home he and his friends co-owned. Over a hundred people came and to our surprise, Preston even invited his siblings to come over. It was not just a wedding but a reunion and it brought us both to tears.

      Every wedding must be followed by a grand honeymoon and Preston spared no expense. He scheduled for a two-month trip across Europe and another week cruising the Caribbean. I thought it was all a little too much but he insisted we have fun because when we’d be back it’d be back to work. He had two new companies to acquire and grow and I became even busier now that I had more administrative responsibilities in the medical center.

      Life turned out great. I was married to the man I loved and it was just a bonus that he was good-looking, a sexual beast and a hard-working billionaire too. Now that I think about it, maybe it was fate that we met that day in the hospital. Maybe it was fate that when I got so desperate to sell myself at an auction he was there too. I’d gladly sell my pussy to him again and again and again as long as our love story could go on.

      I finally got to spend more time with Jasmine too, Trevor Wild’s wife. She was responsible for Trevor’s success and in many ways responsible too for Preston’s decision to marry me. Preston told me that when he saw Trevor and Jasmine together, he wanted something similar, something that money cannot buy. He found that in me and I found it in him.

      That is our love story.

      

      
        The End
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      "Marry me, so I get to keep my family’s wealth, and you will have unlimited access to all that money, too."

      

      My life is perfect.

      Endless parties, different chick every night, and unlimited cash. What more could a billionaire playboy want?

      Until one day, a cruel twist of fate threatens to end my freedom.
      Fate has another trick up her sleeve, one by the name of Noelle Stanley.
      

      Shy, mousy little Noelle Stanley sure has grown into a hot piece of a$$.

      Buried in debt, Noelle is one step away from selling her flesh to rich perverts.

      A marriage in name only could help both of us.

      It’s a win-win, until the game threatens to come to an end and I’m not willing to let her go.
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        Daxter

      

      

      “This is exactly the drink I need,” I said as I leaned back on my seat and sipped my beer. When I turned to my right, there was Jessica, a beautiful young blonde with the most devilish smile I had seen, and to my left, there was Tatyana, an exotic Russian with an erotic accent that sent chills up my spine each time she spoke.

      “What drink?” Jessica teased as she took my bottle and gave it a sip. As she did she wrapped her leg around me and then gave a soft kiss on the cheek. The dim lights of the bar accentuated the sexy curves of her hips and the edges of her long hair.

      Tatyana giggled and took the bottle from Jessica and pressed it against her neck. She cooed at the cold touch and then looked at me, “Why do you need cold drink? Are you exhausted? Is modeling work too tiring?”

      I felt the sarcasm in her tone but even I admitted I was complaining about trivial things, “Okay, you got me there. I just stood around and let people take photos. It is tiring though, especially when they ask me to stay in position for so long. Today’s shoot took three hours you know.”

      “Oh, look at me,” Tatyana did a whiny impression. “I work three hours a day and all I do is stand while people take photos. My life is ruined.”

      Jessica laughed and glided her hand across my muscle-bound chest, right underneath my shirt, “Oh, don’t be too mean on him, Yana. He’s like a baby and he needs some kisses.”

      Both girls giggled and simultaneously kissed my cheeks.

      “Looks like you’re having fun,” a male voice cut in.

      The girls and I looked up to find a tall, lean and dashingly handsome man putting a bucket on their table. The man then slid onto the seats and took his place beside Tatyana.

      “Wow, you’re a cutie,” Tatyana said as she got a better look at the man.

      “Baby girl, you won’t get anything from him,” I joked as I pointed at the man. “That’s Trevor Wild, the owner of this joint. He’s married.”

      Jessica’s mouth went wide with awe, “You own Mercury Wild?”

      Trevor nodded with a smile as he handed us our drinks. He then turned to me, “So, what’s new?”

      I shrugged, gulped down on my drink and placed it on the table. I then wrapped my arms around the girls and said, “You know how it is – just another boring day doing nothing and then spending a few hours looking handsome in front of a camera.”

      Trevor shook his head and chuckled, “You lucky bastard. Well, Preston and Lyla are hosting a party at their place. Are you coming?”

      “Sure,” I said. “Formal party? Something fun and casual?”

      “Formal,” Trevor answered. “They’re launching a new business, I think, and the party’s to attract investors and endorsers.”

      “Got it,” I said.

      I found this kind of business talk boring. While Trevor was a really close friend, all I wanted to focus on right now was getting busy with the two girls in my arms. I felt especially anxious because of how sweet they smelled. I just couldn’t wait to get their clothes off.

      Even Trevor could feel my excitement to get down and dirty. He got up from the table and said, “Well, I got to go. Just update me all right?”

      I just gave a nod of approval and watched as Trevor headed off to greet other guests in the bar. With Trevor gone, I spent the rest of the hour flirting with my girls. I particularly felt excited whenever they’d touch me or give me a slow, luscious kiss on the lips.

      Everything was going fine until my damn phone buzzed.

      “Hold on,” I excused myself when I saw who was calling. “I need to answer this.”

      Jessica and Tatyana gave me some room to stand up. With my phone in hand, I walked to the back of the bar where it was not so loud and I could concentrate on the conversation. I put the phone up to my ear and answered the call.

      “Hey, what’s up sis?” I greeted. It was Sonya, my elder sister.

      “D-Daxter,” my sister stuttered and I could hear her sobbing.

      Almost instantly my mood shifted. I could tell something was wrong. Sonya was a strong woman, one who wouldn’t cry for even the most serious problems. She was the one I looked up to the most, even more so than our older brother and our parents. If she was crying, then something was up. I could feel the knot just getting heavier in my gut.

      “Are you crying?” I just had to make sure. “What’s wrong?”

      “Gary’s dead,” she replied and her sobs became loud wails. Even though I couldn’t see her, I knew the tears were flowing down my sister’s cheeks.

      This came as a heavy blow to me.

      Gary was always the one our parents looked to inherit the family’s wealth. Gary was the one who would carry the family business. He was the one they adored and loved the most. Sonya and I were just the “background” kids, the backup to fill up a family photo.

      I pursed my lips and forced myself to ask for details, fighting back the tears as I did, “H-how did he die? What happened, exactly?”

      “He was driving home when a drunk truck driver lost control and slammed into his car,” Sonya replied. “It was a head-on collision. The guys at the morgue said Gary’s face was pulverized by the sheer weight and pressure of the truck. Oh, God!”

      Fuck. I could feel the rage boiling in my gut. I wanted to find that driver and break his neck. “Where are you? I’ll meet you.”

      Sonya sobbed and told me, “I’m at the morgue, the El Fariza Royal Morgue.”

      “Okay, just wait for me there,” I said. “I’m a little drunk, though; just letting you know. I’m here at Mercury Wild.”

      “Can you drive?” Sonya asked. “Do you want me to send one of our drivers?”

      I vehemently refused that offer, “No way. I can get there by myself. Just wait for me there.”

      “All right, you take care,” my sister said and ended the call.

      There was a lot to handle now.

      I had to deal with my brother’s funeral, with the case against the truck driver, I had to reschedule everything I had planned with Jessica and Tatyana and I now had to do the one thing I hoped I could postpone indefinitely: facing my parents.
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      The darkness was my friend and the music was my heartbeat. As my hips swayed and my body swerved, I felt nothing but the heat of the moment and the thrill of the night. Though I wore little more than a revealing pair of shorts, my breasts exposed for all to see, I felt secure, as I owned the spotlight.

      Dancing on top of a bar table was my corner of the world. In that corner, no one could touch me, and no one could harm me. If they wanted more of me, they had to pay and even then all they’d get is a kiss and a closer look at my body.

      When the music had died and the dance was over, I took my bra and strapped it back on. The show was over and it was another girl’s moment to shine. It didn’t matter; for the fifteen minutes of fame, I had garnered well over a hundred thirty bucks. It wasn’t much, but I could stretch it until the next night.

      I headed to the backstage area of the nightclub, where the girls could rest between their shows, and slumped down on a big leather couch.

      “Damn Noelle, you look exhausted,” Krystin said when she took a seat opposite me. Krystin was one of the new dancers but she definitely had a lot going for her. She had wild short hair, seductive dark eyes and a figure most girls would die for.

      It wasn’t like I didn’t consider myself hot, though. With a perfect 32-26-32 figure I knew I had the ideal curves and form and I had the long, auburn hair that lots of guys dig. It was just sometimes I felt like being hot wasn’t enough because to this day, I’ve never had a long lasting relationship.

      “I am exhausted,” I answered. “I danced three times tonight and I waited tables. It’s still not enough.”

      “Yeah, I hear you,” Krystin said. “I got a little boy, he’s going to go to pre-school soon. Can you imagine what I’ll have to do to get the money to support all that?”

      I shook my head and sighed, “Fuck this, you know? We’re young, hot and gorgeous… I bet we can get a better job out there somewhere.”

      “Do you have a college degree?” Krysten asked, with a sarcastic note but even without it, the joke was all over her face.

      I shook my head.

      “Then don’t dream too big,” Krystin told me with a wag of her finger. “This is about as good as it gets. At least we’re just waiting tables and strip dancing. I heard about a club of rich billionaires where girls can auction off their virginity; too late for me, I guess. I lost my virginity back in high school.”

      “Would you believe I’m still a virgin?” I asked with a naughty smile.

      Krystin laughed, “You? Girl, you wave your tits at every customer that walks through the front door.”

      “Oh but I am,” I admitted. “Virgins are always the naughtiest, kinkiest bunch. Sure, I strip and dance and let them cup a feel every now and then, but not once have I ever really tried fucking. Well, I almost did back in high school but a teacher walked in right while we were making out and I had the guy’s dick in my hand.”

      We both laughed at the ridiculousness of the situation. Krystin offered me a drink – a nice, chest-warming cocktail that had a sweet taste but a strong alcoholic punch to it – and then moved over to sit beside me. She smelled of chamomile.

      “I’m buried in debt,” Krystin admitted. “I don’t even know if I can pay rent this month. I didn’t pay last month either.”

      I sighed, drank and nodded solemnly, “Me too. I’ve got a big credit debt to pay and my rent. I also have an outstanding salary loan I need to pay. I’m like inches away from sucking some old guy’s cock just to get the cash.”

      “You naughty little bitch,” Krystin laughed at me. “You don’t even know the first thing about pleasing a guy like that.”

      “How hard can it be? I open my mouth and let him slide it in,” I tried to reason out. “I can do that… maybe. I don’t know, who cares? We’re already doing everything we can in this stupid strip club and it still ain’t enough.”

      Krystin shrugged, “Life’s glorious, ain’t it?”

      We toasted to each other and drank the night away. I took care not to get too drunk, however, because I still had one more dance to do and it was the most energetic one for the night. I did my best not to get tipsy while juggling my breasts and swaying back and forth on top of the customers’ tables.

      For my efforts, I earned an extra thirty dollars. For a lot of girls, they’d consider this job enriching and could get wealthy. For me, who had a lot of debts to pay, even this amount wasn’t getting me anywhere.

      I needed something else.

      [image: ]
* * *

      By three in the morning, my shift was done and I took a moment to sit back in my car and relax, allowing the alcohol to swirl out of my system before I’d drive back home to my shitty apartment. As I rested, I took out my phone and logged in to my Facebook account.

      There were a ton of messages – mostly from strangers who just wanted a nude photo or for me to strip on camera for them. There were always those rude assholes and I learned how to ignore them all and just focus on chatting with my friends.

      I scrolled passed some of the usual posts. A lot of my high school batch mates were successful professionals now. Others were still in law school or medical school. It was amusing to see them post about their achievements in life while I was stuck here stripping for drunks.

      “Huh?” I muttered when I saw a post from a friend I hadn’t spoken to in years.

      It was Daxter and his brother just died.

      Quickly, I sent him a message, “Hey, I just found out about your brother. I’m just sending my condolences to you and your family, okay? I hope you’re all right.”

      He probably wouldn’t even notice my message. I knew he was a big deal nowadays. Our batch was so proud when he became a firefighter but not even a year passed and everyone saw he became a big model. That made him even more popular.

      It didn’t matter though. I sent my thoughts and wishes and that was all that mattered. I then tossed the phone to the back seat and drove off home.
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      The morgue smelled like chemicals and wasted love. I paced around with my hands in my pockets as I waited for my sister, who was still talking to the doctor and to a police officer.

      It was another five minutes before she came out of the room. At thirty-three, my sister was just a year older than I was but she looked like she was just twenty. She had silky smooth black hair and bright green eyes. She was tall too and for a long while, she worked as a model until someone discovered she was a good writer and published her mystery-thriller novels.

      “Ugh, I can’t believe all this horse shit,” she said as she walked up to me and pushed me down to sit with her on the hospital seats. “The police officer said the truck driver might be able to walk away from this.”

      “What? Why?” I couldn’t believe it either. “He was drunk, Gary’s dead and it’s not like the crash site can be wiped away. That’s a whole lot of evidence right there. He should at least get in jail for reckless driving, a DUI and homicide.”

      She nodded and wiped away her tears, “That’s what I said too but the officer explained the driver hired a lawyer. Now they’re saying they have a defense and that the truck was at fault because it had unresponsive brakes. We’ll need to sue the company if that defense wins and a case against the whole company could take forever.”

      I slammed a fist against the wall, “Damn it!”

      “That’s not the only issue, Dax,” Sonya said. She looked at me directly into my eyes and held on to my hand. “This one is something you’re going to want to soak in.”

      I swallowed hard and held my breath. “What is it?”

      “It’s about mom and dad,” she explained. “They wanted to name me as their heir now that Gary’s gone but I refused. I told them the family business should go to you.”

      Those words smacked me like a slap to the face. My jaw dropped in shock and I looked at my sister with confusion and surprise, “What? Why me? I don’t deserve it.”

      “You don’t,” Sonya said flatly. “You’ve been wasting money on girls, clubs and a lot of other nonsense but nobody cared because Gary was there to pick up the slack. You can’t just do that anymore, little brother. I’m fine with what I have but the family business needs to go to someone and that someone has to be you. It has to be within the family. Otherwise, dad might name his vice president as the heir and then we’ll lose everything.”

      “Why can’t it be you?” I got frantic.

      She shook her head, “Like I said, I’m fine. I’ve already built an empire with my books and the hotels I own. You, on the other hand, you’ve got nothing except what they give you. You were a firefighter but now you’re just playing games being a model.”

      “So you’re telling me I need to grow up,” I rolled my eyes. I heard this speech before. I heard it so many times from my sister, from my brother, from my parents and all my aunts and uncles. It was always the same: I was irresponsible, I was immature and I was just fooling around while my sister and brother were doing their part for the family.

      Sonya sighed and shook her head, “I’m saying I want you to inherit our family wealth and business, but in order to do so, you need to prove yourself to mom and dad. Once they sign the papers, you can drop everything and do whatever you please. I’m just looking out for you, Dax. I don’t want mom and dad to leave you out.”

      I nodded. If I got left out, I’d lose everything. I didn’t have a big job to pay for my condominium or my car. Sure, I earned a lot from modeling but even that wouldn’t be enough to sustain my extravagant lifestyle. Without my parent’s money, I’d be buried in debt and worse.

      “I get it,” I told Sonya. “But I don’t see how I can convince mom and dad to sign me as the inheritor when all my life they’ve seen me as the extravagant playboy.”

      Sonya pursed her lips and thought about it. “Well, we need to start painting a new image for you. That might mean getting you a job and a steady girlfriend, one that they can get used to and identify you with. Remember they’ll judge you according to the people you hang out with and a girlfriend will be the deciding factor for that.”

      I raised his hands in refusal, “Wait, hold on a minute there, hit the brakes – I can’t do that. I haven’t had a steady girlfriend since I dated Jean in high school and that was what, twelve years ago?”

      “What about that girl, Elena? The one you introduced to me back in college?” Sonya thought I had a steady girlfriend back then.

      “Dated her for a week and a half,” I admitted sadly. “Look, this is a lot to think about. I do want mom and dad to sign me as the inheritor, now that you put it into my head, but I still need to really think about how to go about this.”

      Sonya patted me on the back, “You’re good with girls. I bet you can stick around with one longer than a weekend. Look, I got to go back in there and start dealing with Gary’s funeral and everything. I just want to get over with this. I got this, okay? I want you to just focus on impressing mom and dad.”

      I nodded and watched her get up to talk to the people at the hospital morgue. I watched as she disappeared behind white doors and left me to sit and ponder how a single moment completely changed the direction of my life.

      “Guess I have to cancel that date with Tatyana and Jessica,” I whispered to myself. I didn’t know if I was supposed to be sad about that or if I had to accept that it was time to move on from that kind of life.

      I shook my head in frustration and buried my face in my hands. “Fuck!”

      I dug into my pants and pulled out my phone. I swiped and logged into my Facebook account.

      “Gary, I love you. I miss you already,” I typed in my status and then posted it on my page. In just a few more minutes of scrolling, I got a notification.

      It was a message from Noelle, one of my high school friends. It was a message of condolences. That put a smile on my face. It had been forever since I last heard from her. I wondered what she had been up to in recent years.

      “Hey, thanks for the message,” I replied to her. “Are you free sometime this weekend? It’s my treat.”

      I slid my phone back into my pocket. I could read her reply when I got home. Right now, I just wanted to slump in a corner and cry. I lost Gary, my life was changing and it was all happening too suddenly and too quickly.
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      “Are you going to meet up with him?” My best friend asked. We were out in the mall on a rainy Saturday. I needed to buy a new pair of sneakers and Hannah just wanted to kill some time.

      I looked at her and shrugged, “I don’t know, maybe, I guess. I haven’t spoken to him in years. It’ll be so awkward but in a way, I guess I see why he’d ask me. He just lost his brother and there’s probably a lot of pressure on him right now.”

      “Didn’t you see the news?”  Hannah poked at me as we headed for the mall’s lower food court. We were going for chocolate sundaes. “It’s like all over Facebook.”

      I had no idea what Hannah was talking about. “Elaborate, please. My head’s all over the place right now. My credit loan got rejected because I need to pay that stupid credit I took to fix my car.”

      Hannah just rattled on, “You know he has a sister, right? Sonya? Well, she’s older but she declined the offer when the parents wanted to name her their inheritor. She nominated Daxter instead. However, the parents don’t trust him with the company and want to name the company’s vice president instead.”

      “That’s kind of a dick move,” I commented. That was just so strange. Even though I wasn’t particularly close to my parents, I couldn’t imagine them betraying me like that or vice versa. Family was family, regardless of being poor or rich.

      I then pointed to the ice cream stall, “What’ll you have?”

      “Chocolate with lots of candy topping,” Hannah told me.

      We ordered ice cream and sat down by one of the food court tables. There weren’t a lot of people today. Most of the time, however, we had to deal with perverts who kept on trying to peek at us or get our number. One time we even encountered a guy who flat out said we could take turns having fun with his cock.

      “Well, do you think I should go?” I asked as I took a bite out of my sundae. Mine was just three vanilla scoops with banana slices and chocolate syrup. “I mean, it’s not like it’s a date or anything. He just wants someone to talk to.”

      Hannah grinned and I could see a wicked thought glimmering in her eyes, “Noelle, you do know Daxter is a playboy right? All he does is screw around with girls.”

      “I’m not going to be one of those girls,” I told her. “I can’t even deal with a hookup right now. I got no time for all that shit. I want to work more nights but the club has a three-nights-a-week policy.”

      “Yeah, I’m not saying you’re going to let him fuck you,” Hannah tried to reason. “I’m just saying a lot of people might mistake your date as him trying to get into your pants.”

      I ate a spoonful of ice cream, swallowed and pointed my spoon at my friend, “He’ll fail at that.”

      “You keep waiting for Prince Charming, you know he’ll never come,” Hannah tried to be realistic, and those were words I didn’t want to hear right now. “You’re dreaming of a guy who’ll marry you before he fucks you. You’re looking for a man who’ll save you from all your problems but also love you. Guys like that exist but they don’t go for strippers.”

      Maybe Hannah was right, but I wasn’t going to let that dampen my mood, “Who the fuck cares? I’m not hoping Daxter will change overnight and become my Prince Charming anyway. I’m just going to go out, let him grieve and see if we can have a good time.”

      Hannah smiled at that, “You’re cute.”

      I laughed and shook my head.

      I just focused on enjoying our snack and soon enough we were back to strolling down the mall looking at clothes. In the end, I did buy a brand new black dress. It was a mini-dress with a low back, big space for my cleavage and a slit on one side. It was probably too sexy for most girls but for me it was just another cute piece for me to wear out of work.

      When we were done, Hannah went off for work at the club and I headed home.

      [image: ]
* * *

      A few hours later, I found myself just resting on my bed – a mattress on the floor since I didn’t have a bed frame – when I saw Daxter was online. I had nothing else to do and no one else to talk to and was simply waiting for the pizza I ordered for dinner.

      “Hey,” I started typing a message for him. “I’m okay with meeting up. When and where do you want to hang out? I got work this Friday night but I’m clear for Saturday.”

      It didn’t take him long to reply. “Saturday’s cool with me. Where do you live? I’ll just drive by and pick you up.”

      I suddenly felt my heartbeat sink and I panicked as I tried to think of a way for him to ditch that idea. I didn’t want him to see where I lived. My apartment was a piece of junk. It was one step away from being in the projects. All of my neighbors were drug addicts, thugs, strippers and whores. It wasn’t the place for some rich pretty boy like Daxter.

      “Oh, uh how about we just meet up at the Old Velvet Café? You know, the one near the mall, close to the main central train station?”

      Daxter was busy typing but the door suddenly knocked. I left my phone on the bed, hurriedly put on a shirt big enough to hide the fact I only had my panties on and no bra, and then opened the door.

      There stood a thin, lanky young boy holding a box of pizza. He looked at me like he caught me fingering my pussy or something. He just had this dumbfounded expression and I swore he was drooling at me.

      “Uh, for a Noelle Stanley?” the kid asked as he checked the receipt for the pizza.

      “That’s me. Thanks cutie,” I confirmed and took the pizza. I already paid in advance but handed the kid a two-dollar tip. I then gave him a wink before shutting the door.

      When I got back to my room and down to the bed, I saw Daxter had already sent several replies. Most of them were just nonsense “thank you” chat messages but the important thing was he agreed to just meet me at the café.

      Satisfied, I opened my box and had dinner.
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      I looked at my car one more time. I parked right in front of the Old Velvet Café and I had been standing there for a good fifteen minutes but I just couldn’t wipe off the feeling that this might be one of the last dates I ever go to using this car. If I didn’t convince my parents I was the right guy to inherit their wealth, I might have to let go of this beautiful thing just to pay my bills.

      Of course, I didn’t need Noelle to know about that. I was pretty sure she already got a good idea judging from all the media coverage we got lately. It was hard just to go to a gas station or the mall without someone bugging me. They were always asking about my parents’ decision to wager the inheritance between me and the Vice President, Donald Graham.

      “Well, I can’t stand around forever,” I whispered when I saw Noelle get off a bus, cross the street and walk towards the café. I almost felt my legs quiver when I saw just how damn gorgeous she was.

      Noelle was always a beautiful girl, but in the five years since we last met, she grew a little taller. She was probably a good five-foot-six, only an inch shorter than I was. Her long hair reached down to her hips and she had a bombshell of a body.

      She didn’t notice me in the nearby parking lot so I took the time to check myself in the mirror one last time before heading in too.

      I could only hope she’d like what I wore. I decided to go with something simple; just a pair of skinny jeans, a gray shirt and a leather jacket. I went for an old-school 1980s look. To be honest though, I didn’t know why I was trying to impress Noelle. Perhaps it was just the fact we hadn’t been together for a while.

      When I walked in, I saw her seated by the far corner and she was blankly staring out the window. I took the time to order two cups of coffee and some donuts before heading to our table.

      “Hey,” I greeted when I finally came over. I slid the tray on the table and handed her a cup of coffee and then a small plate with a donut. “It’s so nice to see you. You look freaking amazing.”

      She smiled at me and took a sip of coffee. “Thanks. You don’t look so bad yourself. Have you been working out?”

      I grinned and looked at my own biceps as I said, “Yep. Well, I used to but you know, ever since my brother died it’s been hectic lately. I’ve been busy trying to reassess what the fuck I have to do to convince my mom and dad to give the family business to me.”

      Noelle took note of that and pointed a finger at me, “You need to explain that to me. First off though, I truly am sorry about your brother. He seemed really nice. I never got to meet him back in high school but he was always like a star. How’s your sister taking all this? She was really sweet to me last time I saw her. That was, oh, five or six years ago.”

      It was really sweet how she still remembered my sister. “Oh, Sonya? My sister’s been busy with the funeral arrangements and she’s got a book-signing tour coming this year.”

      “Wow,” Noelle commented. She started telling me about a time she and Sonya spent shopping together but all I could focus on were her luscious lips. Noelle was wearing some kind of pink lip gloss and it just made her mouth look so delicious. I couldn’t help but glance at her body too. She was wearing an off-shoulder blouse and the sight of her neck and shoulders was starting to get me a little horny.

      “So what do you think?” she suddenly asked me, popping me back into reality.

      I looked at her with a look of surprise. I knew I was in trouble. I didn’t hear what the heck she was talking about. “Huh? Oh yeah, yeah.”

      “Really?” she scrunched up her face. “You think I’d do good as a porn star?”

      Wait a minute, what? I thought we were talking about her and my sister, how did we get to talking about Noelle doing pornography?

      “W-well, you’re definitely hot and I bet a lot of guys fantasize about you,” I blurted out, hoping to catch up with the conversation somehow. “I mean, I know I would, seeing how damn gorgeous you are.”

      She looked at me with raised eyebrows. “I don’t know if I should take that as a compliment or just you being a pervert.”

      I laughed and pinched her cheeks, “You’re beautiful, trust me. However, I don’t think you need to get into porn for money. Why do you need that kind of money anyway? What’s your job right now?”

      “I’m a stripper,” she said with a sigh. I could see her blushing and I could tell she was a little ashamed of her current situation.

      That was a little intriguing though. “Wait, you’re a stripper? Like a dancing-naked-on-tables stripper? Don’t you earn a lot from that?”

      “Not really,” she admitted. “You’d think guys would pay a lot to see me show off my body but the reality is, a good percentage goes to the bar. I’m buried in debts and I don’t know what to do. I’ve seen ads for porn stars and to be honest I’m on the verge of walking into one of those.”

      For a moment, I felt really bad, but then she cut my train of thought and suddenly asked, “I thought you were getting married? What was your girl’s name? Janine? Jenna? The one from our school.”

      “Jenna,” I answered and gave her a sad look. “We broke up a few weeks ago. It’s my fault, to be honest. I was screwing around with some other girls at Mercury Wild and she caught on.”

      Noelle looked at me with a frown, “Well, that is your fault. I just don’t see you sticking to one girl, much less getting married to one.”

      Hearing those words made a light bulb flash in my head, “I have a crazy idea. It’ll help me convince my parents I deserve the inheritance and it’ll help you with all your financial problems. You have to hear me out on this.”

      “Wait a minute,” she cut in. “Why aren’t your parents being more considerate with you? They just lost their eldest son, their daughter rejected their money and now they want to pry it away from the last son they have left?”

      I rolled my eyes and nodded, “My dad’s really old fashioned. He doesn’t want to give the money away if he thinks I’ll just waste it all on fast cars, girls and alcohol.”

      “So how’s your genius idea going to help us both simultaneously?”

      I rubbed my hands together and just blurted it out, “Okay, before I say it, let me explain a little bit on how this will work. What I’m planning will impress my parents and it is guaranteed to get you out of the financial hole you’re in now. I swear this is going to work out.”

      “What is it then?” she asked.

      I winked and answered, “Let’s get married.”
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      Was he joking? He had to be joking. I nearly choked on my donut when I heard him say we should get married. We just met again like five minutes ago and he was already proposing? How in the world did he get laid with so many girls if his pickup lines were this freaking stupid?

      Granted, any girl would love to be in my shoes right now. I mean, come on, this is Daxter! He’s the hottest guy on the planet! If my mind wasn’t so preoccupied with his proposal I’d be thinking of how he could lay me down on hot sand and lick my skin from my belly to my lips… but no, I was too busy wondering if he had completely lost all common sense.

      I took another look at him. He was indeed a hot looking man. Daxter always had chestnut hair but he let it grow long and neatly brushed it back, letting it flow with elegance and style. It paired neatly with the bright blue ocean of his eyes. However, while his style was soft and endearing his body was built like a machine; lean for efficiency but ripped with muscles. I could only guess at how often he must have spent working out at the gym.

      “Hold on a minute, you were being serious?” I just had to ask to make sure.

      Daxter nodded and his hands started waving around as he tried to explain, “Look, it’s not going to be real. I mean, in their eyes and the public’s eye it’ll be real. We’ll do the whole wedding thing and all the papers. However, that doesn’t mean you have to love me or treat me as your husband. We could never speak to each other and it’ll be fine.”

      “So kind of like a fake marriage but it’s not?” I asked him. “It’s all for show? I still don’t see how this benefits either of us.”

      He took a donut, dipped it in coffee, took a bite and then drank a bit before he continued on. “Well, one of the reasons why my family doesn’t trust me is because they think I’ll spend all the money on girls. That would have been true before. If I marry you then they’ll see I’m trying to be serious for once.”

      “I get it,” I finally saw what he was getting at. “Once they see you’re being a bit serious about your personal life they’ll start to trust you with their business too. What’s in it for me?”

      This is where Daxter really dropped the bomb on me. “If you marry me, I get to keep my family’s wealth. That means you have unlimited access to all that money too.”

      Woah.

      For a moment I had to breathe in everything he was telling me. It was like I suddenly got run over by a bus, except I somehow survived and won the lottery too. There was a lot to soak in with his offer but there was also one little monkey wrench in there: getting married.

      “How do I know you’re telling me the truth?” I asked him. I learned in the strip club that a girl should never offer her goods without a down payment. He may not be asking for me to strip and fuck him but he was asking to use me, and in my book that was just about the same thing.

      “Here,” he said as he flipped out his wallet. He wrote a check signed for three thousand dollars. “Take this. Use it for whatever bills you still have. If it’s not enough then come back to me but I’ll only give more if you agree to my plan. It’s a fake wedding anyway, what do you have to lose?”

      I chuckled, almost to a sarcastic point, and told him, “A whole lot. Just think what people would say about me if we suddenly hooked up and got married on a whim. They’d call me a gold digger.”

      “Well, it wouldn’t be too far from the truth,” he told me and I smacked him on the head with my spoon.

      “Shut up,” I joked but at the same time, I was trying to be a little more serious. “Look, I appreciate the offer and the money but you can’t possibly be serious, right?”

      Daxter looked at me with such big sad, puppy eyes it was like I stepped on his favorite toy or something. “I’m dead serious. Let’s do it. If it doesn’t work out we can get divorced and I’ll give you a million dollars for the trouble. Come on, it’s a win-win situation for both of us.”

      I swallowed hard and looked at him for a long while. One million dollars even if it doesn’t work out? Unlimited access to everything he has if it does work out? I could pay all my bills, send some money home and start my own business so I wouldn’t have to rely on him forever. I could quit my job at the strip club and even offer Hannah a job once I got things going in the right direction.

      “I am going to kick myself in the mouth for this,” I whispered to myself. I then looked at him and said, “This is crazy. This is absolutely bat-shit crazy. We haven’t seen each other in half a decade and the first things you do is stare at my tits and then ask me to marry you in exchange for mountains of cash. You know what the craziest thing about it is?”

      “What?”

      I exhaled, shut my eyes and then calmed my nerves before I looked at him once more and said, “The craziest thing here is that I accept your offer. Let’s get married.”

      Daxter’s face lit up like a Christmas tree. He had this really big smile on his face and I honestly felt a little moist between the legs when I saw him sit up straight and flex his muscles. Damn it, why was he such a gorgeous man? The way his eyes glittered just made me want to fall over and kiss him. I was almost willing to forget how insane and abrupt this plan was.

      “Thank you!” he told me as he grabbed my hands and gave them a squeeze. “We have to get started as soon as possible. We don’t want to waste time or else my dad will sign the inheritance away.”

      I bit my lip and pondered what the next step was. “What do we do now?”

      “We have to make an announcement,” he told me. “We can organize something like an engagement party at Mercury Wild.”

      I was taken aback a little, “Mercury Wild? That’s an expensive joint, right?”

      Daxter nodded and gave back a wicked grin, “I know the owners, Trevor Wild and his wife, Jasmine. They’re actually really good friends of mine. You know, just a while back Mercury Wild wasn’t as successful as it is now. Everything changed because of his wife. It’s starting to make me really believe there’s a woman behind every man’s success.”

      “That’s awfully profound but also a little cliché, don’t you think?” I asked him. “But I guess you’re right. If we need to announce it then that’s the place to do it. What else do we need to do?”

      “Get a ring, start finishing all the paperwork and then move you into my place,” Daxter told me.

      That’s when the blood drained from my face and my jaw dropped. “Wait, I thought it was just a fake marriage?”

      He shrugged and reasoned out, “Well, we have to make it look real. It won’t seem real if we still live in separate homes. If you prefer, we can say we sleep in the same bedroom and all but I’ll give you your own room if you want.”

      “L-let’s talk about all that later,” I tried to shift the topic and munched down on what remained of my meal. “Let’s get the engagement party done first and see where that leads us.”

      He nodded in agreement, and I gulped down my coffee as one question remained cycling in my head throughout the rest of the day: what in the world did I get into now?
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      Everything was going well according to plan. Mercury Wild looked its finest. Trevor and Jasmine really got the place spruced up for the big announcement. Some of our other friends even came in to help out fix up some decorations, clean the place and get it all ready for the party.

      Of course, this was no ordinary party. I brought in our friend Damon, who was a professional football player in the NFL, and invited my sister’s friends who were all popular writers. Trevor got to bring our friend Preston, one of the richest billionaire celebrities, along with Preston’s new wife Lyla. My sister invited the mayor and with him added, this party was looking like the biggest event in town.

      “Well, people are starting to arrive,” I told Noelle. I picked her up just an hour ago and we were here in the hotel room getting ready. I was hoping to bring her to my condominium but we had to go shopping for clothes first since she didn’t have anything formal and this was the closest place to get ready at.

      I put on a nice black business suit and I bought her a sexy white outfit. It was probably a little too revealing, being a tight, off-shoulder mini-dress, but it looked amazing on her. She accentuated her look even further by pairing the dress with high heels, looped earrings and a gorgeous necklace we picked out at the mall a few minutes prior.

      “Oh God, I can’t believe I signed up for this,” she said as she helped me button my dress shirt. “This is the craziest idea I’ve ever heard. I need to get drunk for this.”

      I chuckled, “I have to admit that I’m nervous too. We have to sell this and make it look real. Well, we have to sell it to my parents the most.”

      “When they ask what I do for a living, what do we say?” she asked me. She started fidgeting with her hair, unsure of whether to keep it tied in a bun or to let her long hair just flow down. “You can’t say I strip at a club.”

      She was right about that. I frowned a bit and pondered what story we could come up with. “How about we say you’re a freelance model?”

      Noelle blushed and to be honest I found it really adorable. “T-that could work. I’ve never really done that kind of work before though.”

      I shrugged it off, “It’s just like stripping, really, since it’s still all about selling your looks to people except you get to keep your clothes on.”

      “Okay, I can roll with that,” she said with a grin. “How do I look?”

      I took a step back and gave her a quick look-over, “Wow. You’re smoking hot.”

      She punched me lightly in the gut and joked, “You’re just teasing me. Come on, let’s go. We don’t want to make your parents and the rest of the guests wait too long. I can’t believe you got the mayor and Preston Maxwell to come as well.”

      “Preston’s a friend of mine,” I explained as I reached for the bedside drawer and took my car keys. “As for the mayor, well, that’s my sister’s doing. She got to know him better when he went to one of her book signing events.”

      That seemed to impress her. “Very interesting group of friends you have. I wonder why you’ve just settled to be the proverbial playboy.”

      She was admittedly really cute when she was being a fan-girl like that. At least she was smiling when she looked at me. I didn’t know if she just found me amusing or if she at least found me attractive. Either option was fine, I guessed.

      “Well, today’s the day that everything’s going to change,” I told her as I took her by the hand and we checked out of the hotel.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Mercury Wild looked more glorious than it ever had. What was once a luxurious bar and bistro was now decorated to look like a Sultan’s grand hall. Even I had to admit that Trevor and our friends really outdid themselves this time.

      As soon as Noelle and I walked through the doors and everyone had their eyes on us, I pulled her close to my side and kept my hand on her waist.

      “Oh!” she exclaimed in surprise.

      “We have to sell this, remember?” I whispered into her ear, reminding her we had to at least look like we were madly in love.

      She fidgeted awkwardly but in the end relented and even placed a hand on my chest as we walked through the crowd. We greeted everyone we passed and I even got to introduce her to Jasmine, Trevor’s wife and a key leadership in the J&E Consulting Firm.

      As we waded through the crowd, picking up a few glasses of cocktail drinks along the way, I spotted my sister. She was at the VIP table, accompanying my parents and the town mayor. She waved at me as soon as she spotted me, and I took Noelle by the hand and led her that way.

      “W-wait, that’s the mayor,” Noelle started to get even more nervous. She clutched my arm tightly and said, “M-maybe you should go first. I can follow in a bit.”

      I shook my head, “No, we have to do this together. Come on, just follow my lead. We can do this. Trust me.”

      To be completely honest, even I was a bit nervous and unsure. However, I didn’t want to stall this any longer. My father could sign those inheritance papers any day now and I needed to get him on my side.

      My father, a tall man with a baldhead and a thick mustache, was the very definition of a stereotypical rich guy. He looked strong, had an aura of authority and always wore the finest clothing that money could buy. My mother, on the other hand, was a little more practical and also more warming to approach.

      The mayor, Adam Khatib, was about forty years old and a little hip for a politician. He was the type of guy many respected for his good work managing the city but he was also constantly seen watching live rock bands at local pubs and he loved to play music himself.

      “Good evening Mayor Khatib, Mom, Dad,” I greeted as I got up on their VIP corner. “I’d like to introduce my girlfriend and fiancée, Noelle Stanley.”
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      I couldn’t believe I was shaking hands with the mayor… well, at least with my clothes on. I’ve had customers at the strip club who were pretty prestigious people such as prominent lawyers and even a professional basketball player.

      “H-hello, good evening to you all,” I greeted as I took a seat between Sonya and Daxter.

      “Hello dear,” Daxter’s mother, Carmen, reached out to me. “Have we met before? You seem awfully familiar.”

      I nodded back with a smile, “Y-yes ma’am. I used to hang out with Dax back in high school.”

      His father, Joel, handed me a drink and said, “Ah, yes, I remember you. You went out shopping with Sonya, once, right? How have you been? What do you do now?”

      Oh shit. I took a sip of wine and hoped he wouldn’t notice the tension in my voice as I said, “Oh, I work as a freelance model nowadays. Sometimes it works out, sometimes it doesn’t but I love it anyway.”

      Mayor Adam told us both, “Oh, is that how you guys started hanging out again? Did you meet at the photo studio?”

      Daxter picked it up from there, “Well, we’re friends on Facebook and we hang out with the same circle of people. It was just bound for us to reunite in the long run. I guess it was fate too because ever since we did I can’t keep my eyes off her.”

      I blushed and leaned in to rest my head on his shoulder. I’d hope this gesture would make it look like we actually spent some time together and were comfortable as a couple. I then felt him wrap an arm around me and hug me in tight.

      Oh wow, this feels awkward but at the same time, it’s so warm and relaxing. I looked up real quick and smiled. At least Daxter was freaking handsome and the feeling of his arms crushing me towards him was just an icing on the cake.

      “Well, she is a lovely girl and one that the family is at least familiar with,” Joel said, commending Daxter and I. Joel then turned to me and asked, “Has he cheated on you yet?”

      The mayor chuckled but Carmen nudged her husband with a disapproving look on her face. I just simply laughed and shook my head before replying, “No, we’ve moved passed all that. He was a little bit of a handful back then but things have changed.”

      “Dear, you haven’t even told me about this relationship,” Carmen touched Daxter’s hand. “Since when did you two get together?”

      I was about to answer but I feared we’d answer simultaneously and blow our cover. I just bit down on my lip and asked Daxter, “Dear?”

      “Huh? O-oh – about a year ago, actually,” Daxter stuttered as he tried to think of an answer on the spot. It was a good thing he did too because I was going to say we started dating only a few months ago.

      “What are your plans now that you’re getting married?” the mayor asked us both. As soon as he did both Carmen and Joel looked at us, waiting to see what we had in mind. I knew this put a lot of pressure on Daxter and even Sonya was fidgeting a bit as she waited for our answer.

      My head was on Daxter’s chest and I could feel his heartbeat begin to accelerate. He was nervous and probably thinking about something to say. However, if we waited too long it would look like we had nothing planned out.

      “We’re aiming to launch our own fashion line soon,” I blurted out. “We know a lot of professional designers and we’ve met some really talented people in the media too. Putting those together we could come up with a hip but also trendy fashion line for both men and women.”

      “Y-yeah,” Daxter then cut in to add more. “We want to explore modern clothing but to also blend in some traditional styles to make clothes that look cool but are also appropriate for social gatherings. We want clothes you can wear to a club or a party but it’s also fine to wear when you’ve got friends and family coming at the house or when you just need to go to the mall.”

      Sonya raised a finger as if she recalled something and then said, “Oh yes! Weren’t you two telling me all about that like a few months ago?”

      I raised an eyebrow in suspicion. Sonya knew this whole relationship wasn’t real but here she was chiming in to help us. Seeing her help her brother like this was honestly a little sweet and it made me believe in this crazy plan a little more.

      “That’s right, we mentioned it before,” I replied, hoping their parents wouldn’t ask how often Sonya and I got together.

      Fortunately, Carmen had something different to point out, “You two do know that wearing clothes for the cameras is a lot different than designing and selling them, right? You’ll have a lot of work cut out for you.”

      We laughed and agreed to that. Daxter finished his drink and told his parents and the mayor, “We understand the difficulties which is why we’ve been scouring the city for talented designers and market analysts. We’re also looking to build a strong research team and a team that could focus solely on social media marketing too.”

      It was a little strange to hear Daxter talk business so seriously. I saw even Sonya was a little impressed because she was staring at her brother with a really big smile on her face. The mayor, on the other hand, seemed to be getting in a little over his head and his mouth was just open as he tried to absorb all the information as best as he could.

      “My, my, you’re quite different than how you were last year,” Joel commented. He had this really proud look on his face. He then faced me and said, “You know, the last time I got to sit down with Daxter was a good year and a half ago. Back then, he was still a know-it-all rascal. I think you’ve been a good influence on him dear.”

      Once again my cheeks flushed red and I bit down on my lip as I suppressed a smile. I just gave him a “cute” look and let Daxter carry on with the conversation.

      The mayor then poked at my arm and asked, “When do you plan to get married?”

      “Before the end of the month,” we both answered and everyone at the table looked at us like we were mad.

      “That soon?” Joel echoed, unsure of what he heard.

      Daxter nodded, “Look, I know there’s a lot of paper work and stuff like that but I’m hoping we can fill all that stuff later. I want to marry her now.”

      I just giggled and then went along with the plan, “That’s right. Oh, he loves me so much and I really do love him too. I can’t wait another day!”

