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My boss is a playboy while I'm Miss Sensible. But when he starts flirting with me, oh boy...
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THE MOMENT I meet billionaire Nicolaas Verhaege, I find myself completely acting out of character.

I find myself taking all sorts of risks.

And even though my friend has done her best to warn me against trusting a man like him...

It's too late.

I want him too much to stay away.

Note: This is a steamy, fast-paced romance. HEA guaranteed!
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I try hard not to roll my eyes as I watch Zee constantly steal looks at my boss, billionaire Nicolaas Verhaege. 

He's exceedingly good-looking, but in a Robocop-sort-of-way. He's just so...rigid, and for the life of me I can't see why any girl would find him attractive.

But...of course that's just me being a little bitchy.

The truth is, I've been around long enough to know Nicolaas is anything but boring in the bedroom. 

Since most of the women he dates stupidly assume I've got the hots for my boss, they tend to talk a lot about Nicolaas' sexual process whenever I'm around.

I think it's supposed to make me feel jealous or threatened, but the only thing they've managed to do is give me more reasons to believe that Nicolaas will never be the right man for Zee.

Then again...what do I know?

I've only been working at V&V for over three years while Zee has been infatuated with him for a decade more or less. 

Maybe there's a chance they'll eventually end up together....never mind if I also know for a fact that she's not even his type.

The women Nicolaas likes to date tend to be petite and voluptuous brunettes while Zee is the exact opposite: she's tall, slim, and blonde, like Sleeping Beauty come to life. 

If you think about it, all the odds seem stacked against her, and sometimes, I just wish I had the courage to break the truth to her.

But since I don't...

Nicolaas' phone suddenly rings, and as soon as he excuses himself out of the boardroom, Zee quickly swings her chair sideways just so she can smile at me rather giddily. "Did you hear what he said earlier?"

"I totally did."

"He said I'm amazing."

Actually, I specifically remember Nicolaas describing her work as amazing, but why nitpick on words, right? 

So I just smile and say nothing. 

I hate lying, but I hate the thought of hurting a gentle soul like Zee even more.

The other girl starts to say something else, but this time I'm unable to stay focused. Nicolaas has returned, but it's the person entering the boardroom behind him that has all of my attention.

Stone.

He's my other billionaire boss, and he also happens to be Zee's older brother.

I watch him take his usual place on the table, and it's my turn to feel nervous and giddy as I watch him fold his powerful length into the leather chair.

Like Zee, I've also been nursing an infatuation for years.

The only difference is that I'm much better at hiding my feelings, and so when Stone suddenly turns my way and asks if I have my list of influencers ready...

"Yes, sir." My voice comes out polite and steady even as my heart's already banging away like it's got a marathon to win. 

I hand over my list, all the while careful not to let our fingers come into contact. I'm infatuated, not desperate.

Stone starts flipping through the pages. "This is good."

Now I know why Zee has selective hearing. When it's the guy you're crushing on who's dishing out a compliment, you find yourself twisting the words into something you'd rather hear.

Like...even though I know it's my work Stone's complimenting, what I actually hear is Stone saying I'm good. 

Like maybe, good enough to be his girlfriend—-

"Mary?"

Shit. 

I clear my throat. "Sorry, what was that again?"

"I asked if there's anyone on this list that you know personally?"

"There is, actually." My brows furrow. "Would that be a problem?"

"No, of course not. I just want to know who the person is so we can make sure his or her—-"

"It's a her," I feel the need to clarify even though I know Stone won't give a damn.

"Her then. Let's make sure her name's included in the final selection."

The trust he shows in my judgment makes me feel all warm and gooey inside, and I have to lower my head, just in case my pleasure accidentally shows on my face. 

Deep breaths, Mary. 

I wait until I'm sure I've regained control of my hormones before glancing up—-

Shit.

While Stone is still busy going through my list of candidates, Nicolaas is looking at me rather thoughtfully, and I can't help but worry I might've unconsciously given myself away. 

Realizing that I need to distract him, I say the first thing on my mind.

"There's only one person I know who's on the list. She's a self-published erotica author—-"

And just as I hoped, I see Nicolaas' expression immediately changing into one of interest at my words. 

Thank You, God...and sorry for this, Che-Che. 

"An erotica author?" And now even Stone sets the report aside to look at me. "What does she have to do with our product?"

"She has a YouTube channel—-"

"To shoot porn?" Stone asks warily.

I quickly shake her head. "It's not that kind of channel. It's mostly about self-publishing as a business actually, but her most popular vlogs tend to be day-in-the-lifes. She got her silver play button early this year, and while her subscribers are currently at 200K, the views she gets tend to be double that in average."

"What's her name?" Nicolaas asks. 

"She's listed as Francesca Santiago."

Stone's already flipping through the pages as I speak, and after taking a look at my friend's profile, he hands it to Nicolaas, saying dryly, "I'm guessing I already know whose team she'll be under."

Oh no.

It's only when I hear Stone's words that I realize how badly I screwed things up.

My friend is exactly Nicolaas' type. 

Petite, curvy, and to cap it off, she even has long, silky black hair.

She's practically custom-ordered according to Nicolaas' tastes, and when I look at Zee...

Shiiiiiit.

I just want the ground to swallow me up at the way Zee's smile wobbles when she sees Nicolaas still staring at my friend's photo.

Please God. 

If You're listening...

Can You please make sure sparks don't fly at all between Nicolaas and Francesca?
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I don't normally attend in-house marketing events of our company. There's just too much ass kissing, which eventually grates on my nerves. 

But today I'm making an exception, and it's all because of her. 

Francesca. 

I've been watching the entrance like a hawk, so I know the second she enters the premises, and damn if she doesn't look even hotter in real life.

She's tiny, with the top of her head unlikely to even graze my chest. But what she lacks in height, she makes up with her incredible figure, with curves that would make a Coca-Cola bottle look shapeless. 

And those breasts... 

They're so mouthwateringly ample I have a feeling even my hands, big as they are, won't be enough for them, and the rest of her is just as perfect. 

Small waist. 

Long shapely legs. 

And last but not the least, an ass that's so peachy-damn-perfect it's practically begging for a spanking.

I want to make her mine. 

Right here. 

Right now. 

But unfortunately, there's another person in the room who's also been watching the entrance like a hawk. And the moment Mary, the assistant that Stone and I share between us, sees her friend walk in, she immediately turns my way and shoots me a deadly glower. 

Don't even think about it, buster.

I let my lips curve in a polite smile. Noted. But it's just lip service, and we both know it. 

In the years Mary's been working for V&V, it hasn't escaped my notice that she tends to act one way with me and another way with Stone. 

I could be wrong about this, but I'm thinking our prim and proper secretary has the hots for my friend.

If it's true, well...I wish her luck. Stone is pretty much what his name implies; in lieu of a heart, there's nothing but cold, hard rock behind his chest. The thing that used to beat was lost years ago, with his first love taking his heart with her to the grave.

I feel bad for Mary and Stone, but...a man's gotta have priorities. So I set all thoughts of them aside to concentrate on what matters: Francesca, in my bed, and my dick inside her pussy.
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"You made it!" 

I'm in the middle of filling out the registration form when Mary reaches my side, and I quickly scribble my signature so I can exchange the form for my goodie bag. 

Once I'm done, I turn to my friend, saying cheekily, "You did promise there'd be free food, right? That's the only reason I'd leave the lovely comfort of my house."

Mary rolls her eyes. "I knew it."

"And this—-" I flaunt my gift bag with a little shake for emphasis. "—-is just much-welcomed icing on the cake."

"Just don't forget our deal about product placement," Mary stresses, "and I want at least five vlogs—-"

I pretend to choke with indignation at this.

"—-covering this event, and you gushing all over it like our cameras are God's greatest gift after the Nintendo Switch."

And of course there's mention of her favorite gaming console. 

Same old Mary, I think fondly, and that's probably why she and I have remained friends over the years.

As the highly paid and much-envied executive assistant to two of the world's most eligible billionaires, Mary has certainly earned the right to act a little uppity, but she never has. 

The geeky and occasionally snarky thirteen-year-old hoyden I used to know is still very much evident in grown-up Mary; only difference is how adulting has forced her out of her shapeless sweatpants and pushed her into equally shapeless office wear.

When an anxious-looking V&V employee pops up from nowhere, asking my friend about this and that, I make a shooing motion so Mary knows I don't require babysitting. 

My friend mouths 'thank you' and as soon as she leaves my side, I slowly look around to study my surroundings.

V&V has done a great job transforming the hotel ballroom into a party scene straight out of The Great Gatsby, and I'm impressed at how every square meter of the venue is Instagrammable.

The music playing in the background is also on point, and with everyone around me clearly having fun, I quickly take out my new V&V camera and alternate between taking photos and recording footage.

––––––––
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ONE OF THE HARDEST things about being a vlogger is when you agree to do a product review for someone close to you, and the product turns out to be a dud. 

Since I respect my viewers too much to lie to them, I would end up spending a couple of stressful hours just to make sure my review is still honest and objective...but without actually saying anything particularly damaging or hurtful.

Thankfully, I don't have such problems with V&V's newest camera. They've sent me one over a week ago to unbox, and it's even surpassed my already-high expectations. 

It's a joy to work with, and hopefully, the quality of my photos will show—-

Whoops!

I accidentally make eye contact with another vlogger I've worked with in a few other events before this, and I groan in my mind even as I'm already flashing a smile and moving forward to make small talk. 

So cool, right?

Best party ever!

Influencer life for the win!

Since I have about a hundred or so variations of such lines in my arsenal, I can go on and on without sounding repetitive, and no one would ever guess that I'm actually not the social butterfly I seem to be.

I'm no shy wallflower, but since I'm not a people person either, the obligation to be friendly when attending in-person events is one of two things that I greatly dislike about vlogging. 

As for the other downside, well...

"Look at the way she's flirting with Stone Verhoff. God, she's such a slut."

