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Bound Series



 

Book
1: Bounds Of Passion


 


Chapter One


 


Lydia could feel the man beneath her weakening and he was silently
mouthing at her to stop – wait, to give him a minute, but she couldn’t
– not when she was so close to her own climax. Just five more minutes and
she would come, please don’t make it stop she thought as she squeezed her
thighs tighter around him – she could feel the man’s cock twitching and
threatening to spill inside her.


      “Don’t you fucking dare,” she snarled
from above him. She flicked her long dark hair over her shoulder and bared her
teeth. “I’m so fucking close, don’t you even-” but her words came too late as
Andy moaned and grabbed her hips as his orgasm came. Irritated, Lydia batted
his hands away and dismounted him even before he had finished ejaculating.


      “You fucking idiot,” she said, throwing
her silk kimono on as she slipped off the bed. “You selfish fucking twat,” and
fuming she stomped into the bathroom, slamming the door on her lover.


      In the privacy of the en suite, Lydia
fell to the floor and leaned against the sink and let her own fingers explore
herself. She was wet with semen and her own juices, and she lubed up her
clitoris expertly. Using the tiniest pressure and slick rhythm, she brought
herself off in the bathroom, making no effort to disguise her orgasmic cries.
Let him hear. It was his own fault he couldn’t bring her off. None of them
could… they all finished too soon.


      Lydia slumped against the sink and sighed
as her pleasure died. As always when she pleasured herself, it was short lived
but powerful. She considered going back in and telling Andy to ready himself
for another round, but as she exited the en suite, her short and slightly
portly lover had his clothes on and was making for the door. He stopped as she
came out in her unfastened kimono and rolled her eyes.


      “You can’t speak to me like that,” he
said quietly. “I’ve had enough, Lyd. See you around,” and he went out, down the
steps and out of the front door. Lydia heard the lock click as the door shut
and she sat down wearily on the bed.


      “What’s wrong with me?” she said out
loud. No one answered, and she slept alone that night.


 


*


 


“So he left, that’s it, really,” Lydia explained to her friend Carol
through a mouthful of apple pie. “Good riddance, really.”


      “Jesus, Lyds, you get through more men!”
Carol grinned over her coffee. They were at their favourite coffee shop after a
mornings shopping and bitching. Lydia had just told the story of Andy’s
departure, not leaving out any juicy details. Why should she? She and Carol
were best friends since high school, and there was no shame in admitting that
her lover hadn’t had it in him to get her off.


      “They’re all shit,” Lydia replied. “Find
me a man, Carol. One who won’t fucking spunk all over the bed sheets before
I’ve even started to enjoy myself.”


      “If I find him, I’m having him first,”
Carol laughed. “Maybe you need to try something different,” she suggested. “Are
you still just doing vanilla sex?”


      “Depends what you mean,” Lydia said.
“I’ve used handcuffs and dildos and stuff before.”


      “I’m talking really hardcore. You know,
whips, chains, bondage, BDSM,” Carol stirred her drink wistfully. “You remember
Ben? He was into all that. I had some orgasms, I can tell you.”


      “So how do you get into that stuff?”
Lydia pushed her plate away. “Are there clubs and stuff?”


      “They generally don’t admit newbies like
you or me… Why not go on a site and ask for a fuck-buddy? Someone who can show
you the ropes, so to speak?”


      “I hate internet dating.”


      “This is more like internet fucking,”
Carol laughed. “Come on, I know you went on that swingers site once.”


      “Which was a total disaster,” Lydia
grinned. “He brought his wife with him, which I totally didn’t expect, so I had
to get rid of them both before someone saw!” she roared with laughter.


      “So did you fuck them?”


      “That’d be telling.”


      “I bet you did, you slut!”


      “If I’m a slut, then I got it from you,”
Lydia smirked. “Oh, god, Carol has it really come to this? BDSM? Should I buy a
leather catsuit?”


      “Ask your fuck-buddy,” Carol drained her
coffee. “He might have some recommendations.”


      The two friends parted company and the
conversation left Lydia wondering. She was a prolific sex-seeker, but Carol was
right… She was a vanilla woman at the end of the day. She imagined being tied
up and whipped with a stick, but it didn’t seem to be turning her on. Maybe she
did need someone to introduce her into this new world, someone who could teach
her and show her how it was done. She raced to the bus and got straight onto
her smartphone to check out the sites. She had to shield her phone from the
other passengers, and when she got home, she had joined ‘BDSM Life Online’,
placed an advert for a ‘partner’ and had listed her credentials.


As she cooked her dinner she kept refreshing the connection on the
phone, eager to see if anyone had yet replied to her ad. There was a tingling
in her stomach as her anxiety increased. She was still unsure if she would
reply even is she did get a message. She kept checking but drew nothing but a
blank screen and eventually she just gave up.


      There were no replies that night, and
Lydia went to sleep in her clean white bed feeling ever so slightly disappointed.


 


 


Chapter Two


 


Lydia woke early and began her usual morning routine. She went for a
light jog, showered, got ready for work and ate her breakfast. As she sat at
the table she kept thinking of the dream she had that night. It had been both a
little frightening and slightly erotic. She remembered vaguely that a dark,
handsome and mysterious man had kidnapped her and taken her to a huge room in
some strange building.


She had been blindfolded and tied to a chair however the more she tried
to recall what had happened next, the more hazy it got. This train of thought
reminded her of the ad she had placed the previous day and she stared at the
screen excitedly as she switched on her phone.


There was one single message and she put her glasses on to read it.


 


Dear Lydia,


My name is Jack
Riding. I am a professional, lifestyle dominant male, and I was interested to
read your advertisement.


I specialise in
introducing newbies and vanilla lifestyles to our darker, forbidden world. I
refuse to switch to a submissive role, something people often find difficult to
deal with; I hope you are more understanding.


If you wish to
discuss a potential partnership, please meet me at the Coffee Shop Corner at
noon. I am there most days. I will be wearing a pair of blue glasses –
they are quite distinctive.


Looking forward to
our potential relationship,


Jack Riding.


 


Lydia took a deep breath and read the email several times. It was an
internet dating nightmare all over again. Meet me here; I’ll be wearing that.
Typical. She closed her phone down and lay staring at the ceiling, tempted to
ignore the message and carry on hunting for that pleasure-giver in the flesh.
Then the words of Carol floated back into her mind.


      “I am too vanilla,” she said to herself.
“Fuck it, I’ll go. If he’s not what I’m looking for I can always leave –
pretend I never saw him. After all, he doesn’t know what I look like,” she
threw back the covers and stood naked in front of the full-length mirror. She
tilted her dark head on one side as she assessed her body.


      She was a short woman, and had worked
hard to maintain a slender physique. She kept her hair long to make herself
look taller, and wore clothes that accentuated her breasts – in her
opinion, they were her best asset. She smiled. She would blow him away, whoever
he was.


      Lydia picked out a pair of her skinny
jeans and a logo-splattered t-shirt. She had no intention of ‘trying too hard’,
and the twenty-six year old knew that formal clothes would age her, so she
dressed casually. The time was right and she went out, walking with her head
held high and her conscience clear. She was Lydia Westwood and she was
unstoppable.


“Can I get a latte and a muffin, please?” she waited at the counter and
scanned the seated customers. No one with blue glasses was in, but then she was
a little early. Taking her order, she chose a seat in the window and watched
the passers-by.


      I wonder how many of them have had a
proper orgasm? She thought as she watched the woman trit-trotting past her
in their heels. And how many of these men are capable of giving me one?
She looked at the suits, t-shirts and vests as they patrolled past, with bags
or carriers or envelopes. They were all headed somewhere, why wasn’t she?


      “Lydia Westwood?” a deep, accented voice
came from above her. She looked up, surprised that she hadn’t noticed anyone
approach, and her grey eyes locked onto a tall, suited man’s big set of blue
ones. He was wearing electric blue spectacles and had the nicest shade of
blonde hair Lydia had ever seen on a man. He was smiling in a bemused kind of
way and carrying two lattes to go.


      “Yes, hello,” she started to rise to
shake his hand and instead of shaking it, the man helped her to her feet.


      “Get your bag, let’s go,” he indicated
the take-away coffees, and Lydia was too surprised to say ‘no’. She grabbed her
things and followed him out of the shop and stood as he hailed a cab.


      “Jack Riding?” she asked, still unsure.


      “Who else would it be?” he grinned as a
cab pulled up. He held the door open. “Ladies’ first,” he said and got in after
her. The cab pulled off and Jack gave an address in central London.


      “Where are we going?” Lydia asked,
watching familiar streets turn to unfamiliar ones.


      “Back to my place, if you don’t mind,” he
replied, handing her one of the coffees. She sipped it gratefully. “It’s easier
to do these things in a familiar place,” he brought out a piece of paper and
handed it to her. “This is a contract,” he explained. “You’ll want to read it
and sign it. I’ve taken the liberty of signing it already,” he pointed to a
swirling, artistic scrawl at the bottom of the page.


      Lydia read through the page, raising her
eyebrows several times as she did so.


 


The binding contact
between Lydia Westwood (sub) and Jack Riding (dom) hereby states that the sub
will at all times adhere to any and all instructions given by the dom. The sub
has no right to end the scene, except through statement of the Safe Word,
hereby designated as Coffee.


The scene may include
but is not limited to the following activities…


 


There followed a list ranging from spanking to fisting that made Lydia’s
eyebrows shoot up in horror. She decided that safe word would be on the tip of
her tongue at all times, as the cab pulled up outside a large, three-storey
terraced house in the heart of London.


      “Are you rich?” she asked as she got out
of the vehicle.


      “Well, yes, actually,” Jack knocked on
the door once and a man in a suit answered the door.


      “Good afternoon, Sir,” he said, opening
the door to let his employer in. “Will you be requiring anything?”


      “Just the third floor, Brown, thank you,”
Jack handed his coat to the butler and indicated Lydia should do the same. With
a slight incline of the head, the man called ‘Brown’ disappeared into a
different room.


      “Should I take my shoes off?” Lydia
asked, feeling stupid.


      “Yes, that will save some time,” Jack
smiled. “We’ll take the third floor. I hope you are prepared,” and he indicated
she should lead the way up the oak staircase, smiling politely at her
confusion. With each step she was getting closer and closer to something new,
something exciting with this man who she could feel following her from behind;
his eyes soaking in her body with each and every step. The dream she had
remembered earlier that morning popped into her head in its entirety and she
smiled as she recalled the images, hoping that dreams really do come true.


 


 


 


Chapter Three



 

Lydia stood, stripped naked, her arms wrapped protectively around
herself in the centre of a large room which was painted a dark, seductive blue.
Around her seemed to be weapons of various degrees of distress.


      There was a strange seat, like a
pommel-horse; a large ‘X’ shape, complete with buckles at the end of each line;
a curved table-like object and an assortment of whips, buckles, chains, straps
and handcuffs. Lydia was overcome with curiosity and went to examine the
enormous ‘X’ on the wall. She had just reached up to touch one of the buckles,
running her fingers over it when the door to the room opened and shut.


      “That’s a St. Andrew’s Cross,” Jack’s
voice said helpfully. “Would you like to try it?”


      “Um,” Lydia’s hands moved to cover her
naked body and she blushed outwardly while inside she burned with excitement.
“No, not right now,” and she remembered that ‘no’ wasn’t an accepted form of
refusal here. But Jack smiled and stepped into the light, so she could see he
was entirely naked, too.


      He had the toned body of someone who
works out but not obsessively. His dark blond hair turned to curls on his
breastbone and even darker around his currently flaccid, yet still impressive
prick.


      “Then we shall start at the beginning, as
is correct,” he said, as he pointed towards the strange curved table. “Drape
yourself over that,” he said. “Bottom up.”


      Lydia crossed the room self-consciously
to the soft, padded table and rested her toned stomach over the curve. It was
surprisingly comfortable and she felt no muscle strains at all leaning over it.
She had just allowed herself to relax when Jack’s hand came down upon her with
the force of an express train and smacked her on the backside.


      “Ow!” she cried reacting without even
meaning to. She couldn’t believe how much that hurt. She fought to gather
herself as a second blow, on the other cheek slapped her back into shock and
pain radiated across her buttocks. Then came both hands at once, making hot
contact with her sore skin, following the smacks with squeezes that would at
any other time be sensual.


      It was this moulding of her flesh that
made Lydia pause. The heat of the pain was transforming. As her backside was
warmed, tiny nerve pulses seemed to be travelling from her wounded flesh to her
sex, and she gasped in surprise.


      “Shall I go on?” a sarcastic voice above
her said.


      “Yes,” she nodded, and immediately the
spanking became harder, faster, almost frenzied. Pain rained down on her
backside, but even as it did so, the blossoming feeling turned from pain to
all-consuming warmth. She felt her sex open slightly as if in response to the
feeling, and the more Jack touched her, even though it was intended to hurt
her, made her want him all the more. Gradually, the slaps stopped, as if Jack’s
arm was tiring.


      “How does that feel?” he asked, massaging
her buttocks with both hands – avoiding her sex completely.


      “Nice… Nicer than I expected,” she
replied, wondering if it was all over.


      “Good,” he said. “Then you’ll be fine
with what comes next,” and he walked over to a wall where he kept various
restraints and whips. Lydia craned her head and saw that Jack’s penis had
sprung to life during her beating. It was now engorged and inviting – the
glowing pinkness of his glans made her think of sucking candy. He came back,
though Lydia could not see what he carried.


      The dark-haired woman flinched as she
felt buckles fasten around her ankles – first right, then the left. She
tried to move her feet, but found she could not.


      “There’s a solid bar between your legs to
hold them open,” Jack explained, tracing a line of fiery desire up her calf,
thigh and buttock. “I want to see everything you have,” and the fingers traced
this time down the valley between her buttocks, over her pink, puckered anus,
down her perineum and graced tantalisingly over her sex, which was wet and
opening in response to his touch.


      “That’s… ah,” she trembled as his fingers
opened the folds of her sex, exposing the entrance to her vagina.


      “Soon,” he said, pressing a fingertip
against her opening. There was a pause, and Lydia wondered what was to happen
as she heard a loud ‘crack’ sound. There was a second where nothing happened at
all, and then fire like nothing Lydia had ever felt shot from the back of her
thighs, up towards her brain. She did not scream, just moaned as she reached
around to try and comfort her legs. Jack batted her hands away and struck her
with the riding crop again.


      CRACK. All the blood in Lydia’s legs went
rushing to the injured spot and set alight, burning her skin so she cried. She
braced herself for another blow and it came – whipping down with
precision aim directly on top of her already scalded flesh. She squealed and
wriggled helplessly on the padded table, aware that as she struggled, her sex
was betraying her – the warmth from her pain was making her ready,
willing and desperate to be filled by her pain-giver.


      Lydia could feel her wetness growing and
the swell of her clitoris as she moved on the table. Jack delivered less
painful but still stinging strikes to the backs of her legs as she wormed
about, trying to deny her arousal and escape the burn of the riding crop.


      “Had enough?” Jack’s voice sounded as
though he was enjoying watching her squirm.


      “I… I don’t know!” Lydia shook her head to
try and clear away the stars she was seeing. Jack ran the riding crop over her
sore legs, causing the blood to flood her nether regions and then, slowly, ran
the crop over her sex.


      Lydia froze as she felt the leather grace
over her clitoris, labia and anus, fearing for the damage a blow to them might
do. But Jack Riding was kind this time, and simply sought out his submissive’s
clitoris again and gently rubbed it with the soft end of the riding crop.


      It was different to a hand, different
again from a sex toy, and the smoothness of the leather running slickly and
quickly over her swollen clit made Lydia moan gently. Jack squeezed her
slap-marks with his free hand and increased the sensations inside and out of
Lydia’s body. She surrendered to this new pleasure as the friction increased.


 


 


Chapter Four


 


Jack Riding continued his assault on Lydia’s clitoris and she cried out
as her pleasure mounted. As she began to twitch with the start of an orgasmic
wave, he let the riding crop fall and leaned over her naked back to whisper in
her ear.


      “Why did you join the website?”


      “Because,” she gasped. “Because no man
has ever been able to make me come before he does when fucking me,” she turned
her head slightly. “Can you do it?”


      “I can’t promise anything,” Jack replied
with a smile. “Now, head down,” he pushed her dark locks over her face and took
a hold of her hips. “I like a challenge,” he added, touching just the tip of
his cock to her wetness. She tried to back into him and received a slap on her
backside for her trouble. “Keep still,” he snapped, and she fought to relax her
limbs. Her legs, splayed apart with the restraint revealing and displaying
their hidden treasures, which Jack pressed minutely against.


      Lydia felt the amazingness of having a
lover just touching her – resting his hot, pink glans against her
entrance, but not actively seeking it. Her wetness mixed with Jack’s pre-cum
and they seemed to be joined in the heat of the moment.


      Then, with barely any thrusting at all,
Jack pressed inside her, slowly entering her passage, whilst all the time
stroking her clitoris, gently, gently. Heat radiated all over Lydia’s flesh and
she felt the wounds Jack had given her glow with a strange mix of pleasure and
pain, heightened by this welcome intrusion into her sex. She felt the glowing
head of his cock pushing her sex open – making way for the long, thick
shaft behind it. She felt, more keenly than before, the way her sex rippled and
fluttered over the man’s cock, tasting and touching every time morsel of it. It
was more intimate than she had ever felt before.


      Her clitoris pulsed and twitched as
Jack’s cock brushed over her g-spot, sending sparks of pleasure over her whole
sex. There was a moment where she was sure she would orgasm, and then as Jack
squeezed her wounded buttocks again, it dwindled and died frustratingly. Lydia
moaned, and her dominant partner gave her another fierce slap – his cock
not even halfway inside her yet – it seemed to be a warning against
eagerness. The slap made her insides convulse and suck the man’s cock deeper
inside her body. Jack slapped her again and his erection slipped still deeper
within the formerly vanilla woman. Every slap he delivered made his erection
inch inside her, and she longed for the next blow, so she could feel all of
him.


      Twelve blows were delivered before Jack
was completely sheathed inside Lydia. He paused, moving slightly as Lydia’s
passage stretch and fluttered over his large erection. There was a moment where
he rolled his hips to feel her width, and Lydia made a small noise of
satisfaction. Then, the next steps began.


      Jack withdrew quickly and thrust back
inside with purpose. There was a beautiful rhythm to his movements, and Lydia
responded by raising her hips as best she could to allow him as much depth as
she could give. As he inserted himself back inside her, with no resistance, he
bumped her cervix, giving another pleasure / pain response in her now willing
submissive body. Lydia could feel warm pain as Jack’s pelvis hit her slap-marks
and whip-lines, but she did not tell him to stop. The combination of pain and
pleasure was making her wetter and hotter than ever before, and the idea of
being fucked by a complete stranger in his own torture chamber was only a small
part of it.


      Jack fucked her forcefully, yet slowly,
making it clear he was in charge. His thick cock stretched her passage, making
her cry out with each sensation – she could feel every bit of him buried
inside her. All she needed now was speed.


      “Ready?” his voice asked, sounding thick
with arousal.


      “Yes,” she said, gripping the curved
table’s legs with her hands and taking a deep breath. What happened next she
could not have ever imagined. Jack thrust and pounded into her with a speed she
had never known from a man before. His thick cock’s head rubbed her g-spot
gloriously, making her sex seem to catch fire with desire. She threw her head
back and made noises like an animal, desperate for this to not be wasted. His
finger, still on her clitoris, moved so slightly it could barely have been said
to have moved at all, but the movement of his thrusts rubbed her pelvis on his
hands and did the work for him.


      Lydia felt she was getting herself off on
someone else’s hands, and she realised this was something she had control over.
Every time Jack pounded inside her, she directed her pelvis to hit his fingers
and therefore her slick clit. She was so close – if only he wouldn’t
stop…


      And then she realised he wasn’t going to
stop. She was going to get what she wanted – and more. Her pleasure
barrier was dropping and breaking down – sweat formed on her forehead and
she could feel her vagina trembling and clenching. She relaxed and then it
came.


      In waves, producing a wetness she had not
expected, washing from her clitoris, through her cunt, down her injured legs
and over her injured buttocks. They all seemed to catch fire as the waves of
pleasurable pain broke down and made Lydia cry out like she had never done
before.


      All the while, Jack continued to fuck
her, prolonging the sensations and making them more intense. His cock drew out
her orgasm and made her ride the waves of pleasure through to the climax of his
own. As his last fierce thrusts pushed deep inside her she clenched her fists
and closed her eyes as hic cock erupted and he came inside her; roaring victory
as hot semen filled her cunt, overflowing so it dripped down her legs. They
stayed connected for a time, Jack’s cock pulsing and moving inside Lydia, until
he withdrew with a final, knee-shaking blow to her legs with the back of his
hand.


      “That’s lesson one over with,” he said,
getting his breath back. He knelt to unbuckle the leg restraint and Lydia
reached for the floor with her toes, too tired to stand by herself. She stayed
leaning on the table, her legs wobbling with pleasure.


      “Lesson one?” she gasped.


      “Indeed,” Jack handed her a glass of
water and took a drink himself. “You’ve only dipped a toe into the waters of my
world. Come swim in them with me?”


      Lydia looked at her new partner, with his
dark blond hair, wet with sweat, and his now flaccid cock that had given her
what she most desired. “I wouldn’t miss it for the world,” she grinned.
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Chapter One


 


The dark and lonely nights now left Lydia Westwood staring into the
blackness of her bedroom, recalling the memory of her first night with Jack
Riding. She became lost in her own thoughts, unable to forget the intense
moments they shared and no masturbation or even writhing and grinding in bed,
could give her any release. Nothing she tried could recreate the feelings Jack
had slapped into her.


Though she became frustratingly, burningly aroused and ready from
running her fingers over her wet cunt and secret pleasure-spots, she couldn’t
orgasm. The issue of the lovers before who had denied her this simple, sexual
right had now come back to haunt her – she could no longer bring herself
off, no matter how much she tried or how vivid her imagination became. There
always seemed to be something missing from fucking herself raw. Lydia the
dark-haired, sensual woman spent the nights that followed her first BDSM
experience lying sweating, gripping, almost tearing the bed-sheets out from
under her in sheer frustration.


         From her teens, Lydia
had always been delightfully aware of her own and others’ sexuality, but had
never found lovers to satisfy her. They always came before she was ready, and
she never seemed to be aroused enough to enjoy their fucking completely. Like
many women, she enjoyed written and photographic erotica as well as exploring
the world of internet pornography now and again – all with the purpose of
pleasuring herself. But the sensual young woman had always seen fucking a
partner as a wonderful, sometimes amazing transaction – you gave yourself
to a man in order to receive, hopefully, a mind-blowing orgasm. More often than
not, she was feeling short-changed.


As she had now taken her first tentative footsteps into Jack Riding’s
world of BDSM, her dreams were thick and splattered with the images of smacking
hands, spanking paddles and handcuffs. But to Lydia, these imaginings were not
good enough. They did little more that whet her appetite for the real thing.
For the sexual young woman, simply imagining the pleasure was certainly not
enough any more.


        


*


 


The taxi taking the young woman home was crawling; its journey drawn-out
by the slow, rush-hour traffic. Red, amber and white lights wobbled and
shimmered in the wet gloom of the approaching night. Drizzle turned the lamps
and neon lights into soft halos. Lydia leaned against the plastic seat and
sighed melodramatically. She fished in her handbag and checked her phone for
the millionth time that day. As always, there was nothing. It was though she
was expecting to see a flashing screen and a name, his name, Jack Rider, to be
splashed all over the
screen.          “You really have
fucked up, this time,” she whispered to herself. “Fucking a stranger off the
internet and expecting to be taken into some sort of secret sex society. What
the fuck were you thinking?,” she bit her lip hard. “Once again, you’ve been
used. Sure, you got a decent orgasm out of it, but now what? You’re fucking
alone again, waiting for a call that’ll never come. You really do suck, you
know?” Lydia glared at the wobbly, water-stained reflection of her face in the
smoky and fogged-up glass before turning her gaze back to her shoes and the
back of the driver’s head. The traffic inched forwards, minutely. Her thoughts
always wandered back to that wild night of new pain mixed with pleasure and the
excitement of experimentation. She knew that as time went on these memories
would grow dimmer and dimmer and the need to experience it all again would
become a powerful sexual force inside her. This made her feel a little anxious
but tremendously excited and she squeezed her thighs tightly together in the
back of the taxi. 


 


*


 


Lydia got home and checked her messages. There was a flashing red light
on the answer-phone, so she pressed it eagerly, and to her delight, the smiling
tones of Jack Riding floated out of the speaker. She felt like screaming with
excitement.


         “Hello, this is Jack,”
the voice said. “Wondered if you were ready for session two, yet? Meet me at
the café at closing time. Wear something you don’t mind losing,” and the
message clicked off. Lydia’s mind raced with possibilities. Wear something she
didn’t mind losing? Well, for another night with Jack, she was more than
willing to say goodbye to a dress or two.


         She dressed hurriedly,
tying her hair back and pulling on a light cotton frock with buttons all the
way down the front. She hadn’t worn it for a while, and her breasts seemed
eager to be free of it – bursting out of the bodice like balloons. She
considered wearing something over the top, and then decided if the clothes were
coming off, she’d rather not kiss away a cute cardigan as well.


         The café was locking up
when Lydia went to stand at the corner of the street, feeling suddenly very
exposed. There was a stiff breeze and she shivered. The street was almost
deserted; the leaves of autumn blowing about lazily when a large black car
pulled up and stopped beside her.


         “Lydia Westwood” came
an unfamiliar voice.


         “Yes…” she said uncertainly.


         “I’m Mr. Riding’s
chauffeur. I’m to take you to his house,” the door popped open to reveal an
empty back seat. Lydia hesitated. There was something sinister about the
mysterious car, but the thought of the pleasure she could gain for another
experience with Jack was too much to ignore and she climbed into it. The
vehicle sped off, taking her the same route the cab had done the first time she
visited. The young woman relaxed a little, and then the excitement of what was
about to happen wrapped itself all around her and she could barely keep still.
There was a tingling anticipation in the air, and Lydia was aroused by just the
thought of where she was going.


         The car pulled up
outside the same row of terraces as before and Lydia’s passenger door was
opened by a man in his mid-thirties, with dark hair and a wry smile. “Good
evening,” he said, indicating she should get out.


         “Thanks,” Lydia said,
easing herself out of the car with as much dignity as she could manage. The
chauffeur instructed her to knock on the door and the butler would answer it.
“Take care,” he said, getting back into the car and driving away.


         Take care? What is
that – a warning? She thought frantically as she worked the brass
knocker. The sound vibrated through her hand and the door, which was opened
almost instantly. She was certainly expected. The same man as had previously
taken her coat opened the door and bowed her in, looked her up and down.


         No doubt he is aware
of what’s going on, she thought. Is that a look of approval or disgust?
Hard to tell, but then… Who’d really expect me to be coming here to… and
her mind filled with the imagery of the last afternoon she had spent in this
house, bringing a blush to her cheeks and décolletage.


         “Mr. Riding is
expecting you in the same room as before,” the butler said, indicating the
stairs.


         “Thank you,” Lydia
said, ascending the oak staircase once more into the unknown.


 



 


 

Chapter Two


 


Lydia knocked on the door to the room she had entered previously and she
heard a ‘Come in!’ from the interior. She creaked the door open and looked
inside. The lamps were lit, casting an orange glow about the room, and rather
than illuminating the objects around the walls, it made them slink further into
the shadows, so their mystery was preserved. In the centre of the room,
shirtless, yet trousered, stood Jack.


         His dark blonde hair
was neatly styled into subtle spikes that suited his young-yet-old face. He had
those dark blue eyes that seemed to search into Lydia’s very soul and a smirk
to his lips that said ‘you’re mine’.


         “Hello,” Lydia said
carefully, closing the door behind her.


         “On the floor,” Jack
replied, pointing to the space in front of him. “On your knees.”


         No preliminaries,
then! Lydia felt a rush of heat and fear wash over her and knelt in front
of the man who was standing with his hands behind his back, an enigmatic smile
upon his face. He watched Lydia hike her skirt up and kneel down in front of
him before walking around her, the full three-hundred and sixty degrees, taking
in her every inch. Lydia stayed perfectly still, aware, somehow, that to move
would not be permitted. After circling her three times, Jack took hold of
Lydia’s collar and pulled.


         Her dress-shirt tore, a
thin strip breaking free of the rest of the fabric. She flinched as it was torn
free, and Jack pulled her hands behind her back, securing them with the torn
fabric strip. She could still move her hands, if she tried, but not enough to
free herself. The next strip of fabric tore off her back, and was promptly tied
to her hand restraint, and threaded carefully around her neck, stopping her
hands moving entirely.


         “Don’t pull with your
hands,” Jack warned. “You could strangle yourself,” and he checked the slack on
the ropes. Lydia felt warm, even though the room was chilly, and the strips of
dress she was missing exposed her bra and toned stomach. Jack went away for a
moment and came back with a large and menacing-looking pair of scissors.
Lydia’s heart jumped into her mouth. But the man simply snipped through what
remained of her clothes, including bra and, when she struggled to her feet, her
knickers until she was standing, bound, completely naked.


         Lydia felt the warmth
and promise of arousal coursing through her, and she tried to get her breathing
under control. Her sex was starting to become wet, and as Jack turned her to
admire her body, she couldn’t help but notice the beginnings of a bulge in his
suit trousers. Jack tore another strip of fabric from what remained of Lydia’s
dress and then made to cover her eyes with it. She took a step backwards in
surprise and received a slap on her bottom for her trouble.


         “Blindfold?” she asked.


         “Yes, woman,” Jack
snapped, tying it around her head. “I need your body to be responsive, and your
eyes may deceive you,” he said, checking she could not see. Lydia turned her
head as people who are blindfolded do, but she could see nothing out of her
closed lids and the tight fabric cover. Only the blackness remained, and the
thrill of wondering what was to happen next.


         Lydia heard the sound
of Jack’s footsteps retreating momentarily and then coming closer, before there
was a ‘CRACK’ just behind her. Whatever it was had not yet made contact with
her flesh, but it made the hairs on her arms stand on end. She was tempted to
try and turn towards the sound, but moving slightly against her restraints, she
decided against it. Just as something hard, something hot, something almost
alive bit into her skin and ignited it.


         Lydia gasped and
stumbled forwards as hot pain coursed from her backside to her sex in a fluid
movement unknown to her before.


         “What was-” she started
to say before the second blow landed, almost directly on top of the first. She
cried out as what felt like a red-hot poker was pressed against her and
released just as quickly. Lydia’s nerves became inflamed and on-edge, waiting
for the next blow, which came immediately. Blood rushed to the surface of her
responsive skin, and she felt her sex opening and pulsing as her backside
heated up.


         “What IS that?” she
gasped, longing to touch her bottom, her sex and her dominant man.


         “A leather belt,” came
the short reply, followed by another stroke that made Lydia rise onto her toes
from the force of it. She strained against her ties, feeling the pull on her
neck and decided against trying it further. The whips of the belt came rhythmically,
again and again until the pain lost its sharpness and dulled. She could hear
Jack’s ragged breathing from the exertion as he dropped the belt with a clink.
Her bottoms seemed to be swollen and pulsing from the beating and she longed to
run her hands over it – to feel the damage, and to move her hands to her
clitoris and cunt, both of which were swollen, begging for release.


         Jack could be heard in
the blackness pulling something along the ground, and his hand grasped Lydia’s
arm suddenly.


         “Sit down,” he said
sternly, and Lydia did so, feeling to her surprise and relief that the seat was
cool and soothing to her wounds. She sat awkwardly on the backed chair; her
arms still tied behind her made it awkward to sit properly, but she did not
consider her troubles for long, for Jack’s hand was on the back of her head
now, pulling it towards a new task.


 



 

Chapter Three


 


Lydia felt the hot head of Jack’s cock bump against her cheek and she
opened her mouth slightly, wondering if she was to receive it. The salty
intrusion that opened her jaw fully confirmed it, and she let Jack enter her
mouth at his pace, feeling the heat of his glans run over her tongue, and back,
towards her tonsils. She swallowed expertly, feeling the secret delight she always
did when she was able to deep-throat her lovers. She felt the thick head of
Jack’s erection slip down her throat and when her nose made contact with his
body and she knew he was completely inside her; her mouth and her throat were
full of him, and she swallowed around the mass inside her, feeling every little
bit of him. Jack hissed in pleasure as she did so, and began to move himself
inside her mouth.


         Lydia felt her sex
tremble and open in response to Jack fucking her mouth. She licked the shaft of
his erection, tasting the bitter taste of his pre-cum and sweat. Jack’s hand
was on her head, and despite her lack of vision, she felt safe and only mildly
unsatisfied. What she wished for was for the trusting cock to leave her throat
and enter her cunt instead.


         As if sensing her need,
Jack withdrew with a shudder from Lydia’s mouth, leaving saliva and pre-cum
filling her mouth, which she promptly swallowed, tasting the man she desired so
much. There was the sound of another object being dragged, and then Lydia was
brought to her feet, stumbling and gasping.


         “What’s happening?” she
asked, turning her head as if she could make the blindfold disappear.


         “What you want,” came
the soft reply, and Lydia felt herself being turned to face the other way, and
Jack’s strong hands bringing her closer to him. She could feel the heat of his
body on her skin, although she could not see him, and she wondered what was to
happen next, before those same strong hands squeezed her wounds of beating and
she cried out.


         “Ah! That feel hot!”
she wriggled slightly in his grasp.


         “And does it hurt?” he
asked.


         “Yes, it does,” she
said truthfully.


         “And… how does this
feel?” without warning, two biting clamps were clipped into Lydia’s nipples and
she squealed, trying to bring her hands to her breasts, forgetting they were
tied together.


         “Ouch! That really
stings!” she said, squashing her breasts together with her arms in an effort to
prize off the clamps.


         “Come here,” Jack
pulled her towards him backwards and the backs of her legs met his knees. She
realised he was seated and, ignoring the bite of the clamps on her sore
nipples, swung a leg over his and backed up, so, if he wished, he could
penetrate her and bury his cock, wet from her mouth, inside her open and ready
cunt.


         Jack reached up and
teased Lydia’s nipples for a moment, toying with the clamps and twisting them
so his submissive gasped and moaned in pain and pleasure. The bite of the
clamps was sending electrical darts of pleasure running from Lydia’s breasts,
down to her clitoris, which pulsed in the same rhythm as her pinched nipples.
Jack kept one hand busy tormenting Lydia’s breasts, and put the right amount of
pressure on her hips to indicate she should lower herself.


         Though she could not
see, Lydia seductively dropped herself, ready and waiting for the moment the
lips of her sex would touch the head of Jack’s cock. She heard Jack make a
small noise of appreciation at the sight of her coming to envelope him, and
then the heat of the man’s still-wet glans graced her labia ever so slightly.


         It was enough to make
Lydia’s knees wobble – she was going to have the man who had given her
the best fuck of her life back inside her. With no further pause, she descended
quickly, her cunt eating up his cock and swallowing it deep inside. She
deliberately made herself feel every inch of him, riding his length, up and
down for a few moments before taking all of him inside.


         She gasped in release,
feeling her sex swimming and fluttering around Jack’s cock. She knew it was
close for him, too, as he was flinching and hardening still further inside her.
She wasted no time, and moving her pelvis as best she could with her hands tied
behind her back, began to earnestly fuck him. His cock moved inside her so
slickly he could have been moving in water, and she felt the delicious rub of
his glans against her g-spot and she used her muscles to thrust him in and out
of her.


         Jack reached around and
found Lydia’s clitoris – so swollen and engorged it flinched away from
his touch, but wetting his fingers with her moisture, he flicked and slid over
the point of pleasure as Lydia’s hips moved to the approach of their joint
climax.


         It was a shocking
moment for Lydia – never before had she come at the same time as a man,
and never had she orgasmed when she was on top. Then, she did both, feeling the
heat and power and Jack ejaculated deep inside her, his semen running out of
her as she came to her own climax, bucking her hips and crying out as wetness,
pleasure, heat and pain became one single journey to a place she had never been
before.


 



 


 

Chapter Four


 


“Will you stay?” Jack untied the blindfold and let it fall to the floor
gently. Lydia’s eyes cracked open and she stayed still as jack undid the rest
of her bonds.


         “Stay?” she asked,
confused.


         “Stay the night,” Jack
unwrapped Lydia’s neck and hands, flinging the fabric away. He wrapped his arms
about her and gave her a little squeeze under her breasts.


         “Is that part of the
contract?” Lydia wondered if there was a part she had mis-read and started to
sweat at the thought of having to take up permanent residence in Jack’s house.


         “No,” he replied. “It
isn’t. I just… thought you might like to stay?” and he looked into her grey
eyes as she turned, still seated on his lap, the mess of their fucking smeared
over his legs.


         “Well, I don’t have
anything to wear,” Lydia smiled. “So I won’t be getting a cab home.”


         “Brown will get you
something,” Jack waved his hand dismissively. “But I wasn’t thinking you’d need
pyjamas tonight,” and his hands toyed playfully with Lydia’s public hair,
turning it into a tiny Mohawk.


         Lydia considered. She
had read up on sub and dom relationships, and she was aware that romantic
attraction often ruined the sexual element of those attachments. Still, the way
Jack held her now was so peaceful and so relaxing, she could have stayed there
all night, even with the wetness of his semen dripping out of her. It was a
curious existence, both sexual and removed from the world.


         “Sure,” she heard
herself saying. “I’ll stay.”


 


*


 


In the large bath, the young woman felt her wounded bottom wincing through
the heat of the water. She had had a good look at herself in the full-length
mirror, and was amazed at the red, angry slash-like marks across her buttocks.
She was also amazed at how much she liked the look of them, and how much she
had been turned on as the memory of the pleasurable heat and pain had rushed
back to her mind. She loved looking at the marks and was almost sorry when the
bath was full and she could soak some of the pain away.


         Jack knocked at the
door and she hesitated before calling:


         “Come in?”


         Jack entered, carting a
tray with grapes, cheese and a glass of wine on it. He pulled up a chair and
balanced the tray across it. “For you,” he said, and then looked somewhat
uneasy as if unsure he should stay.


         “Aren’t you having
anything?” she asked, reaching for a piece of cheese.


         “I never eat after
fucking,” he said, leaning against the tiled wall. “That’s why I’m so thin.”


         “Har har,” Lydia
snorted, biting into the rich slice of cheese. It was delicious. “Maybe I
should start doing that.”


         “Absolutely not, I
forbid it,” Jack snapped, frowning severely. “You must stay as you are –
toned, but curvy. You make an ideal submissive – I shall miss breaking
you in.”


         “What do you mean? Are
you giving me away?” Lydia nearly choked on a grape.


         “I mean,” her dom said
with a grin. “Your initiation is nearly over, and we must draw up a new
contract for the next stage of your relationship, should you wish to continue
it” Jack’s eyebrows rose and he folded his arms.


         Lydia considered. There
was pain, yes, but there was pain in every relationship, and perhaps this
physical pain was easier to bear than an emotional one. Jack was handsome, rich
and gave her mind-blowing orgasms, but he enjoyed hitting her with sticks and
who knows what else was to come? Her nipples peaked at the memory of those
biting clamps.


         “I… What would happen
to me? Would I change?” she wondered out loud.


         “You already have,”
Jack answered softly. “Forever, and you always will be this new person. Can you
feel it in you? The joy of my forbidden world? I want to swim in those waters
with you, Lydia. You are a beautiful submissive, and I want to show you the
limits of what pleasure can be,” he leant on the bath with his forearms to
their heads were nearly touching. “Will you?”


      Lydia looked into those deepest of deep
blue eyes and fell into them; fell into the waters of BDSM and drowned. “Yes…”
she whispered, taking her life into her own hands and planting a kiss onto Jack
Riding’s perfect cupids’ bow mouth. She froze in the act, horrified that she,
as a sub would do something so dominant, and then she felt him begin to kiss
her back…
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Book 3: Bound To
Fall




 


 


Chapter One


 


As Lydia Westwood locked lips with Jack Riding, she felt something shift
in their relationship. Although they had fucked each other, there had always
been an underlying note of fear in Lydia’s belly when they met outside of the
decorated room in Jack’s house. But now, naked in the bathtub, kissing the
handsome man she called her dom, those tiny, final threads of fear unravelled
and disappeared down the plughole. She felt free.


 


Jack broke the kiss and stared hard at his submissive woman, who stared
back not defiantly, just searchingly. The man’s eyebrows twitched and he seemed
to come to some internal decision.


         “There are hot towels
on the drying rack,” he said, nodding at the heated coil mounted on the wall.
He stood and smiled politely before closing the bathroom door behind him.


         Alone in the water,
Lydia badly wanted to giggle and dipped her sensual lips under the water to
hide her smile from the room. It had been a risk, but unless Jack was doing
extremely well as hiding his disapproval, she was not in any sort of trouble.
She had a small victory, and she was willing to play for more, as long as she
could stay attached to her dom as a willing, pleasurable and useful submissive
woman. She smiled in her watery world and dipped her long, dark hair under the
water. Her sex was still open from the night’s activities and she tested the
flesh with a finger. Still responsive, and yet… pleasuring herself now felt
like cheating, and she wondered where she was to sleep that night; her first
night in the house of her dom. It was so exciting she shivered, despite the
warmth of the water. She was eager to be out now, and pulled the plug.


 


*


 


Jack’s butler, Brown was waiting for the young woman on the landing when
she appeared in the black silk kimono Jack had left for her. The fabrics in
Jack’s house were luxurious – fluffy towels that seemed to be made of
clouds, and a silk wrap that clung to Lydia’s every softness, emphasising her
breasts and making her waist seem ever more defined and sexual.


         “This way, Miss,” Brown
lead the way across the long landing, past the room with the BDSM equipment,
and to a nondescript white door, which he knocked upon.


         “Come in,” came Jack’s
voice, and Brown went in first to announce Lydia.


         “Miss Westwood, sir.”


         “Very good, Brown, you
may lock up for the night,” Jack was wearing a similar robe in dark blue to
match his eyes, and was sitting in a comfortable-looking, squashy chair,
reading an e-reader with a mystified look on his face.


         “Thank you, sir,” and
with a polite nod, the butler closed the bedroom door and his footsteps could
be heard padding down the stairs.


         “Thank you for this,”
Lydia said, indicating the robe. Jack nodded, rising from the easy chair he had
been sitting in. He put the reader down and ran a hand over his dark blonde
head.


         “It suits you,” he
replied, coming closer to her. “Turn for me?” it was a question, not a demand,
and Lydia pirouetted girlishly, making the robe fan out like a skirt. Jack
laughed and embraced her. He smelled of fresh washing and that untouchable
manly smell that is somewhere between sweat and aftershave, yet neither of the
two. Lydia rested her dark head on his shoulder and closed her eyes. Their
earlier scene had tired her more than she realised and she longed to sleep
against this man – to have him hold her and wake up with him in the
morning together.


         Jack must have read her
mind. “Shall you sleep with me?” he asked.


         Lydia nodded. “Yes… I’m
totally fucked,” she looked up, grinning. “Ok, poor choice of words, maybe.”


         “Very apt, I’d say,”
Jack said, taking her hand. “You have been totally fucked, as have I. Sleep
now, and then we shall resume later.”


         “Resume?” Lydia stood
as jack pulled the heavy cover back for her to slide into bed.


         “Our scene,” he said,
undoing his robe at the waist. “And I have a special event for us to take part
in tomorrow.”


         “What’s that?” Lydia
felt nervous at the mention of an ‘event’.


         “We’re going to a club,
my club,” Jack explained, dropping his robe to the ground. Lydia fought to keep
her eyes on his face and not his toned body.


         “A BDSM club?”


         “Of course,” he said,
climbing into the bed. Lydia undid her robe and frowned a little.


         “Will I have to… do
anything?”


         “I hope eventually
you’ll take part of your own accord,” he yawned. “However tomorrow night is
simply for observation, and for you to complete your initiation,” he smiled, as
she climbed, naked into the large bed.


         “What will I see?” she
asked.


         “Oh, it is an ordinary
night, tomorrow,” he said, turning the bedside lamp off. “Nothing too unusual,
and I must ask you to remain silent at all times – I’ll remind you of
this later as well. It is a written rule about such events.”


         “And I don’t have to do
anything?” she asked again.


         “Not if you don’t want
to,” he said. “However, if the urge to participate in a scene takes you, you
may ask my permission to join,” and he turned to rest in the spoon position
with Lydia in front of him, wrapped in his strong arms. Arms that not three
hours ago had been striking her with a belt, and then holding her down and
fucking her, were now gentle, warm and comforting.


         Lydia pressed her back
against Jack’s front, feeling the softness of his flaccid cock against the
crease of her buttocks that still stung from their beating. It was a moment of
silence in the noise of their relationship, but as she fell asleep, Lydia could
not help but look forward to what the following night would bring.


 


 


 


Chapter Two


 


The next evening, Lydia came out of the en suite to find a designer
dress hanging on the full-length mirror, the tags having been carefully snipped
out. She caught Jack’s eye and he nodded at the garment.


“For me?” she asked, taking it down, still swinging on the hanger.


         “Of course,” Jack’s
dark blue eyes crinkled with a smile as Lydia gaped at the dress. “Is it the
sort of thing you like?”


         “Like it? It’s fucking
gorgeous!” Lydia put the hanger over her head and checked how it looked on her.
She realised she was being terribly domestic and tried to lift it back over her
head. The coat-hanger hook stuck in her hair.


         “Try not to rush what
you do,” Jack said, untwisting her hair from the hook. “Tonight is special to
your initiation and rushing will not help matters,” he surveyed his submissive.
“Will you wear that dress tonight?” he asked.


         “Try and stop me,” she
answered, trying to decide between two designers who called the dress their own
the most. She was about to ask, and thank Jack for the gift, but when she
turned, he had vanished.


Privacy? That’s hardly necessary, she thought,
starting to change. Her hair and makeup she had had done that day at a
department store. She felt very glamorous – a far cry from her days
wearing basketball trainers and jeans.


         The glittery and yet
subtle black dress fit her a little tighter than she ordinarily have liked, but
she supposed it was part and parcel of the BDSM club uniform, and wasn’t sure
if a dress code would include her usual attire. The dress clung to her breasts
and hips like some sort of silken embrace.


Lydia checked her hair and makeup a final time, her hands shaking a
little as she dabbed Vaseline on her lips.


Try and relax, woman, she told herself. He’s
not put you in danger before, and I doubt he will now. She trotted over the
landing in her heels and descended the stairway to find Jack Riding waiting for
her, pacing the doorway. His grey dress suit had a subtle hint of black
pinstripe in it, as if subconsciously matching her own dark dress. He was not
wearing a tie with his black shirt.


         “Lovely,” he said
uncertainly as she got to the foot of the stairs. “Very appropriate,” he nodded
and Lydia felt slightly put out. “Ready?” and the two of them got into the
waiting car, which sped off into the night.


         “So, where exactly are
we going?” she asked, watching the London scenery, lights and tourists flash
past.


         “I’d rather not
disclose the exact location, until you are a member,” Jack said curtly. Lydia
looked out of the window. It was a disappointing answer, but then, Jack seemed
more on edge than usual – was there more to this club than he was letting
on?


         The black car finally
pulled up outside another row of terraces – this part of London Lydia had
never been to before, but she recognised it as being around the NW1 area, and
tried to get her bearings.


         “Have I been here
before?” she asked.


         “Possilby,” he
answered. “It is a popular area of the city, after all. However, if you do
realise where you are, please refrain from announcing it to the world – I
don’t want to have you silenced,” he looked at her sternly and Lydia wondered
if he was joking. 


         Jack trotted up the
steps to the large black door of one of the houses. He rang the bell once,
twice, three times and looked impatient that it was not answered immediately.
After several moments, a man answered the door. He was wearing the plainest
black suit Lydia had ever seen and looked incredibly bored.


         “Yes? Can I help you?”
he sighed.


         “John Riding and
partner,” Jack said without batting an eyelid. Lydia looked at him. John?


         “And why are you here,
ringing my bell, exactly?” the man at the door answered as if considering
reporting them to the police.


         “We’re here for the
night” Jack snapped, as if the conversation was not worth his time. The
bored-looking man nodded and opened the door just wide enough for Jack and
Lydia to squeeze through individually. The young woman was tempted to reach for
the hand of her dom, but something about the nature of the building, the
doorman’s attitude and Jack’s responses told her she had to be on her best
submissive behaviour. As they were shown in, she whispered to him:


         “John?”


         “It’s my legal name…
Jack is short for John,” he explained, looking amused at her question.


         “Then why not be John
all the time?” she murmured as she hung up her coat in the communal wardrobe.
Lydia noticed there was an array of fur and other expensive coats hanging
there.


         “Because I’m not John.
I’m Jack, and always have been,” came the answer, and their whispers were
interrupted by a piercing laugh from somewhere in the house.


         Looking around, Lydia
saw that the inside of the house was dark, compared to Jack’s light,
minimalist, modern home. On the floor, polished wooden floorboards were covered
in rugs that had seen many feet – they were worn to patches in several
places and Lydia thought they looked rather shabby and unkempt. She wanted to
leave.


         “This way, if you
please,” the man bowed slightly and led them through a room to the right of the
hall. Lydia stepped into a surprisingly large room, around the size of Jack’s
lower floor, and she wondered if the house was simply three terraces all
knocked together to form one large residence, only accessible from the central
door. It seemed likely, and she made a note to ask Jack about it later. The
room was oval shaped, with as many different kinds of chairs as one could
imagine spread about, leaving a circle of seating-free space in the centre,
like a makeshift amphitheatre.


This theatre of sorts was full of people, who turned to check out the
latest arrivals into the fold. Lydia saw there were people of all descriptions.
Many of them, like Lydia and Jack were wearing suits and dresses as though off
to the West End, or for a delicious meal. Some, on the other hand, had draped
themselves over the leather armchairs; chaise lounges and dining chairs in
jeans and shirts that looked a little worse for wear. Lydia wondered how they
had got past the man at the door. Looking further about, Lydia could see that
one of two couples were wearing constricting and tight-looking leather and PVC
outfits. They left very little to the imagination, and Lydia’s eyes widened as
she noticed one woman was completely naked.


Jack gave her a little gentle push on the small of her back, and Lydia’s
feet started walking mechanically, allowing herself to be steered by the man.
As the two of them wandered into the room, Jack led the way to a powder-blue,
vacant chaise lounge. Lydia saw several pairs of eager and curious eyes skating
over their bodies, with more than a twinkle in some eyes directed at Jack.


 



 

 


Chapter Three


 


 So how often does he come here? Lydia wondered as she
settled on the long, soft, sofa-like chair. How many of these women has he…
her thoughts trailed off unpleasantly, making her stomach churn. She knew that
jack prided himself on ‘breaking in’ new people to ‘his world’; the world of
BDSM, so there was no way she was going to be his first, of last anything. It
was a sad and distressing thought, and she wondered how many others had shared
his bed the way she did last night. She forced a smile onto her face as Jack
frowned at her.


         “You look sick,” he
said in little more than a whisper.


         “Just nervous, I’ll be
alright,” she murmured back. “There are a lot of people… I’m not a big fan of
being stared at,” and she took a glass of champagne that the suited man was
offering round. Jack did the same.


         “Yes, but the audience
is a necessity,” he explained. “Without it, this would be a mere peep-show.
Instead, we are here to learn, to see and to gain,” he said gently, taking her
hand in his. “We are observers tonight.”


         “Tonight? So you
usually..?” the question was out before she could stop herself, and she raised
a hand to her lips as though she could force the words back in.


         “Participate?” Jack
stared in the middle distance and took a long sip of his drink. “I have on
occasion – ” Jack’s answer was interrupted by seven massive, resonating
claps that stilled conversation and raised expectation. In the centre of the
room, a small woman in a red dress was standing atop a chair, gaining
attention. The drinkers and audience-makers gave her their full attention and
she smiled with a heavily lipsticked mouth.