      Mayor Khatib pressed his lips together for a minute and then said, “All right, here’s how we can work this out. Get all your papers ready and we can conduct the marriage by the last weekend of the month. I will give you two a six-week deadline to get everything in order.”

      His words were like magic to our ears.

      Throughout the night we also got to meet some of Daxter’s other friends such as Marcus, a famous banker and before the occasion was over, I got to meet Preston and his wife Lyla. It was a little weird socializing with the likes of Trevor Wild and the others but as time went on I was enjoying myself.

      Maybe it was the alcohol or the fact that I was getting comfortable with Daxter’s social circle, but soon enough I was enjoying his company as well. I kept on clutching onto his arm, I didn’t mind it that much whenever we’d have to fake a kiss or when he made me sit on his lap.

      Maybe I was starting to like this plan more than I should.
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      She was drunk but even in her stupor, she didn’t want me to drive her home. I heard her talking to herself about not wanting to let me see the “shithole” she lives in. I just smiled at the notion and took her with me, driving her to my condominium downtown so she could rest. She did her part, playing the role of the excited fiancée and she even saved me a few times during our conversation with my parents. Even Mayor Khatib seemed to like her.

      When we got home, I had to help her walk through the building’s hallway and into the elevator. By then, Noelle was a little more conscious but still unable to keep going, so I carried her in my arms.

      My condominium unit was pretty big, being the penthouse suite of the establishment, and I was fortunate enough to have a custom bed that was bigger than a king-sized one. I laid Noelle down on the bed, took off her high-heel sandals and then propped her head on a pillow. I then turned off the lights save for a small dim standing lamp in the corner.

      Looking down at her like this, I felt a sudden sense of warmth. She was fucking beautiful. No, that wasn’t even enough to fully describe it. She was hot but it was more than that. It was like she was the full embodiment of lust. Just looking at her rest on my bed in that short white outfit got me hard.

      If we were going to get married and stay together, I had to get accustomed to seeing her body like this. It was like having the best Christmas gift, wrapped and ready, but I couldn’t open it to play. Oh, but boy did I want to play.

      “Well, I do need to sleep,” I decided. I looked at her one more time before tossing my shoes and socks off. I didn’t even bother changing clothes and instead just threw everything off except for my underwear. I then slid onto the bed, right beside her, and faced the other direction.

      “D-Daxter?” I heard her call out to me.

      “Hm?” I called back. “Noelle?”

      I felt her hands reach out and she tried to pull me to face her way. When I did, I saw her eyes were a little open and she was shivering.

      “I-it’s really c-cold,” she stuttered. “Could y-you turn the air c-conditioning off?”

      For a second I was completely dumbfounded by what she said. When I finally managed to process her words I simply went, “Oh.”

      I then got up, headed back to the living room and turned down the thermostat, which controlled the central air conditioning in my unit. It would still take a few minutes before the temperature would drop so when I got back to bed I wrapped my arms around her and hugged her closely, hoping my body heat would keep her from shivering.

      “T-thank you,” she said as she shut her eyes and tried to rest. She nestled her head closer and rested on my chest. This close I could smell her hair and the perfume on her body. It was intoxicating and I loved it.

      “You’re welcome,” I told her as I hugged her closer. I wiggled a little, hoping to get low enough so our faces could be directly aligned with each other. When I got low enough, I took my time to just stare at her face.

      She had lovely almond-shaped eyes and really long eyelashes that curved up. However, it was the shape of her lips that really got me anxious to lean in just a little bit closer. They were just so kissable, with that lip gloss and pink touch to it. I could already picture in my head each moment she puckered her lips or bit down while thinking. It was sexy in so many ways I couldn’t help but wiggle closer and wrap an arm around her.

      “D-Dax…” she whispered as her eyes slowly fluttered open. She stared back at me for a moment and then said, “This is going to become a regular thing, isn’t it? We’re going to be living together now, sharing the same bed every night.”

      I nodded, not to stay silent and let her sleep, but because merely opening my mouth might convince me to move another inch forward and kiss her.

      “Do we have to pretend about everything?” she asked me. She then shut her eyes and said, “This is nice, you know? For once I get to lay down on a nice, big bed with a handsome hunk.”

      I chuckled and for a moment I wondered if she was still drunk or if the haziness in her head was starting to dissipate. Was she screwing around with me?

      “And I get to be in bed with one hot chick,” I said back.

      Noelle opened her eyes and bit down on her lip. God, that sent chills down my spine. She shook her head and gave me a naughty look back, “You say that to every girl you get in bed with.”

      “I bet you call every guy a handsome hunk,” I tried to play her game but her next admission was a true shock to me.

      “Nope,” she told me. “I can’t even do that because to be honest, I’ve never been in bed with a guy before. This here, laying down with you practically naked and embracing me, this is about as close as I ever got.”

      My jaw dropped and I cocked my head as I stared back. “Seriously? You can’t be serious. I mean, with a job like yours…”

      I cut myself short knowing that my words would seem condemning and demeaning. It was a little too late for that though and Noelle was now wide-awake when she heard me utter that sentence. She looked at me with such intensity, but instead of anger, I saw a flicker of playfulness.

      “With a job like mine you’d think I’d have fucked every guy that came around waving cash at my tits?” she asked me.

      Noelle saying it that way did make me realize how offensive it could sound. I did have to admit that was the direction I was going at and nodded back at her.

      “There was one time, way back in high school, when I was making out with a guy and I had his cock in my hand but then a teacher came and walked in on us,” she told me. “You remember Paul Jameson?”

      I remembered that guy, “Yeah, I do. He wanted to be the team’s quarterback but couldn’t keep his grades up to qualify for the team. Wow, you were hooking up with him?”

      “Hey, he was dumb but he was a good kisser,” she told me and she licked her lips and gave me a naughty little wink.

      That got me smiling and I snuggled her in even closer. Now I could feel her body pressing against mine and for a second my cock jerked as it got hard. I know she could feel that because she looked up at me with a gasp. It was even more delightful to feel the tips of her breasts pressing against my chest.

      “How would I know if you’re a good kisser?” I asked her. “I haven’t tried you yet… wife.”

      A warm shock filled my body from head to toe when Noelle suddenly leaned in and pressed her lips against mine. They were soft, sweet and smelled like cherries. She pushed in more and I kissed her back, gently wetting her lips further as I devoured her softly and slowly. My hands began to roam across her back and I pulled her in. As I did, I pressed my hips forward against her body, letting her feel the full strength of my erection.

      Then, for a flash of a moment, I opened my eyes and stared back into hers. She was wide-awake and was looking back at me. However, instead of a shy little girl, I realized there was a fire burning in her. When I stared into the darkness of her eyes, I saw a deep well of lust.

      She gave a naughty grin and then kissed me one more time.
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      His lips tasted like fine wine and the touch of his fingertips sent electric shocks up and down my spine. When he pushed his tongue forward and parted my lips, I opened myself willingly and clashed his flesh with my own. I suckled onto his tongue and he nibbled on my lips, making me gasp with tense flights of panic and pleasure.

      My hands went up to feel the solid muscles of his arms and his chest. His body was so perfectly sculpted that I could only moan in anticipation for his every touch. It was like being touched by a god, one who adored and wanted me more than anything else in the world.

      Daxter’s hands found their way to me and not before long I felt the weight of his hand as it scrambled to remove my dress. I wiggled myself free, and as soon as it slipped off, he unclasped my bra and hastily began to toy with my breasts, circling my nipples with the very tip of his fingers. All the while he kept his lips on mine, pushing me forward and down with the pressure of his kiss.

      “You’re so hot,” he whispered when our lips parted. Before I could even respond he plunged his kiss back but now onto my neck. I gasped when I felt his warm, wet lips grace my skin but that gasp turned into a long, playful moan when he inched his way up and began to lick into my ear.

      “Aah,” I muttered out when he nibbled on my ear and squeezed my breast at the same time. I was beginning to lose myself to the moment but my mind snapped back to when I felt his hand begin to creep down between my legs.

      He then whispered into my ear as soon as he slid his hand beneath my panties and found his target, “You kinky little girl; you shaved down there. It’s all so nice and wet too.”

      “I-I have to shave,” I tried to reason but the words were barely more than a whisper and a moan. “I wear almost nothing when I’m stripping for work.”

      “Well, I’m your customer now and I’m paying in the millions,” he told me as he suddenly curled his fingers. The very tips of his two fingers found their way to the folds of my flesh, warm and moist as they were, and a shock shot through my body, making me squirm and moan even louder.

      Far in the back of my mind, there was an alarm screaming I should stop this. I wasn’t his wife. I wasn’t really going to be even if the legal papers said so. This was all just a game of pretend… and yet my heart was telling me something different. I wanted more.

      “P-please, be gentle,” I asked of him as he began to find a steady rhythm with the way his fingers slid across my pussy’s lips. He never pushed too deep to break my virginity but he would cycle around my clit and occasionally apply pressure, making me gasp and lose my breath in a sudden wave of pleasure.

      “I promise,” he assured me as he took my panties off and then proceeded to remove his underwear.

      Almost instinctively I reached down to grab his cock and my eyes went wide with surprise when I got a grasp of it. I always suspected he had a big shaft between his legs but this… this was monstrous. It throbbed in my hand, pulsating with anger and excitement, and I both dreaded and anticipated its venomous bite when he would finally thrust it through my flesh.

      Before he would lunge in and break my walls, Daxter took the opportunity to descent down and lick the flesh of my exposed womanhood. He pushed me and laid me on my back before he gave the very lips of my pussy a soft, almost sweet kiss. I cooed in pleasure and both my hands found their way to his hair; my fingers combed through the soft strands as he began to dig his face in and devour my pussy.

      “O-oh my God!” I moaned out loud when I felt his tongue lash at my clit and slide between the folds of my flesh. I squirmed, I kicked and I pushed his face in deeper as I wanted him to ravage me and suck on my juices.

      Yet right when I thought I was on the verge of losing my mind and reaching my climax Daxter pulled back. He didn’t let me have my moment just yet, knowing there was still so much more to come.

      “Open your legs,” he instructed. I spread my legs and beckoned for him to come take me. Daxter shifted his body between my legs and in that instant, I felt the sudden blood rush when the very tip of his meat pressed against my pussy.

      I inhaled. I held my breath. I shut my eyes and bit my lips as I waited for the moment of truth.

      Suddenly but slowly he thrust his cock in. It broke through the first few folds of my pussy and I could feel the tip brushing against the veil protecting my virginity. I took another deep breath and in that instant he pushed forward once more, breaking me with a sudden intensity I was not ready for.

      “Oh f-fuck!” I uttered loudly when I felt my inner walls begin to part and spread to make room for the girth of his shaft. He then thrust again and again, each time digging in deeper into my body. I felt like I was going to explode from the rack of pain that jolted through every inch of my being. However, with each passing second, I began to realize I wasn’t screaming but moaning and begging for more.

      My body began to sway in a steady rhythm, moving along with the beat of his thrusts. I could feel my tits bounce and my mouth gaped open as I lost all sense of time and place. I could only moan and drool in ecstasy as I clung to his body and pulled him to dig his way in deeper and faster into me.

      I then felt my own juices begin to drip down my pussy and my legs. I was so wet he could easily slide his massive cock into me but even then my walls were still so tight I could feel my pussy squeezing his shaft with each thrust.

      For the longest time, my mind swirled into an abyss of ecstasy, one where nothing else existed but the wave of pleasure that flowed through every inch of my body and soul. I didn’t even realize that we had shifted positions multiple times throughout the night. He had me on my side, he took me from behind with his hands on my waist and pounding me like a raving animal, he took me with my legs raised and with them shut tight.

      All I knew was that by the end of the night I had exploded and my orgasm drove me over the edge of sanity. I couldn’t tell if I was silent, moaning or outright screaming in utter euphoria but the moment was glorious and I lay there on the bed, with my mouth wide open, when Daxter spilled his hot cum all over my face.

      When he had emptied he gave my face a soft pat and then he pulled me up to rest in the middle of the bed. It was a sweet gesture and even sweeter with the fact he took the time to walk to the bathroom, get a towel and wipe me down.

      Daxter then slid back to bed, wrapped me with his arms and then embraced me closely until we both fell asleep.
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      When morning came, I found Noelle already awake. She was seated against the bed’s headboard had nothing but the blanket on. In her hand she had a mug of coffee and in the other the remote control for the large television in my room. It was mounted on the wall and when I took a glimpse I saw she was watching some show about Thailand street food.

      “Hmm, good morning you,” I greeted as I shook of my grogginess and got up to sit beside her.

      Noelle turned to me and gave me a kiss on the lips. It tasted so sweet I was tempted to kiss her back again and again until I could have another round with her. I withheld from that thought, however, and simply slid an arm around her waist and gave her a squeeze.

      “We should go to Thailand sometime,” she told me, her eyes focused forward. “Then we can go to Vietnam, the Philippines and maybe Cambodia.”

      Did I go to sleep and wake up with the same woman in my bed? I looked at her and figured she looked the same, she sounded the same and she damn right tasted the same but gone was the nervous and shy girl who wasn’t so sure about this whole fake marriage deal.

      “S-sure,” I said, a little wary of what to say. “Did you just make that cup of coffee?”

      Noelle looked at me and giggled, “Huh? Oh, yeah I used your coffee machine. I was going to make you one too but I didn’t know how you liked your coffee or when you’d wake up. Sorry about that.”

      I shook my head and smiled, “No, really, it’s fine. How are you feeling?”

      She leaned back and rested her head on me. I hugged her close and she said, “I’m feeling really good. I feel so good it’s like I’ve been reborn.”

      “Was I that good last night?” I asked with a naughty tone. I reached up and fondled her tits. She didn’t even try to push my hand away and instead just giggled.

      “I’ll admit that last night was a hundred times better than what I thought sex would be like,” she explained. “I always feared it would be painful and humiliating but you made it into something so much more… poetic.”

      Although I’ve fucked a dozen girls and more I’ve never heard someone tell me that our love-making was that damn good. “I don’t know what I did right. I was just so overcome with lust all I could think about was to fuck you like there was no tomorrow.”

      Noelle giggled at that and reached down to grab my cock. The touch of her small fingers on my meat sent chills up my spine and almost immediately I began to get an erection going. It was amazing to see how my dick could get so big that she couldn’t even wrap her fingers around it.

      “Excited so early,” she told me. “I love it. I love this whole thing we have going.”

      “Would you say you love me too?” I asked her. I was curious about what she had to say about that, knowing that the strength of our relationship would better sell the story we were telling the public.

      Noelle began to slowly, ever so slowly, stroke my cock as she replied, “I can’t say I love you. We were good friends so many years ago but so much has changed. It’s like we’re just getting to know each other again. I can say that I do like you. I’m attracted to you and you made me feel so good last night too. Now that I had to get into a fake marriage I’m glad it’s with you.”

      Honest but also still very sweet. That was the Noelle I knew.

      “That’s all I need to hear to stay happy,” I told her. “I can’t say I love you either. To be fair though I can’t say I ever loved anyone. I was just too busy thinking about fucking one pussy and then chasing the next one.”

      Noelle turned the volume of the TV down and then looked at me straight in the eye, “Can you handle being a one-woman kind of guy now that you’re forced to marry me? Even though we’re not really together, I don’t want to end up tasting some other girl’s pussy on your lips the next time I kiss you.”

      That made me laugh and I nuzzled my nose against her nape as I said, “I know I can. I need to prove to my family I’m worthy of their money and I want to prove to you that I can be a loyal husband, even though our marriage was contractual to begin with.”

      “If you don’t keep to your word you’ll owe a million dollars,” she reminded me.

      Of course, I didn’t need to be reminded of that fact. If I failed this relationship and if I failed to impress my parents then I would literally lose everything. I’d need to get a regular job or maybe even have to ask Trevor to see if I could work at Mercury Wild. My sister would be disappointed and I’d have to pay this lovely young woman a million bucks.

      “Don’t worry, we’ll make this work out,” I said with all the determination I could muster. “You know, speaking of making all this work, maybe we should turn last night’s business idea into a reality. It’ll show my parents we’re serious about this and we could honest-to-God earn some money from it too.”

      She looked at me with a really big smile on her face. She gave my cock a sudden squeeze and asked, “Oh my God, are you serious? We can really do the whole fashion business thing?”

      “I don’t see why not,” I answered with a shrug. “I have enough resources for it but I don’t know a single thing about running a business. We’ll have to talk to Jasmine Wild for a business consultation so we can get on the right track.”

      Noelle nodded, “That’s right. However, you did mention you know some fashion designers and other people in this kind of industry. Was that true or were you just pulling strings so your mom and dad to believe our story?”

      I shook my head and pointed out, “No, no, I really do know a few. Some of them are big-name brand designers too. I work as a model, remember? I get to meet these people on a regular basis. I’ll call the ones who live here in the city and then email the ones out of state.”

      “Good,” she said as she gave me a kiss on the cheek. “We have to do it. Now that I’m stuck here with you regardless of how we feel about it, I’m quitting my job at the club.”

      “Does that mean no more stripping?”

      Noelle nodded.

      “Not even for me?” I teased.

      She laughed and then began to stroke my cock even more enthusiastically, “Okay fine, I’ll strip dance for you but only if you let me get another taste of you this morning.”

      That was an easy deal to agree to. I didn’t care about any other plans for the day. All I wanted was to push Noelle down on all fours and fuck her doggy style, right in front of the mirror, and hear her lovely and seductive voice just beg for another round. It was like a dream come true and I never wanted it to stop.
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      Three hours had passed before I managed to take a shower, change my clothes and head back to my real apartment. I thought I’d never make it with how my knees were trembling. I was so tired from having sex with Daxter but it was the kind of exhaustion that made me feel good. It made me feel complete.

      For today, I had to get all my important stuff packed and ready to go. Daxter had already called a moving company to swing by and get all my things. However, seeing as his condo already had a lot of good furniture and appliances, I didn’t really need to bring mine. It took me less than two hours to get all my clothes, books and important belongings in boxes. Everything else was going to be donated down the street.

      It was almost a little past noon when the movers came by. It was just three guys, all of them big and built like Daxter but they were all a little older. One of them had a lumberjack beard just crawling all over his face and for a brief second, I fantasized what it would be like for them to just take me like a little slut in their arms.

      “Wake up,” I reminded myself. I was getting married for fuck’s sake. I just had sex for the first time and here I was dreaming of strangers plowing their way between my legs. At least now I was beginning to understand why Daxter fooled around with girls so much – it felt so damn good!

      “Ma’am,” said the other mover, one who had bright orange hair and a pretty smile. “I just need you to sign these papers.”

      I took the clipboard he was holding and then double-checked all of the information. Once I was sure the address, names and items were all correct, I signed and waved them good-bye. I then turned to my phone and sent Daxter a message, letting him know the movers would be arriving at his place soon now that they were done here.

      Once he gave me the thumbs up, I dialed Hannah’s number. She quickly picked up the call.

      “Hey,” I greeted her. “You free today? I need help.”

      “Noelle? Uh, sure,” she sounded a little groggy. Did she just wake up? “What do you need?”

      I couldn’t help but smile when I said, “I’m going to quit the club and then I need help picking out a wedding dress.”

      “Holy shit, how the fuck did that happen?” Hannah suddenly woke up and she began rattling on in shock. She kept on complaining about how I didn’t tell her what the heck was going on and that all of a sudden I was getting married. She kept on ranting about how just the other day we were talking about me catching up with Daxter and now a wedding was in the works.

      “Let me explain,” I told her. “Let’s meet up at Mercury Wild and I’ll tell you the whole story over drinks.”

      “Wait, before we do a damn thing,” she cut in. “I want to know when you’re getting married and if I’m the Maid of Honor.”

      “It’s a civil wedding but sure,” I answered. “It’s by the end of the month, actually. We got to talk to the mayor last night and we didn’t want to waste any time which is why I need help picking a dress. We want to get this thing done before the end of the month.”

      Hannah laughed on the other end, “Wow, you’re really pushing for this. Aren’t you in a sudden rush, huh? Well, okay, I’ll be at Mercury Wild in about twenty minutes. I just have to take a shower real quick.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      Twenty minutes turned into an hour. Fortunately for me, Mercury Wild wasn’t a boring place to be alone and waiting. A lot of guys passed me by and tried to flirt around but I didn’t pay any of them attention. I had the man I wanted. I may not really love Daxter but he fulfilled my sexual needs and he saved me from a financial crisis too. Now we just had to seal the deal and make the story legitimate to convince his parents.

      By the time Hannah finally arrived, I was on my second glass of a really strong mojito mix. She was in a short pair of denim shorts – so short I could practically see her ass cheeks – and a hanging white top.

      “Hey you,” I greeted. “You ought to try this. It’s really good.”

      She patted me on the leg, took my drink and sipped. “Wow,” she exclaimed. “Whew, this is kind of strong. Jesus, I could get knocked out with a few of these bad boys. Speaking of bad boys… you’re marrying Daxter? What the heck happened? Did he propose after giving the best one night stand in the whole fucking world?”

      I laughed and bit my lip knowing that in some twisted way she did get the story right. “Okay, remember how I went on a random date with Daxter after I learned his brother died?”

      She nodded, “Yeah and I told you he was using his grief to get into your pants.”

      “Well, it turns out life is so complicated but so simple at the same time,” I tried to segue into the nitty-gritty details. “He wants to prove to his parents he deserves inheriting their wealth and the first step to do that was to show he could handle a serious relationship. So he proposed I marry him, regardless of how we feel towards each other. If it convinces his parents then I get unlimited access to his riches and if it fails and we divorce he still gives me a million dollars.”

      Hannah’s jaw had dropped to the floor in disbelief. “No fucking way.”

      “Yep,” I said as I grabbed my drink back and finished it with a single take. “It’s a fake marriage just for show. I mean, it’s real legally but ugh, you know what I mean, right?”

      She nodded and said, “So you’re just getting married for the mutual benefits. You get rich and he gets richer. Okay, that’s all fine and dandy but that still doesn’t address the biggest and the most important question I have.”

      “Which is?”

      “Did you guys fuck yet?” Hannah asked with a big grin on her face.

      I giggled and bit my lip as I nodded.

      “Oh you dirty little slut,” she teased me and pinched my arm. “I knew it. You wouldn’t keep going with such a crazy plan like this if you didn’t have sex yet. You finally lost your virginity. How was it? You owe me so many freaking details it’s not even funny.”

      “Okay, I will,” I relented. “But on the condition you help me pick a damn wedding dress. I don’t know where to start. Oh, and we need to tell the boss at the club that I’m fucking done with dancing with my clothes off.”
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      The wedding was over before I even realized it was happening. I thought the day I’d get married it would be in a big cathedral with doves, thousands of guests and all sorts of flowers and media coverage. Instead, it was just me, Noelle, her friend Hannah, my sister and my parents. It was a small event and Mayor Khatib ran the whole thing himself too. We were done in less than two hours.

      It was a shame too because Noelle was wearing such a beautiful dress. It wasn’t one of those big white wedding gowns normally worn. Instead, it was a really fitting black mermaid dress with an open top that fully revealed her shoulders and cleavage. The black color was just even more seductive to the eye and she wore it with such confidence too. It was like she was a black sorceress of the night and now she was mine.

      However, marrying her was only the first step.

      As soon as we got back home to my condo unit, I tossed my shoes to the corner, sat down on the bed and then pulled Noelle over to sit on my lap. I gave her a quick kiss on the cheek and then said, “Well, wife, this is it. We’re officially husband and wife now.”

      “True, but we still need to file the paper work,” she reminded me. “Then there’s the fact your family is going to meet us tonight and that’s the real show.”

      I was trying to get that out of my head but now that she brought it up I had to address it, “I’ve talked to everyone I could get hooked up with. I got three fashion designers, a marketing analyst and two business researchers who can help us manage this whole thing.”

      “Hannah introduced me to a few IT guys who can help us build a website and then work on the search engine optimization thingy to make sure we pop up on Google and social media sites,” Noelle explained. “We are going for semi-formal clothing that is still applicable for casual parties and the like so I also talked to a fashion critic who has a really popular blog to look into our stuff once we start launching previews.”

      A strong sense of pride and accomplishment swelled in my heart when I heard her say these things. It was like my life was on the verge of collapsing in on itself when my brother died but now we were celebrating a wedding and a new business.

      “Care for some coffee?” I asked her. We still had some time to kill before we had to move out for other important plans.

      She nodded, “That’s sweet of you to ask. I’ll have mine black with two teaspoons of sugar, please.”

      I grinned and let her off my lap. I watched as she got up and just stripped right in front of me. She headed to the drawer and pulled out one of my big shirts. Without a bra or panty on I found it incredibly adorable to see her wearing just my shirt on top.

      “What?” she asked as soon as she noticed me staring.

      I blushed and shook my head, “O-oh, it’s nothing. Let me make that coffee for you.”

      Noelle got on our bed as I changed into a pair of shorts and headed to our small coffee brewer. I could hear her humming as I made two cups of coffee. As I poured in the hot water over the granules of coffee and sugar, my mind began to trail a little. I just thought how difficult it would be if we ever had to go our separate ways.

      “H-hey,” I called as I handed a cup to her. “Careful, it’s hot. Uhm, by the way, I do have a question to ask.”

      She looked at me confused. She took a sip of her drink, gave an approving nod, and then replied, “Sure, what is it?”

      I took a seat beside her, right by the edge of the bed, and continued on, “If all this fails, will you leave?”

      “To be honest, I haven’t thought about it,” she admitted. “You’re still going to pay me the one million dollars, right?”

      I chuckled and nodded, “Yeah. At least your problems will be solved. But that doesn’t really answer my question. Regardless of how this all ends, will you leave?”

      She paused and took a moment to really think about her answer. After what felt like forever she then said, “You know, even if it all came down the shithole, I’d still stay.”

      Oddly I felt a warm tingling feeling and a sense of elation. “R-Really?”

      She shrugged and gave me a smile, “I’ve come to like spending my time with you.”

      “I do too,” I admitted. I couldn’t say that I loved her but it was true that I enjoyed my time spent with her. Where there was once nothing but raw sex, business and loneliness there was now someone I was looking forward to embrace each morning.

      A moment of peaceful silence passed between us and I think both of us felt a little awkward from that exchange. I looked at her and noticed she was blushing. It was just so damn adorable.

      I can’t believe I like this. It made me feel emotions I never thought would swirl in my chest.

      “You know what I’m going to do if we pull this whole damn thing off?” I asked her, hoping to change the subject.

      Noelle giggled and then turned around. She straddled my lap, wrapping her legs around me and began to grind her body against mine. With nothing but my shirt on I could feel her pussy and tits pushing against me. It was causing me to get another erection. I fucking loved how horny she had become.

      “What?” she asked me.

      “I am going to reward you with a whole night of rough fucking and a blow of load to your face,” I answered.

      She laughed and then leaned closer to nibble at my lips, “I like that… but only if you fuck me right now too.”

      I gave her a hard slap on the ass and then pulled her in closer, “You know I want to but we got to get ready. We told them we’d get everything ready in an hour.”

      “How about a quickie?” she begged. She pushed me down to lean back on the couch and began to kiss me softly from my ears down to my lips. “Please, for me?”

      This was like a dream come true. She was practically begging for sex. I knew we had to go and that there was still a lot to do but I couldn’t help it. There was this hot little pixie sitting on my lap and I just had to get another taste of her.

      I took her panties, which she had tossed to the bedside, and shoved them in her mouth. I then took her by the wrists and twisted them behind her back and said, “Just a quickie and only because you got me so freaking horny, you little slut. Now turn around and get on the floor.”

      “Yes husband,” she said with a kinky smile and then got on her knees on the floor. I pushed her down, keeping her ass high and her head flat on the floor. I kept her hands behind her back and quickly slid out of my shorts to let my hungry cock out.

      “Ass up,” I commanded with a slap to her ass. She yelped and raised her hips even higher. When I reached down to feel her she was already soaking wet.

      Excited, I rammed my cock deep into her pussy from behind. It made her moan and scream but the sound of her voice locked in ecstasy only made me even more anxious to cum. I wanted to fucking wreck her with my cock and it didn’t take long for her to begin squirting her orgasm down, getting her legs and myself all wet.

      That made me go wild and I plowed my cock in and out of her tight little hole with no remorse, pounding in like she was just another fuck toy for me to enjoy. When it was time for me to blow my load I yanked her by the hair, tossed her panties out of her mouth and pried her mouth open so I could dump my load deep down in her throat.

      By then she was filled with cum; my hot seed oozed out of her pussy and out of the corner of her lips. She could only smile and I admired how she looked; her hair was a mess, her makeup ruined and the wedding dress she had on was in utter chaos. She looked like a total slut but she was my wife, which made her my slut.

      “Yummy,” I commended her with a pat to the face.

      “Yummy,” she echoed with a smile. She took my shirt and used it to wipe herself down clean. When she was done she tossed it to the corner and said, “Okay… now we can go handle the business stuff.”

      That made me chuckle and I gave her a kiss on the forehead before helping her up on her feet.

      For the rest of the hour, we had to shower, get dressed, to gather all of our papers and other resources for the presentation. When we were ready, we waited a mere fifteen more minutes and I got the call that my parents’ chauffeur had arrived to pick us up.

      I had to take in one last deep breath before we’d go. She was fidgeting too and had to drink one last cup of coffee before we could tell the driver downstairs that we’d be off in just a few more minutes. We couldn’t be late, after all, seeing as we were the ones behind this whole presentation.

      This was the moment we had been preparing for. We were now ready – or at least I hoped we were – to give one last show for my parents. Sure, there were going to be at least two hundred other people there at the venue but none of them mattered to me. They were just background noise. The only person in that reception hall that mattered to me tonight was my father.

      Well, him and Noelle. I took one last glance at her and smiled. She had become the steady rock that kept me up even when all my walls were crumbling. I wouldn’t even be here if it wasn’t for her.

      Following one last check, Noelle and I dressed in our finest dinner attire and we headed downstairs.
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      “Good evening ladies and gentlemen,” I greeted the crowd as I stood up to the podium. As I looked at the reception hall of the hotel, I saw there were at least two hundred different people. Daxter’s parents were seated at one of the front-most tables but there were also several people from the media, there were businessmen, investors, potential endorsers and dozens of different designers and models.

      It was a little intimidating but I had to just swallow my fears and push forward, “We would like to welcome you to the official unveiling of the Moda Auteur fashion line, spearheaded by none other than Daxter Horndale. We are bridging the gap between what people consider formal and comfortable. We are combining street fashion with business attire. We are making clothes that you can wear to define who you are to tell the story of your life.”

      As I ended my introduction, the projector came on and showcased the first initial previews of the clothes we had our head designers craft. We started by showcasing the early sketches and then revealed a few sneak peeks of the actual items as worn on mannequins.

      However, we knew that wouldn’t surprise the guests. Right when they thought the first presentation was over we had several men bring in large panels from behind the stage and form a makeshift ramp that went through the center of the room. Music played and more than thirty different models burst out from behind to showcase our designs in person.

      We were met with a loud sound of applause and I could see numerous smiles and nods of approval.

      Our work wasn’t done yet; Daxter still had to play his part. When he got up to the stage he then started revealing the more technical side of this business venture. He revealed that even without the full support of his parents and the family wealth, he had struck a deal with the international bank that Marcus had a key position in to help finance Moda Auteur for the first year. He also revealed the support coming from J&E Consulting Firm and he then introduced the key designers that created the items that were just shown.

      “Any and every support you give is much appreciated and we hope we can lock in more than just an envelope of money,” Daxter then said, ending his speech. He was right – while we did need financial investors for the company it would mean a lot more if the businessmen in the room would sign an endorsement contract or if other designers would offer to work for us.

      When he gave his closing words and ended the event, I walked up to him and held his arm as he walked off the stage.

      “You did really good,” I told him with a kiss on the cheek. He smiled when I did and I realized I was being sweet to him unconsciously. It was becoming my second-nature now.

      “Well, let’s see what my dad has to say about it,” he reminded me. He led me to the table where his sister and parents were. “This is it: the moment of truth.”

      I nodded and took in a deep breath before sitting down. I smiled at Joel and Carmen and then shook Sonya’s hand.

      “That was very impressive,” Joel told us both. “You’ve really stepped up. For a long while, I thought you were still just a brat who depended on Gary and us.”

      Daxter nodded and just shrugged it off, “I understand why you feel that way, dad. I was a wreck over a year ago but now I’m in charge. I know what I have to do to stay on top of the game. To be honest, even if you don’t sign me as your inheritor I don’t think I’d mind.”

      That really took me by surprise. What was he talking about?

      Daxter must have noticed my sudden shift in uneasiness too because he went on to explain further, “We’ve already got Moda Auteur off the ground. I got Mercury Wild, J&E Consulting Firm and the bank giving us their full support. Hopefully we can snag a few more tonight. If we do, we’ll be able to make this the next big thing in the fashion world.”

      “You’re very confident,” Joel noted of his son’s words. “You’re confident but for a good reason. Everything you said is right: even if I don’t give you another cent you’ve pretty much built a backup plan for you and your wife.”

      “I do have just one question: what does Moda Auteur mean?” Carmen asked. “I know the others here understand but I’m not a clothes designer.”

      I reached out to hold her hand and explained, “Moda is Italian for ‘fashion’ and ‘auteur’ is a term meant for an artistic filmmaker who instills his ideals and style in his movies. Moda Auteur generally symbolizes a fashion style that lets someone dress in a way that lets them show off their ideals and personality.”

      “Okay, you’ve really done a lot of research,” Joel commented after hearing my explanation. “I have to commend you both. You impressed me. I honestly thought only Gary had the brains and the guts to tackle on such big ambitions.”

      Daxter was beaming with delight and Sonya was doing her best to suppress a smile. We all had a good feeling and soon enough Joel gave us the good news.

      “I’ve made a decision then,” he declared just as waiters were coming in to bring in the food for every table. “I will sign you and Noelle as my sole inheritors. You not only made me and your mom proud but I have to say even Gary would be proud of what you two have accomplished.”

      “Dad, I support you on this, you know I do,” Sonya told Joel. “I know I was your initial choice. I am older than Dax but the fact remains that he is the proper successor. He has the right business mind, he’s dipped his feet into the right social circle and he’s just naturally built for a life of transactions and different marketing strategies. I’m a writer, I’d rather stay in some mountain in France, drink my coffee and let my money sit in a bank until I want to splurge what I have on a dog.”

      Joel, in a rare instance, laughed and nodded in agreement, “You are right. I know I scared you all when I named our vice president as a possible candidate but you do understand why I did so, right? I had to protect the legacy of the company and for the longest time, Daxter, you were not the ideal successor. You’ve improved so much though and you’ve proven yourself to me and your mom.”

      A lot of chatter sparked on the table. Daxter and Sonya were celebrating. Carmen and Joel were busy discussing their own business plans with the family’s corporation. I remained silent in my seat as I tried to soak in all of the revelations that came with Joel’s magic words. Even I had to admit there was a strong magnitude the way he said things.

      This all meant our ruse had been a success. It was not as easy as I thought it could be. I did have to marry him, after all, and I was starting to get addicted to him in the bedroom. I quit my job, and I moved to a new home and uprooted everything in my life for this one gamble.

      It was a good thing it all paid off.

      However, I didn’t know what I was supposed to do now. I should be happy because it meant my life was going to shift into a direction I thought I’d never experience before. With the Horndale inheritance and the Moda Auteur business, I basically went from rags to riches in a single sweep.

      The main problem was what I would do with my life with Daxter. I did love having sex with him and to be honest we did have good chemistry but… did I love him? Did I even like him enough to live with him permanently for the rest of my life? Everything started as a ruse to fool all these people but was it possible that I could truly fall for Daxter Horndale?

      …or did I already fall for this ridiculously handsome and daring man?

      I had time to think about it. For now, I could just relax, soak in the triumph, and show my affection and support to my “husband.”
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      When we got home, all I could think about was how my life was going to change. Ever since Gary died, there was the lingering feeling of failure that never left me alone. The fear of losing out on everything my family had just glued to my mind no matter what I did. Now that I had proven my worth to my parents and got their approval, I felt a heavy weight suddenly lifted off my back.

      By the time we got home, Noelle was a little drunk and exhausted. I didn’t try to push for sex this night. All I wanted was to let her feel appreciated. I guess I could come up with something tomorrow or the next day. I just picked her up out of the car and carried her to the condo.

      “Hmm, are we home yet?” she asked groggily as we walked through the main front door. “I smell donuts.”

      I chuckled and said, “Yes, we’re home. Yes, we have donuts. They’re on the table.”

      Noelle gently opened her eyes but even as she tried to strain her neck and look for food she was obviously tired and drunk. She slumped back down and allowed me to place her in the middle of the bed.

      “Babe,” she called out. “I love you.”

      I felt my heart stop and I had to look at her to make sure I wasn’t imagining things. Did she just call me babe? Did she just say she loved me? I took a double-take glance at her and yes, she was still lying down and was still in a drunken stupor but there was no denying she just said what I thought she said.

      “Babe? Come here, I feel a little cold,” she then muttered softly. It was so weak it was barely louder than a whisper.

      Quickly I took off my clothes, adjusted the room’s temperature and then slid onto the bed and hugged her close. I wrapped us both with the comforter and gave her a kiss on the cheek and said, “Thank you. I couldn’t have done all of this without you. If you didn’t agree to this insane idea then I’d still be a loser.”

      “And I’d still be working nights at the club stripping for old perverts and drunks,” she added with a grin on her face. Noelle then opened her eyes, turned to face me and stared straight into my eyes as she said, “You still didn’t reply to what I said earlier.”

      How was I supposed to reply to that?

      Time seemed to come to a complete halt as her words cycled over and over again in my head. My mind tried to make sense of everything that had happened but no matter what I did, I couldn’t resist the temptation of just staring blankly back at her. I was just too distracted by her beauty and the way she just looked at me. Her lips were barely an inch away and all I could think about was leaning in and giving her a long, deep and passionate kiss.

      “I love you too,” was all I could say. The words just came out of my mouth. “I’ve loved you ever since I first laid eyes on you. Maybe that was why I felt comfortable bringing up this fake marriage idea to you in the first place. I just knew I’d be happy with you even if you never loved me back.”

      Noelle closed her eyes, kissed me on the lips and then said, “You know there’s no one else in the world that I’d rather be with right now than you? You’re the perfect catch for any girl and yet I get to call you mine. You’re handsome, you’re smart, you’re famous and you’re rich. I love the way you look at me, I love the way you care for me and I really love the way you fuck me.”

      “I thought I was just another spoiled billionaire who only knew how to drink and fuck?” I asked her.

      She giggled a bit and licked my lips before she said, “Well, you were a spoiled billionaire but now you’re this resourceful, hardworking and faithful billionaire who still loves to drink and fuck. The good thing is you now do the latter with me and only me.”

      There was a lot of truth in those words. Ever since we got together, I did everything in my power to avoid seeing other girls. I didn’t want the public to think I was cheating on the girl I just married. That did mean saying good-bye to some bombshells like Tatyana but in the long run, I didn’t care anymore. I had everything I could ever ask for in Noelle.

      “I love you,” I told her. “I love you, I love you, I love you!”

      “Should we repeat our wedding vows now that this marriage becomes real?” she asked me. “When we first got married we were just pretending we cared and we were just pretending to be a real couple. Now it’s real.”

      My fingers combed through her hair and I gave her a kiss on the forehead, “Noelle Stanley, do you accept me, Daxter Horndale, to be your beloved husband?”

      “I do,” she answered with a smile. “Daxter Horndale, do you accept me, Noelle Stanley, to be your beloved wife?”

      “I do,” I replied and gave her a kiss.

      She then pulled away real quick and bit down on my lip, “I now declare us husband and wife. You may now fuck the bride.”

      Noelle didn’t have to tell me twice for that. I quickly rolled on top of her and pushed her clothing up so I could free her moist and anxious pussy. As soon as it was exposed I dug in a finger and slid it through her flesh, not just to make her more excited for what was yet to come but to also make her moan even louder. The sound of her voice whenever we had sex simply drove me insane. Her moans were so seductive that I could get hard and horny simply by the sound of her erotic cries of pleasures.

      It didn’t take long for the heat to burn so passionately between us. I could feel the fire burning in her chest as she lost herself to the moment and began to take charge. She pushed me off her and then straddled my hips. She took my cock in one hand and guided it through the lip of her pussy. As I thrust up she descended down on my shaft.

      “Okay, you get your dance now,” she teased me as she began to grind on my cock, going up and down its length. She cooed and moaned each second and all I could do was stare at her gorgeous body swaying and pumping away.

      I loved the way she squeezed her tits with her arms, I loved the way her hair just flowed with the rhythm of her body and I loved the way she would slightly part her lips to let out a gasp or a moan. I loved everything there was about her. I loved her.

      Of course, looking at her bounce just got me even more anxious to plow my way into her. Before long I had my hands on her waist and instead of just letting her bounce I thrust my cock up and deep into her flesh. I began to fuck her like a jackhammer, drilling my cock into her with a violent rage that just made her mouth gape wide open and she screamed her moans until they echoed off the walls.

      “F-fuck me, fuck me!” she screamed out loud and I was one willing to oblige to that request.

      I pushed her down on the bed, took her legs and hung them up on my shoulders. I spread her open and thrust my cock deep into her pussy, feeling the tightness of her walls squeeze my cock with all the might her body could muster. In this position though, her pussy was made even tighter and I could feel it choke my meat as it burrowed its way into her.

      The sensation drove her crazy and she began to claw and grasp at the bed sheet as she spilled her cum all over my cock, down her skin and onto the bed. She was squirting and dripping juices but I still pounded into her until I too could blow my cum into her. I wasn’t satisfied until I spilled all my hot seed in her pussy, on her chest, in her mouth and all over her face. I wouldn’t stop until I could cover her in sweat and all my cum. I wanted to bathe her in my love and my lust.

      She was mine.

      When I felt my cock slide into her orifice, I knew she was mine. When I saw the gold ring wrapped around her finger, I knew she was mine. When I saw her cum and moan out for more, I knew she was mine. Noelle was my wife and I loved her more than anything or anyone in the world.

      At the back of my mind, a victory song rang and it echoed throughout the night. I could feel nothing else but triumph as I now had the wealth that was rightfully mine, a future business that was my own doing and a wife that was not only hot and beautiful but also loving, sweet and smart. This was all a dream come true.
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      They say life is unfair and that we shouldn’t expect it to give us the chance to change everything that ever happened wrong in our lives. People always say that we should accept the crap that life tosses at us and try our best to make a good life out of what we have.

      I am one of the few who can say that saying is utter bullshit.

      When this whole affair started, I was just another young stripper at a club. However, maybe it was because I was the only one who cared to aid a grieving friend or maybe it was just pure luck, Daxter Horndale asked me to meet up with him. That date changed the course of my life forever.

      Hannah once told me that we cheated. He didn’t really deserve his father’s money and I didn’t really do anything to deserve the wealth I have now. We faked our marriage to get here. What she keeps on forgetting was the middle portion of our story, the part where we had to slowly fall in love despite knowing it was all just a show.

      While we did gain the wealth and the Horndale corporation, we didn’t push forward with completely running the whole business. Daxter worked hard with his father to understand how their business worked and they both chose a suitable CEO to work hand-in-hand with them. Daxter could have taken that position but to my delight, he decided to focus on Moda Auteur. He was now the CEO and President of that venture and I became the Vice President.