"Sssh. She's heading our way now."

I mentally shake my head as the two women behind me continue to gossip about their other friend. 

If you haven't guessed it yet, this is the other thing I hate most about the vlogging world. People can be so painfully fake, and there are times when I feel like I need to see a therapist after just witnessing my colleagues get into a vicious round of backbiting and mudslinging.

And speaking of which—-

The women behind me are suddenly gushing, and I have to fight off the urge to roll my eyes as I hear some of their lies.

"Oh my gosh, Kiki, you lucky girl!"

"You totally had Stone Verhoff's attention, and no wonder! You're the prettiest girl in this room!"

I move away in a hurry as the lies continue. I'm usually the type to live and let live, but I'm worried if I stay just a second longer, my temper will end up overruling my common sense. I'm this close to turning around and telling Kiki that her friends are made entirely of plastic. As in - they're so damn fake, I don't think they're even human.

Keep it together, Che-Che!

I may be penning racy novels for a living, but I'm actually no hopeless romantic, and I can't ever imagine myself uttering any kind of lie or worse - being cruel and mean - just because of a man.

Then again, maybe I'm only this chill because I have Kevin, and those other women don't.

A smile touches my lips at the thought of Kevin, and already I can feel myself calming down and as my irritation gradually fades. Thinking about all the secret good times I enjoy with Kevin always puts me in a good mood, and I even find myself humming along as I lift my camera and get back to work.

An hour passes before I'm satisfied with the photos and footage I have of the event, and I can finally make my way to the refreshment table to reward my already-groaning tummy. 

I used to feel self-conscious about how much I eat, but then I got to know another self-published author, and Addie's unabashed love for food made me realize how silly I was being. I was in awe of how confident she was about herself, and how genuinely happy she was despite literally hearing some people say nasty things about her weight gain.

Having Addie as a mentor completely changed my life, and it's thanks to her I've also learned to stop giving a damn about what other people think. As long as my BMI says I'm still healthy, that's good enough for me, and now...

My, my, my!

The buffet selection offered by V&V is incredible, and it's enough to make my stomach rumble while I remember to take photos of each and every mouthwatering platter on display. I can't believe they're serving my favorite truffled-flavored dumplings, and hey now...is that chicken adobo I'm seeing, and oh c'mon now - six-cheese lasagna, really? 

Since the four-cheese type is already a rarity and five-cheese ones are like unicorns, I feel like I've gone to heaven as the server carefully places a slice on my plate. 

Now that my plate's all loaded up, the only thing left to do is...

Aha!

I walk as quickly as I can the moment I spot the perfect table: it's at the back of the exhibition hall and thus pretty isolated, but more importantly, the lighting here is awful for selfies, which for most people spells doom. 

This means I'll be able to enjoy my meal in uninterrupted bliss, and after a quick Sign of the Cross, I'm finally able to dig in, and oh my Lord!

I feel like I'm about to have an orgasm as layers of cheese and ground beef create magic inside my mouth. I'm such a turophile I can taste each and every type of cheese there is with just one bite, and it's making my tastebuds sing like they're the next best thing after Lana Del Rey. 

My eyes close as I take my time with each bite, and oh my goodness, how is this possible? How does this lasagna taste even better with each bite? 

The rest of the world ceases to exist as I make love to my lasagna, and I'm halfway to clearing my plate when a shadow falls over me.

"Hi there. You alone?"
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The moment I see her start walking around the hall, I immediately notice the way her breasts are bouncing behind her dress.

They don't jiggle so hard that you know she's deliberately doing it for attention. It's more a sweet, gentle bounce, with her breasts seemingly too big that even her wire-rimmed bra isn't able to handle their weight.

Just the thought alone has me hard, and I have to swiftly get behind the nearest table before anyone spots the huge fucking bulge behind my pants.

I'm used to people obsessing over my sex life - it's a given, once your bank balance reaches a certain number of zeroes - and while the women I've dated would love to have the world know they're the reason for my hard-on...

I have a feeling my beautiful Francesca isn't quite like that.

She's friends with Mary for one, and the other girl is unlikely to hang out with attention whores. Also, there's just this strange feeling I have about her. Like I fucking know her, even though I actually don't. 

Francesca Santiago might be a master of the recently revived art of written porn, but I have a feeling the racy nature of her work is a far cry from her real life. 

I've been watching her since she arrived, and she's been pretty good at avoiding any kind of interaction with the opposite sex. 

I'm not certain if it means she's shy or something happened to her in the past that's turned her off on men, but it doesn't matter either way. All I know is that the way she's keeping everyone at a distance is making me want her more. 

Everything about Francesca is a fascinating contradiction. 

While her face, which is completely bare of makeup, makes her seem like she's in her late teens, her body possesses curves so damn ripe they were guaranteed to tempt even a saint into committing sin. 

Her air of innocence is beguiling and intriguing, and it makes one wonder how someone like Francesca is able to write such dirty-fucking-good stories.

I was curious enough to try reading one of her works, and let's just fucking say her story was hot enough it had me imagining Francesca as the heroine in her book...while I'm the bullying hero who ends up making her pussy bleed virginal blood with his cock.

Being reminded of the fuck scenes in her book is enough to make pre-cum leak out of my dick, and I bite back a curse as my pants start feeling tight. Again. 

I've never wanted a woman this badly before, and the strength of my desire is almost disconcerting. I can't put a word to it, but there's just something about Francesca that's different—-

Just something about her that I find so insanely hot, you'd think I've gone without sex for an eternity.

It takes another ten minutes before my erection finally dies into a not-so-noticeable size...so to speak. 'Well-hung' is practically an understatement when it comes to my dick, but in its resting state at least, my pants are once again a comfortable fit, and I'm not in pain when I start to walk.

I keep Francesca in my line of sight as I go around and do my job. I make small talk with board members and investors, and if I see an employee who's done a particularly good job for tonight's event, I thank that person so they know they're valued.

But throughout it all, the need to fuck her continues to consume me, and it's getting harder to resist the urge to finally make my move. I've never been the type to let my baser desires rule my actions, but when I see Francesca hide at the back of the hall and start eating—-

FUCK.

She's practically making love to her fucking lasagna, and I love and hate it at the same time. Seeing her close her eyes as she feeds herself is one of the hottest things I've ever seen, but as ridiculous as this sounds...

I realize I'm also jealous.

I only want her to look like that when she's eating my cock, only want her to be hungry for my cock and nothing else. 

My niece Scarlett likes to say I'm a control freak, and although I know she doesn't mean it as a compliment, I have no problem admitting it's true. 

I always want to be in control, and it's why every minute of my day is accounted for. I live for routines and schedules, and even the times that I allow myself to indulge in sex are limited to specific hours of the night.

So yeah, I'm a control freak in every fucking way there is, and it's why I've never allowed my work and personal lives to overlap...until now.

It was about fifteen minutes ago when I noticed some loser piece of shit eye-fucking my Francesca as he stalks her about the room, and it takes every bit of my control not to beat the shit out of him.

Francesca is mine.

She might not know it yet, but she is, and I don't appreciate anyone eyeing what's mine like she's on the fucking menu.

The guy is probably about her age, but he's also one of those idiots who think it's cool to dress in pink sweaters and mid-thigh shorts, along with crew socks matched with rubber sandals. 

What the fuck is that about? 

I know we're not supposed to judge a book by its fucking cover, but there are always exceptions, and that pathetic excuse of a man can't even be compared to a book to begin with. That would imply it's not all air up there, when just looking at him I already know what's inside his head won't even be enough to fill up a page.

That is the kind of guy who's been stalking my girl around the venue, and when I see him finally make a move—-

FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!

I see his eyes shoot straight down to her tits - my girl's tits, dammit - as he starts to talk...

That fucking does it for me.

Fuck being in control, and to hell with playing it cool and biding my time.

Francesca is my woman.

And it's time to claim what's mine.
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Men don't get to hit on me as a rule. 

I think I was about fifteen when I realized the opposite sex automatically equates my D-cups to sluttishness. Since then I've become rather uptight, and I've never left myself open to overtures of any kind.

I know I should at least give some men the benefit of the doubt, but the potential drawbacks just aren't worth the hassle. As long as I have Kevin, I'm cool, and I've never let any guy come close, both literally and figuratively.

Tonight shouldn't have been an exception, but because I've allowed myself to be distracted in more ways than one, I'm now paying the price.

The jerk standing in front of me has the oiliest smile ever, and my skin starts to crawl as I feel his gaze drop to my chest.

Douchebag.

Men like him have been the bane of my existence since forever. These jerks have somehow convinced themselves ogling is a form of flattery, and although I'm tempted to give Douchebag here a piece of my mind, doing so might only make things worse, and so I tell myself that I should just get rid of him as quickly as possible.

This is Mary's event, after all, and I don't want to do anything to upset her.

I reluctantly turn my gaze back to the jerk who's still staring at my chest, but before I can lie and tell Douchebag I have someone with me, he's already grabbing the chair across the table and dragging it next to mine.

"Hope you don't mind I join you," he says as he takes his seat.

Grrr.

I know I don't own this table, but I was here first. Has the term 'personal space' stopped to exist, and it's why douchebags like this guy have no qualms invading my privacy?

The jerk resumes talking...and is still talking fifteen minutes later. 

About himself. 

He's a vlogger as well apparently, and aside from being a perv, he's also revealed himself to be the type of idiot who's let the size of his social media following get into his head. Douchebag here thinks he's all that just because his Instagram or Tiktok posts have an X number of hearts, and that's so not good news for me. 

In my experience, jerks like this one have such massive egos, and so it's going to take more effort than usual to make Douchebag understand things won't alway go his way just because he's partially famous.

"How's the lasagna, by the way?"

The sudden question about my lasagna of all things throws me off, but what shocks me even more is when he takes my fork right out of my hand and digs into my plate.

What. The. Hell.