         “Ladies, gentlemen,
doms, subs, pets and others, welcome,” she said in a loud, clear voice. There
was a strange accent to it that Lydia could not place. “Tonight is a night of
patience, obedience and contract. It has been decided by myself that the
safeword tonight is Umbrella,” she looked at each guest, checking
they understood what that meant. “As always, there are those reluctant to play
a part either due to instructions, disgrace or indifference. Those who refuse
will not be pursued,” she said slowly, allowing the message to sink in. “It was
drawn in last week’s ballot that the initiator of the games tonight will be our
friend Mr. John Riding,” she looked straight at Jack with a grin and Lydia’s
world lurched. Jack’s face, however, remained emotionless.


         “Umbrella,” he said in
such a bored voice Lydia wasn’t even sure he had spoken. She looked at him and
his mouth twitched the tiniest amount, as the lady in the red dress turned away
from him as though he had disappeared.


         “The ballot’s draw
calls Nick Greenwood to initiate the games,” she briskly turned to a tall,
blonde man who sat alone.


         “Really? Well, in that
case,” he stood and removed his suit jacket, “On with the show,” he replied in
a northern accent. The woman clapped once again and Nick entered the empty
circle. His eyes roamed the audience as if undressing them all, one by one.
Lydia spotted the naked woman having her cunt stroked by the man she was
sitting next to and wondered if Jack was about to do the same to her.


         “You,” Nick pointed at
a young woman with flaming red hair. She looked at the man she was sitting next
to, who nodded and pushed her lightly towards the stage. She stood, smiling and
went to stand in front of Nick, her skirt sashaying as she walked. Nick nodded
and ordered the woman to undress. As she did so, playing to her audience by
turning her de-robing into a striptease, Nick went to a large box on the edge
of the stage and took out several solid restraints. He also indicated to a man
that he would like a large pommel-horse style table moving to the centre of the
stage. This was all complete by the time the young woman turned around,
displaying her pale bottom with its peachy flesh to the world.


         “Her name is Jenny,”
Jack whispered to Lydia, who jumped slightly as the sound of his voice. She was
becoming aroused by the image of the naked young woman, and more so when Nick
hurriedly removed his own clothes and knelt to lock Jenny’s feet into a solid
restraint bar, similar to one she had been locked into only days ago.


         “Ours are much better
quality,” Jack nodded at the restraint bar and sat up to see a little better as
jenny was encouraged to rest her stomach against the green, padded bench. The
redhead was leant over just enough for the audience to see a glimpse of her
pink sex, but not enough… Lydia heard sexual moans coming from the people
around her, and she wondered how many were wanking themselves and each other
over this beautiful, submissive woman. Nick tied Jenny’s hands down, so she was
well and truly stuck bent over, and then looked into the audience again.


         “You,” he said,
pointing to a tall, spiky-haired woman, who rose with a grin. There was a
murmur of approval in the audience, and Lydia felt a thrill of something she
had not experienced before.


         “Her name is Moira,”
Jack said, tracing Lydia’s ear with his nose. “She is a dominant woman, but
chooses to be submissive occasionally, for the right partner,” he put his arm
around Lydia who felt as if she could melt pressed against him.


         Moira flung off her
skater dress to reveal a PVC bra and panties set. There was a strangeness to
her underwear, and Lydia wondered what it could be until Nick approached Moira
with a dildo in his hand and clicked it into the attachment on the front of
Moira’s crotch.


         Lydia’s mind was blown
away by the image of this tall, sensual and beautiful woman, whose breasts
fought against their PVC trappings, now equipped with a cock longer than any
mans, and wide enough to make any woman squeal.


         “As you will,” Nick
gestured towards Jenny and Moira walked towards the prone young woman and
promptly smacked her across the legs with the false cock. Jenny squealed and
raised her bottom in the air, asking for more. Moira struck her again with the
prosthesis, thrusting her hips to complete the movement. Lydia felt a new
wetness spring from her, and she longed to be part of the scene, if only for a
moment. As if sensing her need, Jack pressed a cupped hand onto her crotch and
squeezed, pleasuring Lydia’s clitoris just as Moira took hold of the dildo and
got ready to enter the bucking young woman’s open and wet cunt.


 



 


 

Chapter Four


 


Lydia gasped out loud as Moira slipped inside the woman, inch by inch.
Jenny moaned and bucked her hips as the cock stretched her out and widened her
sex beyond what a natural dick could do. It took a few minutes, but at last
Moira’s false cock was deeply buried inside Jenny. Then, she began to fuck her.
Slow, deliberate strokes at first, and then the speed picked up, making the
red-haired woman gasp and plead for release on her clit. Moira kindly reached
around to touch it and Jenny squealed with pleasure again. Then, before the
climax could come, Moira withdrew her weapon and stood back so show the
audience just how open, how wide the submissive woman was.


         Nick, who had been
observing up to this point, pointed to another man who nearly fell over in his
eagerness to get to the stage. Jenny was helped to a standing position by Moira
and Nick, and then held still as Nick slipped effortlessly into her open cunt
from behind. The second man, whose crew-cut shone in the glow of the lamps, had
only just kicked off his clothing before he, too, entered the woman. Jenny’s
cunt was so open, so deep from Moira’s cock that two real ones slipped inside
her easily. She moaned as the two men moved together inside her, and seemed to
have no trouble gaining pleasure from this double penetration.


         Lydia was wet, pulsing
and hot with desire. She had never seen anything like it, and was fascinated.
She would have gladly traded places with the red-haired woman. Jack seemed to
sense her need, and pulled her open his lap, fiddled with his trouser fly and
hiked up her skirt.


         “What-” she started to
say, before noticing that all around them, the audience were fucking each other
to one degree or another, and that only a few people were still intently
watching Jenny being fucked by two cocks at once.


         She raised herself up
and pierced herself on Jack’s cock, taking in all of him at once. He moaned
softly in her ear, and Lydia kept her eyes on the trembling, groaning Jenny,
matching her movements to those of her partners’, imagining the stretch, the
feeling of being so full of those two men, what must it be like? Lydia rode
Jack hard, his hand pinching her nipples to frozen raspberry peaks, painfully
twisting them so she fucked him harder in response. She had no shame.


         Jenny’s legs began to
tremble, and Lydia knew the woman was close to her climax. If she could, she
wanted to come with her, to feel, by proxy, the fullness of having two inside
her rather than one- in the same passage, their dicks rubbing together; their
heads touching in some sort of secret kiss reserved only for double
penetration. Lydia fingered her own clit and felt her cunt contract as Jenny
moaned and writhed against her joint partners, whose ejaculations splattered
over the floor as Jenny’s cunt was filled to overflowing.


         Lydia orgasmed
silently, feeling Jack biting her shoulder through her dress, and realising he
had come, too. There was a stillness to the room, now. The fucking had stopped.


         How many orgasms
just happened here? Lydia wondered, looking at the dishevelled hair, the
red faces and Jenny being released from her restraints and high-fived by Moira,
still wearing the imposing-looking prick. Lydia turned her head and felt Jack
kissing her neck.


         How did this become
my life? She thought, and smiled as she remembered what Jack had said…


         “You are changed
already…” Well, he was right, and she wouldn’t dream of going back now.
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Book 4: Bound
Forever




 


Chapter One


 


 


Lydia had spent the last few days debating with herself. She had had the
month of a lifetime with Jack Riding, and still her mind was in a whirl. She
had had sex in public, been spanked and whipped until she bled, been ordered to
walk around all day with a vibrating bullet inside her and been chained to
almost every object in Jack’s house. And then had come the event, two nights
ago. She had been bound, mercilessly, to a St Andrew’s Cross and Jack was
selecting further tools from the display on the wall of the room.


         It was an assortment of
whips, canes, chains, straps, paddles and more. The man with the dark blonde
hair and deep blue eyes had his back to Lydia when he said:


         “How would you feel
about losing the restraints, tonight?” It was a question designed to sound
aloof, but it came across as though he had practiced it many times in the mirror
before asking it aloud to his submissive woman.


         Lydia’s hands and feet
were spread-eagled to hold her legs and body open, but she lifted her head and
frowned at Jack’s muscular back. “I’m sorry?” she said.


         “I’ve been
considering,” he went on, “allowing you time to forget the power of the
restraints, for a while, and using only my voice to discipline you,” he turned
and gazed at the young woman, whose flesh was so on display.


         “Whatever you want,”
she replied, feeling this was the right answer. Jack’s face softened slightly
and his mouth twitched.


         “Good,” he said,
walking towards her. “I think we might use the White Room, tonight.”


         “The White Room?” Lydia
shifted her weight as her ankle straps were undone. Jack’s blonde hair brushed
her sex as he knelt to unbuckle her.


         “I… keep it for special
occasions,” Jack said, standing back for Lydia to wrap the pale grey Kimono he
had bought her around herself. She stood uncertainly, as if waiting to be told
more, and then followed with a frown as Jack lead the way over the landing, to
the attic-latch, which he pulled down easily to reveal a small retractable
staircase.


         “Up there?” she asked,
trying to see what the final, secret room of Jack’s house contained.


         “Yes,” he said, putting
one shoeless foot on the first stair. “You will come?” he started to ascend and
Lydia felt she had little choice  but to walk up after him into the gloom.
Luckily, the attic room had some sort of sensor lighting that glowed into life
as Jack reached the top of the steps. Lydia reached the top quickly, and her
bare feet touched the amazingly soft carpet first, then her eyes adjusted to
the light and she saw the beauty of the White Room.


         It was aptly named, for
everything in the room was either white, cream or very pale shades that seemed
to disappear if you didn’t concentrate on them for long enough. There was a
sense of calm about the attic room – unlike the deep blue room where
Lydia had experienced so much pain, sensory deprivation and pleasure. She
looked about her, taking in the bed covered in soft white throws and furs; the
sheer white walls with empty pictures frames hanging upon it; the white chest
of drawers that seemed to have walked straight tout of the Regency era. It was
a room is tranquillity, and yet the way Jack was staring at her… She looked at
him, questioningly and he took a deep breath.


         “I am, as you are
aware, a dominant man,” he said matter-of-factly. “And the room you have
previously experienced is the one I inhabit for all but a few moments in my
life… that when I change my role, from dominant to submissive,” he looked at
her to gauge her reaction, and Lydia’s mouth opened in surprise.


         “You… you said you
never switched roles,” she said breathlessly.


         “And that remains the
image I want to portray to the world,” he said.


         “So… you switch? In
this room, you are submissive?”


         “Yes… miss,” he
said, drawing out the last world to highlight the implications for her. Lydia
paused, considering the role. No doubt those drawers and chests contained the
equipment necessary for subduing Jack Riding, but she had never used them on
another person, and she doubted her efficiency to complete her role.


         “Who… who knows about
this room?” she said, walking away from Jack and towards the soft bed.


         “Only you, and one
other woman, from a few years ago,” Jack put his hands behind his back and
stood a little straighter. “Why?”


         “Because I want to be
ale to do this right,” she said, picking up a throw and fondling it idly. “For
both of us.”


         “Then, you would need
some time to consider it?”


         “Yes… if I may?”


         “Here, miss, you
are in charge, so if you decree yourself to need a few days to consider, you
are at liberty to give yourself those days,” he answered, smiling.


         “Then, in that case, I
shall give you my decision by the end of the week,” she said, getting back to
her bare feet and heading for the attic staircase. She paused, one foot on the
step, and decided to try something…


         “Downstairs, now,”
she snapped, and Jack raced down the staircase as fast as he could move, a grin
playing on his perfect lips. Lydia smirked to herself. Maybe she could do this,
after all…


 


 


Chapter Two


 


Lydia made her decision that day, and sent Jack a text message to let
him know what his options were:


 


         The White Room
tonight, or never. L x


 


         She debated over the
‘x’ for a while before adding it anyway. Jacks’ kisses were always rough,
exploratory, and with grasping hands and pushing tongues. She had never had a
peck on the cheek or a sweet kiss on the lips from her dom, and so the addition
of the kiss at the end of the message seemed slightly odd. She was still worrying
about it when the reply came in:


 


         Of course, Miss. J


 


         Ah, so he was
already calling her by her new name. ‘Miss’ seemed very fitting, for she was
not a mature woman ready to be called ‘Madam’ or ‘Mistress’, and she did not
yet consider Jack to be her slave. Instead, it was a genuine switch, with both
of them keenly aware of how their roles had been before. Lydia was considering
what to wear when her phone beeped again:


         X.


 


         She stared at the
single letter, sitting demurely beneath Jack’s previous message, as though it
had escaped from the line before. Was it a phone error? Why would he send ‘x’
so separately? She stared at the tiny symbol for several minutes, feeling her
stomach churning at the myriad of implications. Frustrated that the ‘x’ did not
give up its secrets, she put her device down and began choosing a garment for
the night ahead. It was, she hoped, going to be a learning curve and amazing
experience.


 


*


 


She was picked up by Jack’s chauffeur and taken straight to the house.
The streets of the city were clear, and there was a threat of rain in the air.
The smell of night permeated everything, and heightened her anticipation.


         “Here we are, miss,”
the chauffeur pulled up outside and Lydia felt a thrill at the word ‘miss’
although he had called her it many times. She thanked the driver, got out of
the vehicle and made her way to the door, which opened before she could knock.


         “Good evening, miss,”
Brown took her coat as usual and Lydia started to wonder if the man in Jack’s
employment had always called her ‘miss’. It did seem to be emphasised this
evening, or was she simply paranoid?


         “Is Mr. Riding in?” she
asked.


         “He is upstairs, miss.”


         “Thank you. I’ll take
breakfast at the usual time,” she said, aware that she was being rude, but her
nerves were on edge and she couldn’t stop herself from turning her nose up a
little. Brown was going to spend the night watching re-runs and eating pizza on
his bed, while she was going to dominate a man who had previously clamped her
nipples, slapped her raw and made her go shopping with him whilst wearing a
vibrating butt-plug. The phrase ‘just desserts’ popped into her mind, but she
dismissed it. This was not a punishment, it was a reversal of the norm, and
that was frightening, worrying and exciting all at the same time.


         The attic steps were
down already, and she climbed them up into The White Room. There was the man
himself – Jack Riding, every woman’s dream. With his dark blue eyes,
dirty blonde hair and muscular frame; he was, in many ways, the ideal man.
Except for his immersion into the world of BDSM, and his total commitment to
this dark mistress of sex. For anyone else, he might have been undesirable, but
when Lydia looked at him, she felt her chest pound, her sex clench and her mind
become blank.


         She fought to rearrange
her features into a semi-smile and deliberately looked him up and down. She was
pleased to see Jack’s fists were clenched a little, and his legs were restless
as he stood in the centre of the room.


         “Get undressed,” Lydia
said firmly, wanting to waste no time. Jack immediately undid his tie,
unbuttoned his shirt and began stripping his trousers off. Lydia simply stood
and looked at him, feeling very tall in her highest high heels. Jack’s chest
was revealed as he stripped – that small patchy of downy hair on his
breast bone was a darker shade of blonde than his hair, as was the tempting
trail that ran from his navel down to his crotch. Lydia longed to run her hands
through it, but knew this was not the time. She picked up his discarded tie and
went behind the still, standing man and tied his hands together with the silk
necktie. He flinched as she pulled his arms into position, and jumped when she
unexpectedly slapped him on his buttocks.


         “Stand still,” she
snapped, slapping him again. Jack nodded silently, and did so as Lydia warmed
her hands on his backside, hitting him with more force than she had originally
intended to… Jack seemed to be bearing the pain, though, and when Lydia walked
around to his front, she saw he was sporting a large and ready erection. She
wanted to grab it, suck it and spear herself on it, but she kept herself
waiting, and went to the chest of drawers to see what lay within them.


         She opened the top
drawer to find row after row of clamps, clips, plugs, bullets and paddles with
metal studs. She selected one and walked towards her man, the paddle in plain
sight. Jack’s eyes widened as she approached, and behind the submissive
exterior, Lydia could see excitement and lust.


 



 

Chapter Three


 


She struck the flesh of Jack’s thigh with the paddle and he gasped,
turning his handsome face to stare at her in disbelief. She leaned over and
struck the other thigh, delighted when Jack’s cock twitched. She was determined
to draw some pre-cum from it and so went for his buttocks this time, using the
flat, leather paddle to make him rise onto his toes, his hands still tightly
bound behind his back.


         “Stand still!” she
said, pulling him down. Jack’s ankles crashed onto the carpet, making him
wobble over. “You do – not – stand – on – your –
toes!” she said, striking him in every word. Jack’s knees shook from the blows,
and Lydia was delighted to see a single droplet of moisture on the pink top of
his cock. She knelt down and delicately licked it off, tasting the heat and
salt of her man.


         Jack looked at her,
surprise and pain in his eyes, and then even more lust as Lydia gave his cock a
long, drawn-out lick. She stood, stroking his cock with the leather paddle for
a moment, and then flung it to the ground. Jack’s legs were covered in bright
red rectangles of pain, and the skin was broken in a few places.


         Lydia was overcome with
what she was doing. She had enjoyed dominating him, but the sight of his wounds
was making her feel as though she were melting inside, and now she only wanted
to give him pleasure, albeit not in an ordinary way. She put her hands on her
hips and stood with her legs apart, feeling her wetness against her knickers.


         “Get on the bed,” she
said, “and raise your arms above your head.”


         Jack made for the bed
without argument, climbing up awkwardly without using his hands, and kneeling
on the mattress, staring with a half-smile at his dominant woman.


         “I said – with
your hands above your head!” she gave him a push on his sculpted chest so he
fell backwards, his arms in a tangle above his dark blonde head. “Don’t defy me
now,” Lydia said dangerously, untying his hands a little so she had enough
slack to tie them again, above Jack’s head, to the painted white, barred
headboard. Jack had gooseflesh all over his arms, and the patches of dark
blonde in his arm pits were standing on end.


         Lydia made sure he was secure
before climbing off the throw-covered bed and starting to undress herself. Off
went the tight, clinging dress, into a heap on the floor. Then went the bra,
revealing her full breasts. She wore no panties, only a suspender belt from
which she had clipped a pair of dark, semi-opaque nylons that seemed to stretch
her legs and make them go on forever. He high heels were shining black, and the
beautiful young woman could see Jack’s eyes roaming over her, taking in
everything from her shining hair to her rounded buttocks, and everything in
between. She kept her shoes on, and climbed back onto the bed, straddling Jack
between her thighs, his erection held teasingly in the crease between her
buttocks.


         “Jack…” she said,
staring at his desperate face.


         “Yes, Miss?” he said,
biting his lip and she wriggled her bottom against his erection.


         “Is this really what
you wanted?” she felt safe in asking him, and not even fearful for their
relationship. In the White Room, she felt safe enough to say or to ask
anything. And she knew the questions were coming.


         “Yes… Miss, I do want
this,” Jack said, looking straight into her eyes.


         “You want me to fuck
you? Or you want me to beat you? Or you want me to be with you?” she asked,
guiding Jack’s cock down past her buttocks to rest, pressing tantalisingly at
the entrance to her sex. She held herself in position. One movement and he
would slip inside her. Her own wetness was desperate to draw him in, but she
resisted as he considered her question.


         “I… want you to beat
me, as you have,” he answered, gasping as Lydia dipped her hips and tasted the
tip of his cock inside her for barely a moment. “I want you to fuck me, most
certainly…” he sighed as the young woman dipped her hips again and took just
his glans inside her.


         Lydia moaned quietly to
herself at the sensation. Jack’s glans were hot and ready – he could
probably come just like this, and the feeling pressed her in all the right
places – her g-spot was ready, loving the pressure on it, but she
withdrew him again, not yet ready for the whole of him.


         “And… do you want to be
with me?” she said breathlessly. “Because, sir, I am afraid that I can no
longer simply fuck you. Or beat you. Or spend time with you, because,” and she
impaled herself on Jack’s cock, taking the whole of the large shaft inside
herself, feeling him pushing on her cervix; her wet cunt swallowing him and
fluttering over his hardness deliciously. “Because, I think I have… fallen for
you!” she gasped, beginning to move her hips against the welcome intrusion.


         Jack’s arms resisted
against his bonds for a moment, trying to get loose as Lydia rose and fell on
top of him, taking him completely inside her until she could fit no more of him
within her.


         “Fallen… for?” he tried
to splutter; distracted by the waves of pleasure Lydia was drawing. “Me?” he
tried to gain eye contact with her, but failed as she began bucking her hips,
grinding her clitoris against his pelvic bone, and approaching her own climax.


         “Yes! Yes, yes, yes!”
she touched herself briefly with one finger and her resistance broke down. She
came gushingly, wetting her man’s thighs with the proof of her pleasure. Jack
also roared in victory as a hot injection of semen hit Lydia’s cervix and
spilled, over flowingly out of her and onto the submissive and spent Jack.


         She withdrew him from
her, and without saying another word, untied his hands and lay, half-dreaming
on the white bed, next to the man whose eyes were open, and yet unseeing.


 


 


Chapter Four


 


“Did you mean what you said?” Jack’s words woke Lydia out of her doze
and she looked up at him. Jack was sitting up, the tie still around one wrist,
him face impassive.


         “Why?” she asked,
thinking if this was to be the end, she was going to let her true character
shine through. No more games.


         “Because no one has
ever said that to me before,” he answered, looking sadder than she knew he
could.


         “Never?” she asked,
sitting up herself, feeling her clitoris still throbbing.


         “I… I am an unlovable
man,” he said, “I have needs and cravings that cannot be met through a simple
relationship. Sexually, I require different things, as well as not enjoying
dating, or that pointless phase of ‘getting to know’ someone.”


         “So you have never had
a long-term relationship?”


         “Only with my subs,” he
said with a wry smile, “but I am aware that that doesn’t necessarily ‘count’,
especially when they find someone else in a club. They always move on,” he said
sadly.


         “I haven’t moved on,”
Lydia pointed out.


         “And I expected you to,
after our club visits,” he said, looking at her. “You have many admirers.”


         “So do you,” she said.


         “That is proof that a
false reputation is as good as one founded on truth,” he said bitterly. “I am
not even a regular attendee at the club… they just seem to assume that this air
of inhospility and the way I refuse to take part in things is all because I get
my thrills from places they can’t imagine.”


         “Then why do you go?”


         “Because it’s the only
place I can spend even a little time with those who share my dark passion,” he
answered, looking at Lydia’s naked, post-sex body, which had the flush of
pleasure still evident on her chest. She reached for her face and he did not
flinch away as she ran her cool fingers over it, feelings the tiny start of
stubble on his jaw.


         “What if you shared it
with me?” she asked. “This past month… has been the best… most pleasurable time
I’ve ever spent, and I didn’t expect to be saying that about a time when
there’s been a great deal of pain, torment and humiliation,” she smiled. “But
it really has. It’s been wonderful,” she turned his face towards his and
reached up to kiss him. He did not resist.


         In Lydia’s mind, it
would always be their ‘first kiss’. It was like two teenagers in a bedroom,
trying to figure out what fit, and what worked. Their mouths moved to try and
find a comfortable fit, and tongues stayed firmly behind teeth. Jack’s lips
took a moment to soften, as though he did not want to kiss back, but when they
did, he was gentle and tender in a way that Lydia had not known before. It
lasted less than half a minute, but when they broke apart, Lydia felt something
inside herself slip, and she knew she could not put it back together.


         The next second, Jack’s
hands were either side of her head, pushing her back down onto the softness of
the bed, kissing gently and softly as though she were the most precious glass object
in the word. Their nakedness pressed together, and Lydia felt her nipples
contract and harden against Jack’s chest. It was a moment of love-making,
rather than fucking, and Lydia knew it was an important test of both herself
and her man.


         She responded by
opening her legs to him and guiding inside his already re-erect cock. He
slipped in easily, wetting himself with the juices of their last session, and
began to slide in and out of her smoothly, stroking the walls of her vagina
with exactly the right amount of pressure. Lydia raised her hips and stuffed a
throw beneath them to raise them, allowing Jack to guide himself deep inside
her, further than when she rode him, so their pelvises touched and he could go
no further – pressing the head of his cock against Lydia’s cervix. Her
wet and ready sex fluttered and trembled over him, ready for an assault of
pleasure that kept on coming with every stroke.


         Lydia readies herself
for a second climax, feeling her sex contracting rhythmically as it approached.
Jack has his face buried against her shoulder, and as his pace quickened, she
felt his cock stiffen and he moan incoherently into her skin, reeling as her
own climax overtook her and she kept him buried inside her, holding him in her
arms as their pleasure died.


         “Did… did you hear me?”
Jack whispered in Lydia’s ear. She turned, kissing his forehead.


         “What do you mean?”


         “When I… came, I said
something to you… did you hear it?”


         “No,” she said
honestly, “I was, erm, busy myself.”


         Jack looked at her and
his eyes shone. “Then you’ll have to sleep with me again to find out what I
said,” he replied.


         Lydia’s eyes widened.
“Was it –”


         “I’m not saying,” he
teased.


         “But did you say you
–”


         “Not telling,” he
grinned and rolled over, taking the covers with him, and Lydia smiled as she
fought to get them back. Maybe the next time they had sex, she would be sure to
listen hard for the three little words she was sure she had missed.
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Chapter One



 

Damn it, she was running off again.


Ethan didn’t understand it. Anytime he caught a
glimpse of his beautiful, elusive neighbor, she seemed to be scuttling away
before he could even say hello. 


What was it about him that scared her so much? More to
the point, what was it about her that
intrigued him beyond belief?


Ethan had only seen her properly once. And yet that one time had been enough to be embedded in his
memory. Slim, almost painfully so, and dressed in heavy, dark clothes. Her
hair, long and ash blonde, was shaved down to a buzz on half of one side, while
the rest of her silky looking locks cascaded over the other side of her face.
Their eyes had caught and held as he’d been coming into the elevator and she’d
emerged. They’d all but bumped into each other, but she’d righted her balance in
time before they could collide.


“Sorry about that, mister,” she had mumbled, and her
voice had been slightly deep, very sexy. He’d looked into her jewel-like green
eyes for that split second before she brushed past him. 


He’d turned and watched her walk off quickly out of
the apartment building, moving through the revolving doors without a backward
glance. He’d stepped into the elevator and it was only when the doors closed
that he suddenly remembered he’d stopped breathing.


Hell, she was beautiful. Those haunting green eyes,
her full, puffy lips with the natural glow of pink in them…her unblemished
though somewhat pale skin…She looked quite young, perhaps early twenties
– which made him at most ten years older than her. But then surely that
wasn’t such a turn off, was it? Not like he was some perv stalker-to-be. But it
would have been nice if she stopped to say hello each of those times they’d almost run into each other again. 


Alas, she was more content to do the scampering thing
and disappear round the corridor or down the stairs before he could say a word.
Damn. He’d really have liked to know her better. There was something different
about her. A bit of an edge, a hint of the exotic in her beauty. 


And then Ethan had to remind himself that an
involvement, even fleeting, with a female at that moment was out of the
question. For one, he was monumentally busy with keeping his lucrative
publishing business on track – and in addition, there was the very
recent, very messy break-up with his ex, Leanne. He still wasn’t completely
over that.


In fact, he should be shuddering at the thought of
even getting near a woman right now. Hadn’t Leanne proven that the species were
hardly to be trusted? Not only had she tried to steal from him via his
company’s funds, she was also a self-confessed gold digger whom he’d overheard
telling her friend she was only with him for all that family money.


Yikes, he thought, with an actual shudder this
time. To think of how close he’d been to getting married to the seemingly
career driven, glamorous and sexy Leanne Wilbur. Her family was old money,
though from the way she’d been desperate about getting her claws into his cash,
then that old money was all but crumbling into non-existent smoke by now. Not
that he felt sorry for her. With her sophisticated good looks and lofty aura,
she’d be finding another rich sucker soon enough.


Shoving his hand through his short raven black hair,
he forced back those thoughts and finally stood in front of his door which he
unlocked before he went in.


*


Hailey drew in a relieved breath as she shut her door
behind her. Still not quite sure, she twisted to look through her eyehole.
Okay, not that she really thought he’d follow her, but…


Hailey just couldn’t understand why that guy got to
her so much. Well, apart from the fact that he was sexy as sin and undeniably
gorgeous, of course. The fact that he seemed several years older did nothing to
detract from her attraction, it heightened it. He had to be above thirty and
yet he had the whipcord build of a guy ten years his age. Every inch of him had
been impeccable. 


Moments ago, they’d very much almost run into each
other – again. It was like fate was being deliberately cruel. Either that
or he’d somehow mastered her routine and knew just when she’d been coming in or
going out –


Absurd, she thought to herself, finally moving from
the locked door and advancing into her very nicely furnished, open plan
apartment. Well, not exactly hers, but, well, it already felt like home. There
was something to be said about living in a plush, spacious abode with every
needed gadget available and to top it off, the best view of Manhattan a soul
could wish for.


Which was why she’d rather not do anything to
jeopardize that. Which meant, of course, keeping a low profile in the building
so that no one could guess that she had no right to be there. 


When Samantha, her best friend, had allowed her to
move in while she was away in Barbados with her fiancé, she’d made Hailey
promise to be careful. For one thing, squatters and sublets were not allowed.
And certainly, people who weren’t the exact tenant weren’t allowed to actually
live on the premises. 


But Hailey had been broke, not to talk of out of work
for the past few months. And short of going back to stay with her uncle and
aunt (lord forbid), she’d had to ask her best friend the favor of allowing her
stay in the exclusive apartment till she could get back on her feet. And that
meant finishing the many freelance web content projects she was handling for
some online businesses – as well as maybe working on some new titles to
show a publisher.  


And that would have to be soon, she told herself with
a deep sigh. She hadn’t written anything in ages. Working under the pseudonym
Faye Harley, she’d published a few things independently which weren’t exactly
bringing in the bucks. It barely paid enough for her to feed and clothe herself
and pay for her transportation. And short of taking charity from her eager to
help, well meaning friends, Hailey knew she’d better work on something good
enough to show some decent publishers or she’d starve.


Well, a voice told her, you could always get a normal
job…


But for some reason, Hailey cringed at the idea. She’d
worked for people before and hadn’t liked it. Also, she hated the conformity of
it, not to mention the drudgery, of waking up to do the same thing every day.
Unless, of course, it was something she absolutely adored doing. And if it paid
really well, of course.


So, until such a perfect role came along, she decided
to stick with her stress-free lifestyle. Okay, well as much as being broke and
living hand-to-mouth was stress-free.


 Tugging
off her bulbous sweatshirt, she went to the kitchen island to prepare something
to eat. It was just too bad that she hated eating alone. Which was why she
hardly ate. 


And that was why she was as skinny as a chopstick,
Hailey thought with a smirk as she viewed her reflection in the broad blade of
the knife she was using to chop her veg. To make matters worse, she had this
humungous double D chest that had plagued her for all her teens and even into
adulthood. It had been weird growing up around her friends with their perky,
half-orange busts. Meanwhile she had woken up one day when she was barely
fifteen and found she’d turned from a tomboy into a virtual pin-up girl. It had
been mortifying.


That was why, even now, she wore bulky clothes.
Outfits that concealed her enormous jugs that would have seemed so
disproportionate with the rest of her. But then, now that she thought about it,
none of her former boyfriends – few as the numbers were, had ever
complained. In fact, they let her know in enough ways that they had no issues
at all with her over-endowments.


Yeah, no surprise there, she thought with a twist to
her lips before popping a piece of carrot into her mouth. And then, out of
nowhere, she thought of him. 


That guy in the building she kept “almost” running
into. Ever since she’d sneakily moved in weeks ago, she’d caught glimpses of
him at least five times. And each time, he seemed even hotter than the last.


One would think, looking at her, that she’d be more
into those laid back types, or the tattooed, rock band, skateboard dudes. But
no, for some reason, what turned her on were those steel jawed, corporate hunks
in their dress pants and charcoal black ties. Those men with their custom made
suits and boardroom savvy. She wasn’t sure why, but such was life. She couldn’t
count how many times in the past week she’d lain back in her scented bath, or
on her fluffy pillows, and roved her hands over her body thinking of him. 


Yes him, with those molten brown eyes of his she’d
only seen once, when they’d crossed in the lift. He with his square-cut good
looks, his broad shoulders in those dark grey suits he favored which looked
obviously made just for him. And probably cost ten times more than everything
she owned in her entire wardrobe! 


Just brushing past him in those few seconds had her
universe tilting in a dangerous fashion. The fresh scent of him, which was a
mix of faint hints of shampoo, citrusy bath gel and light, expensive cologne.
And the look on his face when their eyes met…whoa. 


 If he
could make her feel that way with just fleeting moments of near contact, then
he was definitely trouble. She was in no position to be falling for guys who
oozed sex appeal – though they did make great hero material…


Suddenly, she forgot all about food as her
handsome “neighbor” suddenly struck her so much she was already thinking of a
whole new story built around him. There was no doubt she’d found her muse
– for her next novel at least. 


Such occurrences were rare, but when they
hit her, they couldn’t be ignored. Barely remembering to grab a fruit from the
bowl, she went off to the office area of the apartment, determined to begin
what already promised to be a spicy composition indeed.



 


 

  Chapter Two


Three different meetings in one day and
within minutes of each other was helping to further fray Ethan’s mood. Even a
call from his brother who was in far away Canada on business didn’t do much to
cheer him up. Ethan didn’t mind hard work and enjoyed every bit of what
happened to be his chosen field, but heck, he had no social life to speak of.
That wasn’t normal, was it? A red-blooded guy like him needed some leisure time
to ease the tension from that entire corporate grind. For goodness’ sake he
certainly made more than enough money to be able to afford enjoying himself.


Face it, Ethan – it’s not really
about your social life or even making time for leisure. The truth is, you just
want to get laid.


The voice in his head sounded quite sensible
indeed. Well, it had been some weeks since he’d dabbled in any kind of sexual
encounter. He couldn’t even remember her name or face right then, but it had
been a satisfactory event in any case. It had been another of those blind dates
his friends were always hooking up for him. She’d been pretty, and they’d
shared great conversation, but by morning he hadn’t been able to wait for her
to leave.


Was that what was going to happen tonight?
Another casual romp, to be vaguely recollected weeks after? Ethan sighed
deeply, just as his phone rang. He picked it up to hear the sound of one of his
friends, Luther. Right on time, Ethan thought wryly.


“Geez, Ethan, don’t tell me you’re still at
work. For goodness’ sake man, you own the company. What’s the use of having so
many staff if you’re going to do everything yourself?” Luther jested.


“Yes, I guess I’m too much of a
perfectionist”, he said sarcastically, “Besides, this is a busy time for us.
We’ve got a lot of titles coming out this month. I’m worried.”


“Well, worry tomorrow,” Luther said with a
chuckle. “Because we’re at this new bar just a briefcases’ throw from your
office, so hot foot it here. Plenty of hot, ready women just waiting to mingle
– and the best cocktails I’ve had in a while. You coming?”


Remembering his last thoughts before the
call, Ethan hesitated. But then he heard himself saying, “I’ll soon be done
here. Give me the address and I’ll join you guys shortly. I’m definitely
overdue for some unwinding.”


“That’s the spirit!” Luther said, giving
the address before he hung up. 


***


Hailey always felt emotionally drained whenever she
finished visiting her aunt and uncle – and tonight was no different.
She’d gone to see them for that weekly dinner they insisted she made it for,
and it had been a trial to put it mildly. Her Aunt Betty and Uncle Frank had
raised her since her parents had died when she was sixteen. Not that they got
the chance to raise her very long. At age nineteen, she’d moved out to live
with a friend from college. 


And now, at twenty two, she couldn’t remember the last
time she’d had to stay at that house for any period of time. After she’d
graduated with her degree in English Lit, they’d expected her to go into
something meaningful, like teaching or any other regular job. 


Yeah, sure, she’d tried it for a while but it didn’t
work. She could feel their disappointment every time she came around for a
visit. It was all magnified by the fact that their own biological kids were
doing so well. Hailey’s cousin, Jessica was a successful psychologist, while
Michael her younger brother was doing well in his IT business. 


As usual, Hailey didn’t let any of that bother her.
Once she got up to her own four-squared space, she’d be in her own bubble and
put any of the irritating happenings of the day behind her.


Entering the apartment building, she saw the lift
doors about to close and quickly dashed for them, making it just in time. Only
to go rigid when she saw the two people necking passionately inside the car.


It was too late to skip out again, because the doors
were shutting behind her. The couple paused when she entered, and though she
barely stole a glance their way, she recognized him – her muse, Mr.
Molten Brown Eyes. Carefully avoiding his gaze, she mumbled an “excuse me” and
reached for the button for her floor. Already, she was cursing herself for
rushing into the lift without making sure it was empty first.


“Hi,” he said, surprising her, and she almost didn’t
look around. Seriously? Was this guy actually going to try and talk to her with
his squeeze right next to him? She’d seen enough when she’d bumbled in to guess
what those two could only be going up to his place to do – fuck each
other’s brains out.


Swallowing, she barely turned, gave a tight smile, and
said, “Hello.” In that split second, she registered that the woman with him was
a very pretty, young and curvy dishwater blonde dressed in a stylish skirt suit
with the buttons of her blouse undone to reveal a nice pair of C-cup tits.  Definitely one of those highflying exec
types or for all Hailey knew, even his secretary. And well paid too, judging by
her expensive looking corporate outfit and designer high heels. 


Her pretty face was creased in something like a
half-curious, half- disdainful look. She certainly didn’t seem like she
considered Hailey to be any real competition. 


Not that it mattered, but suddenly Hailey got pissed
off – with everyone. People who judged her and found her wanting just
because she didn’t fit. Her aunt and
uncle, her cousins – and now even this blonde who was looking at her like
something that should be kept under a Petri dish. Hailey had had it.


“It’s funny how we keep seeing each other around the
place but I never get to ask your name. I’m Ethan Wolf,” her hunky neighbor was
saying in that mega cultured, clipped and sexy tone of his. She felt more than
saw the hand he stretched out – the hand he’d only just had wrapped
around Miss Bimbo’s waist. 


Hailey felt annoyed with herself for thinking such
mean thoughts about the other lady. Especially when deep inside, Hailey knew
how in her fantasies, she wished it was she following him up to his apartment.
How pathetic of me is that? She asked herself this with a hidden smirk. 


Still, she turned to him with a courteous if not
stilted smile as she took his hand and quickly shook it. Despite the brief
contact, she’d felt the tingle that came with touching a man who effortlessly
exuded such intense virility. Snatching her hand back and stuffing it into her
combat jacket’s pocket, she kept the smile pasted on as she said, “Hailey. Nice
to meet you.”


“Same here,” he replied, with an added warmth in his
voice that made her steal another look at him- and to also catch the now
spitting glare of the curvy, efficient secretary type.


Thankfully, she reached her floor seconds later.


Unable to help aggravating the other lady further, she
turned to the blonde’s companion and said to him sweetly, “See you around.”


He nodded, smiled and said goodnight. Not sparing the
other blonde another glance or thought, Hailey exited the lift.


*


Ethan Wolf.


At least, now she had a name to go with that hunk of
male juiciness, Hailey thought with an inner sigh. Just imagining what could be
going on in his apartment at that moment, made her grit her teeth. Was there
something terribly wrong with her for feeling suddenly turned on by the thought
of him having sex with some other woman right then? Imagining him peeling off
her clothes and then his, before laying her across his sheets and bending that
brown-haired head of his to the cleft between her thighs…


Or maybe he wasn’t the peeling off type. He actually
looked more of the kind to rip things off, and then rip into things –
mainly with his cock. Hailey swallowed drily as she thought of him grabbing his
lover by her waist, flipping her on her belly and hoisting her hips up for his
masterful penetration. He’d sink in deep on the first thrust, and then he’ll
stroke out till just the tip remained – and then slam in again, jolting
his lover forward and making her whimper his name…


Hailey, for goodness sake! She shook out of her wildly
erotic haze, shaking the vivid images out of her mind. She needed to seriously
get a grip on herself. But still…she couldn’t help thinking that here was even
more material she could use. Already, she felt the juices – this time creative
– pumping again. And though it was almost past midnight, she went
straight to her computer, flipped open the lid, and was soon frenziedly at
work. At this rate, she might just have her newest title up and ready in no
time…



 


 

Chapter Three



 

Hailey hadn’t felt so pleased and fulfilled in a long
time. As she made her way home that rain-swept evening, she didn’t mind the
wind blowing at her clothes or even the light yet cold drops of rain still
washing down. She was just a few strides from her apartment building.


Damn, she really was getting used to the luxury. But
in the back of her mind she knew she’d have to give up on that soon considering
her best friend would soon be back in the country. Hailey had to admit that
Samantha lived quite an enviable existence; rich folks, and an even richer
boyfriend – and a highly lucrative career as a top buyer for one of the
premium designer brands. The great thing about her girl pal though, was that
Samantha was also the coolest and most down to earth person Hailey knew. She
was also very generous. Hailey couldn’t count how many times Samantha had
offered to help her out by loaning or even giving her money. But Hailey drew
the line at accepting that kind of charity.


Hopefully, she’d never get to that stage, she thought with
a happy sigh as she arrived at the apartment block. Only that day, she’d
finally sent the finished copy of her manuscript to a well-known local
publishing firm. That’s why she was so happy; she really had a good feeling
about her latest work and somehow, she knew this
was it. Now all she had to do was wait and…


“Well hello
honey, looking good,” said a gruff, somewhat slurry voice behind her. She
glanced round and saw two men, one white and the other black, both grinning
wolfishly and both looking less than sober.


Choosing to ignore them, she made to walk on. Only to
have her arm grabbed as she was twisted round sharply. “Ow!” she cried angrily.


“Hey! My pal was talking to you, sweet cheeks,” the
black guy said. They both looked like unruly college students, who’d had too
much to drink at the neighborhood bar. She scowled up at both of them.


“Take your hands off me,” she gritted, glaring up into
the dark man’s face.


“Aw come on, don’t be like that,” the guy said, as his
friend smirked, walking up to her and tipping up her chin. 


The white one, who had floppy brown hair, said, “So
pretty. I always did have a thing for the hot punk type chicks. See, green
eyes, we just got stood up by our dates and we’re feeling kind of lonesome. Why
not make our night? There’s this frat party just blocks from here. And don’t
you mind if there’s two of us baby, JT and I don’t mind sharing…”


As the dark one called JT chortled in agreement,
Hailey’s eyes darkened and she forcefully shoved them away. “Get lost,” she
snarled. Now she wished she hadn’t lingered at the coffee shop instead of
coming back home on time. But she’d been prolonging going back up to the lonely
apartment which, though filled with all the luxuries, was still an empty room.


JT glanced at his friend, before turning to Hailey,
his tone ominous, “Now see, it’s chilly enough out tonight without you going
all ice princess on us. You think you’re too good for us?”


Oh for fuck’s sake, Hailey thought, settling for
simply turning around and walking away. Maybe if she kept on going and didn’t
look back, they’d be at a loss and just leave her alone.


“Hey! Not finished talking to you!” the one called JT
said, and this time when he grabbed her arm, he twisted it high up behind her
back, making her yelp in surprise and fear.


She turned, struggling helplessly, only to hear a
resounding “crack”. A large fist had come out of nowhere and landed in the
black guy’s face. He toppled to the floor without a sound, knocked out.


His friend looked down in shock, and then turned to
face the tall, broad shouldered man standing there with them. Hailey heaved a
sigh of relief when she saw it was Ethan Wolf.


He was looking threateningly at the guy still
standing, who raised up both arms in the universal sign of surrender, before
quickly reaching down to hustle up his now groggy friend. “Hey JT, let’s get
out of here.”


Hailey watched the two guys stumble away into the
rainy darkness before she turned to face Ethan Wolf. Where the hell had he come
from? What the hell did it matter? He’d showed up in the nick of time. She gave
him a warm, grateful smile. “Thank you.”


*


Ethan felt so mad he could break something. He really
wished he’d actually broken that dumbass’s nose, not just knocked him down.
When he’d turned the corner and seen Hailey getting molested like that, he’d
seen red. 


Now he watched the two guys stumble quickly away into
the rainy darkness. Only then did he turn to face Hailey. She was looking up at
him with a warm, grateful smile. The melting glow in her face at that moment
was enough to steal his breath. 


Jesus Christ the things he wanted to do to her…


But then he shook off those amorous thoughts. Now was
not the time, considering how she’d just been in the process of being attacked
by those two goons.


“Thank you,” she breathed. 


“That’s okay. Those dumb kids – too much money
to blow on booze and not enough sense to know when a lady’s not interested. Are
you alright?” he asked in concern, brushing off a stray lock from her face. She
looked damned hot that night, whether she knew it or not. She was wearing a
leather jacket, unbuttoned to reveal the cropped grey sweater she wore
underneath. There was just a hint of concave belly before her thighs and legs
– endless and slim and encased in black and white patterned leggings
– ended in a pair of knee high black lace up boots. 


He felt a stirring in his loins and he wondered to
himself why on earth she had such a power over him. She was nothing like he was
used to dating. She was different, promising excitement and something fresh to
a guy getting seriously jaded by the same kind of women who never held his fancy
for more than a few hours or at best, a week. But this girl called Hailey…she
magnetized him. For weeks he’d had her fleeting through his mind, and every
time he saw her he only wanted her more. He wondered how long this would
continue before he acted out what his very soul wanted him to do.


“I’m fine,” she said, nodding. Though he could sense
she was somewhat shaky when he gently took hold of her elbow.


“Come on, let’s get inside, the weather’s getting
worse,” he said, and she didn’t demur or pull from his touch. She seemed
grateful for his support and he actually felt she maybe leaned on him a little
as they made their way into the apartment building.


“I’ll see you up to your room to make sure you’ll be
all right,” he said courteously, then saw her eyes widen with...panic? What?’


“No, there’s no need. I’ll be okay, really. Thanks.”
They were inside the elevator now, and he pressed the number to his floor as
the door closed.


He turned to her to say mildly, “Tell you what. I’ve
got some fabulous Irish brandy I’ve been dying to crack open but never had the
motivation. But now, I’ve had a rough day and I need some picking up. Seems
like you do too. Why don’t you join me up in my place for a drink? I’ve got a
fantastic balcony view.”


She smiled, shaking her head and looking away. “Look,
Ethan, I don’t think…”


“Or hey, you can invite me to your apartment and offer
me something to drink – coffee, tea…anything to warm me up from the rain
and chill. It’s the least I can ask after fending off two irate hoodlums in
defense of your honor.”


Now she hiccupped on a laugh, before rifling her
fingers through her gorgeous long hair with the buzzed side portion. He heard
her sigh deeply. “I think that brandy of yours sounds like a better idea.”


Ethan grinned, and hoped he didn’t have too much of a
gleam of triumph in his eye. He vowed to keep his hands to himself and not
frighten her off. But even with her standing this close to him in the enclosed
space of the elevator, he couldn’t stop thinking of pulling her to him and
kissing her. Only lord knew what he’d feel capable of doing once he had her
alone in his place…


*


It was like walking into the tiger’s den.


Hailey was no fool. The carnal energy was coming off
him in waves. Heck, she was probably reeking of it herself. Arousal, hot and
thick, had swirled between them in the elevator. Every nerve ending in her body
had tingled at his nearness and it was a good thing they’d had to spend only
moments in there or anything could have happened. The sexual detonator could
well have already been set off by now…


“Your coat,” he said courteously, smiling as he stood
behind her and helped her out of her damp combat jacket which reached below her
knees. Now, in just her cropped sweater, tight skirt and even tighter leggings,
she felt strangely vulnerable. Especially when his gorgeous brown eyes swept
over her with such frank admiration.


“Thanks,” she said, as he put the coat up next to his,
then indicated that she proceed into the apartment before him. Hailey walked
in, and saw that his apartment was at least twice the size of hers, and
definitely far more luxurious – which was saying a lot. There were a lot
of wide, open spaces, the furniture far from cluttered and screaming high
expense. She peeked a grand piano standing in the next room, which intrigued
her as she wondered if he played. One whole wall was just windows that seemed
to lead outside to a balcony. Every kind of modern contrivance designed for
comfort seemed available in his ultra modern apartment and yet, still managed
to not look over-extravagant. Classy, stylish, and simplicity at its best.


“Nice,” she said, turning to him as he emerged from
the elegantly appointed bar by the far wall. He’d poured out the drinks and now
held out her glass. She took it from him with thanks, and cradled the tumbler
as he smiled and went to the impressive sound system and with a touch of a
button on the remote, filled the air with music. It was just the right touch to
get her relaxed; there was no singing, just instrumentals from a song Hailey
recognized was by one of her favorite bands.


He came to stand right in front of her, his eyes
watchful, his smile speculative. “So tell me, Hailey; who are you? You’ve
intrigued – and evaded me – for weeks. And now that I have you, so
to speak…”


Hailey bit on her bottom lip to stifle a giggle.
Quickly, she took a sip from her drink and felt the warm, golden flavor smack
into her senses almost instantly. Whoa. It had a kick to it that was deeply
sexy, rough and hot. She’d never really liked brandy but with this, she could
see herself becoming a fan. 


She took another drink, a longer one this time, almost
finishing it off, till he placed a hand to draw it down. “Hey, easy,” he said
with a teasing grin. “That’s some potent stuff.”


You’re telling me, she thought, letting him take the
glass from her grasp as he placed it next to his on a nearby side table.


“So…I take it you’d rather not talk about yourself,”
he murmured, once more turning to her. Hailey couldn’t register much right
then, not when she was too busy staring at his lips as they moved. The liquor
had proved intoxicating enough but it was nothing compared to the intense
excitement she felt pumping in her veins right then for this hunk of a man.
She…craved him. More than she’d
craved anything, ever. And now that they were alone, now that it had boiled
right down to it, she was ready to at last discover how much of her fantasies
could be brought to life…



 


 

Chapter Four



 

Hailey moved forward, closing the few inches gap it
took to have her body pressed up against his. She heard him hiss in a shallow
breath through his teeth as he felt the soft push of her full, clothed breasts.



“You’re right; I don’t really want to talk about
myself; not tonight,” she breathed, inching even closer and lifting her head
till her lips almost grazed his. He was tall, much taller than she’d first
imagined, and it was a good thing she had some good heels on her boots. It made
it easy for her to feel each hard, sinewy length of him evident even beneath
the layer of his clothes. His tie lay loosely tied around his throat, a button
undone. Damn, he looked so fucking sexy in that tie. She wrapped her fingers
around it and tugged on it slightly. His brown eyes darkened and became hooded
with a lust that mirrored hers.


“And I’m all for sharing great conversation, but I’m
sure there’re better things we could be doing other than talking. Am I right,
Mr. Wolf?”


She loved that low, growling sound he made deep in his
throat. She loved how his strong arms caught her up and crushed her even harder
against him till they were wedged perfectly together – two pieces of a
jigsaw. And oh, she loved his hot, sweet breath swirling around her nostrils as
his mouth parted and feathered close to hers. Instinctively, her tongue snaked
out to moisten her lips in sensual expectation.


“Baby, you have no idea,” he rasped, still just
keeping back from kissing her. “The things I’ve done to you a thousand times in
my mind…It’s tough enough for me to not rip your clothes off right now and fuck
you where you stand.”


Hailey whimpered, her arms lifting to wrap around his
shoulders, but he seized her wrists, keeping them down in a powerful grip. She
gasped, thrilled by his strength and the sense of being suddenly, inescapably,
in his control.


“Hailey…Hailey,” he said again and again, dipping to
press a kiss to one corner of her lips, and then the other. “I’ve come to the
conclusion that you’re dangerous to my peace of mind. I need you – I just hope you feel even an iota of the same.”