      Together we managed to take over the fashion world. Every new opportunity available to us we took it and worked hard with our designers and analysts to make sure each step was a success. We even got to sign a deal so that several Hollywood studios would use our clothing as part of their costume wardrobes for some movies.

      For a while, I feared Daxter would get the crazy idea of spending millions on a new home but he once again proved he had matured. He sold our condominium unit and bought a modest two-story home in the suburbs, inside a very elegant neighborhood. It wasn’t that expensive and he didn’t overload the garage with a ton of new cars.

      We did sell my old hunk of junk. In exchange, Daxter bought me a brand new Camaro for my birthday. During the first few days driving it I could only think about how my car might suddenly transform into Bumblebee and Daxter wouldn’t stop teasing me about it. Well, at least that meant that in his eyes I was a hot chick like Megan Fox, right?

      Joel and Carmen finally got to relax now that they weren’t too busy handling the family business. I got to spend a lot of time with Carmen, hanging out at different beach resorts or to just shop whenever we could get out of our houses. Sonya came with us from time to time and it was really delightful to learn that she was done with her next book and that it wasn’t just topping the sales but was also being adapted into a Hollywood movie.

      Of course, there were those nights where we would just feel exhausted and too tired to even have sex. It was those nights where I could expect some plain, good old fun. More often than not, Daxter would drive us out to spend time at Mercury Wild. Jasmine and Lyla had become good friends of mine and over time I got to introduce Hannah as well. Fortunately for us both, they all accepted Hannah too.

      They even asked Hannah if she would prefer to work there instead of continuing her life as a stripper but to nobody’s surprise, she decided to stick with her job. She loved the attention she got from all those men and the tips she was earning covered all of her expenses anyway. At least she did say she wouldn’t ever feel embarrassed to come to me or Daxter in case she ever needed financial help. She even agreed to model for some of the new clothes we were selling.

      Mercury Wild had become a sort of usual joint for us now. It wasn’t just a bar and restaurant. It wasn’t just a rich gentlemen’s club. It kind of became our second home because all our friends were there, not to mention it did have some of the best drinks and the best food in town.

      It was during one of those nights at Mercury Wild that Daxter shared us the big news: Moda Auteur was just listed as the top fastest growing fashion company in the past five years! I never would have expected that level of success but it was one that I was grateful for.

      Well, there was a lot to be grateful for. People almost never get a shot to turn their lives around like this and both Daxter and I succeeded but we only did so because we worked together. It was through our teamwork and through our love that we got to where we were now.

      It was now a year following our wedding and we had made it a point to reenact our wedding during our anniversaries. It may seem silly to some and for others, it could get old really quickly. For us, however, we never wanted to forget the circumstances that got us together and the fake marriage that somehow managed to work out.

      I was just happy that my life had improved. Daxter’s life had improved. We both got into a fake marriage for selfish reasons but in the long run, we fell in love. In my book, that would count as my “happily ever after”, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.

      

      
        - End -
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      When her eyes lock with mine in my office, I know I have to own her.

      

      I am Marcus Phoenix, the so-called silent billionaire. What the world doesn't know is that I have a very peculiar “hobby” behind closed doors.

      In my private lakeside manor I tend to have submissive “pets,” young women who would do anything I command.

      The only problem is that I would get bored of them; their minds would break and the engaging fire of our little play would lose its spark.

      

      And then I meet Natasha. Beautiful, shy, innocent Natasha.

      Her blue eyes, soft lips, and her banging body make me want to dominate her and bend her to my will.

      She needs help, and that put me in the perfect position to make my darkest desires come true.

      

      Guess there's only one thing to do: make her sign the contract and let our game begin...
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      Now she’s broken. I stared at the young girl in front of me, laid out on the bed naked save for the warm blanket over her. A residue of a once warm smile filled her lips and she simply gazed back at me with the blankest stare in her eyes. The blue shine that once glowed in them had long faded. It was like staring into a soulless puppet.

      The longer I looked at her the more I came to realize how far gone she was. Once upon a time she was beautiful, she was strong and she always had an opinion regarding things in the world. It wasn’t so long ago that she would prance around with her chin held high, proudly proclaiming her love for her career.

      She was a doctor, once, but now she was nothing more than a slab of meat, a toy for me to abuse. All the strength, confidence and will had drained out of her very being. Her spirit and energy had slipped away into nothingness. Like a mannequin she merely laid there, not even blinking or mumbling a single word.

      “What a pity,” I then grumbled when I stroked her pretty face. I sighed in pity and regret as I commanded, “Do not move until I leave. I don’t want to hear a single word from you either. You’re a worthless slut and a slave. Understood?”

      “Yes daddy,” was all she whispered and she quickly went back to being the silent, lifeless toy once more.

      I gave her a pat on the cheek and rewarded her obedience with a gentle kiss on her lifeless lips. I looked at them closer and recalled how they had gasped when I beat her and flogged her in the dungeons below. Never did she moan or cry out in pain or pleasure. She took it silently and loved the moment.

      Perhaps I had broken her too soon. It was something for me to ponder about when I had the time and right now I had to go. Immediately I picked up my clothes to get dressed. After I slid my pants back on I checked my watch – it was still eight-thirty in the morning. I still had time for a donut and some coffee before it was time to go to work.

      By the time I had put on my business coat the woman was beginning to drift off. Her eyes were now closed and I could see her chest rise and fall as her breathing calmed down. I had been rough on her this morning but it was what she deserved – no, it was what she lived for. Pleasing me was her sole purpose in life.

      There was just one problem with this obedient little kitten that did everything I asked: she was boring. Where the once a fire burning in her there was now just a dark and empty void. She was breathing but she was essentially a lifeless doll.

      I would have to get rid of her.

      The only problem with that decision was I’d be left without a toy to fuck. I gave her one more look, reminiscing all the moments we had together since I met her and dragged her down into this crazy corner of lust, and realized I’d only hurt her the more I’d get bored with her performance.

      No, I couldn’t harm her more than she could handle. I had broken her will already, that much was obvious, and the best I could do was to turn her over to someone who appreciated broken girls like her. Maybe someone at Mercury Wild would want her.

      I took a moment to reflect upon myself in the mirror. Even as I neared forty, I figured I was still a dashing man with good looks; women always prattled on about my blonde hair and the glow of my blue eyes. Even if they were just toying with my emotions, I at least knew for a fact that I was tall, lean and muscular. I didn’t hit the gym three times a week for nothing, after all.

      When I was done and had my shoes on, I turned off the lights and gave her one last look. She was still in her original position, obeying my every command. Without saying farewell or even uttering her name, I turned off the lights, walked out the door and locked it behind me.

      That was the last time I ever visited her apartment.

      Her name had faded out of memory.

      Never looking back, I descended down the apartment stairs and walked out into the parking lot. There were half a dozen cars parked in the neighborhood, most of them nearly broken down and unused by the families that owned them. It took me no time at all to spot my bright red sports car.

      I checked my watch one more time. There was still time to kill. I then started the car and drove off.
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      “Do you have a toothbrush packed?” my mom called from the downstairs kitchen.

      I rolled my eyes and shouted back, hoping my voice would be heard through the nearly-shut doorway, “I do, mom! I told you like a thousand times already!”

      “I was just checking,” she nonchalantly called back and I heard some kitchen utensils clanging; she must have gone back to baking.

      To be honest, it was a little nice to see my mom being so cheerful. With each item and clothing that I packed into my little luggage I knew I was making it hard for her. I was her little girl and here I was, just turned twenty-one and already leaving for the big city.

      Perhaps it would be best if I headed back downstairs and spent some time with her. Who knew when I’d be home? It could be months or years before I ever get to visit. I quickly stopped packing and headed down.

      My mom was indeed in the middle of baking but I had no clue on what she was trying to conjure up. The kitchen was a mess and her apron was covered in powdered sugar and flour.

      Still, she was adorable-looking. Even at thirty-eight my mom was still a hottie; slim, sexy and had long blonde hair. People say we look the same, down to the blue glint in our eyes and the curves of our bodies that made men drool whenever we passed by. I recalled a time when we both walked into a bar and a guy asked if she was my sister. It was hilarious and sweet at the same time.

      “What are you makin’ mom?” I asked her as I slid on one of the high stools.

      She turned around and saw what I was wearing, “Do you really plan on going to the city wearing a shirt big enough to be a dress?”

      Well, I did have a big football jersey on and a pair of baggy cargo jeans. I looked at her and asked, “What’s wrong with what I’ve got on?”

      “It screams ‘countryside’ all over it,” she answered as she shut the oven off, removed her apron and shooed me off my seat. She then began to push me back up to my bedroom. “Come on, you need to put on something that’ll make you stand out.”

      Just what I needed: fashion advice from my mom.

      As soon as we got into my room she dug through the clothes that I had yet to pack and eventually came up with something for me to wear. However, one of them didn’t seem quite right for her and she took a pair of scissors from the top of my drawers and cut up something with her back turned to me. When she was done she quickly shoved a few things at me and looked at me with impatient eyes.

      “Uh, mom?” I didn’t know what she was waiting for. She just stood in front of me silently.

      “Go on, change,” she ushered with a hand. “Don’t be shy, I’ve seen you naked honey. I’m your mom, after all.”

      I rolled my eyes and realized how silly I was. I blushed back at her but even then I took off my shirt. I didn’t even get to put on the pink tank top my mom gave me when she suddenly stopped me. I looked at her and she had a disappointing look on her face.

      She didn’t say a word and just motioned for me to turn around. I did so and to my surprise she took off my bra.

      “Mom?” I gasped out.

      “Your have nice breasts honey,” she pointed out as she turned me to face her. “A bra will be ridiculous. Besides, you need to learn to flaunt your assets, sweetie. You’re already old enough to drink but you’ve never brought a boyfriend over to house.”

      “I’ve never had one,” I reminded her.

      She hummed in disappointment, “I know. So put yourself out there. Show off a little. Now, let’s work on the jeans.”

      I slid on the tank top and took off my jeans. I tossed them to the side. It kind of hurt me to see them thrown down – they’ve been my favorite since I was sixteen – but I guess my mom was right. I did have a nice body but I always hid it underneath big, baggy clothes.

      My eyes went wide when I saw the cloth she had cut and chopped with the scissors. It was one of my old denim shorts. When I put them on they were so short they could have been panties. I felt a little awkward and when I took a step I worried I’d get a wedgie. I turned to look at my butt just to make sure my ass cheeks were covered.

      This whole outfit was so freaking revealing.

      “I look like I belong in a ‘Dukes of Hazard’ episode,” I told my mom. “I can’t possibly go to the city like this.”

      She smiled and suddenly gave my ass a slap, “Sure you can. Trust me, no matter what kind of business you want to open in the city you’re bound to succeed. You’ve got bigger brains than my tits combined, sweetheart. But you also got to be confident. This will help you, trust me.”

      I looked at myself in the mirror. She was right though; I did look really pretty. The shorts made my long legs stand out and both my hair and big breasts were noticeable with the tiny top. Maybe if I had the confidence – and the height – I could be a model.

      “Okay,” I sighed and caved in. “I’ll keep this on only if you let me have one of those cookies you’re making downstairs.”

      My mom giggled and relented. She took me by the arm and we headed down to have ourselves a quick little snack.

      It was just an hour later that I had to bid her farewell.

      By sunset I was on a bus and on my way to the big city. Seated there, all I could think about during the ride was how all my dreams were about to come true.
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      I looked at the calendar on my laptop. I groaned when I saw it was still Wednesday. Most people hate Mondays because it was the start of the workweek. I hated Wednesdays the most because it was smack-dab in the middle of the week. I was already exhausted but there were still two more days before I could sit back and relax.

      Ring!

      Lazily I picked up the landline phone on my office desk and greeted, “Good afternoon, thank you for calling Phoenix Banking. My name is Marcus Phoenix, how may I help you?”

      As I expected, it was another wannabe businessman hoping I could help him secure a loan and start up his dream. Unfortunately, his business of “automated pick-up lines via text messages” didn’t sound viable enough for me to sign on. I had to politely decline but I did refer him to a colleague of mine who did take on such bizarre clients.

      When I put the phone back down I looked at my laptop real quick. There weren’t any new emails coming in and my pile of work for the day was long done. I take pride in being a quick worker but that did leave me with one issue: now I had nothing to do.

      I picked up the phone again and dialed for an internal number. My secretary, Felicia, instantly picked up and greeted me with her usual dry tone.

      “Sir?”

      “I’m going to call it a day. Could you stay around for at least another hour and then go ahead and close down the office?” I told her and then put the phone back down. I gathered my important papers and neatly slid them into a folder before I got up, put on my coat and walked out of my office.

      Felicia was by her desk, typing away – probably fixing my schedule for next week or inputting the data about our recent clients into our database. I simply gave her desk a tap and then nodded farewell at her before I walked out of the waiting area and out into the parking lot.

      The cold wind blasted my face as soon as I stepped out and I couldn’t help but sigh in relief. My office wasn’t small by any means – it was probably the biggest banking office owned and run by a single man in this entire city, to be honest – but it still felt claustrophobic at times. Maybe it was time I hired a few rookie bankers to work under me so I could take some time off. It’d be nice to be a real “boss” man for a change.

      I hopped into my car and drove off. I wandered around aimlessly for a few minutes as I tried to enjoy the freedom I had of working for no one but myself. I even plugged in my smartphone to the dashboard and played some classic rock to really set the mood.

      After a few minutes, I realized I was a little thirsty. Without even thinking, I took the next exit off the main highway and drove off to the city outskirts, which was where my favorite bar and restaurant was. There was no better place to get hammered than Mercury Wild.

      I sped through the traffic, weaving in and out so I could get there quickly. Even then, the congestion was thick and it was nearly six o’clock by the time I got there. The sun was going down and by now there might already be too many people in the bar for me to have a moment all to myself.

      The parking lot was slightly filled but not as bad as I thought it would be. That got me to sigh in relief. I parked close to the entrance and then walked in.

      Immediately, I was greeted by the familiar dim lights, the sound of a live band playing in the center and the sight of numerous gorgeous girls going around having drinks and dancing to the music. A lot of the tables were already filled but I fortunately found a corner where I could sit.

      That corner was already occupied but it was my friend Daxter. He was a former firefighter turned model. He just recently quit that life, however, when his elder brother died and he became the sole heir to the family business. He and his wife, Noelle, launched a fashion company that quickly took the world by storm.

      “Hey,” I greeted them both with a smile as I sat down at their table.

      “You look tired,” Noelle greeted. She slid me an extra bottle of beer.

      I took it without second thought and gulped down. “Yeah,” I admitted. “Well, ‘bored’ is the better word, I guess.”

      “You know why you’re bored?” Daxter asked. He then answered his own question, “It’s because you’re a billionaire working in a tiny-ass office. Dude, you can afford hiring a dozen staff members to do all your work for you.”

      I rolled my eyes and tried to explain, “Yeah, sure, but there’s no guarantee my employees would be as good as I am. I want to maintain a level of quality and the more I hire the less likely I’ll have quality control.”

      Noelle wagged a finger, “No one is going to be as good as you are. You’re the best banker there is. You helped us when we thought our fashion business was so extravagant no one would invest in it. You proved us wrong. You got us investors. You got us a big loan.”

      Maybe they were right.

      Maybe it was time I used my money and expanded my business. I was thinking of hiring some people just a while ago, after all. This was just confirming my own thoughts.

      “I can handle at least one more client on my own,” I then decided. “I’ll go solo for just one more. Whether it works out or not I’ll put in the dough and expand.”

      Little did I know my next client would be the one to change everything.
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      “How old did you say you were again?” I looked at the loan officer and repeated myself again, “I’m twenty-one. It was just my birthday two weeks ago.”

      He was a little bit on the old side, with a balding head and a beer belly. The man scrunched up his face, looked at my application again and then handed it back to me.

      “Look here, I really want to help you; I do. I think you’ve got a really nice idea that could be profitable. However, you’re young, you’re not even done with college and you’ve got no business experience.”

      Oh shit. He was going to reject my loan application. I did my best to distract him and maybe get him on my side. I leaned in a little closer and pressed my arms against my tits, hoping he’d see my cleavage more through the tight white shirt I had on. I then looked up at him with big puppy eyes and fluttered my eyelashes his way.

      “Cute,” he said when he noticed me trying to flirt with him. “I’m gay. The answer’s no.”

      So once again I got ‘no’ for an answer. This was the fourth bank agent I’ve been to ever since I got in the city and it was the fourth loan officer to turn my loan application down. I walked into this bank with a lot of optimism and had to walk out sulking and cold.

      At least I felt glad for wearing those skimpy shorts my mom gave me. It was blistering hot today and I’d probably had passed out if I was wearing anything thicker.

      I hung my head low and just sighed in sorrow as I walked over to the bus stop. The only person there was another girl, around my age, sitting on the bench. She was taller than me and had on a cute black leather outfit. She seemed kind of goth to me but I wasn’t so sure.

      Not wanting to bug her, I just sat down on the bench and waited for the bus to arrive. She didn’t even look up at me when I got near – she just stared at her phone as she continued to chat with someone online.

      Seeing her use her phone made me want one as well. I had one before but it was my mom’s and I had to give it back when I left home. Maybe if I had one I could apply for a loan online and at least chat with some of my friends. At least then I wouldn’t feel so depressed.

      Fifteen minutes passed by silently and the bus finally came. I got on, paid and took a seat in the middle. There weren’t a lot of passengers and I got to sit down alone. The goth girl sat all the way in the back and didn’t seem to care about anything else in the world except for the person she was chatting with. She just kept on typing away without a worry in the world.

      As the bus began to move I leaned back on my seat and began to ponder about my decision. Maybe it was the wrong idea to come here. Maybe I should have listened to my aunt and just finished studying at the community college. At least in a year or two I’d be done and could work as a nurse instead of waiting tables while hoping someone would grant me a business loan.

      I gazed out the bus window and watched as the buildings whirled by. I was starting to get a little hungry but when I checked my wallet I only had a few dollars left. I didn’t want to use my credit card again because that too was almost at its limit. The pain only grew worse when the bus drove by a large pizza place and a burger joint downtown. My mouth was watering and the empty feeling in my gut was getting cold and heavy.

      But then I saw a sign. At first it looked pretty small but the words still stood out to me. In yellow and red font it read “Phoenix Banking wants to make your dreams come true! We’ll handle all your loans, investments and banking needs.”

      Those words were like a gift from the heavens.

      I quickly got up from my seat, pressed the button to halt the vehicle and waved at the front of the bus. The bus driver saw me and gave a nod as he slowly parked to the side of the road. I ran up and out of the bus, giving the driver a smile before the doors shut and he drove away.

      “Phoenix Banking, huh?” I commented to myself. I looked across the street and saw a small office sandwiched between a Laundromat and a salon. I raised an eyebrow in suspicion but figured there was nothing else to lose at this point. With a shrug I carefully crossed the street.

      Fortunately the place was still open and there wasn’t a single other client in sight. I did see a woman sitting behind the desk and she greeted me with a dry glance.

      “Sit down, miss,” she instructed me as she continued to stare at my outfit. I sat down and watched as the lady picked up her landline phone, dialed an extension number and informed the person on the other end, “We got someone here. You want me to let her in?”

      There was a pause, she went “uh-huh” and “okay” and then ended the call. The lady then pointed to a hallway to her left, “Go ahead, lady. Just go down this hallway and enter the door to the far left. Mr. Phoenix will be waiting there for you.”

      I gave her a smile and walked down the hallway.
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      A big heavy stack of papers rested on my desk. It seemed remarkable to me that I just had to have the biggest load of work on a Friday afternoon. The only good thing was that once these were done I’d have a blank schedule for at least three weeks.

      Ring!

      I picked up the phone. It was Felicia and apparently we had a client out in the waiting area. Not only was it a female but a walk-in client too. I checked my watch – there was still a good thirty minutes before closing time – and told Felicia to go ahead and let the woman in.

      With the few minutes I had before the client walked in I brushed my hair, fixed my dress shirt and tossed my cup of soda into the trashcan. For a moment I tapped my fingers on the desk but then hurriedly pushed the stacks of paper away. Some of them I had to just drop behind me, leaning them against the wall. Now my desk was clean and ready.

      The door opened. An angel walked in. By God was she freaking beautiful. The woman – no, girl – had shiny, long blonde hair and stood around five-feet and two-inches or so but even then she had these nice, slender long legs. At least they looked that way because of her high heel pump sneakers and the extremely short denim shorts she had on. The girl had gigantic tits and they were even more noticeable with her tight white shirt and no bra. Oh yeah, I could see that. Her nipples pressed so hard against the fabric it was like she was begging for men to ogle at her.

      However, it was her eyes that really got me. They were bright blue and as deep as the oceans. There was a peculiar glow in them that made them shine like no other I had ever seen in my life. They went well with her cute pink lips and milky white skin.

      “Come in,” I told her when I saw she was just standing at the door. I then gestured at the chair by my desk and said, “I’m Marcus. Take a seat.”

      She sat down and bit down on her lip. Looking at her like that was starting to get me horny. I wanted to slam her against the table, rip her clothes off and fuck her raw. The girl then pushed a folder my way.

      “H-hi,” she greeted but she kept her gaze down, never looking at me in the eye. “I’m Natasha Benning. I just want to get a business loan and start my business but none of the banks I’ve been to have granted me one. They all say I have a good business proposal but they still decline my application.”

      It took me no longer than a minute to see why they’d reject her offers. She was below twenty-five, she didn’t have a college degree and she wasn’t a business professional. She had no formal business training, no managing experience to speak of and no collateral other than her car.

      I then skimmed through her proposal. She did have an impressive idea at hand – she aimed to launch an online system that helped customers pick a tattoo and then she’d be the artist to apply it. That meant she had skill. She did have a certificate proving she studied tattooing as a vocational course and she did undertake the required licensure examinations and health inspections. She had all that going for her.

      Still, she was a risk and it was no surprise all those banks denied her. Lenders like us require cash flow to support repayment of the loan.

      “What would you do if you really can’t get a loan?” I asked her.

      Natasha looked up at me briefly and then hurriedly looked back down, staring at her shoes as she answered, “I might just go back home, finish community college and find a job some where.”

      Seeing such a gorgeous bombshell withering away in a community college and waiting tables would be a waste. She was young, gorgeous and had a certain shyness in her that really tugged at me. She’d make a beautiful slave if I could have her.

      “Then I better make sure we get the money,” I told her with a deep and commanding voice.

      I couldn’t grant her a business loan with my own bank. Although the amount she needed was ignorable, she didn’t have enough credit scores, and I had my own principles and rules when it comes to business and those could never be broken. I did want to help her, though. I quickly thought about other options I had. There was another funding option – get a personal loan with private institutional or individual lenders.

      I pulled my little notebook out of my coat pocket and glimpsed at all the businessmen and women I could talk to. Maybe some of them could finance this little venture. “I’ll set up a meeting with possible lenders and then I’ll contact you regarding where we stand. Sign this form, leave your number and address, and I’ll call you.”

      Natasha did so quickly, obediently, and looked back at me with a bright but nervous smile. It was addicting to witness and I had to look down when I noticed I had been staring perhaps a little too long at her.

      She then stood up and reached out with her hand. I promptly shook it and watched as she turned around and walked out of the office. I stood there still, mesmerized by her presence, and soaked in her fragrance left behind. She smelled like lilacs in the rain.

      I was freaking hard. If I could I would bang the living shit out of that girl. I’d tie her down, whip her until her ass got swelling red and then fuck her until she screamed for more. I wanted to take that cute little lady and fill her up with my cum and make her swallow like an obedient bitch.

      Oh well. I had other things to do right now. If I wanted the chance to talk to her again I’d have to help her out with her request.

      Quickly I sat back down and started dialing numbers to organize that meeting.
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      I couldn’t believe he agreed to help me. The whole time I was on the bus heading home I couldn’t help but think about the opportunities laid out in front of me. Should he prove successful then the rest would be smooth sailing for the rest of the year. I could setup the tattoo shop, introduce the new innovations I had in mind and then eventually hire one other tattoo artist to help me out.

      Even though I was alone I couldn’t help but hum a few tunes during the ride. It was hard to hold in the joy and excitement bursting from within. I was giddy and I just couldn’t wait for Marcus to call me back and give me the good news. I was sure he would be able to find a way to finance my proposal. He was a famous banker and financial advisor after all.

      Yet he didn’t look like one.

      Now that I really thought about it, he looked more like a super model. He had those really big muscles and deep eyes that melted me in a way no man had ever done before.

      He was really hot.

      I looked around the bus and saw some good-looking men in there, but none of them had the same commanding presence and masculinity that Marcus had. He was the epitome of manliness, all the way from the way he looked at me and the way he would flex before handing me papers to sign.

      I couldn’t help but giggle when I realized I was slightly turned on by him. He really was handsome after all and he had the body of a football quarterback. When I shut my eyes I could already imagine just how built his muscles would look underneath his business attire. If he were to hold me I’d look like a petite little toy compared to his monstrous body. I’d be a tiny girl to his barbarian.

      Around fifteen more minutes passed and I was finally back home in my snug little apartment. Not wanting to wait, I tossed my things to the side and picked up my phone. I dialed and in a few moments my mom picked up on the other end.

      “Hello?” she asked.

      “Hi mom,” I greeted her. I couldn’t hold in the excitement any longer and said, “Guess what?”

      “What?” even though I couldn’t see her I could picture her smiling and rolling her eyes.

      I kept the phone on and walked over to the couch. I snuggled up to a pillow and continued on, “I met this really handsome banker and he promised he’d help me get a business loan. I was like on the edge of giving up and everything but then I saw his office and decided to just go in. You know, like what the heck was I going to lose by trying?”

      My mom got ecstatic about the news, “Really? Oh my, that’s so good! So, tell me all about this banker guy. How hot is he, sweetcake?”

      I rolled my eyes and giggled, “Mom! I got a chance of opening my dream business and all you got out all of that was the bit about a hot guy?”

      “What can I say? I’m just so happy that my lovely daughter finally meets a steamy hot hunk.”

      I laughed. My mom was never one to shy away from a good-looking man. Maybe it kept her happy and that was why she still looked so young. She was gorgeous for a woman her age.

      “Well, he’s around forty or something, has blonde hair and blue eyes,” I described Marcus to her. “He’s also really big and muscular. I don’t know, he’s got this look like a football player or a lumberjack, you know? Not really that of a banker or pencil-pusher.”

      She shrieked at that, “Oh my, God! Honey, you shouldn’t just be settling a loan with him – you ought to be dropping your panties and dating him!”

      “Mom!” I felt a little embarrassed about my mom talking to me that way but deep inside I did feel like she was right. I did indeed find Marcus really attractive.

      “Okay, he is hot but I can’t just flirt with my banker like that.”

      Of course, my mom didn’t see things that way.

      She simply told me, “Why not? You’re young and beautiful. You can flirt with anyone you like, sweetie.”

      I hummed in amusement and just told her, “Well, I got to prepare some documents and stuff, mom. I’ll call you back when I get an update from the banker, okay? It won’t take long. I might get to go back to his office tomorrow afternoon or the day after.”

      “What else do you need to prepare?” she asked.

      “Well, if he gets some people I can borrow money from, I need to present my business proposal and show them how and when I can pay them back,” I explained. “I need to read up on how to do all that.”

      Fortunately my mom understood I was busy and how excited I was. She ended the call and agreed to wait for my update in the next few days.

      Beaming with excitement, I headed to the room where I turned on my laptop and got to work.
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      “Come on, when have I ever failed you?” I asked the person on the phone.

      “Mr. Phoenix, we at Valiant Marketing Incorporated appreciate all of the help you’ve done for us,” answered the lady on the other end. “I just can’t see this working for us. You’ve got a promising prospect here but the girl has no business experience or training.”

      I clenched my hand into a fist and tried to reason out, “Come on, Claire, you’re missing the point. She’s a talented tattoo artist and the market is prime for her to take.”

      She didn’t let go of her stand on the matter and said, “I’m sorry, but we can’t take that risk. Thank you, Mr. Phoenix. Good luck.”

      As soon as she ended the call I slammed the phone down and growled in disgust and disappointment. That was the eighth person I called today and it was the eighth person who declined from giving Natasha Benning the loan she needed for her business.

      The meeting I held was also a disaster. I was thinking about how poorly it went when Felicia buzzed me and notified me that Natasha was in the waiting area. I looked up at the wall clock and realized it was already a little past four o’clock in the afternoon.

      I hit the buzzer and told Felicia to let her in. As I waited, I opened my desk drawer and pulled out a contract I had made earlier. If all else failed, this would be my final trump card. To be completely honest, I was hoping I’d get to use this contract.

      When she walked in, I couldn’t help but feel my cock get hard. She was wearing a very light, cropped white tank top that fully revealed her navel and her cleavage. Not only that, but her shorts were so tight and cropped as well that they could have been denim panties. The best thing was how they showcased her beautiful legs. She was a petite little girl but her legs were so smooth and delicious to look at.

      It was such a struggle to not grab my junk and masturbate right then and there.

      I cleared my throat and gestured for her to sit on the other side of my desk. As she did I shook her hand and said, “Well, good afternoon, Ms. Benning.”

      “Good day, Mr. Phoenix,” she greeted and I shuddered to hear her ever-so-seductive voice. “How did the meeting go?”

      I felt a heavy metal ball sink in my chest as I was forced to explain, “It was a disaster. No one came. Not a single soul was interested and I was all alone in that conference room. When I called them back and asked why they didn’t come, they all said they like your proposal but didn’t feel confident to lend money to you.”

      Natasha’s glowing smile and energetic mood instantly died. I saw her slump back on the chair and even in that quick moment I could see the welling of tears in her eyes. She then asked, “But why? I thought you were the best banker in the country?”

      I nodded and tried to reason out with her, “I am but even then it’s hard to get people who would give out a loan on a risky business.”

      “Are there really no other options?” she asked.

      I could see the desperation in her eyes and that’s what ignited the fire of lust in me. I knew I had her right in the palm of my hands now. She was so desperate to get this business thing to work that I knew I could push her to do anything I wanted if I presented them in the right light.

      My fingers traced over the contract I had in hand.

      Perhaps this was the right time to put it out. I was tempted to show it to her the first time we met but it would have been too soon. Maybe now, with her at this low point, I could persuade her to consider it.

      “What if I tell you I can get you a loan and make this tattoo business and mobile app thing a reality?” I asked her.

      “What if I tell you I can secure you the money and guarantee you’ll start seeing a profit in less than three months?”

      Natasha then looked up and for the first time she dared to stare straight at me in the eye. Where once there was shyness wading in the shadows there was now determination burning. Her timid presentation shifted with her stare and for the first time I saw her as a roaring lion ready to pounce on her prey.

      “I would do anything just to get the money and make this business work. Do you really think you can get me the money, sir?” she asked.

      Goose bumps crawled up my skin when I heard her call me “sir.” It made me giddy inside knowing how it sounds now. If she agrees to sign this contract, the first thing I’ll train her to do is to call me “sir” every time she spoke to me.

      I nodded at her and then said, “I most definitely can get it done. However, there is a price to pay and I don’t mean money.”

      “What…what do you mean?” she asked me with a quivering tone.

      I looked at her straight in the eye, “I want to own you.”
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      My body began to tremble although I wasn’t sure if it was due to fear or nervousness. I couldn’t handle his strong stare any longer and quickly looked down, keeping my gaze on my shoes. The fact that he was hot as fuck didn’t help one bit.

      “What do you mean?” I asked Marcus.

      “You heard me,” he then answered. His voice was sterner, more commanding than earlier. “I want to own you. Be my slave and do as I please and I will get you the money you need.”

      I swallowed hard and tried to assess what he meant. I’ve never in my life been faced with this kind of sexual confrontation before.

      “What? I… I don’t even know how to be a slave, sir,” I tried to reason out. I’ve never had a boyfriend before, let alone have sex and do anything as wild as he was proposing.

      Marcus then waved a paper in front of me and explained, “How about this then: we’ll make an agreement. I’ll secure your business if you become my sex slave.”

      Thoughts rapidly shot to and fro in my mind as I tried to understand what he was proposing. Was he seriously asking me for a sexual favor?

      Uncertain, I looked up and saw him holding a pen and handing it out to me. Not wanting to infuriate him I took it and grabbed the paper he had as well.

      “You’ll really help me out then?” I tried to get my mind back on track. That was when I realized I was walking myself into a trap. What the fuck did I just say? Did I really just hint I’d agree to this?

      Marcus nodded and further explained, “I’m going to give you a questionnaire later and it will tackle all of the dos and don’ts of the agreement. Right now I’ll let you read this little contract I’ve prepared while you were mumbling to yourself.”

      He then pointed to the sheet of paper I took from him. I quickly looked down and realized he had scribbled a ton of notes for me to go over.

      First I had to sign the contract confirming I was giving him permission to treat me fully as his slave. That meant surrendering my body to him for his pleasure. That alone was hard for me to swallow and I grit my teeth just to move on and read the succeeding lines.

      The next line then made things a little more clear: I’d only have to submit to him for thirty-nine days. After that I could always leave. However, he on the other hand was bound to help me secure my tattoo business until it was profitable. It’d be a win-win situation for me.

      Well, a win-win situation considering I had to let him use my body.

      “Sign the paper, serve me and I’ll make sure your dreams come true,” he insisted. His voice was deep and commanding. It was a little scary not to just write my name on the sheet and call it a day.

      I took a moment to breathe. I shut my eyes and tried to calm myself so I could think about my two main options here. Either I took this opportunity right in front of me but it meant giving up a lot or I could leave and try to go back bugging the bank agents and end up retreating home as a loser. I tried to think about what my aunts and cousins would say. No, I couldn’t go back now. I needed to prove them that I was an independent woman who had the capability of starting her own business.

      “There’s one thing I have to tell you before I sign this paper, sir,” I told him. I tried to muster as much confidence and strength as I could but even then my voice quivered. I could feel my legs begin to shake and I had to fight the urge to bite my fingernails.

      Marcus lifted my face up with a finger and said, “Be a good little girl and tell me.”

      “I’m a virgin, sir,” I admitted.

      He immediately leaned back on his seat, looked at me with squinted eyes and then grinned at me. I would never forget the look on his face as he did – his grin was wicked to the core and even then I could feel the lust burning in his eyes. I felt naked and exposed under his stare.

      “Very good,” he finally said. He never kept his gaze off me, even as he continued, “Sign the paper. I’ll secure you a business loan in seven days; that I can guarantee right off the bat.”

      Seven days? How could he get it done so fast? The other banker I spoke to said that even if I got approved my application would still take at least two weeks to process. I looked at Marcus and tried to meet his gaze but he never turned away. Afraid he’d get offended I turned my gaze away.

      “S-sir, what assurance do I get?” I asked him as I stared down at my shoes.

      “Let me put it to you this way,” he then replied. “I’m the one who put Daxter and Noelle Horndale on the map. I’m the one who helped Trevor Wild build Mercury Wild into the establishment it is today.”

      Those were two famous billionaires. My mind exploded when I heard they got their help from Marcus. If he really did help them then he must be rich himself too… so why was his office so tiny and old? It made me a little curious about him and at the same time a little more confident in his ability to stay true to his word.

      “Does this mean you can essentially rape me?” I had to ask.

      Marcus shook his head and elaborated further, “No. That’s not what this contract is for. It means you’re giving me the right to treat you as my sex slave and yes, that means being rough with you and punishing you. However, it also means I need to reward you when you’ve performed well and to ensure you are always safe. It isn’t just about me getting what I want. We both have to be sexually pleased and excited. It’s a two-way thing and if I’m the only one happy then it doesn’t work.”

      I bit down on my lip, looked at the contract and asked him, “And if I don’t sign?”

      “Then there’s nothing more I can do for you.”

      Well, fuck. What was sex anyway? Everybody did it. I was bound to do it anyway, especially with the way my mom dressed me up. I might as well use it to get what I fucking want.

      I looked at Marcus one more time. Would it hurt to be his sex slave, anyway? He was hot and I did feel attracted to him. When I talked to my mom she did say I had the freedom to flirt with whoever the fuck I wanted. If I was going to enjoy my first time having sex then I might as well do it with a guy I liked, right?

      Even then I could feel my pussy getting a little moist and warm. I was turned on just by looking at him and being within five feet of him. How much more would I be engrossed to actually lose my virginity to him? This indeed was be a win-win situation for me in the end.

      I took a deep breath, then gripped the pen and signed my name on the contract.
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      I couldn't help but grin when I saw her signing her name on the paper. I wasn’t going to let the opportunity slip by, but I didn’t expect things to be going so smoothly. Once again I looked at Natasha. She was the embodiment of lust and would make the perfect slut-slave. She had nice long hair, piercing blue eyes, long legs but a petite, little frame. Her tiny body made her round ass and big tits stand out even more. I could only imagine what her virgin pussy would taste like.

      My eyes lingered and I noticed she was trembling. She always kept her head down too. This meant she was a shy little girl and that made it all more exciting.

      “Good. Now, let us begin,” I told her as I grabbed the contract. I stood up from my desk, headed to the photocopy machine in the corner and made one copy. I slid the copy into my desk drawer and then handed the original contract to Natasha, “Keep a hold of this. Now, let’s go.”

      She didn’t seem to understand the words as she simply stared at me. I waved the paper in front of her face and it took a moment for her to snap back to reality. Natasha looked up at me with a blank stare and it occurred to me she didn’t hear a damn thing I said.

      “Take this, let’s go,” I repeated.

      Natasha took her contract, folded it and slid it into the back pocket of her shorts. She got up and asked, “Wait… we’re starting this now?”

      I put on my business coat and grabbed my wallet and keys, “Yes. Come on, let’s get out of here. I’ll tell you more in the car.”

      She seemed a little timid and hesitant about leaving but when I pushed her forward she quickly complied. That further cemented a perception that began brewing in my head since she first walked in: she may be naturally submissive but just not aware of it yet. I’ll have to explore that trait of hers more.

      Natasha kept her head down even as we reached the waiting area. She turned slightly to the side, probably hoping to avoid direct face-to-face contact with Felicia. I, on the other hand, waved off at my secretary.

      “I’ll be discussing business with Ms. Benning outside,” I told Felicia as I led Natasha out the main door. “Go ahead and finish up and then close the office down. Don’t forget to lock the door.”

      Felicia didn’t even look up from her monitor when she replied, “Sure thing, boss.”

      I glimpsed at Felicia real quick and pondered if she wondered where I was taking Natasha. The uninterested look on her face, however, told me she didn’t give a damn. Felicia was hot but damn so cold-hearted too. The only instance I ever saw her smile and get excited was when she won a Bingo game on her phone… and yeah, that was it.

      “Where’s your car?” I asked Natasha.

      She shook her head, “Didn’t bring it.”

      “Why not? How did you get here?” I asked her further.

      Natasha just shrugged and replied, “It’s my only collateral. I didn’t want to risk it getting damaged or something. I took the bus.”

      Well, at least she was being careful. I took her by the hand and pulled her across the parking lot and towards my car. When she finally caught sight of the red two-door sports vehicle Natasha squeezed my hand and squealed.

      I turned around with a curiously raised eyebrow, “Never ridden a Ferrari before?”

      Natasha bit down on her lip, containing her excitement. It was a little surprising to see, given how she was just a timid little pipsqueak moments ago in the office. Maybe she had forgotten all about surrendering her virginity to me the moment she saw the car.

      I took out my car keys, hit the remote button and unlocked the doors. I stepped into the driver’s seat and put on my seatbelt as I waited for Natasha to get in the passenger seat.

      Natasha was nibbling on her nails. She kept her gaze down, never looking up at me even when she was excited to be in my car, and remained silent. I could tell she was still processing everything going on.

      “Let me tell you two important things,” I explained. “From now on, you call me ‘sir’ or ‘daddy’ and I better hear those words every time you’ve got something to say. Secondly, you are my slut. Whatever name you have or whatever your mom called you it’s time to throw it out of the window. You are a slut and you will refer to yourself as that. So tell me – what are you?”

      “I-I’m your slut, daddy,” Natasha weakly answered.

      Hearing her say those words sent a chill up my spine. It was like a dream come true. Now it was time for her to prove that she was my little toy.
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      Before long we reached the opposite end of town. When I looked out the window I quickly noticed how extravagant the houses were in this side of the city. Almost every single one of them that we passed by looked like it belonged to a millionaire. They were all elaborately big and beautiful with their own lavish luxuries like swimming pools, mini-golf courses and more.

      I really shouldn’t expect anything less from Marcus Phoenix. If he was who he said he was then he must have been a billionaire himself, working behind the scenes as a financer for multiple companies and rich individuals. It was remarkable that he still took on small-time clients such as myself.

      That made me wonder – were there others before me and what became of them?

      Unfortunately, I didn’t have the time to think about those questions. As I stared out the window Marcus drove us through a large pair of black metal gates. Two guards opened them and welcomed us in. The car continued on through a long driveway until we came up to a giant bungalow sitting by a lake. Most of the house was made of dark glass walls, making it look sleek and modern… and cold.

      Marcus parked the car in a separate garage, where I saw he owned six other vehicles, and then looked over at me.

      “Welcome to your new home, slut,” was all he said before he led me into his home.
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      The house was dark with only some dimmed lights in the hallways. I did have a butler to clean up the place but he resided in the rest house near the garage. This place – my center of relaxation and the one corner where I can be myself – was mine.

      I led Natasha down the living room and the main hallway. At the very end we came to a small door. I had Natasha open it and urged her to go in first. She entered in and descended down a set of stairs that led to the basement. I flicked on the switch by the side of the stairs to turn on the basement lights.

      With observant eyes I watched Natasha’s eyes grow wide with surprise. She looked at the basement for a quick moment and turned around to look back at me. I simply gestured for her to continue on down.

      My basement was no cold and empty storage room. No, it was the epitome of my raving lust. Natasha passed by the first of my toys – a stockade where I could lock her neck and arms in – and she then came to bear witness to my desk of vibrators and dildos. Now this was the true gem of my not-so-humble abode.

      Natasha said nothing but even then I could hear her breathing, as it got faster and weaker. She must have felt scared and nervous – the very emotions I wanted to instill in her very being.

      I then reached out and took her hand. The girl looked at me with fear in her blue eyes but I did not falter in leading her to her fate. Soon we were at the farthest corner of the basement, in a section I had designed solely for training new slaves such as her.

      This corner had a single low table, almost like a coffee table except that the surface was slightly cushioned. The two walls that met at this corner were covered from ceiling to floor with mirrors. The ceiling – or at least twenty square feet of the ceiling – was also layered with mirrors.

      Without a word, I pushed her to the table and made her lay down on her back. It wasn’t big enough for her to lie down comfortably but that was exactly the point of this contraption. I made her raise her legs and spread them wide, making her realize she was in the perfect missionary position on this table.

      “W-what are we going to do?” Natasha asked with a wavering, weak voice.

      I hushed at her, pressing my finger to my lips to keep her silent. “Stay right there,” I then told her as I walked over to one of the nearby drawers. Opening the upper-most drawer I scoured through the numerous sex toys and gadgets available. I only needed one and eventually I found it buried underneath a pile of unused egg vibrators.

      My cock was getting excited. It throbbed in my pants and in mere moments I felt it grow hard and ready to strike. I felt the anxiety to plow right into her right then and there but I had to take it nice and slow. Otherwise I would end up with another broken doll.