Douchebag actually makes eye contact as he takes a taste of my lasagna, and my jaw drops.

Hell hath no fury like a woman whose lasagna was stolen...especially when second helpings are no longer available!

The jerk notices me staring at him and grins. "This is really good. I hope you don't mind sharing?"

How is it that he keeps saying I hope I don't mind this and that, but he never actually cares to find out what I have to say?

Douchebag reaches for my table napkin to wipe his mouth, and I start seeing red when he tosses the napkin to the floor. 

What the hell is this guy's problem?

"Hope you don't mind," he says with a grin.

Is this guy for real?

"God, I'm thirsty." 

I know I need to be on my best behavior for my friend's sake, but the moment I hear Douchebag say those words, and I see him start to reach for my glass of butterfly pea flower tea—-

Is he fucking kidding me? And I swear to God, if he says those words again—-

"Hope you don't mind."

Jesus Christ, he actually did say those words again, and I am so, so done playing nice!

I open my mouth to yell that yes, I do fucking mind, but before I can get a word out, Douchebag is suddenly gasping in pain as another man hits his wrist with a quick hard chop.

Whoa!

I automatically reach for my drink and keep it close to me. Thank God Douchebag hasn't managed to take a sip—-

"Are you alright?"

Oh, shit, right, I forgot about the other guy, and I quickly place my drink back down on the table while I wonder who exactly it could be that has come to my rescue. Words of gratitude brim over my lips as I look up, but I forget what I have to say when I find myself staring into a pair of stunning blue eyes.

Robocop?

It's how Mary refers to Nicolaas Verhaege, who's one of her two billionaire bosses...and I jump to my feet upon seeing him standing right next to my table.

It's my first time to see Mary's boss in person, and the sheer gorgeousness of him takes my breath away. He's so much taller than I am, and so, so potently virile I have a hard time understanding why my friend likens him to a cyborg.

"Are you alright?"

My cheeks turn pink when I realize I've forced the billionaire to waste his time by having to ask me that for the second time. But just before I can apologize and tell him that I'm fine—-

"Excuse me? Mr. Verhaege?"

Douchebag actually forces himself between us, and I quickly back away because I don't want to risk even the smallest part of my body coming into contact with his.

"I'm Pink George—-" The jerk's chest puffs up with pride, and he's looking at the billionaire like he expects Mr. Verhaege to instantly recognize his name.

But unfortunately, all he earns for himself is a look of distaste from Mary's boss.

"I hope you don't mind—-"

That Mr. Verhaege is using those words can't possibly be a coincidence, but since Pink Douchebag George is also a big idiot, he doesn't even seem to notice that anything's amiss, and oh...my...God.

Is he actually doing a live with Mr. Verhaege and me in the background?

"I'm your man, Mr. V—-"

Yuck.

Even though he's obviously talking to Mr. Verhaege, Douchebag's gaze is trained on his phone, and I mentally shake my head in disgust at the jerk's lack of manners.

"Oh, and I'm live by the way," Douchebag adds as he finally turns to face the billionaire. 

"Is that so?"

The iciness of the billionaire's tone almost makes me shiver, but incredibly enough, Douchebag doesn't seem to notice this either. 

"What can I do for you, man?"

"Just one thing," Mr. Verhaege drawls. "Can you make yourself scarce?"

I swallow back a laugh as Douchebag nearly drops his phone at the billionaire's words.

"Your presence annoys the fuck out of me."

An explosion of laughing emojis fill the comments on his live, and Douchebag throws his phone away in a fit of panic, and presumably to prevent his audience from hearing anything else the billionaire has to say.  

"What the hell, man?" Douchebag tries to sound outraged, but the billionaire only has to slant a look at him, and he's reduced into throwing a look of hatred at my direction before scurrying away.

"Forget about him," Mr. Verhaege dismisses. "I saw everything he did earlier—-"

"Everything?"

"Yes," he says with a wince. "It's unfortunate, but I did see everything—-" The look of distaste on the billionaire's handsome face is a little too much, and I'm unable to keep my lips from twitching. "It was gross, wasn't it?"

"I believe a more apt word would be inhuman," he says with a curl of his lip, and this time I'm unable to stifle my smile. Mary's stories about her boss made me expect Mr. Verhaege to be rather uncaring, but instead the billionaire is actually feeling pissed on my behalf.

"I hope you don't mind—-"

A full-fledged grin breaks over my lips this time, with how the billionaire has used Douchebag's favorite phrase in a mocking tone.

"—-that I got rid of him?"

I shake my head and say with sham solemnity, "Not at all, Mr. Verhaege."

Sky-blue eyes gleam down at me, and I'm startled to feel my heart actually flutter because of it.

Oh wow.

No man has ever affected me this way before, and it almost feels like I'm reliving a scene straight out of one of my books.

"You don't have to be so formal with me."

My toes curl at the huskiness of his tone, but I tell myself not to read anything into it. "Actually, I think I should, since you're sort of like my temporary boss."

"You may have been asked to vlog and review our product," he counters smoothly, "but you're not on our payroll, Francesca."

My eyes widen. "How do you know my name?"

"I read your file prior to the event..."

"Oh?" 

"And I've been watching you since you entered the room."

Now that I absolutely don't believe, and the billionaire's lips twitch when I make a face at him.

"You don't believe me," he says in amusement.

I give him an angelic look. "Not at all, Mr. Verhaege. I think it's actually charming of you to say such a thing."

His eyes gleam again, but I pretend not to notice. 

"Is that so?"

"Uh huh."

A wicked smile forms over his lips, and my heart flutters anew. Why can't I be indifferent to him like I have always been with other men?

"May I ask you a question?"

"Uh...sure?"

"Why did you call me Robocop earlier?"

Oh shit. 

I'm done. I'm doomed. I'm fucked.

Mary is totally going to kill me if her boss finds out it's none other than his secretary who's called him that first, and then she's going to kill me again and again if he finds out that the reason behind it is less than flattering.

Death is certain if I blurt out the truth, and so I find myself uttering a lie without batting an eyelash. "It's because you look like him."

"Ah."

"It's a compliment," I add emphatically, "just in case you're wondering."

"Because you used to have a crush on Robocop?"

Now that he's mentioned it, I realize that he was right. I did have this little crush on Robocop when I first watched the movie, and a little laugh escapes me. "You know what? I really did."

"Then...does that mean you have a crush on me, too?"

My lips part in silent shock.

Oh my.

Did I really just hear that?

The billionaire's lips curve into a smirk, but somehow...it just makes him look all the hotter, which does not make sense. Cockiness has always been a major turn off for me, so why am I feeling the opposite right now?

"I, um, think I should go now, Mr. Verhaege." I don't wait for an answer, but just as I turn around to leave, the billionaire captures my hand, and his touch is like fire.

I can't help gasping even as he spins me back to face him, and I gasp again when he brings my hand to his mouth and nips my finger.

Oh my God!

I try yanking my hand out of his hold, but the billionaire still refuses to let go.

"It's punishment, Francesca."

The purr in his voice makes my skin tingle even as his words make me wrinkle my nose at him. "Punishment for what?"

"For refusing to call me Nicolaas...like I ordered."

He isn't smirking this time, but oh, the heat in his sky-blue eyes is just too much, and it's making my knees feel oh so weak under my dress.

"Why do you think you have the right to order me around?"

"Are you going to tell me I don't?"

Oh. My. Lord.

I feel like swooning when I realize this...

This is what it means to flirt, which I've never done in my entire life until today.

"I don't think you've noticed," Nicolaas murmurs under his breath, "but we've been drawing a lot of attention..."

His words startle me into looking around, and I'm not sure what to feel when I realize what he's said is true. Everyone is staring at us, and even worse, most of them also have the two of us in the backgrounds of their selfies and lives.

"Would you like to go somewhere private?"

A virgin I may still be, but I do write erotica for a living, and so I know how deliciously dangerous somewhere 'private' can be. The sensible part of me is insisting very loudly that I should say no, but...

Haven't I always secretly wished for a man like Mr. Verhaege to come into my life and make me forget every rational thought? 

I've never been tempted to take any kind of risk because I have Kevin, but if I let this opportunity go without doing anything...won't I end up torturing myself with what-ifs for the rest of my life?

It takes me only a second to make my mind, and I look at him from under my lashes as I ask, "How private are we talking about?"

There's a slight pause, and then the billionaire's lips curve. "I thought you'd be a lot shyer."

"I was never shy," I say breathlessly, "but I've never been the type to play with fire."

"Because of me?"

His question makes my heart race, but even though I now have this one last chance to change my mind and play it safe, in the end I still end up hear myself say, "Yes."
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Women have been throwing themselves at me since my dick got past ten inches in length, and many of them were extraordinarily beautiful creatures. None of them, however, made me feel as fucking horny...as the moment I hear Francesca say that one word.

Yes.

My grip on her hand tightens, and her breath catches.

"I like the way you're looking at me, Mr. Verhaege."

"I like that you like it," I purr, "but what I'll like even more is if you start calling me Nic."

A playful smile teases over her lips. "Is that your first order?" 

God, she's hot.

This is almost painful for me to admit, but the women I've fucked over the years merely thought of flirting as choosing clothes that were designed to arouse a man's desire. None of them had the brains to appreciate the sensual power inherent in words, much less have the skills to seduce without letting a man fuck one of their holes. 

Francesca, however...

She's the first woman to make me want her with just words, and it has me pulling her close so I can whisper into her ear—-

"Yes, Francesca."

I feel her shiver at the sound of her name on my lips, but this only makes me feel more possessive.

"That's my first order, and if I ever hear you call me Mr. Verhaege again, I'll be forced to punish you." I straighten back to my full height. "Got that?"

Francesca responds to this with a provocative little smile just before nodding, and I realize it's her way of being rebellious. She still isn't calling me Nic, but neither has she called me by anything else.

We start walking after that, and more and more people start turning our way.