The raw hunger in his voice made her heart pound
against her chest like a drum. Heaven help her she was ready to melt into a
puddle right then. The sexual chemistry in the air was impossible to either
ignore or deny. This man was lethal.
She’d thought so before and now, in his arms, his lips just a breath from hers,
she reiterated the fact to herself.


But this wasn’t going to happen.


She knew she surprised him when she suddenly broke
away from his grip. “Hailey?” he said, but she turned away from the tempting
picture of his handsome, desire-flushed face, and turned sharply on her heels.


“I can’t…I can’t do this,” she said, throwing it over
her shoulder as she made for the door. Was she crazy or stupid? What the heck
had been in that brandy anyway? Because she was acting so out of character. Men
like Ethan Wolf meant only one thing for a girl like her – trouble. More
worldly, experienced and tougher, he’d bring her just the kind of hassle she’d
been avoiding all these months. No sex, no pain. And Hailey wasn’t like him;
she didn’t change sexual partners like socks. It couldn’t be more than a week
since she saw him with that sexy woman in the vampy skirt suit. She didn’t want
to be that girl, she decided.


She’d grabbed her coat and was already turning the
door knob when she felt the weight of his hand pushing the door closed. She
gasped when she felt the solid heat of him close behind her, imprisoning her
against the door. Hailey closed her eyes for a moment at the sensation of a
hard, warm and powerful body pressing up against her and robbing her of breath.


She caught the whiff of his expensive cologne, blended
in with his clean, mouth-watering aroma, and she had to suppress a moan. Every
one of her female cells became conscious of the man behind her, now nuzzling
her neck and scraping the sensitive skin there with his slight stubble. Even
trying to swallow became a superhuman task, and she went stiff as a statue.


“Please, Ethan,” she begged, raising her eyes heavenward
in a silent plea. She mustn’t give in. She dare not give in. Any man who could turn her to jelly without really
trying was bad news in her book. She didn’t want to feel like this. Her
experience in the past had taught her that if she caved in with her body, she’d
regret it soon enough with her heart and soul.


But how to fight her own treacherously raging
hormones…


“Don’t leave,” he said softly, his lips parting over
her skin and sucking moistly, hotly. She sagged against him as a sudden
boneless sensation overcame her.


Trailing his lips up to her ear, he whispered, “Not
until we try to find out if this is real. This magic.” Taking hold of her shoulders, he twisted her round to face
him. Reluctantly, she looked up into his eyes and her fate was sealed.


Because Hailey knew in her heart that he was right. It
was magic. That special combination
of attraction and destiny that only few people could find. It might not mean
anything tomorrow; it might fade even in the space of hours. But for that
moment in time, it was the Promised Land. It was fate.


With a whimper, she threw her arms around his neck as
their lips met in a fevered clash. Hands gripping her waist, he swept her off
the ground. Hailey felt like a bag of feathers as, ravaging through her mouth
with his tongue, he turned and led them straight through the living room to the
bedroom beyond.



 


 

Chapter Five



 

He’d laid her on her back in the middle of the bed,
their lips clinging. Swiftly, Hailey helped him to get her out of her clothes.
She peeled off her crop sweater over her head, and lifted her hips so he could
help her out of her boots, skirt and leggings. When she was left in her lacy
bra and panties, she felt a blush steal over her skin at the way he gazed down
on her with frank admiration and lust.


“Exquisite,” he breathed, and she’d never felt so beautiful
in her life. He took hold of her wrists, and spread them wide on either side of
her head. But she didn’t become aware of the cuffs attached to the bed till he
clamped one wrist and then the other, imprisoning her arms.


Instinctively, she made to spring up her body, but he
held her down gently with his weight. “Trust me,” he said softly, compellingly
holding her gaze. 


Relaxing with a shuddering sigh, she nodded, her heart
pounding with thrilled delight. She looked to the left and right and saw that
it was some kind of under-bed restraint system. Whetting her suddenly dried
lips, she watched as he attached her ankles to the straps on either side of the
foot of the bed. Experimentally, she tugged at her ankles and wrists, and found
that though she was effectively trapped, she wasn’t uncomfortable. The
restraints were made of nylon and didn’t chafe. But suddenly, knowing that she
was tied up in Ethan’s bed gave her the true sense of surrender and submission.
Now, she was completely in his power and more helpless than ever.


“Hmm…think by cuffing me to your bed, you can make
sure I can’t change my mind again and leave?” she teased, as he straightened
from over her lower body. He came to lay by her side, still dressed in his
shirt and dress pants, though he’d taken off his tie.


Ethan smiled, trailing his hand down one side of her
face as his hooded gaze swept all over her. “Actually, these restraints are
mostly for your benefit. I want you to simply lay back and enjoy the feel of
being teased and pleasured by me…without worrying about returning the favor.”


“How…gallant,” Hailey said on a breathy voice,
squirming as his hands feathered down her collarbone to the upper mound of her
breast as it surged from its cup of lace.


“On the other hand…there is a big percentage of me
that loves the phenomenon of having the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,
tied down to my bed and waiting to be used for my pleasure,” he growled,
causing a shudder of excitement to slice through her.  


Oh, fuck….Hailey thought helplessly, watching his
head lower to her left breast. He pushed at the lacy edge of her bra, and out
popped her nipple, pink and fat. He groaned, and instantly seized it in his
mouth. 


Hailey jerked at her restraints as if shot; the hot
sensation of his wet, demanding mouth on her aching nub almost sending her
straight into orbit. It became impossible at this point to resist the
deliciousness of his touch. Her whole body screamed from ecstasy as he tugged
on one nipple with his teeth while his other hand fished out the other from its
cup. He tweaked it in his thumb and forefinger while his mouth and tongue
trapped its twin in heat and moistness. 


She moaned out his name, unable to keep from arching
her back and offering herself up to his masterful onslaught. The fact that she
was still hooked up in her bra while he suckled and pinched at her breasts was
such an erotic abstract that she felt lightheaded. Deep within her core, she
sizzled and crackled and she faintly hoped she wouldn’t combust there and then.


His hand slid down from her breast to run flat over
her concave belly which she sucked in instinctively. She watched that beautiful
hand of his travel to land upon the pink triangle of her panties, and she
bucked up, desperate for his touch there.



No doubt his multi-tasking abilities knew no bounds.
Still latched to her lips, he slipped his fingers beneath the panel of her lacy
thong, and rubbed into her already slick and swollen folds.


“Aah!” The
loud cry escaped her before she could stop it, and her head flung back in a
bliss that washed from her core to every tip of her frame. Once again, she
pulled helplessly at her binds and thought it was a good thing she was tied to
the bed or she’d have flown off it, levitating on ecstasy. Because Ethan had
the most unerring touch; he alternated between tender and rough as he stoked
her up like till she had a raging fire in her loins. He wedged those two
fingers flat before sending it deep into her slit, causing another shrill cry
to break forth.


“Ssh, darling. The neighbors,” he half-teased, his
voice husky with passion as he looked up from her breast. Her gaze was misted
over with the haze of lust that coated her senses as she met his scorching
eyes. 


Fuck the neighbors, Hailey thought with a clench to her teeth
as she bit down another scream. The things his fingers could do…They ramped up
her arousal to impossible heights as they pounded in and out of her. Deep, so deep. He hooked them just so,
and suddenly she felt the fireworks start to go off right behind the spots that
exploded in her vision.


“No, not yet,” he said softly, instantly retrieving
his hand and making her gasp out loud. Just on that knife’s edge of her
impeding orgasm, he’d broken the chain, making her sob in protest. What the hell!


“I want to taste you,” he said, his tone gentle and in
contrast with the raging storm he still left roiling within her throbbing
pussy. Speechless with want, she widened her already spread-eagled limbs, and
watched him lower to settle his head at her cleft. 


Once he drew aside her thong and placed his tongue
upon her sodden pussy, the rest of the night became a blur.


Hot, delirious pleasure followed and for all she cared
they could have been adrift in the middle of the ocean from the way she cried
out mindlessly. Much later she figured she’d been mouthing mostly gibberish but
then at the time it didn’t matter. Nothing mattered but Ethan, tasting her,
feasting on her.


At one point, he hitched both hands into her panties,
looked up and enquired if she was overly fond of them. Dazed, she shook her
head hastily. “Good,” he said, and moments later there was a perceptible “rip”
as the fragile material gave way. Now she was naked from the waist down and she
shivered as the cool air finally rested across her swollen folds, almost but
not quite bringing down the sizzling temperature at her core.


She felt his hands heavy on her inner thighs, laying
them back flat as he licked the sensitive insides that joined her thigh to her
hip. She squirmed and wriggled, till a sharp “Lie still,” from him had her
forcing herself into immobility. 


Her lack of control over the situation proved her
greatest undoing. Being totally beneath his power, made her insides melt to
mush and she feared for the moment when he would finally claim her. Lord alone
knew how she’d react to that ultimate possession, that final surrender of her
body to his. 


His tongue was lapping ferociously on her slit while
his thumb circled her clit. Instinctively, her knees rose to clamp down upon
his head but then she felt the pull of her restraints, reminding her she was
virtually helpless. She moaned even louder, and by this time he made no effort
to silence her. 


“Please…oh lord, Ethan, please,” she sobbed, staring
down at his head and wishing she could take it in her hands. But those were tied
up out of the way too, leaving her unable to do much but endure the gradual
eroding of the last of her control. She felt that familiar pounding again, like
a horse-drawn carriage heading straight for her. And she was trapped there,
unable to run before she was trampled underfoot.


Once again, he lifted away just as the moment of
release edged into her with its pointed tip. She threw her head back and
wailed, before finally looking down to see him gazing up at him with the most
fiery, powerfully carnal desire. She watched with breathlessly parted lips as
he started to rip his clothes off methodically. In moments he was naked before
her and her eyes widened in dumbstruck delight at the sight of his magnificent
cock rearing stiff and proud, half curved up to the ceiling. His sac hung heavy
and low with his balls, and a whimper spilled from her lips as she watched him
advance.


“Please what, Hailey?” he asked, moving like a jungle
feline as he shifted up over her body.


She stared up at him, positively trembling with
deprivation. “Finish this,” was her
hoarse reply. “Take me, Ethan. I need you deep inside me now.”


Her words made him groan deep in his throat. He
kneeled in between her spread thighs, hooking his hands beneath her knees as he
pushed his crown against her slick opening. Just one measured slash of his
hips, and he was seated deep inside her cove.


Hailey gasped, coiling off the bed with the forceful
pleasure that gripped her. She must have been so wet for him to have slid in so
smoothly. But then the pleasure became tinged with volts of sweet agony as she
became conscious of how much bigger he was than her walls were accustomed to.
She heard him grunt as her sheathe stretched and spasmed around him, clinging
to his shaft like Velcro as he drew back out again.


“Fuck fuck fuck!”
he swore through his teeth, letting go of her knees and stretching out straight
over her. This sent him even deeper as he surged within her once more. He
buried his face in her throat as his hips began to angle and pump. “You’re so
tight, so wet,” he groaned, and sucked on her neck in that way she was becoming
helpless against. She shuddered and trembled till she was scared she’d simply
disintegrate. 


She soon became conscious of the raw sound of their
bodies slapping together, forming the perfect background for his smothered
grunts and her sobbing moans. He fucked her with a strong, steady rhythm that
gave her no hope of staying power. She could not outlast this. She’d been too
close too many times already. His penetration was ownage; with every thrust he
rocked her backwards in the bed and she felt torn to pieces and ravaged. Her
walls shook around him and she had just enough time to scream out the words
“I’m coming!” before she exploded all around him. Her words, her seizing muscles
which rippled around his plunging shaft, seemed to trigger off his own
simultaneous release.


It thrilled her to know that he was in perfect tandem.
Just moments later, he was straining into her with a roar, sending himself so
deep inside that she felt him jab her cervix. The intensity of the moment drove
her beyond her limits and had her tumbling headlong into a bottomless inkiness
of bliss.
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Chapter One


Memories of those hours in
Ethan’s bed would haunt Hailey’s thoughts – and dreams – for days
and nights to come, she knew.


The magnificence of it all
could not be shelved aside as just hot, pounding, great sex. Because it had been more than that. He’d touched her and
she’d melted, surrendered. When he’d settled deep inside her it had felt like
he belonged – more than any man had felt before. 


She certainly couldn’t
remember how many times – and how many ways – he’d claimed her. All
she knew was that, even after a whole week had passed, she still felt her body
thrum in secret places in reminder of that one night of their immeasurable
slaking of lusts. Every detail remained crystal clear…


After that stormy first time
he’d claimed her, she’d been so sure she could take no more. So sure that there
couldn’t possibly be more. 


But time after time, he
proved her wrong. 


There, on the bed, then
against the wall – and in the shower before they tumbled into bed to
finally sleep…Oh, he was insatiable. Before dawn, he’d woken her with soft
trailing kisses all over her back as she’d lain on her belly and whimpered.
Even in half-sleep, she’d stirred underneath him with a soft moan of longing.
Her lower body had writhed of its own volition so that her ass rippled up
against what she knew was his rock-ready cock. There were no bed restraints
this time; just the delicious weight of him pressing her frame into the bed,
holding her down as he straddled her closed legs. She’d felt the slide of his
cock between her ass cheeks, and had quivered when he teased her sensitive and
swollen vulva with his broad crown.


“I want you, Hailey,” he’d
groaned into her ear, his voice low and raspy in the dim shadow of pre-dawn
falling into the room. “Every second, I want you. I don’t know how to stop.”


Hailey had shivered,
helpless beneath his heat and strength and passion. Her body was like a mass of
basking nerves; she welcomed the thought of him taking her once again even
though already, she ached sweetly in every core. “Oh, Ethan,” she sighed, about
to lift and turn her head. But her slow movements were stilled as he pressed
the weight of one hand into her hair so that the side of her face was pressed
in the pillow. At once he was the dominant lover again; the man who would take
her his way. She shivered with ecstatic expectation. Helpless to stop him, she
felt him slide his fingers up and down her pussy lips with his free hand. Even
she could tell how wet she already was, and in minutes he caressed her up to an
all-new height of desperate, albeit dazed arousal. 


“Nice and wet,” Ethan said
on a deep, approving sigh. “So ready, always ready for me.” He drew back the
hair falling over her cheek, and tucked it behind her ear. She could hear his
harsh breath as he leaned closer to whisper, “I can’t hold back, Hailey. Not
this time. It’s going to be hard and fast and I’m afraid I’m going to forget
and hurt you.”


“You could never hurt me,”
Hailey had sighed, her voice muffled by the pillow beneath her cheek. His only
reply was another low, deep-throated growl before his hand was drawn from her
pussy. He took a pillow and positioned it underneath her so that her bottom
formed a slight hump. It took mere moments and then Hailey felt the sensation
of his throbbing, thick and rigid shaft poking through the slight gap between
her closed-together thighs. He was practically seated above her, his body
astride hers and his knees on either side of her legs. She’d never been taken
this way before, but as the cloud of sleep began to fade, she realized it was
so hot and wild to be locked powerlessly underneath him while his cock probed
between her bottom to find her slick and waiting cunt.


The sensation of his
throbbing cap grazing the insides of her thighs as it sought her
pleasure-puffed slit was enough to cause even more juices to spill from her.
She couldn’t believe how wet and willing he made her; it scared her that he
could have such effortless power over her body’s responses. He paused, his tip
just resting at her entrance – and then, with swift and sharp
deliberateness, he drove inside her.


Hailey let out a loud gasp
when he entered her, shocked yet deeply aroused by the way he slammed so hard
he banged against her ass. With each thrust, he sunk with force to the depths,
giving her that sensation of being ripped in two by cock – and as always,
she loved it. Loved that she was powerless to do nothing more than just take
his ardent strokes as he smacked into her again and again. There was that
sensual thrill of his body moving over her, into her - stimulating the
sensitive regions of her ass, vulva and even her clit as his thrusts made her
rub into the mattress…It was enough to have her fingers dragging through the
sheets as she cried out his name.


This taking was the deepest
and fiercest of all; she felt him shudder slightly as her pussy clung tightly
and hungrily on him each time he jabbed and withdrew. The sweet hot punch of
his every thrust almost drove her insane; she had to do something. Her hand
made to slip underneath her, wishing to ease the thick pressure of her walls
being stretched by his monster cock. But before she could rub on her aching
clit, he stopped her.


“No. Not like that,” he
rasped. And she realized that he meant for her to cum but not with any
additional aid from manual stimulation. Over and over, she trembled
convulsively with a thrilling rush of sensations. He’d already made her explode
countless times with just his cock – she was sure it could be managed one
more time…


 His hands took her wrists and then linked
them tightly behind her back, effectively keeping her on lockdown as he began
to plunge in with piston force. The pillow smothered her cries and it was all
she could do to not rip the covering apart with her teeth as he rammed into her
again and again in a long series of hard, heedless thrusts. As with every other
time he’d fucked her this hard, her pussy started to skip crazily from pleasure
to agony. Lord he was in so deep! She felt him in places she hadn’t even known
a cock could reach – or fit. 


The slapping together of
their flesh grew louder and more obscene, adding even more of an extreme
passionate halo to the impending flood about to engulf them both. It seemed
impossible for Hailey to believe she was so close, so soon. 


They were so perfectly in
sync it was unfathomable…Because in that instant that he groaned out loud in
release; just as she felt him lunge in deeper and grind himself harder into
her…he managed to push her through
the silken cobweb to the jellifying orgasm that was waiting for her not far
beyond.



 


 

Chapter
Two



 

Hailey knew she was all
kinds of coward for running out on Ethan the next morning while he’d lain
deeply asleep. She’d awoken to find him draped over her, still locking her to
him even in sleep. Carefully, she’d extracted herself from beneath him, quietly
gathered her clothes, and was dressed and gone in minutes.


That was more than a week
ago. After she’d left him, she’d stayed only long enough to pack the few things
she had in Samantha’s apartment. Samantha had been due back that day, and
Hailey had wanted to be gone by then. She’d managed to find a cheap place on
the other side of town. It wasn’t much, but she didn’t plan on staying long
anyway. Once she got word from those publishers…


She’d hardly been able to
eat out of worry about what they’d think of her work. She’d pushed her personal
boundaries on this one, and she wasn’t sure if they’d be into it. But from what
she’d heard about it, the publishing firm was interested in exploring new and
unique genres. Hailey could only hope she fit the bill, whatever it was.


By the third week after she
left Samantha’s apartment, she was wishing she hadn’t sent the manuscript out.
What had made her think she was ready? The last thing her already battered
morale needed was a rejection email from some high-end publishing house. They
only wanted big, sellable names, not unknowns like her who’d already taken the
almost unforgivable self-publishing route more than once.


That morning, she was seated
in her cramped, yet somewhat quaint looking flat, busy looking through the job
boards. Her meager funds were thinning out and she didn’t want to risk getting
evicted before she found something better. She’d already given up on hearing
any good news from the publishers. Well, she was going to send a reminder email
later that day, just in case they’d somehow overlooked her submission. But
still, her hopes weren’t high. 


So there was no way to
describe her shock when that unexpected call came…


***


“I think you should look at
this, sir,” one of his editorial assistants said to Ethan just as the last
meeting was about to round up. He glanced at his watch, then up at the slim,
pretty and bespectacled woman in her early forties.


“Ginny, you have something
for me?” he asked, eyebrow quirking. He was impatient, but he barely reined it
in for Ginny’s sake. She was one of his most diligent employees and he trusted
her opinion. So what was the problem?


She shrugged. “I just
thought you’d be interested in checking this new prospect out. We’ve been
taking a look at it in the copyediting department and we think this is a
winner. The winner. Something that could blow up as big as that 50 Shades
phenomenon – maybe even bigger.”


He glanced down at the
folder she placed in front of him. “That sounds major, Ginny. How can you be so
sure?”


“I’ve been in this line of
business long enough,” she said with another shrug. “Besides; I’m not the only
one. The whole team’s taken a look and we all agree it’s got immense potential.
It’s not what we’re normally into, but…it’s refined, totally marketable –
and hot. And trust me I do mean hot.”


Ethan was really trying to
drum up enough enthusiasm for this but for some reason his mind was elsewhere.
As it had been for almost the whole of the past month. He sighed. “Hot as in…?”


He saw Ginny’s face wreathe
in a deviant grin. “Just read it; you’ll see what I mean. I wouldn’t ask you to
if not for the buzz it’s causing in the office. We’re thinking of ringing her
up asap.”


“Her?” he asked, still
barely even listening. He had to fight the urge to look at his watch again.
R.J. his brother, should have arrived on his private jet by now. Why hadn’t he
called?


“Yes sir. She uses the
pseudonym Faye Harley, but her real name’s Hailey Farah. It’s all in the file
sir, along with the whole work. I know you’re mostly too busy, but If you can
at least check out a few chapters…”


Ethan blinked, not hearing
much after the mention of the name Hailey. Damn, a mixture of different emotions
racked through him at the sound of that name. A name he’d been unable to forget
since the last few weeks after she’d disappeared from his bed – and his
life.


“Wait a minute,” he said
gruffly, a thought just occurring to him. Beneath Ginny’s curious eyes, he
snatched up the manuscript and looked at the name printed on the cover page.
Real name – Hailey Farah. Could it be...?


No. Too much of a crazy
coincidence. He didn’t know what her last name was, didn’t know what she did
– didn’t know jack. So there was no way to be sure if this could, in a
million twists of fate, be her.


“I think I will take a look
at this,” he murmured, looking up at Ginny and remembering to give her a swift,
small smile. “Thanks, Ginny, for bringing this to my attention. And for all your
hard work. I’ll get back to you on it as soon as I can.”


Ginny nodded and smiled,
before exiting the office. When she was gone, Ethan let out a ragged sigh and
then drew the sheaf of papers closer to him. He tried not to think of the hell
he’d been through in the past weeks after Hailey disappeared. Which she had.
He’d awoken and found her gone. 


For days he’d hunted just to
catch a glimpse of her like he used to, but to no avail. 


Then he’d searched for her,
going as far as getting the records of the tenants in the building just to find
out which place was hers. But there was no one remotely sounding like her in
the list. But damnit, he knew she’d been living there. Unless she’d been
squatting or subletting – which were both not allowed. Was that why she’d
always been so secretive, never letting him know which flat she lived? He was
frustrated, angry, on the edge of violence. His next move, he decided, would be
to get to talk to each person who stayed in the flat and till he could try to
get whoever it was to admit they knew who and where she was.


But for now, he’d take a
look at this book and who knew; fate might be kind and it could actually be by
that one person in the world he’d ever met who could turn his life upside down…



 


 

Chapter
Three



 

Hailey still couldn’t
believe she was here, waiting in the stylishly decorated reception foyer of
WHIP Inc. Ever since the email…and then the call, she hadn’t actually been
herself. Now, a week after that first contact from her soon-to-publishers, she
was finally seated and waiting to be attended to.


She couldn’t help fidgeting
in her tailored skirt. She wasn’t much of a fan for corporate fashion, but
today she made an effort to at least look responsible. There was nothing she
could do about the buzzed portion of her hairdo though. However, she had
managed to part and comb some thick long locks over the side. Not that she felt
anyone would care about her appearance, but she did want to make a good first
impression. Looking around at her surroundings, she knew she wasn’t in some
penny-pinching establishment. These folks had bucks and if they were really
interested in her work, she figured she was already made.


Though it wasn’t all about
the money, of course. She’d like the exposure and finally the recognition that
she’d always believed she deserved but never dreamed she would earn.


“Miss Farah?”


She looked up sharply, to
find the beautiful and young secretary smiling at her. “It’s okay for you to go
in now. Mr. Wolf is ready to see you.”


“Thank you,” Hailey smiled,
rising to her feet and rubbing her palms down her knee-length skirt. Why did
that name sound strangely familiar?


She was shown down a wide,
steel-sided corridor before stopping in front of a closed door. “Go on in,” the
pretty secretary said, giving her one last encouraging smile as she unlocked
the door and opened it for Hailey to go through.


“Thank you,” Hailey said
quietly, before drawing in and imperceptible breath. Finally, she walked
through the door.


She was barely a few paces
in when she looked up, saw the man behind the desk, and went stock still.


Behind her, the door closed
with a click. Instinctively, her legs felt like turning right round and
speeding her from the room. It couldn’t
be….


“Hailey,” Ethan said, rising
smoothly from his desk. His face was expressionless, though calm. He indicated
the one chair in front of his desk. “Sit.”


Run or stay? Different parts
of her brain seemed to be telling her what to do – and none of them
seemed to come to an agreement. At last, she made herself move forward on
wooden legs to sink into the said chair.


He retook his seat, saying
lightly, “Small world, isn’t it?”


“I’m only now beginning to
fathom just how true that saying is,” she croaked, wondering what the hell was
happening. “I don’t understand. Who – “


“I’m Ethan Wolf,” he rapped
out coolly. “I own Wolf Holdings & Independent Publishers – WHIP Inc.
This firm is just one of my many corporate pursuits.”


“So…”


“So,” he continued, hands
spreading, “This just happened to happen. I almost didn’t want to believe it was
you, when the manuscript was shown to me. But after I read through it…”


“You read my book?” Hailey
squeaked, wishing she could force her heart to breathe properly. How could a
human forget how to breathe? Inhale, Hailey. Then exhale. Then do it all over
again.


“Yes, Hailey. I read every
word,” he said deliberately, his eyes holding hers for a few compelling
moments. Hailey’s cheeks flushed as pink as her blouse. 


“I was torn between surprise
and disbelief about how much of you I could read between the lines. The heroine
has your same unconventional persona…that mixture of misfit and fairy princess.
But most of all, I was struck by how passionate and powerful she was, not just
as a person, but as a lover.”


Hailey had a feeling her
face would never go back to its normal shade again. Just thinking of Ethan
reading those things she wrote – every steamy, flame-licking detail…She
shivered.


“I…I don’t know what to
say,” she finally let out, looking away as she tried to gather her wits. He
rose from his chair, and her eyes flew up again. 


Panic, joy, attraction,
lust, want, need…these emotions warred deep inside her as she looked at him
move from his desk and pace away to the far window. Here, in his element, even
with all the trappings of formality and cool efficiency, he still seemed like
some fearsome beast in the wild, just waiting to spring.


 “It’s obvious you never planned on seeing
me again,” he said at last, twisting suddenly to face her once more. “But I
guess like a few elements in life, some things cannot just be wished away. They
usually come right back to haunt us.”


“Look, Ethan…I don’t really
know why I’m here, so…”


“You’re here because we
liked your book, and we want to publish you,” he said plainly. “I was never
really sure it was you, until the moment you walked through that door. And now
I have just one thing to ask…how would you like your punishment?”


His voice was calm, even conversational.
And laced with a steely promise of dark, well-deserved discipline to come.


“My p..punishment?” Hailey
echoed, unable to keep those inner muscles within her core from twitching. His
words, his presence…they drew from her enough juices to get her panties soaked
straight through. Her hands clenched the edge of the armrests on her chair, and
as she met his now black, slanted gaze, she felt her breasts swell and throb
with desire. 


“Yes, Hailey. Ever since you
disappeared from my bed – and my life – I swore that I would find
you. And if I did…that I’ll teach you to never run from me again.”


Hailey could never explain
that power he had to turn her into a whole mass of butterflies. Already, she
knew she couldn’t stop whatever was going to happen from taking place. She’d
known, in her heart, that this was how it would be. That if she stayed with
him, she’d fall unstoppably into his supremacy. He had the power to consume her – and even now, after
weeks and weeks apart from him, she saw the futility of denying what was meant
to be.


“I’m sorry, Ethan. I didn’t
mean…”


“Oh, but it doesn’t really
matter what you meant,” he drawled, before he unbuttoned and then took off his
jacket with swift, fluid movements. When Hailey saw him hang it up and then
face her with hands settled contemplatively on his hips, she gulped while her
pussy throbbed and dripped more alarmingly.


“Get up, lock the door, and
come stand in front of the desk.”


His brusque commands had her
rising like an automaton to do as he’d said. She turned the lock, knowing she
was further sealing her fate. She was in a phase of total surrender, her mind
and body ready to yield to what she so deeply and totally craved. As for her
heart, she would worry about the state of that much, much later…


“Did you really think you
could escape me? Did you really think it would be that easy?” he asked in that
same deceptively mild tone, as she finally went and stood in front of his desk.
He was coming forward, and already she started to tremble.


“I was wrong; I know that
now. I shouldn’t have acted so silly when I…,” she began, only for her words to
fade as he now stood close enough for her to inhale that familiar gorgeous
scent that was all Ethan. Her head swum and she ached to reach out and fling
her arms around him, but daren’t.


“No doubt, you were wrong,
and silly,” he agreed. “That’s why I need to make sure you wouldn’t be doing it
again. You know what I’m going to do to you, don’t you, Hailey?”


Every inch of her knew. And
in the same vein, every inch of her longed and panted for it. Yielding totally
to the forces of lust and obeisance, she nodded slowly.


“Good. Because I’m just
itching to show how angry, worried and hurt I’ve been since I woke up that
morning and you were gone.” He didn’t touch her, didn’t move from the few
inches distance he stood. And yet she felt his tense, hard passion almost like
it was already pounding deep and strong within her.


 He said the next words quietly yet
clearly – compellingly. “Hitch your skirt high up on your waist. Then I
want you to bend over and place your elbows on the desk.”


Heartbeat accelerating till
it was like she would faint, Hailey complied meekly. Her fingers trembled
slightly as she hooked them into the hem of her skirt which she lifted till it
lay in folds above her waist. She saw his eyes gleam at the sight of her black
satin and lace thong. She caught one last glimpse of his desire-driven face
before she meekly bent forward at the waist and leaned forward on her elbows so
that her exposed bottom stuck out.


She could swear his breath
quickened, and sensed even more the waves of passion washing through the four
walls of the expansive office. It seemed almost incredible to believe this was
actually going to happen here, now. If anyone had told her this morning as
she’d prepared for this appointment that she’d be bent atop Ethan Wolf’s desk,
she’d have called them crazy.


“You know you deserve a
spanking, don’t you?” Ethan asked, ever mild, while he unfastened his belt.
Hailey heard the sound of it being yanked through its hoops and just that low,
ominous sound was enough to make her shiver. On and on she seeped and she
abstractly worried it would be running down her legs and into her black
thigh-highs.


“Yes,
Ethan. I know.”


“No,
not Ethan. You’ll address me as “Sir”, Hailey. You understand?”


“Yes…Sir.”
God, she was shaking with hot, searing lust, her insides roiling together till
she felt almost faint. From the corner of her eye, she saw him holding his belt
coiled in one hand. She almost couldn’t breathe by now.


“That’s
a good girl,” he said softly. “I’m going to start with five strokes, Hailey.
And I want you to take count.”



 


 


 

Chapter Four



 

Ethan
seemed to pause, as if savoring the moment, as well as the sight of her bent
there submissively over his desk. And then, with a sudden, swift deftness, he
brought the belt down across her ass. There was a sharp crack and Hailey
gasped, her elbow digging into the unyielding surface of the desk. The sting
from the blow was indescribably hot, sharp. Her whole body stiffed, but she otherwise
stayed in place.


“Count,
Hailey. Don’t make me tell you again.”


The
calm evenness of his voice brought her back into focus. Blinking back the tears
stinging the corner of her eyes, she said in a trembling voice, “One.”


“Good
girl,” he said quietly, right before the belt landed again with an even sharper
“crack”.


Oh fuck, fuck, fuck!  Her whole head was spinning along with
the agony spreading from her bottom to the rest of her body. “Two,” she barely
just managed to let out, her legs trembling in the high heels she wore. 


“You
know this has to be done, don’t you?” Ethan asked softly. “I have to see this
through. You need this lesson, Hailey. And so do I.” CRACK! 


A
helpless shudder passed through her as her flesh registered the bite echoing
from the snap of the leather. And then she moaned hoarsely, “Three.” 


Her
whole frame was trembling from the top of her now mussed hair to the tips of
her heeled pumps. She wanted to scream, to dash away from this torture chamber.
But then she also wanted to stay, and take her well-deserved discipline which
was already sending liquid fire through her pussy.


She
started when he suddenly reached forward and roughly tugged down her thong,
virtually ripping it off. It half-hung around her knees, not much more than
tatters. She felt more achingly exposed and desperately aroused than ever. Deep
inside her walls, she twitched and spasmed, hungry for more. Hungry for the
totality of Ethan’s dominance, frantic for him to stake his claim, in every
way.


The
sound of the next blow registered almost as soon as the intense sensation of
the thick leather landing on the soft white flesh of her ass. Hailey gasped out
the word, “Four!” while fighting for air as her hand unconsciously reached for
her clit.


But
suddenly, Ethan’s fingers were clutching her hair and yanking her head back so
she could look into his handsome, darkly disapproving face. “You don’t have
permission to touch yourself, Hailey. Only I can give you that. And for now all
I’m going to do is give you two more
strokes instead of one – just for being too ahead of yourself.”


“Sir…please,” Hailey moaned, arousal dripping
like a tap from her quivering pussy lips.


“No
begging, Hailey. It’s only going to work me up more and then I’ll probably go
crazy and not stop till I leave your beautiful little ass in red, angry welts.
Now unless you want me to spend the next hour spanking you, keep your hands
away from your cunt!” And then he cracked down on her ass once more.


Hailey’s
teeth were gritted together so tight the word “four” barely came out
coherently. She heard his low hum of approval.


“Just
one more, Hailey. Spread your legs wider and stick your ass further out.”


It
was torture to move, but Hailey quickly obeyed, fingernails raking into the
desk’s surface as she braced herself for what would be the final blow. I can do
this; she thought, drawing in energizing breaths. Just one more and maybe,
maybe he’ll fuck my drenched pussy as hard as I need him to right now…


He’d
unleashed an arousal so powerful it made her want to explode. If he entered her
now, he’d finish her, she was sure of it. She waited with a thudding heart,
even as she saw him take careful aim. Next thing she knew, the belt came down
square across her ass and exposed pussy mound. She screamed involuntarily with
ecstasy.


“Six!” she virtually shouted, the
scalding agony pulsing through her so intensely it was a separate living
entity.


Her
knees were almost buckling and she leaned further unto the desk for support.
Her lower body was on fire, throbbing and hot like hell itself. She heard the
belt drop to the floor, and then he was drawing her into a hard, strong
embrace, his eyes filled with just as much of the torment he’d just put her
through.


“Don’t
ever leave me again,” Ethan whispered, the harsh, ragged sound of his breathing
melting through her soul. “Or I swear I’ll tear the world apart to find you and
then it would be more than making you take my belt. You understand me?”


“Yes,
Sir.” Yes, my love, her heart sang.
I’ll never run away from you, ever again. She felt the tear trickling to her
lip and gasped as he tugged her head forward, seizing her mouth and smearing
the saltiness of her tears into their hot, hungry kiss. She moaned and clung to
him, but he was pulling her away, done with tenderness.


“I
need you on your knees, now.” 


Without
blinking, she knelt in front of him, her eyes lifting expectantly. Her achy
trembling had started all over again, making her feel she was on some potent
narcotic. Ethan was all that and more: intoxicating, addictive. How could she
have been crazy to think she could do without him?


“Unzip
me,” he commanded, and she was keen to reach up to the button of his dress
pants. In her eagerness her fingers shook and fumbled. Hailey almost sobbed
with frustration for the few moments wasted before got through the button and
his zipper to finally release the thick, solid, impressively huge cock waiting
within. A whimper of aroused delight passed her throat as she stared at the
raised, pulsing veins running along his beautiful shaft. To have him in her
mouth right then would be just as pleasurable as if he’d been inside her, she
knew. Her pussy must have agreed because it thrummed and soaked itself in more
and more dewy heat.


“Is
this what you want, Hailey?” he asked softly. “You want to suck my cock? There,
on your knees? Tell me,” he gruffed, holding her hair tight in his fist,
jerking her head up to look at him. “Tell me how much you want this –
need it.” As he spoke, his free hand fisted his raging erection, slapping it
across her cheek and lips. She gasped, her breasts tingling at the tips just as
hard as her clit throbbed where it rubbed into her panties.


“Say
it, Hailey.”


Breath
coming fast, she gazed up at him. “I want to suck your cock, Sir. I want your
big fat cock in my mouth, choking me. Filling me up.”


“Good
girl,” he said, his voice getting more unrecognizable by the second. With a jab
of his hips, he pushed his cock into her parted lips. She instantly widened her
mouth further to take his surging length, gagging as he went as far back as he
could get it in. Her hands lifted to wrap around him, but he smacked them away.
“Hands behind your back, Hailey. And don’t move them till I tell you,” came his
gruff direction.


Hailey
folded her arms behind her back, feeling helpless as he thrust into her mouth
again, going as deep as before, making her take him down her throat. She fought
back the reflex to gag, though her body coiled unstoppably from the force of
his plunges. Again and again, she felt him slide in and out, holding her head
in place as he face-fucked her hard and fast. She felt her eyes begin to water
as she enthusiastically worked her lips and tongue over, around and under his
rampaging cock. 


Ethan
pulled out to let her come up for air, and then he was pounding into her mouth
again. Then he fisted himself out of the way and gave up his balls for her to
lap hungrily, tonguing it slickly with her saliva. Her head moved and slanted
to get the best access to his gorgeous, delicious balls. She was panting with
the need to taste him, almost desperate to swallow him all up if he could. His
scent was maddeningly erotic, causing a twitching in her pussy that was close
to making her scream.


“Now
you can touch me,” he said hoarsely yet very commandingly. “Put your hands
around my cock and stroke it. That’s it, Hailey. Wank me hard.”


His
voice, his words were sending her so close to the edge as she was quick to obey
his every instruction. The sensation of his hot, throbbing member pumping in
and out of her fingers was more than incredibly arousing. The rate of lust
grinding through her frame from her pussy outwards was enough to pulverize her
if she let it. 


He
groaned, deep and hard, before suddenly shifting out of her grip. She felt his
fingers in her hair, tugging her up on her shaking feet. Then, without a word,
he led her to the couch in the sitting room section of the massive office,
positioning her so that she was facing the back of the couch, her knees digging
into the cushioned leather seat. Expectation for his final possession was making
her pussy start to drip till the wetness spread the inside of her thighs,
evident when they rubbed together. 


His
hands rubbed the still stinging globes of her ass, and she shivered with the
remembered pain that somehow translated to intense pleasure within her core.
The contrast of those large, powerful hands now stroking where the belt had
only minutes ago been administered, made her head swim. 


When
his fingers shoved between her dripping legs and into her soaked pussy, she
bucked and moaned aloud. He ran his fingers along her wet slit, circling around
her swollen clit. She let out an even louder moan.


He
snapped, “Quiet, Hailey. Not a sound, or I won’t let you come. I won’t even put
my cock inside you but instead, I’ll come on your face and in your mouth like I
wanted to do back there. Is that what you want?” 


“No,
Sir,” Hailey said with a whimper and a sob, even as his words made her even
more terribly aroused. “I want you deep inside me. I want you to fuck me hard.
That’s all I want.”


“And
that’s what you’ll get,” was his clipped, lust-tinged reply. A rip of the
condom wrapper, and soon he was ready, positioning himself behind her. She
could feel his hard shaft pressing in between her blistering cheeks, and she
shivered convulsively. He slid over and around her throbbing vulva, spreading
the wetness from her cunt onto his cock. Then he grabbed her hair in his left
hand and turned her head, seizing her lips in a hot, rough and sweet kiss.
“You’ll get it, Hailey. You’ll get exactly what you want – and how you
want it.”


Oh,
yes! She cried deep inside, not daring to say it out loud, her heart singing as
she knew he was going to give it to her exactly as she craved it. Her hairline
tingled where his fingers dug at her hair, but she didn’t care. All that mattered
was the hot stem of thick flesh pulsing in the middle of her burning ass,
waiting to claim her. The next second, he thrust his cock into her warm,
throbbing pussy.


Her
lips parted as she drew in an open mouthed breath, feeling him settle deep for
a moment before he started to move. Precisely, deliberately, and forcefully. He
fucked her hard, pounding with stroke after violent stroke. He buried himself
deep inside and made her whole body coil forward as she tried to take his
length and girth without screaming out loud. The long bolts of pain that cut
through her were overshadowed by the immeasurable bliss she felt from having a
part of him so deeply and tightly embedded within her core.


Hailey
felt him let go of his grip on her hair, his hands landing on her hips as he
thrust farther up into her cunt than ever before. The deeper he went, the
harder he took her, and the wetter she became. She gritted her teeth against
the almost fearful urge to cry out his name; the pleasure was so intense it was
painful in itself. Mere minutes had passed but already her pussy was
contracting; her lower belly was suffusing with a sensation that spelled out
her approaching orgasm.


“This
is how you like it, isn’t it?” he growled, leaning forward to bite on the lobe
of her ear. “You like it rough, deep. Hard.” With that last word, he thrust in
so fiercely she felt a jolt in her kidney. She couldn’t hold back; she came.
Her pussy automatically grabbed on his cock, making him grunt as her walls
began to compact and milk him.  His fingers
dug deeply into the flesh of her waist as his cock exploded inside her, heeding
the call of her cunt as it beckoned with its squeezing, pulsing muscles. 


Ethan
fell over her back, their bodies locked together as they shuddered in unison.
His lips pressed and sucked hard unto her arched neck, before his teeth sunk
deep into her flesh, branding her with his passionate bite marks. Their bodies
continued to move for some moments in a heedless dance, caught in their common
bliss. At last, the storm stilled, and the peace that landed upon them was
perfect, complete. 


*


“We need to
talk,” Ethan said, stroking the damp hair from her face as she lay half on top
of him. She knew, from the throbbing in her bottom that she’d rather not sit
down for the now. It was definite she’d be unable to sit for the next week or
two without reminding herself of what had occurred in this office.


“I know,” she
sighed, her arms wrapping around him as she placed her head against his chest.
His heart beat strongly, reassuringly beneath her cheek. “What we just did…in
here. People must have heard – “


“Impossible,” he
told her firmly as he planted a kiss on her forehead. “The walls are very
thick, Hailey. Besides, I warned my secretary to allow no one near as soon as
you arrived. It’s okay; you don’t need to be shy.” His teasing tone made her
blush, before he lifted her chin with his hand. His eyes blazed deeply into
hers, as he asked in a soft tone, “Was it just the way you wished it?”


Hailey’s blush
deepened, and she nodded with a smile. “You really did read my book. That part
where the hero disciplined her with his belt, inside his office. How did you
know that was my fantasy?”


He shrugged. “I
guessed. There were a lot of them though – and trust me I can’t wait to
try each and everyone out with you.” He grinned as she ducked her head with
another blush. He said softly, “So many things in that book – reminded me
of you, told me that it wasn’t all fiction. You poured a lot of your desires
into every page, Hailey. And even if it was some heroine with a different name
and all that, I knew she was you.”


“Then you
wouldn’t be surprised if I told you I fashioned the hero after you?” she asked, looking up, bobbing an
eyebrow at him and laughing when she saw his surprised look. “It’s true, Ethan.
You were my muse. I kept seeing you around and wanting you, yet warning myself
to not raise my hopes. But on paper – or at least, on my computer screen,
we could be together, share passion, danger, excitement. I could be with you
anyway I wanted.”


“So do you?” he
asked with a gleam in his eye that made her heart constrict. “Want to be with
me. Or are you going to skip off again the moment I turn my back?”


Sighing deeply,
her lashes fell. “The way you made me feel…it scared me. All you had to do was
look at me, touch me – and you owned me. Only one person ever made me
feel something close to that and…well, it didn’t end well. I’ve been scarred
ever since. But today…”


“Today I showed
you how it’s meant to be,” he said gruffly, capturing her lips in a swift,
possessive kiss. “You want a man to take control, give you the reason to bring
out that part of you that finds strength in submission. I can give you want you
need, Hailey.”


“I know,” she
breathed, her fingers digging into his shirt front. She’d always known he could
give her everything she needed and wanted. He could take over her whole world,
just like she’d suspected. But her only fear was that it might prove her
undoing in the end…



 

Correction to
insert:


...she
discovers he's everything she's imagined in her fantasies as he subjects her to
the hottest, most sensual passion she's ever known.
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Chapter one



 

Hailey knew she should have put her foot down when
Ethan had suggested throwing this lavish dinner party. She wasn’t much into
fanfare – even if it was in celebration of her new book, and its success.
It had topped all the major bestsellers’ lists since its first week.


Even now, she still felt overwhelmed by what had
happened. She knew she had a lot to be grateful for, especially in terms of her
publishing house. They’d done everything possible to showcase the book on every
major platform – the social media, the literary journals, newspapers and
even TV and radio. The publishing firm, and in essence Ethan, had made sure
that nothing stood in the way of keeping her book on the lips of readers and
reviewers. Now everyone was talking about it. It had already realized its first
half a million copies in electronic sales, and the print version was literally
flying off the shelves.


Hailey still hadn’t come down from the clouds yet.


So, how come the thought of her financial success and
nation-wide recognition – soon to be worldwide if Ethan’s people had
anything to do with it, wasn’t the major thing on her mind right then? 


“Are you sure you know what you’re doing?” Samantha
asked, startling Hailey. Hailey turned with a quizzical smile to her friend who
was standing by her side. Samantha was dressed in a gorgeous turquoise designer
dress with a lacy bodice, which ended in flowing silk to the floor. She was
taller than Hailey, who was also in formal attire. Samantha’s eyes roved her
friend admiringly.


“You look lovely in a dress, darling,” Samantha said.
“In fact, you look gorgeous tonight, period.”


“And we know who we have to thank for that,” Hailey
replied drily, sending Samantha a meaningful look. It was Samantha, after all,
who’d seen to Hailey’s whole appearance for the evening. She’d dressed Hailey
in a floor-sweeping black frock, which clung to Hailey’s slim frame. There was
a daring and yet graceful keyhole cut-out at the bust. The sleeves were fitted
and long, encrusted with sequins from shoulder to wrist. Hailey had felt
self-conscious about being so glammed up, until she arrived and had seen the
look on Ethan’s face. His gaze could only have been described as smoking hot.
She’d felt so sexy and desirable and that was what had kept her preoccupied all
night, not the excitement of the occasion. No, for her Ethan would be all the
excitement she required.


Hailey heard Samantha chuckle, before her friend
murmured, “Thanks, honey but I know I don’t deserve all the credit. I didn’t
put that glow on your face. Ever since you met Ethan…you’ve bloomed. Not to
speak of becoming one of the fastest rising writers of erotic fiction.”
Samantha’s blue eyes gleamed down at her friend. “That’s why I asked if you
knew what you were doing. Ever since Matt…” She broke off gently, her eyes
suddenly following the path of Hailey’s gaze to find her looking across the
crowded room at Ethan, who was talking to a group of Press people. Hailey
instantly stepped back into the shadow of the curtains. She’d already taken
countless pictures, did a short interview, and signed more of her books than
she’d expected to at a dinner party held in her honor. She’d had enough
attention for one night and not just from the Press.


She turned to the prying Samantha with a wry smile.
“This isn’t like me and Matt. Matt and I…were symbiotic. We were like two
different species staying in a relationship because we needed something from
each other. I needed to be needed, while Matt – well, he just needed to
be in control.”


“So…how is this different?” Samantha asked. “Because I
can tell that with you and Ethan, both of you are getting a whole lot out of
it. I mean, look at him. He’s hot as fuck – and you’ve already given me
enough tidbits to know he’s fucking hot in bed, too. I want to ask if he has a
cute younger brother I could grab, but alas, I’m honorably and officially
engaged to dear Larry.” She batted her eyes prettily, and Hailey laughed.


“Well, it’s a good thing you are safely engaged,
because as it happens, he does have a brother – a younger brother, R.J.
Wolf. He’s some kind of whiz rocketeer, though I’m not even sure what that
means. Something to do with launching capsules into orbit to supply
government-operated space stations. In his free time, he develops
environmentally friendly sports cars.”


“Hmm, I’m impressed,” Samantha crooned. “Maybe I
should have insisted that Larry came with me tonight, at least to keep me in
line. What if this R.J. Wolf is just as hunky as his big brother?”


“Well, I wouldn’t know; I’m yet to meet him myself.
He’s supposed to be here tonight,” Hailey said with a chuckle, knowing that
Samantha was joking. Samantha adored her fiancé Larry whom she’d been dating
since her sophomore year in college. He was tied up with business or he’d have
made it to the party tonight. Hailey added, “Besides, you might find he’s the
cute and nerdy type. He is, after all, supposed to be a science geek. Though, a
fabulously rich one.”


“I guess we’ll have to wait and see,” Samantha said,
laughing softly, before she sobered. “I’m so happy for you, Hailey. With
everything. It all seems to be falling perfectly into place. Almost too
perfectly in fact.” She said this with an almost apologetic smile. “You know
what I mean, Hailey. I don’t want you to get hurt. I mean, like the last time.”


Hailey understood her perfectly. She was concerned it
might end like it had with Matt. How she’d sunk into melancholy and despair,
almost turning to self-harm. Matt Gregory had actually been Samantha’s
professor, and Hailey had met him by chance. She’d gone to see Samantha after
her friend had finished with class, and all but bumped into the professor as
he’d left the lecture hall. The books in his hands had tumbled to the floor and
she’d quickly apologized, helping him gather them up. As they’d straightened
and looked into each other’s eyes, something had flashed between them. In an
instant, she knew he wanted her. And that she wanted him too, so bad it made
her tremble slightly as she handed him his books back.


“I don’t know who you are…,” he began, in a voice like
timber rumbling over timber, “But I want to take you out to lunch.”


And just like that, she said yes, she’d love that. In
no time, they were dating. Discreet yet passionate, their relationship had
swept through her world.


He’d been very handsome, in his early forties –
and supposedly happily divorced from his wife. He’d been cultured, charming
– and Hailey had fallen really hard for him. 


She’d been twenty, and perhaps, as she thought of it
now, much too impressionable. She’d always been attracted to older men, and
Matt had given her many things that her past boyfriends her age hadn’t been
able to. She was happy to let him lead; she’d been quite content to follow.
She’d been blissful, and had felt needed for the first time in her life. What
with her parents gone and no other family but an aunt and uncle and cousins,
all who were too self-wrapped to really get her…it had been great to find
someone to matter to. And someone
that mattered to her.


Matt had been all that. Even with the age difference,
she’d felt a wonderful kind of passion in his arms. And for a while, it had
seemed perfect. He showed her things, brought her pleasure to new heights. His
experience, his expertise when they touched, had made it all seem like nothing
else mattered. And Hailey had put everything into her feelings. She’d been just
so happy to have found someone with a like mind; someone who looked past her
steampunk image to the woman beneath. They’d connected – or so she’d thought.


Finally finding out he was getting back with his
ex-wife had been a hard blow. It had come out of nowhere, just when Hailey had
thought they had the whole world ahead of them. She hadn’t been sure what she’d
expecting…maybe not marriage, but a lasting, strong bond. All that ended when
she realized that his ex-wife wanted him back and he decided he’d give it
another try.


“You and I had something good, Hailey,” he’d told her
apologetically, as he’d broken up with her over dinner at their favorite
restaurant. “You taught me so much. Taught me how to be young again. And I
think I gave you the chance to come out of yourself, to shine.” He’d smiled
with fondness as he’d placed his hand over hers on the table. “When you first
bumped into me outside my class, you were like a shy little thing, so slim,
beautiful, and magical. I wanted you from the moment I saw you. But even I knew
then that whatever we shared…it could never be enough. For either of us.”


“You mean for you,” she’d choked out, pulling her hand
from underneath his. Tears hadn’t come then, but she felt like they were
drowning her deep within. “I should have known I could never be really good
enough for Professor Matt Gregory. So it’s back to your surgeon wife. How
foolish I was to ever get in the middle of it.” Her voice had held all the
bitterness in the world, wrapped around those words.