      In my hands were a black blindfold and two pairs of pink, furry handcuffs. I headed back to Natasha and used the cuffs to bound her wrists to the legs of the table. Now only her legs were free but even she knew she couldn’t escape now.

      I then took the blindfold and prepared to wrap it around her eyes. She suddenly flinched for a second, purely out of instinct. For that quick moment she tried to pull her face back and away from the blindfold. I slapped her across the face.

      Slap!

      The music of the hit was gorgeous to behold and I couldn’t help but grin when I saw the shock on her face. The moment of defiance, even if it was just for a fraction of a second, had quickly evaporated and I could see the fear in her had grown.

      When I tried to apply the blindfold again, she no longer resisted. It was pleasing to see how quickly she learned how this worked. All of the fury in her gaze had dissipated into fear and willingness to obey.

      “I-I can’t see,” she muttered softly.

      “That’s what happens when you wear a blindfold,” I found her statement of the obvious a little ridiculous. It was cute, though, and she must have just spat out anything to keep her nerves calm.

      I then took a pair of scissors from the drawers and slowly circled around her, never letting her know where I was exactly. She kept on turning her head to and fro, perhaps trying to anticipate where I’d come from. Perhaps she expected me to shove my cock right into her mouth.

      To her surprise, I came from above. I clipped her top off, cutting it off quickly so I could toss them to the side. It was pleasant to see how she wore no bra underneath. I felt a sudden elation upon seeing her perky tits bounce in front of me. I wanted to lean down and give them a lick but I had to be patient and take this slowly.

      Natasha shivered and I acknowledged it was indeed cold down here. There was nothing I could do about it though; she’d warm up very soon anyway, with what I had planned for her.

      I then took the pair of scissors and quickly got to snipping off her shorts. They were made of denim and it took me more than a while to successfully rip through the fabric. When I did, it was my most pleasant discovery to see she was wearing a kinky purple lacy thong underneath.

      I took that off too and got a good look at her clean-shaven and surprisingly moist pussy.
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      I felt nothing but the cold touch of the air. He had taken everything from me; he had clipped away all my clothes, he had taken away my sight and made me feel as helpless as I had ever been in my life.

      Maybe I was – I did allow him to do all this to me just so I could secure a business loan. Why did I ever stoop so low?

      That was when I felt the warm moisture between my own legs. I could not help but bite down on my lip when a thought crept up into my mind: was this turning me on?

      “Ah!” I cried out in shock when I felt his finger slide down the very lips of my pussy. It felt thick and strong, and it parted my soft lips with ease. He simply let it slide down the length of my slit, soaking up the juices as I squirmed and moaned in shame.

      “You blush,” he told me as he took his finger back. I tried to move my head around but the blindfold prevented me from seeing where he was. “You’re a virgin but already so warm and wet. I wonder how often you fantasize about sex.”

      I refused to answer that. I may have given him my body but I won’t let him play his mind games over me.

      “Silent,” he then said. “Perhaps you think you’ll come out on top after all this. Let me warn you as early as now: there is no winning here. You have already lost the moment you walked into my office. You are mine. You are my slut. Say it.”

      I shook my head. I wouldn’t give in so easily.

      Slap!

      “Aah, fuck!” I cried out in pain when he slapped my face.

      Slap!

      “F-fuck!” I shouted once again when he slapped my tits. The sting burned so painfully on my skin and nipples I thought I was going to go crazy. It was only then I realized he didn’t use his hand – he had hit me with his belt.

      “I-I’m your slut, daddy,” I surrendered.

      Almost as if a mockery of my shame I felt him pull my legs and drag me closer to the edge of the tiny table I rest on. Marcus then hoisted my legs up high and he hung them both on his shoulders. For a moment he didn’t move and I could only assume he was admiring my body – or at least my pussy, perhaps.

      Then I felt his cock as it slide through the folds of my tender womanhood. I squirmed as I tried to move and avoid his assault but I was locked in place, blinded and helpless. I tried to scream but every time I opened my mouth he rewarded me with a slap or he’d twist my nipples.

      He then took me. I felt my world spin when he broke through my hymen and a sea of pain washed over my body as he continued to thrust and plow his massive meat deep into my walls. He parted my flesh, burrowing his way in with little to no regard to my yelps and cries. With my legs hoisted up my pussy was squeezing his shaft even tighter than it normally would but that only made me feel more intoxicated from the relentless pounding.

      Yet despite the rough assault I felt my body begin to rock in tandem to his thrusts. My pussy was getting wetter and warmer the longer he fucked me. My breasts swelled with the pain from his hits but in mere minutes I felt a strange elation from his touch. It did not take long and soon my cries of pain became moans of pleasure and ecstasy.

      “D-daddy, please, fuck me,” I heard the words escape from my lips. I felt so shocked realizing I had uttered those words out loud but all I did in response was to say them over and over again. I was begging for him to keep pounding into me.

      He was right. I always did fantasize about sex. Back home I’d see my mom bringing home guys from the bar she worked at and there were times where I’d hear them fucking in the other room. The sound of their passion would turn me on and more than a couple of times I thought of seducing the men she’d bring, hoping I’d get lucky with one of them.

      Perhaps this was why my mom dressed me in such a slutty fashion. Maybe she knew I was just like her. If I only knew sex felt this damn good I probably surrendered my virginity a long time ago.

      It was so good I was on the verge of cumming. I could feel the knot forming in my gut and my cries got louder as I felt the pressure building from within. Marcus himself was on the edge of his orgasm and soon enough he pulled his cock out just so he could spill his hot, sticky cum all over my pussy, belly and chest.

      “D-daddy I want to cum,” I didn’t know if I was saying the right words. I could only copy what I’ve seen in porn videos online. I could only hope he was going to let me hit my climax because it was building so heavily inside me.

      Suddenly I felt his heavy hand press down on my pussy. With his thumb he rubbed my clit and simultaneously slid his index finger through the folds of my womanhood. In a fast, circular motion he played with me, enticing me to cum, and I could feel my whole body begin to tremble with the building orgasm as it prepared to explode.

      Yet he suddenly let go and deprived me of my release.

      “D-daddy please!” I cried out.

      Slap!

      He took off my blindfold right after he had once again hit me across the face. I could see he was naked, covered in sweat and breathing heavily from our session. It was then that I got to fully appreciate just how good-looking he was: his body was built like that of a military man, lean and muscular.

      “You haven’t earned the right to cum,” he then told me. He then pushed his cock right into my face. With his other hand he held onto my face and squeezed. “You have to work for it.”

      With one hand he pushed my face against his cock, rubbing its shaft against my cheek. I felt my chest heave and tears began to well in my eyes. I didn’t want to give up and cry though – I was afraid he would treat me even harsher than he already was.

      The scent of his cock was driving me insane. It was unlike anything I had ever experienced before. It was strong and intoxicating, almost as if I could get drunk and lose my mind just from its scent alone.

      Before I knew it, I had opened my mouth and Marcus pushed his massive meat into my gaping hole. For the first time in my life I got a taste of a man’s dick and it wasn’t as I had imagined – it was salty and bitter but at the same time I felt the urge for more… and I definitely got more.

      Marcus rammed his cock all the way in, shoving it to the back of my mouth. I gagged, of course, and almost spat out his cock as I tried to fight the urge to vomit all over his cock and lap. He didn’t seem to care, however, and he thrust his dick even further. He began to thrust it in and out, fucking my mouth like just another hole for him to use. All I could do was open my mouth as wide as I could. I slobbered all over his meat and he just kept on plowing his way in.

      Out of nowhere his thrusts became more violent, jerky and rushed. He then halted and pressed my face in closer as he blew his cum in my mouth. The oozing hot fluid was a shock to the senses and I had to swallow as much as I could to prevent myself from choking. It tasted unlike anything I’ve ever had before – salty, bitter but in some ways sweet. Even after gulping down what I could, he continued to spill more and the white seed dripped down the side of my mouth and down the shaft of his cock.

      “Good little girl,” he commended me. Marcus caressed my head, combing my hair with his fingers, and finally slid his cock out of my mouth.

      When I sat up I was heaving for air. Each time I did I had to pause and swallow down more cum still stuck in the back of my mouth.

      He walked over to me, undid the cuffs binding me to the table, and then dragged me to the floor. I was too tired to fight him off and eventually just let him yank me around on the floor like a rag doll. He eventually brought me over to one of his drawers.

      There he pulled out a collar and leash. Without a word he made me wear the collar, like a dog, and he tugged on the leash. Even without his command I crawled on fours, whimpering like a mutt as he took me back upstairs and to his bedroom.

      I would spend the rest of the night that way, collared like another slave or animal, bound to his bedpost. It was late the next day when he let me take a shower and dress in one of his big shirts – so big it looked like a dress on me – and he then drove me home.

      Marcus dropped me at my apartment and the only thing he ever told me before he left was “Wait for my call.”

      So I walked inside and did as I was told.
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      Natasha was the most delicious piece of pussy I had ever tasted. All through the night I was tempted to fuck her again and again, having her bound to my bed like a dog I could use at anytime I wished. However, I needed to take it nice and slow.

      During her first time in my dungeon I had broken her virginity and it did not take long for her to succumb to the pleasures of my assault. She was crying – no, begging – for me to fuck her and to let her release her orgasm. She was indeed a kinky little slut for me to own and dominate but I didn’t want to completely break her will and mind. Otherwise she’d end up being just another boring doll.

      I also had to fulfill my end of the bargain. I knew no bank would ever sign her up. Banks didn’t survive on “promises” and “potential.” They survived because they only lent money to those who had proof they could pay back with interest. Natasha wasn’t one of those. I also tried all the potential institutional lenders I knew. Now, there was only once place left to find lenders: Mercury Wild.

      When I drove over it was already past six o’clock in the evening. There were already so many patrons coming in and out of Mercury Wild. That delighted me; this place was frequented mostly by the rich and popular, and this meant there were already so many prospects I could approach to help me get Natasha some much-needed cash.

      Inside I saw some of the regular folks that I hung out with: there was Daxter and Noelle but I also found Preston Maxwell, his wife Lyla, and Damon. Preston was one of the country’s most prominent businessmen, having run a big consolidation and acquisition corporation. Damon, on the other hand, was a professional football player.

      Either of those could have solved my problems but it was the man seated with them that really washed all my worries away: Trevor Wild himself and his genius business advisor and wife, Jasmine.

      I walked over to their table and greeted with a simple wave, “Hey guys.”

      “Hey, someone walked out of their cave,” Trevor greeted with a smile. He let me sit beside him and Jasmine. He then handed me a glass of red wine. I took it and quickly gulped it down.

      “How are you?” Lyla asked before she dug her face into Preston’s neck and smothered him with kisses. It kind of turned me on to see their women so affectionate this way, especially with the loud music and dim lights. It made me wish I had my new pet with me.

      I forced a chuckle and then pulled out the papers Natasha drew up out of my little briefcase. I handed the paper to Jasmine. She quickly took them and with a raised eyebrow she studied the content. It took less than a few minutes for her to get the gist of the proposal and she then handed the papers to her husband.

      “Very interesting,” she told me. “Is this a project of one of your little uh… pets?”

      I caught the glimmer in her eye when she said that and nodded back, “Yes, it is. My little girl is hoping to open a small tattoo shop. She has the training and skill and even did some research proving that the competition is just tight enough to showcase there’s a viable market here. The problem is securing a loan.”

      Trevor then handed the papers back to me and he gave me a smile, “So you came here instead of a bank.”

      “I would too,” Damon cut in when he got what was going on. “It’s not possible for a small business like this to get a loan from a bank. Everyone at this table alone could finance this… Natasha. Why don’t we do it? We could put up the cash, you know, for Marcus if not for this stranger.”

      Preston seemed to like that idea, “I agree. We may not know this girl but I do know Marcus. If he wants this then I say we should contribute.”

      Hearing those words I felt glad to have such friends. People often perceived billionaires as stuck-up businessmen who have no time for anything but work for their addictions. That just wasn’t true. They were human beings, too and they cared about others. I was grateful to be able to have people like Damon, Preston and Trevor as friends.

      “I agree,” Jasmine then added. That was the confirmation I wanted the most; she was the business analyst and advisor. If she would agree to this then everyone would really follow suit. “She’s a risk because she has no collateral except for her car and she has no experience. However, she has the skill and Marcus’ backing. I’ll take his word on it.”

      Trevor then pulled out his checkbook, “How much do you want?”

      Damon and Preston all followed suit. They were all ready to lend Natasha some money. This couldn’t have gone any smoother than this.

      After securing the money from them I decided to stay a while and spend time with my friends. It was about time I relaxed for a bit and had a few drinks.

      More importantly, I took the time to think about my next step. I had thirty-eight days left to dominate and own Natasha but my part of the deal was already done. I decided I wouldn’t tell her about it just yet. I had to play the long game for this one.

      However, I felt this nagging feeling that I should tell her. Maybe if I did I could see her smile again and convince her to spend some time with me – on an actual date and not just for sex. Maybe then I’d get to dive deeper and get to know her on a personal level. Who were her parents, what were her dreams and why did she get into tattooing? Those were things I always pondered about but I couldn’t just ask her for the answers.

      Merely thinking of dating her was a shock to me. I took a moment to reorganize my thoughts – was I seriously considering dating Natasha Benning? Perhaps I was slipping. I couldn’t get too attached to her. She was a slave. She was mine just to satisfy my sexual urges.

      Yet the more I thought about her the more I wanted her by my side, giggling and talking to me about anything under the sun. I missed the sound of her voice, the smell of her skin and the way she’d look at me whenever she was lost in her own mind.

      With Natasha’s image in my mind, I took another glass of wine and enjoyed the rest of the night.
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      What kind of stupid mess did I get myself into? There was still time to quit. Hurriedly I got out of bed and threw my drawers open. I didn’t bother folding my clothes and simply tossed and shoved them into my luggage. Maybe I could leave for the first bus in the morning and make my way back home. I could sell the old car and just use the money to go back to college. I could just tell my mom it didn’t work out as I had hoped.

      I then picked up my phone and started searching for the bus schedule. I wanted to get out of here as quickly as possible. Marcus might be around to pick me up at anytime and I had no idea what kind of crazy, kinky play he would have in mind.

      Yes! I pumped my fist in victory when I saw there was a bus scheduled for six in the morning. I could drive the car out tonight, sell it for cheap and then just get a motel room near the bus terminal. That’d be the best course of action.

      I could leave this crazy place behind and forget all that happened here.

      Yet when I picked up the pair of shorts that my mom had made for me the day I left, the very pair she had cut and torn from my old pair of pants, I couldn’t pack any further. I couldn’t understand why but I just sat on the bedroom floor gripping those shorts as tears began to flood down my eyes.

      “I’m so fucking stupid,” I cried out loud. “I’m being such a fool. I can’t believe I let him fuck me in exchange for a fucking loan.”

      My hands reached down and I slid one underneath my panties. My fingertips raced across the folds of my pussy and I gently touched my warm and moist womanhood. Even now it was anxious and I could feel the pressure between my legs.

      Why was I wet? The realization that I was getting turned on by merely thinking of what Marcus did to me in his basement was horrifying.

      Before long my mind began to trail and I started to imagine his long, massive cock once more. Even in the darkness of my dimly lit room I could picture how it looked before he’d slap my face, pry my mouth open and then shove it in deep. I could still feel how his shaft tore apart my pussy and ripped through my walls. I could still smell its scent after it had blown its load all over my body.

      My body tensed up when I recalled how he had slapped me so roughly and how he plowed his cock into me like I was nothing more than a doll for him to toy with. Yet at the same time I felt elated recalling those instances but for reasons I could not yet understand.

      It was then that I realized I was lying on the floor with my clothes off and my fingers digging deep into my pussy. It was then that I realized I was squeezing my breasts and moaning loudly like a whore, begging for my master to come and pound his way into me.

      My lips parted and I felt the urge to moan and cry. I wanted to feel Marcus’ fingers and his heavy hand press down on my lips and play with my tongue. I wanted to feel the warmth of his body against mine. Before I knew it I had spread my legs and raised them high, emulating the sensation I experienced when he first took me on that table.

      A few more minutes passed and soon I had two fingers thrusting and sloshing in my pussy. I thrust them in and out, fucking myself as vigorously as I could as my vision went blind with the pure ecstasy overcoming my senses.

      Everything became a whirl as my thoughts cycled to and fro with the memory of how he fucked me. I had never been handled so roughly in my life but it felt so natural. I wanted more of it and the more I thought of that night the more my orgasm built inside. I then recalled how my master had prevented me from cumming and how he told me I was not worthy of the pleasure just yet.

      For a moment that made me pause. Should I cum now? Should I continue playing with myself? I bit down on my lip as I pondered if Marcus would ever find out. I then shook my head, figuring out that by this time tomorrow I’d be home. With a grin, I continued playing with my pussy until the pressure became too strong and I finally got to release.

      “D-daddy please fuck me,” I moaned out softly as I felt the rest of my warm juices flow down between my legs. I shut my eyes and surrendered myself to the moment and it was that instance that I realized I couldn’t just leave.

      I needed to try this again. I wanted to experience the real thing at least one more time.

      “Why?” was all I could ask myself as I breathed heavily on the floor, covered in sweat and my own cum. Why did I love this?

      There was only one way to find out the answer to those questions. I picked up my phone and scrambled to find Marcus’ number. I fumbled for a minute, pondering what to text, and in the end simply asked him, “Daddy, when can we meet again?”

      “I’ll pick you up tomorrow evening,” he quickly replied.

      I then rolled over and tossed my phone to the side. There was no point in packing. I had just sealed my fate. The best I could do now was roll the dice and hope that things turn out for the best.
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      I couldn’t help but grin when I read the text message. She was anxious for more. I was sure she probably debated about never speaking to me again or running back home but she couldn’t escape the fact that she loved what I did to her. Otherwise, she’d never contacted me this way. She even called me “daddy” and that was revealing enough.

      The previous night was spent entirely at Mercury Wild and I had to spend the rest of the succeeding workday ironing out all the paperwork for Natasha’s loan. Even if the lenders were all my friends I still had to make everything properly filed and legalized. Felicia did the bulk of the work for me but there were still a ton of files to go over and certificates to finish.

      Yet this evening, as I rested in my home office overlooking the lake, I gave in to the temptation to smile and respond to her meager text message. I then let out a sigh of relief because my decision to wait had pulled off. I was so tempted to call her but if I did then she might get frightened. Now she was the one who reached out to me and that told me she genuinely missed me.

      I then sent her another text message, “Have you been a good girl?”

      Natasha didn’t respond quickly. Perhaps she had fallen asleep or was struck by the realization that she just begged me to fuck her again. I would have to punish her even more painfully for not replying soon.

      As I waited, I headed to the kitchen and fixed myself a cup of coffee – black with a single spoon of sugar. At this hour I was tempted to make an actual cup of cappuccino but brewed would have to do. My drink was halfway empty by the time she had sent in her reply.

      “I played with my pussy, daddy,” read her response.

      Just reading the words got me hard. I pictured in my head how she looked at that moment, naked and sprawled on the floor with her fingers in her pussy. It sent chills up my spine and I couldn’t help but reach down and grab my junk. I was hard and I wanted to fuck her.

      “Naughty little slut,” I then typed back. “You didn’t ask me for permission. I’m going to punish you for that. Expect a ‘treat’ when we meet.”

      To my surprise, she replied quickly to that message and said, “I’m ready for anything, daddy.”

      That’s what she thought. Natasha had some spunk. That was nice to see. I just wondered how far I could push her on her bluff.

      I decided not to push my luck further and didn’t send her another message. I spent the rest of the night enjoying my cup of coffee and listened to some old Ronnie James Dio songs back in the room. As the music played I rested on the bed and allowed myself to drown in the serenity of the moment until I finally fell asleep.

      [image: ]
* * *

      The next day I was back in the office, finishing up on Natasha’s paperwork and settling a few loans for some of my other small-time clients. Felicia was kept busy with all the schedule revisions and documents I had her work on. It was a pretty normal day for the most part.

      By dinner time, I decided to settle with just fast food. I ordered a chicken sandwich, fries and soft drinks to go and ate in the mall parking lot while listening to music. It was a nice little moment for me to relax and prepare myself for the upcoming activity.

      My mind trailed as I ate and it did not take long for me to fantasize about Natasha once again. She was the perfect toy. She had a strong will to go out into the city and start a business by her own but she also had a natural submissive side that made me hard to dominate her even more.

      For the rest of the evening I took my time to just drive through downtown, going in a few shops here and there to pass the time. I eventually bought a few snacks and a new shirt just for the heck of it. I did walk into the local sex toy shop and looked around for the latest new kinky things I could invest in.

      It was nearing nine o’clock at night when I decided it was time to meet up with Natasha. I got back into the car – after purchasing a cute little vibrator that could store hot water – and sent her a message.

      “Get dressed,” I told her in my message. “I’ll drive by in about twenty minutes. Don’t wear any panties or bra. Don’t even wear shorts. Just put on the biggest shirt you have.”

      I didn’t wait for her to reply. I simply stepped on the pedal and drove my way over.

      Even as I sat in the car I could feel my dick getting hard in anticipation. My mind raced as I started formulating all the little dirty things I was going to do in order to properly ingrain her role in her head. I was going to train her and hopefully she wouldn’t break before submitting her mind, body and soul to me.
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      “Shit,” was all I could mutter when I read his message.

      I smacked my head with my palm when I realized just how dumb I was being. I was literally walking into another session with Marcus. He was going to bind me, torture me and fuck me and here I was, letting him do it.

      Yet despite how reluctant I was to the idea of what he had in mind, I found myself doing exactly as he asked. I took off my bra, my panties and put on the biggest shirt I owned. It was a green and white jersey I had since high school.

      For twenty minutes I paced around my living room, barefoot and uncertain of what to do. I wasn’t sure if I was just going to walk out like this, almost naked and exposed, for Marcus to do as he pleased. I felt like I wanted another round – at least for him to fuck me, because that at least felt good. I just didn’t know if I wanted the rest of what he had in mind.

      Before I knew it, my time was up and I got a text message. I read the message with dread and realized he was parked just outside the apartment.

      My heartbeat got faster and I could feel the tension in my legs as my knees buckled and I couldn’t stop shivering. I bit down on my nails and started to panic.

      And then I ran.

      I locked the front door and bolted my way out of the back door, bringing only a small backpack with my phone, wallet and other few valuables along with me. I didn’t care if I was wearing a jersey and nothing else underneath. I didn’t care if someone might spot me like this. I just freaking ran.

      Not once did I look back. I just kept on going, crossing the streets and running straight out of the neighborhood. I didn’t stop once and just dashed through a children’s park, someone’s backyard and eventually I found myself a little closer to the edge of downtown. There were fewer houses and apartments here and I could see the distant lights of the main city shops, clubs, bars and other establishments.

      Rain began to fall and I was forced to take shelter under a small canopy of a closed down shop. It was in a small, tight and dark alleyway and I didn’t feel exactly safe in there but it was the best choice I had. Even then I was starting to shiver from the cold.

      My phone buzzed. I took a look and saw he had messaged me a dozen times. I didn’t bother to read any of them. I just tossed my phone back in my bag and defiantly began to walk under the rain, hoping I’d find a better spot to rest the deeper I got into the main part of town.

      Yet to my surprise, I only seemed to have gotten farther away. I knew I was going in a straight line but I only ended up in a darker and scarier neighborhood. I started passing by old, rickety houses and it was only after another three blocks that I figured I stumbled into a dangerous place. I could see gang signs vandalized on the walls, a lot of houses had broken windows and the whole place looked like a drug den of sorts. I could only imagine what kind of people lived in these poorer suburban neighborhoods.

      “Hey missy, you lost ‘ere or somethin’?” I suddenly heard a male voice call out from behind.

      I turned around, shocked, and saw a man approaching. He was tall – not as tall as Marcus – but had a dark blue hoodie on and I couldn’t really see his face.

      “O-oh, I’m just trying to get my way to the bus station,” I tried to reason and hopefully hide my fear. I backed up a bit but I hardly took a few steps away when I slammed into someone from behind. I quickly turned around and saw another man. This one had pale skin, a big and muscular body and had a thick orange beard around his chin.

      “My, my, I think someone’s a little lost, eh?” the second man asked with a big, crooked smile. He then suddenly reached forward and grabbed my wrist.

      “Ah!” I yelped in pain. “L-let go of me!”

      I tried to wriggle my way free but even as I did the first man came up to me from behind and suddenly grabbed me around the waist. He then reached up and squeezed my tits.

      “Hey, this one’s a ready-to-fuck slut,” he told his companion. “She ain’t wearing a bra or nothing, man!”

      “I like that in a girl,” the man with the beard then said. He suddenly reached down and whipped out his cock. I looked down at it in horror. “I think we should give her what she wants and fuck her until she can’t remember her name.”

      “Hey!” a third voice then called out.

      Both of my assailants looked to the side but it was too late. In a flash of thunder and lightning a fist crossed the gap and in an instant the man with the orange beard was sent flying off to the ground. The man holding me quickly let me go and tried to retaliate against the newcomer but the latter came prepared, wielding a small metal baton that he used to whip the other’s face multiple times. When I looked again my assailant was on the street, bleeding from a broken nose and jaw.

      It was only after the fear and shock had subsided that I got to look up and see my savior. To my utter surprise it was none other than Marcus Phoenix. I looked a little beyond his shoulder and I saw his car parked right in the middle of the street.

      “D-daddy?” I mumbled when I saw him looking down at me. He didn’t say a word and simply stared at me with a cold pair of eyes.

      I had betrayed him. I ran away. I made a deal and I broke that oath. Yet when I ran into trouble he was the one who came to my side. To be dead honest, I felt ashamed.

      Without a word, I crawled and clawed my way to him and kissed his shoes. I held onto his foot so tightly like my life depended on it. I begged and whimpered, kissing his shoes as the rain poured down on us both.

      Marcus then kicked his foot up, pulling it away from me, and said, “You’re mine. No one else can touch you – no one. Now get the fuck up and get in the car.”

      He didn’t say another word and simply walked back to his vehicle. Drenched and dirty I quickly got back up on my feet and followed him.

      As soon as I was in the car, he drove off and we didn’t share a single conversation until he brought me back to his home by the lake.
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      No time was wasted. As soon as I got her into my basement dungeon I pushed her against a wall where there were a few shackles to keep her up. I quickly bound her wrists and hoisted them up and then took a metal rod with cuffs and shoved it between her ankles. This would keep her legs spread open no matter what I did to her.

      I didn’t bother drying her off from the rain. I didn’t bother to give her a change of clothes. I was furious at her for abandoning me at her home and for making me frantically drive around to find her. My blood was boiling because she made me step out of the car in the middle of the rain and have to fight some hooligans because she was too dumb and managed to get into trouble.

      There was also the fact that she had played with her pussy and had an orgasm without asking for permission. I could only shake my head in disappointment at how defiant she was and how much trouble she could get into in less than twenty-four hours. It was amazing how much chaos she could stumble into.

      I took off my wet shirt and tossed it to the corner. I then slid off my pants and tossed them off too. As soon as my cock dangled out in the open I saw Natasha look down and away. That was not allowed, not at all.

      Quickly I opened a drawer and pulled out a pair of scissors and a long flogging tool. It was a leather whip with half a dozen ends. Without any warning I quickly cut off her jersey, shredding it before her eyes and letting the fabric fall to the ground. When she was finally fully naked I took a few steps back and immediately flogged her tits.

      Snap!

      “Ah! O-oh fuck!” she cried out in pain. Tears quickly welled in her eyes.

      I wasn’t one to listen to her petty shouts and screams, not right now. I was going to punish her. To silence her I produced a red gag ball and forcefully shoved it into her mouth. I then took a moment to lock it in place. When she tried to speak or scream it just came out as a mere muffled moan and that was what I wanted to hear.

      She looked back with me with sorrow in her eyes. I could see her regret and the apology she wanted to say. I could tell that she was desperate to tell me something – maybe she wanted to say sorry or that she was wrong about this deal.

      I didn’t care. I just gripped the whip and flogged her again and again.

      Snap! Snap! Snap!

      The sound of the leather tips cracking against her soft and tender flesh was like music to my ears. Her muffled cries of agony became the accompaniments to my symphony. Tears freely flowed down her cheeks and I could see her looking back at me with hope I would stop.

      I didn’t stop, of course, and continued to flog her until she was losing all her strength just to stay up on her feet. When I was finally done, her beautiful breasts were red and swollen in pain and I could see Natasha was drooling helplessly in her shackles.

      When I finally took her down she collapsed weakly into my arms. I carried her off to a different corner of my dungeon, one where I could lay her down on her belly. There was a stockade as well and I quickly locked her neck in place. Afterwards, I bound her hands behind her back with rope I kept in a big bin.

      My cock was hard and ready at this point. I had softened her body well enough and I knew she had no strength left to fight back. I then yanked on her hair hard, pulling with enough force to make her head lean back and her mouth to drop wide open.

      As I did, I guided my cock through the folds of her juicy, wet pussy. It was in fact a little bit of a surprise to discover she was so wet between the legs.

      She moaned and she cried as I slowly thrust my cock into her flesh. I didn’t give her the freedom to savor the moment, however, and yanked even harder on her hair. She yelped and barked like a dog, a bitch getting dominated on the street, and I fucked her as hard and as fast as I could.

      I didn’t take a moment to let her rest. I didn’t let her enjoy how my massive meat shaft was plowing into her. I tore through her walls with furious anger.

      When I was done, I shoved my cock in even deeper, not wanting to waste a single drop, and it was only after I was truly empty did I pull out.

      By then I was fully exhausted. I knew she was too but I was nowhere near done with her. If she thought this was a game and that a BDSM life-style was just about cute cuffs and blindfolds, it was time I proved her wrong.

      This was about toying with the edge and learning to trust one’s partner. She didn’t trust me this night and I was going to punish her for that.

      Although I didn’t have the stamina to continue fucking her I did have that new vibrator. I filled it up with some hot water and eased it into her pussy. She cooed and shut her eyes when she felt the warm touch of the device as it slid through her folds.

      Using the remote control that came with it I switched it on. Instantly, her eyes shot open and she began to drool and moan out loud as the pressure and overwhelming sensation of ecstasy flooded her mind. I didn’t turn it off, however, and instead removed her gag so I could shove my cock into her mouth and drown her with my cock and cum.

      There was no easy way out for her. Even when she started to lavish the taste of my meat and vigorously lick my shaft, I wanted to make her cry for me. To do so, I wrapped my hand around her pretty little neck and squeezed. I choked her ever so lightly and each time I applied pressure her tiny throat would contract, squeezing my cock even more. The pleasure was so great that once again I exploded and now I blew my load deep in her mouth.

      It was then that I saw the vibrator had done its job. She was soaking wet from her own orgasm.

      When I looked into her eyes, I saw her desperation to please me. With big puppy eyes she pleaded for me to punish her further and I knew at that moment I had truly won her.

      I looked up at Natasha and marveled how neatly these events had unfolded.

      Not only did I save her financially but now she’d gratify for saving her from getting mugged, raped and killed. Her tender, submissive mind would do the rest for me.

      My triumph was so succulent I couldn’t help but celebrate by fucking her over and over again that night, never stopping for rest. I pounded my cock into her until she finally lost control and lost consciousness.

      When we were done and she was asleep on the floor, I took a collar and leash and made sure she was bound to the wall. I then cleaned myself up and went back to the bedroom to sleep.
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      My days faded and I soon lost track of time. Everything around me became a blur as I spent my days in Marcus’ basement. I couldn’t tell if I had been in for a few hours or a few days.

      None of that mattered anymore. All that I cared about was when he would visit me and grant me a moment of pleasure and reprieve.

      There were times where he’d bind me so tightly to a horizontal post, gagging my mouth as he did. He’d then flog me, drip candle wax on me and then leave me. There were times where he’d turn on a machine with a big dildo attached and it would fuck my pussy for hours until he returned. When he would be back, I’d be dripping in my own juices and he’d punish me further for that.

      Sometimes he would give me some more freedom, keeping me on a collar and leash and I could roam the basement a bit – well, as far as the leash would let me go, that is. During those times I would explore and go through the different toys he kept in the drawers. Many of them I didn’t know how to use but I also found pleasure with the vibrators. They kept me busy whenever the master was out for work.

      However, my greatest joys came from the moments he would arrive and actually fuck me. I cherished those moments the most and I came to learn a great deal from him. I had seen porn videos online before but it was only from my master did I get to experience some strange and yet oddly orgasm-inducing positions. Only by his hand did I truly feel the elation of being a trained slut-slave.

      It was a few hours – perhaps, I couldn’t really tell – after his last visit when I came across toys I hadn’t seen before. They looked like clamps but were smaller and made of pure metal. Without the cuffs binding my hands I managed to pick them up and inspect them closer.

      “Ah, you’ve found those,” the master suddenly spoke. I turned around and found him standing at the basement door. Gleefully I crawled towards him.

      He squatted down and cupped my face and said, “Come, it’s been a day since I last gave you a bath.”

      I smiled and handed him the leash. He took a hold and led me across the basement and to the private bathroom in the corner. There he turned on the hot water and bathed me, hosing me down ever so gently so I could bask in the joy of being cleaned.

      When we were done, he took a white towel, dried me and walked me back to my “kennel.” There he took a hold of the clamps I found and said, “Let’s give these a try then.”

      My eyes shot wide open when I heard him say the words. I bit down on my lip, worried that they might hurt when applied, but I had learned to trust Marcus. Even when he punished me he would always reward my obedience with a rough fucking and I would be allowed to cum afterwards. He was only ever so harsh when I did not live up to his expectations or when I did not immediately obey his commands.

      There was no time to debate, however, and I let Marcus take me by the hand. He twisted my arms around my back and with a band of rope he bound them tightly. He even made sure to twist the rope around my torso and squeeze my tits too. It kind of turned me on to see my body decorated so. He then pushed me to face the wall.

      Marcus pressed my face against the wall but pulled my body back a bit, ensuring my pussy and legs were at least two feet from the flat surface. I had to bend forward and arc a little bit to keep up this position. He then took the rope from my back and looped it around a hook on the ceiling, locking me in place.

      “Breathe in,” he then commanded. “This is going to hurt.”

      I shut my eyes tight, inhaled and bit down on my lip as I waited for the pain. I felt the warmth of his touch when he suddenly grabbed onto my nipples. They were already stiff and I shuddered in ecstasy when he toyed with them a little, circling them with his fingertips.

      Snap!

      “Aah!” I cried out in pain when he locked one of the clamps on my left nipple. He didn’t wait another moment and applied the other clamp on my right nipple just as I was reeling in pain from the first one.

      I felt him press his body against mine and I felt the thickness of his cock as it got hard. It was like a lethal snake pressing against my ass and I wiggled my hips to entice it. I wanted it to bite.

      “F-fuck,” I cried out when the intense pain from the clamps became too much to bear. I couldn’t think or even feel anything else but the stinging heat on my nipples. Even after a few minutes passed I didn’t get used to the pain.

      “Fuck indeed,” Marcus whispered into my ear as he took off his pants and slid them off on the ground. I then felt his dangling meat between my legs and I instantly felt the sensation of lust burning in my chest.

      My master, fortunately, felt the same way and he quickly began to fuck me as we stood leaning against the wall. He took me from behind, gripping my clamped tits and wrapping a heavy set of fingers around my neck as he did. There was only a very brief moment of gentleness, only when he was still easing his way into me, but that evaporated quickly as soon as he got his cock inside. From that point on he slammed his way into my pussy, jerking and thrusting violently.

      When he was done and we were both spent, he finally removed all the rope and clamps and allowed me to slump on the floor. I was exhausted and I couldn’t help but lean my head on the wall and try to catch my breath.

      That was when he told me the good news.

      “You have fulfilled your end of the deal,” he then said. “It’s only been seven days but I see you’re a loyal and obedient little slave. I’ll let you go home and when you do, you’ll see the papers and check for your business loan waiting for you on your bedroom desk.”

      I couldn’t believe it. He really did get me the money for the business? How was that even possible? When did he get it done?

      He didn’t wait for me to say a word to show my gratitude. Instead, he only pushed me to the floor, turned off the lights and left me again in the darkness of his dungeon. I quickly fell asleep, thinking of what I would do now that he was letting me go back to the “normal” world.
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      A few hours after our final play I had her prepare so we could leave. I dressed up into a pair of black slacks, a black shirt and my usual black leather shoes. I kept on my pure silver and gold watch and a silver necklace I purchased when I traveled to Japan the previous year.

      When I got to see Natasha, naked and fully bathed, I felt my cock once again get hard in excitement. However, I knew better than to fuck her one more time. Instead, I simply smiled at her and led her to my bedroom.

      It was the first time she truly got to see my room. It must have appeared dark and cold to her – it was all sleek and black with a minimalist design. Even the bed I slept on wasn’t so comfortable but I intended it to be that way so I could wake up easily.

      She rested on the edge of the bed as I opened one of my drawers. She flinched a little, perhaps fearing I was going to use yet another toy on her, and it came as a surprise when I revealed not a toy but a gorgeous black dress for her to wear.

      It was a very tight, form-fitting one-piece mini-dress with an off-shoulder and backless design. To go with it I gave her a pair of black high heel sandals with long strap-on laces. I just hoped they were the right size. I had been estimating her foot size ever since I had her in my basement.

      “D-daddy?” she asked me with wonder and amazement when she took hold of the clothes and sandals.

      “Put them on,” I instructed her.

      Like an obedient, well-trained slave, she got up and dressed right in front of me. She looked so gorgeous wearing the dress. When she was done, I had her brush her hair and put on the sandals.

      For one final touch I opened my bedside drawer and took out an elegant, golden necklace. She smiled sheepishly at me and turned around, allowing me to lock the necklace for her.

      “Thank you, daddy,” she said as I pushed her a bit forward so she could marvel at herself in front of a mirror. She stood there for a while, admiring how beautiful she looked. It must have been quite some time since she last saw her reflection and even I had to admit that with her current outfit, she looked more gorgeous than ever.

      “Okay then, let’s go,” I told her. She took my hand and let me lead her out of the house and to the car. She got into the passenger seat without a fuss and waited as I hopped into my side.

      When I was ready to start the car, I noticed she didn’t have her seatbelt on. That made me grin – even now, with her freedom guaranteed, she was ready for me to command her.

      Natasha was quiet for the ride and she didn’t protest when I took a sudden turn towards a street that did not lead towards her apartment. She merely looked out the window with a confused expression but never said a word of protest.

      However, after a good fifteen minutes of driving down the main highway, we reached the countryside and the houses started to fade into the distance. We kept going this way until we drove into a grassy portion of the region and just a few minutes in we reached a small park.

      As we drove in, Natasha looked out and saw the few slides, swings, a biking circle and the see-saw. It was a children’s park but no one was around at this hour.

      I finally slowed down and parked near a cliff overlooking a man-made lake filled with a lot of large fish like golden Koi and more. I then got out of the car, took Natasha by the hand and aided her out so we could sit on the grass and overlook the scenery.
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      Why were we here? I looked out into the horizon and noticed that not a single other soul was here. It was just my master and I sitting out here, enjoying the beautiful sight all by ourselves.

      “I wanted to bring you here,” he then told me as he kept his gaze out into the distance. “This is where I go to clear my mind, relax and just get away from the rest of the world.”

      My mind sparked when I heard him tell me that. I’ve been with my master for some time now but this was the first time he ever told me anything about himself. This was the first time he ever opened up about anything personal.

      “T-thank you for bringing me here, daddy,” I told him. I was lost for words and I didn’t really know how to communicate with him outside of offering my body to him. I turned to look at him and he looked back. I saw a deep melancholy residing in the depths of his gaze.

      He shrugged and caressed my face, pushing back the strands of hair that covered my eyes. He then gave a warm smile and said, “I’ve never brought anyone else here but you. It’s a nice little park but nobody ever seems to come here. Maybe kids just like spending their time playing video games or something. This place is kind of abandoned now.”

      My heart sunk when I heard him say that. It was just melting to hear how special I had become for him. I knew he had a lot of other slaves before but to be the only one he ever brought here meant something. I didn’t know what but it had to be something, right?

      “Well, at least we get to have this place all to ourselves,” I mumbled out, perhaps a little too loud. The words just slipped out of my mouth.

      To my surprise, Marcus wrapped an arm around my waist and embraced me. It wasn’t a rough hug or anything to showcase his dominance over me. It was warm, sweet and gentle. I couldn’t help but lean in and rest my head on his arm.

      “You’re right,” he then said. “We do have this. I really wanted to show you this place but we got so caught up in our little contract that I didn’t find the time to bring you. Now that you’re going home, I figured this to be the best opportunity before there is none.”

      “Why this place though?” I asked him.

      Marcus shrugged and replied, “I never wanted to be a banker, to be honest. I wanted to be like Daxter or Trevor Wild. I wanted to be famous and to be in the front lines of the media. I even took acting classes and worked as a model for a few years.”

      “So why the sudden change in course?” I had to keep pressing. This was my only chance to get to peel off his protective layer.

      “I wasn’t born rich,” he then explained. That revelation came as a bit of a shock. He then continued on, “My dad was a football coach and my mother worked at a diner. They were real simple folk, you know? I always thought I’d grow up and have a simple life like them too. But then my sister kept on getting in trouble.”

      I raised an eyebrow in question, “You have a sister?”

      “Oh yeah, but we never talk nowadays,” he answered. “She was always getting into trouble with boys, drugs and the like. In the end I had to drop my dreams of being a model and actor so I could help her out. I studied accountancy and management because mathematics was the only other field I was good at.”

      “So you became a banker to save your sister?”

      His gaze strayed from the horizon and he looked at me, “That’s right. I ended up having to work as her financial advisor and that hooked me up with more clients until I eventually got linked to some of the big players and corporate leaders. That’s how I made my wealth.”

      “I want to earn a lot of money like you,” I then told him. My thoughts trailed for a moment and I thought of my mom. “My father was an asshole but my mom… you’ll like her, she’s really sweet. I just want to give her a good life, you know?”

      “If this business turns out successful then you’ll make that dream come true,” he then told me. Marcus then got up on his feet and offered his hand to help me back up. “Come on, it’s time to take you home.”

      I smiled, happy to have had this chance to just sit and talk, and grabbed his hand.
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      I finally drove her home. It was a little sad to see her go. There was always the possibility that she’d take the money and never talk to me again. We still had over thirty days for our BDSM contract but she already got what she wanted and I did too – I was just lenient enough to let her go early.

      After I dropped her off, I spent the rest of the evening at Mercury Wild. No one was there except for Trevor and Jasmine but they were too busy organizing a new event to promote Daxter and Noelle’s newest fashion line.

      To keep myself busy, I ordered a few drinks and flirted around with a couple of random girls I met dancing to the music. None of the three girls I hung out with could compare to Natasha. None of them were as young, as hot or as submissive as she was. None of them had her intelligence either.

      By two in the morning I was drunk and uncertain of what to do next. I ditched the girls when they went into the bathroom and drove away as quickly as I could. They wouldn’t miss me anyway. There was also some other rich guy for them to leech onto.

      As soon as I got away from the bar, I took a moment to rest by a pancake diner. I was still a little too drunk to be driving anyway so I took the time to rest and sober up a bit. I did order some blueberry waffles and coffee just so I could stay a while longer.