"If the attention bothers you, just focus on me."

"Are you being protective," she asks teasingly, "or possessive?"

"Which do you prefer?"

Francesca gives me another look from under her lashes. "The latter, of course."

Her voice is soft and seductive, but it's the candidness of her reply that makes my cock start swelling behind my pants, and when I hear her gasp—-

"All because of you, I'm afraid."

Francesca chokes and laughs at the same time. "This is so surreal."

"Is it?"

"Do you not care at all about the fact that everyone now knows..."

"I've been sporting an erection since the moment I saw you."

The words almost have her stumbling, but I catch her in time. "Careful, sweetheart." I finally have an excuse to release her hand so I can curve my arm around her waist and pull her close.

"I thought you were lying earlier," she confides.

"I wasn't."

"Wow."

Her candor shouldn't have come as a surprise by now, but it still catches me off guard, and I'm unable to keep my lips from twitching. 

"If you need more convincing on how attractive I find you, then perhaps you'd like to feel for yourself just how hard—-"

Francesca turns red when my meaning becomes clear, and she says quickly, "No thanks."

"Are you certain?"

"I'm very, very convinced that you find me attractive."

"Can you prove it?" 

The whispered words make Francesca bite her lip, and my cock goes wild behind my pants.

"How?"

I bend my head to tell her what I have in mind, and Francesca's eyes widen as she hears me out.

"Can you do that?"

She doesn't answer right away, and I start to wonder if I've pushed her too fucking far. I consider taking the words back, but it's then I hear her say—-

"Yes, Nic." 

I just fucking love it when she says my name like that.

"I can do something like that, and I'll do it, too...just for you."

She's teasing me again, but I also know she means every word.

"I love how obedient you sound," I purr.

"Then that makes us a perfect match," Francesca answers in that same sweet, teasing tone, "since I also happen to like how masterful you sound."

The words nearly do me in, but since I can't fuck her just yet, I'm forced to satisfy myself with another quick nip of her fingers. 

"Ouch!"

"I'll bite your nipple next time," I growl under my breath, "if you keep teasing me like that."

"But I was just telling the truth," she says with a pout.

"Then just lie to me if you have to," I retort, "and save the truth for the bedroom."

Francesca laughs, but because I'm so hungry for her at this point, even the sound of it makes me want to order Francesca to get down on her knees and suck my dick.

A former lover once suggested I might possibly be a Dom, but I've never cared to know if it was true. Labels have never been of much interest to me, but when I think of having Francesca as my Sub...

Fuck.

The thought of having her completely under my control makes me swallow hard, and I nearly breathe a fucking sigh of relief when we finally make it out of the exhibition hall.

"Wait—-"

We're just about to step inside the elevator when Francesca tugs my sleeve. 

"My purse and camera," she says anxiously. "I forgot to take them with me—-"

"I'll make a call," I assure her. "Don't worry about it."

We step inside the elevator, and as soon as the doors slide close, I don't bother giving Francesca any warning. 

I just make my fucking move, and I hear her gasp as she suddenly finds herself trapped with her back against the wall, and her body against mine.

There's a trace of fear on her lovely face as she looks up to me, but in the dark depths of her eyes there's also excitement and desire.

"You're too close," she whispers.

"I know," I whisper back, "and it feels fucking heavenly."

"You're starting to scare me."

"You weren't scared earlier."

"Because I wasn't thinking clearly. But now..." Francesca looks at me uncertainly. "I've never done anything like this before."

"Neither have I."

She shakes her head. "I don't believe you."

"Ask my secretary if you wish."

Her eyes widen.

"You're a close friend of Mary, aren't you?"

"I a-am," she stammers. "But how do you—-"

I cut her off and get straight to the point, saying, "Mary knows how much of a control freak I am. She'll be the first one to tell you that I was acting out of character earlier. I never mix business with pleasure, and I never do something out of schedule."

Francesca starts to laugh but stops when I remain unsmiling. "Are you saying you have a schedule for everything?"

"Exactly, sweetheart. Every minute, every second of my day is accounted for, and I have everything planned for the next three months. I know exactly when and how many minutes I'd have time for to call my parents, and I even know how many minutes I'd spend—-"

"Pooping?"

She could've said so many other things - things that weren't practically guaranteed to kill an erection - but of course she has to choose to say something as unromantic as 'pooping' instead. 

I look at her in exasperation, but this only makes her laugh, and damn if her irreverent sense of humor doesn't make me want to fuck her more.

The doors finally slide open when the elevator reaches my floor, and I feel her start when I place a hand against the small of her back.

I glance at Francesca as I lead her down the hallway. "You're scared again."

"And you're obviously enjoying yourself," she says with a grimace, "aren't you?"

We've reached my suite as she speaks, and I tip her chin up.

"You can still change your mind if you want to."

She slowly shakes her head. "I don't want to..."

Thank fuck.

"But..."

Shit.

"I need to know something first."

I frown. "Like what?"

"Do you find virginity a turn on?"
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I feel like I'm in a dream as I hear myself say those words, but I soon end up drowning in the pools of lust that start to gleam in the billionaire's sky-blue eyes. 

I have never given men the time of the day before this, much less men as arrogant as Nicolaas Verhaege. And yet...

"Would you like the polite answer—-"

It's as if this billionaire knows exactly what to say to make me melt, just like what he's doing now.

"—-or something else?"

And of course, there's only one answer to that, which is...

"Or something else," I whisper, "and the dirtier, the better." Words like these are something I used to think I can only say to Kevin, and it just makes me all the more aware of how powerfully this man is affecting my senses.

"Then no..."

His arm wraps around my waist as he says the words, and in one smooth move, he's unlocked his door and has both of us inside his suite.

"Virginity never used to turn me on—-"

My eyes widen.

"But yours is a fucking exception—-"

A gasp escapes me as he suddenly lifts me up in his arms, and I unthinkingly lock my legs around his waist as my hands curve over the muscular slopes of his shoulders.

"And all I can think about now is ramming my cock into your pussy and make your cunt leak blood and cum."

That...is definitely the dirtiest thing anyone has ever said to me, and color me twisted and perverted, but I don't care. The words make me just as horny, and as my shuddering body collapses against his chest, all I can do is whisper—-

"Now, Nic." 

It's my first time to use his name, and the sound has him groaning.

"Take my virginity now...please." 

His body jerks, and his arms tighten around me. "God, you're perfect."

The words make me dizzy with desire, but at the same time they frighten me just a little, too. While I know Nic isn't the type to say words he doesn't mean even when he's horny, I can't help worrying that he's expecting too much.

I'm not perfect, never was, and never would be, but before I can tell him that, he's already taken me to his bedroom, and he's gently laying me down on the bed. 

I see Nicolaas' nostrils flare as he stares down at me, and any words I have to say are completely forgotten.

"I can fucking smell how wet you are."

Oh God.

I know for a fact that what he's saying is true (contrary to what most people think, I also do tons of research when writing my books), but since I never did smell anything when I'm with Kevin, I also thought I was the unlucky exception to the rule.

But now I realize...

While my desire has never reached a feverish peak with Kevin, it's absolutely the opposite with Nicolaas, and yes, oh God...

I really do can smell that it's sex that has scented the air, and I can feel my cheeks turning red as I also become aware of how wet that part of my body is. 

"Francesca..."

The roughness of his voice makes my toes curl hard, and when I feel him cup my chin, I can only meet his gaze in silent helplessness. I know I'm the last person who should've run out of words in situations like this, but...

I just want him so, so bad, and the hunger in his sky-blue eyes tells me it's the same for him. We're both burning and dying with the need to rut like animals, and oh God, oh God, oh God—-

The moment I think of sex with Nicolaas in that sense, I know right away it's what I want. I want us to be so overcome with lust that it turns us into animals—-

"Goddammit, Francesca." 

The strain in his voice makes my stomach clench with need. 

"Will you stop looking at me like that—-"

"Like what?"

"Like you want to be eaten, for fuck's sake."

My heart thuds hard at his words. I didn't even know I was looking at him like that, but now that he's mentioned it, I just continue looking at him...and hope I'm still doing it right. 

I want him to know he's got it right—-

"Francesca, dammit."

And that yes, I do want to be eaten.
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Francesca is still looking at me that way. 

She's still looking at me like she wants to be eaten, and since I've already warned her, and she's obviously chosen to ignore said warning...

Why bother with a second one?

She gasps in shock when I abruptly bend my head and start sucking hard on her lower lip. It's as soft and sweet as I imagined, and when her lips part in a whimper, I thrust my tongue in to have more of her taste.

And this, too, is as I imagined.

I can taste a mix of lasagna and sweet tea from her mouth, but far from turning me off, it just makes my cock harden even more. 

It's like I'm eating from her, and I like that. I want to be the only one who can eat from her, just like how I want to be the only one who can have a taste of each and every part of her body.

My tongue explores her mouth at a languid pace, but blood soon rushes up to my head the moment I feel Francesca tentatively start moving her tongue against mine. Her innocence is intoxicating as fuck, and she lets out another sexy little whimper when I start sucking on her tongue.

I suck hard and long before I order her to do the same, and I groan when she obeys me right away. She's no expert at sucking my tongue, but I don't give a fuck. I love how she's doing it, love how she's clutching my shoulders like she'd fall if she lets go. I fucking love everything she's doing, and I especially love the way she starts writhing under me even though it's all I can do to keep myself from plunging my cock into her virginal channel.

"Please, Nicolaas, please."

The words make me shudder, and staying in control becomes an agonizing struggle. I never thought she'd be the kind to beg, but while I fucking love it, now is not the safest time for her to push me over the edge.

"Behave, woman," I growl.

But this only makes her glower up at me. 

"No," she growls back, and a hoarse laugh escapes me even as my desire for her burns even hotter.

I've never had a woman be this demanding with me, and I realize that I was completely wrong about Francesca. I mistakenly assumed earlier that she's this one-dimensional person who can only be submissive in bed, but instead she's all that and more.