He’d sighed deeply. “That’s not it, and you know it.
One day, Hailey, you’ll understand. When you find that true combination –
and you will, you’ll see why you and I could never work out. But I’m happy we
met, Hailey. I’m happy we had this.”


She’d stared with anger and pain into his kind,
handsomely crinkling eyes. Gosh, she’d never loved – and hated –
him so much as she did in that moment. And then she’d replied coldly, “I wish I
could say the same.” Before snatching up her purse and stalking out, almost
blinded by the tears that then chose to fall.


It had taken months for Hailey to get back to herself.
With the help of friends like Samantha, she’d found a way to look beyond the
ache of feeling the loss of something that had seemed so real. The ache of
feeling like she’d never have what it took to hold someone, make them hers for
as long as it mattered.


But now, in this moment as she looked across the room
and caught Ethan’s eye, something passed between them that birthed a hope
within her. Maybe it was time she believed again. Ethan surely knew how to preach
it – with his kisses, his touch, oh he preached. He scared her because
she realized he could make her do anything he wanted. In just a few months,
he’d come to possess her in a way she had never wanted a man to get the chance
to, never again.


He left the crowd of people he was talking with, and
made his way over to her. The way he moved…the look in his eye as he
approached. He was so sensually feral even without knowing. Hailey felt the
eyes of the women in the room turn to him as he strode past, unaware of them. He only has eyes for me, Hailey realized
with an inner wash of pleasure. It felt good to be wanted back by someone you
wanted so much as well, in ways that made the whole room fade away as he drew
closer.


Samantha smiled as he appeared, and he returned her
smile. With a nod, she discreetly withdrew, leaving Hailey and Ethan alone
– or as alone as they could be with a room full of people. 


“I hope you aren’t doing what I think you’re doing,”
he said in an admonishing tone, his eyes twinkling down into hers. “Hiding
behind the curtains, I mean. This is your night Hailey. I can’t have the star
of the evening lurking in the wings.” He smiled warmly, lifting a possessive
hand to brush the side of her face. “You look like a dream. A part of me wants to
show you off to the world – while another part of me wants to whisk you
away to some lonely island that’s just big enough for just the two of us.”


“Ah,” Hailey said slowly, nodding her head. “I should
have known you weren’t much of a sharer,” she teased.


“When it comes to you, no,” he said gruffly. “Just
imagining any man other than me touching you…is enough to make me see red.
Although…” He stopped short, and Hailey’s head tipped to the side in curiosity.
But he shook his head. “Later. We’ll talk later.” Suddenly, he pressed a kiss
to her lips, and just that brief contact of his warm mouth against hers had
Hailey’s heart pumping faster. Even after months of constantly being around
him, and she still lit up each time he touched her. She was in trouble. Samantha
was right – she needed to be careful. She could really get engulfed in
this man.


“Save a dance for me,” he said with a tender smile,
before pushing her slightly. “Now go mingle. And this time, alone.” 


Hailey made a face at him, though she obliged. Earlier
in the evening, it had been him taking her around to introduce her to people.
Now, she had no choice but to do as he asked. It wasn’t as nerve racking as
she’d thought; everyone was friendly and charming. They all kept telling her
how much they loved her book, and hoped that she’d write another one soon.
Hailey’s thoughts shot quickly to Ethan and she had to admit they’d been making
enough material for her to be able to dredge up two or more sequels to her
first title. And then she wanted to giggle at the thought of actually
considering writing about the things she did with Ethan. Some things were
better left out of public domain, she told herself.


About to excuse herself from the group she’d been
standing in, she stepped back quickly – only to collide with into a very
solid form. “Oh, I’m sorry…,” she began to say, feeling the two large hands
that fell on her waist to steady her. Turning on her heels, she came face to
face with a man she hadn’t met before.


And wow, was he hot. He still had his hands on her
waist and seemed reluctant to let go. She quirked an eyebrow at him, telling
herself not to be bowled over by his handsome looks. He looked only a few years
older, maybe in his late twenties. He had a full head of hair, dark lustrous
brown with the locks styled up in that particular way that was so fashionable
right then. It had always looked silly to Hailey on other guys but on him, it
fit perfectly. He had those looks that could blend right into one of those
Abercrombie ads, all fresh-faced hunkiness. He towered over her and was dressed
smart-casual in a dark blue shirt and a slim-fitting pair of grey pants.
Suddenly, he grinned and for some reason, he looked vaguely familiar.


“Do I know you?” she asked in surprise, angry with
herself for feeling a thrill from his touch. He finally let his hands fall from
her waist and she found she could now breathe again. Once more aware of her
surroundings that had faded to the background when she’d faced the handsome
stranger, she found herself scowling.


“I doubt it,” he said drily, his green eyes raking
over her face. “A woman like you would be hard to forget. I’m guessing you’re
the writer, judging by the resemblance you share with the lady on the back of
the book that’s causing such a storm.”


“Yes, I am,” she said with primness, though inwardly
she was in a whirl. What was it about this guy that appealed so much to her
senses? The way he smiled, the sound of his voice – brought to mind the
sense that somehow, they were connected. But he was just another handsome face
– wasn’t he?


“Ah, nice to meet you,” he said, holding out his hand.


Hailey stared down at it, wondering at her reluctance
to take it. Why was she letting him get to her? It felt crazy the way he made
the whole room disappear and suddenly the music, the people, didn’t seem to be
on the same planet with them. 


“I’m not going to bite, Ms. Harley,” he told her with
a small smirk of his gorgeously full lips. Oh my God I must be insane, Hailey
thought as her head spun. Were her hormones that over-active that she now found
herself panting for any good looking guy that moved? Well, that was an
exaggeration, she knew. This was just the second guy in as many months that had
her wanting to run in the opposite direction in fear. Fear that she was about
to fall once again…



 


 

Chapter Two



 

Regaining her composure, Hailey finally shook the hand
he extended. His touch was casual yet there was no denying the warmth of his
skin. There was also a slight lingering in his hold that gave her the
impression he liked touching her. She snatched her hand back, feeling guilty to
be so attracted to this person. Maybe because he reminded her so much of
someone, which was really weird. She wanted to mumble an excuse and leave but
couldn’t.


“I liked your book. A lot,” he said, his tone
deliberately mild. “It’s not usually my thing. I’m more a non-fiction guy
myself, usually buried in the latest science journal…but someone recommended
you to me and I must admit it was quite a…riveting read.”


“I’m glad you enjoyed it, Mr.…?” she asked pointedly,
lifting her eyebrow.


“Call me Robert,” he said, flashing that killer grin
again. “I must say your work gave perfect insight into the female mind. The way
she thinks and feels. It also made me curious to meet the author behind it. Any
woman who could write with such flame and passion, well...” He paused to sigh
deeply in appreciation, and then added, “And I hope you don’t mind me
confessing that you’re every inch as I imagined you. Your pictures don’t do you
justice one bit, Ms. Harley.”


Hailey bit on her lip in more confusion especially
when his green, soulful eyes seemed to pierce right through her. He swept his
eyes down to her now heaving chest, where the hint of cleavage peeked through
her keyhole bodice. He looked up again and held her gaze with an intent that
had her head spinning. If one look could say, “I want to fuck you so bad,” then
the man called Robert had the look mastered. She felt exposed, torn apart, and
thrilled all at once by his mesmerizing eyes.


She had to swallow before saying, “Thank you, Robert.
You’re too kind.” Once again, she had to draw on every ounce of equanimity she
could muster. “Now if you’ll excuse me – “


“Ah, Hailey. I see you’ve finally met R.J.”


The sound of Ethan’s deep, throbbing voice had her
whipping around, her face going red with guilt as he came to stand by her side.
Not that she’d been doing anything wrong, even though she had been thinking it…


But then she looked up into Ethan’s smiling face, and
then at the man called Robert, just as Ethan’s words finally sank in. “Hold
on…this is R.J? Your brother?” she gasped.


“Robert Jeremy Wolf – R.J. for short. At your
service,” the younger man said, as both men now stood side by side. Hailey
wanted to faint. No wonder he’d seemed so familiar! He had Ethan’s rakish
smile, and they even sounded similar. Next to each other, one could easily tell
they were brothers though Ethan looked just a bit older, and more conservative
in style. Now she really wanted to kick herself, even as she almost felt like
laughing. So much for thinking he’d be some science geek. No offence to geeks
– science or no – but blimming hell R.J. looked as much like a sex
god as his brother.


Hailey had that sudden sinking feeling that if she’d
thought she was in trouble before…well, that trouble had certainly doubled. In
more ways than one…


***


“So, what did you think of R.J.?” Ethan asked her
lightly as they danced to the slowly to the music playing some minutes later.


“He’s…a lot like you,” Hailey said, hiding her
blushing face in his shoulder as he chuckled.


“I’ll take that as a compliment,” Ethan replied
humorously. “Girls usually go crazy over R.J, my smart and cute little brother.
Though cute and little are words I’ve had to stop using to describe him since
he was twelve. He’s almost as big and tough as I am. He’s also a billionaire
– made his first eight zeros when he was barely twenty five.”


“You aren’t doing too shabbily yourself,” she teased,
looking up at him with dancing eyes. She’d found out weeks ago that not only
did he own the building where Samantha lived and where they’d met – but
he was also a fabulously loaded entrepreneur. He had his finger in almost every
pie – real estate, finance, oil and of course, publishing, which he told
her was his main interest. He loved books, and enjoyed giving writers the
platform they needed.


“Why, thank you,” Ethan growled, resting his lips against
her ear in the way that always made her shiver. Oh, the way she felt for this
man…As ever, she shivered just thinking of all the hot, passionate moments
they’d shared since that first time in his apartment. Then he startled her by
murmuring, “Wouldn’t you want to know what he thinks about you?”


Hailey shivered despite herself, trying not to stumble
as Ethan swept her in his arms. “I haven’t really given it much consideration.”


Ethan chuckled deeply. “I was watching you two for
some minutes before I joined you,” he confessed, and at her guilty start, he
simply smiled widely. “You could barely take your eyes off each other.”


“Ethan, I…”


“Baby,” he broke in softly, looking deeply into her
startled eyes. “Don’t sweat it. It’s okay. You know what I said about going
ballistic imagining you with other guys…Well I don’t feel that way if it’s R.J.
In fact, I think it’s great that you’re attracted to him.”


Hailey gulped, not knowing what to say to this. Why
were his words making her go into jelly-mode, especially in her lower region?
Where was he taking this? She was almost too frightened to guess.


“I…I don’t know what you mean,” she stammered, her
heart pounding.


“What I’m saying Hailey, is that it’s OK. You wanting
R.J. That means it was meant to be.”


“What was
meant to be?”


He merely shook his head, still smiling. But then when
he pulled her closer into his arms again, it was to whisper in her ear, “And by
the way, R.J. thinks you’re freaking hot. But then, I believe you already knew
that.”


Hailey felt a shiver pass through her as Ethan’s voice
thrummed through her heightened senses. 


“I’m happy tonight was a success,” he said, diffusing
the sensual tension that was swirling all around them. “I hope you didn’t hate
it too much.” His grin was teasing and tender.


Happy for the reprieve, Hailey smiled back though
inwardly she was still aflutter. She didn’t need to be told that Ethan was up
to something. But what?


“I’ll confess I’m not much of a social butterfly,” she
replied, “But there was no doubt that I enjoyed tonight.”


“I’m glad. But you know it’s far from over, don’t
you?” he murmured, eyes glinting down into hers as just like that, he revved up
the heat again. “Lord help me, seeing you in that lovely dress has made me
spend the whole night thinking how much I want to get you out of it. And soon,
I will. But this time, it’s going to be a little – no, make that a lot
different.”


“How so?” Hailey quizzed, keeping her expression mild
even though deep within her, she was buzzing alarmingly with expectation.


“Wouldn’t want to ruin the surprise,” he said
mysteriously, with another shake of his head. Hailey wanted to stamp her foot
in playful frustration, when a tall figure appeared at their side. She drew in
an inaudible breath to find it was R.J.


“Could I possibly cut in?” he asked with a cocky grin,
as the two brothers shared humorous glances.


“By all means,” Ethan said with a smile that was just
as reckless, totally ignoring Hailey’s look of panic as he relinquished his
hold. R.J. easily took his place, gathering the now speechless Hailey into his
arms as Ethan walked away.


“Relax,” her dashing partner said, his smile teasing.
“I already told you I don’t bite. Not unless you ask me to of course.” His hand
rested heavily on her slim hips, while his fingers linked intimately with hers
as they moved over the floor.


Hailey looked around helplessly for Ethan, but he was
nowhere to be seen. Just what was she supposed to do in this situation? Both
brothers in their different ways made her lightheaded. Meeting R.J. had brought
unexpected sensations to the fore, emotions she’d never have felt it was
possible to feel for two men at the same time. Two brothers, no less. She looked up into R.J.’s intense expression, so
much like Ethan’s, and suddenly things started to fall into place within her
brain.


“That’s it,” R.J. cooed with approval, as her body
went from stiff to relaxed. Her breathing was only just coming back to normal,
if barely managing to draw in air could be called normal.


“What are you doing?” she breathed, staring up at him
fixedly. Just then, his hand had lifted from her waist till it all but grazed
the outer curve of her right breast. He never took his eyes from hers. She held
her breath, feeling his thumb brush almost imperceptibly across the lower edge
of her mound.


“Nothing you don’t like,” he murmured, his
emerald-green eyes blazing.


“Look, R.J, you’re cool and everything, but…as you
know, me and Ethan are…”


“Are a couple, I know,” R.J. drawled, keeping his hand
where it was. “But soon, that’s going to change – in the best possible
way. I’m not sure how much Ethan has told you, but when we spoke about you
before tonight, we were hoping on one thing. That when I met you, I would feel
like this. Like if I didn’t fuck you soon, I’d explode.” He heard her gasp out loud,
and he clenched her even tighter to him so she had no choice but to feel what
her closeness was doing to him. His hardness was unmistakable against her
belly. 


“That’s right, Hailey. I want to fuck you. So bad. And
Ethan knows. Approves, in fact.”


“I don’t believe you,” Hailey breathed, her core
twisting up in knots and boiling on itself. 


R.J. chuckled deeply. “I know…it can be hard to take
in at first. But know this, Hailey…this is the first time that Ethan and I have
found a woman that stirs us both to the same level of distraction. And we swore
that if it was ever the case – if either of us met someone that the other
found equally entrancing, then…”


Hailey couldn’t help the shiver that rushed through
her at the words he left unsaid. He merely smiled, then said in her ear, “Go,
Ethan’s waiting.” And sure enough, over her shoulder, she glanced around and
saw Ethan standing not far off, an indulgent smile on his face. R.J. released
her with a slight, dashing bow, and Hailey all but stumbled to make her way to
Ethan’s side.


“Come, my darling; you look overwhelmed,” he teased,
an arm wrapping around her waist. He kissed her lips softly. 


“I’m sure I am,” she breathed, staring up at him.
“Ethan, I don’t know what’s happening. Tell me.”


“Not…yet,” he said firmly, his smile tinged with that
same mystery that had teased and frustrated her all evening. “However, I think
we’ve stayed long enough to be respectable-don’t you?”


“Yes,” she breathed, recognizing the look on his face.
His fingers tightened where they linked with hers, and he lifted her hand to
his lips, kissing it briefly. “Say your goodbyes to Samantha – RJ and I
will be waiting.” She nodded, about to go off, when he gripped her hand for a
moment, adding softly and with blazing eyes, “And hurry.”


Well, okay,
Hailey thought with an inner chuckle blended in with a shiver. The anticipation
rushing through her was more potent than adrenalin. She found Samantha chatting
gaily with a group of their other friends. Hailey couldn’t help the deep
feeling of gratitude washing over her. Samantha, and their closest friends, had
made it a point to be there for her tonight. Not even her family: her aunt and
uncle, nor her two cousins – had bothered to show up for the event. She’d
have thought her new-found success would have conciliated them from thinking
she was useless to society. Apparently though, they didn’t seem to consider
being a writer of erotic fiction much of an achievement.


Hailey was far from bothered though. Her life, as
Samantha had said earlier, had changed so much for the better in the past
months. She’d grown in so many ways; as a woman and a person. And Ethan had a
lot to do with that, she knew.


“Sorry I have to leave you,” Hailey said with a smile
to Samantha as she drew her best friend to the side. “But Ethan and I…”


“I know, can’t wait to get your hands on each other,”
Samantha crowed underneath her breath. “Gosh, watching you two dance…it was
enough to set fire to the room. You two sure have that something. But then
again, who was that brown-haired angel I saw whisking you over the floor
earlier?” Her eyes twinkled with playful accusation.


Hailey heaved a ragged sigh. “R.J. Ethan’s brother.”


“Oh,” Samantha said, eyes widening with appreciation
and surprise. “Wow. So much for the wire-rimmed glasses and dowdy image I had.
R.J is officially drool material. How on earth are you going to cope with Ethan
having such a delicious bro?”


“I’m thinking they’ve both conjured a way for me to
cope quite well,” Hailey murmured, wondering how she could even be thinking
what she was thinking. But it had been all she could think about ever since
R.J. had shown up. Was she being too much of a freak for even considering the
thoughts going through her mind?


“I don’t underst…?” Samantha began quizzically, before
lifting her hands with a laugh, “You know what, maybe I don’t want to know.
I’ll probably expire from envy if I did.” She patted Hailey’s cheek affectionately.
“Now you better go. I can see your two versions of Adonis waiting impatiently
by the exit.”


Hailey let out a nervous giggle, which trailed away as
she turned and saw both Ethan and R.J. standing side by side, far across the
room. They had almost identical looks of dark, powerful craving on their faces
that communicated itself to her even with the distance between them. “Gotta
go,” she croaked to her friend, not giving a backward look as she followed
where her heart – and body – led.



 


 

Chapter Three



 

Hailey hadn’t had much time to think as all three of
them were driven from the party in the limousine that had been waiting outside.
It was heading for her apartment, and for the ride, she was seated between the
two brothers. Not much was said, but the tension in the luxurious confines of
the limo was palpable.


“I wish now I made it back sooner,” R.J. was saying,
his thigh so close to hers that it made her so over-conscious of everything
about him. “I mean, I was supposed to be home months ago, but something kept
coming up at the last minute and I had to stay back in Canada. Think how much
more time we’d have had together.” He smiled warmly at Hailey as she stole a
look sideways at him.


“It’s never too late to start,” Ethan replied,
slipping a hand in between Hailey’s body and his, and linking their fingers.
She turned to him with a grateful smile, glad for his reassuring touch. He
almost seemed to be telling her to relax, that she had nothing to worry about.


But she did because right then, there was a sensual
bomb ticking in her deepest core for these two gorgeous hotties on either side
of her. Ethan brought his own brand of excitement, and now so did R.J. Was it
too wicked of her to feel such strong attraction for Ethan’s brother? And even
though Ethan had let her feel like he didn’t mind at all; it still made her
feel freaky for even feeling this way. But gosh, it felt good.


Soon, they were at her place. She’d moved up a lot
since her first paycheck from the publishing firm. Ethan’s company had been
more than generous but then, her book was topping the lists and moving copies.
So yeah, she deserved her new, gorgeous home with all the trappings. They were
inside, and Ethan was mixing them drinks.


There settled a casual air about them as they chatted
easily but Hailey could still feel it; the tense excitement just waiting to be
brought to life…


*


“Come here, darling,” Ethan said softly, suddenly. By
now the two brothers were standing next to each other, leaning with their backs
against the bar. So far she’d been keeping her distance, nursing her drink,
pacing the living room as they’d conversed. But at those three stirring words
from Ethan, the whole atmosphere changed, shifted, darkened.


Now, she felt her legs move forward to obey without
thinking first. 


She could feel both their eyes watching her, and
wondered why it felt like two pairs of laser beams were trained on different
parts of her body. Her face, her hair, her shoulders, her heavy, full breasts
beneath her dress. Her pinched in waist, her gently flaring hips. Everywhere,
she felt the gaze of each of them till it was as physical as a touch, a caress.


She went to Ethan, and was drawn into his arms. He
wrapped them round her waist, placing her between him and R.J. as he kissed her
lingeringly, wetly. She moaned softly against Ethan’s lips, their hot,
familiarly sweet kiss all the more thrilling knowing that R.J. was watching
with those stirring green eyes of his. Ethan’s kiss grew more demanding, more
feral, and she shivered when she felt his hand reach up to slide over her
breast. He fondled her with a tender, warm caress, bringing another moan to the
tip of her lips. Her thighs quivered as she felt ready to buckle at the knees.


All of a sudden, she felt a hand on her bare arm. She
drew back from Ethan’s lips, just as R.J’s hand roved upwards to wrap around
the back of her neck so he could draw her forward to him. Aroused beyond
description, Hailey looked first into his fiery green eyes, before her gaze
shot to Ethan in confusion, lust, and surprise.


Ethan nodded slowly, his face a thrilling mask of
arousal. “Go on, Hailey. It’s okay.”


She shivered inwardly, and didn’t demur as R.J. tugged
her to him and kissed her, hard. Her first taste was firm, rough, and
delicious. His fingers twined in her hair, shifting her head in perfect
position for him to plunge as deep and hungrily as Ethan had done. Hailey sunk
into him, ashamed at the way she responded with the same quickness in her blood
that she normally felt with Ethan. How could this be? They both twisted her up
in knots of ecstasy, made her ready to pull herself down with them into the
wells of pleasure.


Behind her, Ethan drew close, placing himself right at
her back so that she could feel his throbbing erection. She moaned, her lips
parting wider in a gasp. At her belly was the unmistakable ridge of R.J’s
thick, pulsing hardness. The knowledge that she was wedged in by cock was not
lost on her; in fact, her pussy was well aware of the fact as it began to thrum
and drip in earnest.


R.J. pulled back to look deeply into her eyes. “Ethan
was right,” he said hoarsely, “You are perfect. You taste and feel…wonderful. I
want you, Hailey. But this has to be what you want, too. Me and you. And
Ethan.”


Ethan chuckled close to her right ear, teasing her
with soft licks inside her sensitive lobe which made her head fall back against
his shoulder. His hand came up to grip on the collar of her dress, as if he
would rip it through. But instead, he only tugged it down low so he could reach
for the full warm flesh beneath.


“Oh, she wants it,” he crooned, lapping at the scented
pocket behind her ear. “Don’t you, Hailey? Chapter twenty four…page eighty
nine. Our heroine fucks two brothers, and loves it.”


Hailey shuddered all over, closing her eyes briefly.
Was there nothing Ethan had missed
within those tell-tale pages of her book? Yes, he was right. Her heroine had
received the pleasure of being fucked by two hot brothers, and Hailey certainly
couldn’t deny that this too, was one of her deepest-set fantasies. And hadn’t
Ethan promised her once that he would see them all fulfilled?


He took her chin with his fingers and turned her to
look into his eyes. “R.J and I both want this so much Hailey…but we also want
it to be all about you. Tell us what you want; because tonight, you get to lead
the way.”


Oh, boy. Telling her something like that, giving
her the green light to ask for whatever she wanted, was almost like handing her
the erotic version of a blank check.


Slowly, she breathed in and out for a few moments, as
she let her mind work around what was about to happen. Then, she made up her
mind and switched into red-hot-sizzling-aroused-female mode.


“I want…I want you both to take my clothes off.
Slowly,” she whispered, her gaze moving from Ethan’s to R.J’s to catch their
response. If the gleam in their eyes was anything to go by, she’d hit the spot
right on…


*


“With pleasure,” Ethan growled in response to her
command, just as R.J chuckled with masculine delight.


“Well Hailey, I must say you know just how to get a
party started,” was R.J’s deeply approving comment. 


Hailey bit on her bottom lip, eyes hooding over as she
gave in to the sensual thrill of having them both peel at her clothes. Ethan
zipped down her dress, tugging it off her as slowly as she liked. It pooled off
her arms and down to the floor. They helped her step out of it, leading her by
taking either hand on both sides of her. The keyhole bodice had not allowed for
a bra, and now she stood naked from the waist up. Her proud, large and
gorgeously firm breasts stood high above her tiny waist. She sighed as she felt
RJ crouch low so his face was level with her crotch, his fingers hooking into
the elastic of her red and black lace panties. “So perfectly lovely,” he
breathed, as he slowly rolled the underwear down her hips and to her knees
before gently removing it from her ankles as she helpfully lifted each one. He
raised the sexy fabric to his nose and inhaled deeply and with satisfaction.
“Aah…that scent’s been calling out to me all night. I can’t wait to taste you,
Hailey. I know I’ve got a lot of catching up to do.”


Behind her Ethan chuckled, his large, warm hands
settling on Hailey’s waist. “I’ve told you, RJ, you showed up at the perfect
time. Not too soon, not too late. Because now she’s more ready than she’s ever
been – for both of us. Aren’t you, Hailey?” He whispered the words in a
kiss to her arched neck, and she leaned back into him for support as her head
rolled back on his shoulder.


“No doubt I am,” she replied, voice husky and as
laborious-sounding as her words. Being undressed by them both was the first
phase of her fantasy. Seeing the desire in their faces as they’d taken off each
item of clothing had been worth it. And now, she was up for much, much more.


Taking both their hands, she gave a sensual, tempting
smile to both glint-eyed men. “Let’s take this party to the bedroom shall we?”



 


 


 

Chapter Four



 

She could tell that they were both men who preferred
control in their own way. But for tonight – for a few hours at least,
they’d given her the authority to lead.


She went to sit on the edge of the bed, leaning back
on her propped hands as both men stood in the middle of the room. “Now, I’d
like a striptease. The heroine of this
fantasy has always longed to have her very own private male strip show. And
now, lucky me, I get to have two.”


Both guys sent each other grins. “Looks like someone’s
been watching too much Magic Mike,” Ethan teased, and his brother smirked.


“I’ve got no problem taking it all off for a gorgeous
girl. Our girl,” R.J. said, facing Hailey boldly with those last two words that
cut through her arousal like a sickle, adding the perfect edge to it. Their girl…it felt so good to hear it,
and Ethan certainly looked pleased at the idea. 


It was like being lost in the fabled chocolate
factory. Man candy everywhere. Ethan and RJ divested of their shirts first,
true male stripper style. Buttons popped everywhere; expensive shirts ripped to
shreds. Hailey gulped, dazed with delight. Boy, these two men knew how to make
a grown woman happy. Belt buckles were undone, pulled out and then there were
those thick sounds of strong leather and metal dropping to the floor. Hailey
had to cross her thighs tightly over each other to keep the lust juice from
pooling out too frenziedly.


As they uncovered themselves, Hailey marveled at how
different their bodies were, with Ethan so broad and yet streamlined and etched
with hard sinew, while R.J. was sleekly muscled, his frame lithe with flexing
tendons as he moved.


“Magnificent,” she said to them both, and once more,
that twin-like set of grins. 


“Very glad you approve,” RJ said deeply, “Considering
I’m a new addition.”


“Oh, I’m sure you’ll fit right in,” Hailey purred,
appreciative eyes lingering on his springing cock. Certainly, the Wolf brothers
had been blessed in the masculinity department. He was every inch impressive,
just somewhat leaner in girth than Ethan, with a cock that had a cone-like tip,
the perfect arrowhead to pierce through her already aching pussy. Just looking
at them both, Ethan with his ever-new, ever-thrilling body, his cock always a
pleasure to glimpse with its thick helmet cap and angry, pounding veins…it was
enough to make her whimper as she bit on her bottom lip. Slowly, she backed
unto the bed till she was in the middle of it, and then patted both sides of
her. “Now come here; it’s getting lonesome on this king-sized bed.”


They moved like jungle beasts, quick and purposefully.
Ethan slid up to her left, while RJ took position on her right side. Being in
between them suddenly caused her to feel that lightheadedness again, as a
furnace-like heat seemed to emanate literally from left and right of her.


*


For a moment, Hailey closed her eyes briefly with
desperate desire, and all she could let out was, “Touch me.”


There were deep sounds of willing pleasure from both
of them at her brief, passionate bidding. In a split second, Hailey was covered
all over by their hands. Awash with sensation, she lifted her hand to bury her
fingers in Ethan’s hair, and then twisted her body, so she could do the same to
R.J. with her other hand. 


At the same time, two separate palms fell on her
breasts, and she closed her eyes tighter, trying not to think too much about it
all or she’d implode. And yet, even with her eyes closed she could tell it was
Ethan who captured her left breast, rough and fast, cupping her forcefully as
his thumb dragged across the stiffened nub. On her other side, R.J. was soft
and slow, stroking the other nipple with his fingertips and palm. Both were
individually spinning her arousal into incredible heights. Crying out wordlessly,
she clutched her fingers tighter in their hair, her body arching into them as
with her body, she pleaded for more. 


It was R.J’s hand stroking over her skin, along her
ribs and ghosting them over her belly while Ethan’s palm smoothed over her thigh.
She luxuriated in every moment, dazed with the pleasure of having two hard,
ready bodies surging next to her trembling body. Higher and higher they
propelled her with just their touch, as if helping her get used to the idea of
having their different hands on her body. Within her ecstasy fogged mind, she
reached a plane of existence she’d never imagined or dreamed. Her mind gave
over to pure driving instinct.


Every nerve ending came alive when at last, she felt
their lips upon her skin. In an instant, Ethan and RJ were on her breasts.
She’d never had both nipples sucked at the same time, and the pleasure became
limitless. There was a wondrous pressure drawing her down and in, as their
enchanting mouths nursed on her nipples. How alive she felt right then, so
centered on what they were doing, rough and tender in turns and yet both
demanding at once. She knew her breasts would be sore in the morning, but she
didn’t care.


They moved and acted with different rhythms and it was
a joy to lie between them and be enmeshed in the pleasure they derived from
touching and pleasing her. And now she needed to touch them. Her hands sought
their cocks, and she grasped each in her waiting hand. How could she possibly
describe how it felt to have two dicks in both hands? Nothing had prepared her
for the overwhelming sense of power and passion she felt right then.


She heard them groan as she pulled on their individual
sacs, stroking in time to the rough sucking of their tongues and lips on her
breasts. Pleasure was a living thing and it was breeding deep inside her where
both men had planted the seeds. 


Now that Hailey had touched them though, she had the
insurmountable need to have them in her mouth. So she had them kneel on either
side of her head as she propped herself on a pillow, all the better to reach
for their straining, throbbing shafts in turn. Both she held in each fist, her
fingers barely able to fit around them; both she pressed against her lips, one
after the other. She sucked RJ into her open, wet mouth and he groaned, his
fingers sinking in her hair. 


She stroked his length with her tongue, dancing round
the crown and lapping up his rushing precum. As his body shivered in response
to her famished ministration, she felt a hand come from the other side to cup
her breast and squeeze hard. Turning to Ethan, she rolled the tip of her tongue
over his broad, carved cap, inching right below the edge where the “v” met
beneath his pulsing helmet. He groaned, fingers sinking harder into her tit and
causing a soft moan of pleasure to course through her throat. 


Taking turns, she bobbed her head over their dicks,
stroking up the shaft with the “O” of her lips ringed tightly around their
turgid flesh. Deeper and deeper down her throat she took one and then they
other till she had them bucking into her face. While she sucked hard on RJ, her
hand pumped firmly on Ethan, and then she turned her head to do it the other
way. It was exhilarating to feel such control, to know that she could and did
please them with her touch and her lips. Their hands travelled over her face,
neck and then her breasts as she sucked and stroked on their cocks. They made
her whimpers vibrate around the stiff member that happened to be in her mouth
when their caresses grew particularly wicked. They tweaked on her nipples,
pinched roughly and sweetly, slapping on the full globes sharply and sending
the signals of ecstasy to her brain. 


“Open your eyes, baby,” RJ said, breaking into her
sensual reverie, making her  blink
as she forced back the mist from her vision. His hand had slipped down her
belly from her breast. She could feel his fingertips reach for the juncture at
her thighs, and she widened her legs further involuntarily.


“Can I touch you? I need to be inside of you with my
fingers. I need to know how it feels.”


“Then do it, R.J.” she said on a sigh, holding his
gaze with helpless passion, half-distracted by Ethan pulling hard on her nipple
as he manipulated her fleshy tit in his strong fingers. Oh, the bliss…


RJ’s index finger found the tight slit separating her
tender outer lips and he ran that questing finger the length of her narrow
channel, teasing and tickling the delicate folds within. Shockingly intimate
and daring, the fingers probed and teased, and Hailey experienced a delicious
floating thrill wash over her. 


There was a damp, sort of squishy sensation between
her legs accompanied by a sudden buzzing throb that was partly wonderful,
partly agonizing. Oh, having Ethan’s hand latched to her breast while she
watched RJ’s eyes grow dark as he finger-fucked her was too pleasurable for
words.


“Damn it feels good,” he groaned, his eyes travelling
down to where his two fingers now snaked into the sweetly naked mound of flesh.
Hailey’s eyes rolled to the back of her head, and let herself enjoy these new
twists of pleasure. She was so moist down there now, that R.J’s index and
middle fingers became slick as they explored deeply inside the confines of her
swollen folds. He rumbled, “So hot, tight---wet. Feels like heaven inside you,
baby.”


“Wait till you taste her,” Ethan told him huskily, his
hands now clenching behind Hailey’s head as he drew her up for his cock to jab
with a piston pace in and out of her mouth. Hailey held on to his muscular hips
as he face fucked her, her throat gagging each time he rocked against it. He
choked her on his flesh and she loved it; loved the taste and feel of him
pulsing and alive in between her lips and on her tongue.


“Now that I
can no longer wait to do, as a matter of fact,” R.J. confessed on a deep rasp.


Hailey was so lost in her own world of sucking Ethan’s
deliciously thick and long cock, that she didn’t know R.J. had drawn close
below till he was nudging her legs apart. She repositioned herself, giving him
easy access to her shaved mound. He took full advantage, his tongue snaking out
as he began to lave her with long strokes up and down her slit, then from side
to side. She moaned around Ethan’s shaft, unable to stop shuddering as R.J.
sucked deep on her like he was tasting honey. She rocked her hips against his
mouth as she began to move her head faster on Ethan’s thrusting cock.


R.J. sucked her clit rhythmically as he began to push
his fingers into her tight, twitching pussy. He licked the steamy wetness
gathered around her outer lips, and then went on teasing the thick, swollen
clit protruding from its fleshy hood. “Oh fuck, this is like nectar. You’re
magic, Hailey,” he groaned as he licked on her faster, more roughly. “I don’t
want to stop.”


Hailey didn’t want R.J. to stop; not now that she was
on that bridge crossing to where her orgasm waited. She stared up into Ethan’s
glowing eyes so filled with tenderness even as his hands on her body tripped
over her curves with rough delight. Suddenly her world was pure colors; no
sight…just so blinded was she by the explosion of light in her vision. R.J.
fingers pounding into her hot spot, his tongue rampaging over her clit and
pussy lips, proved too much to handle alongside with Ethan caressing her
breasts with possessive force.  She grasped
Ethan’s cock tight as her pussy suddenly detonated unto R.J. tongue.


She heard R.J swear out loud with naked lust as he
snatched up every drop she gushed, his hands pinning her in place as she bucked
uncontrollably against her body-shaking climax. Ethan’s fingers in her hair
grew soothing as she moaned around his cock still held in her mouth. She could
feel her cries vibrating around his thickness and she heard him groan as she
sucked faster on him in reaction to her tumultuous orgasm. 


Ethan caressed her face as her body was still racked
with spasm, and he crooned, “That’s it, kitten. Come hard…it’s the first of
many times you’ll do so for us. Because there’s so much more in store….”



 


 


 

Chapter Five



 

When she felt her world tilt back into place, she
found her pleasure-givers now wedged on either side of her, sandwiching her
within their strong, hard frames. Ethan hunched over to claim her mouth, while
R.J. kissed down her spine, his hand tightening on her breast. She reached
behind her and found his hard cock, delighting in the shiver that coursed
through R.J’s body. Ethan’s hand slipped around her neck in a hard, sensual
grip that had the air squeezing sweetly through her windpipe.


“How do you feel so far?” he half teased, rocking his
hips so that she felt his hardness stroking over her belly, tantalizingly close
to her melting core. Behind her, R.J. bit on her nape while he too, slid his
hungry cock through the crevice in her plump ass cheeks. She moaned at the
pictures that came to mind with both their dicks prodding into her from the
front and back.


She forced her eyes open to meet Ethan’s.
“It’s…marvelous. I can’t even begin to describe. All I know is I want
everything. Everything there is to have.”


R.J. chuckled behind her, his hand cupping one fleshy
globe of her curvy butt. “You’ll have to be more specific, Hailey. You know how
it is. You need to tell us exactly what you like.”


“Yes, kitten,” Ethan grinned. “We want to hear you say
it. Out loud. What you need us to do.”


Hailey gulped, her heart racing at the very thought
she was about to express. But the heat of their passion, enclosing her, made
her want to be lost even deeper within their solid structures. “I need…I need
both your cocks, buried inside me. At the same time. In my cunt…and in my ass.”


This time it was both men who swore, and she had to
bite on her lip at the raw hunger she heard in those bitten-down cusses. They
seemed to throb even harder into her flesh where they poked, and she writhed
with expectant pleasure, feeling suddenly liberated. 


Smiling wickedly at them both, she reached for the
lube she always kept in the top drawer next to her bed, where the rest of her
little toys were. Ethan and her toys,
to be precise. Her fingers brushed the butt plug lying there, and she blushed
as she realized now why, in the past week, Ethan had incorporated the
cylindrical item into their sex play. 


Each time they fucked, he’d work it into her ass with
lube, letting it settle deep inside her anal cavity to the hilt. Then she’d
keep it there while he pounded her pussy from beneath as she rode him, or when
she was underneath his powerful frame and he had her legs in the air while he
slammed into her. Sometimes, he made her wear the butt plug all day, had it in
her ass while she went about her day at home. 


He’d smile wickedly, with some secret thought, and she
never really understood till now that he was prepping her for this. Making her
ass feel pleasantly used to having something inside it, get her comfortable
with the idea of dual entry – the real thing. Just imagining that this
time, she’d have a thick staff of pulsing man meat deep inside her butt hole
was making her breathing more labored than ever.


She shuddered as she finally unearthed the lube,
rising on her knees as both men reclined with dark looks of heat on their
faces, watching her ravenously.


Hailey arched her back, half –turned to them,
her movements wanton as both her lovers’ gaze followed her every gesture. She
soaked her fingers in lube, before reaching behind to lubricate her shivering
rosebud. She slid her finger within her most intimate spot, and could swear she
heard their collective gasps as she began to finger-fuck her crack. 


Hailey bit down hard on her lip as moments later, she
sank a second finger past her hot, tight ring, stroking in and out of the slick
channel. Her first orgasm had merely whetted her appetite for further pleasure,
and as she looked at the two cocks straining to the ceiling from both their
spread legs as they sat back on the pillows gazing at her, she felt the urgent
need to be filled by both of them. She wanted it to be just as she’d written it
in that hot dark chapter of her book: where the heroine asked to be stacked up
between her two lovers and double-teamed. Hailey now wanted to know what it
felt like for real - to have the two men in her life sunk to the depths within
her.


“I think she’s ready, brother,” R.J. commented in a
voice that didn’t sound like his anymore, his eyes barely leaving the
enchanting figure before them, half lying on her side as she worked her fingers
in and out of her asshole, giving them full view of her delectable body. She
lubricated her anus thoroughly, reaching again and again for the nearby tube as
she finger-fucked her own asshole. Both men looked mesmerized as her big
breasts swung and swayed erotically when she moved before them on the bed,
giving her own little sexy show.


“I think so too,” Ethan replied in an equally
unrecognizable tone, and Hailey chuckled to herself, while licking her lips at
them in a fresh show of wanton invitation….


*


Resting back on the mass of pillows, R.J. spread his
legs wider, reaching out with his arms for Hailey as Ethan lifted her to lie on
her own back on top of R.J.’s laps. He instantly embraced her to his chest, his
hands covering each breast. He heard her sharp intake of breath, his own throat
tightening as he felt her take his cock in her hand and slowly, gently, pushed
herself down on his tip. They both gasped aloud as his crown breached her lube-soaked
anal ring. 


“Holy. Fuck,”
R.J. groaned, eyes blinded briefly by the sweet sensation of having her
tightness suck him in and up. He could feel her heart pounding faster beneath
his palm as he grasped her all the more tightly against him. He whispered in
her ear as he kissed her lobe hotly. “Take me, baby. Take all of me. Sink me
deep into your ass. It’s all I’ve been thinking of since you danced in my arms
earlier tonight. I knew that soon, you’d be dancing on my dick. Get that hot
tight asshole stuffed with my cock – and then when Ethan’s deep inside
your pussy, we’ll be all stacked up and ready to go. Just like in your perfect
fantasy.”


At his words, she shuddered, her head lolling back to
rest on his waiting shoulder as he stroked his palms over her breasts. His
touch was to soothe as well as fire her up even more, so that her muscles
relaxed all around him with pleasure. Inch by inch, she took him deeper in her
ass, just as Ethan reached forward to tap on her clit with his fingertips,
rubbing and applying pressure just to ease what he knew was a heated ache as
she bore down on R.J’s throbbing long and solid cock.


“That’s my sexy kitten,” Ethan rasped, rocking his
fingers over her quivering pussy. “I can’t wait till we’re both fucking you in
perfect tandem. It’s going to be so mind-blowing when we all erupt together in
one huge ball of flame…”



 


 


 

Chapter Six



 

Hailey felt ready to erupt already, dazed by the
sensation of thickness and power surging deep into her anal core. R.J. moved
his hips, guiding himself deeper into her now slick asshole as juices poured
from her pussy down to his shaft and balls. Ethan’s fingers on her clit were
the best precursors for the climax already shaking up and ready to blow within
her very bowels. But no; she gritted her teeth and fought it back. Together, Ethan had said – and
this time, she’d wait for it. Wait for both of them.


Soon, she looked down to see that R.J. had bottomed
into her, buried as far as he could go up her clenching anal cave. His
breathing was harsh and hot in her ear as he began to fuck into her slow,
giving her a taste of what was coming. “Feel that, baby? That’s me stroking
deep into your sweet, tight ass. And that’s where I’ll be all night if you
want.”


“Oh, yes. Please,” she moaned, turning her face as he
grasped her chin so they could kiss hotly. 


Now that she was somewhat distracted, Ethan moved,
straightening and making the bed dip beneath his weight as he kneeled between
her open thighs. He spread it further, his hands propped beneath her knees,
keeping it as high up as possible. 


 With his
hard cock, he probed her sensitive folds. But before Hailey could react to the
sensation of his cap at her entrance, he plunged. There was a leashed violence
to his first thrust as he sunk into her with a single stroke. 


Hailey couldn’t hold back the cry from the lips she
had close to R.J’s. They all three went still, and it was all Hailey could do
to hold on to consciousness as for the first time, she felt two cocks buried
within her. She broke from R.J’s lips to stare into Ethan’s intense expression,
feeling both men’s tension as they obviously held back their wild, throbbing
lusts. 


“This is it, kitten,” Ethan rasped, flexing his hips
just that more tightly to get that one last inch sunk into her. Hailey
half-sobbed, half-moaned in pleasure and agony. “How it’s going to be every
time from now on. We’ve found the perfect combination and now there’ll be no
need to contain it; we’re going to let it thrive till it consumes us all.”


Perfect combination…His words tripped through her brain,
reminding her of what Matt, her ex, had told her that day they broke up. He’d
told her one-day she’d find that right mix that would be everything she was
looking for. And now, with R.J. holding her tightly against him, with Ethan
gazing down into her eyes with a heat so strong it burned – with both
their hard, massive dicks chocked deep within her, she knew that at last, she
was right where she belonged. 


*


 Nothing
came close to this. 


There was a rich heady aroma of sex in the air and
Hailey felt her arousal blossom into an even deeper, more consuming rush of
lust. She held her breath as they all started to move. 


Hailey was almost weak with horniness; Electric
tingles of pleasure surged through her as her lovers moved in and out of her
body that was wadded between them. She felt almost like a weightless doll as
they used their strength to pin her in place as they fucked her in unison.


Greedy as hell, she forced her brain to focus on each
and every sensation going through her helpless body. In her ass…nerve endings
she’d never even known existed were sending her little messages of blissful
delight as R.J. stroked in and out her lubed-up hole. There was a perfect,
Velcro-like friction as her sphincter sucked him back in each time he pulled
out for the next upward thrust. It tickled, it throbbed…she was reminded of how
alive she could feel when he fucked her in her ass like that.


And in her pussy…oh wow. Ethan thrust in deep to meet
her, straining to plumb the very depths of her hot, moist tunnel. All at once
he ramped up into a piston pace, shafting deeper and sending both hot and cold
shivers through her belly straight to her pumping heart.


Ethan and R.J’s thrusts overlapped and merged, dazing
her. These two together became a powerful synergism that caused the world to
stand still for her. They were welded as one, linked within their triple-edge
lusts. Hailey felt like they were truly a part of her now, joined through her till they were a single
living, breathing element. Suddenly she could feel everything they were
feeling, and their passions were perfectly in sync. They were all three of them
stirred by the same fast, pumping euphony.


The immense force of her orgasm revved up inside her,
ready to shatter in beaming shafts of light. She felt like every inch of her
was afire, causing her to convulse between them as they drew on every last drop
of ecstasy from her with unrelenting vigor.


“Ready to come for us, kitten?” Ethan breathed, his
eyes glued to her beautiful face as it creased with erotic concentration.


Hailey whimpered and nodded, then felt his hand slip
between them to her hard and tingling clit. The touch of his hand on that slick
and swollen button, every cell within her buzzed with impending eruption. At
the same time, R.J’s fingers rolled tightly around her nipples and put together
with their rampaging thrusts, she stood little chance. 


She was almost frightened of the orgasm threatening to
bury her beneath an avalanche of bliss. But she couldn’t take anymore, and
there was no way to hold back. Her body burst into fragments. 


All three of them were panting, the grunts and groans
of her lovers mixing in with her whimpers. Each of their thrusts started to
come faster as she went on shuddering in a climax that seemed never to end.
Suddenly, Ethan and RJ ripped through her with their orgasms, pumping cum from
their tight balls into Hailey’s hot holes. It took a long, long time for any of
them to stop climaxing, and even longer time for them to stop moving. But
finally, with the last ounces of their strength, both brothers carried their
jelly-bodied lover to the shower where they lovingly washed her beside them.
Later, they fell into bed exhausted and yet all three smiling and just waiting for
the next three-fold tryst….
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Chapter One



 

I know someone’s going to pinch me now because this can’t be my
life, Hailey thought as she woke up to find Ethan on her right
and RJ on her left. 


I must still be dreaming, she mused
with a big grin on her face as her two lovers slept on. Ethan’s hand was still
latched over one breast, while RJ had his arm wrapped around her waist. Either
way, she felt locked down - deliciously so.


And then
Hailey’s eyes widened as she realized: Holy
shit, I just had a night-long threesome with the two hottest men I’ve ever
met – and they’re brothers! 


Was there
anything that could get wilder, kinkier and crazier than that?


Sighing deeply
with contentment, Hailey told herself she didn’t think so. 


Very carefully,
she extricated herself from her gorgeous lovers’ arms, intent to let them rest.
Sure, they looked sexy as hell, butt naked and all golden muscle and both of
them sporting the cutest bed hair ever seen on two males…But she decided that
the sudden thrumming in her pussy will have to wait. Instead, she’d have a
shower and then see about getting her two hunks some delicious breakfast.


Underneath the
warm spray as she first shampooed and rinsed her hair and then soaped her
delightfully aching body, Hailey considered her new situation. Last night with
Ethan and RJ had been unexpected yet perfect. She’d loved every second of being
sexually pampered and then pummeled by the cocks of her two lovers.


Two lovers! What the hell have I gotten
myself into now? Hailey wondered, and yet she was shuddering with sweet
excitement all the same. True, it was like nothing she’d ever done before. But
it was one of her deepest fantasies
and thanks to both Ethan and RJ, it had found ultimate fulfillment all through
the last several hours.


As her hands
lathered over her swollen breasts and her equally swollen pussy, she wondered
how long this would continue. They said they’d found their perfect combination
in her, but was this just a one-off thing? Or did the two brothers intend that
their twisted two-brother three-way be indulged in to their heart’s content?


What do you want, an inner voice queried Hailey.
But before she could think of a reply, she heard the bathroom door open.


Pushing her wet
hair back off her face, she didn’t have the chance to turn around before she
felt a tall, solid frame come up behind her inside the shower stall. Strong
arms wrapped around her waist, and a body so warm it was scorching pressed up
against her. All at once, Hailey was switched into sexy mode especially at the
feel of that cock, granite-hard and throbbing, sliding lovingly in between her
moist ass cheeks.


“R.J.,” she
moaned, just taking a wild guess. Maybe not that wild, because she knew just
how he liked to hold her. He rumbled deep in his throat with satisfaction, his
lips pressing wetly to her arched neck as the water flowed over them both. “I’m
sorry if I woke you,” she added, though she wasn’t that sorry if the twitching
in her pussy was anything to go by.


“It’s okay. I’m
actually quite a morning person,” R.J. said with a sexy chuckle that sent even
more shivers down her spine. His large hands reached up to scoop her double D
breasts, which felt so heavy and hungry for his touch. 


“I also happen
to have an early meeting in an hour or so,” he told her, while his fingers
tweaked her thick, budded nipples.


Hailey
alternated between groans of dismay and groans of pleasure as he stroked her
tits up to such a feverish frenzy that her knees were buckling.


“And something
tells me we’ll find a way to make good use of what time we have,” R.J.
murmured, one hand sliding down her belly to seek her little button, already
thick and erect at the apex of her folds.


“Yes…,” Hailey
agreed, leaning back into his body as she started to quiver all over. R.J.
reached for the shower gel and squirted some into her palms. Knowing exactly
what she needed to do, Hailey turned around and started to work her hands all
over R.J.’s magnificently lean frame.


She loved every
tanned, muscled inch of him. Like Ethan, he seemed to take great care of his
body. He had the softest skin and yet every inch of him was firm and detailed.
It didn’t feel like it was the first time they were sharing a shower together.
Truth be told, even when they’d made love, there’d been no awkwardness at all.
It had felt already like she’d known him as long as Ethan. Was that because
they were brothers and she felt the same kind of earth-quaking attraction for
them?


Stop thinking,
Hailey, and just indulge, her inner
voice told her. So Hailey listened, and lost herself in exploring R.J’s body
all over again with her lathered hands.


Hmmm, he said appreciatively when her hands
closed around his springy, meaty cock. Gasping, Hailey felt her pussy pump with
blood and juice as her folds swelled in psychic recognition of that
pleasure-giving dick. She hadn’t forgotten how it had felt to have that plank
of man-meat buried in her ass. Her anal walls still ached sweetly at the
memory.


Now both their
bodies were slick with the scented soap; the steam rose and thickened in the
stall as the two lovers explored each other with their hands and danced
together with their lips. 


But in minutes
Hailey was to discover that playtime was over. When R.J.’s fingers dipped into
her pussy and found her slippery and waiting, he let out a feral groan.  He took her arms and linked them at the
back of his neck, before hefting her by the waist so that she could wrap her
legs around his waist. She could feel the tip of his cock pulsing just a hair’s
breadth from her slit and it made her moan and seep the more.


“Hold on tight,
baby,” R.J. told her gruffly, his eyes gleaming with heated lust into hers.
“Because this is going to be a long, hard ride…” 


*


R.J. surged
into her and made her scream. 


In fact, Hailey
was pretty sure she screamed continuously all through the steamy shower
session. With her arms locked tight around his neck as instructed, she didn’t
look away from that blistering gaze of his that made her feel like a freaking sex
bomb. 


His hips moved
so precisely that his cock hit every single one of her sweet spots every time.
Cupping her ass, he pinned her tight against him so that her breasts were
crushed into his broad, hairless chest while her pussy got stretched out by his
galvanic prowess. 