      While I sat there in my car, in the parking lot, my thoughts trailed and I quickly thought of Natasha. The image of her succulent, young and delicious body got me hard so quickly it was a struggle to not masturbate in my seat, especially when I thought of her soft, pink lips and how her pussy would moisten whenever she’d catch sight of my cock.

      Yet the longer I thought of her the more I realized I missed her.

      I missed the spunk in her voice and the way she would defiantly speak back every now and then. I missed how she’d look at me with those big puppy eyes before I’d whip her and fuck her senseless. I missed the sound of her voice when she’d moan in pleasure and beg for me to keep pounding into her pussy.

      I couldn’t say I loved her – no, we were too far gone from that – but I did feel attached to her. Whether it was because she was truly the ideal slave or because she was just so unique and pleasing to be with, I could never tell.

      “Damn it,” I whispered to myself as I slammed a fist on the steering wheel. I pushed her too hard and too soon. I had thirty-nine days to slowly train her and get her addicted to this lifestyle. I had thirty-nine fucking days and I rushed through it in a week.

      I got impatient. I got too excited.

      Furious and a little disappointed with myself, I hopped out of the car and crossed the street. There was a small motel with a coffee shop. As drunk as I was I knew I couldn’t drive home. I had to settle for a room and just sleep the alcohol out of my system.

      I didn’t bother taking a shower or wasting my time watching a movie. I just plopped down on the bed and shut my eyes. It didn’t take long for me to drift off to sleep.

      [image: ]
* * *

      When I awoke the next morning I heard my phone buzzing. I groggily reached for it and to my surprise I found a text message from Natasha. That really woke me up and I quickly sat up to read what she had to say.

      “Daddy, I got the money,” her message read. “I’m already scouting for a place to launch my business. Thank you so much. Will you pick me up later? I have something to say but I want to say it in person.”

      For a long while I just stared at my phone, reading the words over and over again. She did say she wanted to meet up with me again, right? I had to really digest her message and it occurred to me that I had to be careful with this. Her message was a double-edged sword.

      Natasha did not specify if she wanted to continue on with our BDSM contract. She did not specifically ask if we had another session planned. She didn’t flirt with me in the message and did not imply if we were going to have sex again.

      However, she also didn’t say that this was farewell. There was really no indication on her intentions except for the fact that she had something important to say.

      That was enough motivation for me to get going.

      I texted back and told her that yes, we would meet again tonight. I still had to go to the office and I was sure she had a lot of things to finish now that she had the cash to get her business going. I simply instructed her to wait for me at her apartment by eight o’clock in the evening. She could wear whatever she wanted.

      Once the message was sent, I quickly got back in motion. I took a shower, checked out of the motel and drove back home to my manor. There I changed my clothes, had some coffee and drove to the office. Felicia had already been busy at work for a few hours and I was grateful that she was still so diligent even when I wasn’t around.

      Time passed by so slowly for the rest of the day. I was anxious to get out and prepare for the evening to come but I was buried underneath so much paperwork. I decided to finally give in and allowed Felicia to draft an advertisement so we could expand the company. I had more money than most billionaires I guessed it wouldn’t hurt to spend some cash to improve my business.

      When that was all done and the office was closed I still had to eat my dinner, oversee some business at the manor and then drive over to Mercury Wild to aid both Trevor and Daxter with their businesses. I was their banker after all.

      It was nearly seven-thirty when I was finally free. I didn’t waste time and bid Trevor good-bye before dashing my way out of the bar and into my vehicle. I drove out to Natasha’s apartment in a hurry and pondered what it was she had to tell me.

      Natasha was out of her apartment and out in the street when I finally arrived. To my most utter surprise, I found her in a large shirt on and no socks or shoes. Even in the dark I noticed she had no bra on as her nipples pressed against the fabric of her clothes. I could only assume she wore no panties either.

      She waved at me and before I could step out of the vehicle she opened the passenger door and hopped right inside.
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      “Hello, daddy,” I greeted him with a smile. It was the best smile I could muster and it glowed with all the joy and genuine excitement I had bursting from within me.

      “Y-you’re wearing what I requested more than a week ago,” he commented as he looked at me, studying me as I leaned on my seat.

      I nodded at him and began to explain, “Daddy, you did your part of the deal. You promised me you’d secure me a business loan if I became your sex slave. I had never experienced BDSM before and I was a virgin when this whole madness started but to be completely honest, I love this.”

      Marcus looked at me with a confused expression on his face. I had to elaborate further. It only made sense – any other girl may have run away and gone home, taking the money to do business elsewhere. I did attempt that but he saved me and that was something I was never going to forget.

      I then explained further, “Daddy, I need someone like you,” I admitted to him. “I need someone who knows how to be in charge. I need someone who can control me, dominate me and put me in my place but still respect my boundaries and my identity. You showed me all that. I feel comfortable with you.”

      “But you don’t love me,” he pointed out.

      I shrugged and looked at him as I said, “I don’t know. I just know that I am quite attached to you, daddy. I live to see you every day of my life. I get excited when you tease me about punishing me or rewarding me.”

      “That’s definitely a lot to go on,” Marcus agreed. He then asked, “Does that mean you’re staying here?”

      I nodded and told him, “Not only that but I’m going to honor our contract. You let me go but you still have like a month to own me and use me as you see fit. I am still your slave.”

      “I let you go because you deserved to be free,” he elaborated. “You could have taken the money and left.”

      My heartbeat got faster as I mustered the words I wanted to say the most, “I want to be with you, daddy. I don’t just want to complete the contract but I want to become your slave for as long as we get enjoyment out of this relationship. You opened my eyes to a whole new world and I want to stay in it.”

      Marcus looked shock but even then he never lost his cool. That was one of the best traits about him – he always looked so serious and never put up for nonsense. Unlike so many other men I had met in my life, Marcus was far more mature, determined and definitely more brutal with his viewpoint on life.

      He didn’t smile but I could see the pleasure burning in his eyes. He looked at me, piercing me with his cold stare, and then told me, “Good. It’s also good to see you are dressed for the occasion. If you’re ready to go we’re going to make a quick stop before heading to the house. Before that though; how is your business venture going now?”

      I smiled and answered, “It’s going perfectly well. I have to go tomorrow to the city hall and begin processing the business papers and registration. I still need to look for a suitable place to set up the shop. I did look into a few ads online and made a few calls to schedule a visit.”

      A sense of pride swelled in my chest as I said those words. His investment in me wasn’t going to go to waste. I would be able to pay the loan and the lenders back quickly. Then I could focus solely on building my profit and hopefully bring my mom here as well. I needed to get her away from that boring life in the middle of nowhere.

      I was going to say more, excited to spill the beans about all my plans and what I’d do once the tattoo shop was flourishing, when I suddenly saw him lean in. Before I knew what was happening I felt his lips press against mine. The warmth and moisture of his kiss sent a shock through my body but instead of revolting I melted into it and welcomed it further.

      Before I knew it I was kissing back, opening my lips just enough so his tongue could slide in and play with mine. His heavy hands crushed me under their weight, gripping my arms tightly as he squeezed.

      Our lips then parted and I looked at him with a gasp and a whisper of a moan.

      “Don’t leave, okay?” he asked. For the first time in a long time I looked straight into his eyes and I saw the longing in his gaze.

      I smiled, cupped his face and said, “Daddy, I’m yours. I promise you that. I will always be yours.”

      “You’re not really my girlfriend though,” he then commented. “Neither of us can say we’re truly in love.”

      “Then let me be your girlfriend and your slave,” I exclaimed. “Let’s take it nice and slow and see how this develops. If we aren’t in love then I can still be your slave. If we are in love then let’s take the next step. I don’t know what it is but we’ll know when we get there.”

      Marcus seemed to be okay with that. He smiled at me and wrapped an arm around my waist. He then told me, “Well, if you’re going to be my girlfriend, then I guess we have to fulfill the expectations that come with that. How about I introduce you to some of my friends at Mercury Wild?”

      My jaw dropped when I heard Mercury Wild. I nodded without saying a single word.

      “I’ll introduce you to Damon – you know him right? He’s always on television. I’ll let you meet Daxter and Noelle too since I noticed you like to wear clothes from their brand.”

      That was a lot to take into. I was excited. However, I stopped him momentarily and pointed out that I was not wearing something appropriate for such a highly regarded bar and restaurant.

      “Don’t worry – you’re a slut to me but not to everyone else. Let’s drop by a shop I know downtown. The place is open twenty-four-seven and I bet we can find something nice for you to wear.”

      I giggled and agreed to that plan.

      For the first time we would get to do something a little normal. We would get to go out like a regular couple, meet up with friends, drink and dance.

      Of course, behind closed doors I would be his little plaything and obey his every word. I was his princess and also his slut.

      I leaned in and gave Marcus a kiss on the cheek before I said, “Okay then, daddy. Let’s go.”

      With that said, he showed me the first smile he ever gave in my presence and drove off to Mercury Wild.
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      One irresistible night, and I'm f*cked.

      

      Damon

      As a professional football player, I have it all.
      Money. Fame. Women.

      But I still think about Emilia, my best friend's sister, the one I spent a crazy fun night with five years ago. But then she's out of my life as quickly as she entered it.
      When I run into her again, I can't take my eyes off her. She looks more beautiful than ever.

      She slipped through my fingers before.
      This time, I'm not willing to let her go.

      
      Emilia

      I haven't seen Damon, my brother's best friend for five years.

      After that sinful night, things got out of control. 
      So I ran away. 
      But raising Jeremy and starting my own hotel business alone wasn't exactly easy for me. 
      I need something else in my life. 
      I need a man; Jeremy needs a father.

      That's when Damon walks back into my life.
      He's sexier now, more mature, and more ripped than ever.

      This time I can't run. I can't hide this secret anymore. 
      But how will he react to this huge secret I've been hiding for five years?
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      “Well, how many offers did you get Mr. Wessic?”

      I turned around to see my World Literature professor, Mr. Holbrooke, standing by with a bottle of beer in his hand.

      I smiled back at him and said, “No less than a dozen, sir. It’s a little overwhelming, to be honest with you.”

      I then looked around and saw the rest of the gym was still busy with the evening festivities. This was our college graduation party, as humble as it was, and students, teachers and parents alike were dancing, chatting and drinking away.

      Mr. Holbrooke took a sip of his drink and said, “Well, with skills like yours it should come as no surprise you’d become a professional football player. It’s like you were born to play in the NFL.”

      “That’s too kind of you to say,” I replied. I myself took a bottle and drank. At least now I was old enough to legally drink and I wanted to enjoy the night. The next few weeks were going to be nothing but grueling training for my professional football career.

      He shrugged and waved that notion off, “You’re too humble, Mr. Wessic. You deserve this opportunity, you know. You’re one of the best football players I’ve met and I’ve been teaching here for ten years. It doesn’t hurt either that you’re not a meathead like the others. Even without football you could still land a great career with your intelligence.”

      “I can only hope so,” I told him. I was moving forward as a football player but I did just achieve a degree in Business Management and Accounting. “I have a few teams I might try-out for now that they gave me the offer.”

      Mr. Holbrooke smiled and patted my shoulder, “Well, go have fun, okay? Congratulations and happy graduation.”

      I watched as he took another gulp from his drink and walked away to converse with the other graduates. My own drink was running out and I headed over to the snack bar to pick up another bottle.

      My plan was to just pass by, get some nachos and a bottle of beer so I could go back out and look for my friends. For a graduation party, this was a little boring. With my friends, we could at least shoot the shit and play video games or something. Some beer pong would be nice too.

      “E-excuse me,” a soft, female voice called out from behind me.

      I turned around and saw one of the cutest girls in the school, Emilia Van de Berg. She had dark brown hair and green eyes. Standing at five-feet-two she was a little petite girl with a tight frame – the kind of figure that made her curves just pop out. I just couldn’t help but stare down at her bubbly ass and her big, perky tits that pressed against her shirt.

      “Oh, hi,” I greeted her. “Sorry, am I in the way?”

      She sheepishly looked at me and smiled, “Yeah. Uhm, could you get me a bottle of beer?”

      I grinned when I saw her cheeks flush red. It just made her all the more adorable and I felt this really strong urge to give her a tight hug – and feel those bombshell tits too. I nodded and grabbed a bottle, opened it and then handed it to her.

      “Here you go,” I told her as she took it. “You’re a Hotel Management student, right?”

      She took a sip, nodded and said, “Yep, that’s why we share a lot of the same classes. Well, I’m not a student anymore.”

      “Yeah,” I offered a toast and our bottles clinked. “Congratulations, by the way. Is your family here?”

      Emilia shook her head and looked at me with big, sad puppy eyes, “It’s just me, how about you?”

      “It’s just me, as well,” I answered. I gestured towards the gym door, “I got some buddies outside but that’s just it. My parents are out on a business meeting in Prague.”

      She looked at me with a raised eyebrow, “Prague? What kind of business do they own?”

      I shrugged it off, “A lot but none that I really care about. Say, since no one’s with you, do you want to hang out with us instead?”

      I saw her cheeks flush red. She thought about it for a second, and after another sip of her drink she nodded and said, “S-sure, why not? I’d love to spend some time with you guys. It’s better than hanging out here in the gym with no one to talk to. All my friends went out already with their parents.”

      “Great,” I told her as I led her out of the gym. She wrapped her arm around mine and we strode on through until we caught up with a couple of my friends standing in a circle by the parking lot.

      One of them was Marcus Phoenix. He was my classmate in Accounting and was set to become one of the world’s most devious bankers. Preston Maxwell was there too and he was also a friend and classmate but he recently decided he would focus his efforts on business acquisitions.

      “Hey,” they all greeted when they saw Emilia and I coming towards them.

      Marcus waved and smiled at her, “Oh, hello there. You’re Jackson’s sister, right? Weren’t we classmates in some subjects?”

      Emilia nodded, “Yeah but mostly in the lesser minor subjects. I’m not a business or accounting grad. I took Hotel Management. I’m Emilia.”

      Everyone welcomed her into the circle with a smile and even got to chit-chat a bit with her. Turned out she was one heck of a fun girl – had a thing for adventures like hiking or camping. She even admitted that she was always there during one of my football games.

      It was a little shocking how I haven’t spent more time with her seeing as her brother, Jackson, was the very reason I got into college football in the first place. She lived in the dorm while he stayed at home so I guess that was a factor.

      We wasted the night away, drinking beer and partying our last night together, and I found myself staring at Emilia. I was flabbergasted at how I didn’t really notice her before – she was drop-dead gorgeous and we were classmates for years but I never really paid any attention to her. Maybe I was just too distracted with all the cheerleaders and freshman babes that practically threw themselves at me.

      To my surprise, she was staring back.

      “I’m starting to feel a little tipsy,” she whispered into my ear. It was around two o’clock in the morning by then and even I was getting too intoxicated and sleepy. I had to stop drinking so I could still drive.

      “Me too, actually,” I replied. “You want to get out of here?”

      She shrugged, “Can you walk me to the bus stop?”

      I chuckled and nodded, “Wait, where do you live? Let me drive you home. We can stop by a store and pick up some donuts on the way there.”

      Emilia pointed at my friends, “Uhm, I live down by White River Bay. Won’t they mind?”

      “Nah, they won’t give a flying fuck,” I assured her. “I’m going to hang out with them tomorrow anyway.”

      She then agreed and we quickly bade farewell to my friends. I didn’t want to waste time explaining to them why I was leaving and they fortunately didn’t ask questions. I simply waved goodbye and walked Emilia over to my car.

      Her jaw dropped the moment she saw what I was driving – it was the latest Aston Martin DB9. I intentionally bought this brand of car because I was a big James Bond fan. Bond always drove an Aston Martin so I just had to have one too.

      “Come on, let me help you in,” I told her as I unlocked the passenger door. She took my hand and gently stepped inside.

      I then stepped into the driver’s seat and drove us out of the parking lot. We kept silent but only until she couldn’t help herself from squealing in delight. I turned to her with a big smile on my face.

      “What’s so exciting?” I had to ask.

      Emilia bit down on her lip before she answered, “You really want to know?”

      I nodded and then turned back to keep my eyes on the road.

      “Who fucking cares, I’m drunk,” she said before she spilled the beans. “I kind of have a big crush on you. That’s why I’m always present at your football games.”

      That made me smile and a warm feeling swelled in my chest. I turned to her and asked, “W-wait, you mean that? How come you’ve never told me?”

      “How can I when you’re surrounded by legions of hot cheerleaders? They’ve got bigger tits than I do, they’re throwing themselves at you and they’re always around you. How can I compete with those?”

      For a moment I felt a little sorry. Here she was, this cute hot chick who’s had a crush on me for so long but I never gave her the time of day until now. I had all those moments with the usual college whores but here was a girl who genuinely liked me.

      An idea then popped into my head. I took a sudden right turn and Emilia grabbed my arm when she noticed we weren’t heading towards White River Bay.

      “Where are we going?” she asked.

      I pointed ahead to the tree lines. The main highway branched off and I took a small dirt road leading directly into the woods. There was a small park nearby and some camping grounds but I was intending on taking her just a little beyond those areas.

      “I want to show you something,” I then answered as soon as I was sure we were on the right road.

      Emilia’s face scrunched up in confusion, “What would you want to show me here? Nobody hangs out around here anymore.”

      “That’s kind of the point,” I answered her as I continued to drive deep into the woods. The overhead canopy of trees began to grow so thick even the bright moonlight couldn’t pierce through much. It was so dark I had to rely solely on the lights of my car to keep going forward.

      Finally, we reached a small glade where the moonlight could shine down. There was a giant boulder. As soon as we stepped out of the car I pointed it to her and explained, “I used to hang out here with some friends. This is the place we’d go to for a drink and to just unwind.”

      “B-but why’d you bring me here?” she asked.

      I pulled her by the hand and took her underneath the shade from the large boulder, “You want me to be honest with you too? I kind of felt bad knowing you’ve had this crush on me but we never got to hang out.”

      “So what, you’re giving me a pity-date to celebrate our graduation?” she looked at me with a disappointed look.

      I frantically shook my head and explained, “N-no, it’s nothing like that. Sure, I feel sorry and all but come on, who wouldn’t want to date you? You’re like so damn fucking hot.”

      “Y-you’re just playing with me,” she said with a nervous laugh. Even then she took her place and sat down and I grabbed a couple of bottles from the car. I opened one quickly and handed one to her.

      “I’m not kidding,” I said as I plopped down beside her and took a sip of my drink. “I really think you’re hot. I’d do you in a heartbeat.”

      Her jaw dropped and she smacked me on the shoulder, “You’d ‘do me in a heartbeat’ sounds so creepy and perverted.”

      “I know, that’s why I said it,” I said with a chuckle and she laughed along. I then casually wrapped my arm around her and snuggled her closer to me. “I want to make up for lost time.”

      I didn’t know if it was because we were getting drunk, if I was just freaking horny being with such a hot little woman like her in the woods or a mixture of both but I just kept on bringing her closer and closer to me.

      To my ever-loving surprise, she never tried to wiggle out. Instead, she chugged down on her beer, tossed the bottle to the side, and turned around to straddle my lap. Before I knew what was going on our lips clashed and she was sliding out of her shirt.
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* * *

      
        Emilia

      

      

      What was I doing? Was I naked? Fuck… yes, I remember now. Here I was, on Damon’s lap, making out with the hottest guy on the damn planet. His hands were on my hips and on my tits. I could feel the warmth and wet touch of his tongue as he licked into my ear and down my neck.

      When I looked up I could see his short, dark blonde hair and blue eyes staring back at me. I could see, even in the dim light of the moon, the square line of his jaw and the ripples of muscles across his chest, arms and abs. Somehow my dream of spending even just one moment with this handsome hunk had come true. I should have prodded him a long time ago – I recalled a moment way back when he stood in front of me in the cafeteria line. I should have taken advantage of that moment then instead of now.

      My head was a blur and I felt my mind drown in alcohol and the swelling pool of lust grew heavy in my chest. I’ve dreamt of this moment for so long but now that it was coming true I didn’t know what the fuck I should do.

      I leaned in and gave him a kiss. Damon responded with a torrid push of his tongue and he buried it into my mouth. I sucked on his tongue as I let him push me with the intensity of his passion.

      Yet as I began to grind and sway on his lap I realized that despite the cold bite of the evening air I was sweating. Between my legs, I felt intense heat swelling from within and I could feel my pussy begin to moisten.

      A heavy knot began to form in my gut as I slipped out of my jeans and now sat naked on his lap. I felt so exposed and uncertain of myself but when he pulled me in and sucked on my nipples all I could do was moan out to wash away all my worries.

      “Oh shit, ooh shit,” I mumbled utter nonsense when he nibbled down on the tips of my nipples.

      I simply shut my eyes and allowed him to take control. Before I could see what he was doing, he had his cock out and the sight of it made me nervous. It was gigantic – I had my fair share of sex before but never had I encountered such a monstrous thing in my life. The girth and length of it would break me.

      “You’re quiet,” he whispered when he noticed I had stopped moving and my eyes were affixed on his meat.

      I bit down on my lips and gave him the naughtiest look I could muster, “You’ve got a big tool down there.”

      “I know,” he said with an evil grin, “and it’s about time I got to use it on you. Come here, you little sexy bitch.”

      Oh fuck me… calling me a bitch flipped a switch and turned me on. I couldn’t help but lean in and bury him in kisses as I began to grind my aching, wet pussy against his dick. It was already pretty erect and I reveled in the pleasure of its stiffness pressing against my soft flesh.

      Slap!

      “Aah! Fuck!” I howled out when he slapped my ass. The impact made me jump and he took that short window of opportunity to grab his cock and aim it at between my legs. When I wanted to descend back down he thrust up and penetrated through my pussy folds.

      My mind shattered when I felt the enormous size of his cock ripping through my walls. It was like being a virgin having sex for the first time all over again. I could literally feel his shaft tunneling through me and my pussy, in return, squeezed tight on his meat.

      “Ooh, aah, ah, ah,” I moaned out loud as he penetrated through, thrusting his enormous cock into me. I welcomed it and began to pump up and down on his lap, allowing his thrusts to go deeper and faster with each passing second.

      His heavy hand slapped my ass once more, making me moan even louder and more often. His fingers dug deep into my skin and in return I clawed at his back and combed my fingers through his hair, desperately looking for something to hang onto as he plowed his way into me. When I tried to lift my head up to look at him, he brought me back down with a bite on my tits and a ravaging series of kisses on my neck and chest.

      “Oh Damon,” I whispered under a weak breath. “F-fuck me, please… it’s so good. Don’t ever stop.”

      I finally had him.

      Even if this was just for a moment, just for a night, I finally had Damon right here in my arms. No, it was even better than that – I was literally on his lap and he was fucking my brains out. I’d been looking his way for four years and now, on our last day, I got to spend time with him. I wasn’t going to let this night die out with a whimper.

      Damon did not disappoint. Maybe all that sex with those cheerleaders really did help him become the monstrous sex machine. He definitely had the body for one too.

      He pushed me off his lap and laid me down on the grass, my back against the damp ground. Quickly he spread my legs and raised one high as he guided his cock back into me. I welcomed it with my cries of wild pleasure and he rewarded me with a squeeze of my breasts.

      “Come on, baby, let’s do this,” he whispered with a grunt when he jerked his cock all the way in me. With that sudden thrust I felt a strange blend of pain and ecstasy wash over me and for a second I thought I was going to fall unconscious. I only managed to keep my mind awake because of the pain that rang through my body with each thrust he pushed forward.

      It took a while for me to get used to this position and to my surprise, he didn’t let me stay that way for long. Damon turned me over and began to fuck me sideways – in this position he easily found a mean to once again devour me with his kisses and I welcomed them each time.

      Right when I was enjoying this new style he once again shifted things. He lied down on his back and I knew what I had to do – I got on top and grabbed his cock. Gently I guided his meat between my legs and I rode on his shaft like a wild cowgirl on a horse. I continued to toy with my body, popping his finger into my mouth and I sucked on it when he did, and I surrendered my will to him as I began to swirl with his cock deep inside me.

      In this position, I was in complete control. I managed to bounce on top of him with a regular rhythm, even when he was getting giddy and would begin thrusting his way up into me. It didn’t take long for me to begin feeling a heavy ball in my gut and between my legs. My whole body was beginning to shudder and my eyes rolled as I struggled with the sensation of pure bliss surging through my body.

      “F-fuck… I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” I began to moan out.

      “Come on then. I want you to cum,” he told me as he pinched my nipples.

      He didn’t need to tell me twice. As soon as I heard those words, I let go. My juices flowed and I got him all wet. My orgasm took over every inch of my body and I couldn’t help but suddenly feel so tired afterward.

      It turned out he was waiting for me to go limp and weak with exhaustion. As soon as he felt my body collapse from the sheer power of my release he pushed me off and lay me, belly down, on the ground. With his strong hands he grabbed my hips and raised my ass high but he pushed my face deeper down onto the wet grass.

      “Face down, ass up,” he told me as he gave my ass cheeks a soft pat.

      “Fuck me,” I begged him. I even wiggled my ass to entice him. I heard him chuckle in joy and he gave me one last smack on the ass before he plunged his cock once more deep into my pussy, but now from behind, doggystyle.

      “Ah, ah, ah!” I began to moan out in short bursts, like a dog barking and yapping. I truly was a bitch now, I guessed.

      But then his thrusts became more jerky, a little more violent and sudden. I felt him drive his cock into me like a jackhammer that was on full throttle – as soon as he did I felt all my remaining strength drain from me.

      I just lay there, drooling and moaning as he fucked my brains out. It didn’t even occur to me until later on that he had spilled all his hot seed deep in me. I was so full of his cum that it oozed out and dripped down the side of my legs.

      When he was spent he grabbed me by the hair and emptied the last few drops in my mouth. I swallowed and looked up at him with a sense of euphoria flooding my senses. I was just happy to have had this moment with him.

      After that, we spent a few minutes cuddled there, underneath the stars and the moon, until our drunken stupor had worn off. I was suffering from a mild headache and Damon complained of a light hang over but he managed to drive me home anyway.
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* * *

      I didn’t crash down on the living room floor of my apartment. I simply stood by the front door and watched with a smile as he drove off into the distance. I knew I might never see him again. I knew we might never get together. We were done with college and it was time to move on with life and our careers. He was going to be this big, successful businessman and NFL player. I was going to be moping around here hoping my degree would get me a job.

      Five minutes passed after he drove away and I was finally beginning to feel sleepy beyond control. With a hopeful spark, I gazed out into the horizon one last time and sent a flying kiss out, hoping my love and affection for him would somehow reach him.

      Sure that he wouldn’t return, I shut the door and plopped down on the couch to sleep. It wasn’t until the next day that I forgot to ask for his number or any other means to contact him. Fuck it – I could just search for a way online.

      As I laid down my mind started to fill with worries. How many times did he cum in me? Do I need to take contraceptives or something? I pondered about getting some pills but then I recalled I just had my period a few days ago.

      I counted the days. One of my classmates did say that the safest time for sex was the first week before and after menstruation so I guess I was safe.

      There was no way I’d get pregnant… right? Satisfied that I was unlikely to get pregnant I tossed my phone down to the floor and dozed off to sleep.
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        5 years later

      

      Mercury Wild was always the best place to hang out after a good NFL season. Ever since Trevor got this place up and working – big thanks to his wife, Jasmine – the boys and I have always preferred this over any other bar and club in town. Good food, good ambiance, sexy girls and the type of customers here was amicable. Most of the patrons here were celebrities and the upper-class folk.

      Tonight, however, I just wanted to relax and Trevor Wild definitely made that desire come true. As soon as I arrived, he had this big banner hung up with the words “Fourth Super Bowl MVP” sprawled on it. There were tons of hot girls, free drinks and good music to party to.

      Of course, I spent the first hour going around chit-chatting and signing autographs with everyone around. It wasn’t until Preston and his wife, Lyla, arrived that I got to settle in and relax.

      “Hey dude,” I greeted as I shook Preston’s hand. I smiled at his wife and took a moment to marvel at just how gorgeous she was. When we first met I thought she was a model or something. It was a bit of a shock to find out she was a full-fledged registered nurse.

      We sat down and Trevor came by real quick to bring us our drinks. He didn’t get to sit with us though as he had a lot of customers to attend to.

      “So, are you going to Jackson’s engagement party?” Preston asked as soon as we got a little more comfortable and a tad bit tipsy.

      My eyebrows perked up and I addressed the question, “Maybe. He sent me a text message asking me to be his Best Man but he needs to plan the wedding first. I’m really considering it too, since I only have a few months off before training for the next NFL season begins.”

      Lyla smiled and patted my hand, “Do it, come on! You know you’ll have fun. Besides, Emilia might be there too.”

      I chuckled at that remark. These people really wouldn’t let go of the fact that I had sex with Emilia five years ago. I mean, come on! I’ve had so many women since then.

      “I bet she’s already forgotten all about me,” I told them. “It’s been so long.”

      Lyla wagged her finger, “A girl never forgets a high school or college crush. You can trust me on that one. You were her dream come true. How could she ever forget someone like that?”

      Preston laughed and hugged his wife, “You should listen to her. She’s an expert on women – she is one, after all!”

      “You two bastards,” I joked as I chugged down on my beer. “Okay, okay, I’ll go. When is the engagement party? I have to double-check the schedule Jackson sent me.”

      Preston flipped out his phone and checked his calendar, “It’s… next Friday. You’re sure you’re coming, right, because I’m going. Daxter and Marcus are coming too. Trevor will be there too – I think they’re the ones sponsoring the party, as a matter of fact.”

      “Well, since everyone’s coming I guess it’ll be less awkward. Sure, I’m definitely coming. I’m not so sure yet about being his Best Man, though. I need to think about that. I don’t know how free I’ll be for all the practice and stuff.”

      “Okay,” Preston told me with a smile of approval. “Hey, Marcus is swinging by tonight. You care for a game of poker or something?”

      I had nothing else to do anyway so I gave a shrug and nod, “Sure. Give me a minute, though, I’ll go ahead and call Jackson and let him know I’m coming to the engagement party.”

      They nodded and turned to talk to each other as I got up and headed to the back of the bar, where it was quieter and fewer people bustling about. As soon as I was in a nice, comfortable spot near the parking lot, I took my phone and dialed for Jackson’s number.

      “Hey,” I greeted as soon as he picked up.

      “Hello? Who’s this?” I heard a female answer. It must have been his girlfriend, Amy.

      I cleared my throat and clarified, “Oh, hi Amy. It’s Damon. Sorry, it sounds like you guys are sleeping. I didn’t mean to wake you two up. Could you please let Jackson know I’m going to attend your engagement party?”

      She quickly got ecstatic, “Really? Oh, thank you, Damon! It means the world to him. Are you signing on as his Best Man too?”

      “Not yet,” I replied with a chuckle. “I need to check with my team manager and my agents to check my schedule first. If I’m free – if being the key-word here – then sure, I’ll be the Best Man for your wedding.”

      “Yey!” she screamed back. “Okay, I’ll go tell him. He’s down in the basement fixing up our heater. Keep us updated, okay?”

      “Sure thing,” I told her and ended the call.

      An engagement party, huh? This will be interesting. I haven’t seen Jackson and Amy in a few months now, ever since the last NFL season began.

      For tonight, however, I just wanted to hang back in Mercury Wild, get drunk and have fun with my friends.
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      “Honey, you look gorgeous,” Amy told me but all I saw in the mirror was a mess.

      I looked one more time. They straightened my hair, which made it seem longer now that it reached my hips, and made me wear this really body-fitting black mini-dress. It was a little kinky, to be honest, with how short the skirt was and how the backless design accentuated the arch of my spine and the curves of my sides. It didn’t help either that the dress was so tight. I could literally feel it squishing my tit.

      “I’m not sure,” I grumbled at her. “I mean, look at you. You’re wearing a really nice, white mermaid dress.”

      “Of course I am,” she answered with a sarcastic tone. “I’m the fiancée getting married in a month. This is my engagement so I’m the one going to wear the mermaid dress.”

      We both laughed and she helped me lace my dress and put on my high heels.

      “It’s nice of you to come back home,” Amy told me as we were lacing up my heels. “How was Paris?”

      I smiled, “It was lovely, darling, but I’d rather be home. Four years in France was amazing but after a while, I just want to talk to people in plain old English and engorge myself in a big, greasy cheeseburger.”

      She laughed and said, “Yeah, I guess there really is no place like home.”

      When I was ready, we both walked out of the bedroom and headed downstairs. I was a little caught off-guard with how many people were there. There could have been at least a hundred different guests.

      As soon as we were down we were flooded with people greeting us, congratulating Amy, commenting on how beautiful we were and how nice our dresses were. It was a little nauseating but also heart-melting just to see how many friends we had.

      That was when I saw Jackson hanging out with the one man I never thought I’d see again. Awkwardly for me, they both spotted me and my brother hauled me close before I could run off and engage with someone else for a conversation.

      I stood there like an idiot, moping around and looking down at my feet instead of greeting my brother and Damon eye-to-eye.

      “Hey, little sister,” Jackson greeted as he pulled me over. “Damon’s here too.”

      “I can see that,” I told my brother with the driest, most sarcastic tone I could muster. I then looked up at Damon real quick and gave him a smile.

      “It’s nice to see you. Uhm, I got to go though, okay? Amy’s making rounds with her family guests and I need to go with her.”

      “Oh no, no, let me do that,” Jackson told me as he gave me a wicked wink and smile. He pushed me back towards Damon and whispered into my ear, “He’s single now. Here’s your chance, sis.”

      I rolled my eyes and watched desperately as he walked away. I then looked back at Damon with a weak grin, “Well, how have you been doing?”

      He looked back at me with squinted eyes and it took a moment for me to realize he was checking me out. I blushed and looked down in an attempt to hide my face. He didn’t settle for that, though, and lifted my face up with a finger.

      “I’ve been doing pretty well,” he replied. “You’ve been out of the country for so long. I hope you’ve still been able to watch my games over there in France.”

      I bit down on my lip and gazed back at him. Even after five years, he was still as handsome as one could ever be. Just being this close to him made me feel a little warm and uneasy. I felt this heavy knot in my chest but at the same time, I once again felt a little queasy between the legs.

      “I-I have, actually,” I admitted. I looked up shyly and teased, “To be honest, I still watch your games religiously.”

      That confession took him back and I saw his face twist with both surprise and joy. He then took my hand and asked, “Say, how about we sit down somewhere and get some drinks to catch up, eh?”

      I nodded and let him lead me off. We passed by Trevor and Jasmine Wild, folks I really admired, and he took me to the gazebo out in the back yard. No one was there, surprisingly, as most of our guests were across the yard having barbecued snacks and beer.

      Once we were alone I turned to him and asked, “Will you be staying here long? I’m going to stay here for a few months. I don’t really know what I want to do now that I’m done with France.”

      “I’m free for a month or two,” Damon answered. “The next NFL season is still a long way off but the agents want us to be training soon. I did sign a contract with my manager and the team but to be honest… I’m getting a little sick and tired of it.”

      “Really?” I looked at him with surprise. I never thought I’d hear him say that. “Isn’t football your life?”

      He shrugged and shot back, “Wasn’t your hotel business in France your life too? You gave it up to come back here. I’m thinking of doing the same thing –”

      Damon barely got to finish speaking when a little four-year old boy came running into the gazebo with his arms wide open. I hugged the child and sat him on my lap.

      “Jeremy, this is Damon,” I told the young boy. “Be a good boy and say hi.”

      “Okay mommy,” Jeremy answered and he turned to Damon. He reached out to shake Damon’s hand and said, “I’m Jeremy. Are you friends with my mommy?”

      Damon looked at my kid with wide eyes. It must have been so shocking for him to see me with a kid. He took Jeremy’s hand, shook it and stuttered back, “Yes, I am. We went to school together. How old are you?”

      My son smiled back at Damon and replied, “Four. Okay, I got to go now. We’re playing cops and robbers.”

      Without so much as a wave goodbye he dashed off to play with his friends. I watched a bit just to make sure he wouldn’t stumble while running. When I saw him reunite with the other kids I turned to Damon. I was surprised to see him studying my son with observant eyes.

      “Yeah, shocking huh?”

      Damon nodded and said, “Yeah, it is. I never thought you’d be a mommy.”

      “Me neither,” I said, perhaps with a tone too melancholic for my liking. We both felt it and a moment of silence passed between us.

      He shattered that silence with a tap on my leg, “Would you be free, say next Saturday? Care to go out for some food or a movie? We can bring Jeremy if you like.”

      Was he asking me out for a date? Really? We just spent like five minutes together and he was already thinking about dating me? Maybe I was just reading too deeply into this. Maybe he just wanted to reconnect and be friends.

      “Sure,” I answered. I had nothing to lose anyway, right?

      Damon looked happy when I said that and we spent the rest of the day chatting about each other’s lives. I was proud to show-off all my progress in my hotel business in France and he talked to me about his professional football career.

      Every time Jeremy would pass I couldn’t help but notice Damon looking at my son. It was like he was studying Jeremy’s face and features very carefully – maybe too carefully.

      Was I going to let him know that Jeremy was his?
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      A few days passed and I was back in my condominium, relaxing a bit and watching videos on my laptop. I completely ignored the email our coach sent us – I could just look at it later on. All I wanted to do today was sit back and relax.

      So there I was, on my bed watching some old movies on Netflix when my phone buzzed. I thought about ignoring it but my curiosity got the better of me and I took a moment to look at it. To my surprise, it was Emilia.

      “Hey, I’m free for an hour. You want to hang out?”

      I was not sure how I was supposed to feel. I read that message over and over again and to my surprise, I started to get excited. Yes, we only had a one-night stand, but that felt so good and I couldn’t stop thinking about that night. I could feel my cock throbbing in anticipation and I had to grasp it tightly with both hands as my mind flooded with images of Emilia and her fucking hot body.

      Before I knew I was lying on the bed, masturbating like there was no tomorrow. My mind was filled with images of Emilia – I thought of her new look, her now-longer hair and the way her body curved. Having a kid made her body figure even hotter than before – she now had sexier hips and gigantic tits. I could just imagine what it’d be like to bury my face in her breasts and to get a taste of her sexy little pussy.

      “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I grunted as the urge was growing stronger. I kept on rubbing and stroking until at least I spilled my cum all over the damn floor.

      I grabbed my old shirt off the floor, wiped myself clean and then grabbed my phone. I quickly texted back, “Sure. Where do we meet?”

      “At the GreenCo Diner in thirty minutes,” she texted back.

      Well, shit. I didn’t have much time to get ready so I took a quick hot shower, put on whatever I could find and dashed out of my unit and back down to the parking lot. I hopped into my car and drove out as quickly as I could.

      By the time I got there, I was relieved to see I was the one who reached the diner first. I was able to order a milkshake and some French fries before she got there.

      I clenched my fist when I saw just how freaking hot she was – she was dressed in this light, floral dress. It made her legs so appealing and I imagined how I could just drag her panties down and fuck her over one of the tables.

      “Hey, I ordered you a milkshake too,” I told her as she sat down.

      She put her small purse down and nodded, “Thank you. Sorry, I can’t really stay here too long. I have to pick up my kid at the preschool in an hour.”

      I felt my heart sink. Well, there go my hopes for a quickie. I knew she wasn’t free the whole day but I didn’t know she was going to be busy with her son. There was absolutely no way she was going to choose me over a day with her kid.

      “That’s okay,” I answered. “So, he’s in preschool now, huh?”

      She nodded and quickly turned to the side when the waitress came with our milkshakes. She took her drink, thanked the waitress and then turned back to me, “Yeah. Time flies so quickly. It was just like yesterday when I found out I was pregnant.”

      Fuck, I didn’t want to hear about that. However, a nagging question did pop into my head and I couldn’t help but ask, “Who’s the father, if you don’t mind my asking?”

      Emilia didn’t immediately reply and I saw her bite her lip in hesitation. There were a full five seconds before she even looked up at me and that was when my deepest suspicions began to grow – was Jeremy my son? He did bear a resemblance to me but there were so many other guys with the same hair color and square jaw like mine.

      “Emilia?” I prodded her real quick with a finger. “You okay there?”

      She shrugged and forced a grin, “Y-yeah. It’s just that my love story isn’t really one for the movies, you know? How’s your love life going? I bet you’ve had a lot of girls.”

      I nodded, confirming her thoughts regardless of how it would make her think of me, and said, “Well, yeah. There’s no hiding that, I guess. I didn’t meet most of them during our games, though. Most of them I met at Mercury Wild.”

      “Trevor’s gig?” she followed up with a chuckle. “Best pickup spot for the rich and famous.”

      Her comment made me laugh and I nearly snorted out my drink. That made her laugh too and for the first time in a long time, I got to spend a moment with a hot chick without taking our clothes off. It was honestly a little refreshing.

      “Yeah, I spend way too much time there lately,” I admitted. “There are so many girls throwing themselves at me now.”

      Emilia looked at me as she sipped her drink then said, “You know, you’re a little different.”

      “What? How so?”

      “You seem a little more… I don’t know, mature?” she stumbled with the words and I giggled at how cute she was. “Back then you couldn’t last five minutes talking to a girl before slipping her out of her panties. We’ve been talking like this for days now and you’re surprisingly behaving yourself.”

      I didn’t know if I was supposed to be insulted by that or honored. She just called me an uncontrollable playboy. Sure, it was true but did she really have to say it?

      “I just wanted to spend some time with you,” I told her, hoping I’d wrestle my way properly through this conversation. “Last time we were together you told me you had this big crush on me. I just wanted to get to see why. I want to know you – genuinely know you, not just what’s underneath the cute dress.”

      Emilia blushed and I had to bite down on my own lip to hide my excitement and glee. She was just so damn adorable. I then reached forward and grabbed her hand. As soon as my fingertips touched her skin I felt this odd spark surge through my body and I just glanced at her with this uneasy – but warm – sensation swelling in me.
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      “Huh?” I mumbled out when he held my hand. It was shocking but at the same time, I felt giddy inside. It was like being back in college and how I’d jump a little bit with joy inside every time he would look my way.

      “You are single, right?” he asked, just to clarify.

      I nodded frantically and pondered about sliding my hand out from his. I just couldn’t do it though and instead flipped it around so I could squeeze his. “Why is that relevant all of a sudden?”

      “Let’s pick things up where we left them,” he told me.

      I scoffed and this time I did pull my hand out, “Where we left off? You fucked me and then drove me home. I texted you all week but you never cared to reply even once. I called you to let you know I was leaving the country and you didn’t even pick up the phone.”

      Damon looked at me with hurt eyes and I could have sworn there was a tear swelling. He brushed it off quickly and then told me, “I know that. That’s why I’m trying to fix things by being the better man this time.”

      Being the better man? Maybe he was indeed being a bit more mature. How could I really know though? I wasn’t going to just blurt out the truth about him and Jeremy unless I saw he was man enough to take hold of that responsibility.

      “How do you plan on fixing things?” I asked him. I finished my milkshake and leaned back on my seat to get a better study of his face.

      Damon did not disappoint. “I want to know you – genuinely, know you – and your kid too. No sex unless you’re the one who starts it. I promise you that.”

      I bit down on my lip and nodded, “That sounds nice. Okay, then.”

      “We’re officially dating?” he was like a kid who got to see the grand finale of fireworks on the Fourth of July.

      “Yeah,” I answered. “Don’t expect me to tell you I love you or anything, that’s fucking ridiculous… but we are going out. You can have that much.”