'Unpredictable' is the only way to describe her, and while I used to meticulously avoid women whose actions I know I can't control——

Francesca pouts up at me. "I want you to fuck me, Nic," she whispers. 

Fuck, fuck, fuck!

"Now."
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I still have no idea what's taken over me. 

All I know is that I like it, and when I see the sexiest smirk curve over the billionaire's lips, I'm just hoping whoever this new, bold, and flirtatious Francesca is...I just hope she'll stick around a little longer and keep things wild and fun.

Nicolaas suddenly pulls me up, and I look at him in confusion, since we're now both sitting up on the bed. "Is this how you want us to fuck?" 

The question makes him chuckle for some reason, and even though the sound of it makes my heart skip a beat, I also can't help wondering if perhaps Mary has been lying to me. 

One of the reasons she calls Nicolaas 'Robocop' is because he only lowers his guard when he's around his closest friends and family. I'm obviously neither of those, but ever since we've met, I've already had more than a few glimpses of Nicolaas' smiles, smirks, and laughter.

That means something...doesn't it?

I'm tempted to ask him, but I end up distracted when he bends down to nuzzle my neck...just before he starts sucking.

Ooooooh.

My head falls back as he sucks so, so hard that I know he's sure to leave a mark. When he finally lifts his head, I can only look up at him in a haze of desire, and my entire body shivers when his gaze captures mine.

"We'll fuck soon enough, sweetheart, but for now..."

Nicolaas' sky-blue eyes blaze with lust, and the folds of my pussy start to moisten.

"Do you know, Francesca..."

His voice is low and seductive, and it's all I can do not to swoon.

"I've been imagining you naked since the first time I saw your photo in your file."

While the words make me whimper, it's the way I see Nicolaas slowly lower his gaze to my chest that's making my entire body ache. 

I've never enjoyed having any man look at my breasts, but when it's him, it's different. This man can stare at my breasts for as long as he wants, and I know I'll enjoy every second of it.

"Your nipples are starting to pout."

His words make me look down, and I can feel my cheeks heat up when I realize it's true.

"I can only imagine how they'll look even sexier when they're completely bare to my gaze."

A shudder rocks my body, and I'm so dizzy with need for him I need a few more moments before I can start stringing words together coherently. "Are you asking me to undress myself...first?"

"Will you, sweetheart? For me?"

God, this man is shameless...and I love it.

"Why should I go first?" I ask breathlessly. "I'm the virgin between us—-"

"I know. And that's why you need to undress yourself first. You've never done it before for anyone else, have you?"

I shake my head.

"Then doing it now...for me...will make you even wetter."

The words are so mortifyingly true, since just hearing him say those things is more than enough to make my pussy quiver. 

My heart hammers away as I crawl out of the bed, but when I'm on my feet Nicolaas takes my hand and pulls me close.

I'm now standing between his legs, and even though Nicolaas is still seated on the bed, he's just so tall he still towers over me by a couple of inches. This close, he looks so, so much more virile, and I have a hard time wrapping my head around the fact that a man like him can want someone like me.

"Now, Francesca," he orders. "Show yourself to me."

I used to think that I could never be attracted to guys as bossy as Nicolaas Verhaege, but every time the billionaire commands me to do something, I only find myself wanting him more and more.

There's just something about this man that makes me want to become like the girls in my books, something about him that makes me want to throw all caution in the wind and have my life revolve around him.

I want to become Nicolaas' obsession. 

I want to be his every sexual fantasy come true because God knows he's already that for me. 

I want to do everything he asks of me, and since right now that means undressing myself—-

"I'll need your help," I hear myself whisper. "The back of my dress..."

His hands rest against my hips, and I don't wait to be asked. I turn around to have my dress unzipped, and I can only bite my lip as I feel Nicolaas' fingers drift over my spine.

God.

It's just his fingers over my back, but I already feel like I'm going crazy, and when Nicolaas finally starts unzipping my dress—-

Aaaah.

He does it so, so slowly that it just makes my heart race faster and faster as he exposes my back to his gaze inch by tortuous inch. 

I suck my breath in as his hands move up to push my sleeves down my arms, and my skin prickles with goosebumps when his hands drift back down to my hips.

Since my dress is a tight fit, I can feel Nicolaas staring as I wriggle out of it, but instead of feeling embarrassed, I just feel hotter and wetter at having his undivided attention.

I watch my dress fall into a pool of fabric around my feet, and it's then I realize I'm still wearing my stilettos while I'm in my underwear. 

Eep!

It's a little too kinky, even for me, but when I start to take my shoes off, I hear Nicolaas growl from behind.

"No."

And I freeze.

He rises to his feet and takes my hand. I have zero clue on where he's leading me until I realize we're standing in front of a full-length mirror—-

Oh God.

I'm mortified and aroused, seeing myself in my underwear and heels while Nicolaas is still fully dressed behind me.

His gaze captures mine through the mirror, and I can only watch in trembling, aching silence as his arms go around me to slowly cup my breasts.

Aaaaah.

I have never felt a man's hands on my breasts before, and oh God, oh God—-

The folds of my pussy swell anew as he starts kneading my breasts. His touch is gentle at first, but as my knees start to weaken, and I find myself leaning against his chest, that's when his touch becomes forceful, and oh God, oh God, I love it.

Pain and pleasure merge as Nicolaas fondles, mashes, and plumps my breasts with so much force it's as if he's trying to squeeze some milk out of them. And since I know it is possible for such a thing to happen, the thought that it could happen is enough to make me cry out—-

"You've thought of something," he growls.

"Y-Yes."

"Tell me what it is."

I shake my head, but this only makes him squeeze my breasts with just the right amount of roughness, and another cry tumbles past my lips.

"Tell me," he growls.

And this time, I can no longer deny him.

"I was imagining...how it would be, if...if...if you over stimulate my breasts—-"

"And milk leaks out of your nipples?"

That he knows right away what I'm talking about makes me whimper...and then I'm whimpering yet again when he starts plucking my nipples.

"Nicolaas!"

Pluck, pluck, pluck.

"You like that, don't you?"

He twists my nipples between his fingers, and I cry out even as my body buckles against his.

"I've never thought of trying to make a woman's breasts leak milk before, but I think with you, sweetheart..."

He pinches my nipples hard, and something inside of me starts to build.

"I think with you, it's more than fucking possible."

Oh God.

"I'll surprise you one day, sweetheart. I'll make it happen just when you least expect it, and I'll make sure everyone knows it's not because you're pregnant. But for now..."

Nicolaas suddenly unhooks my bra from the back, and a gasp escapes me as my breasts suddenly spills free. 

"God." Nicolaas is staring at my breasts through the mirror. "They're so fucking big, Francesca..."

His hands cover my breasts, and I moan.

"Fuck."

He squeezes my breasts, and I jerk against his body.

"My hands aren't even enough to cover them completely."

I start to whimper, but this quickly turns into another moan when Nicolaas spins me around—-

AAAAAH!

He bends down without warning to take one pink nipple into his mouth, and I fall forward with another moan as I grip his head to my breast.

He's suckling on my nipple so, so hard, and it feels so, so good that I can only clutch more desperately at his head. I don't want this to end, I want this to go on and on—-

Aaaaah!

Nicolaas moves to do the same thing with my other nipple while his hand plays and fondle with recently freed breast. 

I'm out of my mind with need at the way he's eating me, and oh God, oh God, oh God—-

My orgasm takes me by surprise, and all I can do is drive my nipple deeper into his mouth as pleasure rocks my shuddering body. 
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After double-checking with security that all of Francesca's belongings are safe, I run the bath and head back to the bedroom. Francesca is on the bed, but her eyes flutter open the moment I run my knuckles down her cheek.

A moment later, a smile slowly breaks over her lips, and I can't remember seeing anything so damn beautiful.

"Hi."

It's the first thing she says, and my lips twitch at the way she keeps surprising me. I've never had another girl say 'hi' after having made her cum...and I like it.

"Hi," I say back just before lifting her up in my arms, and my dick throbs wildly under my pants when I feel her nuzzle the side of my neck. This affectionate side of hers is another surprise, but while it's something I would never have welcomed from other women...

With Francesca, it's always fucking different.

We enter the en-suite, and satisfaction blazes through me when I hear her draw her breath upon seeing the rose petals scattered over the bubbly hot waters of the Jacuzzi.

I carefully lower Francesca to her feet, and I can't help smirking when she automatically covers her breasts with her arms.

"Feeling shy?"

"Because you're overdressed," she says reproachfully.

"So are you."

She chokes out a laugh. "I'm overdressed?" 

"Yes."

Francesca rolls her eyes, and I grin.

"You're not going to get your way this time," she warns. "And besides...I want to see you naked."

Other women have said the same thing to me in the past, but none of it has ever turned me on...until now.

"So please, Nic..." She flutters her lashes. "Will you take your—-oh." Her voice comes into an uneven halt when she sees that I'm already unknotting my tie.

I throw my tie away along with my blazer, and my gaze locks with hers as I swiftly unbutton my dress shirt. 

Her breath catches when I'm finally shirtless, and her cheeks start to turn pink when I take my belt off and step out of my pants.

"You're really big." Francesca's gaze has gone straight to the huge bulge behind my briefs, and I nearly lose my mind when I see her lick her lips. 

I get rid of my last piece of clothing, and I hear her gulp as my erection juts proudly against the flat panes of my stomach.

"Your turn, Francesca."

She kicks her heels off one at a time before reaching for her panties, and I can feel myself swelling even more when she's finally standing naked before me.

She's like my fucking goddess come to life, with her long, dark hair curling over her sweet, succulent breasts. Just remembering how I've made her cum with only her nipple in my mouth is already making my cock twitch like it's on a hunger strike, and the twitching becomes nearly violent when my gaze finally whips down to the glistening triangle between her legs. 