“I love how you
breathe around that cock with your tight, sweet pussy,” rasped R.J., their lips
barely inches apart as their foreheads met. “Come on baby, make me explode.”


Oh lord,
thought Hailey; I’m the one about to
explode! The intensity in the pace of his upward thrusts gave her the
impression of being ravaged by a fuck machine. She’d never have imagined a cock
could move in and out so fast. It was a steady, unbroken pumping and it was
pushing her to the brink. Her pussy felt helpless to this onslaught. His
angling was impeccable. Every inch of her was made to feel every inch of him
deep inside. 


She clenched
and unclenched around him repeatedly and made him groan deeply in approval. It
felt like he kept swelling and thickening within her vaginal walls and it was
sensually maddening. That staked-out feeling - like she had a whole log sawing
in and out of her pussy - didn’t subside no matter how wet and juicy and spongy
her pussy kept getting.


“You like how I
give you that dick, don’t you?” R.J. growled, moving even more impossibly fast,
his legs wide apart to keep them balanced beneath the cascading warmth of the
shower spray. 


“Fuck, I love it!” Hailey declared between howls.
Christ it felt like he wanted to rip her apart! It was just so R.J. Starting
out sweet and tender and then ratcheting the tempo into outer space till she
was just a shuddering mass of screams and moans.


“Then come with
me, baby,” he breathed against her parted lips, his fingers digging harder into
her buttocks, spreading them lewdly and rimming his middle-finger on the
surface of her suds-moistened rosebud. Hailey sobbed with ecstasy, buried alive
in so many marvelous sensations. 


His command
acted like a trigger.


Feeling the way
his thrusts grew in depth and speed, and hearing the low pants escaping from
his throat as their lips plucked together, Hailey couldn’t hold back. She gave
in totally to that masterful cock sheathed so tightly in her spasming pussy. He
suddenly plunged to the hilt with a force that jolted right through her like a
freight train. And then with unerring skill, he detected that exact location
within her canal that held the soul of all female sensation. 


“Yes,” he groaned out with delight from
clenched teeth, not to be distracted by Hailey’s shocked, blissed-out squeals.
He clenched on tighter to her ass and just pounded.
Battered into her pussy again and again with unflinching rapidity till her
orgasm was like a time-lapse flower blooming right inside her womb. 


And then it all
burst forth, just seconds before her sensational lover swelled, pumped and then
jetted his life force into her. 


Hailey was
conscious of her back being propped against the tiled wall as they both shook
through the amazing waves of their shared climax. The world seemed to spin as
the heat of the stall made her feel even more lightheaded than ever. She was
limp and lost in R.J.’s tightly possessive arms as they strove to claw their
way back to waiting earth…



 


 


 

Chapter Two



 

Hailey inhaled
the delightful flavors filling the kitchen: coffee, eggs, bacon, toast,
pancakes…She plated the meal and pouted a little as she remembered that R.J.
had taken time to drink just one cup of coffee before kissing her goodbye to
leave for his early appointment.


Which meant
only one thing…


As if on cue,
Ethan joined her in the kitchen. It felt like déjà vu the way he came up behind
her, took hold of her waist and kissed the sensitive corner just beneath her
ear lobe.


“Enjoy your
shower?” he teased, and Hailey couldn’t help but squirm. He must have heard
– the whole neighborhood must have heard – her screaming right up
to the finale.


“You could say
that,” Hailey said with a purr, turning into his arms and placing her hand on
his bare chest. All he had on was a white towel wrapped low on his loins. His
hair was newly washed and he smelled of her lime shower gel. Just like that,
Hailey felt switched on like a light bulb.


Oh no, I’m
turning into a freak, she thought with inner glee, as her body reacted to
Ethan’s like it always did – it sizzled. He sizzled, every rock-hard piece of him. And there was one
particular piece of him she could feel located like a truncheon down his thigh.


“I see you’ve
made breakfast,” her lover said, his voice deep with a hunger that didn’t sound
like anything to do with food. He groped her ass and drew her closer against
him to feel each outline of his throbbing crown and shaft.


“Looks like
you’ve already added me to the menu,” Hailey breathed, her eyes locked on his
gorgeously curved lips. What on earth had come over her? It was like she was in
libido heaven, always ready to go. Not that anyone could blame her considering
that each way she looked, she seemed to have one sexy, virile male just waiting
to take her.


“You bet,”
Ethan gruffed, slanting his lips over hers and claiming his morning kiss.
Hailey melted into him, as always unable to resist his manly invasion. He
dipped into her mouth with his tongue and swirled round and round, making her
moist with lust. The tips of her breasts felt like stones through the thin
tee-shirt she wore, and they dug into his muscular chest, rubbing greedily into
his strength.


She felt his
hands slip beneath the high riding tee to once again cup her ass, a groan of
pleasure ripping through his throat when he found she wore no underwear. “Good
girl. Now…”


But the most
embarrassing thing happened when Hailey’s stomach growled with a vengeance.


Blushing
furiously, she leaned back to look into his laughing face. 


“Alright
kitten, you need to be fed. Lord knows you’ve had a long night – and
you’ve already had a head start this morning. No doubt you need to replenish
that strength. You’re certainly going to need it later,” he said with raging
coals in his eyes.


Hailey giggled,
just happy to be in love, to be desired, to just be. When did her life get so perfect? She placed the food on the
table and joined Ethan for a hearty, enjoyable breakfast.


*


Much later,
they lingered over coffee while Hailey told Ethan about her ideas for her new
book, a sequel to the last one.


“I like the
outlines you’ve mapped out so far,” he said with an approving nod. “There’s so
much material to work with going forward. You can angle this anyway you like,
Hailey. It’s your baby. And speaking of baby…we need to talk, kitten.”


“I thought we
were talking,” she said teasingly, lifting her hand to run it through his dark
wavy hair. She loved touching him; it felt great to have that power, to be
comfortable enough to feel her lover up whenever she wanted. 


“I mean
seriously,” he said, placing down his cup and planting a quick kiss on her
mouth. “However, not now; I need to get to work as well. We’ll talk more when
you join me for lunch later today.”


Hailey felt her
lower lip jut out as she watched him make for the bedroom. “But…I thought…” She’d
been so sure that by now, he’d be propping her face down on the kitchen table
by now, spreading her legs and -


He grinned,
wolfishly and very predatorily. “Oh, I know what you thought. So I’m going to
let those juices marinate for a few hours.”


Those very
juices began to simmer and stream just by those words and the bad-boy gleam in
his eye. He took her hand and drew her up to kiss her lips tenderly. “Besides,
I’m not so insensitive. You need more time to rest, and maybe think over what’s
happened between yesterday and now. You know this changes everything, don’t
you?”


“Yes,” Hailey
whispered; she just didn’t know how it was changed. She wasn’t sure how far
Ethan – and R.J. – wanted to take this. What would she do if she
found out this was just a pleasant little past time to them? Now that she’d
tasted how it could be, she wanted more; she wanted it all.


“We’ll talk
later,” he said in a tone as gentle as his kiss had been. He walked to the
door, before turning to say gruffly, “And one more thing; when you come by to
join me for lunch – I want you to be as bare-assed underneath your
clothes as you are right now.”


Oh boy…she thought, watching his broad back
disappear and thinking she’d better find a way to keep those juices stemmed
before lunchtime…



 


 


 

Chapter Three



 

He was dressed
so much like the Ethan she first fell for. The raven haired, brown-eyed gent in
his well cut Margiela suit. Nothing out of place, his tie perfectly knotted and
his shoes perfectly shined.


Fuckable with a
capital F.


She walked into
his office but he was on the phone. He gestured her to the chair in front of
his desk, and rose to go to the window as he continued talking, his back
half-turned to her.


Hailey watched
him, her knees tightly kept together to keep them from trembling too much.
Being inside his office always reminded her of the first time she’d been here
and he’d thrashed her with his belt. She still got wet just thinking about that
day.


Even now, just
with the sound of his voice in that business-like tone had her melting deep in
her core. No doubt, she had a thing for her corporate-type hunk, Ethan Wolf.
And recently, she found she also had a thing for his gorgeous and talented
space science ace younger brother, R.J Wolf. Someone had to be smiling down on
her from above because no way could she have dreamed to get this lucky. Ever.


He finished his
call and then turned to her, still in brisk mode. She’d expected this. Hailey
had known there’d be no hugs and petting today.


“You know why
you’re here, don’t you?” he asked coolly, his brown eyes gleaming with intent.
“It’s time for your performance appraisal.”


“I think I’ve
been good, haven’t I?” Hailey asked curiously, feeling her breasts grow heavy
and painfully tight within the confines of her blouse. She’d dressed extra feminine
and now her folds felt so sensitive from being out in the open beneath her
short skirt.


Ethan’s eyes
narrowed at her words. “I’ll be the judge of that. Come here, Hailey.”


“Yes, Sir,” she
murmured, rising on knees that wobbled a little. He had a small smile in the
corner of those sculpted lips of his. She ached with the need to kiss him but
something told her that there’d be none of that this afternoon.


She stood in
front of where he sat in his big swivel chair. His hands fell heavy on her
waist, and then roamed down her thighs before reaching up underneath her skirt.
He grunted in approval when he found her naked underneath. Just her black
tights with the diamond-shaped pattern and the lace around the top. He loved
those tights, she knew.


“So far, so good,”
he said in that same cool tone. “But still, this matter of your performance.
I’d like one more demonstration to see how much you’ve learned so far. On your
knees, Hailey. You know what to do.”


Did she ever.
Practically shivering with anticipation, she sank to her knees in between his
parted thighs. She carefully unbuckled his dress pants as he edged closer to
give her better access to the springing cock that she set free.


She licked her
lips at the sight. Even after all these weeks he still had her mouth watering
with one glimpse of his thick, long fuckmeat. She placed one hand over the
other around the throbbing shaft, finding him hard as a plank. She could feel
the blood pumping through his veins, making him even thicker and longer.


“You like to
suck that cock, don’t you?” he growled, his hands cupping the back of her head.
“You like coming here and being my personal fuck pet. I just need to see how
much you like it though. I’m still not very convinced.”


“I do like it
Sir, I like it so much,” Hailey moaned, unable to take her eyes from the image
of her fingers moving up and down his powerful length. Her hands just never
seemed able to fit around his marvelous girth and even then her uncovered pussy
was twitching in response.


“Then show me,”
he commanded. She looked up to see the feral purpose in his eyes. He would make
her take him deep, she knew. Over the past weeks he’d trained her to stretch
her lips and even her gullet to let him down her throat without gagging or
choking. Hailey knew she had a long way to go from being perfect but she was
more than eager to please.


Keeping her
gaze locked with his, she leaned over his cock and stuck out the tip of her
tongue. Her hands squeezed tighter on his pole and she saw the precum glisten
on the beautifully carved crown. She tended to those sweet drops with humming
delight. She lapped them up hungrily, taking her tongue round and round. Ethan
didn’t make a sound but she did feel the muscles tense in his clothed thighs.
She could also feel his hands grow more urging within her hair as she slowly,
carefully began to draw his length into her mouth.


“That’s it,
pet. Swallow that dick into that sweet warm and wet mouth. Keep going baby. Don’t
stop gulping down more and more of me or you’ll make me fuck your face. I’ll do
it without mercy; you know this.”


Oh, Hailey knew it very well. 


Knew how he’d make her eyes water by rising to his feet while she
stayed kneeling. He’d be crouched over her face, giving his cock a perfect
admittance to pump into the waiting mouth below. 


Ethan would pound his massive cock down her throat while his
strong hands held the back of her shoulders to hold her in place. It always
felt so good to be stuffed with his cock deep down her gullet. 


He’d keep it going for as long as she could hold her breath. He’d
pause only long enough to let her draw in air and then he’ll be shoving himself
down her throat again.


She’d be drooling saliva down her chin and her mouth will feel the
agony of being stretched to its limits but she didn’t care. She loved it when
he made her submit to his forceful demands. 


This time
however, he played it cool. He watched her with glowing eyes while she inched
down on his shaft with her enthusiastic mouth. Her tongue danced around inside,
feathering all over his glans. How she loved the way he tasted and smelled.
Fresh, warm male with the skin of his cock so smooth and velvety over the thick
hardness. There was so much of him to savor, and she took her time in
swallowing him up as far as she could go. And then gasping for air, she pulled
up to the leaking tip, licking and sucking. This time he growled low in his
throat, his fingers sifting and tugging to pull her head closer. 


Hailey found it
so hard to breathe with the excitement of being made to pleasure him on her
knees behind his desk, here in his office. He’d been right all those weeks ago,
when he’d told her exactly what she needed. What she craved. A man who’d make
her express her submissive side. Someone like Ethan who gave her such power
even while he held complete control. She shivered deep inside her walls as she
devotedly sucked his magnificent cock, wishing she could do it all day if he
let her. 


“That’s enough,
pet,” he suddenly said, putting paid to her silent yearning. But then, she knew
there was so much more to come. Not relaxing his grip on her hair, he pulled
her up to her feet with him. Next thing, she was shoved up against the nearest
wall. He kept her cheek pressed against it as his free hand roved underneath
her skirt, shoving it up so he could grope each buttock, making her moan. 


Suddenly, his
fingers pushed in between her thighs to her sex. Hailey groaned, unable to
recognize the sound coming out of her mouth as she felt him touch her there.
And there. He stroked her a certain
way and she caught fire, seeping moisture like a leaking tap.


“All juiced up
and ready to go,” Ethan growled with harsh delight into her ear, his teeth
nipping into her lobe. “You know what I want to do? I want to have a go at all
your holes. I’ve had your mouth. Now, I’m going to have your pussy. And
then…I’ll take your ass. Hard. Tell me now if you can handle it, Hailey. This
is your chance to make your escape.”


“But I don’t
want to escape, Sir,” she half-sobbed. He was stroking her clit now, bringing
the bursting lights into the back of her vision. She’d been so ready for him
all morning, ever since breakfast. Her shower fuck with R.J. had definitely
whetted her appetite for his elder brother Ethan.


“Are you sure,
pet?” Ethan asked, his voice low and stirring. “Because once it begins,
there’ll be no going back. I’ll hammer my way into your tight holes, front and
back, and it will be quick but thorough. And you don’t get to cum, remember
that. This isn’t for you at all, but for me. Just for me.”


“I know Sir,”
Hailey breathed, her breasts aching where they were pressed so hard against the
wall. “I’m just happy to have your big fat cock inside me. I just need you to
fuck me deep and hard and fast. That’s all I need.”


“Good. Because
that’s all you’ll get,” he gruffed. He let her hair go to bunch her skirt high
over her waist, exposing her ass completely. He pushed her legs shoulder-span
apart. Her fists were clenched against the wall on either side of her head, her
whole body quivering at the sweet prospect of being claimed soon by her
vigorous lover.


Nothing existed
outside that sensual bubble within his office. The cool air from the air
conditioning cooled the beads of sweat on their skin just as they formed. But
nothing could lower the heat levels raging between their bodies. Their mutual
lust was palpable in the air, misting up the air that surrounded them.


Hailey felt
Ethan rub his throbbing cock against her naked ass, sliding it up and down in
between her cheeks. Just with that sensation alone, she felt the tremors of
arousal grow to earthquake proportions within her. Goodness gracious she needed
that dick so bad!


Finally, he
guided himself inch by inch into her sopping pussy. He had half of his
spectacularly hard length within her contracting walls. And then, without
warning, he rammed the rest of the way in, making her gasp loudly.


So started the
most methodical, most thrilling fuck ever. There against the wall, he shoved
his cock into her champing pussy again and again. 


Hailey felt
like screaming each time he jolted into her, burying himself to the hilt. But
she dare not or the punishment would be dire. The last time she’d made too much
noise during their usual office fuck, he’d made sure she’d worn nipple clips
underneath her top for the rest of the day. Her punished nipples had throbbed
and ached for days afterwards.


Now he made her
unbutton her blouse so he could reach underneath her bra and cup her heavy
mounds in his huge hands. He squeezed hard on her tits, fondling the flesh and
plucking at her pebbly nipples. She whimpered, her ass bouncing with each
ramped-up thrust.


“Don’t you
dare,” he husked into her ear, as her walls vibrated around his cock. “Don’t
even think of coming.”


Oh fuck, Hailey thought with deep shudders of
pleasure and anguish. His steady pounding in the last three minutes had built
up the well of bliss within her and she’d been so close…


But he knew her
well. He also knew she couldn’t take much more. Suddenly, he slipped out of her
pussy and then made her bend over till she could grab hold of her ankles. Her
ass was in the air, her winking crack waiting to be owned by him.


His cock, slick
with the juices from inside her cunt, now pushed into her rosebud. Knowing what
was to come in his office, Hailey had kept her ass hole dilated with her good
sized anal plug. Now, her muscles ebbed and relaxed as Ethan steered his dick
past the clinging outer ring of her anus. There was a clear popping sound as
his broad tip was swallowed in by her gripping ass. Hailey whimpered; Ethan
rumbled, both sounds obviously of deep pleasure. 


Once he’d got
himself fully embedded in her ass, he began that punishing, masterful pace of
his. There was no doubt he wanted a speedy finish. They had a table booked for
lunch, after all. But still, Hailey couldn’t deny that though she liked a drawn
out session, many times it was just as good to go the hard and fast route. Just
to be used for his pleasure gave her the wildest thrill. 


She shuddered
over and over as the fullness in her ass grew and grew in impression. He
throbbed and swelled with each thrust into her tight canal. Having him inside
her ass made her so horny she could explode there and then in a heap of
ecstasy.


And yet, Hailey
knew that Ethan was well aware how clitoral she was when it came to anal sex.
Her pussy would get wetter and wetter from the stimulation in her rear passage,
but she would not orgasm. But oh the sensations were freaking delicious.


“This is it,
pet,” her Sir told her in a voice thick with lust and passion. “I’m close…so
close to filling your ass with my cum. Are you ready?”


Almost
lightheaded due to her position, bent over at the waist, Hailey could only moan
deeply, her fingernails biting into the flesh around her ankles. She knew what came
next, and braced herself for the rampage. Ethan came in a rush of fast,
deep-seated thrusts. Bam bam bam bam…His
hands gripped her hips tight so she stayed in place for that incredible finish
to his fucking. 


He let out a
long groan as his hips arched into her punished ass, his cock throbbing as he
spunked deep inside her. Hailey was glad he was holding her so strongly or
she’d have crumpled in jelly to the floor. She was soaking wet from the waist
down and knew it was a good thing she was wearing her black skirt suit. She’d
clean up properly before they left for lunch but even she knew she’d keep
dripping from lust till her own satisfaction was seen to…



 


 


 

Chapter Four



 

Lunch was a
very formal affair. The restaurant was elegant and even though crowded, gave
only a slight hum of noise. 


As they
ordered, Hailey hoped her demeanor in no way hinted at how thoroughly she’d
been fucked by her companion barely half an hour ago. Now that they were in
public she was all the more aware of her panty-less state. And also, seated
across from her handsome and coolly collected lover, she could not help but
twitch deep inside her slippery folds. 


Seeming totally
unaware of her condition, Ethan took an appreciative sip from his glass of
wine. Then he glanced her way, his expression unreadable. “Remember I said we
needed to talk?’


Forcing her
mind to stay off sex for the mean time, Hailey chuckled, albeit nervously.
“You’re beginning to worry me now, Ethan. What is it?”


He shrugged his
broad shoulders. “About us. It’s been a great couple of months. And last
night…I was so proud of you, darling. We both were. Thank you for letting my
brother and I share such a wonderful experience with you.”


Hailey gulped.
Damn she was thinking of sex again already! She hoped there wouldn’t be too
much of a wet patch on her seat when the lunch date was over. 


Holding his
smoldering gaze, she sighed deeply, and then said, “No Ethan, thank you. For making it happen. It was always
just a wild fantasy. I never dreamed I could pull it off for real. But you and
R.J. made it feel so natural, so perfect.”


“It was
perfect,” he agreed. “Better than I’d have imagined. You surprise me Hailey;
every day feels renewed with you. I wish it could always stay this way.”


“I wish for
that, too,” she said earnestly.


Ethan merely
smiled before continuing in that same calm tone, “Your work is creating such a
buzz in the publishing world. There’s already talk that a couple of producers
are interested in making this into a movie.”


“What?” Hailey
quickly placed down her glass, her hand suddenly shaky with surprise. 


“That’s true,
Hailey. Literary agents, film rights, endorsements…you’ll soon have the world
at your feet. That’s why I can’t help but wonder if our present…arrangement,
will continue to hold its allure for you.”


Hailey’s heart
was beginning to pound alarmingly. Why was she having the sudden feeling like
he was saying goodbye to her? “What arrangement? You mean…you and R.J. and me?”
she breathed, staring into his unfathomable face. “I know it’s just been twenty
four hours, but I know this is what I want. I could live my life like this
every day; pleasuring my two lovers, and being pleasured by them. You…last
night, at the party, you said this was meant to be. It’s more than just helping
me explore my fantasy. You want this too. You want to share me with R.J. And
that’s okay with me.”


“Is it?” he
asked lightly, watching her face while keeping his expression bland. Hailey
wanted to scream. But the waiter appeared with their first course. She sighed
away her irritation.


Once the plates
were served and the waiter was gone, she said plainly, “Just what are you
trying to tell me, Ethan? I need a straight answer.”


His eyebrow
quirked at her. She bit on her lip, her skin tingling with just that look.
“Eat, Hailey. You’re slender enough as it is.”


She bristled,
but he was right. Food and her weren’t the best of friends. But she had to
admit that the plate before her was enticingly filled. Picking up her cutlery,
she began to devour it, surprised she was so hungry. But then it had been a
rough twenty four hours….


She had to wait
till he wanted to bring the topic up again. This was during dessert, and by
this time Hailey could hardly stop squirming with impatience. He seemed to
sense this, because she saw him suddenly grin.


“For some
reason, I feel reluctant to put you out of your misery,” he mused, his fingers
tapping on the table cloth. This time when the waiter came to clear the
remaining dishes, Hailey had her emotions under control. She vowed not to
panic. What could possibly be the problem? Ethan and her had a great sex life
before last night. And then after the ménage with his younger brother R.J.,
things had ratcheted into cloud-level pleasure. Was it now all about to come
crashing down?


“As we speak,
R.J. is making plans to keep his schedule free for the next several weeks.
We’re going on a trip, Hailey.”


Hailey’s eyes
lit up at Ethan’s words. “All three of us?”


He nodded. “You
were right; I did say this was meant to be. I knew, after the first time we
made love, that I’d love for you to be the woman R.J. and I could share. It’s
what we’ve always wanted. It’s not something for the outside world to
understand. But that doesn’t matter so long as you do.”


“Of course I
understand,” she said quickly – too quickly. He gave her that eyebrow
look again.


“Well, you’ll
have ample time to make sure of this. But there’s only one catch, Hailey. I
need to know how ready you are to go the whole distance.”


“What does that
mean, Ethan?” she asked, frowning. “What more will I have to do?”


“It’s pretty
straightforward,” Ethan said. “We want you to have our baby.”


*


Hailey’s mind
had been spinning ever since those words had fallen from Ethan’s lips. Even
three days later, she was still in a daze.


Of course she’d
known that both brothers hadn’t wanted her for just a casual romp. She’d felt
it in her bones that they’d connected on every level. She’d just never dreamed
they’d want more. She certainly hadn’t seen this coming.


Hailey knew she
wasn’t the type of woman Ethan may be used to. She wasn’t the type for glamour
and sophistication. She was just…Hailey. Not that it mattered, but he was also
almost ten years older than she was. And yet they bonded so well together
despite their differences. And though R.J. was closer to her age, she still felt
like both men were way ahead of her in the romance stakes. They obviously knew
what they were doing – she didn’t.


So…first they
shared her – and now they wanted to breed
her? 


Hailey didn’t
really think about it that seedy, bawdy way. But she knew they would all need
to have a real talk – and soon.


In the past
three days, Ethan had advised that she think about what he’d said while he went
on a business trip. R.J. was also busy in some top-secret meetings with NASA or
something. But they’d promised her over phone calls that soon, they’d get the
chance to iron things out properly.


Hailey missed
them. Missed their touch, their smile. In such a short time, they’d come to
mean so much to her world. She kept busy working on her book, but her nights
were filled with dreams of lust and passion. 


If only there
was someone she could talk to, who could help her understand what she was going
through. To have fallen for two men, both brothers, couldn’t be an everyday
thing in the real world. She could just imagine what her best friend Samantha
would say if Hailey told her the truth.


“Oh, Samantha?
You know Ethan, and that his equally gorgeous younger brother R.J.? Well, I’ve
been sleeping with both of them. And now they want to impregnate me. I’m going
to carry their baby.”


Am I? Hailey wondered, staring sightlessly
at her computer screen. She’d only managed to write two words since she’d sat
down an hour ago. Was she crazy to be considering it, getting pregnant with her
two lovers? It was sensational enough that they all wanted to be together as a
unit. She still wasn’t sure what that entailed. But now, shit was getting real,
as the saying went. They wanted her locked down, bound to them. Having a baby
with Ethan and R.J. would create life-long ties that could not ever be wished
away if things went wrong.


But I’m in
love, she told herself firmly. She was young but she knew what love felt like
in her heart. It wasn’t the silly infatuation she’d felt for her ex-boyfriend,
the professor. She’d been too needy, unsure of herself. But for a long time
she’d built an independence, a confidence that she knew had added more to her
character. It was that same character that seemed to have attracted Ethan, she
decided. And he’d said as much. 


How many times
had he told her how much her unique personality drew him, made him wild for
her? He liked everything about her; the way she wore her hair, her clothes
– and even though he’d said he would like to see her put on more weight,
he loved her body overall. And R.J. felt the same. This would have been the
ideal situation.


And yet…there
would be the nine months of pregnancy, and after that, the life of motherhood
would await her. Was Hailey ready to be a mother? Was she ready to share that
experience with her two lovers the way she shared their bed?


Her young, free
spirit had always loved the fact that she was her own woman. Yes, behind closed
doors, she didn’t mind that lash of dominance in her man, especially when it
came to Ethan or R.J. But to give up her freedom so completely…it would have frightened
her if she wasn’t already attached to these two gorgeous beaus of hers.


I need more
time, Hailey decided. Pushing away from her computer, she decided to whip up
something to eat. Maybe food will help keep her mind away from turmoil –
and her hormones in check. Hailey still
hadn’t been allowed to come, ever since that lunch date three days ago. 


Now she just
had to think of Ethan or R.J. naked
and she was soaking her panties. Lord knows she’d had to change them twice
today and it wasn’t even noon. It was a good thing she was meeting them
tomorrow for dinner. She wasn’t sure how much more she could take before she
imploded from her carnal cravings for not one, but two gorgeous males…



 


 


 

Chapter Five



 

R.J. had a
beautiful house on the edge of the city. It was secluded enough to make it seem
like there was no one else for days. It took just half an hour for Ethan to
drive them there from her place where he’d picked her up.


“My brother’s
cooking us dinner. No surprise that he also happens to be a whiz in the
kitchen,” Ethan said as he sent her a grin. “I guess he also wants to show off
a bit – his way of letting you know what a good catch you’ll be getting.”


“I have no
doubt I’ve got two great catches,”
Hailey said, stealing a glance at his profile. He’d been as charming as ever
since he arrived to bring her down for the dinner date. They’d had some minutes
to talk about his trip and how her book was going. But nothing about the baby
plans.


“Thank you,” he
said, taking her hand and kissing her knuckles warmly for a moment before
turning his attention back to the long stretch of road.


The tender
gesture wasn’t lost on Hailey. She bit on her lip and looked out of the window,
conscious of their hands still entwined. She’d never believed romance would
ever find a place in her life after her early disappointment with Matt,
Samantha’s professor whom she’d dated for two years. She’d put her heart wholly
into that and it had busted in her face.


What guarantee
did she have that she wasn’t setting herself up for the same outcome this time?
And considering there was two of them – Ethan and R.J. – didn’t
that mean the heartbreak would be doubly terrible if things didn’t work out?


Not wanting
Ethan to guess at her confused thoughts, she switched on a smile and started
talking about how much she was looking forward to seeing R.J. again and tasting
his cooking.


“It’ll be
great, I promise. And after dinner, we all get to do the sit-down thing and
talk. I decided to wait till the three of us were together before bringing up
the pregnancy topic,” Ethan said lightly.


Hailey shivered
somewhere in her lower regions. Every time it was mentioned, she felt short of
breath. There was that part of her that felt like she had a cage closing all
around her. She had no way of escape if she let the bars close shut behind her.
It was crazy to have that overwhelming sensation of being trapped. And yet, in a perverse way, the prospect had a trace of
appeal to it. To be owned, locked down by her two amazing lovers. What more
could a woman ask for?


But then maybe
it was too much for a woman like her to want to handle…


* * *


Dinner turned
out to be as exquisite as promised. Course after course was presented and it
was like something you could be served at the finest restaurant. Midway through
the meal, Hailey teased that she’d have to go check inside the kitchen to make
sure they didn’t have a personal chef hiding in there doing all the honors.


“I have had
some chef training, I’ll admit,” R.J. said as he sat down to enjoy the latest
course with them. “Cooking is one of the things I love to do in my spare time
– limited as it is. And everyone knows I like to master anything I put my
mind to.”


“I told you he
was a genius,” Ethan said with a good-natured grin. “Stop, R.J. You’re really
making your big brother look bad for not being able to whip up even a decent
crème brûlée.” 


“Ah, but then
this big brother of mine has the business acumen of a fiend,” R.J. said,
holding his glass of wine up to Ethan in a cheerful salute. “Ethan just seems
to know how to turn even the most deteriorating enterprise around. He acquires
companies that look down on their luck and makes them into something
incredible. He’s earned countless billions that way. I mean, look at that
publishing firm he takes so seriously. It was about to be history before Ethan
came along, bought it over and took the reins.”


Ethan lifted
his hands in surrender. “Okay, now we really have to stop before Hailey thinks
we’re trying to sway her by calling attention to our undeniable qualities.”


Hailey hid a
giggle behind her glass as she took a sip. “I can imagine that any girl would
be over the moon if she had not one, but two gorgeous and successful men vying
to impress her,” she said lightly, and felt both pairs of eyes turn to her. 


“But we want to
do more than impress you. I hope you know that,” R.J. said, the humor replaced
by an intense, yet tender expression. “You haven’t known me as long as Ethan,
but I’m sure you can tell I want this just as badly as my brother does. You’re
the one, Hailey. You’re the woman we want to be with. It might take getting
used to, but we’ll both be there to guide you every step of the way.”


“And don’t
forget it’s a new experience for us, too,” Ethan added, drawing her gaze.
“We’ve never asked a woman to carry our child before. We’ve certainly never met
a woman we’d want to do that with, together. Never found a woman that stirred
our hearts they way you do. I was engaged for a brief period just months ago.
I’d long given up hope I’d ever find that special someone that could be just as
good with R.J. Was it any surprise that the engagement didn’t last? She wasn’t
the one, in any way. But like R.J. said, you
are. In every way there is.”


Hailey took
another gulp of wine, if only to break the laser-like pull of Ethan’s gaze. “I
think…I think I’m stuffed. I couldn’t eat another mouthful,” was her way of
reply, as she sent R.J. a regretful look. “Everything was so delicious I must
have overdone it.”


“Ok, we can
save the rest of later. Besides, something tells me we all have other appetites
to worry about,” R.J. said, his trademark rakish grin slashing white across his
handsome face.


“I know that’s
right,” Ethan gruffed, causing Hailey to look his way again. She found his
brown eyes smoldering as he added to her, “I bet if I put a hand up your dress
right now, you’d be as wet as a sponge.”


“Let’s find
out, shall we?” murmured R.J., before leaning closer to Hailey and slipping
underneath her hem to the top of her thighs which parted at his touch.


Hailey was
speechless and motionless. How quickly had the theme changed! Now her whole
being was centered on the ache that had built up and stirred within her for
days. Both men sat close on either side of her at the intimately small dining
table. If she just reached out a hand, she could touch either of them. But she
was frozen in her seat, mesmerized by R.J’s fingers now probing past the side
of her lacy panties.


“Fuck, she’s
drenched,” R.J. groaned, dipping past her swollen folds and sinking two
fingers, palm up, into the walls of her cunt. She gasped out loud.


Her head fell
back as her eyelids began to feel too heavy to hold themselves up.
Distractedly, she noted that it was Ethan’s hands brushing the hair from her
left shoulder as he bent close to kiss the curve of her neck.


“You haven’t
come all this while, have you?” he asked softly against her skin, his lips firm
and warm as they trailed wetly along her exposed collarbone.


“No,” she said,
shuddering when she felt R.J’s fingers hook and thrust against her inner magic
spot. Meanwhile, Ethan’s tender lips seared straight through her skin and made
her whimper softly. His hand slipped down the low neck of her bodice to cup a
breast. He stroked her rhythmically, rolling her nipple in his fingers like a
knob. She arched her spine, shocked by the waves of arousal rising up sky-high
about to overcome her.


“Good girl,”
Ethan said deeply. “Because we’re just as hard and ready for you, Hailey. And
we’re going to make up for every second that you waited and wanted to have us
both inside you.”


Oh my…good heavens me. Hailey couldn’t seem to stop
trembling at Ethan’s words. All at once the memory of that first night came
rushing back and she felt like she was ready to gush upon R.J.s steadily
shafting fingers. His tongue flicked in her ear, hot and tempting. She let out
a ragged breath, feeling her breast grow heavier in Ethan’s fondling palm.


“Maybe we
should give her a teaser, R.J. I think she deserves a quick little treat for
being so obedient and waiting,” Ethan husked, tugging down the edge of her
bodice and scooping a tit from its lacy cup. 


“I think so
too,” R.J replied, his voice a low, sexy whisper in Hailey’s ear. “Relax, baby.
Just let go for us. We want to see you come like never before.”


Well that won’t
take much doing, Hailey thought in a daze. Already she could hear her own
juices sucking on R.J.’s fingers noisily. Ethan’s mouth descended on her nipple
and this added stimulation in her frenzied condition proved volatile. She
moaned hoarsely, falling back against the chair like she was boneless. Her legs
parted wider as R.J’s thumb brushed over her clitoris in time with his fast
fingers fucking in and out of her shivering, wet cunt.


“Your body is
so sexy, kitten,” Ethan said in that voice that throbbed and vibrated around
her nipple playing within his mouth. “Look how hungry we are for you…how we
want to simply devour you. Why would you think we’d ever want to risk letting
you go? We’d want this for keeps.”


“And we’d want
it exclusively,” R.J. added, his words thick with his own lust. “No one else
will get to touch you like this but us, baby. You drive us mad, Hailey. All we
want is to fill you up again and again till we have our seed planted deep
inside you. You’ve given so much already but now we want to share that ultimate
treasure your body has to give. We want it all…”


Words jumbled
with moans and sobs as Hailey got lost in the pleasure of her lovers’ touch.
They were skilled at switching on all her buttons. Ethan knew just how to suck
and lap at her nipple to bring the sweetest sensation to the surface, making
her nub hard and achy with desire. And R.J. certainly knew just the right depth
and speed to make that fingerfuck get felt in her very core. Her vaginal wall
contracted around him; her clit swelled and hardened beneath his tweaking
thumb. It was all a fantastic embroidery of pleasure. Before she knew it, she
was fisting a hand in R.J.’s hair and tugging his mouth close for a hot, heady
kiss. Moments later, she broke away to yank Ethan up from her breast to meld
their mouths and tongues with an equal passion. 


R.J. drew his
fingers out of her pussy, not giving her a chance to protest as he quickly laid
a moist middle finger against her clit and whizzed.
Hailey lost it. Her lips parted wide against Ethan’s as she erupted in countless
pieces of bliss. It had all taken place in less than ten minutes but the impact
was the fiercest ever. She just couldn’t seem to stop coming. She bucked and
shook and her whole frame felt like it would dissolve into a mass of jelly.


She heard their
words of love cooing in her ear, felt the tender touch of their hands as they
lifted her. It was all a blur behind her eyelids where the fireworks were still
bursting. Moments later she felt the soft firmness of the mattress dipping
beneath her, and her head rolled back, the breath feathering from her parted
lips.


It felt like
eons later but it was only a few minutes when she finally blinked her eyes
open. She couldn’t help but heave a deep sigh of delight when she found her
lovers waiting, naked, on either side of her. They seemed to be waiting for her
go-ahead before they did the same for her and took off her clothes.


“I’m a bit
overdressed for this encounter, don’t you think?” she purred, back to her
temptress self as she looked at Ethan and then R.J. The identical looks of
feral desire on their faces was enough to make her pussy surge with fresh blood
and fresh need.


As they peeled
off her clothes, she reached for their straining erections. Her hands closed
around one throbbing shaft and then the other. The excitement of laying claim
to two magnificently hard cocks gave Hailey such a power trip. They were her
men, her lovers, her cocks. And tonight, they would bring her so much pleasure…



 

* * *



 

Hailey had to
admit that there was something about the English countryside that brought out
the young girl in her. The type that would want to run barefoot through the
high grass, chasing butterflies. Well, considering how heavy she now was,
running after butterflies was out of the question. She could manage a quick waddle
though…


Laughing at
herself, she drew in a refreshing breath, and then gave a slight start when she
heard R.J’s voice behind her.


“Such a
beautiful sound, your laughter,” he said, his voice warm and sexy as he drew up
close behind her. His hands fell lightly and possessively over the generous
mound of her belly. “It makes me happy to know you’re happy. You like it here,
don’t you?”


“I absolutely
adore it!” she cried, turning her face slightly and lifting her chin so she
could kiss his descending lips. “I’m happy we chose to stay here at the country
home you both own. It’s so scenic and close to nature. And of course, no other
neighbor or house for miles and miles!”


As R.J.
chuckled, Hailey thought of the first time she’d seen the expansive grounds, at
least twenty five acres surrounding a beautifully refurbished and restored
farmhouse, cottages and substantial outbuildings. She’d been awed by the sheer
size of the place and the picturesque quality of the landscape. And then she’d
gone inside and felt sure she’d never want to leave – ever.


Everything had
been designed with a family in mind. There was the immense, modern-fitted
kitten that still kept the air of old country. In fact, every room in the house
maintained its original English essence. Hailey had walked into the room
prepared as a nursery and tears had stood in her eyes. Ethan and R.J. had come
looking for her half an hour later to find her still standing in the beautiful,
gazing around and touching everything with tender, awed fingers.


Now she placed
her hands on R.J.’s covering her belly. Three months still to go and she felt
like she looked ready to pop any second. She already knew she was having twins
though she didn’t know the sex of the babies. Ethan and R.J. had agreed that
they all should wait till delivery to know for sure.


Just then,
Ethan appeared, making his way easily over the high ground leading up to their
home. He had his rifle over one shoulder and some shot game in his other hand.
He saw Hailey and R.J, and a happy grin broke over his face.


“Lunch!” he
declared, raising his arm and lifting the birds he’d got. Hailey made a little
face. She did get squeamish on occasion but didn’t want to ruin Ethan’s obvious
pleasure at catching something.


Hailey lifted
her lips from his kiss and saw him look down fondly at her belly. “You look
more beautiful every day,” he said, eyes smoky with admiration and love. 


“Thank you,”
Hailey breathed, resting back on the balls of her feet while still gazing up at
him. This picture would have seemed strange to onlookers. A woman heavily
pregnant, in the arms of one man while another kissed her, both men having the
same air of proprietorship over the woman in their midst.


Now more than
ever, Hailey understood the need for the slight seclusion the country home
offered. Away from prying eyes, safe from wagging tongues. In the past few
months Hailey had finished the sequel to her first book and started on two more
stand-alone stories. She’d held back the talks with a few studio heads wanting
to buy the rights to her bestselling books. During the time she’d been here in
the British countryside, either Ethan or R.J. would have to leave on some
pressing business or engagement. But she was never left alone at the house;
there was always one of her attentive and devoted lovers to keep her secure.


And every day,
she grew more delighted in her decision to do this… 


It had been on
that night six months ago when they’d made love to her like the world would
come to an end…When they’d kissed and licked on every inch of her till she’d
melted like an ice cream cone. 


And then
suddenly Hailey remembered the exact time when she’d made up her mind. That
same night, after dinner when they’d carried her up to bed. And just before
they fell into each other with hungry abandon, she’d gazed at them both and
asked them how much they wanted her to carry their baby. Hailey had told
herself that she needed to understand how important it was to them, because it
was already so very important to her.


“We want to
start a family,” Ethan had said simply. “It’s something we’ve dreamed of for a
long time. Having a baby, sharing a close-knit component. I’m not sure you ever
knew this, but R.J. and I were orphans. We never knew our parents. All we had
was each other. We grew up in different homes, always separated because we
weren’t adopted by the same families. As we grew up, we swore we’d find a way
to stay close. And that if we had a family, we’d share that, too. We never
wanted to be apart again. And with you…we feel it can be the picture perfect home
filled with love and beauty. We know we’re ready to share it all with you. The
question now remains if you feel the same way. Are you ready, Hailey?”


Hailey had been
too choked with emotion to speak. So she’d chosen to first communicate with her
body. Drawing them both to her, she took the time to tease and please them as
they’d done her; working them both and herself as well into a feverish level of
sensual abandon.


And then once
she was prepared, as soon as she was practically panting for them, they claimed
her. 


As ever the
sensation of those two immense, spectacularly hard cocks deep inside her holes
drove her wild. She was their woman and they took possession of her body in a
way no man ever had or would again. 


Buried to the
hilt inside her, they’d kissed her all over in the places they could reach,
their hands molding her breasts, rubbing on her clit…branding her flesh with
their touch. She couldn’t remember much else of what had passed that night, but
she did remember screaming at one point for them to fill her up with their cum,
to plant their seeds deep inside her. She was ready, she told them at last,
over and over. She’d always been ready.


 “Looks like I’m stuck with cooking,
again,” R.J. half-joked as they all three turned to go back into the house.
“Which only seems fair since you brought in the game. But soon, Ethan, you’re
going to have to take up some serious kitchen duty.”


“Hey, I can
chop a few vegetables, do a bit of the prepping for you if you have to make
such a fuss about it,” Ethan growled, though he was grinning. They headed for
the kitchen and Hailey laughed softly.


“Well,
considering how you botched that up the last time Ethan, maybe you should leave
well enough alone,” she said, her tone kind and teasing. “But then again, if
you need to keep busy, you can as well help massage my aching feet.”


“I’m glad to be
of use for something,” Ethan said
wryly, as he swung her easily into his arms. 


“Alright you
two, out so I can start up with lunch. But hey…no hanky panky. No starting
anything without me,” R.J. joked, already reaching for an apron.


Hailey looked
over Ethan’s shoulder with a mischievous smile for R.J. “Maybe lunch can wait,
master chef. It just so happens I need a backrub to go with that foot massage.
I’ll be quite happy to have my two hunks seeing to my comfort right now.”


The laugh
rumbling in Ethan’s chest was echoed by the throaty chuckle passing through
R.J.’s lips as just as quickly, he was flinging the apron off again. Their
beautiful princess was in need of some serious indulgence and no way could they
refuse her… 
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Chapter One



 

      Kelly looked at the creamy wedding gown,
which lay crumpled up, lying on the living room floor where she had stripped it
off. It looked forlorn and rejected, just like she felt inside. The lace and
silk felt rough and spoiled against her fingers and she longed to tear up the
garment, to get rid of it forever, as though the very presence of it was
poisoning her house, her life.


Jake’s betrayal was still fresh - it
cut through her heart like a knife and she almost doubled over with the
remembered pain slashing inside her chest, but instead she straightened her
shoulders, flicked her dramatic red hair over her shoulder and determinedly
walked towards her wedding dress, looking down on what remained of her big day.


She pictured herself in it, laughing
and giddily happy waiting for him to arrive at the church, and she felt like a
fool. Maybe she had deserved this; if she was honest with herself, she knew she
had forced him into marrying her, but surely that had been for his own good
– for the good of both of them, right?


 


Kelly had met Jake in high school
and they had been inseparable ever since. They had done all the traditional
things – the graduation photos, the vacation together and even losing
their respective virginities to one another.


As time went on, and they got older,
Kelly began to wonder if and when she was to move in with Jake, to share his
life and become his wife, maybe even become the mother of his children. But
time marched on and at twenty eight years old, Kelly had finally realized that
he had no intentions of proposing to her - not in the near future, and maybe
not at all. So she had done what she had thought was the perfect solution. She
gave Jake an ultimatum; either marry her or let her go.


His answer had come instantly,
desperately: he wanted to marry her. He had taken hold of her hands and looked
into her eyes as he said so. And like a chump, she had believed him. But, now
as she thought over it, she knew he had just done what was right after 10 long
years in a relationship with her. It was a pity he had failed to show up at
their wedding and sent her a text instead. She remembered the words perfectly;
they were etched into her brain, as they were permanently saved into her phone.
She daren’t erase the message, as if saving it would somehow make it all better
again.


 


I’m sorry
Kelly, I can’t marry you. You deserve better than a man who can’t stop thinking
if this is the right thing to do.


 


Kelly grit her teeth, strode towards
the dress and picked it up roughly, glaring at it as though it was a bad man;
keeping it away from her as if it was something dirty and filthy. Striding into
her back yard, she shoved the dress into the abandoned stainless steel bathtub
her father had intended to grow flowers in, once upon a time. Kelly looked at
the dress, lying so stupidly in the grey bathtub, looking like the epitome of
bad taste.


 


She screwed up her face into a
dignified expression of disgust. Humiliation washed over her as she hoped no
one was looking out of their windows to see her final embarrassment. How
foolish she must have seemed to all of those guests. How pathetic, to be
standing there in white lace and silk, with no groom to marry. Those whispers
had carried thtough the church, those ‘poor thing’s and those ‘such a waste’s.
She loathed every single one of them, and wanted the whole day to be erased
from time.


 


The red-haired young woman strode
into the dingy, ill-lit kitchen and grabbed the dented tin of lighter fluid,
used only for barbecues, from the cupboard under the sink, along with a box of
matches. Marching, almost running back to the bathtub in the garden, she
sprayed the lighter fluid all over the repelling dress, and without a second
thought, threw a lighted match stick onto it. $2500 of lace ignited and she
crumpled into a heap on the ground, inconsolable as she cried her eyes out.
Tears streamed down her face, and she sobbed aloud like a child. As the dress
quickly burned into nothing, she gained control and got up to watch it. The
flames did not leap high – there wasn’t enough fabric for that, instead
it curled and burned slowly like a body on a funeral pyre. It was fitting. It
was the death of her dreams, after all.


As the dress became nothing more
than a heap of smoldering ash, Kelly felt she felt lighter, refreshed. She took
herself back indoors and went to the bathroom. She splashed cold water on her
face, looking at her youthful complexion, honed with those facials and exercise
in the lead-up to her wedding. She knew what she wanted, and it didn’t lie in
the cold emptiness of her house. The young woman nodded at herself and went
into her bedroom.


The phone on her nightstand flashed
as it rang silently. Kelly had disabled the ringer since the calls started
coming in, but even silently, it was still ringing, it just wouldn’t stop. Her
family just could not see why she wanted to be alone and they kept on calling
to try and console her. She was done talking to them. She had heard enough
after the wedding that never was. She wanted something else, something new.


She put on a new black dress from
her cupboard that was meant for her honeymoon and applied makeup diligently to
her face. Tying her hair up, she left the house, her heels clicking against the
wood floor.


 



 


 

Chapter Two



 

 She took a taxi into town and
allowed her frantic mind to go blank for the journey. She needed the silence,
the peace, the calm before the storm. She paid the driver and marched towards
her old haunt – Santiago’s – once the hottest club in town,
but now reduced to a second rate venue full of students and older women. But
right now, she needed a place of memories – where she danced before all
of this happened.


The club was half empty but she
didn’t care, all she wanted was to drink and dance and moment after entering
the club, she was getting both in unlimited amounts. She had always been pretty
good at holding her liqueur and she now made the most of that ability. She
turned around to watch the few dancers there were, and a tall man in a white
crisp shirt and black pants caught her eye. Instantly, she felt drawn; she knew
that was the answer to that nagging feeling. That was truly what she wanted to
do. She wanted to be fucked senseless, by a stranger, by this stranger, by
anyone who would give her pleasure.


Jake had been the only man who ever
touched her. She had always bragged that she had only ever known her boyfriend,
her fiancé, her husband-to-be, but what a waste of her youth that had been. And
she no longer wanted Jake to be that special man – the only one to have
penetrated her. She wanted to let loose and lose her mind to new pleasures.


A stranger was perfect, it added to
the thrill. She could imagine herself naked under his body, his unknown
physical attributes thrilling her senses as she explored his assets. She walked
straight to him; he wasn’t dancing, but was just standing on the sidelines
watching with a glass of something that looked like fruit juice in his hand.


 


“Hello”, she said in the sexiest
voice she could summon and he turned around in surprise. A smile flashed across
his face, adding to his allure. He was pretty damn good looking; his eyes a
piercing grey, his teeth perfect and even.


“Hey”, he replied, extending his
hand, “I’m Scott”.


“Kelly”, she said, shaking his hand.
“Are you married Scott?” she asked boldly, the alcohol was getting to her more
than she thought, but she had to know. She had had one marriage wrecked that
week, she wasn’t going to add another to her list.


He chuckled at the sudden bold
question, “No, I’m not married”.


“Girlfriend?” she asked and the
man’s eyebrows shot up, and he grinned.


“Girlfriend, well kind of,” he
downed his drink and looked the woman up and down appreciatingly to make his
point. Kelly’s skin crawled a little, but right now, a handsome stranger was
her best shot at an orgasm that night.


Kelly pursed her lips, digesting and
considering the information and planning in her head if her place would be a
good idea. Her mom might show up there, she knew, but she could just disconnect
the doorbell. She didn’t fancy around the back alley of the club, and the
restrooms just seemed too gross to even consider. Still, there was something
delicious about fucking a stranger in the bed she had once been fucked in by
her fiancé.


“Would you like to see my apartment,
Scott? It’s pretty close,” she coiled a spring of her red hair around a finger.


He looked at her face closely,
trying to assess her, as if checking she was really a woman and not a man in
drag. After a lengthy pause, in which Kelly began to feel uncomfortable, he
nodded and agreed that he was up for it.


 


“After you”, he said, smiling and
moving aside to let her walk towards the exit of the club.


 


Kelly relaxed visibly; she was excited,
thrilled. She did not know him at all, but instead of scaring her, it just made
her more excited, drove up her arousal and made her wish that she didn’t find
the idea of fucking behind a club quite so repellant. Right now, she would have
taken it anywhere.


She sobered up in the taxi and had a
good look at Scott. He looked as though he was in his early thirties, was
attractive enough and seemed to be well-built under his shirt. She wondered if
he was a commitment-phobic man as well. Maybe that was better for a one-time
fuck. She reached for his thigh with her hand and ran her hand down it, making
his leg tense with the feeling.


He glanced at her, looking over her
face and body approvingly. Kelly felt vindicated – how long since someone
had looked at her like that – with pure lust and arousal rather than pity
or mild affection? The drive to her apartment couldn’t end quickly enough, and
she felt the beginnings of Scott’s erection begin to tent his trousers.


 


She smiled to herself. Did she still
have the kind of power?


 


She hoped so, and as the cab drew up
outside her apartment building, she braced herself for the night she had only
read about in books – the night where the handsome stranger gives you
everything you want, and everything your body needs to be satisfied.


 



 


 

Chapter Three



 

 The door of the apartment
closed behind them and he took her hand, pulling her gently towards him.