      Damon nodded and got up from his seat. He moved around the table and scooted me over so he could then sit by my side. As soon as he did I nearly drooled at how damn good he smelled. I was so tempted to bury my face in his chest and let him squeeze me in with a good hug.

      “There is one other important rule: don’t you dare fucking date, flirt or fuck with some other chick while we’re together,” I reminded him. “Those playboy antics – throw ‘em out the window.”

      He laughed and wrapped an arm around me, “I promise you I won’t cheat or even look at another woman.”

      I nestled into his embrace and just soaked in the moment. He was being so sweet it was hard not to just let it happen. I then asked, “What do you want to know first – other than details about Jeremy.”

      “What are your hobbies?” he asked me. “I mean, I don’t know what you’re really into. When we were in college you buried your face in books like a nerd. That’s why I barely ever noticed you – you were a damn fly on the wall.”

      That caught me a little off-guard. Maybe I was a little too shy back in college. I just focused on studying so I could get the heck out of school and move on with life.

      “You really want to know?” I answered with a grin. “I love going outdoors. Hiking, mountain climbing, rapid-water rafting and camping out in the woods are the kind of activities for me.”

      “Not really the ‘chill at home with Netflix’ kind of chick, huh?” he asked. “I always thought you were the kind of nerdy hot girl who plays video games at home and drinks hot cappuccino while reading a book.”

      I laughed so hard at that comment. It was a little cute to think he thought of me that way. I then shook my head and explained, “I can stay at home and chill for games or movies but I just prefer the exhilaration from the outdoors.”

      “This was really fun,” Damon then told me. “Maybe next time we can go out at the park and just ride one of those row boats. I know it doesn’t sound exciting but it’s at least a bit exciting and we’re not in the house, right? Jeremy would have fun too.”

      “Oh shit, Jeremy!” I jumped when he mentioned Jeremy. I quickly checked my watch and hurried to get up, “Hey, I gotta go. I need to pick him up. Uh, I’ll let you know the next time we’re free, okay?”

      “Is that a date?” he asked with playful eyes.

      I rolled my eyes and gave him a peck on the cheek, “Yes, now scoot over. I need to go pick him up.”

      Damon chuckled and bid me farewell. He volunteered to pay our bill and I dashed out of the diner and back to my car so I could pick up Jeremy. As I drove off, my mind wandered a bit and I couldn’t help but smile whenever I thought of Damon. He was still a little cocky rich boy but damn he was so handsome and turning out to be such a nice gentleman.

      A few minutes later I was at the preschool and my son just walked out of the front doors with the rest of his classmates. I greeted him with a hug and gave him a big, wet kiss on the cheek.

      “Baby, you’re always going to love mommy, right?” I asked him.

      Jeremy looked at me with bewilderment and hugged me tighter, “Of course, mommy. Now come on, we got to hurry. The last episode of Dragon Raiders X is coming up!”

      I chuckled and took him over to the car.
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      Emilia was so different lately. Ever since we got back together and began dating she’s always had this… air of eloquence but at the same time some raw power in her.

      Since we started dating we spent most of our time out in town, taking Jeremy out to watch a movie, have some pizza or play games. It turned out he was also into football and for a four-year old he was really good. He got the sporty outlook in life from his mom.

      However, it always puzzled me how she would never tell me more about his father. At times I wondered if I was the father – Jeremy was four and if I counted back to the night of our graduation then it would check out. I looked at that kid and at times it really seemed like he looked like me. He had the same hair, same eyes and the same love for football.

      Those traits didn’t really mean anything because he was so young. Jeremy wouldn’t really develop his looks until his adolescence and by then he might look completely different from how he does today. Maybe I was just projecting myself onto him – but that would mean I wanted him to be my kid.

      Those were my exact thoughts one day when I was out on my own, eating a burger at Mercury Wild on a boring Saturday morning, when Emilia texted me.

      “Hey boo, I’m extra free. Do you want to hang out some more today?”

      I looked at her message one more time. Did she just call me ‘boo’? That was like a blast to the past. No one uses that term nowadays and it was kind of cute for her to say that. It was also a little enticing because she finally stopped calling me just by my name.

      “Okay,” I started texting back. “Where do you want to hang out?”

      “At your place,” she then replied and I felt my whole world shake. “I just want to lay back and relax. Jack and Amy took Jeremy out to shop for their wedding.”

      I raised an eyebrow and thought about it. Man, it would be so nice to have her at my place. However, I did swear not to have sex with her unless she was the one who initiated it. I guess it wouldn’t hurt to just be there together, right?

      “Okay, I’ll pick you up in twenty minutes. I’m just finishing up my burger,” I texted back.

      “Leave me some,” she replied and I laughed upon reading it. I decided to stop munching down on my burger and wrapped it neatly so I could give it to her. I then left of Mercury Wild, waving goodbye at Jasmine on my way out, and made my way to the car.

      As I drove, I started to wonder why she was in such a hurry to meet up with me today. I guess she was just excited to spend some time with me without us both having to take care of Jeremy.

      Fortunately, I didn’t have to wait too long to find out. Their home wasn’t too far from Mercury Wild and I got there in less than fifteen minutes. I would have arrived sooner if I didn’t slow down a bit so I could grab my cock and fix it in my pants so my hard-on wouldn’t be so obvious when I got to her.

      When I finally got there I didn’t even have to get out of the car. Emilia was waiting for me outside the gates, standing by the large oak tree across the street. She was wearing this really gorgeous pink off-shoulder outfit and Daisy Dukes short shorts. It was so damn skimpy I once again wondered if she was intentionally teasing me.

      “How are you?” she asked the moment she got in the car. “I’m sorry if this was so last-minute. I was going to take Jeremy out because he had no school today but then Amy decided to tag him along.”

      I waved it off, started driving and said, “Oh, it’s okay. I was doing nothing anyway. Oh wait, here’s your burger.”

      I then reached into the back seat, took out a brown bag and handed it to her. She reached in and took out the burger I had just a few minutes back. She chomped down with glee and looked at me like I had given her the best damn gift in the world. It was a treasure in of itself to see her smile that way.

      “Good,” she said after finishing off my burger. She cleared her throat and asked, “Do you still live in that old manor?”

      I shook my head, “No, my parents moved to England after I graduated so there’s no one to take care of that rusty old place. I got myself a condo unit downtown.”

      Emilia’s face went from static to ecstatic in a snap. Her eyes widened and she looked at me like an excited little girl, “Oh wow, I’ve never actually been in one before. Is it like fully furnished and everything? Oh, who am I kidding? You’re an NFL star, of course it’s got everything.”

      Seeing her so giddy and excited was turning me on. The way she bounced and rattled on and on was exactly like the way she was back during our graduation night. I kept on thinking of that night – she may think I just left her without saying goodbye but little did she know there were times where I would sit in my room or before a game and just fantasize about her.

      “Why’d you want to hang out in my place, by the way?” I asked her. “Isn’t that new alien-thingy movie out in theaters?”

      Emilia shook her head and poked me in the arm, “I just want to be with you.”

      That was one of the weirdest things I had ever heard her say. I didn’t know what to reply to that and simply looked at her with a weak smile on my face. To my utter surprise, she leaned in and gave me a kiss.

      As soon as our lips touched I slowed the car and parked to the side. I didn’t want this to just be another kiss. I wanted to really taste her and feel her. I wanted to freaking have her melt into me.

      My hands reached out and started to roam her back. I reached out to feel her lower back and pull her in to me. I hugged her tightly and pressed down on her with my lips, kissing her as passionately as I could.

      While we kissed she started whimpering and moaning. The mere sound of her voice was turning me on and I had to fight with every inch of strength I had to not reach up and grab her tits. I was burning with this intent to flirt more with her but fortunately, before I could do anything, she pulled away a bit.

      “Damon,” she whispered softly as we pulled apart.

      “Y-yeah?” I quivered as I responded. I was still so intoxicated with the taste of her lips.

      She looked at me, bit her lip and then reached out to caress my face and lips. She then gave me another soft kiss on the lips and then said, “Hurry up, I’m feeling the need to tell you something but I won’t say it until we’re at your place.”

      What in the world did she have to say that it couldn’t be told here? Confused, I just nodded and drove off until we got to my condo unit.
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      His condo unit was smaller than I thought it would be. It was modest even in design and décor – he truly had changed from the extravagant rich kid he used to be. It didn’t feel so awkward to go in and sit down on his living room couch as if I’d been here for years.

      “Care for a drink?” he asked me.

      I nodded and he took out a bottle of beer from the fridge. Turned out it was one heck of a strong drink too but I needed to get a bit drunk for what I was going to say. I had a lot to reveal and unleash on him and some alcohol could help.

      Damon then sat down beside me and asked, “What was it you wanted to tell me? I got something up too.”

      I took a big gulp of beer, allowed the alcohol to swirl in my head, and then said, “W-wait, I need to gather my thoughts. What’s yours?”

      He wrapped an arm around me, hugged me tighter and said, “It seems pretty serious. Mine can wait, if you want.”

      “No, go ahead,” I told him.

      “The next NFL season is still months away,” he revealed. “But I have a big game coming up in two weeks. There’s an All-Star special event taking place in London and we’ve been negotiating about it for months. My agent just called and said it’s confirmed – I’m joining the game.”

      For a moment I was set to comment on that statement but instead, I turned to him and gave him a kiss on the cheek. He hugged me tighter and turned to me, shifting my kiss to his lips. He pressed back, kissing me even further until at last he parted my lips and dug his tongue into my mouth. Our tongues lashed and I felt like a sudden heat wave flashed over me, like every inch of my body was on fire.

      Damon pushed forward and before I knew what was happening my back was down on the couch and he was on top. His lips continued to devour mine and our tongues danced in lust and ecstasy as his hands roamed over my body. I melted into his touch and squirmed only in pleasure when he found his way underneath my clothes and up to my breast. When he squeezed I gasped so softly but even then the faint whisper of my moan turned him on. My voice only drove him on and he began to massage my tits as our kisses continued to inflame our desires.

      “God, you’re still so beautiful,” he whispered softly into my ear before he lashed his tongue out and licked my skin.

      The heat and moisture of his licks turned me on further and almost instinctively I spread my legs and he wiggled his way in between them. His other hand reached down and slid down underneath the fabric of my panties. My eyes shut tight and a moan escaped my lips the moment I felt his fingertips grace my already-soaking wet pussy lips.

      “D-Damon,” I called out to him in the midst of my cries. “Fuck me. Fuck me!”

      “Baby you don’t have to beg twice,” he answered and pulled down on my shorts and panties in one go. As soon as my pussy was free and exposed he dropped everything and made his way down until his tongue found its way between my legs.

      “Aah, oh God it’s so good,” I moaned out as Damon began to devour my soft, tight little pussy. He lashed out with his tongue and ravaged the lips of my flesh like a hungry animal. He didn’t stop and continued to dig in like I was his last meal on Earth.

      “F-fuck, fuck!” I yelled out when he began to apply pressure and kisses not just against my lips and walls, but also on my clit. Merely rubbing his lips against it sent shockwaves across my body and I shuddered as he pressed on.

      My fingers clawed at him, raking through his hair and down his back, but he welcomed my wild enthusiasm and rewarded me with a soft slap on my tits. I growled and smiled back at him, my eyes squinted in pure ecstasy.

      Damon undid his pants quicker than I could see and he had his monstrous cock dangling down at me in no time. I grabbed it like an anxious schoolgirl and squeezed tight. Even then, with all my effort, I couldn’t wrap my hand and fingers around the girth of his meat. It was that big.

      A quick moment of silence and uncertainty passed between us. In that moment I saw him look into my eyes. Even in that short amount of time, I saw the depth of his affection for me and perhaps some essence of pity. I didn’t know why but it made me feel warmer inside instead of angry and unsure.

      “Damon,” I whispered before our dance of lust would continue. “I’ve always loved you.”

      “Do you love me still?”

      “Fuck me and let’s find out,” I answered vaguely, with the sultriest voice I could muster. That was the kinkiest thing I had ever said in my life and I could only hope that it would lead to the inevitable climax I was hoping for.

      Fortunately for me, it did. Damon didn’t waste another breath with words and plunged his cock into my warm and aching pussy. As soon as he thrust in and penetrated through my flesh and walls I felt a surge of pain like nothing before. The shock reverberated through my body, from head to toes, but instead of pushing him away I welcomed him closer. I wanted more and as he gave more I felt the pain wash away and it was replaced with nothing but a mind-numbing ocean of pleasure.

      Everything faded into the background – even my conscious mind. There was nothing important at the moment but the way our bodies melded into one. My moans echoed through the walls of his condo and our bodies washed with sweat and cum.

      I couldn’t recall how many times I came that day. I just knew that I did and my orgasms further locked my mind away in some faraway place. It was a long while before I came to see our surroundings and it was after a few minutes after that I realized we had taken a nap in his bedroom instead of the couch we began having sex on. When I turned to my side, however, I saw Damon was gone.

      At first I panicked and thought he had left me there. It wouldn’t be the first time I’d wake up after having sex with him just to see him gone. Yet a few minutes after I heard clanging in the kitchen and it occurred to me he was making coffee.

      I smiled, sat up and waited for him to return.
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      When I got back in the room Emilia was already awake. It was just marvelous to see her naked and seated up on my bed. She was hotter than any other girl I’ve ever had. Even now it was shocking how I had ignored her for so long.

      “Hey,” I greeted as I walked back in and handed her a mug of black coffee. I placed mine down on the bedside table and snuggled back right beside her on the bed. She took her coffee, sipped, and with her other hand grabbed my cock and gave it a quick squeeze.

      “Mmm, that’s so good,” I exclaimed when she stroked my shaft. Her touch was so delicious it was getting me hard all over again. “You’re so good.”

      Emilia giggled and blushed. She then told me, “Okay, I’ll spit it out: I’m the one who broke the ‘no sex’ rule we had.”

      I laughed and hugged her tightly, “I wasn’t going to stop you. I’ve been thinking about you ever since college, you know?”

      “Really? So why’d you leave me?”

      Fuck. I knew that question would come up and I didn’t really have a good answer. I squeezed her with my embrace and just blurted out the truth.

      “You want the honest truth?” I asked. “I didn’t intend to leave you. I just did, for no real rhyme or reason. I had NFL try-outs back then, you were going to leave town for your business pursuits and I figured it would have been just a one-night stand…”

      She nudged me with her elbow and sneered, “So I was really just a one-night stand?”

      “No, actually, I couldn’t stop thinking about you. There were times when I wanted to email you, message you on Facebook or call you.”

      “So why didn’t you?” she asked me.

      I sipped my coffee and placed it back on the bedside table, “I was nervous, scared and unsure. I didn’t know if you were mad at me or if there was a chance we’d get to be together the way we are now.”

      “You should have at least tried,” she told me. “I was waiting. I thought of messaging you too but I was worried my email would get buried amidst all the fan-mail you get.”

      She was right. I should have at least tried but I didn’t. I was sorry about that, I truly was, but there was nothing we could do about it now. The past was done and we were here in the now.

      Thinking about that reminded me she had something important to say. I knew it was beyond just the exchange of “I love you” and having sex.

      “What was it you really wanted to tell me about?” I asked her, shattering the brief silence between us.

      “Do you really want to know?” she asked. “If I say it, do you promise that you won’t just leave me again? I really need to make sure of this.”

      Her words took me back a little bit. Was it really that shocking? What was it that she was hiding from me? It just made me think about this revelation even more. Even though I was starting to feel a little uncertain about pressing on I just had to know now.

      I nodded and promised, “I promise that no matter what this is about and no matter what you have to say I will not leave you. I will never leave you. I waited five years for a chance to spend time with you again and we spent the past few weeks getting to know each other – genuinely getting to know each other – and those moments made me realize how much I need you.”

      “I hope you mean it because what I’m about to say is going to change everything,” she told me. “I like how things are… it’s like being in a real relationship and I’m scared that if I tell you this one thing it’ll change.”

      Jesus, woman, just say it! I was starting to get a little impatient but I knew I had to just shut my mouth and let her take her time with this. I just gave her a kiss, hoping it would let her I would stand my ground and by my words.

      “Whew,” she then sighed in relief. “Okay, here it goes. You better be ready for this. I trust you, you know?”

      I nodded and waited for her to drop the ball. When she did speak again I felt the whole world suddenly crash down upon me.

      “Jeremy’s your son.”
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      He was silent. He just sat there, his arms around me, and stared into the distance. I didn’t even know what he was looking at but I was damn sure it wasn’t the television. When I looked into his face it just looked blank.

      “Damon?” I called out. “Are you okay?”

      A great fear began to swirl in my guts. Maybe it was too soon to drop this information on him. Maybe it was all-wrong. However, I didn’t want to get into a deep relationship with him – and regularly have sex with him like this – without letting him know the truth. Jeremy was his and he had the right to know that.

      “Y-yeah, I am,” he answered. “How sure are you that he’s mine?”

      I giggled and tried to lighten the mood, “I didn’t fuck anyone else before or after our graduation night. I did try to move on and date someone else but by then I was three months pregnant and I dropped all attempts so I could focus on just staying healthy.”

      “Why didn’t you tell me? It’s been so long,” he asked me.

      “You were a rising NFL star,” I answered. “Could you imagine the trouble you’d be in if the world found out that the rookie of the year had an illegitimate son out there? It’d be a scandal. Now, however, the media won’t bat an eye.”

      He scoffed, “What? Am I old news now?”

      I shook my head, “No, it’s not that. What I mean is it won’t be much of an issue since you’re already a veteran player. When the people find out, they’ll just go ‘oh, he’s had a son all this time’ and just accept it.”

      “There’s no way we can be sure of that,” he tried to point out. “I might lose my position in my team if this goes out to the public.”

      Now I really felt worried. The heavy feeling in my gut sank and I was going down with it. I looked up at Damon and asked, “What are you planning to do?”

      Damon didn’t answer immediately. He just leaned back against the headboard, finished his coffee and stared blankly at the television on the wall. He gripped my hand, gave it a squeeze, and just soaked in the moment as he pondered about his options.

      I didn’t rush him. I knew this was something really important and difficult to think about. His whole career was on the line. He had been in the NFL for five years now and I was sure he still had another five years or so in him before he’d call it quits. I couldn’t just expect him to throw all of that out the window for a kid he just met a few weeks ago.

      After what felt like forever he shifted in his seat and looked at me, “Let me think about this. I need some time to really consider what to do.”

      I was so disappointed. I knew it would be impractical – and a little stupid – to hope he would accept Jeremy and I wholeheartedly and say he’d jump right in to be Jeremy’s father. Despite that I had hoped he would do so and now I felt crushed.

      “I-I understand,” I told him. I couldn’t help but push his hands off me and I scooted a few inches away from him, hurt by his course of action.

      Damon turned to me and tried to hug me closer but I shrugged him off. He then said, “Come on, Emie, you can’t just expect me to jump up and down in joy. I love Jeremy but there’s so much ahead of me right now. I need to think about this. It’s not an easy thing to deal with. It’s not like we’re choosing between apples and oranges.”

      I bit down on my lip, preventing myself from lashing back, and took a moment to pause and sort out my thoughts. When I was a little calmer I said, “I can’t say I’m not a little bit disappointed. L-Look, we’re both a little shaken, okay? I’ll just go home right now. I’ll let you sort your thoughts about this.”

      “Emilia,” he called me by my full name. “Look, just trust me on this. Let me deal with the game in London first, okay? Let me handle this one at a time and I’ll get back to you about Jeremy.”

      For the first time since I got to be with him again, I felt the urge to just smack him in the face. He was seriously considering his football career over bonding with Jeremy as a real father. Maybe he was just as childish and irresponsible as I thought he was years ago.

      I couldn’t handle it anymore though. Just when I thought everything was working out just fine and dandy this all had to happen. I wished I didn’t spill the truth to him just yet.

      “Damon, take me home,” I told him as I got up from the bed and slowly began to dress.

      “Emie, you don’t have to go,” he tried to beg. He reached out and patted the bed, gesturing for me to come back. “Just get back here. We can talk more about this when I get back from Europe, okay?”

      I shook my head, “Damon… this is something you have to be ready to decide upon right now. Are you ready to be a father or not? Even if Jeremy wasn’t yours, would you be ready for the responsibility if you got me pregnant today? What would happen then?”

      Damon hung his head in defeat. He knew he had nothing to rebuttal my challenge. He really needed to think about the course of his life. I literally just derailed him but that was how things were – Jeremy was his and he had to face that reality.

      “Come on, you have to be a little fair,” he snapped back. “You don’t understand the magnitude of this information. I have a big NFL career in front of me. What do you have?”

      That really flared me up and even Damon knew he just said something stupid. I wasn’t going to let it go though and shouted back, “Fuck you! While you’re out there playing games I was raising your son while running a damn fucking hotel. I’ve been dealing with a legit business. And just for your information, I know the magnitude of this kind of information. I’m the one who carried him for nine months in my womb, you freaking idiot. How do you think I felt when the doctor told me I was pregnant?”

      I must have really struck a chord because he turned dead silent. Damon didn’t dare utter another word and simply slid out of bed to dress up. When we were both ready, he let me head out first and took me back to the car.

      The drive to my place was in awkward silence. I could feel he wanted to say something. He must have been thinking of something to fix this and make everything all right but he didn’t utter the words.

      Whatever he was going to say they were gone with the wind. I didn’t even care to look back and watch his car drive off. I just stormed into the home and waited until Jackson, Amy and Jeremy got back home from their shopping spree.

      Damon tried to text me. He tried to call. I didn’t give a damn and just ignored his attempts even into the next day. I was still a little unsure.

      I knew I was being unfair. I made him promise to be civil about this but I was the one losing my shit over his decision to take this situation nice and slow. However, my disappointment was over the roof. I needed to think about this as well.
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      Damn it, Emilia. If she didn’t want to talk to me, fine. I could forego all of that. I didn’t need all that bullshit drama in my life. I had a big game coming up. I had to just focus on that right now. My future was in the NFL and the opportunities that it brought along. Commercial deals, sponsorships, endorsements and maybe cameos in television shows or movies – all of those could be mine if I kept on pursuing my career. All of those could vanish if I dropped everything to play husband and father for Emilia and Jeremy.

      At the same time, however, I wanted to be there for them. I was falling for Emilia so fast it felt like I was dating her ever since that night in college. Losing her now would be a big blow that I might not recover from.

      Then there was Jeremy. He was only four and just a little kid but he was mine. That fact alone was something I had to wrestle with… I mean, holy shit I have a kid of my own.

      I spent the next few days debating about this revelation at Mercury Wild. While I wasn’t going to tell Trevor, Marcus and the others about Emilia and Jeremy I did let them know I was at a crossroads in my life. Fortunately for me, they were being really good friends and just decided to drink along with me.

      For the rest of my free time, I spent it out of town, going back to my team and my agents and coach so I could prepare for the game in London. I wasn’t the best quarterback in the NFL but they gave me the position for this European game. This would let me prove myself to the rest of the NFL that I could be the best player in the world. I could guarantee myself an MVP award if I led the team to victory in London.

      Before I knew it, the thoughts of Jeremy and Emilia had once again faded into the background. There was nothing left in my mind except the sound of football players slamming into each other and the feel of the grass. There was nothing to bother me except for the strategy of each play and the goal of scoring another touchdown before each session was over.

      After a week had passed, I was solely focused on the game. By the day of the game itself, I had nothing else – no other agenda – but the game. We were going to win and I was going to make sure that would happen.

      

      The field was dark green and the benches were filled with over a hundred thousand spectators. It was a marvel to witness and a miracle that I was a part of it all. My teammates, who all come from different NFL teams to forge this one “dream team” of players, saluted me as I came onto the field. Even though some of them had been my rivals in previous games, this time around we were allies and we all had respect for each other’s skills and talents.

      For a brief moment, my eyes lingered and I glanced at the crowd. There was a part of me that hoped she would be there but I knew the reality of that happening was beyond slim. She was back in Stateside, taking Jeremy to preschool and preparing for Jackson and Amy’s wedding.

      I should be preparing too. I checked my schedule and it turned out I could attend the wedding and be the Best Man. However, I had to deal with what was right in front of me – I had to deal with the game.

      Before long, the referee was out on the field. There was a coin toss, the ball was handed, and in just a few minutes we began to clash against each other on the grass. I could hear the announcers speaking on the PA system and the sound of commercials playing non-stop. I could feel the grit of the grass every time someone tackled me down whenever I tried to dash with the ball or throw it to my running back.

      Mere minutes passed and we had scored our first touchdown. The opposition had struggled after and our defensive line managed to push them back several yards until they had no choice but to try and kick it through the goal posts for a measly three points.

      I was determined to win, however, and I made them pay for that small success by launching a new game plan with my teammates. It was risky, sure, but with my speed and ability to trick our opponents I made a mad dash across forty yards to score yet another touchdown.

      The crowd went wild. I could hear my name being chanted on and on. When I looked at the big screen I could see my face. This was a dream come true. I knew the boys at Mercury Wild knew what this felt like. They’ve all gone through their own ups and downs and a taste of massive success.

      Now it was my time and boy, I did love it.

      The whistle sounded off and once again my mind shifted to the game. Despite how busy we were on the field, however, in the very back recesses of my mind, I thought of Emilia. I could picture her soft, tight little body that turned me on. I thought of her sharp mind and the funny things she’d say. I thought of Jeremy and how sweet of a little boy he was and how smart he was for a kid his age.

      In the snap of a second, all of that evaporated as one of the opposing players slammed into me. The distraction was enough to knock me off balance before I could toss the football off to my runner, and before I knew it I was overwhelmed by another tackle and then a third. I was down on the ground, eating dirt. That was our first down. I had to keep my head in the game.

      When I got up, I dusted myself clean and cracked my knuckles. There was no time to think about Emilia and Jeremy. I had a game to win.
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      Every day since Damon and I last spoke I spent the time pacing around aimlessly, pondering about what to do. Whenever Jeremy was at school I’d drive over to Mercury Wild where I could get a drink and just gossip with Lyla or Jasmine and get my mind off of Damon. Other days I spent with Amy and helped her plan her wedding with my brother. It was due in three more weeks.

      When I tried to call Damon I discovered he had already left town. His agent called me back and told me Damon was out with the football team – they were practicing for the upcoming exhibition game in London. Their coach even told me he was the main star of the event – a young quarterback who could prove his prowess if he leads the team to victory.

      That didn’t sit well with me, however. I needed to fix this issue with Damon, especially now that he knew the truth.

      My mind was this muddled two days before the big game. I was back in Mercury Wild – Jeremy was out with Amy at the zoo – and I was out with Carrie, Dylan’s ex-girlfriend. Rumors were spreading that she was also filing a lawsuit against him but nobody could tell for sure. Dylan was one of the more powerful billionaires in Mercury Wild and I didn’t want to get involved with their personal issues.

      “So, what do you plan to do?” she asked me as we sipped on our Margaritas. It was three in the afternoon and I was set on getting smashed until late at night. At this time of day there were already some patrons here at Mercury Wild.

      I shrugged, sipped and then answered, “I don’t know. Oh, and please don’t tell anyone else what I told you, okay? The last thing I need is gossip flying about. Can you imagine all the chaos that would happen if Trevor and the others bugged Damon about Jeremy?”

      She nodded and finished her drink, “I wouldn’t worry about it. Gossip flies quickly but it dies as fast too. Seriously, though, you need to consider your options. He might leave you again and this time for good.”

      “That doesn’t really scare me anymore,” I revealed. I sighed in sorrow and took a moment to listen to the old 80s music playing in the background. I then turned to her and explained, “I just think that by the end of the day things will just go back to the way they were – just me and Jeremy living our lives. We got by several years without Damon – we can do it again.”

      “He needs a father,” Carrie tried to point out. “Back then he had no experience with a father figure but now he has. If you keep pushing Damon out this way then you’re not doing anything good; you’re just going to make Jeremy feel lonely.”

      She was definitely right about that. While Jeremy still only thought of Damon as “mommy’s new friend” who we hung out with, he was already feeling the burn of not being around him. There were days where he’d ask where Damon was and if we were going to go out again. He obviously missed Damon.

      “What else can I do?” I asked Carrie.

      “Do the crazy thing,” she answered with a wicked glint in her eyes. “I know I would do the craziest thing if I was in love the way you are.”

      I rolled my eyes, “Define crazy.”

      She laughed and bit down on her lip, “Sweetie, men love it when we go out of our way to show them we love them.”

      “So what happened between you and Dylan?” I dared to ask.

      Carrie shrugged it off and said, “He got too rich to care anymore. It’s okay though. I can survive. Now come on, do the dumbest, craziest thing you know you could do for the name of love. If you think you’ve come up with the wildest idea then you know it’s the right one.”

      My mind raced as I thought of all the crazy things I could do to let Damon know I love him and that I can forgive him for being so brash the day I told him Jeremy was his son. I had to ask for his forgiveness too for being a stuck-up bitch that day and being so demanding when I should have been more lenient and patient about the situation.

      How could I let him know all of that? A simple phone call wouldn’t do the trick. A text message or Facebook message would seem lame and nowhere near as sincere as I’d like it to be.

      That was when something popped into my head.

      “Carrie, I have to go,” I suddenly told her as I got up from my seat. I handed her some cash to pay for our drinks. “Here, tell Jasmine I said hi. I have to go – thank you so much, you really gave me a good idea.”

      She laughed, took the cash and said, “Go girl, I’ll take it from here.”

      I waved goodbye and made my way through the crowd. I walked out of Mercury Wild and through the parking lot. As I got back in my car I whipped out my phone and called Amy.

      “Amy?” I called out as soon as she answered. “How’s Jeremy?”

      “Huh? Oh, hi there Emilia!” she replied. “Yes, he’s right here, actually. We’re looking at the lions now. We just passed by the zebra exhibit.”

      “Can you guys drive back home?” I asked. “I need to take Jeremy with me.”

      She paused and then asked, “Wait, what? Where are you guys going?”

      “This is probably the dumbest thing I’ve ever done but I’ve got to give a try, Amy,” I explained. “I need to take Jeremy and go to London. I need to be there for Damon. We need to be there for him.”

      “What? Why? What’s going on?”

      “Damon is Jeremy’s father, Amy,” I told her. “It’s time we spend time together as a family.”
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      The half-time show for the exhibition game was weird beyond a doubt – pop singers, movie trailers, video game presentations and more were showcased but there were politicians dancing, celebrities trying to be funny and even a skit making fun of heavily criticized world leaders. It was cringe-worthy but fun all the same.

      When it was all done, however, it was time to get back into the game. Even with the rest, we were all very tired. We had a big lead ahead of our opponents but at the cost of three injuries and multiple replacements on the field, particularly for our defensive lineup. We had to maintain our lead or help it grow otherwise the opposing team could take advantage of our weakened state and turn the table around. We might lose this game if I didn’t think of something fast.

      As soon as the whistle blew and the first play launched into action we knew we were in trouble. We lost several yards despite having the ball. We got pushed back a good thirty yards and in one more round, we’d lose possession.

      I looked around, hoping I could think of something radical that way we could gain the advantage. That was when I saw the close-up video of the crowd on the big plasma screen.

      There were Emilia and Jeremy, seated up there, cheering me on.

      What the heck were they doing all the way here in London? Since when did they get here? My mind was so muddled with so many questions but none of them really mattered. What did matter was the fact that they were here.

      That could only mean that Emilia was willing to talk to me about Jeremy. She was so adamant last time about me taking responsibility. I wasn’t sure I could handle it. The sudden shift in my life and career was scary, to say the least.

      Smack!

      “What the fuck?” I cursed as I turned to see my teammate had thrown the football at me.

      “Dude, you were spacing out,” he told me as he ran up to his position. “Focus, man, you’re the one who’s got to think of a way to win.”

      I shook my head, hoping to shake off the dizziness, and then clapped my hands to get a plan going. I huddled my teammates and told them, “Look. We need to get one more touchdown to seal the deal here. We’ve got the lead but they can take over if we don’t push our lead a little further.”

      “Yeah, but they’ve shifted their team to really bolster their defense,” my running back, Rory, answered. “It’s not going to be easy to find an opening and pass me the ball. Even if you do, I don’t think I can get very far with the tacklers they have in place.”

      I nodded in agreement, “I know, that’s why we’re going to do something very different. We’re going to do a false run.”

      My teammates looked at me with expressions of confusion. They knew what I meant but they didn’t see how it would work in our favor.

      “We’re not going to do a one-turn false pass,” I elaborated. “We’re going to do it twice.”

      Everyone in the huddle voiced out their concerns simultaneously.

      “We can’t do that,” my running back said. “One pass is already hard enough to get through, how much more to do two?”

      “Trust me,” I said. I then pointed to my left flank runner, “I’ll pretend to pass the ball to you but then make a dash at the last second. I’ll then pass it to Rory and he’ll pass it to you once you’re clear. Make a run for it and just pass the ball back to me the moment you’re close to the field goal.”

      Rory still didn’t seem to like that idea, “That’s too risky, man. When did you ever see a play like that? There’s a reason a quarterback only passes the ball once or runs with it.”

      “I know, dude,” I shot back. “Just trust me on this. They push out all their effort on the first tackle but they don’t have anyone leaning back. We can zigzag around that opening once we get the ball behind them.”

      “Well, here’s hoping, dude,” Rory relented and we all clasped hands for one last play.

      It was a good thing they all trusted me on this, no matter how ridiculous the idea was. I then turned my attention to the big screen – the cameras weren’t focused on Emilia and Jeremy anymore. I looked at the crowd but I didn’t have an idea where they were.

      “Well, this one is for you… son,” I whispered as I got ready and positioned myself on the field.

      In an instant, the world shifted. Everything seemed quiet as my mind cleared out all the noise and I focused solely on the task at hand. Then the whistle blew and I dashed back, preparing to throw the ball at my left flank runner.

      From the corner of my eye, I saw a tackler rushing towards me. He was going to try and stop me dead in my tracks but I quickly twirled and made a mad dash to the left, defying all of their expectations – they thought I was going to throw.

      Instead, I made a dash a good twenty yards and then passed the ball all the way to the right to Rory. He caught it with only one tackler trying to jump in and intercept the ball. Rory landed, dashed and was met with two opponents. He barreled through them and at the very last moment he tossed the ball back to our left flank runner.

      We scored a touchdown. The crowd went wild. With the next kick we were now way ahead of our opponent. Even if we were to cut some slack now to recuperate from the replacements and injuries we would still win the game.

      Even the opposing team knew. They did their best but even then we wouldn’t just let them take over. We focused entirely now on our defense and they couldn’t even score a single touchdown after. The remaining twenty-five minutes of the game was a sore sight for them to go through.

      By the time everything was over we still had a big lead.

      “Hey, I bet you’re going to be named MVP of the game,” Rory told me as soon as we hit the benches to relax.

      I shrugged, “If I do, can you do me the honors and get the certificate and trophy for me? I got somewhere I need to be, man.”

      He looked back at me with confusion, “Dude, we just won the best exhibition match in a century and you’re going to leave early?”

      “My son is here,” I told him. “Hey, I promise man, I’ll make it up to you in the next season. We’re teammates if the trade-off goes out well.”

      Rory nodded, “My contract with my team ends so yeah, I’ll likely move to your team. Well, I’ll see you on the flight home – unless you’re going to go with your kid. It was a good game, man. I’ll be seeing you.”

      I did have to make a longer excuse with my coach and the agents. The team president of Team USA had a long talk about me leaving Europe on my own. I didn’t tell them yet about Jeremy and Emilia but I assumed our talk would be even longer than this one. Boy was I in for a lot of heat.

      I didn’t really care though. I ran out of that stadium as fast as I could and started going through the crowd, hoping I could spot Emilia and Jeremy. Thousands of people flooded out of the stadium now that the game was over but many more remained to watch the celebrations and other festivities.

      “Hey,” a familiar voice then called out from behind.

      I turned around and saw them both looking at me. They were just ten feet away, standing next to a popcorn stall.

      “H-how’d you two find me?” I asked blankly.

      “We saw you leave the stadium on the big screen,” Emilia answered.

      “You were so good!” Jeremy then exclaimed and the sound of his praise made me smile.

      I picked him up, held him close to me and then turned to Emilia, “Emie, I’m sorry. I’m sorry for everything – for acting like a dick, for not realizing what you guys mean to me… I’m sorry!”

      She cupped my face and gave me a warm, sweet kiss on the lips, “Damon, I love you.”

      “I love you,” I told her back.

      “Ew, you guys are disgusting,” Jeremy cut in and he stuck his tongue out jokingly. We all laughed and I rubbed my nose against his chest.

      “Hey, how ‘bout we all go back to the hotel? Let me introduce you to all my teammates and get some autographs,” I suggested.

      Jeremy raised an eyebrow, “What’s an autograph?”

      “It’s when famous people sign something for you,” I answered. “You can then show it to all your friends as proof that you met that someone.”

      “Wow,” Jeremy exclaimed with his eyes wide. “That’s so cool! Come on, mom, let’s go with him and get some autographs!”

      I looked at Emilia and she simply smiled back at me and nodded. With Jeremy up in my arm I took Emilia by the hand and we strode back into the building. As we walked in almost everyone we passed by looked at us and the paparazzi didn’t waste time taking photos and asking if Emilia was my wife and if Jeremy was my son. I didn’t care to answer any of the questions and simply said “all will be revealed in due time.”

      Of course, Emilia tried to dodge the media as well and Jeremy was just enamored at all the attention we were getting. It took a while until we got back in the safety of my team’s private rooms and there I got to introduce Emilia to my agent, Johnson.

      When Johnson learned about my history with her and how Jeremy was, indeed, my son he completely accepted it. I expected him to lose his mind but Johnson told me that we could turn this into a positive story for the media.

      “Today’s most popular NFL star reunites with kid and old flame,” Johnson said. “It’s the perfect story to celebrate your triumph here.”

      That was also when Jeremy himself found out. I was worried he wouldn’t understand but the kid was so smart he immediately started jumping up and down in joy.

      “Does this mean I can call you daddy now?” Jeremy asked me. He then turned to Emilia.

      “Of course, sweetie,” Emilia answered and she gave me a hug. “I did tell you before your dad’s a big star.”

      Jeremy’s face immediately lit up and I gave him the biggest hug I ever did since I met him. Even though we hadn’t spent years together I didn’t feel one bit awkward about it and in fact, it made me feel like a true father.

      “Ready to be a father?” Emilia asked me, just as Jeremy started running to the other football players to get their autographs on his shirt and hat.

      I took her by the hand, pulled her in close and gave her a short but passionate kiss on the lips. When our lips did part I answered, “I’m more than ready but only if you become my wife.”

      Emilia smiled and she gave a kiss back, “I do. Damn it, Damon, I’ve only been waiting for you to ask me that question for five years, of course I’m going to fucking say yes.”

      “I love it when you say ‘fuck’ like that,” I whispered into her ear. “It turns me on.”

      She winked back at me and told me, “Oh, baby, just wait for what I got in store for you back home.”

      I felt my blood rush and my cock harden. I was excited. I was in love. I had everything right here – victory in my career, the girl of my dreams and a family I could call my own. Life was actually working out for me.
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      When we finally flew home it was as a family. I had never seen Jeremy stick to someone other than myself the way he did with Damon. That was a good sign – he was already getting attached to his real father and that was important.

      Announcing our relationship and Damon’s paternity to my son did become a big deal. Jackson and Amy were excited and happy about it, our friends at Mercury Wild and everyone at Damon’s NFL team were happy about it but the media and the public were not. It took a few days to twist the story in a positive light but just as Johnson said, everyone would look at it as a redemption story and a reunion story and that became the centerpiece of making this look positive for the public.

      It was a week and a half before everything settled down a bit and things became “normal.” Jeremy and I moved out of our small home. Jackson invited me to live with him and Amy but I preferred to stay with Damon. He did offer his condominium but promised that now he was earning billions more with his new contracts and endorsements we might be moving again into a full-blown manor.

      A few days prior to Jackson and Amy’s wedding I had them pick up Jeremy to go out camping. While I would have loved to go with them I decided to stay home and spend one more day with Damon – he was off to begin training for the next NFL season and I wanted to be there before he left.

      So there I was, in the kitchen making pancakes, when Damon came walking in with nothing but his boxers on. That sight quickly turned me on and I turned around to greet him with a kiss. It was tempting to remove my shirt and shorts but I held back, hoping he’d be the one to initiate some fun.

      “Mmm, you’re extra delicious today, handsome,” I told him after we kissed. He wrapped me in his embrace and I giggled with glee. It was just all a dream-come-true to be here.

      He laughed and caressed my face with the back of his hand, “Not as delicious as you are. Where’s Jeremy?”

      “Oh, Jackson and Amy took him out camping,” I answered and I playfully leaned in to nip at his lips. I licked him too and he responded with a nibble on my neck that made me coo and moan.

      “That’s too sad, I’m leaving tomorrow,” he pointed out. “It would’ve been nice to spend some time with him before I go for training camp.”

      I smirked and he knew exactly what I intended. Needless to say, we spent the rest of the day and the night that followed fucking like rabbits. I was addicted to him and he was to me. For the first time in my life, I had everything I ever wanted and it was right here in our home: our kid, the man of my dreams and we both had the careers we desired. Damon being a popular sports athlete and billionaire was just an add-on bonus, the icing on the cake.

      By the next morning he had to go and fortunately for us, both Jackson and Amy arrived to bring Jeremy back home. He got to bid his father goodbye just in time. We watched as Damon drove off along with the rest of his management team as they made way to the NFL training center.

      “Make sure you kiss your father goodbye,” I told Jeremy that morning.

      It was heart-warming to see my son run up to Damon and give him a big hug and kiss. Damon looked back at me as they hugged and winked.

      “You take good care of your mom, okay?” Damon asked Jeremy as he rustled the latter’s hair. “You’re the man in the house while I’m gone.”

      Jeremy nodded and gave a thumbs-up, “I got it, dad! Good luck with your games! We’ll always watch!”

      Hearing Jeremy call Damon his dad made me smile. I thought this day would never come. For years Jeremy only knew that his father was famous – I never told him his dad was an NFL star – but now that he knew who he was it just felt like a natural fit.

      After they said their goodbyes Damon came over to me and gave me one last kiss.

      “I love you,” he whispered into my ear. “I’ll be back, don’t worry. I’m never going to leave you out in the dust ever again.”

      “I know,” I answered as I rubbed my face against his neck. “I love you too. Have fun out there.”

      After one last hug, he departed. This time however, he left with us knowing that he would come back. He left with the promise that we’d all be together when the NFL season was over. After five years, everything had come together and it wouldn’t have been possible if he didn’t stand in front of me at the food table during that one graduation night. It was funny how things changed and how they all worked out in the end.
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      Five years ago I was just another idiot trying to make my name by being the brightest in school and the best on the football field. I didn’t want to leech off the millions of dollars that my parents earned – I wanted to earn my own legacy.

      All of that could have ended early due to a dumb idea I had during my graduation night – I got drunk and had a one-night stand with my best friend’s sister. I didn’t think much about that night afterwards and moved on with my life.

      I became the best rookie in the NFL and it didn’t take long for me to become a billionaire in my own right. However, ever-so-slowly the memories of my night with Emilia crept on me and before long I kept on reminiscing of the time I had with her.