I've never really cared whether the pussy I'm fucking has been waxed, shaved, or otherwise, but with Francesca, I realize I like her cunt exactly the way it is now: her pale, tender skin pretty and pink...and completely bare.

She lets me stare just a few moments more before turning around, but my disappointment at no longer seeing her pussy is short-lived. I have something else to look at now, and it's her incredibly sexy ass. 

They're so, so fucking plump, I just know this night won't end without me having a spanking taste of her beautifully scrumptious bottom.

The sway of her hips is gentle and bewitching, and I slowly find myself reaching for my dick as I watch her climb into the Jacuzzi.

Water swirls and splashes as she turns to face me again, and I see her eyes widen when she sees me holding my dick.

I start stroking myself, and Francesca whimpers.

Having a woman stare at my naked body has never done a thing to me, but because this is Francesca, everything is different yet again, and I feel myself hardening even more when I see her licking her lips at the sight of my dick.

I sit on the edge of the Jacuzzi while I'm still stroking my cock, and Francesca comes forward as I swing my legs into the water.

Her hands settle over my knees as she gazes down at my dick. 

"My turn," she whispers, and I release my dick so her own fingers can wrap around my swollen member. 

Her touch starts off as uncertain, but I can feel her steadily gaining confidence as my dick swells and throbs between her fingers.

"Tighter, sweetheart."

She obeys without question, and a hiss of pleasure escapes my lips. Her fingers are moving faster and faster now, her grip tightening bit by bit, and when she finally takes me into my mouth...

"Fuck." 

Francesca is unlikely to know this, but it's been over a decade since I last let a woman pleasure me like this. 

I was in my late teens when I realized blowjobs also equated to surrendering my control, and I've never allowed it to happen since then.

But again, Francesca is different.

Just watching the play of emotions on her face as she sucks my dick is a pleasure, and it's my sadistic side that rises to the fore as I watch her expression turn anxious as she struggles to take all of me in.

It does happen eventually, and I see her expression turn eager and excited...just before she starts bobbing her head up and down like there's no tomorrow.

I groan and fight for control, but when the sound only makes Francesca suck harder, all I can do is curse silently even as I reach for her, my fingers gripping her hair as I start fucking her mouth for real.

I've let her take control long enough, and now it's my turn.

I begin shoving my dick faster and harder into her mouth, deeper and deeper until the head of my member hits the back of her throat—-

But instead of Francesca making a sound of protest, I actually hear her moan like she enjoys having me hurt her a little, and the moment this thought forms in my mind—-

FUUUUUCK!

It's all over. 

I'm cumming inside of her mouth, and instead of choking or crying, Francesca's doing her very best to drink it all in. 

I see her throat working furiously, and I groan again, the sight making my dick shoot out another load of cum.

When she finally releases my dick, I'm completely spent...or so I think. But then I see her running her tongue around her lips, and when I see her lick a drop of cum from the corner of her mouth...

Fuck.

I see Francesca's eyes widen, and her voice is faint as she stammers, "T-That can't be possible."

Her shock makes my dick jut up as if raring to prove her wrong, and I hear her gasp as my fingers wrap around her nape.

"N-Nic—-"

"Yes, sweetheart?" My tone is pleasant, but my hold on her neck is firm, and I slowly start pushing her head down.

"Oh God."

Fear flashes in her eyes even as her nipples swell and tauten. She's afraid, alright, but damn if she's not just as excited, and the ache in my groin intensifies. 

I apply a steady amount of pressure to her neck, and Francesca doesn't even make the slightest attempt to resist. She's letting me push her head further and further down...until her lips are hovering over the shiny, cum-coated head of my dick.

I let our gazes meet one last time, just so she knows I don't intend for her to rest anytime soon.

And when I see her bite her lip, we both fucking know.

That's her way of telling me...

Resting is the last thing on her mind as well, and what she was wants right now is my dick plunging back into her mouth.
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I never let my personal life affect my work, and that's the only reason why I've kept myself from freaking out the moment I see my playboy billionaire boss leave the exhibition hall with my best friend.

My friend, who's a virgin.

My friend, who's never had a boyfriend.

My friend...who I ultimately feel responsible for, since I'm the reason her path had to cross with Nicolaas Verhaege.

I force myself to concentrate on doing my job even as I start counting the minutes. I want to believe that Che-Che will come back any moment, but when I remember how easily my boss can lose interest in a woman and move on to the next—-

An hour passes, but when my friend still hasn't come back, I'm no longer able to keep myself from reaching for my phone.

Mary: Where are you? Are you okay? Can you just text me so I'll stop worrying?

Mary: And...I know I'm totally overstepping here, but what about Kevin? You've had Kevin for years, and you've always told me that Kevin is enough. 

Mary: Nic is a great boss, but may I just remind you that he has affairs that have only lasted for hours? 

Mary: Kevin, on the other hand, is super reliable. Your words, not mine. Kevin, you can trust to always for you at home. Kevin will always be understanding, and he'll forgive you for anything! 

Mary: If you're going to ditch Kevin, at least make sure it's for someone you can really count on.
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My jaw feels a little sore and my lips swollen when Nic pulls his cock out of my mouth.

The night feels like it's just beginning, but I've already made him cum twice in my mouth while he's made me cum just by suckling my nipples.

Does that mean we have incredible sexual chemistry...or dare I think this can be—-

Oh!

A startled laugh spills past my lips when Nic suddenly switches our positions, and he's now the one in the Jacuzzi while I'm on the wooden platform with my legs dangling in the water. 

He steps between my legs, and I have this crazy urge to drive my fingers through his hair. But if I do that, wouldn't it seem too intimate or clingy?

Nicolaas suddenly cups my chin. "What is it?"

"I want to touch your hair," I say sheepishly.

The billionaire blinks at me. "My hair?"

I grin at his perplexed tone. "It's a girl thing."

"Ah."

"So..." I flutter my lashes at him. "Can I?"

"Be my guest." 

My heart races at the way he lowers his head without hesitation. I have a feeling he has no idea just how many women have likely fantasized about this exact same thing, and while I have no idea why it is that I'm the one who can be this close to him...

I run my fingers through his hair, slowly and leisurely. Even though I was clutching his head to my breasts earlier, my attention at that time was understandably elsewhere. 

Now, however...

The golden locks of his hair are short but silky, and its texture is making my toes curl. 

Nicolaas raises his head after a few moments. "Had enough?"

"Nope."

"Then how about we do a little multitasking?"

The words throw me off...but then Nicolaas slowly parts my legs open, and I realize immediately what he means by multitasking.

"Feel free to grip my hair," he says mockingly, "while I..."

Oh. My. God.

My breath hitches as I feel his gaze on my sex. I've never even taken a look at myself down there, and the knowledge that it's now Nicolaas of all people staring at my most intimate flesh—-

"P-Please." I choke the word out, but when Nicolaas keeps staring, and I feel myself becoming moist under his gaze...

Oh!

I really thought I was begging him to stop staring at me a while ago, but I realize now there's a huge disconnect between what my mind's assumed and what my body's feeling.

With the way I feel my folds growing increasingly slick and swollen under his gaze, I realize that I actually enjoy having the billionaire stare at me, and once I feel him blow gently against my sensitive flesh—-

Nicolaas chuckles as my body arches up involuntarily, and I'm pretty sure I'd have run away if not for his large hands swiftly clamping my legs back down.

Our gazes collide, and I don't even have the strength to feel defensive when I see the taunting gleam in his eyes.

"We haven't even started yet," he purrs.

"I know." My voice is part gloomy, part despairing as I make the admission, and this has the billionaire throwing his head with a laugh. 

"Please just take it easy on me?" I beg without pride. "Please?" 

"Not a fucking chance."

Cocky and mean as expected, but I don't even have a chance to complain since his mouth is already on my pussy, and as his tongue starts licking my folds, all I can do is clutch his head...and multitask.

Oh. My. God.

The pleasure of his mouth on my cunt is beyond imaginable, and every slide of his tongue against my moist swollen flesh makes my body burn hotter and hotter.

I moan in protest when his mouth suddenly leaves my flesh, but then I feel him slowly prying my folds open—-

"Nicolaas..."

My voice comes out in a helpless moan at first, but as soon as his tongue thrusts inside of me, a stream of soft, little pants is the only thing I become capable of.

Nic. Please. Nic. God. Nic.

His tongue is amazing. It's almost like another dick all on its own, every thrust of his tongue swift and forceful, and just so, so good that I can't keep my hips from pushing up. 

I'm practically grinding my sex against his face, and though the thought mortifies me, I just can't seem to stop myself.

I just love it so much.

Just love what he's doing to me.

And when I feel his tongue suddenly make circles inside of my pussy—-

"Nic, oh God!"

Pleasure bursts from within me in an instant, and it feels like one moment I'm at the very peak, and another moment I'm falling off a steep sensual cliff—-

Just falling and falling, and so hard and fast that my mind completely ceases to function. I can only gasp and moan his name over and over while Nicolaas' tongue plunges into my core a few more times before he starts lapping up my juices.

This, I think dazedly, can only be what heaven feels like, and surely...

Surely it can't be possible for me to feel this way with another man?
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Habit has me waking at exactly four in the morning, and I find a naked Francesca asleep in my arms.

Several minutes pass, and all I'm able to do is stare at her.

It's my first time to spend the night with a woman, but what makes my chest tighten with emotions I've never once felt in the past...is the fact that Francesca is still a virgin.

Even though we've made each other cum numerous times throughout the night, and Francesca did her very best to seduce me into fucking her, I found myself unable to do it...

And now I know why.

The reason that everything about Francesca is different is the same reason I was able to keep myself from taking her virginity last night. 

I love her.

The words terrify the fuck out of me, but I can no longer deny the truth. Even when the rational part of me insists that this is all an illusion, and that love at first sight is nothing but a lie—-

I know what I'm feeling is real, and when Francesca stirs, and her eyes slowly open...