His mouth swooped down, taking her
lips inside. Kelly felt as though she had exploded; her body was a mass of
warm, tingling sensations and arousal. Her sex pulsed and moistened with vigor
and her skin tingled wherever his hands roamed over her. She wanted to press
herself against this stranger completely, to feel his on top of her, beneath
her and all over her body.


Scott’s mouth slanted fiercely over
hers, and she slid her tongue into his mouth, groaning against him as his hands
grabbed her breasts roughly and squished them in his palms over her dress. He
moved one hand down towards her buttocks and held onto one ass cheek, his nails
digging into her soft flesh.


She couldn’t control her arousal; it
had never been like this with Jake. It was always controlled, and slow. She had
never known this kind of passion and she could barely keep up with the
feelings.


Scott pushed her against the door
and pushed his body into her, she could feel his hard cock pressing
determinedly into her stomach and she moved her hand between their bodies,
grasping his cock into her palm. He chucked against her mouth and kissed her
harder, biting her lips and sliding his tongue over hers.


Abruptly, he picked her up and her
legs wound around his waist automatically, as if knowing what to do by
themselves. She gasped, she wanted him so badly she could have climaxed just
from thinking about him. She could feel his hard, hot cock against her panties
as he pushed it determinedly between her legs. She ground against the erection,
feeling her clitoris responding to this new pressure it could rub against, but
that was no longer enough.


“Bedroom,” she managed to gasp out
between the hard thrusts of his hips against her body and his insistent mouth
biting away at her lips.


“No,” he whispered, grinding hard
against her as if he could erase her panties if he tried hard enough. “I’m
going to fuck you right here…”


Kelly gasped at the coarseness, the
dirtiness of his words, her body igniting with desire and lust even more. Her
cunt was a mass of erratic nerve endings, clustered together and threatening to
erupt any second. Her vagina clenched and unclenched itself unable to wait any
longer to be filled.


“Fuck me now,” she moaned into his
ear.


Scott did as he was told, and
carefully put her down on the floor, quickly unbuckling his belt and letting
it, along with his pants, fall with a clatter before his shirt followed and
then his boxers, releasing a stout and firm looking erection quite different
from what Kelly was used to. She wanted this new organ to be buried inside her,
and reached behind herself to try and undress.


Kelly struggled with the zipper of
her short black dress, and she looked at Scott’s naked body, his hard cock
standing upright, waiting to fill her. His cock was long and lean, and she
couldn’t take her eyes off it. His balls twitched as he moved towards her
hastily and spun her body around to unzip her dress, and pulled her panties
down.


She wore no bra, so she was naked
and wild. She wrapped her arms around Scott’s neck and crushed her naked body
against him. His chest hair ticked against her nipples and she rubbed her
breasts against his chest, groaning as she felt his fingers probing the opening
to her body between her legs.


“You’re dripping wet”, he whispered
reverently. And his other hand grabbed her hair roughly, pulling her head back
to look at him. He looked straight into her yes, his own eyes smoldering, “I’m
going to fuck you senseless. Then I’m going to fuck your mouth, and then your
ass as well”. With that, he closed his eyes and bit her lower lip, sucking on
it.


She moaned, her cunt squirting its
juices as she felt the delicious impact of the words he had used. He did not
scare her. All she wanted was to be fucked senseless.


As her pleasure mounted still
higher, he slid two fingers inside her cunt and groaned against her mouth.
Kelly lifted a leg and wound it around him as high as she could. His fingers
pushed deeper, grinding her insides.


He bit her neck hard, and she sighed
in pleasurable response. The pain of his teeth and that of his fingers roughly
pushing inside her cunt was making her whole body ache with arousal. He pushed
her body away, and bent her over, exposing her wet, pink cunt that contracted,
eager for it to be filled. He grasped his cock and slid inside Kelly, making
sure she felt every bit of his penetration, all the way in, withdrawing and
entering her again, still further.


She sighed and trembled as the her
walls swelled and gripped and expanded to take in his long cock, the head
working its way deep down inside. There was a moment where all she did was
flutter around his cock as it searched its way deeper.


Then, as she turned to watch, he
grabbed her waist and lunged harder, pushing deep inside the red-haired woman
who was a mass of moans as her cunt warmed and throbbed from the assault and
her orgasm took over. She pushed her hips back against his cock, meeting his
thrusts and she came with a gasp, her body shaking, her fingers curling.


His relentless pounding continued
without a pause, his harsh breathing a constant sound in the room. His balls
slapped against Kelly’s wet cunt and she bent her head to look between her
legs. She could see his balls slapping against her furiously and she moved her
hand lower, grasping his balls lightly and massaging their soft covering.


He groaned and bent over her body as
he jerked, pouring his load into her and he thrust harder, once, twice, thrice,
as he emptied himself.


He pulled out instantly and Kelly
lay down onto her side, spent from her orgasms. She watched him walk to the
centre of the living room and he turned to look at her, “Where’s the bathroom?”
he asked and she pointed.


She got up after a couple of minutes
and went to her bedroom to get a T-shirt out of her closet and put it on. It
was a long, loose shirt so she didn’t need any panties. She was also pretty
sure Scott still had plans for her.


I’m going to fuck your mouth, and
then your ass, he had said.


Her stomach fluttered at the thought
and she took a deep breath to control her body’s reaction to his words. She
wanted him to do that very much. She wanted to get fucked over and over. She
felt so completely filled by his body.


 



 


 

 Chapter Four



 

 He came out of the bathroom,
still naked, and unashamedly walked towards her to take her into his arms.
“That was good”, he whispered against her neck, his warm breath sending tingles
through her body. He gently bit and sucked at the curve of her neck, and
suddenly they were wild again, their hands roving over each other’s bodies. He
grabbed her breasts over her t-shirt and pinched her nipples over the thin
fabric, making her moan against his open mouth.


Kelly slid her hand between his legs
to hold onto his balls; he pressed his cock into her stomach and moaned as she
massaged his balls. Her hand delved further, her fingertips pressing against
his shaft through the skin, and then fleetingly touching his ass hole. He
jerked back, breathing hard, to look at her for a moment, his hand curved
around her nape.


He stared at her face for a couple
of seconds, while her hand massaged his balls continuously, his control snapped
and he captured her mouth in a plundering kiss, pushing her against the bed. As
her legs touched the bed, he pushed her down, and got on top of her. He deftly
took off her T-shirt and threw it across the room. His fingers delved into the
triangle of red hair between her legs and then lower to rub her clit.


She moaned, gasping, and her head
twitched against the bed in ecstasy. He bent down to take her pink, hardened
nipple in his mouth. He sucked on it hard, while his hand kept its descent into
her cunt. His fingers slid inside her body, twisting around. Abruptly, he took
his fingers out and touched them to her lips.


“Taste yourself”, he said huskily
and Kelly opened her mouth to let his fingers inside. She sucked on his fingers
hungrily, her body consumed by the arousal that he was capable of igniting in
her. “I want to taste your cunt, it’s so damn wet for my cock”, she heard him
say softly.


With that, he abruptly bent lower
and grabbed her legs, pulling them wide apart before leaning down. His
flattened tongue began at the top of her clit and ended at her vagina, where he
opened his mouth to suck at the opening where he knew his cock would be buried
in a moment.


He slid his tongue along all the
crevices and then got back to kiss her mouth. She wrapped her arms around his
shoulders, lifting her legs to wrap them around his waist. The head of his cock
touched her and she groaned, pushing her hips towards it to take it inside her.
He rubbed his cock over her entrance, grinding the soft flesh with his hard
shaft, but never penetrating.


“Do you want my cock inside you?” he
asked huskily, his warm breath mingling with hers.


Kelly nodded her head emphatically,
her orgasm was on the brink, she knew she would go mad of he did not fill her
soon.


“Say it. What do you want?” he said,
gasping, unable to wait any longer, himself.


“I want your cock inside me”, she
almost cried out and he rammed his cock into her. She arched her back, moaning
loudly, her body convulsing as she came with a force that made her dig her
nails into his hard buttocks.


He pounded her, keeping up a
relentless rhythm that had her moaning and grabbing onto him, her hips pushing
towards his to meet this thrusts. Suddenly, he pulled his cock out and she
almost groaned with the loss. He flipped her over, flat onto her stomach and
pushed a pillow under her hips. She tried to spread her legs apart but he
pushed them back together, and got on top of her, bracing his weight on his
knees.


He grabbed his cock in one hand, and
parted her ass cheeks with the other. He guided the head of his cock to the
opening of her ass and pressed against it. Kelly jumped as she realized what he
meant to do and her breathing quickened. She had never been fucked like this
before and the thought that she was about to be, almost made her cum.


“Go slow”, she said softly, and he
stayed silent as he pressed little by little into her. His cock was already
dripping wet from her juices so it was sliding inside her ass hole. Suddenly,
searing, burning pain filled her and she started trying to pull away.


“It’s ok,” Scott said, paused in his
actions. He let Kelly’s ass tremble over him and waited for her pain to
subside. She calmed after a moment, and made small moaning noises instead, the
sounds muffled by the mattress. “You ok now?” he asked, and she nodded, feeling
the gradual inch by inch movements as her asshole swallowed Scott’s cock and
filled her in a way she had never felt before. She was open-mouthed against the
bed, unable to move with the shock of what she was daring to do.


He was fully inside her now, and
Scott let her body free, only his hips pinning her to the bed with his cock
buried into her ass, unmoving for now. He did not thrust, waiting for her ass
to expand to accommodate him.


Kelly forced herself to relax and as
she did, she felt the way it was pressing her vagina through the walls of her
body and felt a strange sort of renewed pleasure. Why hadn’t she tried this
before?


He rubbed her back, “Are you sure
you’re okay?” he asked, breathing heavily.


She was so aroused; her cunt was
clenching and unclenching, ready to orgasm with the lightest of stimulations.
“Yes”, she gasped, “Move”.


 


He shifted slightly, his cock moving
inside her and she moaned against the bed. He pulled out an inch and then
thrust slowly, she moaned, and his control snapped. Taking hold of her waist,
he thrust inside her ass, and she moaned and grit her teeth, feeling every
movement with a mixture of pleasure and pain. She shivered with every lunge he
made. She was gasping, struggling, and he reached under her body to pinch a
nipple between his thumb and forefinger.


She groaned and thrust her hips
upwards, to take him in deeper. She came with a loud, low groan as her cunt
squirted heavily. The second she came, Scott’s body jerked and he closed his
eyes, pouring his warm cum into her ass.


He pulled his cock out of her and
lay down on the bed next to her. Kelly turned her head sideways to look at him;
his cock was soft and dangling to one side as he lay on his back, his arms
covering his face.


 



 


 

Chapter
Five



 

 There was a moment of silence.
The thick silence that follows an act of sex, even sex meant purely for the
purpose of fucking another person senseless. They both lay in their own, lost
universes, absorbing the fact that they had done such a thing, and reliving
their favorite moments. There was a silent commentary running through the air.


Kelly felt like a different person.
She could barely believe that earlier on it that very evening she had been
standing in the bathroom, crying her heart out over Jake. Now, she could barely
remember his name, and those emotional scenes of lovemaking they had shared
together had been blown out of the water. She had never experienced anything
like this. Scott and his body made her knees go weak. She had no idea why he
had this effect on her senses, but it was true that she had never had so many orgasms
during sex. Kelly was not usually a sexual person, but now it felt as though
fire, ice, dragons and spirits were fighting through her body as she
experiences joy, grief, guilt, pleasure and desire all at once, all heightened,
all lingering.


She felt addicted. Even now, with
her ass burning and her cunt sore from his large cock pounding deliciously
inside it, all she wanted was to bend over his body and take him into her mouth
to make it wet with her tongue. She wanted to rub her tongue over his balls,
and make Scott groan aloud with pleasure, but she held back, merely looking at
the man who was the cause of all of this pleasure. She wanted to touch him
again, to feel his presence inside her once more, but her insides seemed to
have turned to jelly, and she just lay, feeling the dying throbs of orgasm and
pleasure as they ebbed through her and made her sigh at the strangeness of it
all.


“Did you want me to stay over?”
Scott asked, lowering his arms from his face. He looked different now he was
spent – softer somehow and more like the shy man in the bar she had
invited back.


“If you like,” she said. “I somehow
don’t really care what you do,” she looked at him, feeling a soft of power
shift between them. Now he was spent, she was the one to be giving commands, to
be testing his boundaries.


 


“I guess I’ll take off, actually,”
he said, sitting up and looking at Kelly’s soft body, pert nipples and open,
wet sex. He stared at her for a moment, and then took off back to the bathroom.


Kelly heard the shower start and
sighed, imagining Scott’s body under the water – the steam covering his
skin and the water pouring over his taught, toned body. He was certainly worth
seeing again, but if he was in a relationship, she couldn’t do it. She had
already ruined one relationship; she couldn’t risk the death of another. She
couldn’t hurt a woman, not even one she had never met.


“Thanks,” Scott’s voice came from
the doorway. He was dressed, and had his mobile phone in his hand. “I’ll call a
cab from here, yeah?”


“Sure,” Kelly said, feeling
completely relaxed in her nakedness. “And Scott, maybe you shouldn’t be fucking
strange women you meet in bars if you’ve got a girlfriend,” she chastised.


He smirked and rolled his eyes as he
dialed the number. “Believe me, she’ll be doing the exact same thing,” he said,
putting the phone to his ear. As he turned to speak to the operator, Kelly felt
a strange wondering… Was that how modern relationships worked these days?
People fucking strangers and there being no recriminations? She thought back to
her time with Jake and concluded they had been terribly old-fashioned, but
wasn’t this casual sex taking things a bit too far? She had to know what else
there was to do in her new found single life.


“I’ll wait outside,” Scott said,
pulling his jacket on. “Thanks for the memories, babe, that was a night and a
half,” he ruffled her hair rather than kiss her, and Kelly was pleased.


“And if I choose to visit the
Santiago again?” she asked, referring back to the club.


“Oh, I’m there most Thursday nights,”
he said, shrugging. “Eloise doesn’t care for dancing or drinking, but I’m up
for pretty much anything,” he grinned.


“See you around,” Kelly said,
following Scott to her door and locking it behind him. Her skin felt electric
as she pressed herself against the cold exterior door. She had awakened
something inside herself, and could not wait to bring it to life once again.


Next Thursday night could not come
too soon…
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Chapter One



 

“Where is he?” Kelly wasn’t wearing
a watch, but kept looking at her wrist nonetheless. 


It was stupid! They had driven
around and around the church ten times, now and still there was no sign of the
groom’s car. The church bells had been ringing for so long that they were
changing from peals of joy to sheer death-knells that pounded into the bride’s
head like sledgehammers.


      “Hadn’t
we better go in?” her dad had said, looking nervously out of the window. “Show
that we’re here, at least?”


      “He’s
coming,” Kelly snapped. “He said he’d be here, and he’s going to be here. He
promised,” she glared at her bouquet that was beginning to wilt slightly in the
heat. She could feel the bones of her wedding dress sticking into her skin, and
the heavy skirt had a scratchy bit, rubbing on her leg so it made her uncomfortable.
The dress took up most of the car, and in the heat, she could feel her makeup
starting to slide.


      Where
is he? She thought again, sweat starting to bead on her brow. She knew he was
running late, he’s said so that morning. The last text she got before she gave
her phone to Carolyn to look after – after all, there was nowhere to
store a phone in a wedding dress. 


      “Really,
darling,” her dad tried again as they again circled the church in the
limousine, “I think you ought to go in… people will be getting worried.”


      “I’m
damn well worried!” she squeaked, feeling her tiara slip a little. She
considered. 



 

Maybe he really was going to be
late. Typical Jake, she might have known he would mess up in some way. But
being late for your own wedding day was a step too far, she thought. 



 

      Kelly
took a deep breath and shut her eyes regally. “Yes,” she heard herself saying,
“We’ll go in and see what’s going on.”


      Kelly
walked up the aisle tentatively with her father, people snapping photographs at
her even though there was no groom at the altar, only a concerned-looking
priest who was fiddling with his bible and trying to sound supportive.


      “I
don’t suppose you have heard from the groom?” he asked. 


      “No,
there’s no chance of my hiding a cell phone in my cleavage,” Kelly said
harshly. She knew no one in the church was at fault – she just had to
take her frustrations out on somebody.


      She
waited. The bells in the church chimed the hour and she knew in her secret
heart what the truth was. She knew he wasn’t coming, and when Carolyn handed
her a cell out of the bridesmaid’s handbag, she knew what the message was going
to say, even before she read it.


      Kelly
was a strong woman. She had always looked after herself, even when she was a
young girl in college; when she had first started seeing Jake. And no one had
been able to see past that cold, hard exterior except for him. Only he had
known what it was to make love to her – to slip inside her and feel her
pleasure, taste her femininity and to make her happy. And now, after all of
that, he was gone, as if he was never there at all. And he wasn’t coming back.


      The
walls of the church seemed to be falling in on top of the bride, and she felt
the burning eyes of her wedding guests piercing her fragile skin and boring
holes into her. It was the worst she had ever felt, even worse than forcing
Jake to propose to her. The stained glass windows seemed to shatter and she
covered her teary eyes to protect them.



 

*



 

Kelly woke and stared into the
darkness of the confusion that follows a dream. She had that dream less and
less lately, but each time it seared her right to her core. She knew something
was missing from her current relationship with her fuck-buddy, Scott. What was
missing was the fluttering heartbeats she had had when she put on her wedding
dress, the nerves of getting into bed with someone for the first time and the
soft kiss good morning.


      She
had fulfilled her body’s needs, but now her heart and her mind were desperate
for something else, something different, someone new. And she doubted that
Scott was where she was going to find the emotional connection she needed.



 


 


 

Chapter Two



 

The time Scott and Kelly had spent
together had been all about fucking, though of course, neither of them was
complaining. The sex was fantastic, mind-blowing, unexpected and relentless. It
was as though sparks had been set off in Kelly’s head ever since she had been
left, standing at the aisle by Jake, the man who had promised to marry her,
promised so much and just failed to deliver when the time came. Now, thanks to
her experiences with Scott, she knew that Jake had also been lacking in more
than just the romance department. 


Scott sometimes spent the night at
her place, and when he chose to stop over, Kelly felt like a different woman.
Although all they seemed to do was use each other’s bodies, it fulfilled
everything she wanted right now, and gave her a reason to get out of bed, brush
her teeth and buy matching underwear. She had never known sex could be about
such pleasure and she suddenly felt that Jake’s abandonment had been a blessing
in disguise.


That Friday night had been another
typical episode – the meeting in the club, still the Santiago, the small
talk, and the cab ride home, whilst they devoured the sight of each other,
waiting for the vehicle to pull up outside Kelly’s apartment block. Then, there
came the rhythmic stripping, tearing and loosening of clothes – trousers
kicked off, bras flung over lamps and the desperate touching, pushing and
accepting of the other’s body inside. On that particular night, Kelly had asked
Scott to sleep over and they had fallen asleep, rather romantically in the
spoon position.


She awoke late the next morning, and
looked beside her instantly, noticing how Scott’s chiseled, handsome face
softened while he slept. She was in her nightshirt, and he was completely
naked. She could tell by the way the sheet covering his lower body was lifted
that he had a tremendous case of morning wood. She grasped the edge of the
sheet and slowly slid it down, revealing his body.


      Her
cunt clenched as she saw him laying there, his cock hard. He was still fast
asleep, so she knelt up beside him and tenderly touched her hand to his
erection. He awoke suddenly and looked lost for a moment before smiling at her
sleepily. She wriggled her way between his legs, and he closed his eyes,
spreading his own long limbs to let her do whatever she wanted to do with him.


She bent over his cock, touching the
head of it with her tongue. This was hardly the first time she had taken his
cock in her mouth, and the taste of him still thrilled her senses. She was
already so turned on she had trouble believing how he could have such an impact
on her body, if not her soul.


Scott gently touched the back of her
head with one hand, rubbing her bright red hair as she licked his cock. “Take
it all inside your mouth”, he whispered, his voice still hoarse from sleep. She
complied instantly, taking his cock deep into her mouth. The head of his cock
hit the back of her throat and she moaned, moving her head back and forth,
savoring the feeling and texture of the soft, smooth skin against her tongue
and lips. She could taste his precum, salty and sour, and lapped up his cock
hungrily.


“I want you”, she heard him say, his
eyes still closed, his hand caressing the back of her head. Kelly’s heart
skipped a beat, and she chastised herself – one early morning fuck did
not a keeper make. Still, she was horny and ready, so why not?






She moved her mouth from his cock to
his navel, trailing soft bites along his body. He moaned, breathing hard, as
her mouth travelled up to his stomach, to his chest and she moved towards his
shoulder. He abruptly got up to a sitting position and grabbed her nightshirt
to take it off and throw it on the bed beside them. 


Scott pulled the slender young woman
up on top of him, her thighs and buttocks straddling his cock, and then as she
moved into position, her wet, tensing cunt pressed against his boner. He slowly
took each breast in his hand, massaging them, while looking at them like they were
the best things he had ever seen in his life. He moved his head down to lick a
nipple, and Kelly gasped, her breasts swelling to fill his palms. He moved his
head back and pinched her nipples viciously, twisting them around between his
fingers. Kelly screamed and leant down to bite his neck.


As if sensing her need to be
pleasured, his grip on her breasts tightened, and he squished the soft flesh
roughly, and she let out a moan of pure, unexpected pleasure. He kissed her
softly as he lay her back down onto the bed; her arms in one hand tightly
pinned over her head. Scott admired her shapely form for a moment, and then
leant down to suck her nipples, which were erect, like teasing pink fruits,
ready to be bitten. He sucked hard on one nipple, applying just the right
amount of pressure and she twisted and squirmed under his assault. He moved to
the other nipple to lavish the same attention to it and Kelly groaned as her
orgasm began to build. 


With his free hand, he expertly
parted her legs and rubbed her clit furiously, over and over until she was
gasping and squirming, barely able to control keeping still. She came with a
loud, long groan, her body arching like a bow, her toes curled as she squirted
her juices against his fingers.


“You’re so responsive, I love
fucking you,” he said huskily against her nipple. Kelly twitched as he said
those words. They were just words after all.



 


 


 

Chapter
Three



 

Scott let her arms go free and
helped her to turn around. “Get on your hands and knees in front of me”, he
said sternly, and she complied quickly. He parted her ass cheeks with his
hands, and slid a finger into her ass. 


Kelly let out a cry of pleasure and
began to move her ass against his finger, trying to take it in deeper. Scott
grabbed her around the waist with one arm tightly, and added another finger to
her ass hole. This time, as he had expected, she tried to pull away, as her ass
stretched to accommodate the width of two fingers. Her ass was still small and
sensitive to penetration and the building pain was making her body pull away
without her wanting to. In truth, her whole body was on fire, and she wanted
his cock buried deep inside her.


Scott teasingly positioned his cock
behind her ass, but slid easily into her cunt instead, his entrance slicked by
the gathering wetness of Kelly’s passage. Her wet, fluttering, tensing vagina
made his cock wet and he slid out, using the lube to push into her still tight
ass. He placed soft, yet strong hands either side of her waist and slid into
her pulsing cunt slowly, feeling the tight, still inexperienced opening stretch
and take his cock inside. She moaned, panting softly and pushed her face
against the mattress to muffle her sounds, delighting in how slowly he could
fuck her and still make her writhe with pleasure.


Scott was gentle with her morning
cunt; he was enjoying her responses just as much as she was enjoying his cock,
and he knew their shared passion was the same for her as it was for him. He had
never had such explosive sex with anyone in his life, and he was enjoying her
delectable body thoroughly.


He moved inside her hot, pink
wetness, slowly as he could, stroking over her soft skin, sending shivers over
her body. Kelly fought to keep herself in place as Scott fucked her, though she
wanted to bounce on his cock more than anything. Her sounds were muffled and
she was not trying to pull away or stop, rather she was fighting to keep from
increasing his pace, which meant she was enjoying their fuck as much as he was
enjoying it. Within moments, he moaned and grasped her tighter, his nails
digging into the soft flesh of her stomach as he poured his cum into her body.


Pulling out, he rubbed her ass and
then on impulse, slapped it hard. The loud slapping sound, along with the
stinging pain made Kelly’s body jerk. She did not move out of his reach but
stayed in place. 


Scott took the hint; she had enjoyed
it. Hardly daring to believe his luck, he brought his hand down onto her
buttock again, and spanking her with a force that he knew was bound to hurt.
Kelly gasped and turned around to face him, her passage over spilling with his
semen.


She was breathing hard, her face
flushed, aroused from her morning indulgence and badly wanting, no needing to
cum. He smirked at her innocently and she decided to take things into her own
hands – literally. 


Kelly lay down onto her back in
front of him and slid her hand sensually between her legs to touch her cunt,
keeping eye contact with her lover the whole time. Scott’s breath caught as he
watched her touching her, exploring every curve and crevice, and then sliding a
finger deep inside, spreading his ejaculate over her clitoris to lubricate and
tease it erect. Scott went and sat down on the chair that faced the bed and
watched her touch herself intimately.


Her pink, glistening cunt was
covered in a mixture of his semen her juices and she thrilled herself on the
thought of the man being wretched with frustration as he watched her, entranced
for a few minutes, until, with the experience of years of practice, Kelly
sighed slowly and had the sort of slow-burning orgasm that masturbation brings
– predictable, but relief nonetheless. She kept her finger on her clit,
feeling the pulse inside it, and loving the fact she could prolong her orgasm
if she so chose, but knowing that that was enough for now. The day was young.
She looked over at Scott who seemed to be deciding something. He took a deep
breath.


“Take a shower with me?” he asked her
slowly and she gracefully slid off the tousled bed. She took his hand, guiding
him back to the bathroom, and they went into the shower. 


The warm water slid off their
bodies. Kelly soaped Scott’s back, his ass, and lovingly cradled his balls in
her hand to rub them. She was standing behind him; he braced his hands against
the cool glass door of the shower cabin as she slid her arms from behind him to
rub his cock with soap. His cock was hard again, erect, pulsing to be buried
into her cunt.


He turned to face her and grabbed
her breasts in his palms. He pushed them together, high up, letting the water
pool between them and then bent down to drink the water gathered between her
breasts. He pushed her back against the cold tiled wall, and moved his cock between
her legs. Capturing her mouth in a wet kiss that was meant to be sensual, but
was rather too sloppy, he guided his cock to her cunt and slid inside, pushing
high up into her body.


Kelly groaned into his mouth, and
lifted one leg to let him bury himself into her deeper. He wrapped an arm
around her leg, keeping it in place, and lunged. Kelly grabbed onto his
shoulders with both hands tightly, trying to keep her balance in the slippery
shower and at the same time keeping him close to her body. He thrust into her
cunt over and over, grunting with the force he was exerting.


As the position became difficult,
Scott let Kelly’s leg go and his cock slide out. He turned her around to face
the wall and she willingly and helpfully placed both her hands against the
tiles, seeking out the best position to stand. She instinctively lifted her
hips, curving her back and let him enter the moist, warm place his cock sought.


Scott’s thick, hard cock slid
deliciously into her cunt from behind and she tightened her ass, making him
groan. Kelly’s small hands braced against the wall for support, and she loved
the wet, slapping noise she could hear as she felt his cock thrust into her
body. She threw her head back, as her pleasure threatened to erupt, her eyes
closed, breathing hard, she let it build and gasped harshly as she came,
gripping worthlessly at the slick tiles. The same instant, Scott buried his
head into her wet hair, gasping in amazement at his own pleasure, trembling as
he emptied himself deep inside her for the second time that day. The water
fizzed over them, prolonging the sensations over them both, and washing away
any form of guilt or regret. It was very peaceful.


Without another word, Scott left the
shower and toweled himself dry in front of Kelly’s staring eyes before leaving
the bathroom. Kelly stood under the comforting water, letting it warm her body.
Thick, white cum slid out of her cunt and dripped down the side of her thigh to
get diluted by water from the shower.



 

She still wanted more. That
indescribable thing.



 


 


 

Chapter
Four



 

Wrapping a towel tightly over her
breasts, she entered her bedroom to see Scott fastening his belt, almost
dressed and ready to leave. Despite her understanding that he could not stay,
her heart skipped a beat; she did not want him to leave just yet. She wanted
him to fuck her over and over. He looked at her forlorn face and correctly
guessed what was on her mind. 


“I just need to step out for a
couple of hours. I’ll be back by early evening?”


He ended his sentence like a
question, giving her the option of turning him down if she didn’t want to
continue their sex. She smiled back at him in answer, and he left a moment
later, pecking her on the cheek.


His behavior was beginning to seem
odd. She had assumed she did not want any affection, no pecks on her face. That
all she wanted was a fuck, and that was all she was going to allow herself to
feel. The sex kept her mind occupied, and she wasn’t going to let him mess that
up. If he wanted to be affectionate, he had to find someone else who cared
about those sorts of gestures. She was done. And she no longer wished for any
such gestures from any man… right?


She called her mother after he left
and her bright cheerful voice was a shock to her. Maybe she wanted her to be
miserable and crying so she could console her. She was at a loss of words at
Kelly’s upbeat, positive attitude and wrongly assumed that she must be losing
her mind after losing Jake.


It was around 6 p.m. when the
doorbell rang, and Kelly hurried to answer. It was Scott and she smiled at him,
knowing he was back meant she would get fucked again. But then her gaze fell to
the takeaway bags in his hands, and the single red rose he was holding, and her
smile froze.


She let him in and he handed her the
flower with a smile, she took it between her thumb and forefinger and kept it a
safe distance away from her body like it was a coiled snake waiting to spring
onto her. 


“What happened?” he asked, clearly
taken aback by her reaction to the flower he had brought.


“Uh, you bought me a rose”, she
said, as a statement and a question at the same time.


He chucked, “Yes, seems like I did”.


“Why?” Kelly asked bluntly.


He paused, and after a moment,
carefully said, “Is there a problem?”


“You don’t have to do these things
for me”, she said, putting the flower down gingerly onto the coffee table.


“I want to, I really like you”.


Kelly froze; her mind a whirl of
mixed ideas and emotions. “Well, all we are doing is fucking, so you needn’t
buy me roses or get takeout. Just keep having sex with me and I’ll be a happy
girl”, she said light-heartedly, nearly choking on her own words. 


Scott’s handsome face fell for a
second and then he recovered his composure, his guard going up. She clearly
wasn’t looking for a relationship, but Scott thought that she was a wonderful
girl, and he had wanted to take her out for dinner the next day. He changed his
mind, sure that he did not want to say it.


“If a fuck is what you want, then
that’s what you’ll get”, he said and grabbed her roughly to take her mouth in
an exploratory kiss. Kelly moaned against his mouth, her arms sliding around
his neck to kiss him deeply. She pulled back quickly, and stripped in front of
him, keeping eye contact. Looking at her body, her skin luminous and soft and
her breasts glistening in the low lighting of her apartment, his cock hardened.
He unbuckled his belt and freed his cock, it sprung out of his boxers and he
slid them down, before taking off his shirt and throwing it across the room.


He sat down on the couch, and
motioned for her to come closer, “Suck my cock”, he said, his dark grey eyes
smoldering like coals. She bent her legs under her and sat down on the floor
between his parted legs. Licking the head of his cock, she tasted his precum
and moaned; the vibrations of her mouth making Scott gasp and close his eyes.
She took him into her mouth and gingerly held onto his balls with one hand,
rubbing the soft covering slowly while her mouth lapped up his cock, savoring the
taste of precum.


She began moving her head back and
forth, taking him deeper ever time. His swollen head hit the back of her throat
every time and she gagged, but never stopped. His breathing quickened and he
leaned his head back against the couch. He slid his ass down lower on the couch
and spread his legs further to grant her easier access to him.


Without any warning, Kelly’s head
dipped down lower to take one of his balls into her mouth, she sucked on the
soft skin and one ball popped into her mouth. She sucked on the round shape,
and he groaned, jerking as the sensitized ball sack made him swell purple with
arousal. She rubbed his cock with one hand while her mouth tasted his balls.
She pulled the other ball inside her mouth and savored the taste and the feel
of the skin.


“I’m about to cum Kelly,” he cried
out and she instantly replaced her hand with her mouth, sliding his shaft deep
into her throat, and he came. His warm, salty cum filled her mouth and hit the
back of her throat as it erupted. She swallowed it quickly, the liquid burning
a path all the way down to her stomach.


As his body stopped jerking, she
abruptly let his cock go, knowing perfectly well that past a certain point
after orgasm hie would just be too sensitized to be sucked. She fell back onto
her back, and lay there with her eyes closed. Her knees were bent, and she
covered her breasts with her arms.


The flame-haired young woman got up
after a moment and straddled her lover. He was soft and she knew he needed a
break before he would be able to fuck her again. His hand slid between her legs
and deftly slid inside to move his fingers around. She groaned, and buried her
face into his neck. He twisted his fingers inside her cunt, and felt his digits
grace all of the walls of her vagina. She gasped and pressed her hips down
towards his fingers. Her body was close to convulsing, and she rode his hand
like she would his cock. He stopped moving his fingers inside her and Kelly
ground her hips against them, making his fingers press against her g-spot. 


Every time his fingers hit her
g-spot, she gasped and closed her eyes tightly. She came, breathless and
panting, as her cunt squirted again and she pushed down hard against his
fingers, taking them deeper than ever before.


It wasn’t making love, and it wasn’t
fucking for the sake of it. It was almost apologizing.



 


 


 

Chapter
Five



 

They slept together that night once
more, and Kelly awoke from her deep, exhausted slumber as she felt Scott grasp
her breast in his palm. She had her back to him and he had wound is arm around
her body to cup her breast possessively in his hand. It was the closest to a
simple embrace they had ever been.


The sleepy woman looked down at her
bed partner’s hand, and knew that he had to be put in his place. If he was
falling for her emotionally she had to put a stop to it right now. She could
not risk another relationship and at the moment her only priority was sex. If
he wanted to leave after knowing that this was all that they will ever be, then
there were plenty of other fish in the sea. All she had to do was find someone
else who was this good in bed. She knew it tore at her own heart but this was
the right thing to do. She could easily love Scott, it would be so simple to
let herself fall for him, but she didn’t want that. She wanted an emotional
connection, without the relationship, and this wasn’t going to be it.


She knew the way Scott turned her on
would not be easy to find in another man, but his loving, affectionate gestures
had to stop. They just reminded her of Jake and the last thing she needed was a
reminder of the bastard who had abandoned her on their wedding day.



 

*



 

Without waking the man in her bed,
Kelly washed and dressed alone that next morning, before making herself a
strong coffee. Scott appeared in last night’s shirt and seemed confused.


      “I
wondered where you’d gone,” he said.


      “Breakfast,”
she shrugged. “Want a coffee?”


      “Sure,”
he said, taking the steaming cup. The silence between them was palpable, yet
neither of them tried to break it. 


      Finally,
Scott drained his cup and stared hard at the woman he had pleasured, fucked and
watched, and spoke. “Say, is this over?” he cocked his head on one side and
pursed his lips.


      Kelly
considered. On the one hand, there was one part of Scott she would certainly
miss, but this was getting too complicated. She was a free spirit, and
determined to stay that way. It was for the best, surely.


      “Yes,
I think so,” she said. Scott’s face crumpled like a paper dolls, but he quickly
corrected it.


      “I
was going to leave Eloise for you,” he said.


      “No,
you weren’t,” Kelly said, putting the cups in the sink. “You might think you
were going to, but you wouldn’t have been with her all this time if she meant
nothing to you. Does she know how you feel?”


      “About
all of this? No, I don’t think so,” he confessed.


      “Then
maybe you should tell her,” Kelly said, glaring over the counter at him. “And
then maybe you should fuck her senseless, like you did me.”


      Scott
winced at her choice of words and toyed with his fingernails. “I just don’t think
we should end this,” he said.


      “Well,
I’m sorry, but there it is,” Kelly said. “I won’t be at the Santiago again,
just so you know… I’ll be getting my thrills from elsewhere from now on,” she
smiled to herself.


      “Have
you got another man on the go?” Scott raised his eyebrows but did not look
jealous.


      “Nope,”
Kelly said. “I don’t need a man right now. I just need something to give me an
orgasm now and again…” she looked wistful for a moment. “And maybe, an
emotional connection, without the romance,” she said.


      “It
sounds like you need a friend,” Scott said, getting up and finding his jacket.
He zipped it up and put his hands into his pockets. “You know, friends with
benefits never works,” he said.


      “What
about benefits with friends?” she asked, picking up her keys to lock him out.
She didn’t like where this conversation was going, and was afraid of what
either of them might say if she kept talking.


      “That’s
a different story,” he said, and stopped in the doorway as if considering what
to say. The words hung in the air, unsaid between them, and without real
meaning. They were ghost words, that needed bringing to life, but neither Scott
nor Kelly had ever said them or heard them before, so the words blew away on
the wind and vanished forever.


Then, as Kelly came to close the
door, he planted the softest, most gentle kiss she had ever felt onto her lips,
and held it for a long moment. Then before she could respond, he went down the
stairway and out of sight.



 


 

[bookmark: SpectacularStrangerIII]Book 3: Spectacular Stranger III





 


 


 

Chapter One



 

Kelly was well and truly over her
ex. She was sure that the burning of her dress, the endless moping about and
then the fling with Scott had all been the healing powers that had helped her
recover from the ordeal or being abandoned at the altar on her wedding day.


      It
was one thing to be dumped or let go, but quite another to have planned the big
day, spent all of the money, waiting in the car, wearing the dress and be
holding the beautiful bouquet when it finally came out that Kelly’s dream
wedding was cancelled. Not going to happen. Never.


      But
of course, as she kept telling herself, she was over all of that. Completely
over it.


      Beep.
Beep. Kelly ignored the noise and concentrated on her laptop. Her phone had
been beeping for a while now, and she was determined not to give in to staring
at it. She knew who it was, anyway. Scott had been texting her almost non-stop
since she had asked him to leave her house. She had asked him to leave as she
was afraid he was falling in love with her – and she wasn’t ready for
that. Not yet.


      Beep.
Beep. Kelly grit her teeth and covered the phone up with a newspaper. She also
avoided her emails, just in case he was emailing her as well – although
when she last checked, he hadn’t started doing that yet.


      “Leave
me alone,” she sang to herself, shutting down the laptop and heading for the
kitchen. As she got to the hallway, the doorbell rang, and Kelly remembered she
ordered a parcel. 


      She
answered the door and took the parcel, taking it into the kitchen to open.
Inside was the best and latest in sex toys, straight from the internet. She
licked her lips in anticipation and took out one that looked like a smooth,
cylindrical stone – she read on the box that the material was naturally
designed to stay cool at all times, heightening the user’s pleasure and forcing
him or her to become hotter and therefore more aroused in response. 


      “Interesting,”
she sighed, exploring the rest of the box. There were double-ended dildos,
vibrating eggs, flavoured condoms, various kinds of lube and enough small
vibrating bullets to sink a ship. Kelly grinned as she put the lid back on the
box. She was looking forward to getting to know herself better. 



 

*



 

Beep. Beep. On reflex, Kelly picked
up her phone. There were seven messages from Scott – nothing even
remotely interesting. All of them were polite, talking about his day and asking
about hers. She started to text back, and then stuffed the device down the back
of the sofa cushions. She never wanted to dig the phone out again. She was
through with men, through with the mobile life, and through with putting her
life on hold waiting for others. She turned on the TV and stared at the
flickering images and feeling only despair in her heart. 


      Channel
hopping was getting boring, so after a few hours, Kelly did finally decide to
respond to Scott. Nothing leading, just a quick ‘hello’ and a note about the
work she had been doing. She sat eagerly on the edge of the sofa, waiting for a
reply. Her phone stayed resolutely silent. She gave it another hour, and then
she gave up and went to bed.



 

*



 

The days that followed, Kelly
received no messages. It was as though Scott had successfully goaded her into
replying, and was now gloating that his willpower was greater than hers. And it
must be, for she once again found herself checking her phone every ten minutes,
expecting a message, email or call would light up the screen. Every time she
was disappointed. 


      It
was a few weeks later when Kelly walked out of her house and almost crashed
into the man standing right outside her door.


      “What
the – ” she started, looking up at him, her mouth dropping open as she
saw who it was. She would have expected Scott – even after the weeks of
silence, but instead she found herself face to face with Jake – the man
who had jilted her at the altar. The man she swore never to speak to again. 


      “Hello,
Kelly,” he said. “You look beautiful,” he ran a hand through a new hairstyle.
It was modelled after some boy band and made him look young and stupid. Kelly
wanted to shave his head. 


      “What
the fuck are you doing here?” Kelly snarled, gripping her handbag tightly,
wondering how much of a weapon it would make. 


      Jake
signed and ran a hand through his vaguely curly, sandy hair. “I’m not sure,
honestly. It’s like… I feel I owe you an apology.”


“I should say so!” Kelly snapped.
“But I don’t want to speak to you, or even see you, to be honest. Get out of my
way.”


“Can’t we go in and talk about
this?”


“I’m not letting you into my
apartment.”


“Why not? It’s not as though I’ve
never been in before.”


“I don’t give a shit where you’ve
been before… You are not coming in.”


“Well, I’ll talk out here, then,”
Jake held up his hands. “I’ve got a lot to say and I think you deserve to hear
it.”


“I’m listening,” Kelly said, tapping
her foot. 


“Look, it was a really shitty thing
to do, yeah? Running out on you like that…” he stopped as Kelly snorted the
obvious. “But that’s because I’m a shitty person. I understand that, I really
do.”


“I don’t think you do,” she replied,
wishing the ground would open up and swallow her whole. She felt embarrassed on
behalf of both of them, and wondered how Jake could stand still, looking so
open and unbothered.


“No, I do. It was… the worst moment
of my life when I sent that text,” he said. “I hit the bottle for a week
afterwards. Couldn’t live with myself. I knew what you must be feeling, and I
just… knew I’d fucked it all up. And I’d never be able to set things right
again.”


“Well, you can’t.”


“Let me try?” Jake reached for
Kelly’s hand but she put her arms behind her back. 


“No, Jake,” Kelly said firmly. “I
don’t want you.”


“I’m different!” Jake said. “I’ve
changed, you know?”


“You can never change enough for
me!” Kelly spat, stepping away from the man she had once promised to marry. “Go
away! I don’t want to fucking see you any more,” she said, a sob catching in
her voice.


“I’ll come back,” Jake said sadly,
heading down the stairs. Kelly shook her head and let herself back into her
apartment, locking the door firmly behind her. She didn’t feel like going out
that day anymore. 



 


 


 

Chapter Two



 

Kelly stayed in for the rest of the
weekend, hunching over her old books and re-reading old texts from months ago.
She knew she was lonely – desperately lonely, but there was no way she
was letting Jake back into her life. He had done more than ruin her wedding day
– he had made her loathe herself, and hate everything about herself. She
sighed, picking at her jumper, and listening to the crushing silence of the
apartment. Almost without thinking about it, she took her mobile and ran
through her contacts. She needed company that night – company with no
attachments, and company without affection. She only hoped that Scott would be
willing and available.


      The
dial tone hummed in her ear and Kelly was tempted to hang up before a gravelly,
familiar voice answered it.


      “Hello?”


      “Scott?
It’s Kelly,” she blushed, even though he couldn’t see her.


      “Kels!
How are you?”


      Kels?
She thought. “I’m good, thanks. I was wondering if you’re up to anything
tonight?”


      “No
plans as of yet.”


      “Did
you want to come over?” she asked, biting her lip, drawing blood. Was he going
to say ‘no’?


      There
was a silence on the end of the line. “Why do you want me to come over?” he
replied.


      “Why
do you think?”


      “For
a romantic date?”


      “No
way.”


      “In
that case I’ll come over. I hope you’re ready,” he said, and the line went
dead. Kelly shivered slightly as she felt her body react to Scott’s voice and
the implications of what was going to happen that evening. She could hardly
wait.



 

*



 

She wore her sexiest jeans and
poured two small glasses of amber liquid into crystal glasses. She felt
uncharacteristically nervous, as though she was about to lose some sort of
second virginity – but surely she had done that when she took Scott out
of the club weeks ago? Was she a slut now? Did she even care?


The doorbell rang and she almost
leapt to go and answer it. Her hand mildly shaking, she pulled the door open to
see Scott wearing very casual, logo-ridden clothes and holding a bag.


“Hey… what’s in the bag?” she asked.


“Spare clothes,” he shrugged.
“Figured I should bring some.”


“Would you like a drink?”


“Please.”


There was something very formal and
stunted about the conversation, but the awkwardness of it all was making
Kelly’s inside flutter with excitement and her breasts cover themselves in a
flesh of goose-pimples. She passed Scott the drink and they stared at one
another. Kelly briefly considered changing her mind, but the bulge in Scott’s
chinos spoke for itself, and she was desperate to have that large organ buried
inside her body once again. She took a step towards him and he dropped his
glass to the floor, scattering crystal and slivers of glass over the polished
wooden floorboards. Kelly didn’t care. She only wanted him, and their lips
connected as though they were made for each other.


Scott’s hand delved down to grab her
buttocks over the tight denims she was wearing, and one hand slid under the
waistband to caress her naked butt cheek. Kelly moaned against his mouth,
feeling his warm fingers digging into the flesh. She pushed her body closer to
his, and felt his hard cock pressing against her crotch through their clothing.



She gasped, unable to wait a second
longer. Her hands slid down his t-shirt covered chest, to his well-maintained
and hard stomach and abruptly delved under the waistband of his jeans. He
growled menacingly against her mouth, biting her lower lip, as her hand found
his cock and she held it in her hand. It was as she recalled – thick and
long with the potential to either wound or to pleasure, depending on how it was
used. She grinned cheekily up at him as she squeezed it gently. Scott pushed
his large cock towards Kelly’s body, making her groan aloud as the pulsating
organ pushed roughly into her waist. She was desperate to be filled by it
– to have the pleasure of her cunt juices slicking over the naked organ
and riding it to her climax. 


Without another moment, Scott lifted
Kelly onto the dining room table, scattering candlesticks, plates and cups onto
the floor, still kissing her forcefully – his tongue exploring every
crevice of her mouth and she responded willingly – fighting back with her
own strong muscles – her hands grabbing onto his shoulders to steady
herself and to pull his wonderful weight on top of her.


Fucking YES! Kelly thought, as he
released her mouth and quickly pulled her jeans down. She was still dressed
completely from the waist up, but Scott was obviously in a hurry to get her
this first fuck of the evening out of the way. He pulled her up slightly,
raising her firm buttocks from the table, and with an arm around her waist,
slid her red, lace panties down, throwing them onto the destroyed, plate-strewn
floor.


Scott wasted no time in pushing his
own jeans and briefs pants down. Kelly’s eyes widened and she felt a flush of
wetness socking her cunt as she watched him. She was panting with anticipation,
looking at his long, lean cock, mesmerized; knowing that it would be buried
into her a moment from now. Scott grabbed her thighs and pulled her towards his
body, so her legs were in the air in front of him. Bending her legs while
parting them, he positioned his hard cock between her legs and rubbed the tip
over her cunt.


Kelly gasped, grabbing onto his
forearms and suddenly desired to spear herself right onto Scott’s shaft. She
could feel the man exploring her wet folds, and when he had lubricated a digit
with her juice, Scott slid one finger inside her tight cunt and was thrusting
deep inside her body.


Kelly gasped, eyes wide, as her
muscles began to clench against his finger, leaking juices all over his hand.
“You’re so wet already,” he said to her looking directly into her eyes, his jaw
hardened as he tried to control his own rampaging arousal.



 


 


 

Chapter
Three



 

“I can’t wait any longer,” he said
to her, and moved back into position between her legs. Holding his cock in one
hand, he looked down at her newly shaved, smooth mound and guided his hot, long
cock deep inside her. She grabbed onto his forearms again, gasping as he pushed
into her tight cunt slowly. She was tighter than before. It had been a while.
Halfway inside her, he looked at her face and grabbed onto her waist with both
hands, “Wrap your legs around me, loosely,” he instructed. 


Kelly complied and the next instant,
he tightened his hold onto her waist and lunged. Kelly gasped, trying to pull
away instinctively, but Scott held her in place, not letting her move. “Let
your cunt expand around me,” he said slowly as Kelly’s breasts heaved with her
breathing and her wet passage clenched and fluttered over the welcome
intrusion.


Scott’s cock was buried inside her,
but he stayed still, looking closely at Kelly’s face she bit her lower lip and
tried to disguise the sensational pleasure of being filled so completely. He
instantly pulled his cock out of her, taking a deep breath to control himself
against plunging straight back inside. With unexpected tenderness, he embraced
Kelly and pulled her face against his chest. He knew she would allow no
emotional connection, but he’d be damned if he was going to fuck a girl without
feeling her warmth against him. 


“You said you wanted to do this,” he
said softly against her fragrant hair. “Why?


Kelly pulled back from his embrace,
swallowing and sighing as now empty, she contracted, searching for the
pleasurable shaft once again. “I do. I need to be with you right now. I can’t
explain why, not tonight, but I need you. I want you.” 


“Well, technically, you’ve had me.
So, do you continue?”


“Yes!” Kelly cried. “I want you to
pleasure me and have me pleasure you. I want to feel your load inside me… I
want to be properly fucked by a real man.”


Scott looked at her closely, she
looked so fuckable sitting there with her naked legs dangling from the dining
table he was mesmerized by the sex flush spreading over her breasts, but his
desire to fuck her was tempered by his desire to give her pleasure.


He sighed, pulling her down from the
counter, “Put on your clothes Kelly,” he said kindly.


“What? No! I’m fine, really,” she
said, dumbstruck.


He looked into her eyes, “I’m taking
you to your bedroom, for a proper night of passion. That is, if you want to.
You don’t deserve a rough fuck in the kitchen, Kelly. I’ll fuck you in your
bed, and I promise I won’t tread on your heart,” he said seductively and
Kelly’s knees wobbled and her womb fluttered at the look in his eyes. She
nodded in agreement.


As soon as they entered the cool,
white bedroom, Scott took hold of Kelly’s face from both sides and after
staring into her deep green eyes for a moment, kissed her long and lingeringly,
making her breath stop. She was wet, and it was ready and pulsating from the
aborted attempt. 


Scott’s large, soft hands dipped lower
to Kelly’s ample breasts and he held them in his palms, massaging them softly
and lightly pinching her erect, raspberry-like nipples through her top and bra.
Below the waist, she was still completely naked, and her smooth sex was
trembling with the need to be touched. As they kissed, she moaned into his
mouth, pressing her willing body against his.


Pulling back softly, she peeled her
top off and it landed on the floor near her feet. Scott stepped forward and
unbuckled her bra to free her breasts. They were full and heavy, totally
proportionate to her petite frame. Her nipples were hardened into tight buds,
standing up proudly in front of his hot gaze. He bent down to lick a nipple and
Kelly gasped, grabbing his head lightly to keep him there. 


Her willingness and responsiveness
snapped Scott’s forced control, and he pulled her body against his, kissing her
roughly while walking towards her bed. Once there, he threw her onto the white,
plush covers and silk cushions. She lay there naked, her legs slightly apart,
her skin burning to be touched and pleasured. Scott pulled off all his clothes
quickly, standing in front of her with his cock hardened and ready to fuck her
once again. 


Kelly watched his cock and his balls
and was mesmerized by the virility he exuded. She spread her legs instinctively
as he got on top of her to bend down and bite her neck softly. Kelly was lost
in his arms, his naked chest pressing against her soft breasts. Kelly felt
Scott’s knee brush against her cunt, and she rubbed against it, feeling a
slight relief from her desire to have him touch her. She moaned slightly and
wound her arms around his body.


He bent low, sucking hard on her
breasts, closing his eyes as he tasted her body. He trailed soft kisses and
bites down her stomach, to her navel, and his tongue delved against the smooth
skin of her shaved cunt. Kelly groaned, twitching, moving her hips away from
his mouth as the sensations overwhelmed her body.