      What I wasn’t aware of was that she was reminded of me every single day because she bore my son. Our one night together bore fruit and she raised Jeremy to the best of her capabilities even though she was a busy businesswoman in Europe.

      Jackson and Amy’s engagement and subsequent wedding was what brought us back together. I got to meet her again, get to know her – truly, this time – and now I had my son as well. It was all a dream come true.

      Ever since we all moved in I began my NFL training for my sixth year in the league, taking a vacation only once to attend Jackson and Amy’s wedding. During the reception I proposed to Emilia and she gladly accepted. It was one of the main highlights of the night… well, at least for me.

      We didn’t have the wedding immediately, however. I had to push it back a few months until after the NFL season. The season was one of my bests although this time we didn’t win the Super Bowl. Despite that the media and the public still labeled me as one of the best players of the year and this was cemented when I got the MVP award yet again.

      Still, it was a triumph for me and for Emilia. We eventually did get married and we had our reception at one of her newer hotel branches – which was luckily so close to Mercury Wild. Now Trevor’s place had more customers coming in and Emilia’s hotel and more rich and famous patrons as well.

      Our wedding wasn’t grandiose but it was what we wanted. It was intimate, it was romantic and it was just us with our close family and friends. Trevor and Jasmine Wild even sponsored our reception party.

      Jeremy was now legitimately my son. He now bore my name and we had a DNA testing done too to further legitimize his claim. The little kid was excited about it instead of getting scared about having his blood drawn. It was genuinely adorable to witness.

      My life had finally found meaning. I had the girl I always wanted, the son I needed to catch up with and the career that was shining as brightly as ever.

      Holding Emilia in my arms, this was what I lived for. I loved her and she loved me too.

      

      
        - End -
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      I never let emotion get in the way of a good deal...until I meet her.

      

      I’m about to close the biggest deal in my life.

      The documents are signed. The price is set. 

      The only problem?

      

      My client's sweet, young virgin daughter is helping me with the details.

      But all I can think about is taking her over my knee and on my desk.

      

      I shouldn't peek into Cherry's notebook, but I did anyway. I can't help myself.

      I peel it open, run my fingers along the paper, and find the most pleasant surprise.

      This dirty little virgin has been dreaming about public s*x, handcuffs, and blindfolds. 

      

      So the game is on.

      It might blow the deal. It goes against all my rules. But I can't resist her lush curves or those kinky fantasies.

      

      Well, F*ck business.

      Deal or no deal, her a$$ is mine.
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        DYLAN

      

      It was just another day at the office. I was bored to hell. If this next client didn’t have anything good on the table, I was going to just quit this day and spend my time at Mercury Wild. I was sure the other guys had some fun ideas. Well, anything was better than the drab I had to deal with here.

      “Mr. Bernard,” my secretary called on the machine. “Mr. Vergara and his daughter are here. They want to take the Mulberry property.”

      Fuck. Did I just complain about this being a slow day? Well, that instantly changed everything. The Mulberry property was one of the most expensive estates my company had and we definitely wanted to sell it to an investor before its value depreciated.

      “All right, Holly, let them in,” I instructed. “After that cancel everything I have for today. Let Joseph take my cases if I still have any right now. Do I have anything?”

      “Just the Corman deal,” she replied. “I’ll let Joseph know. The Vergaras are coming in now, boss.”

      I took the little time I had left to fix my suit, adjust my blue necktie and take a sip of my coffee before they entered.

      The door creaked open and in walked Mr. Joel Vergara, a reputable old man who knew where to put his money. This was the first time I ever got to do business with him but not exactly the first time we’ve met. We did get to shake hands once during the opening of Mercury Wild as we both financed the bar.

      Joel was a little man, very thin and frail with white hair and big blue eyes. He was probably in his sixties by now.

      Right behind was his daughter. I felt my breath get knocked right out of me the moment I laid eyes on her. She was smoking hot, standing maybe five-feet-two, had piercing green eyes that she probably inherited from her mother and a tight, firm body I could already imagine how good it would be to have one night with her.

      Her hips swayed with every step as if she was seducing me just with her very presence, and my eyes naturally lingered on her giant tits, thanks to the revealing low neckline of her red suit. She had naturally light brown hair that accentuated the milky white tone of her skin and the red lipstick she wore.

      “Have a seat,” I offered as I kept my eyes on her. I then diverted my attention back to Joel and shook his hand, “Welcome to Bernard Realty. It’s really nice to finally do business with you, Mr. Vergara. I’m a huge fan.”

      The old man smiled as he shook my hand and took a seat, “Same here. I’m really excited about this property. I’ve been trying to get a hold of something as big and within the city limits for a good year or two now.”

      I acknowledged that with a wave and said, “So, what do you plan to do with a place that big? It’s technically an old manor but you could turn it into a commercial lot if you want.”

      He then turned to his daughter, who had been taking notes and then turned back to me, “Well, the truth is we want to build a new hospital there. If it was just me I couldn’t afford the estate but I here represent a few other investors and we’re aiming to put together what we can, ain’t that right Cherry?”

      Joel looked over at his daughter and she simply smiled back without saying a word.

      “The spot is ideal for a hospital,” I replied, hoping I could put on my business face while still getting a few chances to stare at Cherry. I opened my drawer and pulled out a map of the town, and then I pointed at the location of the property. “It’s close to a few residential neighborhoods while still standing only a few blocks away from downtown. It’s also a bigger lot than the one the local general hospital uses so you’ll have a big business advantage if you use that space for newer, better medical equipment and labs.”

      The old man considered it for a moment and then nodded, “You push a hard bargain. I like everything you’re pointing out but there is the fact that it costs millions of dollars. It’s on the cusp of what my associates and I can afford.”

      Cherry glanced at me, pulled her father in and then whispered something into his ear. The old man listened carefully and after a while, he looked at me and said, “Perhaps we can continue negotiating this. I really want to purchase it and I don’t want it to go to anyone else. If someone else bought the property, they might just use it as a mansion or build a mall.”

      “It’s likely going to be a mall if someone else gets it,” I pointed out. “Look, how about I lower the offered price if you can provide a forty percent down payment in cash and within the next two months?”

      Joel and Cherry took a moment to discuss it. I didn’t want to rush them so I sat back and patiently sipped on my drink while preparing some papers they’d have to sign if they indeed wanted to push forward with it.

      “We like the idea,” Joel then said when he turned back to me. “However, I have a few business meetings in Southeast Asia and I won’t be able to complete the transactions if they have to be dealt with so hastily. If it would be okay with you to continue this transaction with my daughter Cherry then we’re all set.”

      I looked at her one more time, hoping I could read her thoughts and emotions. She looked back at me. For a moment, I was caught by surprise but soon I noticed something. She, too, seemed to be reading me.

      For that very brief moment, our gazes locked and I felt like a river of warm summer water swirled us in together. She looked even more beautiful with each passing second.

      “I am okay with that,” I then said when I broke our gaze and turned back to Joel. “When will you leave? I’ll have these documents ready within the week.”

      “Oh, I’m leaving here by Monday morning,” he answered.

      It was late afternoon on a Thursday right now. If I hurried and got these documents processed quickly tomorrow I could get them ready by Monday.

      “That’s fine,” I told him. “I’ll have everything ready by then. If it’s okay with you, I’ll go with you to the airport this Monday, have you sign an affidavit and then spend the rest of the day with Cherry so we can go through the rest of the transaction.”

      They both nodded.

      “All right then,” I said as I took a contract and handed it to Joel. “Please just sign this contract here. This contract states that the property is currently on hold from the market for the next fifteen days. If our transaction doesn’t hit a conclusion within that period the contract expires and I’ll put the property back for sale.”

      Joel didn’t find any issues and he signed. He then signed a separate contract confirming any decisions and signatures by his daughter were done in his power. I took a copy of that as well.

      Once all the papers were signed I shook his hand and reached out to shake Cherry’s hand too, “Thank you.”

      She looked at me for a second and with a slightly nervous move, she reached forward to accept the shake. I gripped her hand and marveled at how soft it was. The mere touch of her skin on mine was turning me on.

      “Thank you too,” she finally said something out loud and damn did I feel so horny. Her voice was soft but sultry. It was like her every word was an erotic moan, like a cat purring for attention.

      I let go of her hand and gave her a soft nod, feeling a little glad knowing I would still get to spend some time with her in the next few days.

      “Well, I’ll be seeing you when I get back,” Joel said once he was done signing all the necessary papers. “Thank you so much for all the help. I really hope this transaction pushes through. I trust my daughter will do everything she can to fulfill any requirements you have.”

      “I promise, daddy,” Cherry then said.

      The way she said it sent chills up and down my spine. I wanted her to say that line to me. Ugh, I could already feel my cock getting a little stiff just from her voice.

      I opened the office door and saw them out. As they walked through the doors I bid them farewell, “Have a good weekend. I’ll see you both this Monday morning.”

      Joel continued on out, wobbling with every step, but to my delight and surprise, Cherry took a moment to pause and look back. She was shocked to see me staring back at her but instead of shying away, she merely locked her gaze once again with mine.

      I didn’t blink or look away until she finally turned back around and followed her father out of the hall.
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      “Sweetie, please don’t forget to file the documents for the Mulberry and then to print out the stock shifts this month for Mercury Wild,” my dad called out as he headed to his room.

      It was still Friday night but he already wanted to pack his things.

      Old men have weird habits, I guess.

      “Don’t worry, daddy, I got it all covered!” I shouted back as I headed downstairs to the kitchen. I was feeling a little hungry so I took the time to make myself a ham sandwich and get a glass of orange juice.

      Once I had everything ready, I headed back upstairs to my bedroom and locked the door. Afterwards, I changed out of my clothes and tossed my bra off to the side. To get comfortable, I decided to stick with my favorite white nightgown.

      As I sat down on the bed and turned my laptop on, I couldn’t help but once again picture Dylan Bernard in my head.

      Oh God, he’s so freaking hot.

      He was so tall – maybe around six-feet-four or so – and he was so damn handsome! Whenever I closed my eyes I could still picture his sleek dark brown hair, black eyes and the way his big body moved with every step he took. He didn’t have a bodybuilder’s figure – no, he seemed more like a practical man – but was leaner with firm muscles. He could be practicing martial arts or maybe was into extreme sports.

      The best thing about him was his stare.

      Since the moment my father and I walked into his office he gave me this stern look like he was stripping me naked. Before we left, I dared to look around and look at him and he was staring back.

      It was like looking into the eyes of a vampire. Well, a vampire I was willing to let his teeth sink deep into my neck.

      Munching down on my sandwich I turned my laptop on and began checking my email and Facebook. It was a little bit of a chore just to slog through all my friends’ posts. It was a little annoying to see all my friends posting pictures together with their boyfriends and husbands. And here I was, single and alone.

      “Dylan Bernard,” I mumbled to myself. A light bulb flashed in my head and I tried to search him up online. As expected, he didn’t have a public Facebook I could just add and message but he did have a LinkedIn profile and a Twitter account. I stalked his pages a little but instead of finding juicy pictures I only saw his posts about business deals and the like.

      Even then I couldn’t help but stare at his profile picture. It was just a standard formal photo but he still managed to make it look so hot. The buttons of his dress shirt were slightly undone and it was enough to make me fantasize what his chest and abs looked like.

      “Fuck,” I mumbled when I couldn’t handle simply staring at him. I reached down for my bag and took out a small notebook and pen. I intended to use this to take down notes for my father’s transactions but this had to take priority.

      Quickly I began to jot down exactly what I thought of him.

      I could imagine his big, heavy hands crushing me and pushing me down on the bed. Oh God! That would be exciting. Once he had me down I’d wiggle and squirm only for him to push me back in place and then smother me with his lips. I’d fight back a little, of course, just for fun and then eventually give in to his kisses.

      With his body on top of mine, I’d feel his weight and his muscles pressing down on me, crushing my little form. I’d feel his chest press against my breasts and his legs brush against mine.

      Between my legs, I felt the moisture and heat begin to burn and the effects were taking a toll on me.

      I bit down on my lip as I started imagining how Dylan looked without his shirt and just how big and yummy his cock was.

      I couldn’t help it. I had to start browsing the Internet for pictures and porn videos. I loved thinking about sex but I never actually did it before.

      It wasn’t long until I felt my own finger reach down and slide between the moist folds of my pussy. My sex was warm and with every touch, I gasped and began to moan out in pleasure. As I did, I pictured Dylan’s face and how his strong features would twist in pleasure while he takes me for his own.

      Quickly I jotted down every detail, every fantasy.

      I wanted him to fuck me. I wanted him to blindfold me, gag me and plow his way into me. I wanted him to squeeze my tits while I rode his cock, sitting on top of him on his lap. I wanted him to call my name and call me his while our bodies melted together in the night.

      My chest was starting to heave up and down. That was when I realized I was little out of breath merely from my own imagination.

      I was soaked in my own sweat and when I reached down below I realized I had reached my orgasm. My juices, sticky and warm, had flowed between my legs.

      “Oh shit,” I gasped softly when I realized just how slutty I looked. I was down on the bed, drenched from my fantasies. When I checked how much I had written I was shocked to see I filled over ten pages of naughty kinks and narrations of what I wanted Dylan to do to me.

      I had to clean up. Once I caught my breath, I got back up and headed to the bathroom. There I took a long, hot shower so I could relax and calm my mind. As the water dripped down on my body, I had the time to just shut my eyes and ponder about what I had to do – the real things I had to do.

      For one thing, I had to start preparing those papers. Dylan was going to have everything ready by Monday and I needed to get our end of the deal ready. Dad was leaving soon and I needed to make sure all of the investors were on board with the decision for the land we chose.

      By the time I was done with my shower, it was already a little late into the night. I still had time to make some popcorn and watch a movie online but before all that, I got back to my drawer and started working. There was a lot to finish but most of the hard work was already done. I just needed to go through these papers, audit the transactions and then check if the signatures were right.

      As I worked, my mind drifted.

      I couldn’t help but think about this coming Monday. I was going to spend an entire day with him. I was going to be alone with him.

      I bit down on my lip as I started to fantasize how I could – or would – seduce him. Maybe I’d unbutton my shirt a little to tease him with my cleavage. Maybe I could wear a really short skirt. Maybe I’d get to press my body up against his. Maybe we’d end up with him picking me up, slamming me down on a table and then fucking me right then and there.

      Oh, there were endless possibilities!

      My mind was going wild. I had to stop or else I wouldn’t finish my work for tonight. I had to do something or else I’d just stay here playing with myself.

      “Ah screw this,” I finally said as I decided to pick up my work and continue it down in the living room. At least there I couldn’t waste time. My dad could come down at any moment. I wouldn’t want him to catch me with my hands down groping my pussy and tits.

      “Just get this shit done,” I reminded myself.

      Pulling my grit together, I focused on my work and continued on for another hour or so. By the time I was done my father was asleep but I still had time to just lie down back in the room and watch on Netflix.

      I managed to push Dylan out of my mind and soon enough I drifted to sleep, clutching my work and my notebook of fantasies in my hand.
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      The rest of the weekend went by so quickly that I didn’t even realize it was Monday until my dad woke me up early in the morning. He rattled on my door and didn’t stop until I called out to him.

      “Dad, I’m awake!” I shouted.

      “Hurry up, we need to go,” he told me from the other side of the door. “I’ve got to sign those papers for Mr. Bernard.”

      Oh, Mr. Bernard – merely hearing his name sent a chill down my spine. I quickly sat up and shouted back, “I’ll be down in a minute. I’ll just take a quick shower.”

      “Okay, we’ll just grab breakfast on the road,” my dad answered and I then heard him walk away. He probably didn’t have time to cook and I didn’t feel like it either.

      Instantly, I hopped out of the bed and got into the shower. I rushed through most of my morning routines except when it was time to sit in front of the mirror. I took as much time as needed to make sure my hair was done right, to make sure I wore the right pair of earrings and to apply the sexiest looking red lipstick I could find.

      By the time I was done, I took a moment to check how I looked in the mirror. Wearing a simple sleeveless and strapless black mini-dress, I kind of looked like I was going to party at a club or something.

      The dress was so short too; it barely covered my ass. I wore a pair of red lacy thongs underneath instead of the usual cotton panties so that my underwear wouldn’t press against the dress. To finish off my attire I put on a pair of black high heel sandals that laced slightly above my ankles.

      “Sweetie, what are you wearing?” my father asked when he saw what I was wearing. He was in the kitchen, sipping his coffee. In his other hand, he was holding the keys to his car, his luggage and the house.

      “Huh? Uh, oh, I’m heading over to Margie’s place later and we might hang out at Mercury Wild,” I answered. I could only hope he didn’t figure out I was trying to dress up for Dylan.

      Fortunately, he just gave me one more doubtful look and then cast his attention back to his coffee. I was going to make my own cup but I didn’t want to ruin my lipstick. It still needed a good five minutes or so before it would seal in and not smudge.

      So I waited. I whipped out my phone and lazily checked my social media accounts until my father, at last, finished his coffee and said it was time to go. By then my hair was beginning to dry and I had to apply powder again on my face and neck.

      After a while, I was finally happy with how I looked. I hopped into the car and waited as my dad got in and drove us out.

      We did pass by a donut shop on the way to Dylan’s office building but I wasn’t hungry yet and I didn’t want to ruin my makeup so we passed. After another good ten minutes or so, we arrived at the office.

      Dylan Bernard’s office was one of the nicest business areas I had ever been to. The building was a good six stories high but most of it was dedicated to his contractors. They were the people who actually bought and sold all of the properties. The only time Dylan himself got involved was when people were buying some of the top priority properties. The property Daddy and I were trying to buy, happened to be one of them.

      Once we got there, we didn’t even have to go in. Dylan was right at the parking lot waiting for us. He was standing tall, in his grey and black suit, leaning on his beautiful red Porsche convertible.

      “Hello Mr. Vergara,” he greeted my dad as soon as we got out of the car.

      They shook hands and I followed suit. I felt giddy just to feel him squeezing my hand that way.

      “You were out here waiting for us?”

      He nodded at me and explained, “I knew Mr. Vergara was in a rush so I didn’t want to hassle you. I have all the necessary papers with me. I just need you to sign them off, sir. One of these is a document that certifies Cherry here will stand in your place while you’re gone.”

      My dad agreed and quickly took a look at some of the papers Dylan took out from a small, brown suitcase. I simply stood there as I waited, trying to be as patient as I could. I couldn’t help but keep my gaze on Dylan, however, and I could have sworn he noticed me looking his way.

      It was a good thing that my father was a fast reader. He went through those documents rather quickly and when he was done he looked at me and back at Dylan.

      “I’ll be heading off to the airport,” my dad said to me. “I can leave the car here with you or I can keep it at the storage unit we have at the airport. Which one do you prefer? We should have let you drive your car today.”

      I shrugged, “Either’s fine with me.”

      Dylan then interrupted, “Oh, you can keep it stored, sir. I can drive her around for today.”

      Both my dad and I looked back at Dylan. He looked back at us with a dry and almost uncaring face, as if driving me back home after our meeting was nothing to him.

      “It’s fine, trust me,” he then explained. “I need to speak with her anyway and get some of the other legal issues ironed out.”

      I bit my lip. My heart pounded faster. I felt my knees buckle and I started to fidget.

      He was pushing for him and me to be alone together. It was like my most wicked dreams coming true at that very moment.

      “Yeah, I agree,” I then butt in just so my father couldn’t say otherwise. “Come on, dad, you have to hurry or you’ll miss your flight.”

      “Aren’t we supposed to go with him?” Dylan asked.

      I shook my head, “No, he needs to go right now anyway. I’ll just join you and we can go through the rest of the papers. I want to audit what needs to be finished for the transaction so we can process the transfer of titles as soon as possible.”

      I could only hope I sounded as professional as I thought I was.

      My dad thought about it for a second, but he eventually relented, “All right. Just make sure you update me as soon as you guys have finished. I want to know every little detail so I can tell the others. They’re already bugging me with so many different questions.”

      “Of course, daddy,” I said. I was starting to feel a little impatient. “Now go on.”

      He gave me a quick kiss good-bye and then shook Dylan’s hand before he hopped back into his car. I waved and watched until his vehicle was out of sight.

      As soon as I knew we were completely alone, I turned around to face Dylan.

      “Where do we go now?” I asked. Just standing there, looking at him, I felt like my dreams had suddenly come true. I was sincerely being a fan-girl to him. It was like a country girl suddenly getting the chance to ask a superstar for an autograph.

      For a moment he just looked at me.

      Oh god. It was that stare again, the one where I felt his eyes pierce through me as if he was stripping me naked in his mind. I felt so exposed as his gaze lingered and roamed across me.

      After a while, he finally answered, still in his cold and stale tone, “Let’s go get something to eat while we discuss business. I’ll bring you over to the Golden Lobster joint close to Mercury Wild.”

      I knew that place. It was pretty expensive so I had never actually been in there. Knowing I’d finally have a chance, I nodded back, “Sure. Thank you.”

      “A girl like you shouldn’t go hungry,” he answered. It was a little bit of a shock to hear smooth talk coming from him. “Hop on in the car, we can go now. You can explain the legal stuff you still need from me on the drive there.”

      That sounded like a plan to me. I got into his car and buckled tight.

      This was going to be one heck of a day.
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      My morning drive with Cherry was a lot livelier than I had imagined. She really knew her stuff when it came to her father’s business.

      The drive from my office parking lot to the Golden Lobster was only ten minutes but during that span of time Cherry managed to spill the beans regarding all the necessary papers we needed to finish.

      As it turned out their company needed a lot of assurances, permits and inspection certificates since they were planning to put up a hospital there.

      I absorbed it all as quickly and as efficiently as I could. It was so hard to keep a straight face when this beautiful girl was seated just a few feet away from me. She smelled so good, too. Oh, Fuck! It was driving me crazy. I wanted to lean in and kiss her neck and ears so many times. It was like she was wearing some kind of scent that made me want to pounce right onto her.

      When we arrived at the Golden Lobster, there wasn’t much business talk to attend to. She covered everything necessary in the car. I didn’t want to back out from my offer though and insisted that we step in to eat. As it turned out, she had skipped breakfast so I further pushed through with my intentions.

      “You’re my client,” I explained to her as I patted her lower back and urged her to go in with me. “I want to make sure all your needs are taken care of.”

      “That’s awfully sweet,” she said in a sultry low voice. It was nerve-wracking to hear and my cock was jumping stiff from her every word.

      It was like her normal speaking voice was a girl moaning in the middle of hot, wild sex. I could only imagine how she sounded when actually fucking.

      Once inside I ordered a simple three-course meal. Nothing too heavy but still something to make sure she would go home full and satisfied.

      “So, you’ve been in this business with your father for years?” I asked her right as our appetizer was served. “It looks like you really know the ins and outs of the business.”

      Cherry nodded back and took a sip of her lemonade, “I’ve been working with him for two years now. It’s been really tough but I do enjoy it. The mathematics and paperwork kind of give me this sort of high, you know? It makes me feel so…”

      “…alive?” I tried to complete her sentence.

      “Yeah, you got it,” she confirmed with a grin.

      I looked at her, studying her features. The way she smiled made her look like she was trying to seduce me. I wasn’t entirely sure but I did know I liked how she smiled.

      She was a vixen of no comparison. I’d take her in the blink of an eye and fuck her brains out. Maybe she’d even like it that way – rough and wild.

      “Mr. Bernard?” her voice snapped me back to reality.

      I turned back to her and just realized she was saying something. I raised an eyebrow and tried to fake my way through the conversion, “Yes?”

      “I was asking if you went through the same deal before,” she – fortunately – repeated her statement. “Did you work for your dad before you became a world-famous real estate master?”

      Quickly I shut down and simply shook my head, “No. Come on, let’s finish the meal and I’ll hand you the documents you were asking for. I have them at the office.”

      She jerked her head back and I knew my sudden coldness must have shocked her. She finished the rest of her meal in silence, looking down mostly at her phone instead of me. We didn’t share much afterwards except in regards to the transaction.

      [image: ]
* * *

      After our lunch, I  drove her back to the office, picked up the sanitation certificates she needed and then drove her back home.

      It was a little bigger than I expected out of a middle-class family like hers. Her dad must have really worked hard to get what they have now.

      “Have a good day, Mr. Bernard,” she said as she stepped out of the car.

      I merely waved back. I still had to get back to the office and meet a few other clients.

      I also had to get her out of my head. I was starting to imagine how she’d look if her mouth was open with my cock buried deep in it.

      When I was back at the office parking lot, I was going to rush back in for work. That was when I noticed something had dropped out of her bag.

      What the hell was that?

      As I looked closer, I figured that it was something really small and bound with twine – her notebook.

      “She’ll come back for it, I guess,” I told myself.

      Just when I was about to toss it inside the glovebox, my curiosity got the better of me. One little peek at what was inside wouldn’t hurt anyone, would it?

      I carefully opened the notebook, as if I was going to uncover the biggest secret. When I did, the contents of her little notebook were a sudden – but pleasant – surprise.

      “Oh Ms. Vergara,” I mumbled softly as I read what she wrote. “You are one naughty little slut.”

      She wrote everything a girl would never want someone like me to read. It made me giddy inside just thinking about it. There were a bunch of fantasies and different things she wanted me to do to her.

      “Oh, how I think about his ripped muscles and the way his dark eyes pierce into my soul,” I read aloud.

      “I can only imagine how it would feel if he were to press those heavy hands on my body and crush my tits with a squeeze.”

      “I can only imagine how it would feel to let his tongue slither between my legs and play with my pussy.”

      “Oh, how I want him to take me and pound me from behind like a bitch.”

      “I feel so slutty just writing this down but maybe I really am one.”

      “I’ve never had sex before but if I were to throw my virginity out the window I’d hope I’d do it for a man as hot as Dylan.”

      When I dug in a little deeper I even found her descriptions of the different kinds of sex toys she wanted me to try on her.

      I couldn’t help but laugh when I read an entry where she detailed how she wanted me to fuck her mouth while she used a vibrator down in her pussy. Maybe this girl would do a good performance in a threesome if she wanted to get double-fucked like that. That was a juicy little tidbit.

      There were pages upon pages more of this type of entries. It was amusing to see just what kind of dirty thoughts she had. It was even more surprising to discover she was a virgin. According to her kinky diary, she did experiment a few times with some men but it never got anywhere. To this day the most she’d done was watch porn online and play with her own pussy, careful to not thrust her fingers in.

      I read a little more. She had a lot of different things she wanted to experiment with. She wanted to try normal, vanilla sex. She wanted to try having sex in a public place, in the car and even in a dark theater. She wanted to try having sex blindfolded or bound. I was curious to know just how much BDSM she wanted to give into. Cherry wanted to try so many different positions it was a wonder to read through it all.

      The best parts of her diary, however, were the entries where she wrote little narrations of sex.

      For the most part, she kept on writing snippets of her having sex with me. It was interesting to read the bits where she imagined what my cock was like.

      Fuck. I really want to see the look on her face when she gets to see my cock for real. I planned to smack it on her face before thrusting it in deep down her mouth and throat. While she gags on it I’ll play with her little clit and make her cum before I even shove my cock in her pussy and fuck her ‘till she screams like a slut begging for more.

      “Let’s make those fantasies come true…” I whispered.

      My mind was already swirling with different ideas of what I could do to her. “This is going to be a very interesting business deal.”

      I slid the notebook into my back pocket and then headed back inside the office. For the rest of the day I paid little attention to the book of fantasies but once all the work was done I had nothing left to do but log online and search for Cherry Vergara on multiple social media sites.

      She had a ton of them. A Facebook account, a Twitter account, and an Instagram account. She even had her own YouTube channel where she posted vlogs about her daily activities. I watched the vlogs and just admired her talking without concentrating on what she was really saying. Stalking her on social media only put more fire to the wood on my determination to get her.

      “Kinky little kitten, let daddy make all your dreams come true,” I said to myself.
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      The next afternoon I was getting ready to leave work when I decided it was time to experiment with my discovery.

      Yes. I wanted Cherry. I wanted to fuck her like there was no tomorrow. And obviously, she wanted me, too. That was the best part.

      I was giddy with excitement and I didn’t let anyone in my office that afternoon so I could just masturbate while thinking of her luscious figure and the way her tits bounced when she walked. Now it was time to give her a call.

      “Hello, Ms. Vergara?” I tried to sound as professional as I could.

      It took her a moment to realize it was me and I once again got hard when I heard her voice.

      “Yes, Mr. Bernard?”

      “I’ve been thinking about how I treated you last time we met,” I told her. “I was hoping I could make up for my rude attitude and behavior and treat you out later tonight.”

      Suddenly her voice chirped up with excitement, “Oh, I appreciate it. Hum, around what time though?”

      “How about seven o’clock this evening?” I asked. “I’ll make sure to give you some of the remaining documents you and your father need too and after that, we don’t need to talk about work for the rest of the night. I promise.”

      “Thank you,” she sounded both nervous and mirthful at the same time.

      “I’ll see you then. Oh, wait! Where are we going? What kind of clothes do I need to wear?”

      “How about we head to Mercury Wild?” I suggested. “I’m friends with the Trevor Wild, the owner of the club, and I know you’re acquainted with him and his wife too. Your dad helped finance the place after all.”

      She sounded okay with that, “Sure. I’ll see you at seven then.”

      I ended the call and nearly leaped in triumph.

      I had her now. That little kinky slut was mine.

      Well, almost.

      It had been so long since I last felt the touch of a woman and  I was going to fill in the gap by screwing her pussy hard and fast.

      There was still some work left to do though. Fortunately, my company had a lot of talented people who could handle the work for me.

      I did have one client who insisted I work with him directly so that one I couldn’t hand off to one of my employees. It was Mr. Chan and he was one of the key advisors to my friend Preston Maxwell and his wife, Lyla. Preston dealt in business acquisitions and was also a friend of Trevor and Jasmine Wild.

      Once my meeting with Mr. Chan was done, I quickly drove back home to my manor by the beach. I changed into a pair of jeans and a fit black shirt – I wanted Cherry to get a better look at my muscles this time around. Maybe the sight of my physique would already make her wet.

      I drove over to her place and rang the doorbell. I checked my watch and was pleased to see I was five minutes early.

      The door opened and I felt the wind get knocked out of me when I saw her in her evening attire.

      She was so fucking hot.

      Cherry wore a dark green mini dress. It was really short, letting me get a good glimpse of her smoking hot legs and the neckline was really low so I had a good view of her cleavage. She had big tits too so the view was awesome. I then discovered it was also backless so now I had an idea of just how sexy she would look when I get to fuck her doggy-style. She was so hot it was driving me insane!

      “Good evening, Mr. Bernard,” she finally greeted with a sweet smile.

      “Please, call me Dylan,” I insisted as I took her hand and helped her to my car. “You look really lovely tonight.”

      She blushed. It was the cutest thing I had ever seen.

      We got into the car and began our drive over to Mercury Wild, the best bar and restaurant in town. It was mostly a bustling place for drinks and live bands but on the weekends they cleared out the center area and turned the place into a dance club. It can get pretty wild in there at times. I was hoping for that level of wildness tonight.

      When we got there, the place was exploding with life. It was so crowded I worried that we wouldn’t get a good spot. Fortunately, I found Brayton, one of the guys working there. He told me there was still one VIP table up on the second floor and it had a good view of the dance floor.

      Even with people dancing I was pleased to see a live band performing. It was engrossing to just be there. It was like my libido was jacked up to the highest setting without having to drink anything.

      Cherry was a little shy but she did come along as we were led to our table. She was going to sit across me but I urged for her to sit beside me instead. I noticed that she bit down on her lip when she scooted over.

      “I’ll have a bottle of vodka, the Artemis please,” I ordered. Brayton took note and I then turned to Cherry and asked, “Is vodka fine with you?”

      “Definitely,” she answered. “I want something a little hard.”

      Oh fuck. The way she said hard was so seductive it was getting me hard too.

      I then turned back to Brayton, “Two glasses for that please and some ice.”

      “Sure thing Mr. Bernard,” he answered. “Should I let your friends know you’re here? Mr. Wessic and Mr. Horndale are here but they’re down on the first floor.”

      I shook my head, “Not this time, Brayton. I appreciate it though.”

      The bartender nodded and then left to fetch our drinks at the first-floor bar. As soon as he was gone I turned to Cherry and said, “First off, I want to talk business and I promise this is the only time we’ll do so.”

      “That’s fine with me,” she answered. “As far as I’m concerned, I think we’re good to go. We can seal the deal. I sent my father a PDF copy of the documents you gave me and it looks like everyone on the board likes this transaction.”

      “Good,” I told her. “I’ll lock it in then and we never have to talk about business again until your father arrives to sign the transfer of the title and exchange of money.”

      She nodded cheerfully. Brayton came back with our drinks. He poured us both a glass of iced vodka before he nodded, took our payment and moved on to the next table of customers.

      I took a sip. It was a little strong but I really loved the taste of this brand. When Cherry gave it a taste she was instantly knocked back a little.

      “Woah, that’s strong,” she commented.

      Even then she still took another sip of it. I could see her cheeks flushing red and it was amusing to see such a petite little hot thing struggle with a good drink.

      “But good, huh?”

      She nodded and said, “Thank you for taking me out. I was getting a little bored at home.”

      Was she bored enough to start fantasizing about me again? My mind was starting to wonder. It’s also weird that she hadn’t noticed that her notebook was gone.

      I couldn’t help but flash a wicked grin and then ask, “What do you do when you’re bored?”

      “I just do what everybody else does: I get online,” she answered nonchalantly. “It’s the only way I get to talk to my friends nowadays. They’re all out of the country now, working elsewhere. I’m the only one who decided to stay and work right here.”

      “Why did you decide to stay here?” I kept on prodding. I wanted to know every little bit of her. “You’re beautiful and smart. I’m sure there were opportunities elsewhere for you. Why didn’t you get into modeling or something?”

      Of course, I knew that Cherry wasn’t a model or an actress. I did my research before we met tonight. Despite that, she would make a good magazine model. She had this natural allure to her that would get men hard. Even fully clothed she looked like a vixen ready to prowl on the bed. My mind was racing with so many ideas of what I could do to her. Maybe I’d pluck some ideas from her notebook.

      She laughed at that and replied, “Modeling? Me? I don’t think I have the guts to do that. But I did get offers here and there, you know? Especially after my dad and I hit a few home runs with our investments. I just thought I was better off here. This is my home. I belong here. All my dreams and aspirations are right here.”

      Cherry looked so gorgeous and sincere as she explained. At the same time, she just managed to walk right where I wanted her to.

      I finished off a shot of vodka just to summon the courage. I thought about my next line and took yet another shot before I finally managed to pull out the notebook and slam it down on the table. The look on her face was priceless.

      “You mean all of your dreams and aspirations are here,” I said as I pointed at her notebook. “Tell me, Cherry Vergara, would you let me make those fantasies come true?”
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      Everything happened so fast. Before I knew it I was sitting in Mercury Wild with Dylan and we were getting wasted on vodka. What’s even crazier was he had my notebook – where I noted down all the craziest fantasies I had about him.

      How the fuck did he get his hands on my notebook?

      When did it slip out of my pocket? Just how much of its content did he read?

      “H-huh?” I answered his question with nothing but a dumbfounded look on my face. I was starting to feel a little tipsy and I knew my face was flushing red. “How did you…”

      “Yes. I read it all, baby. Now I want you to tell me how you want me to fuck you,” he said so blatantly I thought this had to be a prank or something. But then he kept on staring back at me and I saw the wicked flames of lust burning in his eyes and I knew then he wasn’t kidding around.

      Fuck it. How worse could it get, right?

      “I want you to fuck me like a slut…” I answered weakly. I practically ate my words as I slurred and mumbled in my slightly drunken stupor. At least I hoped I was drunk enough to get away with such words.

      Dylan lifted my face up with his finger and stared deeply into my eyes as he said, “Say it again. Louder this time, if you will.”

      Oh, God. I was starting to panic. I could feel my heart thump faster. Adrenaline was surging through my veins. My right leg began to shake a bit from nervousness and I caught myself biting my lip.

      “I want you to fuck me like a slut,” I repeated for him, slightly louder than before.

      “Good, because that’s exactly what I’m planning to do. I want to fuck your brains out you tight little bitch, and I know you are gonna love it,” he suddenly said as he grabbed me and made me stand up. “Let’s get the fuck out of here. I don’t want to waste time when I could be spreading those legs and shoving my way into your cute little hole.”

      Oh my God, he was holding nothing back with his choice of words. I felt so dirty and turned on just hearing him speak this way!

      We rushed out and he got me into his car. I looked back at him, my dress slightly messed and my hair tangled.

      “I’m going to drive and as I do I want you to recite some of the things you wrote down,” he instructed me. “If you lie I’ll know. I read everything.”

      “Do I really have to?” Oh god, this was not happening. I never would have thought that my deepest secret would be revealed like this, by the man in my dreams. This was so embarrassing!

      “Do it,” he repeated and the harshness in his voice compelled me to just agree. He then stepped on the pedal and began driving.

      “I-I want you to fuck me while I wear a blindfold,” I began. I just stared out the windshield, afraid of what we might do if I turned to look at him. “I want you to have sex with me on a table, on a couch, in this car, on the floor and even in a theater.”

      I was gagging on my own words. I had to fight back the tears welling in my eyes. I was so freaking ashamed! Holy fuck, why in the world did he get my notebook?

      That was when I saw he pulled us into a small motel at the outskirts of town. He drove through the drive-in space to book a room and quickly got us a key. Before I knew it we were out of the car and walking into a small but decent enough motel room with a big king-sized bed.

      He kept the lights off but turned on the small lamp in the corner. With the dim light, I felt more comfortable but there was no doubt I was beginning to panic. I never had sex before and yet here I was basically throwing myself at him. But somehow, I was so excited, too. Were my fantasies about this hunky man going to become reality now?

      “Come here,” he commanded. Dylan was leaning on the door.

      I walked over, slowly but surely, until I was just inches away from him.

      “Now Cherry, I know that you have never done this before, and I promise you that I will make it a very special night for you. Just enjoy it, okay?” He looked at me, his gaze wandering as he studied me from head to toe, and suddenly, he pulled me in and smashed his lips against mine.

      Oh God, it felt so good! The moment his lips pressed on mine and I felt his hands crush me with his immense strength, I felt euphoric. Instantly I shut everything off in my head and allowed my emotions and the wild spin of the night take control.

      He kissed me further and not before long I felt his lips and playful tongue roam across my neck. I gasped when he nibbled down and sucked on my skin, making me arch my back further.

      Without a word, he slipped me out of my dress and tossed my bra to the floor. Exposed, it was my natural reaction to lift my hands and cover my breasts but he pulled them down. He then cupped my tits with his hands and gave a strong squeeze that made me gasp and moan in both shock and pleasure.

      Yet I really didn’t feel the intensity of the moment until he pushed me down on the bed and began devouring my breasts. I felt a surge of sensations course through my veins as he began to suckle on my nipples like they were just another piece of his meal.

      Then he began to go lower and lower until eventually, I felt his warm tongue slide its way to my pussy.

      “Oh Dylan…not there…” I murmured.

      My body jerked with surprise when I felt him lick my pussy for the first time. I moaned and though ashamed I pushed his face in closer. It just felt too good for him to stop.

      “Shaved clean,” he commented as soon as he got a taste of my flesh. “You dirty little girl. You’re always ready for a good licking and a good pounding. Let’s see how you take it.”

      I was about to ask what he meant when I looked down and saw Dylan undress. He tossed his shirt over to the couch and then unbuckled his belt. Quickly he threw it to the floor and then he slipped out of his jeans. For the first time, I got to see his cock as it dangled out between his legs.

      “Oh fuck,” I mumbled in shock when I saw the monstrosity of it.

      His cock was hard as a rock and it looked so big I feared what it would do to a pussy and body as petite as mine. It was so thick and long it was even bigger than I had seen in most male porn stars.

      “Oh fuck is right,” he answered as he got on top of me and spread my legs. He then took a moment to rub the very tip of his cock against the lips of my pussy. I was soaking wet with anticipation. “Beg for it, baby.”

      I paused to consider my situation, my legs spread wide and my body pinned under his. I bit my lip, looked at him with big puppy eyes and then said, “Please do it. Please, fuck me now!”

      I did not know if it was the lust in my heart or the swirl of alcohol in my system, but I begged for him to fuck me right then and there. Dylan Bernard was not one to back down and with my consent he thrust his cock in and penetrated through me, breaking my virginity in an instant.

      I had thought it would hurt. I thought my mind would shatter with the pain. To my utter surprise, however, it only felt good.

      Even with the sheer size of his cock, it felt intoxicatingly amazing as I felt his cock burrow in deep and part my inner walls. I was getting even wetter by the second and it was only after a while did I realize I was moaning out so loudly it was drowning everything else.

      He slammed his way in and plowed through my pussy with relentless fury. My body rocked back and forth and I even had to cover my mouth and bite my hand to keep myself from screaming in pure pleasure.

      This was what heaven was like. I loved it. I wanted more of it.

      “Is this what you want, baby?” he asked.

      “Oh Yes! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” I begged and moaned for him to keep going and he fulfilled that wish. Before long I was the one on top and he kept on slapping my ass as I bounced up and down on his long and thick rod. Soon after he had me down, leaning over the edge of the bed, as he took me from behind.

      By the time the night was over and my head was a little clearer I was covered in sweat and cum. I couldn’t even remember when he spilled his seed on me but I did remember it tasted good. When we were done he even took a moment to just masturbate and spill even more cum on my face and chest.

      Dylan then took a moment to take a shower. Afterwards, he tossed me the towel, allowed me to wipe myself clean, and then he slid beside me and gave me a warm hug before we called it a night.

      With him hugging me this way, I felt an odd sense of accomplishment and joy.

      Somehow… somehow, my fantasies had come true. I not only had sex for the first time but I had it with one of the most handsome men on the freaking planet.

      Needless to say, I fell asleep with a satisfied smile on my face.
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      It was a few days after that fateful night that I got the courage to talk to Dylan again. By then my father was home and the deal was done. We no longer needed to speak with Dylan as his other employees took over to finish the rest of the transaction.

      My father put in his investment and before a week was over the title had been transferred. We got the property we set out to attain.

      But I wasn’t done with Dylan. There was no way he was just going to fuck me once and then never talk to me again. So I decided to make the next move.

      “Hey, are you free today?” I sent him a text message. “I was wondering if you wanted to hang out.”

      Shit, I hope I didn’t sound like a desperate girl or anything. I couldn’t imagine how he’d think of me if I were begging for him to give me some attention. Fortunately, he replied and it was just as good as I could ever hope for.

      “Yep,” his reply said. “I was going to ask you out today anyway. Want to hang out with me on my boat?”

      Oh my God. He had a boat?

      Of course, he had a boat. He was a freaking billionaire. Was it a sailboat? I had no idea about these things.

      I simply texted back, “Okay. Where do we meet?”

      “Head to the North Pier by the Coral Princess café and restaurant,” he answered a minute after. “Look for the Rainbow Unicorn at Dock 12. I’ll be there waiting.”

      Oh wow, I felt so excited! I put on a sleeveless summer dress and a big hat with a wide brim. It just seemed suitable for a boat ride. I then headed downstairs where I found my father on the phone.

      “Dad, I’m going out,” I told him as I whirled by and took the keys to my car. “Just note down anything you need for me to do when I get back.”