"Hi."

Just that one word has my heart slamming hard against my chest, and the fact that it's silly as fuck is precisely why I know...

I love her.

I sit up and smile down at her as I tuck strands of her hair behind her ear.

"Hi," I say softly.

She rubs her eyes, and my chest clenches anew. Everything about her is fucking adorable, and it's making me want to lock her up inside of me, so I'm the only one who can worship her.

I catch her yawning, and this, too, is adorable as fuck.

"Go back to sleep," I urge her. 

Francesca shakes her head. "Only if you're coming back to bed."

"I will."

"You promise?"

"I promise." 

I bend down to kiss her, and Francesca sighs. By the time I pull away, she's already fast asleep, and I shrug into one of the hotel's bathrobes before stepping out of the bedroom.

After making a call to security, I answer a couple of emails on my phone, and several minutes have passed when I hear a knock on the door.

"Here you are, sir." My bodyguard hands me Francesca's belongings.

"Thanks, Tyler."

I've just placed her purse and camera on the coffee table when I hear her phone's alarm go off, and after a moment's hesitation, I open her purse to take her phone out.

All I'm thinking of is to hit snooze on her alarm, but then I see a preview of Mary's messages on her screen—-

It's at that moment I realize I've been fucking played, and the woman I saw as this delightful paragon of honesty...was nothing but a goddamn liar.
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I normally don't have lunch out of the office, and when I do, I normally don't spend it in Starbucks. 

But today's an exception, and the emergency comes in the shape of a pale-faced Francesca, who for once is completely indifferent to the mug of hot vanilla latte in front of her.

The fact that she's barely taken a sip tells me just how bad things really are, and it's making me want to give a certain billionaire a nice hard kick to his balls.

It's been a week since that night, and even though Francesca keeps insisting she's fine, I know her well enough to know she's been crying every night because of my incredibly evil boss. 

"Tell me what happened, Che," I say softly. "It's been a week, and I'm really worried about you."

She shakes her head, but this time, I'm determined to get something out of her.

"I can't help you if I don't know what's going on."

A smile wobbles over her lips, and it's the most heartbreaking thing I've ever seen.

"I don't even know where to start," Francesca says stiltedly. "The night of the launch, we were...fine. And the next morning, he woke up early, told me he'd come back to bed, but he never did."

"And after that?"

"I still didn't think anything was wrong at that time, and then I remembered..." Francesca breathes hard. "We had this talk the night before. I told him I had a hard time believing he found me attractive, he told me he did, and...long story short, that was why I did that."

Her voice catches, and the sound makes me feel so helpless.

'That' was Francesca sharing a selfie on social media, and captioning it with a question: 'Am I hot?' It's something she's never done before, but what's more devastating than anything else is Francesca tagging my boss in the photo...and then Nicolaas publicly blocking her a few seconds after.

I look at my friend, and the way she forces herself to smile for my benefit makes me want to start crying. 

"I'm so, so sorry about this, Che. I wish I knew how to explain this, but I don't. He's never been cruel like this—-"

"Maybe for him, it wasn't cruel."

Francesca's tone is dull, and I've never seen her this...unreachable. She's always been the type of person who's as quick to laugh as she's quick to lose her temper, but now even her eyes seem lost.

"If you'd like me to talk to him—-"

Francesca quickly shakes her head. "No."

"What if there's some kind of misunder—-"

"All I want is to move on," Francesca tells me quietly, "so can we just stop talking about him?"

I want to say so many other things, but when I see the way my friend's hands start to shake as she reaches for her coffee—-

Everything becomes painfully clear.

"You're in love with him," I whisper.

Francesca quickly takes a gulp of her coffee, but it doesn't hide the way her tears have started to fall. 

Guilt eats me alive, but I can't think of any way to comfort my friend, and my heart is still heavy by the time Francesca and I part ways.

Stone and Nicolaas are already in the conference room when I get back to the office, and when I see the latter reading a document like today is just another ordinary day, and he hasn't ruined someone else's life—-

I swing hard, and I hear both my bosses curse.

Nicolaas' lip is bleeding while Stone stares at me like I've gone mad. 

And maybe I have.

I can't believe I've just slapped Nicolaas, but instead of feeling awful, I hear myself yelling, "Asshole!"

Obviously, it's Nicolaas I'm talking to, but because Stone is standing next to his best friend, he stiffens and asks, "Excuse me?"

Shit. 

I didn't realize Stone would assume I'm talking to him, but before I can apologize and explain myself, I hear Nicolaas drawl, "Don't worry. You'd be the last person in the world Ms. Cavendish would ever call an asshole—-"

Stone's face hardens. "Are you being sarcastic?" 

Nicolaas glances at me, and the contempt in his gaze stuns me at first. A moment later, I find myself completely enraged. How dare he? Like seriously, how dare he?

"What do you think, Mary?" he taunts. "Shall I tell Stone the truth?"

Oh, this fucking piece of shit.

Is he threatening me now?

Does he think I'll leave him alone just so he won't expose my feelings for Stone?

"Asshole!" I'm so furious that I feel tears of rage burning my eyes. "You really are an asshole—-"

"Asshole or not," he snarls, "at least I always tell it the way it is—-"

I can't believe this. I seriously can't believe what I'm hearing, and I have the craziest urge to throw my shoe at him. "Are you for real? You don't deserve an angel like Che—-"

Nicolaas lets out a humorless laugh. "An angel? How the fuck is she an angel when she has dear fucking Kevin waiting at home—-"

I stagger back in shock. Kevin? Did he just say 'Kevin'?

"I read all of your messages," Nicolaas bites out, "and she's lucky that's all I fucking did—-"

Oh God.

It really is my fault, after all, and when I look at Nicolaas, I'm no longer blind like I was earlier. I thought what I saw in his eyes was contempt. But now I realize it's nothing but pain and betrayal...and I feel like crying again when I realize he's hurting just as much as Francesca.

"I'm so sorry—-"

"It's not your fault," Nicolaas says tightly. "I should've—-"

I shake my head. "I wished you had talked to me first, but..." I swallow hard. "I get why you didn't."

"Just forget about it—-"

"Not until you know the truth. Kevin—-"

Nicolaas stiffens. "I said just fucking forget—-"

"—-is a vibrator."

Silence explodes inside the room.

"A clit vibrator to be exact," I say miserably, "but we've named him Kevin so people don't realize what we're talking about, and I'm just so, so sorry—-" My voice trails off. 

There's no point speaking since Nicolaas has already stalked out of Stone's office. 
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Just one more minute, I tell myself, and then I'll start working. 

Really. 

But a minute passes, and then another and another, and I still have no energy to take pictures and shoot videos. 

I'm at another invitation-only gig for vloggers, and our venue this time is a historic home that's just been turned into a B&B. But unlike most other events, I was already paid an advance for this, so I don't actually have a choice.

I need to work—-

And I will. 

Really.

I just need one more minute—-

What's that about?    

People around me have started to whisper rather excitedly, and in my experience there are only two reasons for this. 

Either someone did something unexpected...or it's someone who's come unexpectedly. And a moment later, I have my answer.

"Franny, look!"

Cha-Cha is one of the few vloggers I'm close to, and the excitement in her tone leaves me bewildered. 

"What's happening?" 

"Nicolaas Verhaege posted something on social media—-" Cha-Cha drops her phone in my hands. "—-and he tagged you." 

Just hearing his name and the words 'social media' in the same sentence is traumatizing, but because it's never been my style to bury my head in the sand, I force myself to take a look.

I'm sorry, Francesca. I fucked up. You were the best thing to happen to me, and I fucked up. 

I know I don't deserve you, but I also know I can't live without you. 

Give me a chance to win you back. I love you.

I hand Cha-Cha's phone back to her. "Thanks." My voice sounds so fragile even to my ears, and I hate it. I've always seen myself as strong, but Nic's cruelty has made me realize I was vulnerable like everyone else.

"You don't look so good," my friend says worriedly.

"I'm okay," I assure her. "I just need some...air." It's the lamest excuse, but it's all I can think of. I just want to be alone all of a sudden, and I manage a smile for Cha-Cha's benefit before turning around...and bumping straight into him.

Nicolaas.

I don't need to look up to know it's him. The way this great hush of silence abruptly swallows the entire room tells me enough, and just knowing that it's really him standing in front of me makes my vision start to blur.

"Francesca."

The mere sound of my name on his lips feels like a punch in the guts—-

"I'm sorry."

—-while his apology makes my heart feel like it's about to explode in pain.

"I posted something on social media—-"

"I don't care," I whisper.

"Have you read it?"

"I said I don't care," I say brokenly.

"I didn't mean to read Mary's messages," he says hoarsely, "and it made me think the worst. I didn't know at that time Kevin wasn't another man."

Kevin? Did he just say Kevin? Everything he did was because of...Kevin? 

"Please say something, sweetheart."

The last part hurts, and I rear back unconsciously. "Please don't call me that—-"

"Then how about wife?" he demands roughly. "May I call you wife?"

The words make me think I'm hearing things, but when Nicolaas goes down on one knee, I realize I did hear him right—-

Oh God.

Nicolaas is holding up a ring in his hand. "How about now?" he asks tautly. "I know I messed up, and I know...I goddamn know I don't deserve you after what I've done, but...please, sweetheart. Please—-"

He grabs my hand, but when I instinctively try to yank free, his grip only tightens, and I'm stunned to see his bright blue eyes turn dark and haunted. 

"Let go of me—-"

"I can't." 

The rawness of his voice makes my eyes burn. I suddenly remember how Mary and just about everyone else describe Nicolaas as cold and ruthless, and how even the billionaire sees himself as a control freak. But when I look at him now—-

"I'm lost, Francesca," he says hoarsely. "I'm fucking lost without you—-"

All of his emotions are out of control. 

Just completely out of control because—-

He's terrified, I realize numbly. 