Scott grabbed her legs. “You’re so
fucking hot,” he said, grinning. His face was dark and hard with leashed
passion, and he bent down again to capture her glistening in his mouth. Kelly
moaned, her fingernails digging into his shoulders while he licked her and
tasted her juices, sliding his tongue along the crevices between her legs. 


He slid a finger into her vagina
again, and Kelly winced at the lack of sensation. She needed more than a
slender finger. He added another digit slowly, and Kelly relaxed as she
realised he was going to pleasure her slowly, rather than giving her a quick
fuck.         


Scott was doing his best to make
their fucking as pleasurable as he possibly could this time around. He was
trying to prove that although he truly desired to fuck her, he was also
interested in her pleasure – making her come and making her feel every
moment an intense experience. Even though he had known she was apparently not
interested in his feelings or his heart, he wasn’t able to control his passion.
Maybe he couldn’t show her how he felt with his words, or gifts, but he could
show her how he felt with the sexual pleasure he gave her.


Scott, beneath his rough and
intimidating exterior was developing a soft spot for Kelly, even though she
claimed not to be interested in anything but his cock and the way he gave her
the most intense, nerve-shattering orgasms. She had only known vanilla
love-making with Jake, and seeing him the other day had been enough to remind
her that that was the last things she wanted. Scott’s eyes burned into hers,
and she longed for him to enter her – and quickly. He did not disappoint.



The tall, sensual man leaned over
her, positioning his impressive cock between her legs and rested his upper body
against his elbows. He kissed Kelly, long and lingeringly, until she was
writhing beneath him with arousal and desperation. She wrapped her legs around
his waist, lifting her hips to touch her cunt to his hardened cock. Scott kept
his cock away teasingly, lifting his hips away from her cunt.


She looked at him questioningly,
frustration in her face, uncertain about his actions and Scott looked back into
her eyes. Touching the side of her face tenderly, “I’m sorry for anything I
might have said before, Kelly… I should have been gentler,” he whispered.


Despite the way she had hardened her
heart against him, tenderness burst in Kelly’s chest, filling her with a sort
of uncertain joy. “It doesn’t matter,” she said. “Maybe this is… Maybe this is
what I wanted,” her words were captured by Scott’s mouth as he swooped down to
kiss her roughly. 



 


 


 

Chapter
Four



 

Still connected by the lingering
kiss, and one hand teasing a pert and sore nipple, he shifted, probing her cunt
with his hard cock and pushed back inside her slowly. She swallowed him
eagerly, the hot head of his cock, enveloping it in warm wetness and sucking in
the length of the shaft.


Kelly gasped as her body reacted on
its own, drawing in the welcome foreign body, feeling the pressure touching all
the walls of her cunt, rubbing her g-spot and pushing into all of her organs.
Kelly moaned softly and wrapped her arms and legs around Scott tightly, kissing
him harder as he slowly filled her body with his cock. 


Scott was buried all the way now,
and his breathing was ragged trying to control his orgasm. He slid out an inch
and then thrust back inside, “More?” he asked Kelly.


“Yes,” she gasped.


He pulled out an inch again to
thrust back, “How much? How much can you take? How hard?”


“Oh, God.,” she gasped at him,
lifting her hips upward; trying to take his cock deeper into her body. “All of
you. All of you all at once!” she arched her back, drawing him in so his pelvis
met hers – their bones grinding together, and the hot head of his cock
butting against her cervix. 


At the feeling of reaching the end
of her sex, Scott lost control. Grabbing her waist, he lunged inside her and
Kelly groaned, responding instantly to the hard thrusts and renewed pleasure.
Scott rammed his cock inside her, harder and harder, circling his hips against
her soft, wet insides. Kelly felt her insides growing and squeezing in response
to the assault, and her clitoris swelled as Scott’s groin rubbed sensually over
her open sex.


Kelly’s eyes opened wide as her
orgasm began to build and she looked at Scott’s face. “I fucking dare you to
come,” he said breathlessly and Kelly let go, her whole sex trembling from her
ass to her clitoris, her toes curling as her orgasm overcame her senses and she
splintered into a million pieces.


Scott lunged into her, burying deep
as he poured his warm cum into her body. He pulled his cock out of her and
gathered Kelly into his arms, holding her against his shoulder. He looked at
her, her gorgeous dark hair messed up from their fuck, and her skin glowing
from her orgasm.


“That wasn’t the best sex I’ve ever
had,” he said carefully, as her eyebrows shot up. “But it was certainly the
closest I’ve ever felt,” he said gently to her, moving a strand of hair off her
face. 


Kelly could feel her stomach
fluttering as she digested this revelation. She found that although she had
once told Scott she could never have the ‘friends’ part of ‘friends with
benefits’, she did not object completely to the thought of being with a man who
thought of her as beautiful inside and out. Maybe this was what she truly
needed to get over Jake – a new emotional connection from someone who
wanted to give it to her. 


She felt her body craving his cock
to fill her again. Her cunt clenched in anticipation and she kissed his downy
chest, inhaling the scent of his body. He smelled of soap and sweat, a heady
combination, and she was aroused out of her mind. She made some sort of
unconscious decision and kissed him deeply on the neck – giving him an
answer. She accepted his feelings, and she still wanted to fuck him completely.
It was not something she had to think about. Maybe she had been denying it to
herself all along. 


As she watched the grin on Scott’s
face spread, she pushed him over and rolled with his body, brushing her erect
nipples over his hard chest. Kelly got on top of him, straddling his body at
the hips, feeling the cock she desired begin to lose its flaccidity and become
hot once again. Scott smiled and licked his lips, his eyes gleaming as lust
surged through his veins, wanting to fuck her tight cunt once again.


His cock was becoming erect and he
let his hands trail to Kelly’s jutting hip bones, taking hold of them to guide
her upwards, and to set her down onto his cock. Kelly took hold of the organ
she desired, squeezing it and pointing it upwards to impale herself onto the
erection. She wriggled her hips and felt the pleasure as her cunt took hold of
the tip of Scott’s cock once again. She gasped as she felt her sensitive folds
take hold of the thick, ready cock and rub her slickness over it. She
lubricated Scott’s cock with her juices, letting them run down the length of
Scott’s shaft. Closing her eyes, her head fell back as his slick, wet cock
slowly filled her once again. She ground her hips against his pelvis, and
moaned as the head of his cock hit her g-spot.


Scott held onto her hips and looked
right into Kelly’s eyes as he settled deep inside her. She felt herself smiling
down at him, delighting at the way Scott could make her feel. It had taken the
thoughts of Jake out of her mind completely, and she wanted to freeze that
moment – keep it fresh in her mouth forever.


“I love you,” Scott said. Kelly’s
mouth dropped open like a drawbridge, and she thought about leaving, but she
found her sex responded to those three magical words, and instead, she ground
her hips against his, savoring the sensation. She decided to consider a
response later.


Grinding against his hips, she
moaned, crying out as her new orgasm built in a frenzy and she came
surprisingly quickly, bending down low over his chest. 


Scott pulled her down and turned to
the side. Her back was towards him and he rubbed his hand over her buttocks,
feeling the soft skin against his palm. He slid his cock into her wet cunt from
behind, holding her hips imprisoned with his arm wrapped around her. She cried
out as he thrust into her, biting the curve of her neck.


Swiftly, he pulled her onto her
hands and knees, and slid his cock into her. Bending over her body, he thrust
into her slowly; savoring the feeling of her tight vagina wrapped around his
cock, rubbing against it with every jerk of his hips. Kelly moaned into the
soft mattress and at the same instant, Scott lunged into her with a jerk, his
body shivering as he emptied his load into her again.



 

*



 

“Did you mean what you said back
then?” Kelly turned to look at Scott, whose eyes were closed. He opened them
and looked at the ceiling.


      “Sorry,”
he said. “It just slipped out.”


      “Well,
as long as that’s the only thing that did,” she grinned. “But you said… you
said you… Well, do you?”


      “Yeah,
I guess so,” Scott replied, keeping his eyes on the fan. “I… wanted to tell you
all of the time, but when you stopped replying to my texts along with asking me
to leave… I didn’t know what to do.”


      “You
should have told me.”


      “And
what would you have said? You don’t love me back, do you?”


      Kelly
sighed and rolled over onto her stomach. It was impossible to think straight
lying next to a sexual Adonis, and she was still replaying the destroyed
marriage in her mind. Right now, she couldn’t possibly have given Scott an
honest answer. 


      “I’m
not sure,” Kelly said quietly. “Things are a little complicated right now. Jake
called on me, you know?”


      “That
bastard? Did you tell him where to go?”


      “Yeah,
but he said he’d be back.”


      “Well,”
Scott said, taking Kelly into his arms. “I’d better be here to protect you,
hadn’t I?”


      “Well,
seeing as you’re going to be here,” Kelly grinned, “You can help me work out
what some of these are for!” and breaking out of his grip, she pulled out the
box of sex toys from under the bed. “Now, this one is called ‘The Vibratron’,
she winked, pressing a button to activate the device. It buzzed into life and
Scott’s eyebrows shot up.


      “And
where am I supposed to put that?” he asked.


      “Well,
I can think of a few places,” Kelly said, wriggling her bottom at her lover.
Scott smacked her on the backside and took hold of the buzzing fake cock. 


      “Now,
bend over and let’s see if I can’t go for an orgasm world record,” he grinned
as the buzzing device touched Kelly’s anus. She moaned and sighed as the night
of passion continued. 


      But
even as her pleasure continued, she thought over and over about what she was to
do with Scott and his revelation. Could she ever answer him? And would it be
the answer he wanted to hear? 
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Chapter One



 

Kelly had still not given Scott an
answer more than a fortnight later. He had blurted out the words ‘I love you’
during a fucking session, and although Kelly was flattered and happy to have
someone love and appreciate her, she wasn’t sure if she felt the same way. So
they had continued, experimenting with sex toys, blindfolds and talking late
into the night. Over a bucket of ice cream they had discussed their childhoods,
the places they had grown up and the friends they had had, and Kelly felt she
was making a real, close friend out of Scott. It was the sort of friendship
where she would text him at certain times, knowing he would be awake, but leave
her phone alone at others, as she knew his comings and goings – she knew
he would be busy.


      “What
do you want to do this weekend?” he asked one Thursday night. “I know someone
with a cabin down south. We could go there… If you wanted to?”


      “That
sounds nice,” she said, smiling. Had he really changed so much? When she first
picked him up in that bar, he had been interested in one thing and one thing
only. Now he wanted a dirty weekend away. It was almost romantic.


      “I’ll
pick you up Friday night? It shouldn’t take too long to get there, really,” he
said pulling on his coat. He zipped it up and stood awkwardly in the doorway.
Their goodbyes were something that had never gotten less awkward – the
embrace and chaste kiss was more difficult to complete than the dirtiest and
wettest of sexual acts. As though by doing it, they would be saying more than
they intended to.


      Kelly
stepped forwards and put her arms around Scott’s neck. “See you Friday,” she
smiled, pecking him on the cheek.


      Scott
ruffled her hair and closed the door behind him. As Kelly clicked the locks,
she felt something shift inside her. She knew this weekend would be a tester,
but she was more than willing to begin this test.



 

*



 

Scott’s car was the sort of
expensive model you see cruising around town with rich people at the wheel.
Kelly’s mouth dropped open a little as she saw it, but kept her cool as Scott
stepped out of the car and held the passenger side open. She wheeled her
weekend case over and handed it to the tall, suited man who tossed it onto the
back seats and closed the passenger door with a clunk. He slid into the car and
started the engine.


      “Ready?”


      “Of
course!” she laughed, clicking her seatbelt on. The car roared into life and
sped off down the highway. There was nothing in its wake but dust and bad
memories.


      They
drove south, through fields of green and gold that glinted sunlight off the
leaves and seeds getting ready for harvest. There was a smell of grass in the
air, and Kelly wound her window down to inhale the summery scent.


      “I
love summer!” she shouted out of the window.


      “There’s
a beach near the cabin,” Scott said, changing gear. “Do you love the beach?”


      “You
bet – I packed a swim suit,” Kelly said, winding the window back up. “Is
it very close?”


      “Walking
distance… you can see the house from the beach and vice versa,” Scott shrugged.
“I never cared much for it before, but since you like it, I’ll be willing to
paddle in strange waters.”


      “The
sea isn’t strange!”


      “No,
but taking someone who doesn’t love you on a romantic weekend away certainly
is,” Scott replied, his jaw rigid with emotion. He stopped at a red light and
looked at Kelly who was blushing.


      “Scott,
it’s not – ”


      “I
know – you haven’t said you don’t,” he said gently. “But my heart, and my
mind tell me that until you come to terms with whatever it is you are feeling,
you won’t be able to say ‘yes’, because you won’t be able to feel it.”


      Kelly
opened her mouth to reply, but the lights changed and the car sped off again,
leaving the sour taste of summer in her mouth. 



 

*



 

The cabin was less of a shack on the
side of the beach and more of a beachside mansion. The walls were painted white
along the wooden slats and the driveway was long and sweeping. There was a
small garden and a conservatory that housed a pool on the back. The beach and
the sea were clearly visible. Kelly was sure, as she stepped out of the
vehicle, that she was about to spend the weekend in pure, unadulterated luxury.
She vaguely wondered what the bedrooms were like. 


      “Shall
we hit the beach now?” Scott asked as he unloaded the car.


      “I’ve
got a better idea,” Kelly said, winking as the door was unlocked. “Why don’t
you show me around this place?”


      “Sure,”
Scott said, dropping the cases in the hallway and locking the front door. He
led the way into the living room, which was furnished with dark brown leather
sofas, a creamy carpet and the largest fireplace Kelly had ever seen. She
admired the room for a second before pushing Scott down onto one of the sofas
and wrestling with the man’s belt, then buttons, popping them open one by one.


      “So
soon?” he grinned as Kelly pulled his jeans down to his knees, revealing his
erection struggling within his striped boxer briefs. 


      “Of
course,” the young woman said, smiling. “Why wait, I say?”


      “Well,
that’s very true,” Scott said as Kelly pulled down his boxers, released his
cock, which stood proudly from his body, tempting Kelly with its heat, length
and taste. 


      She
knelt down and licked the hot tip of the organ experimentally, tasting the
vague saltiness and sexuality from it. Scott made a noise and put his head back
on the sofa, savouring the feeling of Kelly’s soft, experienced tongue first
licking from the base of his shaft to the tip, then over the exposed glans. She
ran the tip of her tongue over the slit, beneath his foreskin and over the
pre-cum lubricated tip that tasted of Scott himself. She felt her cunt warming
in response to her preparing his cock, and enveloped the head of it with her
lips, capping Scott’s cock in a warm, wet covering that would not yield to the
less than subtle thrusts from its owner. 


      “Keep
still, please,” she said, popping her lips from the cock. Scott glared at her
for a moment, then nodded in acceptance. Kelly promptly opened her mouth wide
and swallowed the whole of Scott’s cock to the base, keeping her mind aware, so
she could employ the deep-throating technique she had taught herself when she
was with Jake. She felt the thick cock slip effortlessly down her throat, like
a second kind of penetration. 


      She
controlled the depth, keeping the cock in her throat, swallowing expertly over
it, causing Scott to groan and grip the leather of the sofa tightly in both
hands.


      “God,
Kelly, you’re fucking amazing,” he sighed, biting his lip. 


      I
know, she thought as she pumped her head up and down, tasting the salt and sex
of his pre-cum leaking down her throat. He began to make noises that gave away
his desperate need to come, so she withdrew him from her throat and mouth and
grinned up and him before getting to her feet.


      “Don’t
you want to show me the rest of the house?” she asked, helping him to his feet,
his clothes still pooling around his ankles.


      “God
damn, Kelly,” he said, pulling them back up. “Are you going to tease me all
day?”


      “Nope,”
she said. “When we reach the room I like best, you can bet I’m going to let you
fuck me,” and taking his hand, she lead the way to the staircase, the top
floor, and the bedroom of her dreams. There, in the silks and satins of a
holiday home, they fucked each other for half the night. 



 


 


 

Chapter Two



 

“This beach is awesome, and there’s
no one else about!” Kelly said as she relaxed back on her towel.


      “Well,
it’s only really accessible by the houses here, and lots of people come so
often they don’t visit the beach too much.”


      “Well
they’re missing out,” Kelly said, donning her sunglasses. “I’d be here all the
time if I could.”


      “We
can come back fairly often, if you like,” Scott said, looking over his
paperback. “That is… if you wanted to keep going places with me.”


      Kelly
frowned and lay back down to sunbathe. She didn’t feel like spoiling the mood
right now. She was relaxed, happy and with a man who gave her pleasure, and who
loved her. Would she ever figure out what was going on?


      “Do
you fancy a drink back at the house?” Scott asked after a few hours out on the
sand. Kelly, who had been snoozing, woke herself up and leaned up on her elbow.


      “Sure,
I think it’s time I got out of the sun, actually,” she sighed, rolling her
towel up. “Are we going out for dinner, later?”


      “I
thought we’d order in, actually. So we can do what we like in the house?”


      “Excellent,”
Kelly laughed. “You have the best ideas.”


      “When
it comes to casual fucking, maybe,” Scott rolled his eyes. “There’s nothing
better than being undisturbed, as long as you remember to put a gown on when the
pizza guy knocks!”


      They
went back to the house, the sand between their toes. Kelly jumped in the shower
and gave her hair a rinse. She loved the sand, but there was nothing like the
feeling of being clean. Walking back into the bedroom, wrapped in a towel, she
met Scott who had used the downstairs bathroom and was just towelling his own
hair. He was otherwise completely naked.


      “Hey…”
she said shyly. He looked at her from under the towel.


      “Hey…
Nice look.”


      “Thanks…
though I think yours is better,” she smiled, letting her towel drop to the
floor. Scott’s eyebrows went up as he saw her freshly shaved sex, tanned skin
and sexy tan-lines that showed subtly where her pink bikini had been minutes
before. He walked over and put his hands on her hips.


      “You’re
really beautiful,” he said, dipping his head for a kiss. Kelly responded
eagerly, pressing her tongue into his mouth, exploring his teeth, tongue and
lips carefully, her sex responding eagerly as she reached up to his great
height.


      Scott
caressed her wet tresses and ran his hands gently over the skin of her back,
buttocks and thighs, making her shiver in response to his feather-light touch. 


      “Take
me now,” she whispered into his mouth. Scott needed no encouragement, promptly
picked her up and tossed her lightly onto the bed. Kelly giggled as she bounced
on the plush mattress. She grinned as Scott dived after her, taking hold of her
legs and spreading them apart. He gazed lovingly as her sex, pink and wet from
her shower, and he knelt down between her thighs to take a lingering taste of
it.


      With
his whole tongue he lapped at her folds, tasting her every inch. Kelly gasped
as all of her crevices were licked by Scott’s flat, wide tongue. She put her
hands on his head, trying not to move too much as he licked at her clitoris,
causing the tiny button of pleasure to swell and pulse with every lap of the
tongue. 


      “Oh,
god! Oh, god!” she moaned as Scott’s expert tongue brought her closer and
closer to the edge. “Ah!” she squealed as her orgasm broke over her, washing
over her skin like tiny glass shards that pleasured, rather than hurt. She
moaned and squirmed on the bed sheets, smiling to herself as the pleasure
washed over her. 


      As
she lay, panting on the bed spread, Scott flipped Kelly over and hooked one arm
underneath her, lifting her backside up skyward. He opened her legs with a knee
and took hold of his erection, pressing it firmly against her moist, pulsing
opening.


      Kelly
pressed herself backwards, taking in Scott’s cock slowly, holding it inside
herself, just inside her entrance for a moment. She felt her cunt expanding
– her cervix raising to allow access to her hidden depths, and she felt
her wetness increase further, so as she pressed back a little, Scott slipped
effortlessly inside her, filling up the well of her sex, from her deepest point
to her gripping entrance; his cock swallowed completely by the moist pinkness.
His balls pressed against her, he was so deep inside her he could go no further
– he could just feel the tip of her cervix with the head of his cock, and
it was bliss.


      He
withdrew slowly, very slowly, almost to his tip, making Kelly shudder and moan
as her feeling of fullness left her. She then gasped as he plunged back into
the sweet emptiness he had created, filling her completely with organic warmth,
heat and salty sensation. She wriggled her hips, swirling the thick cock inside
herself, and bouncing a little on her partner’s hips. She sighed and moaned as
she felt the fullness inside herself return over and over again, taking her from
emptiness to fullness in a glorious, almost musical rhythm. She loved it as
Scott took hold of her hips and pulled them towards himself, increasing the
power and stroke of his thrusts, so he drove into her forcefully, entering the
deep well of her cunt and making her gasp and moan gloriously. 


She felt the electricity of the
sensations rush over her skin from her clitoris and vagina to her brain, skin
and heart. Kelly gave in to the pleasure and let a second, more powerful orgasm
take hold of her. She collapsed onto the bed, burying her face onto the pillow
while her ass and cunt stayed in the air, held in place by Scott who fucked her
hard and fast until he reached his climax, too, spilling his hot and fierce
load deep inside her. Kelly squealed as she felt the hot injection and gasped
as Scott continued to fuck her as his own orgasm died, using his own slick
wetness to increase the friction and glorious sensation inside her secret
pleasure place.



 


 


 

Chapter
Three



 

“There’s something to be said for
having a house by the beach, after all,” Scott said, gazing at the sunset
dipping behind the sea. They were lying on a soft blanket, watching the red
ball of the sun drop beyond the horizon. It was also their last night at the
cabin, and Kelly was already very sad to leave it.


      “When
I’m rich, I shall buy this place,” Kelly mused. “And I’ll get a job where I can
live here all the time… Selling sea shells or something.”


      “By
the sea shore?” Scott teased.


      “Obviously,”
Kelly rolled her eyes. “And you’d come visit me, right?”


      “Well,
maybe you’d like to be stay longer?” Scott asked as the sun finally
disappeared. The warmth of the night seemed to drop immediately. 


      “Yes,”
Kelly whispered. “I would like that.”


      Scott
propped himself up on an elbow and gazed at the woman next to him. “Has this
weekend helped? Helped you to clear your mind?”


      “Definitely,”
Kelly nodded up at him. “I can see things much more clearly, now.”


      “So
what would you say if I… If I said something to you?”


      “That
would depend on what was said.”


      “What
if I said… I love you?”


      “I
don’t know, you’d have to say it properly…” Kelly teased. Scott leaned over her
and took her face into his large, soft hands.


      “Kelly…
I love you, very, very, much,” he said, planting a kiss on her forehead.


      “Well,
that’s fortunate,” she said, choking back a sob. “Because… because I think I’m
falling in love with you, too.”


      “That’s
good enough for me,” Scott said, pressing their heads together. He stroked her
hair and planted a gentle kiss on her lips. She responded eagerly, opening her
mouth slightly to receive his tongue, which probed gently and delicately in her
mouth. She felt the thrill of being in a public place as Scott’s hands trailed
down her blouse and gently squeezed her breast, bringing her nipples to a proud,
erect point, both visible through her shirt. Kelly sighed as Scott popped her
buttons open one by one, revealing the crisp white cotton and lace lingerie
that she had bought especially for their trip. 


      His
soft hair tickled Kelly slightly and she smiled wider, loving being so close
– physically and emotionally to her man.


      Scott
eased Kelly’s top and bra off, so she lay naked from the waist up on the sand.
She felt the bite and rub of the grains on her skin, but the moon was rising
into the starry sky and she did not care about the friction of the sand –
she only wanted to drown in Scott’s deep eyes.


      He
kissed her again deeply and slipped a hand up her skirt, hooking her underwear
down below her knees as their tongues danced and prodded eagerly. His fingers
brushed over her sex, feeling the beginning of wetness there, and as he stroked
over her labia, they began to swell and her wetness increased, slicking his
strokes over her sex until she was wet enough for him to slide a finger inside
her, feeling her warmth, wetness and tightening passage as her vagina gripped
the tiny intrusion, wishing it were something bigger and more satisfying. 


      Scott
lowered his head and gently sucked on Kelly’s nipples as he pleasured her
g-spot, reaching upwards, deep within her to rub over that spongy, secret spot
of pleasure. Kelly felt bolts like electricity run over her skin, from her
brain, to her nipples, to her cunt and back again. She moaned and moved a
little on the sand.


      “Stay
still,” Scott said deeply. “I want you to feel every little bit of this,” he
used his teeth minutely on her sensitive nipple, making her cry out into the
darkness of the night. The moon illuminated hr skin, making her look pale and
more beautiful than ever.


      “That’s…
oh, god, that’s so…” she sighed as Scott flicked his fingers over her g-spot
over and over again until she was sighing, squirming and gasping out for
release. But instead of finger-fucking her to her climax, Scott changed tactics
and withdrew from her sex and instead began to rub her clitoris. Already
swollen from the pleasure coming from her g-spot, the secret little spot
spasmed and twitched as Scott stroked it delicately but with purpose. Kelly
moaned softly, holding her legs wide open for Scott to pleasure her completely,
and he kept his teeth and tongue working on her breasts and nipples, to double
her sensations and send them tingling all over her body. 


      As
she cried out, Scott quickened his pace and worked her clitoris furiously until
at last, Kelly’s orgasm broke over her like the waves on the rocks below,
leaving her covered in tiny sweat droplets, utterly exhausted on the sand,
which clung to her like a second skin. 


      “I
want you,” she sighed, reaching for her man. Scott grinned widely, but did not
waste another moment. He left his t-shirt on, but pulled his shorts down and
released his cock, which had been straining against the cotton barrier. Kelly’s
eyes opened widely as she took in the organ – larger than she had ever
seen it, with a pulsing, hot pink head she desired now more than ever. She
wanted the enormous object buried inside her, and so wantonly reached for it. 


      Scott
did not deny her what she wanted. He took hold of her legs and spread them
widely to accommodate his cock. Then without warning, he effortlessly slid inside
her. Kelly gasped at the width and girth of the cock inside her. It was as
though Scott had been holding back for all those weeks they had fucked, and now
she was getting a taste of the real thing. 


      She
felt stretched and full beyond her wildest desires. She could feel the smooth,
pliable skin of the shaft and the difference of the smooth head and foreskin of
the uncut man. It was divine – she tightened her cunt and held onto him
inside her, whilst their eyes met fiercely, staring deep into each other’s
souls. 


      Scott
stayed still inside Kelly as her cunt expanded and softened around his
hardness. He took in the flush of her skin – the way her pupils were
dilated and how her chest heaved. He loved how she was completely full of him
– filled as much as she ever could be.


      As
he started to thrust, Kelly gasped and gripped fiercely onto his back, digging
her nails in slightly as Scott moved slowly, yet expertly inside her, bringing
new ways to pleasure her to light. She felt the hardness within her retreat
ever so slightly before once again filled her completely, and then a little
further, and further, until Scott was slowly, teasingly withdrawing to almost
his tip, and then plunging deeply back into the vacuum and emptiness he had
created. Below him, Kelly bit her lip as her cunt fluttered and trembled around
the most delicious of intrusions.



 


 


 

Chapter
Four



 

Scott kept up his slow and steady
pace, keeping Kelly on the edge of a second orgasm the whole while. She gripped
onto his muscular back and tensed herself to heighten the sensations whilst
allowing the thick, ready cock to slide and glide in and out of her. She felt
the heat from the throbbing organ and ground her hips on the sand to enhance
her pleasure. 


      Feeling
her frustrations, Scott increased his pace, sliding in and out of her slick and
wet passage with ease, stroking her vagina to a heated passion that threatened
to let go at any moment. As she began to squeak with pleasure, the man pounded
hard and fast into his woman as she lay, spread-eagled on the beach. The wet,
slapping sound of their fucking was the only sound on the edge of the shore,
and the moonlight was their only illumination. Feeling the fierce pounding and
thrusts of his cock, Kelly’s resolve finally broke, and her legs hit the sandy
ground as she climaxed hard and fast. Her cunt gripped and swelled around the
organ, and she moved her hips easily, riding Scott until the fulfilment of her
desires.


      Scott
allowed her to rest for only a few seconds before withdrawing his erection and
unceremonially flipping her over onto her stomach. Kelly’s back and buttocks
were encased in sand like some sort of textured painting. He brushed some of
the sand off her buttocks and ran a finger from her dripping cunt to her anus,
dipping into her most secret of passages, lubricating the inside, and making
scissoring motions, beginning to stretch it out.


      Kelly
whimpered and moaned gently as Scott’s fingers explored her ass, making it as
wet as her cunt with her own juices. She was so wet there was enough for Scott
to coat his cock in the natural, slippery pussy juices, and position the head
of his large cock at the entrance to her ass. Kelly relaxed as she felt the
pressure, inviting him in.


      With
the slightest force, Scott’s cock slipped inside Kelly’s anus. He paused as his
very hard erection tensed and pulsed at the delicious tightness, aware that he
did not want to spoil this game before it was over. As Kelly’s sphincter
relaxed, Scott applied the smallest amount of pressure to slip, millimetre by
millimetre inside Kelly’s ass. It was tighter and hotter than either of them
had ever felt before, and Kelly bit her lip to keep from crying out. She
wanted, no, needed Scott to be buried inside her ass, as deep as he could, but
to get there, she had to feel the fire, first.


      The
young woman heard her lover gasp and hiss as he tried to keep himself under
control. She knew the urge to thrust must be astounding, but he wasn’t going to
hurt her. After what seemed like an age, she felt the warm skin of Scott’s
pelvis touch her buttocks and she knew he was completely sheathed inside, as
far as he could go. Scott touched her dripping cunt again and added more of her
juices to his cock as he withdrew, lubricating his shaft and beginning slow,
purposeful strokes of pleasure. Kelly sighed with relief as she felt her cunt
contract and respond to her ass being fucked and she squealed in delight as
Scott reached around to massage her clitoris at the same time as sensually
fucking her ass. She held her own buttocks apart with her hands, allowing him
deeper access and an easier time thrusting deep inside her. It was a different
kind of pleasure – there was more of a burning edge to the sensuality
than a wet, stickiness. But Kelly loved it – she loved being so close to
Scott and revealing her whole self to him. She knew he loved fucking her ass,
and she knew that by experiencing it, she was removing the need for any secrets
between them.


      Scott
increased his pace as Kelly’s ass relaxed, sucking in his erection. From the
twitching of his cock, Kelly could feel in her insides that her man had to be
very close to his own climax. Concentrating hard, she tensed and built up her
own feelings into a tight ball of electricity and emotion that swept over her
as she felt the familiar heat from Scott’s ejaculation spill inside her. Scott
threw back his head and roared with feeling as he climaxed, still fucking the
tight hole of Kelly’s ass, and she came, too, from his fingers rubbing over her
wet and swollen clitoris. 


      The
sensations were too much. Kelly was beyond exhausted and her limbs gave way,
crashing onto the sand that was now becoming wet from the approaching tide. The
sea washed over their feet as the couple lay in a tangle of limbs in the wash.
Scott stayed buried inside his lover and Kelly was too tired to think about
moving. She was satisfied, happy, and she even thought she felt some ghost of a
feeling or emotion flutter around her heart. Was it what she thought it was?


      Now
wasn’t the time. As the sea splashed over them a second time, Scott sat up,
laughing at the situation.


      “How
long were we out here?” he laughed. The lights of the beach houses were just
tiny fireflies in the distance, and the only light on the beach was provided by
the moon. 


      “I
don’t know. I don’t care,” Kelly said, sitting up too. Her hair had sand in it
and she was covered in the grains almost all over her body. “Jeez, that was
fucking incredible.”


      “Come
on,” Scott took hold of her hand and pulled her up, pushing off the remains of
her skirt and tearing off his t-shirt. “I’ve always wanted to do this!”


      “Ha
ha! That’s amazing!” Kelly let herself be pulled into the sea, running along
the deep sand until the water washed over their thighs, hips and waists. Scott
let go and dived in, coming up roaring with laughter – his body gleaming
like an Adonis in the light of the celestial moon. He shook the salty seawater
from his hair and swam back over to Kelly who was standing a little nervously. 


      “Don’t
you like the sea?” he grinned.


      “I
love it. I’m just not a great swimmer,” she said.


      “I’ll
show you,” and he took hold of her waist and shoulders and lay her soft, toned
body out, face-up in the lapping water. Kelly tensed at first, but then relaxed
as she felt the comforting swell of the waves. Scott’s hands supported her
perfectly and she felt utterly weightless.


      “I
love you, you know,” Scott said as he floated her away from the deeper water.
He leaned down and kissed her closed eyes. Kelly smiled as the feather-light
touch.


      “I
know,” she said. She felt so utterly safe, what was there to be gained from not
giving in to her feelings now? It was true – outside of this perfect
weekend was work, stress, bills, and even the trouble she was having with Jake,
but none of that seemed to matter when she was with Scott. Wasn’t that how it
was supposed to be? The perfect man who made you feel perfect? With perfect
words, perfect sex and a potentially perfect future?


      Kelly
opened her eyes and looked up at Scott. His dark eyes shone in the darkness,
and his sculpted, marble-like body was gleaming with the water from the sea.
She felt s safe in his hands.


      “Scott?”
she said. “I love you, too,” and she kept her eyes fixed onto his to watch his
reaction. Scott’s eyes opened wide and he picked the woman up, out of the
water, embracing their naked bodies together in a sea-kissed hug. 


      “You
do? You’re not just saying that?”


      “No,
I really do love you, Scott. It’s only now that I’ve been able to really come
to terms with it. You take all my troubles away, and that’s so easy to see, out
here. I wish this weekend would never end, I really do!”


      “Well,
that’s lucky,” Scott grinned. “Because I’ve enjoyed this weekend at the beach
house so much I’ve offered to buy it from my friend. What do you think of
that?”


      “Really?
Oh my god, that’s wonderful!”


      “So
we could live here, forever, if you wanted?”


      “Selling
sea shells?” she teased.


      “Whatever
you want to do,” he kissed her deeply. “I want us to make our own Happy Ever
After.”


      “You’ve
made a good start already,” Kelly said as the moon vanished behind a cloud,
hiding their renewed passion from the world. 
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Chapter One



 

Megan knew there was something
different about him the moment they were introduced. 


No, it wasn’t just his blinding good
looks. It wasn’t even his money or the obviously expensive clothes he wore. It
was more about the power he exuded; the sensation that he was some lethal beast
barely holding himself back from seizing his suspected prey.


Oh fuck he’s hot, she thought, as
she shook hands with Heath Mayer. She’d heard about their chief exec being
quite the hunk, but did anyone have the right to be so freaking sexy? He just
had to breathe and he was any girl’s hottest fantasy. 


Above six feet tall, wide shoulders,
narrow waist – all round solid, hard. He had the kind of arresting face
you’d see on any of those high fashion men’s magazines. Brooding good looks
with the chiseled jaw and smoky eyes. His were a piercing grey, with hair so
dark it seemed to have blue streaks in them. He had on a three piece suit that
fit him perfectly, and gave the impression that his clothes cost more than
Megan earned in a year. 


“This is Miss Kerry,” her superior,
the VP of sales and marketing, was saying as he introduced her to the owner and
CEO of the company. She shook hands with the hunky Heath Mayer, and it was all
Megan could do to focus on anything or anyone else but the specimen of utter
male beauty standing before her. Her normally well collected, sensible brain
almost shut down as she blinked beneath his arresting grey stare.


“Ah, this is the talented market
strategist we have on our team,” Heath Mayer said, finally releasing her hand.
It was only then that Megan remembered to breathe again. Whoa, his touch had
sent an electric charge up her arm – making her feel more alive than she
had in a long time. His photos simply had never done him justice, she thought
firmly to herself. She remembered catching glimpses of his picture in society
magazines, newspapers and even once she’d seen him on TV. But nothing had
prepared her for meeting her boss face to face.


“Thank you, Mr. Mayer; I’m honored
you invited me to head office to plan the new sales structure for the company,”
she said politely in reply at last. 


“Lionel already told me you’re the
best we have – probably the best in the city,” Heath drawled as he
indicated a seat in the spacious, ultra- modern office. “I hope we’re paying
you enough to ensure we don’t get you nicked away by the competition.”


“I doubt anyone could offer me
enough to make me want to leave my job at Mayer Consulting. I love working for
you, sir.”


Megan almost wanted to bite her lip
at her gushing words. But then he suddenly smiled, and it was like the whole
world was just blinding light for a second.


“I’m glad to be able to impact my
employee to such level of loyalty. Well, why don’t we sit down and the meeting
can get under way?”


*


The meeting was a very brief one.
After all, Heath Mayer was a multi-millionaire financial whiz with the world at
his feet, clamoring for his attention. His secretary had managed to hold all
calls but it was obvious he had little time for the brief pep talk he’d called
them in for.


“Look, I already like what you guys
in sales are doing for the company. Whatever it is, it’s working. I just felt
like there were a few tweaks I’d like us to overview. So tell you what,” he
said casually, rising to his feet. Both Megan and her boss Lionel also hurried
to stand as Heath Mayer buttoned up his suit, “Why don’t we fix some kind of
business lunch, Miss Kerry, where you can run things by me one more time? After
all, the whole plan is your baby, so I’d like you to make the presentation to
me as soon as possible. How about Thursday? I have a free lunch hour then.”


Megan barely had time to piece her
fuddled thoughts together. Lunch, Thursday, with Heath Mayer, her boss –
her overall boss. Even Lionel looked a bit surprised but then, he was probably
thinking the same thing Megan was thinking. These rich folks couldn’t be
questioned. Things were done their way or you hit the highway.


“Thursday would be perfect, sir,”
she said, trying not to fumble over the words.


“Great. Well guys, if you’ll excuse
me, I have a flight to Melbourne in half an hour. I’ll see you Thursday, Miss
Kerry. My chauffeur will take you from your office to the venue of our lunch.”



 


 


 

Chapter Two



 

None of Megan’s friends at work
could understand why she was so calm about her upcoming lunch meet with their
owner and CEO, Heath Mayer.


“I just thought it was pretty
weird,” Megan said with an off-hand shrug as they had lunch in the pizza
restaurant just a stone’s throw from their office building. “But then, it made
perfect sense. I designed the main marketing plan, so I’d be the one to present
it to him. And he decided he’d use a business lunch to do it.”


“You’re right; it’s just an ordinary
formal lunch meeting. Nothing underhand about that,” Lisa, from accounting,
agreed. She bit hard on a piece of carrot from her salad and then began to chew
with equal force. “But still, I’d give anything to trade places with you right
now. Do you know how in demand our sexy CEO is?”


“So, he was named most eligible
bachelor in the city like for three years running,” Megan said with that same
casual air. “I get it. I mean, I was within three feet of the guy and I
definitely felt like I would gladly lick cream off his face, but…”


Her two co-workers chuckled, and
Megan’s eyes were finally gleaming with humor as she admitted, “But his type
has “off limits” and “out of reach” plastered all over him in invisible ink.
What hope would I have with a guy like him?”


“Zilch,” Lisa said with a sage nod,
and Megan let out a sound of protest.


Her other friend, Ursula, said
quickly, “Don’t mind Lisa, she’s just jealous. We’ve worked for the company for
five years and never caught a glimpse of our hunky owner. And yet here you are,
barely two years at the place, and already you’ve caught his attention.
Something tells me there’s more to it than meets the eye.”


Lisa was shaking her head at Ursula.
“Why are you doing this to the girl? Giving her false hope? He’s a very busy
guy who takes every detail of his company seriously. He simply wants a chance
to hear Megan out but his only opportunity in the near future is lunch on
Thursday. Which, by the way, is tomorrow,” she added smoothly, making a sharp
turn to face Megan. “Now girl, what are you going to wear? Hope you’ve got a
sexy little skirt suit lined up for your one hour with Mr. Candy on Legs.”


Now it was Megan’s turn to shake her
head and laugh right along with them. 


She felt so twisted up. She knew it
was probably just wishful thinking, but she could have sworn she saw something
in Mr. Mayer’s eyes when he’d shaken her hand – and when he’d suggested
the lunch appointment. But wasn’t she being foolish for nursing any silly crush
for her gorgeous boss? She’d only be letting herself up for embarrassment, not
to talk of heartache, if she didn’t smarten up soon…



 


 


 

Chapter Three



 

Was it even possible for him to look
even hotter than the first time they’d met? Megan’s heart fell into the pit of
her belly as she faced Heath Mayer once again.


It was the afternoon of their lunch
meeting, and she’d arrived with what she hoped was a professional and confident
exterior


“Nice to see you, Miss Kerry,” he
said in that chocolate-melting voice of his. She placed her hand in his and for
a moment, she had that tingling sensation that he didn’t want to let go.


Nice to see you, handsome, she would
have said, but instead made an appropriate reply before sinking into the chair
opposite him at the table. It was a very intimate restaurant, obviously
expensive, within a very prestigious five-star hotel. He at once proceeded with
ordering, and Megan chose something light. She was sure she’d be too nervous to
eat.


“The presentation, Mr. Mayer…”


“Can wait one more minute,” he said,
sitting back as his fingers tapped the side of his wine glass. She lifted wide
eyes to his face, her breath catching at the studious expression there. Why was
he looking at her like he was undressing her with his eyes? Was she imagining
the sudden air of awareness swirling around them and making it seem like all
the oxygen was sucked out from the room?


“You intrigue me, Miss Kerry. How
old are you, twenty two, twenty three?”


“I’m twenty five, actually, sir,”
she said, taking a hasty gulp of her wine and almost spilling it on herself,
her hands far from steady.


He nodded thoughtfully. “I was
looking through your file the other day, and I was thinking how much progress
you’ve made since you joined my firm. All the ideas and structures you’ve
spearheaded have in one way or another, placed the company one foot ahead. You
remind me a lot about myself when I was your age.”


Megan found herself chuckling softly
at that. “You make yourself sound so ancient, Mr. Mayer. You can’t be much
older than me, surely.”


“I’m twenty nine. But I’m serious;
it took me just a few years to make my mark in my own field. And you, Miss
Kerry, are making quite a mark of your own. And by the way…I like the way you
laugh. You should do it more often.”


Megan blinked, and then said, “Thank
you sir,” even as her heart began to pound alarmingly again. But the waiter
appeared with their first course so she had a few moments of respite to collect
herself after his unexpected compliments – all of them.


As they ate, she gave him an insight
to her plans for the marketing growth of the company. She could tell he liked
what he heard, and her heart lifted when he made some approving comment or the
other on one or two of her points.


“Once again, you’ve impressed me,
Miss Kerry,” he said lightly. They’d just had the table cleared and he was
drinking some more wine. Following suit, Megan took several swallows from her
glass and fought off the heady feeling overtaking her. She was normally
lightweight with alcohol and she knew she should be taking it easy, but around
Heath Mayer, she needed as much fortification as she could get. Just sitting so
close to him, having to endure his skin-tingling gaze was bringing a twitching
to her hidden places.


“Thank you, Mr. Mayer,” she croaked
out. She tried to meet his eyes but daren’t. It was hard to look straight at
him and not wish herself in bed with him right there, right then. That somehow,
with a snap of her fingers, the restaurant would disappear and they’d be in
some exotic location, having steamy, filthy sex for hours. 


“What if I told you I’m considering
giving you a promotion – moving you up to head office to head the team
there?” he said calmly, and Megan’s eyes darted as she let his words sink in.


“I’d say…wow, sir. That’s a big
career leap,” she said with reined-in enthusiasm. It wouldn’t do to jump on the
table and do a jig, not just yet. 


“But you’ve got the guts and the
talent to hold your own, don’t you, Miss Kerry? There’s much of a can-do
element about you; I can tell these things.”


“I don’t know what to say, sir.”


He smiled at her faltering state.
“You should say, “that’s a wonderful opportunity sir, I’ll take it.”


“That’s...a wonderful opportunity
sir, I’ll take it,” she echoed stupidly, her cheeks reddening. But his smile
deepened, his eyes grew warmer.


“I like you, Miss Kerry. You seem
like type to obey orders well. And if it’s one thing I find vital, it’s someone
who’s good at not defying me.”


“Funny, I thought you’d like a bit
of challenge once in a while,” she murmured, amazed at her audacity.


He tilted his head slightly to the
side. “Oh, I do. But in some things, a man like me would require complete
submission from a woman.”


Once again, Megan’s eyes darted and
she wondered breathlessly if they were still talking about work. 


“Megan.”


Her name on his lips made her head
whip up as she looked straight at him. Why did the whole scenery seem to narrow
down into just him and her, shutting the rest of the world out in a nanosecond?
Why did she suddenly feel like she was treading on dangerous ground?


“I’m going to suggest something very
inappropriate, but very imperative. I may be reading the signals all wrong, and
I could just be acting my usual cocky self…In any case, I have a standing suite
here at the hotel. I’ll like you to join me for a drink – among other
things.”


For like ten seconds, Megan couldn’t
get her mind to function. His lips lifted in a smile. “I know what you’re
thinking,” he drawled. “The boss offers you a promotion, and now he expects you
to sleep with him. I’ll admit here and now, that I knew I wanted you the minute
we met. But trust me; even I know I wouldn’t need to dangle the prospect of a
promotion in front of your face to get you to sleep with me.”


Megan swallowed tightly, and then
said, “Well, like countless women out there, I’m very aware of your charms Mr.
Mayer. And I’m sure your powers of seduction are more practiced than I could
ever imagine.”


He grinned wolfishly. “Is that what
you want? Should I spend weeks trying to get you into my bed? Pursue you with
stealth and cunning, till you’ll find yourself tumbling helplessly into my
clutches? I wish I had that patience – or self control. But I’m much too
used to getting what I want, when I want. I don’t like to wait Megan.”


Megan’s head was spinning even as
her whole body suffused with heat. She was still shaking her head in disbelief.
“But I never…it just didn’t occur to me that…”


“Liar,” he said smoothly, pushing
his half-full glass to the side before he began tapping his fingers on the
table. She couldn’t help staring down at his hands; nicely shapely, very neatly
trimmed, sexy, with dark hairs dusting upwards to curl around his watch and
sleeve. She went moist just looking at that hand. 


Pathetic, she thought with
self-irritation.


“You knew, deep down, beneath your
subconscious. There’s that something. You just couldn’t tell yourself it could
be possible. But you have a mirror, don’t you, Miss Kerry?” he half-teased.
“You know exactly the effect you have on men. On me.”


All this was news to Megan. Apart
from the fact that yes, she’d suspected a certain “chemistry” between her and
her handsome boss, she’d never for a second imagined that she was the bombshell
he was painting her to be. 


Sure, she looked in a mirror –
very often, every day. She knew she had nice enough looks. She had enough
admirers after her but not that she felt it was due to her own insurmountable
charms. In fact, she used to tell herself she never really liked her figure;
much too heavy on top, and a bit too much junk in the trunk i.e. her ass. She
was happy with her hair though: curly, copper, and trailing down her back. Her
eyes weren’t bad either: a vivid green. And her heart-shaped face didn’t make
babies cry. But still…


*


“I’m going to make this pretty easy
for you, Miss Kerry,” he drawled, breaking into her confused thoughts. “I’ll go
up to the suite. Then, I’ll give you fifteen minutes to join me. If I don’t see
you in that time, I’d know you weren’t interested. You can leave, assured with
the knowledge that no matter your decision, I fully intend to carry through
with my promotion offer. That will still stand.”


Megan didn’t – couldn’t speak,
and could only sit there in a daze as he added, “But one other thing; I will
not proposition you again – ever. You choose to walk away, and then it’ll
be the last time I ask this of you. I guarantee that.”


 Still too bemused to reply, she saw him
rise to his feet. He placed something that looked like a keycard on the table.
“This will let you into the suite. If you choose to leave then you can drop it
off at reception. Fifteen minutes, Megan,” he said softly, and her eyes met his
hooded gaze for a moment before he strode away with casual grace.


Once alone, she shoved her fingers
into her hair, thinking what the hell. Heath Mayer had just clinically asked
her to join him up in some suite for a fuck.


She had no doubt in her mind that
was what he wanted. What else could it be?


Megan spent the next five minutes
just weighing her options. The one thing that stuck most in her mind was, this
wasn’t a game. And she had a choice. She would leave and there would be no
repercussion.


Only, perhaps, regrets.


I want the cocky bastard, she
realized instantly. He’s sexy as hell and I’d fuck him in a heartbeat. Just
like that first time she met him, she knew it went beyond his looks, his money
or the corporate power he wielded. Like some lucky men in the world, he was the
type who’d get even the most beautiful women into his bed whether he was loaded
or not. He had sex appeal and some other indefinable essences mixed in which
made it impossible for any woman to say no to him sexually.


But would she do it? Would she be so
crazy to fall into Heath Mayer’s net? 


He’d made it clear that if she
declined, then it would be her one and last opportunity. She’d never get
another chance because he’d never ask her again – ever.


He certainly had unorthodox ways of
stating his intentions. He obviously wasn’t one for flowery wooing. What he
wanted, he took – or demanded for.


And now he was demanding her body.
With no strings attached, apparently. Could she trust him to mean it when he
said it wouldn’t matter what choice she made; the promotion was still hers? 


Only one way to find out…



 


 


 

Chapter Four



 

Megan was inside the door, backing
into it and hearing the lock click shut behind her with a heart-thudding
finality.


She was looking straight at him,
standing there by the window. It was impossible to read his expression; there
was no hint of triumph or even approval. Just a hungry, dark glint in his eye
that was getting even darker by the second.


Hardly breathing, she lifted her
hands mid-air in a shrug. “I’m not sure what to do next,” she said with a
slight smile. “This has never happened to me before.”


“Not to me, either,” he said, and
when he saw her expression, he added, “Trust me Megan, this is the first time
I’ve had to act this way. I’ve never met a woman that would make me forget
every principle or my sense of decorum. You’re the first who has made me want
her so bad I could fuck her where she stood.” 


He chuckled briefly at the blush
which stole off her cheeks. “That first day we met…it was all I could do not to
throw you over my shoulder and carry you off to Melbourne with me. I’d have
fucked you all through the trip. But today…there’s hardly the time. You’ll be
expected back at the office – and I need to be somewhere in an hour or
so. So we’ll have to make this quick, regrettably. Now, come here.”


Megan couldn’t move. It was like she
was rooted to the floor. His smile was warm. “You’ll have to come to me, Megan.
Because if I make the first move, I may be tempted to rip your clothes off. I’m
trying to not act the caveman – not more than I already have, anyway.”


How could he have a sense of humor
at a time like this, she wondered in surprise. 


But then her feet were moving. Soon
she was standing right in front of him. The air in the plush hotel suite was
virtually crackling with electricity.


He stood there, still as a statue.
Her eyes were in line with the knot of his dark grey tie, and for a moment, her
gaze was fastened to the strong line of his throat. She felt a strange
pulsating in her core that she’d never felt before. It was like there was some
invisible magic wand on vibrate within her folds, making her so wet she could
feel the dampness spreading in between her legs.


“I want you to kiss me,” he told her
thickly, eyes boring compelling down into hers.


Her own desire for him made her
bold. She could do this, she told herself. She could simply reach up on her
toes, wrap her arms around his neck, and kiss him. So she did it.


They kissed. That first touch of
lips was electric. The charged volt shook right through her and made her gasp.
She dipped her tongue moistly into his mouth, and heard him growl before his
own arms went about her waist and crushed her to him.


The taste of him was all heat and
spice. He shot into her mouth with his tongue and she sucked on it hungrily,
reveling in her sensuality as she heard him groan deep in his throat. Her lips
parted wide, opening for him, submitting. She gave everything he demanded from
her with his lips and rampaging tongue.


There was a ragged edge to his
breathing by the time the kiss broke minutes later. She looked into his eyes
and she saw a sexual intent so dark, it made her head swim.


“You’ll need to get undressed,” he
told her plainly, his hands already reaching for his own tie.


Once again, Megan was too dazed to
react for a couple of moments.


His eyes narrowed. “Strip off,
Megan. Now.”