      My dad looked at me real quick and nodded before he went back talking with whoever was on the other line. I doubted he even heard what I just told him but that was for the best. The last thing I needed right now was for my dad to know I was going out dating with Dylan Bernard.

      The good thing was that the drive to the pier wasn’t much of a hassle. That side of town wasn’t plagued with traffic and when I got there I was pleased to find a large parking space. I had no trouble finding a decent spot to park my car. Once I had settled for a nice, shady area I hopped out and walked through the docks to find Dock 12.

      After a few minutes – and some asking around for directions – I eventually found Dock 12 and the Rainbow Unicorn. It was a hell lot bigger than what I had thought! It was a freaking luxury yacht!

      Dylan was out by the main upper deck and he waved at me when he saw me approach. Even in khaki shorts, a plain white shirt and sunglasses he looked so hot. It was like looking at a model for summer wear. He could be wearing nothing but underwear and I’d still consider him too hot for mortals.

      “Hi!” I waved at him. I looked around, confused, and still, couldn’t find where to board his yacht. He must have noticed because he quickly walked over and guided me to a ramp.

      As soon as I got aboard he gave me a warm hug and one heck of a long, torrid kiss on the lips. I felt my body melt underneath his weight and the affection he was giving me. Before I knew it I was moaning and my hand was reaching down for his cock!

      “Mmm, later,” he reminded as he then parted our kiss and moved my hand away from his dick. “I want to devour your pussy like there’s no tomorrow but there’s time for that later. Let’s just sit back for a minute and let me get this baby going.”

      I purred back like a kitty ready for action.

      He led me to a couple of tanning seats on the upper deck. I lied down and watched as he headed into a small stall where the steering wheel was.

      It was fun to watch him work his way around the boat, taking off the big ropes and getting the anchor off. In due time we set off and he had a few minutes of silence to maneuver us out into the open sea.

      As soon as we were free from land and were now in the deeper waters, he came back to me carrying a bucket of ice and opened bottles of beer. He handed me one, took a seat beside me and asked, “Has anyone ever told you just how beautiful you are? You look freaking gorgeous right now.”

      I laughed and took the beer. I took a big gulp before I answered, “A few have but I never paid any attention.”

      “Why not? You’re honestly one hot girl,” he pursued his inquiry. “I can only imagine how many guys have tried to go out with you. Trust me – they missed out on a lot. You’re delicious.”

      My cheeks once again blushed red with the sensual talk he threw at me but I managed to reply, “There were a few who took a few steps forward but it never got anywhere. I was too scared for sex and guys always want sex. Even those who weren’t anxious to spread my legs were a little too rough around the edges.”

      “With beauty like yours I’d expect you to have such high standards,” he told me. It made me feel proud and it must have made him feel good too. Out of all the guys who tried to date me, he was the only one I gave myself to.

      “Well, what about you?” I tried to turn the conversation around. I wanted to know more about him. I knew my story – I lived it, after all. Now it was time to know his. “Surely some girls have tried to seduce you to their beds. Why haven’t you married anyone yet?”

      He shook his head at that and quickly shut me down, “Let’s not talk about me. There’s nothing interesting about my past. I’m sure yours is more colorful than mine. I mean, just look at you! You’re a sex goddess in human form. Why haven’t you married?”

      Although I laughed at his statement I did catch his unnerving ability to avoid any conversation about himself. He just wouldn’t open up and it was beginning to get a little aggravating.

      “I just never met the right guy,” I answered in a slow and melancholic tone. I looked at him, hoping he would say something to erase the solitude in my statement. I only set myself up for disappointment.

      “Let’s hope you meet that guy,” was all he said instead of trying to cheer me up. Somehow, I was kind of disappointed that he didn’t say he would be the guy to change my fortunes.

      His follow-up instantly, however, shifted things back to the right mood.

      “We’re out alone in international waters, just like pirates, ” he said. “And the best thing for a pirate to do is to take a woman and fuck her to own her.”

      I giggled and inched my way closer. I sat down on his lap and instantly felt the hardness of his cock, “Oh! My, my captain, you’re ready to set sail in a different kind of sea.”

      He grabbed me by the waist and gave my ass a loud smack, “Come here you naughty little vixen. Daddy wants to pound his way into you. Have you been naughty again and writing little fantasies in your notebook?”

      I nodded and stuck out my tongue at him, “Of course I have daddy. I daydream of you taking me all day and all night long.”

      “I am so going to fuck you like a slut today,” he whispered and those were the last things I heard before he ripped my clothes off and whipped out his cock out of his shorts.

      Naked and fully exposed on the main deck I quickly tried to cover myself but he only laughed at me and pulled me in closer to his chest.

      “No one’s here baby,” he reminded me. “One of your fantasies was to fuck in a public place. I guess that International waters do count as a public place, right? Plus you don’t have to worry about anyone seeing you. So come on here and give my cock a good kiss.”

      He didn’t have to tell me twice. I knelt down on the deck and licked the entire length of his cock with my tongue. I licked it again and then again. Soon enough I was bobbing my head up and down the length of its shaft as I tried to fit the whole thing into my little mouth. Of course, it didn’t really fit without me stretching my lips wide open but once I succeeded he rewarded me by shoving his meat in even deeper than he ever had before.

      I slobbered like a hungry slut over his dick as he thrust it in and out. He fucked my throat so hard and I welcomed it like a little bitch. I had never imagined myself having some wild oral sex on a yacht! I drooled and moaned as I let him plow his cock in down the back of my mouth and to my throat.

      Yet right before he was about to blow his cum into me, he pulled out and flipped our positions. Now I was the one lying down and he quickly got on top to spread my legs and raised them high above his shoulders – well, as high as my legs could go. Then, he slowly guided his cock into my pussy. In this position, my walls were a lot tighter and it felt like I was being burrowed by a demon when he kept on thrusting his cock with such passion.

      All I could do was squeeze my own tits as the river of pleasure soon washed over me. I didn’t even realize it but my pussy was overflowing with my own white juices. My cum was spilling out of the sides as his cock continued to drive its way in and out of me. I could only hang my head back and moan in pure pleasure.

      We hugged and kissed and had a great time for the rest of the day. I truly enjoyed every moment I shared with this man.

      However, even as I lost myself in the moment of our passionate intimacy, I could not help but recall his unwillingness to share more about his family and his past. I mean, sex was great, but I needed more. I just wanted to know more about him. Just how dark could his secrets be for him to hide them from me? Was I just another girl for him to fuck and then toss aside when someone new came along? Was I not important to him?

      I thought it would only be this way in the beginning. For the first few dates, I tried to carefully weave our conversations so I could prod him about his past.

      I didn’t care what it would be about as long as I’d get him to talk about anything – his past relationships, his family, his career. Yet he always managed to steer things away from him and back to me.

      The only times I felt like we were truly connected were when we were having sex. During those times, I felt like we really had something tying us together. He made my fantasies come true, even the most taboo ideas I had in my notebook, and for a long while I felt like we were really chained together as a couple in some way.

      By the third month we were dating, I realized I was genuinely falling in love with him.

      At the same time, I feared I was the only one in love. I was walking into a one-sided relationship but damn I was so addicted to him I didn’t know how to stop.

      There was no stopping it. I was constantly doing everything I could just to spend more time with him and it was affecting my work with my dad.

      Dylan didn’t seem to be too disturbed and he managed to continue on dealing with other clients as if I didn’t even exist.

      In fact, it was becoming more of a routine than anything else. Every other night I would sneak out and drive back to his place. I’d do it even if all I would get was fifteen minutes of the wildest sex I could ever dream of.

      Maybe, deep inside, I didn’t want this to stop.
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      It was a Sunday morning when Cherry awoke. She was spending more nights here in my manor than she did at her own place. It was a marvel her father still didn’t catch on to our little fling. After our deal was done, I never got to speak with Joel again except for the one meeting where we both talked with Trevor Wild. It was purely business and he never suspected I was going out with his daughter.

      Well, the transaction did have one last document left to be signed and it was in regards to their financial responsibilities.

      The property they bought was expensive and they did agree to pay it over the course of ten years. The last document I needed them to sign, which required both Cherry and Joel’s signatures, was one confirming I could always take back the property if they failed to pay their premiums over a period of time.

      This particular morning I didn’t want to worry about business, though. For the first time in a long time, I had the chance to appreciate her more. She was sound asleep here on my bed and was a beauty to behold.

      It still amazed me how I managed to get this beautiful vixen into my life. I could bring her here anytime I felt alone or horny and she’d always heed the call.

      I slipped out of bed as quietly as I could and prepared us breakfast. I didn’t have servants in the manor – I lived a frugal life despite being as rich as I was – so all the chores and responsibilities were mine to finish. By the time she was awake, I had cooked our meal, taken a nice hot shower and dressed up for work.

      Cherry was a sight to behold. Even though she just woke up, she looked like she was ready for another wild round of sex. She didn’t even bother putting on clothes, simply tossing her blanket on top of her as she pranced into the dining room.

      “Hey there,” she greeted me with a kiss and a hug. She buried her face in my chest and asked, “What time is it?”

      “Nine o’clock,” I answered. “I made pancakes, bacon, and eggs. There’s orange juice and coffee too.”

      I sat down and pulled her to the table. She sat down right beside me and picked up a strip of bacon with her hand and munched down. It was so cute to see her so groggy this morning.

      “What do we have planned for today?” she asked me as she mindlessly continued to devour her breakfast. She dug into her meal like a starving animal.

      “You are going back to your father today,” I told her. “I have some guests coming and I don’t want to be disturbed.”

      She looked at me with a raised eyebrow, “You mean you don’t want me around? Do I disturb you from work?”

      “I didn’t say that,” I replied as I chugged down a glass of juice and then took a bite of pancakes.

      Cherry wasn’t listening though and continued on, “No, did you just say I disturb you? Why wouldn’t you want me around with your guests?”

      I put down my spoon and fork and looked at her like she was a child begging for attention. In some ways, she was. She was only twenty and every time we were together she was like this – begging for me to give her the time of day.

      “No, I do want you with my other guests,” I tried to explain to her. “I just don’t want you around these guests. They’re very particular about the company I keep around me.”

      She scoffed at me, “So? You don’t think they’d think highly of me? Are you afraid they’ll misjudge you because I’m not a freaking supermodel for Victoria’s Secret or because I’m not another billionaire like your friends? Just who the fuck are these guests anyway? Why the hell do they get to sit up on their throne and judge?”

      I raised an eyebrow and answered without looking at her, “My mother and my sister. That’s who the fuck they are.”

      I thought I was being authoritative enough to shut her up but she only prattled on, even angrier than before.

      “So you don’t want me to meet your family?” she was getting uncontrollable. I could see how her hand was shaking in anger. I did my best to remain calm and not look at her in the eye.

      “You know what? You never talk about your family or your past. I know nothing about you.”

      “Of course you don’t,” I reminded her flatly. “I never talk about those things because I don’t want to. They’re inconsequential to who I am now and what I do this very moment.”

      She slammed a fist on the table and to be honest I was feeling a little anxious to get away from her.

      “No!” she screamed at me. Now she was wide-awake for sure. “I can’t go on like this, Dylan. I need you to open up to me. I need you to trust me!”

      “Why would I?” I was starting to get annoyed.

      Cherry looked at me with a baffled expression on her face. It was like I said the dumbest thing in the world to her and that was annoying the shit out of me.

      She then said with hands raised, “Dylan, you know you can trust me. You have to trust me because I freaking love you.”

      Those were the words I never wanted to hear. I never wanted her to utter them because I knew I could never say them back.

      “Don’t say that,” I stuttered as I struggled with the words. Even when I knew I had to be cold and ruthless I found it hard because it was her. “Please don’t ever say that.”

      “I know you have feelings for me, too. Why won’t you just say you love me?” she asked as tears began flowing down her cheeks. “I know you do!”

      I shook my head as I denied the emotions swirling in my chest, “No, I don’t! We have nothing in common. You don’t even know who I am.”

      “I don’t know anything about you because you won’t let me in!” she shouted back. “You always divert the topic when it cycles towards you or your past. You avoid talking about you like the plague.”

      With a heavy heart I shook my head and slammed a fist on the table hoping it would shut her up, “Look, Cherry, you’re here because I’m lonely. I like you as a companion and nothing more. I don’t love you. I just want a companion and someone to fuck. You’re my sex partner, my fuck-buddy, but nothing more than that. Let that sink into your head.”

      She shook her head and violently refuted what I said, “No, no, that can’t be true! I won’t let it be true! I love you, damn it.”

      “You’re being a fool,” I told her as I stared straight into her eyes. “We met over business talks and I fucked you again and again simply because I knew you love it. I found your diary and I took advantage of the situation. That’s all.”

      “Ugh, you fucking disgust me!” she snapped back and I saw for a moment she was going to slap my face. She only stopped because she saw me get up and walk towards the door. “Don’t you dare leave me here, Mr. Bernard! We’re not done talking.”

      “I’m done,” I pointed out. “Look, the final document you need to sign is in the bedroom. Sign it and then just get the fuck out of here.”

      I walked out of the dining room and stormed my way into my private office in the third floor of the manor.

      I didn’t even care to look back. I didn’t want to see her sobbing and crying – it would just tear me apart and make me take back all the stupid shit I just told her.

      I buried myself in my work to get myself busy. I just shut myself in the office and didn’t care anymore if she was still in the manor or not. She could leave or stay for all I cared. I felt a mix of disappointment, anger, a bit of sadness, and regret in my mind. But I didn’t care. I didn’t want to think about it now.

      I pushed her away. What was done was done. But deep inside even I had to admit that I did feel something different for her. I was not sure if I could call it love but I truly, madly, deeply adore her.

      Now because of my stupid ego, she was gone, maybe for good.
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      Hours turned into days and days into weeks. Before I knew it I was living a life without Dylan Bernard in it. Things suddenly shifted as I tore myself away from him after his rejection.

      The pain from that day was too great for me to bear. I couldn’t even stay in the same city anymore. I couldn’t visit Mercury Wild because I knew that we had mutual friends there. I couldn’t go to the mall, the movie theater or the park because of the memories we shared there.

      By the second week after I last saw him I told my father I was going home, back to the countryside down south. My mother was from there but she died a long time ago. Only the caretaker was there every other day.

      Maybe it was time to just go back to my roots, take up my Master’s Degree in the community college and start teaching or write a book. I needed to get away from the city life and the bustling mess that Dylan put me through.

      “Will you be okay there?” my father asked when I told him I planned to head home.

      I nodded back at him and answered, “I’ll be better there than I am here.”

      My father may not know the reason why I was slumping into depression but he was wise enough to understand when I needed some space. He let me go and took his favorite secretary, Mr. Riordan, to take my place.

      Dad did let me know that I could always come back and work with him again but as far as I was concerned, I was done. I would never want to come back here.

      So I left. I went home and got back into my community college to take evening classes. Maybe I could get my M.A. degree if I studied for two years straight. If I had to take things slowly I could still get my degree in three years and have time to run my own business. Maybe I could do my own thing without my father’s web of connections.

      Yet even as far as I was from the big city, my mind was plagued with images of Dylan. Everywhere I went I thought of him. Everytime I sat down at the old café near the farm I imagined sipping coffee with him. His ghost lingered around me and I couldn’t get rid of it.

      So I did what any girl in my position would do.

      I went to a bar and hoped I could flirt my way out of my sorrows. Only some random man could help me forget about him now.

      This down south there weren’t that many places to go but on a Friday night, I did manage to stumble on a place called The Howling Barn. The name alone made me think of wild drunk cowboys and slutty-looking waitresses wearing Daisy Dukes shorts and pigtails.

      When I stepped inside, I was surprised to find it was a lot better than what I had expected. Instead of a dirty old bar, I found it pretty decent with a few pool tables, some dart-boards and a live band playing some hard-rocking country music. With dim lights and the smell of beer in the air I kind of felt at home right here.

      I walked over to the bartender and hollered at him with a little wink. The guy came strolling over with a big smile. I smiled back and asked, “What can a girl get to drink around here?”

      “You new here?” he asked. “I reckon you’re a city gal, ain’t ya? Well, I got something here just right for you: draft beer made by the Colburn boys down by the river. It’s a little strong but I bet you can take it.”

      I smiled and handed him my card, “Let’s see what you’ve got. Hit me with a nice chilled glass.”

      “Coming right at you,” he told me as he moved to get me my drink. As he did a man moved in to stand by my side.

      The newcomer was pretty tall, maybe a good six-foot-one or so, and wore tight blue jeans and a red flannel shirt. He even had a big cowboy hat to complete the look. He was pretty lean-looking and had this dirty, ragged beard on his face. When I looked up to meet his gaze I saw he had a pair of light blue eyes, as pretty as a sky on a sunny day.

      He was actually pretty handsome. Maybe a little younger than Dylan but he still had some grit to him.

      “Well howdy,” he greeted in such a cowboy manner it was so cliché it made me giggle. “What’s a fine gal like you doin’ in a dump like this?”

      I smiled and answered, “Looking for something new to try. I just moved back here.”

      “So you’re from here?”

      “Well, originally,” I replied just as the bartender came back with my drink. I took it and took a sip. It was really good but also really strong. “Wow, that’s good. Mmm, I haven’t been here in like seven years or so though.”

      The man gulped down his own drink and said, “I’ve been here and there myself, working as a truck driver and musician, you know? There’s no place like home though and look at my luck: I decided to stay here for good after spending two years on the road and here you come by like it was destiny.”

      “What makes you say that?” I asked in a low, sultry voice.

      “How can a guy like me resist a beauty like you?” he was toying with me and to be honest, I enjoyed it. At least I could feel that I was important to someone.

      I stepped in closer and began to naughtily trace my finger on his chest, hoping he’d bite the bait, “Do you like tight little petite girls?”

      He leaned in and gave my ear a soft nibble, one that sent chills down my spine and made me coo and whisper a ghost of a moan. He then whispered, “Of course I do, baby. Little girls like you are so tight I might just spill my load with my first thrust into you.”

      I pushed in even closer and now my tits were pressing up against his body. He responded in kind, lifting his knee ever so slightly to rub it against the soft plush of my pussy. I gently pushed my hips forward, riding his knee with an erotic swing. It felt even better whenever I could apply pressure up against my clit and in those moments I was so tempted to just grab him and drag him to the bathroom so we could fuck our brains out.

      “Oh, ahhh fuck,” I moaned into his ear just as he wrapped me in his arms. “Baby come on, tease me some more. What else would you do if you had me, huh? What would you do if you could keep me for a night?”

      “Oh Babe I could list down a million ideas in a notebook of the different ways I’d make love to you,” he explained. “I’d fuck you slowly, make you feel all comfortable and wet, and then I’d push you down on the floor and bang you like a bitch. I’m gonna pull your hair and smack your cute little ass before I pound in you all doggy.”

      Almost instantly, the connection between us snapped and died. It wasn’t even really his fault. It was just that a diary of naughty ideas was exactly how I got entangled with Dylan in the first place. He was the one and only one I loved, and what the hell was I doing now? With someone I didn’t even care about?

      “I-I’m sorry,” I tried to soften the blow as I told him to leave me alone. “I just don’t think I’m the girl you’re looking for.”

      Before he could even press further, I took my bottle and walked away. I headed to a different corner of the bar, one where it was dark and I could sulk in my misery. It was a good thing though that the drink was good. I had that to comfort me at least.

      “Wow, that was fucking stupid,” I told myself. I just ditched one hot guy because of my stupid brain. I had to shut it off and stop reminiscing about Dylan! It was just impossible that we’d ever meet again!

      I needed to move on. I needed to stop thinking about Dylan’s gaze. Ugh! I wanted to pull my hair out! I wanted – no, I needed – to fuck a guy tonight. I was going insane. Dylan had essentially turned me into this craving sex addict but without him, I had nothing and no one to satisfy myself with.

      There had to be a way. Heck, I was getting fucking desperate for something. Maybe it was time to just call it a night, get drunk at home and watch porn so I could finger my pussy while daydreaming of all the handsome guys shoving their cocks my way.

      I took out my phone and stared at the naughty text messages Dylan and I had. Our conversations would always start out business-related but would quickly shift to sex. Shit, just looking at these messages was turning me on. All I could think of now were the moments I had with him.

      That was all they were ever going to be now: just moments in time.

      “Fuck this shit,” I whispered and I decided I shouldn’t let myself drown in sorrows. I had to go out there and fix my life. I started looking around, hoping I could find that handsome guy, and start our conversation again. Maybe I should be the one checking out his fantasies instead of the other way around.

      And then the television got my attention.

      It was on the sports channel but a news flash interrupted the football game – where local superstar Damon Wessic was currently playing – to focus on a violent car accident. It took place between this small country town and the city, right off the interstate highway.

      I was going to ignore it since I didn’t like gruesome news stories but then I saw who was involved.

      I could recognize that name and that face from a million miles away.

      I felt an anchor suddenly drop in my gut. I wanted to freaking vomit.

      In that moment, I dropped everything I was doing and quickly ran outside the bar.

      All of a sudden, my whole world crashed upon me and I felt my heart skip a beat when I thought about all the harsh things I was just about to do. I had to fix things before it was too late – it probably already was but I had to give it a shot anyway.

      I got into my car and just like that, I drove back to the city, hoping that when I’d get there Dylan would still be alive.

      I needed to say sorry. I needed to say that even if he’d throw me out and never love me I would still love him.

      I had to do it before he was gone forever.
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      What day was it? W-what time was it?

      I looked at my watch. I couldn’t read the hands – my vision was a little blurry. I whipped out my phone and tried to make sense of the time and date. Hmm… holy shit, it was three o’clock in the morning? Was that right?

      Just how drunk was I? I looked around and tried to remember where the fuck I was. It took me a good five minutes – maybe fifteen, now that I really think about it – to realize I was in some slump of a bar. It was a real ugly dump that smelled of vomit and cheap beer. Why the hell was I here instead of Mercury Wild?

      Then I saw a girl leaning on my side. Who was she? She was unconscious and snored like an elephant. She smelled of alcohol and cum. Wait, was she the reason I was here? Did I hook up with a cheap whore here?

      At the moment I was so confused. My head was spinning with a splitting headache and I had no idea what the fuck was going on. I scoured through my phone again to see if I could recall anything about the hours leading up to this moment.

      No, it wasn’t just hours. It was weeks. Even as I browsed through my phone I knew, deep inside, the exact reason I was here. Cherry was the sole reason of my misery.

      Well, it was my fault. I pushed her away.

      It had been seven weeks – or was it eight – since we last spoke. I stormed into my home office and she… signed the final document and then left. She never said goodbye and neither did she ever bother me again via text message or online. She just stopped messaging me entirely. It was like she never existed. It was like we never had a thing going.

      Letting Cherry go was the dumbest thing I had ever done in my life. That one truly took the cake. She was beautiful, hard-working and smart . She was reliable and she was always such a sweet talker. She loved to hug, loved to kiss and at times she loved to just whisper sweet nonsense into my ear just to make me want to make love with her all over again.

      “Make love,” I whispered when I realized I just thought of those words instead of something raw like fuck. Maybe she was getting into my head too much.

      During the past three weeks, I had nothing to do but work. Every day I would check online or stare at my phone hoping I would receive a message from her but nothing came.

      The only time I ever got something didn’t even come from her – it was an email from her father thanking me for the business deal. I only replied to Joel Vergara out of courtesy. There was one time when I was so desperate to talk to Cherry I was tempted to tell Joel the truth. Maybe he should know that I was dating and sleeping with his daughter.

      “That’s just stupid,” I pointed out to myself. I then looked at the girl beside me and tried to make some sense out of the stupidity I got myself into.

      She was young, maybe around Cherry’s age or even younger, with blonde hair and a lithe little body. She was sexy but also very obviously a whore. I wasn’t sure if her last fuck was with me or someone else. Now I was getting disgusted with her and I wanted to get the heck away from her.

      Carefully and slowly, I moved my arm out of her embrace. “Sorry girl,” I whispered softly. “I just don’t want to get in trouble. I bet you were really good in the sack but it’s not a good time for me.”

      “Huh?” the girl asked blankly when I tried to push out of the way. She then got up a bit and looked at me, “H-hey, you said you were going to take me to your big mansion by the beach.”

      Wait, did I? Did she even know who I was?

      “Do you even know who I am?” I asked her.

      “Y-yeah, Marvin, right? Was it Martin?” she was rambling off utter nonsense now. “No, wait, I got it – your name’s freaking Jerry. I knew it. You look like a Jerry to me.”

      “Dylan,” I rolled my eyes. “You weren’t even close.”

      “I said Dylan,” she mumbled but even then her eyes were beginning to shut as the drowsiness was once again taking over her mind. Maybe it was the alcohol too or both. “I… I uh, yeah. Who the fuck cares? You don’t even know my name.”

      Well, she was right about that. No one cared. What I knew was that I had to get the fuck out of here. But I didn’t even know where here was.

      I looked around again but all I could see left in the bar were folks like me – drunk and fucked up beyond all recognition. There was no one here to tell me where I was or what I was doing here other than getting shit-faced drunk.

      I didn’t even know how I met the girl leaning on me. I hoped we didn’t have sex because I had no intention of having sex with her. This girl had a figure but I needed more than that. I needed someone who brought life to the bed. Someone like Cherry.

      Oh Sweet Cherry. The sound of her moans alone was enough to get me hard and anxious. I could imagine just how sweet it was to spread her cute little legs just to get another lick at her pussy before I’d give it a slap and then thrust my cock deep into her hole. The way her body would tighten and rock along with the rhythm of my thrusts was like the greatest musical piece I’d ever been a part of.

      Once I got rid of both the whore and my imagination I got up, headed over to the bartender and paid the rest of my tab. Somehow my bill got over a hundred bucks but I wasn’t keen on checking if the guy was lying or not. I just wanted to get the hell out of there.

      No… the truth was, I wanted Cherry. I wanted to feel her in my arms again. I didn’t know if I loved her. That would be improbable but I did know I was attached to her. I had gotten used to her being around me. I had gotten used to the fragrance of her perfume, the taste of her skin and the sound of her moans at night.

      Outside the air was so crisp and cold I could feel it bite underneath my skin. My shirt was so thin I could feel the wind brush my skin with even the lightest breeze.

      That was when I noticed it was already beginning to snow. It was a gentle fall and the roads were still free of ice. The parking lot was only lightly covered in sheets of white.

      “Where the heck did I park?” I asked out loud as I scouted the area. Where the hell was my car? Did I even drive my way here? Everything was still so fuzzy in my head.

      In cold nights like this Cherry would snuggle up to me. I would feel her tits press up against my muscles and her warm body would snug in tight and fit with mine. It was like we were two pieces to a puzzle – a perfect fit.

      I missed her.

      I wanted her. I shook my head in regret but even then I knew the chances of getting back with her were slim. I threw her out. I flat-out told her that I didn’t care and that all I wanted was her body for sex and companionship. I was a fucking asshole.

      That was such a stupid thing for me to do. I had a girl, one so precious I’d never find one like her again, and I let her go.

      By the time I found my car, I was shivering violently from the cold. I needed a jacket. Maybe I had one but I left it in the bar. Everything was just a wild blur right now and all I wanted was to get home and then bring Cherry back. Both of those goals seemed so distant and improbable right now.

      “Keys, keys, where the fuck are my keys?” I mumbled and grumbled as I patted my pockets. Eventually, I found my car keys in my back pocket along with my wallet. Well, at least I still had my stuff. Nobody robbed me just yet.

      I unlocked the door, got in and turned on the heater as soon as I got the car running. It felt so damn good so I took a moment to lean back and relax. My head was splitting and the only image I could complete in my mind was that of Cherry.

      Why did I freaking miss her this much?

      It’d been the same story for weeks now. There were days where I’d get so drunk thinking about her that I’d end up in a mess like this. Here I was again, not even sure where I was. What side of town was this anyway?

      After a few minutes, I took my phone out and looked for a GPS map app. With its aid, I finally discovered that I was a few miles out of the city limits. How in the world did I get this far?

      It didn’t matter. Nothing mattered now.

      Frustrated with my loneliness and the cold, I started to drive out. As I drove the music playing on the radio seemed to only infuriate me more. It was all love songs and breakup songs. I was having enough of this nonsense.

      I stepped on the pedal and spun the wheel, deciding to just head back to the office and bury myself in work. Work was the only thing that could console me now.

      The visibility was terrible. It almost seemed like there were no lights. Well, at least I didn’t see them. Maybe it was the ice and snow or maybe it was just the blinding fury in my head.

      I was deep in my thoughts amidst the poor visibility when I was snapped back into reality by full headlights and a loud horn being blasted from the vehicle coming straight towards mine.

      No amount of steering away or emergency brakes could rescue me from the reality that this was my life flashing right before my eyes. All I could think about was Cherry. I wish I could make things different before I leave for good. But I guess that wasn’t for me to decide.
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      My eyes fluttered open and I was shocked to see I was still alive. Everything seemed so blurry and there was bright white light flashed all around me.

      I could hear voices, dozens of them, but I couldn’t recognize a single one. I tried to move but it was like being trapped in a different person’s body – nothing I did seemed to work. Even when I tried to move my eyes all I could see was a blank sea of whiteness.

      When I tried to move my head, I felt a searing headache split my whole body and I nearly fell back to an unconscious pit. I was struggling to breathe and I couldn’t even move my lips. When I tried to roll my tongue all I could feel was blood dripping from the sides of my mouth.

      More lights flashed and I heard a few more voices. Then something plastic covered my face and I fell unconscious.

      I woke up and fell asleep again and again over a cycle of minutes or hours. I couldn’t really tell the passing of time anymore.

      All I knew was that my whole body hurt.

      Everything didn’t seem like they were in the right place. My joints ached more with each passing moment and my neck was so stiff it was a miracle it didn’t cement itself in place.

      Whenever I fell asleep I dreamed of Cherry. Whenever I was awake I dreamed of dying. Maybe I was dying. Maybe I was already dead.

      Time just seemed to pass so slowly but the pain that plagued my body only seemed to have gotten worse. I could feel sores on my joints and bruises swelling in places I never even thought could swell so badly.

      It was only after some time that I gathered I was in a hospital. I was still alive – somehow – but I didn’t know how or why I couldn’t move or see anything. There was nothing but bright whiteness every time I tried to open my eyes.

      Finally, after what felt like an eternity, my vision started to clear. When I woke up again I realized I was staring up into the bright room lights of a hospital room. This time I knew I was alive but the pain across my body instantly told me I was in horrible shape.

      “H-hello?” I tried to call out. I tried to speak the word but it didn’t come out as clearly as I thought it should. My tongue felt like a big fat roll of meat in my mouth.

      Fortunately, I heard footsteps and a man leaned over so I could see his face. He was in his mid-forties with short hair and a thin pair of glasses. He looked like he could have been a doctor on television, one of those really hot type of lead actors, but I knew he must have been a real doctor… well, maybe. I hoped so.

      “Ah, Mr. Bernard you’re awake,” he greeted. “My name is Richard Cassian and I’m your supervising physician. Let me start by telling you it’s a miracle you’re still alive. Most people who go through accidents like yours don’t make it out as well as you did.”

      “I…I don’t understand,” I slobbered and mouthed. I think he got what I was saying though so I pressed on, “What happened?”

      Cassian diverted his gaze from me and began checking the machines hooked up to me, “Well, you were driving drunk and smashed right into a delivery truck. The truck driver made it out pretty fine except for a fractured leg. You, on the other hand, smashed through his truck and straight into a light post on the side of the road. Your car flipped and skid across the highway. When the authorities arrived everyone already assumed you were dead. There was so much blood on the ground. Yet here you are, alive and well.”

      “How bad is it?”

      The doctor sighed and told me the truth without holding anything back, “You broke twenty-three bones in your body, Mr. Bernard. This includes fragile pieces in your neck, lower back, ribs, and legs. You’ll be paralyzed for quite some time, Mr. Bernard.”

      I panicked and quickly asked, “I-is it permanent?”

      “I don’t know,” the doctor told me and his answer seemed even worse than a flat yes or no. “All I can tell you is that you have to be strong and don’t let this beat you. To be honest, I do think you’ll be okay. It might take months or years even but if you keep that woman by your side I can only see a bright future for you – just slow down on the alcohol.”

      Wait, what woman?

      “Doc, what woman?” I asked him.

      Dr. Cassian explained with a casual expression, “Oh, Ms. Vergara was here earlier and the day before. She’s been here since they first brought you in.”

      “How long have I been here?” I was feeling both relieved to know Cherry was here with me and scared sensing how long I might have been bed-ridden now.

      The doctor didn’t even try to soften the blow, “It’s been two weeks now, Mr. Bernard. You’ve been shifting in and out of consciousness for a while but I suspected you wouldn’t regain eyesight for a few days. The blow to your head and neck weren’t fatal but they were devastating, to say the least.”

      Two weeks?

      I was out of it for two whole fucking weeks?

      My mind was exploding with so many questions but even just thinking about them hurt. A headache was ripping through my skull at that very moment and before I knew it I was moaning in pain.

      “D-doc! Fuck, my head hurts!”

      “Don’t move, it’ll only get worse!” Cassian instructed but even with his warning, I began to thrash and wiggle as the pain became too much for me to tolerate. The pain then began to surge across my whole body and for the first time since the accident I felt deep wounds crack and snap in pain.

      I howled and Cassian didn’t waste time. He quickly got to work and with a press of a button he called in a staff of nurses to help him. It took quite a long while but after some time I finally managed to shut my eyes and relax as the pain receded. It never truly left but it was becoming tolerable at least.

      Within another hour I was drugged and lapsing in and out of sleep once more. I didn’t know how long this continued but when I managed to gain consciousness, even for another moment, I saw Cherry sitting by the side of my bed just resting and watching.

      By the time I woke up with a strong sense of awareness and stability Cherry was in a different set of clothes. I could only guess that it was a different day now. She was seated by the bed but she was busy scrolling on her phone.

      “Cherry?” I called out to her.

      She quickly put her phone down and rushed to get closer to my face, “Dylan! Oh my God, how do you feel?”

      “Like a champ,” I tried to smile but it only hurt my neck. “Thank you.”

      “For what?”

      “For being here,” I told her. “I’m sorry for everything I told you before. I didn’t mean all that stuff.”

      She hushed me and said, “Don’t say anything. You just need to focus on resting.”

      “N-no, let me finish,” I insisted. “I said a lot of mean things to you.  I should be burning in hell for the things I said. No one deserves to be treated like that.”

      A tear flowed down from Cherry’s eye and she leaned in to give me a kiss on the cheek. She then caressed my face and said, “Dylan, I forgive you. I forgive you and I’ll always forgive you. I love you. I tried to live without you but I can’t so please… please let me in.”

      I nodded back and asked, “Where do you want me to begin?”

      “From the very beginning,” she answered. “I want to know everything there is about you. What was your life like growing up? What about past relationships and how you got so successful the way you are now? I want to know all of that and more.”

      There was so much to tell.

      My life had never been an easy one and I had dark secrets just as anyone had. Unlike most people, however, I wasn’t comfortable confronting those secrets. I wanted to bury them so deeply in my mind that even I’d forget the finer details. Now it was time to open those caskets up.

      Yet for the first time since forever, I felt happy and relieved to do so.

      “I will tell you everything later. Right now I have one important thing to tell you.”

      “Okay. What is it?”

      “Cherry,” I called her name.

      “Yes?” she asked as she looked down at me with those gorgeous bright eyes of hers.

      I finally summoned the courage to say what I needed to say. This was the moment, I knew it was.

      “Cherry Vergara… I love you.”
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      Dylan had multiple fractures on his face, neck, ribs and more. There were so many broken bones and other injuries.

      Even when he did recover he was still facing jail time for driving while under the influence of alcohol. There was so much to repair and so much to do but he was stuck in that hospital bed.

      When he told me he loved me, I felt like I had been reborn. I felt good.

      “I love you too,” I replied as tears came flowing down my cheeks. I blushed when I realized just how ridiculous I looked but it didn’t matter anymore. I didn’t care. I was happy just to hear him say the words.

      “What do you want to know right now?” he asked.

      “Are you up to telling me the stories?” I countered. “You just woke up. Don’t you want to rest?”

      “Talking to you is what I call rest,” he said and I smiled at the sincerity in his voice.

      I gave him another kiss and then asked, “Well, you can start by telling me your darkest secrets. What is it about your past that you don’t want me to know? You’ve always seemed so cold and distant like you don’t want to fall in love.”

      Dylan’s eyes darted left and right as he thought about his next choice of words.

      I could see him thinking and pondering but where once I saw doubt and cold seclusion I now saw the intent to share. He was finally letting me get to know him – the real him.

      He took a deep sigh and mumbled for a moment like he was trying to get some words out but they were too painful for him to utter, “My…my parents were divorced when I was really young.” He finally uttered.

      “My father left us and my mom’s decided to find solace at the bottom of a bottle. The amount of suffering that came along with it was literally hell. This is probably one of the reasons why I don’t believe in love. Seeing what my mom had gone through, I just didn’t want to develop a dependency on anyone. I was predetermined to always act cold, independent and dominant so as to make sure I don’t develop serious relationships. I thought if I acted like this, I wouldn’t have to deal with the heartbreaks similar to what my mum experienced. My sister’s the same. We have had to be independent since we were very little.”

      As Dylan slowly continued to share about his life story I could feel tears filling up in my eyes.

      I got it now. I would be reluctant to share such a past too if I was in his shoes. I felt sorry for pushing him into opening up when he was clearly not ready.

      “I was afraid to tell you all this, too,” he continued. “After all, it’s the real me. You know, I’m just like everyone else who has fears and problems. I was just afraid that you wouldn’t like the real me and wouldn’t want to spend time with me anymore.”

      “Oh baby, you know I won’t!” I insisted, “I will always be by your side, no matter what.”

      At that moment, I saw his face lighten up. The depth of his gaze was starting to make me melt.

      This was the moment where I felt truly connected to someone, someone who had become so important in my life. Finally, he chose to reveal the real him to me and I appreciated him even more.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I finally got to take him out of the hospital after a good two weeks. His neck was in a brace and he still had to stay in a wheelchair due to the other injuries he sustained but at least he could rest somewhere more comfortable.

      Life as I knew it changed from that point on. I finally let my father know that I was dating Dylan. My dad was a little apprehensive but after a few dinners with Dylan that tension quickly faded.

      Of course, I didn’t let Dylan recover entirely without help. I had to do my part. I made sure I was always there for his therapy sessions and I made it a point to urge him on during the times he wanted to quit.

      Dylan was a man of purpose and it took a lot out of him whenever it came to standing up and walking. The pain coursing through his body must have been so intense but I knew he could do it. He just had to keep on going forward and it was my job to cheer him on so he wouldn’t ever stop.

      The worst part was the legal battle we had to fight. Dylan couldn’t go to jail because of his current medical condition and so the court decided he’d have to pay numerous fees and split a portion of his company to dedicate time for community service. He was sentenced to twenty years of contributing for community service. That was a small blow for his firm but it was a big one on his reputation. Fortunately, we had his friends at Mercury Wild to help pick up the slack there.

      Even with him saved from jail time we still had a long way to go. We loved each other and for now, that was all we needed.

      Talks of our future and stuff like that could wait. I just wanted to see him recover and become the man he truly was, not the man he had to show the world. There were layers upon layers that had to be peeled and I was going to take them all down one by one.

      There was, at least, one thing we could celebrate about.

      About five months after his release from the hospital my father and his team began building the hospital in the site they purchased from Dylan. We attended the ribbon-cutting ceremony and Dylan even got to say a few words.

      It felt like poetic justice to me. I met him through my father’s deal, a billionaire’s deal, and now here I was standing right beside him as his girlfriend. Sure, our relationship wasn’t perfect and there were definitely a lot of things we still had to make up for but it was a good start.

      We were happy. We were in love. Not a day went by where we weren’t enjoying each other’s company. Of course, even though he couldn’t walk well I still took the time to… play with him. I was quick to learn there were many ways to get a man to cum even without rough and wild sex. Soon enough I learned how to use my tongue and lips well. It was always a joy to give a blowjob so good that he’d push my head in and fill me up with his oozing hot seed. It was like receiving a divine drink from the heavens.

      There was so much more for us to do. He had a lot of fun ideas that I never knew were even possible. Well, maybe not entirely. I still had another little notebook of more fantasies I wanted to fulfill.

      Those would come true but not right now.
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      “Honey, wake up,” I heard Dylan’s voice as my eyes fluttered open.

      “Come on honey, hurry up! I have a surprise for you.”

      I rubbed my eyes and slowly sat up on the bed. The white blanket dropped, exposing my naked form and it was then that I realized the bedroom lights were on.

      I looked over to the side and I saw Dylan up by the door, leaning on his crutches and holding a small box.

      I gasped.

      “I-is that what I think it is?” I asked as soon as I realized what this could mean. In an instant, my mind snapped awake.

      “Uh huh,” Dylan nodded and slowly made his way over to me on the bed, “I can’t kneel so let me just lie down here on your lap and ask you the only question that really matters: Cherry Vergara, will you marry me?”

      He opened the box and inside was the most gorgeous ring I ever laid eyes on. It was made of silver and white gold bands encrusted with tiny little sapphires all around. In the center was a big grip holding a giant diamond.

      “Oh my God. Yes!” I answered with glee. He took the ring and slowly slid it on my finger before I rushed to give him a big, fat, wet kiss on his lips. “Oh Baby, I love you.”

      “I love you too,” he told me. “I know it’s been months now but I still feel like I owe you an apology for all the mean things I said before and the way I treated you.”

      “Baby that’s yesterday’s news,” I told him. I stared into his eyes and tried to remind him that we’d move on from that stage. “None of that stuff in the past matters. I met your parents, your friends at Mercury Wild and you even let me get acquainted with some of your ex-girlfriends. You’re not hiding anything else, are you?”

      He shook his head and asked, “Do my sexual fantasies count as hidden desires?”

      “Oh baby, stop making fun of me now!” I giggled and pulled him in closer to me and give him another warm hug.

      “I will – seriously – make fun of you for the rest of our lives, Mrs. Bernard.”

      I was the happiest woman on earth. For the first time since we ever struck that business deal, I had the assurance that this was the right relationship for both of us.

      I gave him a kiss and with that kiss I sealed the deal: the deal of our love, stronger and truer than ever before.

      
        - END -
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        As my way of saying thank you for reading my book, I’d like to give you a free copy of my short story – The Unexpected Gift. This is a Brother’s Best Friend Christmas Romance that will bring you into the holiday spirit!

        >>Click Here to Sign Up and Get Your Free Book <<
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      Hey there! Thank you so much for taking the time to read my book. I hope you have enjoyed reading this book as much as I’ve enjoyed writing it.

      If you enjoyed this book, please consider leaving a review on Amazon. Your support REALLY means a lot and keeps me going. Don’t forget to sign up to my newsletter to be the first one to know about my new releases.

      

      Xoxo,

      Nicole
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      Nicole Casey is a Contemporary Romance Author born and based in The City of Angels. She writes steamy contemporary romance with a happily ever after.

      When she isn’t penning sultry scenes, Nicole Casey loves getting lost in her daydreams, going for long nighttime walks, and fine dining. She is also a red wine aficionada and bookworm. Above all, she enjoys nothing more than spending quality time with her loved ones in both human and cat form.

      Subscribe to Nicole Casey's newsletter to get her steamy short story and be the first to hear about new releases: http://books.nicolecasey.club
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