"I know I don't deserve you, I fucking know that...but I love you. I know that now, sweetheart. I love you, and so please...I'm fucking begging you."

It's there in his voice. 

"Please just give me the chance to make up for it."

He's terrified...of losing me forever.
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My chest feels like it's turned to lead when I feel Francesca make another attempt to get her hands out of my hold, and this time she yanks hard enough that I have no choice but to slowly loosen my grip.

My arm swings down, and my fingers curl around the ring I was hoping to have her wear as my future wife. 

I hear people around us talking, hear the faint clicks of their phone cameras and the furious taps of their fingers on their screens. I'm certain the Internet is going to fucking love making a fool out of me, but I don't give a damn.

All I know is that I was lucky enough to meet the girl of my dreams...and foolish enough to lose her all in one night.

She's done nothing but make me smile and laugh, even trust me with her heart and body...and how do I fucking pay her back?

By misjudging and leaving her, and worst of all, I wasn't able to stop myself from publicly humiliating her as well.

The truth of this is devastating, and I slowly find myself falling on both of my knees.

I truly don't deserve her, and if I love her—-

Really fucking love her—-

Then I should just let her—-

Fall down on her knees as well?

I stare at Francesca in shock when she ends up kneeling in front of me, and then I see the tears silently rushing down her cheeks, and my heart feels like it's about to rip itself into pieces.

"I'm sorry," I whisper hoarsely. "I'm sorry for hurting you—-"

Francesca is suddenly in my arms, and my entire body turns rigid.

"Promise me you'll never hurt me like that again."

Her words bring me to life, and my arms snap around her.

"I promise," I say fiercely. "I promise I'll never hurt you again."

"And lastly—-"

"You can ask me anything you want," I say desperately. "Ask as much as you want as long as—-"

Francesca wriggles out of my embrace, and when she presses her shaking fingers over my lips, the rest of my words fall into silence.

"I'll only take you back," she says tremulously, "if you do just one last thing for me."

"Anything, sweetheart. Whatever the fuck you want—-"

She wraps her arms back around my neck and whispers into my ear, "It's that."

The words make my body jerk against hers.

"I'll only take you back," Francesca whispers, "if you find a way to take my virginity in the next fifteen minutes."

What the hell?

I grab her shoulders and set her away from me just so I can look into her eyes—-

"Tick tock, Mr. Verhaege."

And that's when I see a familiar cheeky smile curving over her lips...even as Francesca works hard to blink back her tears. 

I look at her, and I know I won't ever deserve her.

I look at her, and I know she'll always be the most beautiful thing to me...as well as the most outrageous.

"I love you." I have a sudden need to say it. "But I also think you're crazy for asking this."

"I love you, too," she returns without missing a beat, "but I also think you're wasting time—-ah!"

She's up in my arms again, and her soft laugh tickles my ear as I carry her out of the house. While I certainly didn't plan for this, I did happen to note earlier that the garden at the back was quite dark. No security lights or anything. It's just tall hedges and trees, and in moments I've found the perfect spot for us.

Francesca catches her breath as I lower her to the ground, and her body starts to shake as I turn her around and reach under her skirt—-

Blood roars up to my head as I rip her panties off, and I hear her whimper as she listens to me swiftly unzip my pants. 

"You're sure about this, sweetheart?" I have to ask, even just once.

Instead of answering, she bends down, and my dick finds itself nestled between the cheeks of her ass.

Fuck.

I grab hold of my cock to find her entrance, and I bite back a groan when I find it already slippery wet. There's not even a fucking need for foreplay, dammit, and it's making me want to fuck her really rough and hard—-

"Nic, please."

My mind threatens to shut down.

"Fuck me."

Ah, shit.

With my fingers clamping around her hips, I drive into her the next second, and I feel her hymen give way as I bury my dick deep into her pussy. 

"Oh God."

I wait tensely for any sign of pain or discomfort—-

"It feels so good."

But instead I end up cursing anew, with how fucking skilled she is at making me forget my good intentions. 

Fuck being slow and gentle. 

If she keeps saying things like that, I'll be completely out of control—-

"Please, Nic. More."

And just like that, what I both fear and hope comes true.

My control is gone.

And all that's left is the animal in me.

Fuuuuuck!

I'm fucking her hard and rough now, our bodies wildly slapping against each other, and the sound is just too damn erotic that I can't help giving her ass a little slap.

"Niiiic."

I pull her down to the ground. She's on her fours while I'm on my knees, and I'm fucking her like the animal that I am, just fucking rutting with her until I hear her cry one last time...

Fuuuuuck!

I'm right behind her as she cums, a growl slipping out of my throat just before I'm shooting cum into her pussy. Just one fucking load after another, over and over until her pussy's literally bursting with my seed, and as I shoot one last load into her, I lean forward and press a kiss to the back of her neck. 

"I love you, Francesca. Will you marry me?"
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(Francesca)
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"ARE YOU SURE I LOOK fine?" I ask Nicolaas last time.

"You look fantastic, sweetheart." He takes my hand into his. "Now, let's get you back to work. The sooner you finish, the sooner we can go home." 

He pulls me close as we walk out of the garden, and I lean my head against his chest, feeling more than a little overwhelmed at the speed in which my life has changed.

I can't believe how everything's changed in just a blink of an eye. From feeling empty and lost, I now feel like my heart's bursting with love, and it feels almost surreal when I listen to the billionaire's steady heartbeat while I stare at the diamond ring adorning my finger.

There's the usual buzz of interest the moment we enter the house and everyone turns to look at us. I don't pay attention to it at first, since I know from experience how men like Nicolaas always has people talking.

But when other guests start taking pictures, and I realize that they're all completely focused on me...

I anxiously tug at Nicolaas' sleeve. "Do I really look fine?"

A frown creases the billionaire's forehead. "Of course." His glance sweeps over me in appraisal. "I've fixed your hair as best as I could, and your dress..." He suddenly stops speaking, and my stomach turns over.

"What is it?" I whisper.

Nicolaas clears his throat. "Well..." His gaze swiftly travels down my figure, and he starts to cough...and goes on coughing until I realize he's actually trying not to laugh.

"Nic!"

"I'm sorry, sweetheart."

"You figured out why they're staring," I say accusingly. "Haven't you?"

"I'm afraid so."

"And?"

Instead of answering, the billionaire waves for one of the waiters to come over, and I can only gape at him when he takes a bottle of water from the tray of drinks being offered.

Is he really that thirsty?

My confusion grows when I see him take his handkerchief out after uncapping the bottle of water. 

Okaaay...

Nicolaas pours water into his handkerchief, and now I'm just completely flummoxed.

"I don't understand—-"

"You'll understand soon enough, sweetheart." He crouches down as he speaks, and my gaze automatically follows him—-

Oh my God!

In my haste to dress myself after sex, I ended up wearing the damn thing inside out! 

Is that why everyone's—-

What is he doing now?

I shake my head in confusion as Nicolaas runs the hanky down one side of my leg like he's cleaning—-

Oh my God!

I finally see what has everyone gawking.

One side of my calf bears the extremely visible marks of dried virgin's blood...and cum.

No wonder this damn billionaire's laughing at me!

The End

Thank you so much for reading Flirting with the Playboy CEO!

If you enjoyed this book, it would mean so, so much if you could leave the shortest review or even just a quick rating. This is a huge help to indie authors like me.

P.S. As a thank-you to my subscribers, books in this series are launched with release-day discounts, and I only give a heads-up to those who signed up for my newsletter. Please consider subscribing to take advantage of the next book's discounted release.

P.P.S. Next story is Zee's. Excerpt on the next page. 

Thank you so much again. Take care everyone, and God bless!
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Good girls don't get drunk. 

But since being a good girl hasn't won me the guy I love, I think it's time for a change. I'm ready to go bad and do bad, but when the bartender finally gets to my spot and asks for my order—-

"A Shirley Temple, please."

"Gotcha. I'll be back in a minute."

"Thanks." I keep my smile in place, but inside I'm cringing and shrinking in absolute shame.

BAD! 

That's what you came here to do, Zirconia Verhoff! 

You came here to do bad things! 

But the first chance I get to be bad, what do I end up doing? 

Order a girly, non-alcoholic drink, which is so not bad that I think someone in kindergarten has better chances than I do at making it to Santa's naughty list.

The bartender comes back with my drink, and this time I can barely summon a smile. 

You are such a loser, Zee.

I need to do better - no, wait, that's wrong. I need to do a lot worse. 

Really, really worse like—-

Aha!

A guy seated at the other end of the counter is trying to catch my eye. He looks nice enough, and I'm not so clueless that I can't tell if a guy has the hots for me. I know I just need to smile or stare back at him for a few more seconds, and he'll get the drift. He'll come over, and we'll do bad things together. 

I mean, they even have Billie Eilish's Bad Guy playing now. It's the universe telling me I still have a shot at this. I can still be bad. So what I do, of course...is to quickly lower my head and stare at my drink like it's the most fascinating thing in the world.

Gaaah. 

I suck at being bad. 

I don't even understand why I'm doing this, and I might as well resign myself to being a nun. Nic's the only guy I've ever loved, but instead of being his bride I end up...a bridesmaid in his wedding.

You suck, Zirconia—-oh!

The quintessential tall, dark, and handsome man suddenly slides into the stool next to me, and I suddenly feel like I'm being given one last chance to do bad things.

His lips curve when he catches me staring, and...I still end up staring at him because I have no idea what I should do next. 

Why is it so hard to do bad things?!

"Ciao, signorina."

"C-Ciao," I hear myself whisper back even as I'm still unable to stop staring at him. There's just something so compelling about this man that I feel as I've been placed under this spell of enthrallment.

Gray eyes gleam down at me, and I suddenly feel like fanning myself. Has someone turned the AC off...or is it because this stranger is too smoking hot for me to bear? He's the first man other than Nic to make me feel this way, and I...I...

I think if it's him, I can go really, really bad.
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