Come here. Kiss me. Strip. Damn.
Megan thought of all his gruffly-worded commands…And realized there was to be
no doubt as to who was really in charge here.


She sprung into action, her fingers
fumbling slightly with the buttons of her formal, feminine blouse. She pulled
it out of her skirt and then shrugged it off her shoulders. Her confidence grew
by the moment, especially when his eyes seemed to grow more hooded with desire
as she exposed more of her body.


Megan when for the side zip of her
skirt, her movements slower, more seductive. Soon she was stepping out of the
skirt and neatly folded it to place over her equally folded blouse. His
eyes…gosh they were filled with fire as he looked at her standing there in just
her underwear.


“You’re very beautiful,” he said
with husky approval. “In every way. But everything has to come off.”


She knew that, of course. Dredging
up as much nerve as she could muster, she reached behind her and unhooked her
bra. Her large-sized breasts bounced free, and she heard the his hiss of
breath, his eyes trained on them with obvious lust. Beneath his burning gaze,
her chalk-shaped nipples started to harden and throb.


Next to go were her panties, and
once she was naked before him, strangely she was no more self-conscious.
Suddenly she felt comfortable in her skin and in the knowledge of her
desirability.


His eyes were smoldering as he
ripped off the last of his clothes. Megan wasn’t surprised to find his body to
be all sinewy lines and planes, his chest and abs spectacularly chiseled like a
man who took great effort to be healthy and fit. Her eyes lingered on his
groin, her breath catching at the sight of his thick, seven inch plus cock and
huge, sexy balls. She swallowed, knowing now that there was no going back. 


He seemed to smile at the famished
look on her face as she regarded his naked body. And then he asked softly, “One
thing I need to know, Megan…why did you decide to go along with this?”


She paused, a small sensuous smile
curving her lips as she finally looked up into his handsome face. “Well,
because I go for what I want, too. And like you, I don’t like to wait.” With
those words, she pulled up to him for another long, bone-melting kiss…



 


 


 

Chapter Five



 

She initiated the kiss and it was
like triggering off an explosion. Right there in the middle of the room, he
seized her tightly in his arms. Their mouths merged and ground against each
other before parting, using only their tongues which met in a sweltering, moist
tango.


His hands bunched into her hair, and
soon she felt his lips break away as he began to shove her down towards his
groin. Knowing what he wanted, she was on her knees in a flash and taking his
cock in her mouth. 


He was hard, and so hot and huge in
her hands as she grasped his base. She stroked up firmly to his helmet which
she was sucking on hungrily with her lips. He groaned, cupping the back of her
head as slowly, she twirled her tongue around the tip of his shaft. He tugged
back on her hair and her eyes lifted to hold his narrowed gaze, never shifting
as she began to edge her lips down his massive girth.


Inch by inch she swallowed him, her
mouth stretching wide as he grew thicker the farther she went. Once he hit the
back of her throat, she pulled back, sucking hard and teasing the underside
with her tongue. More deep sounds of pleasure echoed from his throat, and then
he pumped his hips, suddenly beginning to fuck her face.


She moaned around his cock as he
shoved it into her mouth causing her to gag at the force and depth of his
thrusts. Her hands reached down to cup and play with his balls, till he
withdrew and made her take them in his mouth. Saliva dribbled from her mouth even
as she coated him with loads of it. She was now gripping his waist for balance
as he face-fucked her faster, almost heedlessly. It was almost impossible to
breathe but she loved the sensation of being choked on his man meat.


With a growl, he finally stopped and
popped his dick out of her mouth. He drew her to her feet and then led her to a
sturdy coffee table which was just the right height for her to be spread wide
for him to go down on her waiting pussy. She leaned back on the polished wood,
clutching the edges as she saw his face disappear between her thighs. His hands
reached up to cup her swaying breasts as he feasted on her sex. 


Of their own accord, her hips danced
up and down with delight as he nuzzled into her clit, his tongue flattening
over her hood. Just knowing he was busy pleasuring her dripping cunt was enough
to make her drip even faster. It was like her deepest fantasy come true.


He sucked hard on her clit, making
her fill the room with her moans. With his fingers, he twisted hard on her nipples,
pinching into them and causing electric volts of sweet agony to shoot straight
through her.


“Oh my God,” she cried, her eyes
rolling back with the forceful sensations rippling around her, engulfing her.
When he took one hand off her breast and brought it to her pussy, she was
powerless to keep from shuddering. His two fingers pierced her slit and started
to pound in and out of her in time with the licks from his tongue. The bliss
was almost unbearable.


Too much, Megan realized, as his
fingers in her pussy, his expert tongue, and his hand on her tits brought her
tumbling off the mountain peak. She cried out that she was coming, and the next
thing, her juices spilled forth upon his tongue. Her whole body shook as he
lapped up every drop, then he stood, and plunged into her still shivering
pussy.


*


Megan gasped, her eyes popping open
at the sudden, unexpectedly full invasion. Her sensitive walls clenched and
released upon the pole of a cock that was now buried deep inside her. He’d
wasted no time in letting her recover from her shuddering climax. His hands
linked her legs around his waist and he lifted her off the table into his arms.


Clutching his shoulders, Megan felt
him grab the globes of her ass, then begin to bounce her up and down on his
rock hard staff.


She felt weightless, nothing more
than a rag doll in his powerful arms as he masterfully fucked her upon his
cock. He did this standing for a full minute and then he backed her into the
nearest wall. And then he really went in.


Megan couldn’t seem to stop her
screams of pleasure which punctuated every thrust as he pounded her against the
wall. Their lips were locked as tightly as their bodies and it was almost like
they were fused into one. Again and again he shoved into her, rocking his hips
in angles that had him aiming for her g-spot and hitting it every time.


She tried as hard as she could to
hold it back but it was there, waiting at the brink: her orgasm. For the second
time in barely an hour she was going to be slammed into by another ballistic
climax. 


It was hard, fast and hot: he was
like a piston, moving with speed, precision and almost mindless force. Her
vaginal walls screeched at being so ravaged but she could not deny she loved
every second. And when he ramped up his thrusts even more so that they blurred
into each other, Megan finally surrendered. Crying out against his lips, she
came, her fingers digging into the skin of his back as her body convulsed
helplessly.


Even in her wild state, she could
sense that his own release had galloped in not far behind. He buried his face
in her neck, sucking on her flesh strongly as he growled deep in his throat. He
pinned her harder against the wall, his body arching into hers as the last
tremors shook them both. They were both bathed in sweat and Megan knew she’d
need a shower and probably even a stretcher to help her get back to work…



 

***


Megan woke up with a start, blinking
her eyes at the clock at the side of her bed. Thursday, 6.30 am. 


She sprung from the pillows; her
body soaked in perspiration as she realized it had all been a wild, raunchy
dream. 


She suddenly remembered that today
was the day for her meeting with Heath Mayer, and she smiled dreamily. How
crazy would it be, she mused, if she met her CEO for that business lunch and he
ended up propositioning her, like in her dream? She decided she’d better wear
her favorite lacy underwear today, just in case…
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Chapter One



 

Heath.
Mayer.


No two words had ever
held such tingling potential, such edge for excitement. Megan knew she was
acting silly for still nursing her
wild, wicked fantasies where her handsome boss was concerned. 


For one thing, their
lunch date, once it happened, went far different from what she’d dreamed. No,
he didn’t proposition her – and no, she certainly didn’t get offered a
dream promotion. So basically, her fantasy involving Heath Mayer still
remained…a fantasy.


Lisa and Ursula, her two
co-workers and good friends, wasted no time in asking her how it went the very
next day when she arrived at work.


“How did it go?” Megan
echoed with a sigh. “Well, it was just like you guys predicted. I met him at
this really fancy, high-end restaurant. We had some of the best steak and chips
I’ve ever tasted in my life, and I made my presentation. That’s all that
happened. Afterwards, he commended me for my initiative and vaguely hinted
about a reward. So…nothing out of the ordinary happened at all.”


She knew she couldn’t
keep the disappointment from her tone. Heck, her whole face was mirrored with
it.


“Oh,” Lisa said,
deflated. Even her chin-cut bob seemed to lose its bounce as she sat back
heavily in her chair. “Well, at least you got to spend some time in his
company. That’s more than either Ursula or I could ever dream of getting. He is
still the hottest guy this side of the coast.”


Ursula put a comradely
arm around Megan. “I really was rooting for you, sweetheart. Because I always
thought that if any of us could hook a sinfully handsome multi-millionaire, it
would be you.”


“Thanks, Ursula,” Megan
said wryly, not really sure it was a compliment.


“Ursula’s right,” Lisa
added. “And I don’t usually say that. But look at you, honey. You’re a flipping
sex bomb and you don’t even realize it. That’s
the beauty of it.”


Megan was blushing
uncomfortably now, but Lisa wasn’t done. 


“I mean,” continued
Lisa, “You’ve got the perfect hourglass figure with you C-cup tits and curvy
hips and ass. And I’d kill to have those gorgeous copper curls that reach down
your back. Angelic green eyes and lips so swollen and pink – heck, if I
wasn’t a chick – or if I was into women, I’d be all over you, boo.”


“That’s really nice,
Lisa, and thanks – but none of my physical qualities seemed to impress
Mr. Mayer,” Megan said with that same rueful look. “All he wanted to talk about
was the presentation. He hardly really looked my way the whole time and when he
did, I felt like he was seeing right through me. So Lisa, the sexy suit was
just a waste – as was my so-called lucky lace-trimmed underwear.”


Sighing deeply, she rose
from the table they were sitting at within the office cafeteria. “Well, if
you’ll excuse me, I’d better get back to work.”


“Right, but hey Megan, I
still have a gut feeling that it’s not over,” Ursula spoke up. “And before Lisa
interrupts and says something like I’m giving you false hope again…” She sent
the said Lisa a look and truly, Lisa’s mouth had been opening to say just that,
“Something tells me you’ll be hearing from our gorgeous boss very soon.”


Yeah
right, Megan thought even as she gave her two pals a smile and a wave
before heading for her office. 


She was beginning to
think that she really should never have made a fuss over her lunch meeting with
Heath Mayer in the first place. 


It had been all the
excitement beforehand that had got her having that wild dream the night prior
to the meeting. And now that it had happened, she wanted to get it behind her.
She was glad in a way, that at least her work had caught the attention of her
boss. 


Sure, he’d looked at her
a certain way the first time that had got her heartbeat racing with a glimmer
of hope, but after the uneventful lunch meet, all her expectations were dashed.
The hour or so spent in his presence had been excruciating considering how hard
it had been not to just sit there and stare at him…But she’d kept up her
professional façade and damn it, so had he. 


So it really had been
cool of Lisa to say such nice things about Megan’s looks and everything, but
Megan was done with getting ahead of herself when it came to men – and
especially when it came to a man like Heath Mayer. She’d once told herself he was
out of her reach. Well, she’d been right. Not like it was even possible he’d be
remotely interested in her. Lisa had tried to keep up an optimistic air but
Megan wouldn’t even let herself consider it. Like, seriously? Lisa had sounded
so sure that Megan would hear from her boss again. It wasn’t like her phone
would just ring and he’d be…


Megan felt her heart
skip a beat when she got into her office and heard her phone ringing. Oh shit! She suddenly had a crazy
feeling as she stared down at the object ringing on her desk. Considering the
thoughts going through her head just a second ago, it was enough to make her
chest constrict. What if?


But then she picked up
the phone and heard a crisp, female voice and her heart sank in disappointment.


“Hello? Is that Miss
Kerry? Megan Kerry?”


The efficient-sounding,
articulate voice was not familiar, and Megan frowned in curiosity. “Yes, it is.
I’m sorry, who is this please?”


“My name’s Gina Moore
and I am Mr. Mayer’s personal assistant.”


Megan found herself
sitting heavily on her chair and just going blank for a second. What now?


When Megan didn’t speak,
the woman on the other end continued briskly, “I seem to have a bit of good
news for you, Miss Kerry. You and four other lucky employees have been selected
for the special employee innovative rewards package. Would you be free tomorrow
to make it for a spa visit? The company is providing a gift certificate for you
and the four other to enjoy a day to decompress, relax and just have fun. And
oh, you also get the afternoon off so you don’t have to worry about heading
right back to work. Miss Kerry?”


Megan had to start to
get out of her daze. She clutched harder on the receiver and tried to give the
coherent reply she realized Mr. Mayer’s PA was waiting for.


“Oh my God, I don’t know
what to say!” Megan exclaimed. “I mean, thank you, Miss Moore.”


“Call me Gina. Mr. Mayer
was very impressed after your presentation,” Gina Moor continued in her
efficient tone. “Overall, you’ve exceeded expectations and that’s why you’re
one of the employees receiving the reward. Mayer Consulting takes pride in
focusing on our number one asset – the employees. And you, Miss Kerry,
have shown great innovation since joining the firm. In such a short time you’ve
displayed commendable creative productivity. You’ve really come a long way but
I’ll let Mr. Mayer tell you more about that, as you will be expected to meet
him at head office following your little day spa.”


“I would love that,”
Megan breathed. “I mean, I look forward to meeting him once again, and
especially to thank him for such thoughtful recognition.”


“I’ll make sure he gets
to know how happy you are about the reward. A car will be sent to pick you up
from your branch at the appointed time. Have a good day, Miss Kerry.”



 


 


 

Chapter Two



 

Megan’s pals Lisa and
Ursula almost expired from envy when they heard about the corporate rewards
package that Megan was going to enjoy the following day. 


Naturally they kept
thinking there was more to it than met the eye - but then Megan reminded them
that she wasn’t the only one chosen. Some four other employees from other
branches were among the lucky few.


At least now Megan knew
what that lunch presentation was all about. Contrary to how it had appeared to
be special attention, her boss had merely been taking a chance to know her one
on one. Everything had been on a totally professional level.


That didn’t stop her
from longing and wishing, though. 


To her Heath Mayer would
always be the epitome of masculinity. He held all the elements of true sex
appeal and for a long time she knew she’d remain underneath his spell.


*


The following day was
filled with new and exciting experiences. Megan had enjoyed spa treatments in
the past but there was something special about indulging in the whole package
at the company’s expense. It was truly motivating to be so openly recognized
and just that was worth more to Megan than the lavish treatment she enjoyed at
the spa. For five hours, she and the other employees were pampered and
gratified.  The setting of the spa
was warm and relaxed, providing a refined ambience that made them all feel like
celebrities. 


Once she arrived at the
spa, she was checked in and then enjoyed a complimentary steam bath before
changing into a luxurious robe ready for the service. There were also courtesy
glasses of champagne being served while the technicians provided the facials,
massages and pedicures to the five happy employees.


It was five hours of
utter bliss that ended with a delightful gourmet lunch. Megan felt truly
transformed after the whole experience and she was glad she didn’t have to get
back to work that day. What a resplendent treat indeed – and quite a
morale booster. 


However, Megan’s relaxed
demeanor began to dissipate as she prepared for work the next day. She was to
meet with Heath Mayer and she was all kinds of anxious at the prospect of
seeing him again. By the time she got to work she was a jumble of nerves.


Just thinking of him and
how cool and calm he looked especially in those bespoke three piece suits of
his…his piercing, detached grey eyes, midnight-black hair and full, manly lips.
He had the body of a sleek panther and it showed even beneath the veneer of
corporate gentility.


But it wasn’t till she
walked into his office hours later that she realized what it meant to feel
true, ungovernable desire.


She’d been picked up
from her office just half an hour earlier and brought across town, finally
arriving at head office. She was shown straight to his office and once the door
closed behind her, she looked up at the man behind the desk and her breath
caught in her throat.


He wasn’t even looking
at her, barely glancing her way as he continued to speak on the phone. He waved
his hand casually to the chair in front of his desk and as she made her way
over, she didn’t tear her eyes from him.


In her fantasies, he was
always the strong, dominant lover, taking her treasures and leaving her in a
helpless heap of wetness and want. But Megan was done with fantasies.


I
want him, she thought with a hunger that made her nerve endings tingle.
She stared at his handsome profile, so much like she’d always dreamed him.
Hard, chiseled, gorgeously unattainable. Right there and then, Megan knew that
she wanted a place in his bed no matter what it took. She was willing to pay
whatever price to somehow turn her restless dreams into reality.


He finally turned to
face her. The call was over. His compelling gaze felt like a laser passing
through her. Megan pressed her knees together and willed her innermost folds to
stop dripping. How could he just sit there and not tell how much she burned for him? Was she going to be able
to stand his aloofness one more time?


But maybe this time
would be different. She could almost swear that there was a deep, speculative
gleam darkening his grey eyes as they swept over her. She sat up more primly,
her fingers pulling on the hem of her dark, stylish skirt suit. The jacket had
a deep vee, with only a hint of cleavage showing above the slip she wore
beneath. She’d gone for a smart yet sexy look – nothing slutty in the
least but the hints of femininity were there in the shortness of her skirt, the
tallness of her heels, and the teased upsweep of her reddish brown curls.


“You look well, Miss
Kerry,” he noted lightly, sitting back in his chair. “I take it you enjoyed
your little employee appreciation event?”


Megan felt an
involuntary smile curve her lips. “I must say I came away feeling quite
appreciated. I’m sure the other chosen employees will agree that it was a most
pleasant and invigorating experience. This is quite the way to incentivize
employees if that was your intention Mr. Mayer.”


“Oh it was,” he said,
tone mild in contrast with the sudden glint of flame in his cool grey eyes.
Megan quivered deep inside and wondered why she felt hot and cold at the same
time. There was that look again…the
ultimate panty-dropper; that narrowed, shadowy glance that held such secrets
and yet spoke volumes. A heavy coil tightened within her womb and it was all
she could do to keep from blushing. The spell only broke when he looked away,
reaching for a sheet of paper on his desk


Why am I doing this to
myself? Megan thought with a bite of her lips. She could want him all she
could, and she could keep reading signs and meaning into every look he gave
her. But he was still her boss and he was still way out of her league. Why did
she keep forgetting that?


Because
there’s a part of me that feels empty and hungry and it’s a craving only he can
fill, her inner voice told her. 


“I very well can’t risk
losing my brightest and best to my ever-watchful competitors,” he was saying
mildly. “So I’m going to continue thinking up effective ways to keep my
employees motivated and devoted. All I ask in return is that they stay
completely loyal to me.”


“I assure you that
you’ll have no problem with me or my loyalty, Mr. Mayer,” Megan said quickly,
then clamped her lips shut as she thought, damn
I’m gushing again! The last thing she wanted was to come across as some
lame, excessively overawed employee who couldn’t manage herself with decorum
before her boss. She’d so wanted to strike him with her poise and sophisticated
bearing in the hope of catching his fancy. It was a far-fetched dream, she
felt. But then again, maybe it wasn’t….


“I know that,” he said
lightly in reply to her last words. She couldn’t read his expression now but
something hung heavy and tangible in the air. She drew in a breath in
anticipation. “I also know you’re just the kind of woman I can count on as
trustworthy, smart and dependable. And that’s why I want you to do a little
something for me.”


Anything, she would have
sighed, but instead she nodded and waited, not trusting herself to speak.


“As you can imagine, I
get to travel a lot on business. Many times, I find myself in need of female
companionship. As it stands, my happily single status leaves no opportunity for
me to indulge. However, I was hoping you would consider joining me on my trip
to New York on Thursday. Just for the weekend. By Sunday we’ll be back. We will
be booked in a suite and during the day I will handle my business concerns. But
the nights…these we will share together. How does this sound to you, Miss
Kerry?”


Megan frowned, confused.
“I don’t understand.” Maybe her mind couldn’t get around it, but her body
certainly did. Megan could feel her nipples grow taut and achy beneath the
layers of her suit and camisole. 


“What’s there not to
understand?” Heath Mayer queried. He rose from his desk, smoothly buttoning his
suit as he made his way to where she sat glued to her seat.


“You’re a beautiful
woman. You probably get offers from men every day. Men who want to
do…exceptionally wicked things to you – like I do.” His voice was no more
than a murmur. He’d reached her and now that he was standing before her, Megan
realized she’d lost her capacity to breathe. His words whipped over her with a
sting that made her gasp.


“Stand up,” he said,
mildly. Megan couldn’t move. 


He reached out for her
arm, yanked her to her feet. He drew her closer to him and she stared up into
his glowing grey eyes. “You have no idea, do you? What you do to me?”


Megan gulped, feeling
the grip of his fingers on her flesh. Even through her clothes, she felt the
power of his passion, even though his expression held the perfect image of
calm. At last, she shook her head. 


“Then let me explain,”
he told her softly. 


Arms limp at her sides;
Megan couldn’t find the strength of will to protest as his hands closed around
her throat. He held her in place for his lips as he slanted down to feather
them over her mouth. “I’ve held back long enough I think. Twice we’ve met and
twice, I wanted to rip into you till you felt the rage of my need. But
here…now, I will show you what it means to be truly owned by desire.”


Megan knew she was
trembling, and didn’t know how to stop it. She knew she should push him away,
say something. But no part of her seemed capable of working of its own free
will. All that moved was the heaving of her breasts against his hard chest, her
breathing labored. She stared at his descending lips, telling herself all this
was just part of her wildest, darkest fantasy. Heath Mayer was going to kiss
her – and possibly (she was as yet not sure how) - own her. She quaked
deep in her belly at the prospect of him meaning every word.


Still he kept his mouth
inches from hers, teasing her with his warm, sweet breath, tormenting her with
the firm, tantalizing curves of his beautiful lips. “Three nights, Megan.
That’s what I require. And in that time you will give yourself to me, no
questions asked. In return, I will offer you pleasures you never even knew you
could feel. Tell me no – simply shake your head and I will let you go
right now. You’ll walk out that door and there’ll be no repercussions, no
consequences. But you will never have this chance again, I give you my word.
Never again will I ask something like this of you.”


Megan gasped
soundlessly, his words swimming in her head like from a distant, faded dream.
There was that déjà vu moment where she told herself she knew what would happen
next. He’d given her an option, a chance to choose. But even Megan was well
aware that there was only one way this was going to go…



 


 


 

Chapter Three



 

He watched her expression
with narrowed eyes; his gaze raked over her face and she wondered if he was
trying to look into her very soul.


“Think well, my sweet
girl,” he told her with an edge of lustful warning in his tone. “The demands I
will make on your body – and trust me they will be many – will
consume you; consume us both. You will commit yourself to fulfilling my needs
– and I won’t stop till every inch of your flesh has been claimed to my
satisfaction. Now do you understand?”


Megan let his words
paint pictures in her head that no man ever had. She knew now what he wanted:
to dominate her, to make her submit her body to his every sensual demand. Why
didn’t this scare her as much as she knew it should?


“Yes, I understand,”
Megan said through a husky throat, dredging her voice up from somewhere in her
quavering belly. His gaze went through her like a laser.


“And will you succumb to
me? Give in to my every wish and make it your own? The rewards, Megan, will be
immense. And yet, I promise you that it will not be easy. I will make you push
yourself beyond your comfort zone; make you question your own limits. But I
will never harm you. That I assure you. Trust yourself wholly to me and your
ecstasy will know no bounds.”


Megan licked her parched
lips, and he caught the gesture, following it with darkened eyes. She felt his
manhood surge against her belly, a shaft of rigid flesh throbbing with promise.


In reply her own
feminine core pulsed and ached with an emptiness that had never felt so acute
until now. She knew he was awaiting her answer, his hands tightening a fraction
around her slender neck. 


Staring up into his
blazing eyes, all she whispered was, “Show me.”


*


His sharp intake of
breath; the darkening of his grey eyes to black…the swelling of his cock even
more against her…In many ways, she felt him respond to her challenge and she
knew she was moments away from tumbling into the thunder of his desire. 


He seized her by her
hair and twisted; bringing her lips beneath his in a kiss so fiery it singed
right through her. His tongue took over her mouth, raking past her barriers and
plunging in and out with a feral simulation of lust. Megan sighed, and instead
of drawing in air it was his essence she absorbed; his exquisite man taste. 


Her mouth parted wide in
a gasp at the force of heat in his tongue raging past the seam of her lips. He
was hungry, and he wasn’t asking. He was taking.


She felt bowled over by
him, by the hands still circled about her throat in a grasp that was both
weakening and empowering. Her head seemed to grow lightheaded from the oxygen
fast escaping her senses. Hungry for more, she lifted her palms to rest upon his
chest, and she imagined she felt the beat of pounding drums beneath. Her
fingers were seeking, reaching up for his wavy dark hair, when her wrists were
seized in a vice-like grip.


“No,” was all he said,
lips breaking from hers. The flames in his eyes had grown bigger, more
consuming. She winced in surprise as her hands were wrenched behind her back,
and she was spun around to face the desk. In moments, he’d shoved her down till
she was bent over, her cheek pressed against the desk’s surface.


“Oh!” she breathed,
shocked to feel her arms crossed behind her and pinned down, ensuring her
immobility. She felt him come up behind her and kick her legs three feet apart
so he could stand between them. She tried to lift her head but he held that
down with his other hand. Amazed at how freaking turned on she was by being
restrained this way, she shivered beneath him, awaiting his next move.


“Do not move a muscle,
sweet pet,” he said softly, leaning over her for a moment so that his lips were
close to her ear. “There are some things that I’m curious about. Like how wet
you can get with just one little kiss from me.”


Oh,
heck, Megan thought, as his hand moved from her hair to slide down to
her hips. Her arms began to ache where they were locked together in his
powerful grip at the base of her back. But even that torment was forgotten as
with his free hand, he roughly pushed up her skirt till it hung around her
waist. Megan bit on her lip as she felt him palm her exposed ass, her modesty
barely encased within the skimpy black satiny thong she wore. Her stockings
were thigh high and sheer nylon, but even these didn’t stop her from feeling
naked beneath his eyes and touch.


“So soft…so smooth and
curvy,” he murmured as he groped one cheek and then the other. “When the time
comes I will enjoy making these juicy globes glow pink and purple from being
spanked by my hand. Or belt, or paddle - depending on my mood.”


Megan whimpered at the
declaration of this dangerously sensual promise. By the time his fingers
slipped in between her legs to her pussy, she knew what he would find there.


“Ah,” he said softly,
tracing his index and middle finger over the mound of her sex. Megan let out a
gasp, her mouth falling open as the most delicious pleasure racked straight
through her core. Her folds were soaked; she could feel the slipperiness of his
fingers as he circled her bald cunt. Goose pimples of ecstasy flowed over every
inch of her as he stroked up and down, side-to-side, round and round. Her lower
body quivered as she felt her juices flood his fingers.


“Heath,” she moaned,
totally forgetting herself. Her dreamy eyes flew open seconds later when she
realized what she’d done, but he was only chuckling.


“My sweet pet…there’s so
much I’ll need to teach you. The ways to address me – the things I expect
from you, and the things I will not tolerate. Will you surrender yourself to my
training? Will you be submissive to me?”


“Yes, oh yes,” she
breathed, squirming from the imprisonment of her wrists beneath his grip. The
lips of her pussy grew slicker beneath his probing fingers.


“Good girl,” he crooned,
and dipped his two fingers into her slit. 


Megan cried out at the
delicious intrusion, her breasts growing heavier with arousal where they were
crushed against the desk.


“You open to me like a
flower,” were his words, thickened with his own desire. He drove in deeper, his
palm facing up as he began to saw in and out of her cunt with steady, rough
strokes.


“Oh my God,” Megan worded on a strangled breath as with a crook of
his fingers, he targeted her magic spot. There was a luscious feeling of
floating, of the most delicate agony, as once he’d found the fount of her
pleasure, he finger-fucked her in earnest. Drove her wild with his fast,
unbroken thrusts. She’d never, ever felt anything like this before and she let
her body melt in response to his ministrations.


He’d been right; she had
no chance to fight or struggle against this – against him. She opened and
succumbed and gave up her very being to him, just with his fingers knowingly
shafting her.


Totally at his mercy,
she could do nothing but writhe her hips, her knees almost buckling where they
stood apart, feet planted on the floor. She was a mass of jelly from the waist
down and the only thing that could assuage the itch in her core was to feel his
manhood take the place of his masterful fingers.


“Ooh,” she cried,
feeling his thrusts move in a faster blur. A minute more of this and she knew
she’d cum all over his fingers. She had to warn him how close she was.


“Oh please…I can’t…too much,” she gasped, knowing she was
being incoherent but unable to piece a decent sentence with him sloshing in and
out of her fleshy canal.


“I know,” he said
softly, the tenderness in his voice edged by a ragged note of lust. “I know
what you want because it’s the same thing I want – to the point that I
feel ready to explode. Taste it, pet – taste how much you want me.” 


He drew out his fingers,
and placed them against her lips. Without thinking, Megan parted her lips and
pulled him in, tasting herself. The sweet, oily flavor exploded on her tongue,
blooming through her senses and making her groan.


She heard him rumble
deep in his throat as she sucked hard on his two fingers, her tongue working
inside to lick him clean. “I’d like to feel you do that on my cock. You’d like
that wouldn’t you? To take me all the way inside? First down your throat, and
then next, deep inside your sweet little pussy? Tell me you want it.”


His fingers played with
her lips, parting them, smudging them sensually. Megan felt warm in the face as
she made herself say the words he wanted to hear. “I want it,” she whispered,
gathering courage with every word. “I want to suck your cock. And then I want
you to fuck me. Right here, in this office. Please.”


Megan shuddered at her
own wantonness, at how easily she could express those wild, dark desires raging
through her. But then that was what he demanded – and anything he wanted,
she knew she would give. Everything.



 


 

Chapter Four



 

He made her cry out when
he suddenly grasped her hair and made her arch off the desk. 


Megan made no protest
however when he drew her down on her knees in front of him. Her eyes became
level with his groin and she couldn’t help but lick her lips at the bulge
wedged to the side like a baton beneath his dark dress pants. The outline was
thick, long and impressive. She dripped veritably down each thigh.


“Will you please me?” he
asked softly, his grey eyes searing her with flame. “There, on your knees,
looking up at me…is such a perfect picture, my sweet pet. Even better will be
to watch you take me inside your mouth. Can you do it?”


As he spoke, he freed
himself. Opened his zipper and popped his cock out past the opening of his
briefs. Megan gasped as his member bobbed perfectly in front of her lips. She
stared at it in awe for a few moments, dazzled by its length, shape and girth.
Her hands lifted instinctively to grasp his meaty base, but he tightened his
hold on her shoulder. “No.”


She looked up. That one
word making her go still, filling her with dread that she’d displeased him. It
wasn’t the first time he’d said the word and she was beginning to understand
its import. 


“Hands behind your back.
Pleasure me with just your mouth.”


She sighed with delight,
and nodded, so hungry to taste him that her every nerve cell was tingling.
Obediently, she folded her hands behind her, just at the base of her back. He
gave a grunt of approval, hands cupping both sides of her head and guiding her
closer. 


There was a catch in his
breath as her tongue snaked over his crown for the first time. He felt smooth
and silky, and the taste of his pearly precum was intoxicating. She hummed,
closing her eyes for a moment as she stroked him with her tongue, lapping
around the carved rim of his cap. Then she licked lower, covering his
beautifully veined shaft with wet kisses. 


She looked up into his
face as she flicked her tongue over his sensitive glans, and watched the blaze
in his eyes grow darker. She spent those first delicious moments coating him
with her tongue. Sometimes his cock brushed against her chin or her cheek, as
she stroke to keep her lips on him without the aid of her hands.


And then suddenly, he
tightened his hold on her head and shoved his slippery cock into her mouth. At
first she felt herself stretch uncomfortably round his thickness, unaccustomed
to such a size in her mouth. But then inch by inch she quickly learned to
expand and take him as deeply as she dared.


She sucked on him hard
each time he jabbed at her throat, and each time he withdrew she ran her tongue
around the head of his cock. Having him wholly in her mouth was…bliss. Inch by
inch he claimed her wetness, made her lose herself in his taste, power and
massiveness. 


He forced himself deeper
inside till he was throat-fucking her, making her eyes swim as the need for air
overwhelmed her. He pulled back just when it got too much to bear, but then he
was shoving in again, stuffing her gullet with his rampaging cock. In those
moments she felt like she was all throat, nothing else as his girth wedged in
as deep as it could go. She gagged, rippling her throat muscles on his tip and
shaft and making him groan deep and long.


“This is my way, pet,”
he crooned, his hips moving in decisively hard, fast thrusts as he cupped her
head, gathering up the coppery locks and tugging her back and forth on his
cock. “This is the way you will be taken, controlled. Every time. No
exceptions.”


Oh
yes, please. Megan was now so wet she’d soaked herself right through.
She was like in a blowjob trance, lost in the heat, rhythm and saliva. Her
nipples had hardened to stones beneath her blouse. Arousal like she’d never
known was coursing through her veins and making her tremble like a leaf.
Moments later when he popped out of her mouth and pulled her to her feet, she
was ready to do anything he wished.


He kissed her with the
same rough, nectar-brimming heat, drawing her willpower further away till she
was just a mass of moans waiting to be claimed by his passion.


*


When it happened, it
happened quickly. 


Up against the wall, her
back curved in a perfect arch and her feet pushed wide apart. They were both
still fully dressed and that seemed to ignite the scene into something more
fiercely sexual. She was trembling like a leaf.


He took up position
behind her, one hand tugging down her hair and making her neck snap back to
look up at him. His eyes were like fire, his free hand dipping into her spine
to bend her more perfectly into position. Megan’s palms were braced on the
wall, her whole frame quivering with sensual expectation. He didn’t keep her
waiting much longer. With a simple flick of his finger, he drew her thong aside
and then surged into her with his granite hard cock.


Megan let out a cry as
he plunged in deep, her wetness sucking him in with hardly any resistance. 


“Take it,” he said
softly, his lips in her hair. 


He rammed her hard,
tearing a gasp from her mouth. Megan had never felt a cock inside her so deep
or so rough. He moved his groin in a steady, fast pace against her ass, her
skirt pushed up high around her waist. Again and again he pounded her, fucking
her with fiendish passion. Megan’s mouth seemed unable to close, her eyes
blinking in dreamy bliss as she stared up into his gleaming, lust-driven eyes.
His fingers left her hair to wrap around her throat, keeping her gaze locked
with his as he rocked back to the tip and then thrust in again, going
impossibly farther than ever before.


Megan marveled at how
much she could take without screaming. She could hardly breathe with his large hand
encircling her throat – and yet the sensation of choking simply
intensified the pleasure rushing to her brain. His free hand reached beneath
her bodice, underneath her bra – to cup one breast. He squeezed, fondled
and stroked till she was dripping all over his pounding cock.


When his fingers pinched
into her nipple, she bucked against him, pleasure-pain zipping at her nerve
endings. Her lips parted to let out a cry, but then his hand on her throat
lifted to cover her mouth, effectively gagging her. He placed his palm just
underneath her nostrils to keep from suffocating her, but she still had that
fuzzy, floating feeling like she was lightheaded. His thrusts increased in
tempo and she was lost.


“Better not cum until I
say you can, little pet,” he crooned in her ear, all the time moving his hips
against hers like a piston. Her vaginal walls crackled with every punishing
thrust, her innermost organs jolted by his fearsome lust. He was insatiable,
dominating and supreme. Megan had never felt her pussy get such pummeling and
it took her to the heights of bliss. She couldn’t hold back for long; she knew
it, he knew it.


“I will fuck your sweet
tight pussy till my needs are fulfilled, little pet. Then you can cum,” her tormentor lover said, and her moans were muffled
beneath his large hand. He shifted his angle slightly and suddenly, she
screamed, the sound lost between his fingers. He’d found the exact position she
needed and it was like tripping into a pool of flames. Everything that had ever
felt like sensation faded into distant memory, replaced by this new vortex of
blissful awareness. Her orgasm built within her like a storm and she craned her
neck to look pleadingly up into his smoky grey eyes.


“No, not yet,” he said
softly, feeling the ripples of her cunt around his cock. Each time he drove
into her she was jolted into the wall. “When I say, sweet pet. Only when I
say.”


His thrusts remained
unflinching and yet there was a discernable increase in pace, a sharpness to
his breath as his face buried in her hair. For a full minute he turned into a
fuck machine, hammering her faster than she’d ever thought it possible. 


Megan’s eyes rolled back
into her head as the last hold she had on reality snapped. When he slipped his
hand from her breast to grab her pelvis, she braced herself for what had to be
coming next. He continued to batter her pussy from behind till a chilly burn
started to spread across her body. All thought was wiped out in that moment and
suddenly she was conscious of just that ring of flesh she had wrapped around
her lover’s cock. He swelled and throbbed within her, a shudder rocking through
his frame and vibrating into hers. Her ass was ground so tightly against his
groin she felt like they were conjoined. Once again she could hear her scream
echoing beneath his hand and inside her head, shocked to the marrow by the
thundering of cock within her core. 


Finally, he strained
into her, letting her feel the fullness more intently. It was then that he
slipped a hand down her belly and for the first time ever, touched her clit.


Megan felt like she must
have died for a second. His rock-hard shaft still stroked itself in and out of
her, while his fingers tapped on her clitoris and brought home the rain.
Shrieking soundlessly beneath his gagging hand, she came and came, surging
against him as she was rocked off balance by her tumultuous orgasm.


He whispered soft words
in her ear as she slowly returned to sanity, and it was all she could do to
catch her breath as his other hand slipped off her mouth. 


It’s
going to be a perfect weekend, my sweet pet, she heard Heath Mayer
say with his voice raspy with both satiation and expectation. 


One
we will both never forget…
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Chapter One



 

“I dreamed about this.”


Megan turned to Heath with a shy
smile. He was holding her close, just letting the shivers in her body subside.
There, on the couch in his office, she felt him brush her hair back from her
face as she tried to will the room to stop spinning. 


Just minutes ago, finding stormy
release from the raging force of his lovemaking…her whole body still aching
from each deep, masterly thrust…


“I mean, I dreamed that somehow, I’d
end up succumbing to you in some way,” Megan explained, the blush spreading to
her roots. “It just happened much differently from what I imagined.”


A small smile tilted his curvy lips,
and she longed to reach out and kiss that sexy, beautiful mouth. Even after the
roughest, hottest round of sex she’d ever experienced, he didn’t seem to have a
strand of hair out of place. He was tucked in back to his normal cool self, the
image of charm and self-collection. 


It was almost hard to believe that
this was the same man who’d fucked her against the wall, one hand
half-smothering her mouth and nostrils while the other hand gripped so hard on
her hip she was sure she’d have bruises to show for it. Each surge of his cock
had left its imprint inside her and Megan knew there’d be a slight bow to her
walk when she eventually left the office.


He took her hand, and to her secret
pleasure, kissed the inner top of her wrist. His manner was so reassuring, so
tender that she could see herself start to commit herself to the idea of what
just happened – and what was to come. 


He’d been so dominating, so rough;
had taken her with barely a care to her needs. She’d loved every second of
being held down, forcefully throat-fucked, and then powerfully pounded in her
pussy with his cock. 


And yet, a side of her had felt wary
thinking if she was ready to throw herself into the deep like this. But that
wariness was fading beneath his after-care treatment…


“I’ve fantasized about taking you,
too,” Heath Mayer confessed, his grey eyes twinkling as he looked at her. “From
about the second we met and you said something really sweet about loving to
work for me.  I began to think of
other things I could make you love doing for me. This weekend, Megan…”


She chewed on her lip, saying
hastily, “Oh, about that…I will check my schedule, make sure I have nothing
lined up that could keep me from coming…”


“You’re coming. With me,” he said
decisively. “Whatever happens to be “lined up”, have it postponed or
cancelled.” The look he sent her was compelling, direct. Megan gulped. Uh oh,
he was going to be like that. 


“Now that we’ve had this one time,
you think I’m going to let you out of my sight so soon?” he murmured, rising to
go behind his table and retrieve an envelope. Frowning curiously, she looked
inside it once he handed it to her. There was a black credit card, and then a
piece of paper with a list on them.


“You’ll need to go shopping,” he
said briskly. “I’m sure there’re some things you’ll need for the trip. A couple
of nice dresses, shoes, even lingerie. Definitely some lingerie.” His eyes
gleamed as they glanced her way. “The card has no limit so simply spend how
much you feel is necessary.”


Megan couldn’t help scowling as she
stared down at the card and the list. What was he trying to do, buy her? A hot
hard fuck in his office and already he was treating her like a possession. She
wasn’t sure she was comfortable with that. 


Her heart did start to pound though
as she stared down at the list. He’d obviously had this written down much
earlier, almost as if he’d been certain she’d give in to his demands. Her eyes
scanned the list with growing trepidation. She was required to purchase several
sexy black stockings, heels, garters as well as other kinds of pretty little
nothings. Some jewelry, clothes, as well as a visit to the waxing parlor. Huh?


“I don’t know why you think I
require so much…stuff. And you want me to get a wax?” she couldn’t help asking, feeling the pink in her cheeks
rise.


Heath shrugged. “It’s just how I
like my women, Megan. Every inch of you has to be smooth – and I do mean
every inch. And as for the other things…indulge me, my pet,” he said lightly,
coming forward to where she stood with a defiant spark in her green eyes. He
cupped her face. “We’ll have a couple of exclusive parties to attend while in
New York. Also, I do intend to take you out to dinner whenever possible. It’s
important to me that you look…ravishing. I can afford it so don’t worry about
spending too much or if you think your purchases are unnecessary or not. This
weekend, Megan, you’ll belong to me. You must learn to obey me without
question, and believe that I’m doing everything in your best interest.”


He quirked a very dark brow at her,
and she swallowed a sigh. Just what was
she getting into here? He touched her and she went on another plane of
existence entirely. His kiss drew her up to the clouds and then when he was
inside her…Megan shuddered at the memory of the feeling of fullness, of being
ripped in two by his fiercely ramming cock. 


Never, ever had sex been that good. Even when he’d tugged hard on her hair
till the roots had screamed at the nerve-endings; even when his large hands had
threatened to cut off her oxygen, leaving her light-headed and woozy, and even
when his strength had imprisoned her with her arms and shoulders aching from
the pressure of his grip….her body had only known pleasure. Every ounce of
agony had been worth it, had even been welcome because it had made her feel so
alive. 


But what price was she going to pay
just for putting herself beneath his sexual control?


He seemed to note the uncertainty in
her expression. He sighed deeply, his hands closing around her head as he bent
to pluck at her lips once, twice. The gesture was possessive, a masculine way
of letting her know how much he already felt she belonged to him. His kiss told
her that he’d staked his claim and she would be foolish to back out.


And yet, wasn’t that the wise thing
to do now that she still could?


Even as Megan breathed in his
delicious manly scent, coupled with that special aura of his that made her weak
at the knees whenever he was within reach – she knew that backing out was
the last thing she wanted to do.


He was looking straight into her
eyes, and she found it impossible to conceal her utter desire for him, or the
way she trembled slightly with his closeness and touch. He overpowered her with
that look, as he did with his kiss and touch. Was it right to be so powerless
against him – was it wise to lose herself in him so completely, so soon?


But then…hadn’t she always feared
this was how it would be? Now they were to spend a whole weekend together and
he’d mentioned nothing of what would come beyond. Just a few days of no-strings
sex after which they would return and the tryst would end as discreetly as it
began?


“Megan,” he said with soft heat in
his deep, throbbing voice, drawing her from her troubled thoughts. She closed
her eyes briefly at the sound of her name on his lips, the way he reached into
her very being with just that one word.


“You have to trust me. That is very
vital to what I want us to share during the trip,” he said more firmly. “I’ll
never ask of you anything that would be against your best interests. But you
will have to make up your mind to subject yourself to me completely or this
isn’t going to work.”


His fingers toyed with a strand of
her hair. “You are very beautiful, Megan. And you’re a strong woman, the only
kind I’d ever wish to have submitting to my dominance. And if I want you to
dress up in your prettiest clothes or lingerie to please me, then that’s what
you’ll do.” His gaze positively glowed now. Beneath his smile she could see the
dark edge of control, of possession. Her heart pounded with terrible
anticipation of the weekend to come and how much it would change her life as
she once knew it.



 


 


 

Chapter Two 



 

The next day or two flew by in a
whirl for Megan. Shopping for lingerie, shoes, silk stockings, evening dresses
and blouses and skirts from the most exclusive stores in the city…Having her
hair styled, and then getting that full body wax…Indulging in every luxury a
woman could desire and spending more money in 48 hours than she’d ever made…


The evening before she was to travel
with him to New York, she joined him for dinner at an ultra-classy restaurant.
She was dressed in a knee-length Valentino gown, cut to suit her figure to
perfection. Her hair was swept in an elegant, yet fashionably messy chignon.
She’d applied her make-up carefully and worn one of her many sexy black
four-inch heels. Her jewelry was expensively understated; diamond and pearl
earrings and a matching necklace. 


Megan had looked at her reflection
before leaving her place where she was picked up by Heath’s chauffeur. She’d
stared at the wildly beautiful, exquisitely dressed woman in the mirror and wondered
if she’d ever recognize herself. She’d never been the type to let herself be
pampered by a man or treated like his property to be dolled up and displayed.


But as always, the moment she looked
at him – as soon as she walked into the restaurant and he rose from the
table, his eyes gleaming with frank, pleased admiration…she pushed her worries
to the back of her mind.


Megan reached his side and he kissed
both sides of her cheeks. She could feel the eyes of almost everyone at the
restaurant turn in their direction with looks of interest, envy and awe on
their faces. But Megan didn’t really register much of anything but the man with
whom she shared the table. Afterwards she couldn’t remember what they ate or
much of what they talked about. All she knew was that she’d been dripping wet
all through the meal and her nipples had scraped beneath her clothes with a
wanton hunger only Heath knew how to satisfy.


After the dinner, she’d expected
that he take her to his place or come up to hers. But he simply had then driven
to her apartment where he kissed her lips lingeringly but told her he wasn’t
coming up.


“You need to get some rest,” he
said, taking her hand that lay between them on the plush seat of the Audi. In
front was his chauffeur, dressed in a dark, formal suit and looking straight
ahead. Megan tried not to blush at Heath’s next words.


“Tomorrow we’ll be on our way to New
York and I’d want you to save up plenty of your strength.” He lifted her
knuckles to his lips and kissed them with soft heat. “You’ll need every bit of
it for what I have planned for us once I’m done with work.”


Megan bit on her lower lip, filled
with disappointment that he would not share her bed tonight, and yet feeling
her panties soak up impossibly at the thought of what lay in store in New York
just twenty four hours from now. 


His eyes flicked down to her teeth
worrying on her full bottom lip, and the sudden flash of flame in his eyes was
enough to make her nerve cells tingle. “Go, Megan, before I change my mind and
follow you upstairs for that ravishment you rightly deserve for looking so
fucking beddable.”


Swallowing with difficulty, she said
goodnight and fled from the powerfully built car with that shadowy sensual
craving still gnawing in her system. She wanted him all the time; just having
him within touching distance always made her break out in goose pimples of
erotic awareness.


Megan wasn’t sure her infatuation
with him was healthy. It went beyond hero-worship due to the fact that he was
her boss, or feminine attraction due to his undeniable good looks. It was
something primal, bottomless and impossible to define. There was an aura of
sexual consciousness that had been implanted within her since that first time
he’d forced his cock down her throat and then rammed that same cock deep inside
her cunt.


She hadn’t been able to tell anyone
about that first time; certainly not Ursula or Lisa whom she’d managed to avoid
thanks to being off work all yesterday and today. She knew they’d be dying to
know what happened at her meeting with Heath. Megan knew she couldn’t very well
give them a blow-by-blow account of how she’d permitted herself to be seduced
by their hunky mega-rich boss. The same boss that she’d be joining him on his
private jet for what promised to be a discreet, passionate weekend trip.


I just want
to be close to him, she realized, as she put final touches to her packing that
night. He drew her like a magnet and a pressure built up within her just by
knowing he desired her and wished to share some time with her – even if
for just a few days. No promises, no strings. Just sex for the sake of the
thrill that it created between a man and a woman.


I don’t care, decided Megan. If this
was her one chance with Heath Mayer, she’d take it. It might never get beyond
the physical, and after everything he might tire of her and end it all
unceremoniously. But it didn’t matter to her. She was all for the here and now,
too. She had needs, some made known to her for the first time just days ago
when he’d claimed her with such savage abandon within his office. The things
he’d said and done had sent the adrenalin pumping from her heart to every inch
of her. She’d felt so alive and she wanted to feel that way again. She wanted a
taste of the new and exciting and without a doubt; Heath Mayer was the man to
help her discover where it would take her…



 

* * *


She’d never seen him fully naked
before. 


It was their first evening in New
York. They’d arrived earlier in the day and he’d checked them into the grandest
hotel Megan had ever seen. She’d never been to the city before and felt happy
to be sharing this unique experience with him. 


Flying in the jet, arriving at the
airport – stepping into their opulent suite…it would have been enough to
overwhelm her but Megan was more thrilled by the prospect that Heath was by her
side. They turned heads wherever they went and Megan knew that more than a few
recognized him as the successful business tycoon. He seemed oblivious to all
the attention, and had eyes only for Megan as he made sure she enjoyed every
bit of the journey up to the moment they arrived in the hotel.


He suggested she took a leisurely
day resting, sightseeing or doing some shopping while he went off for an
important conference. Megan said a definite “no” to more shopping and decided
she’d check out the nearby sights, grab some lunch before returning to the
hotel to nap. 


“I hate to leave you even for a
moment,” he said deeply, cupping her face as he looked into her eyes. “If I had
my way, we’ll be tangled inside that sinfully inviting California King bed. But
I need to get to that conference. It’ll be for several hours. When I return, we
can get ready to go out for dinner. And then later…”


His slow grin had spread over his
face, lending him a rakish, sexy expression. Megan’s heart had skipped to her
throat. 


“Make sure you miss me, my pet,” was
his gruff command as he stole a quick kiss from her lips before he was gone.


And now, many hours later, they had
returned to their hotel room from dinner. Megan had dressed up in another one
of her outrageously expensive designer frocks. They’d enjoyed some Italian
cuisine and Megan would have enjoyed every morsel if she hadn’t been so nervous
about later – when she would be spending the night with Heath.


Finally, the time had come. The door
closed behind him and she turned on her heel so they were now face to face. He
smiled to see the open expectation in her eyes.


Inside the suite, tension crackled.
Megan knew what she wanted; she wanted his passion but she wasn’t sure yet what
form it would take. So she stood there, waiting – silent.


He moved with lithe, masculine
grace, closing the gap between them till they were mere inches apart. His hands
lifted to stroke her hair, popping out the pins and letting the coppery curls
tumble down her back. By the time he filled the silken locks in his hands and
tugged her head back, there was fire waiting in his eyes for her. 


With his free hand, he ran his
knuckles down the side of her face. “Beautiful,” he said in a low, deep tone as
his eyes scanned her face. Then he sent that hand feathering down her neck and
over her bust, just skimming past the heavy swell as he added softly, “And
sexy. Very sexy. You can turn a man into a beast. Lord knows I want to keep my
most animal cravings in check since this will be our second time together.
But…we’ll see. I did warn you, little pet, that it’s not going to be easy. Are
you ready to handle me?”


Megan swallowed, conscious of the
tightness in her scalp where his fingers gripped, making her neck snap back.
She was also aware of the hand hovering just above her breast, which was
sheathed beneath layers of dress and bra. Most importantly, she was well aware
of the boiling desire that she’d had steaming within her core since their one
time together. 


“I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t
think I was ready,” she replied at last, her voice clear with just a hint of
tremor.


His eyes raked over her face
searchingly. “We’ll see,” he said in return, eyes narrowing. “What matters is
that you know you can back out at any time. The safe words…we discussed them
earlier during our flight, remember?”


Megan nodded, blushing furiously.
They’d talked about a lot of things while they’d flown over earlier that day.
They’d decided on words she could use when she’d had enough or when things got
too much. Or words just to ask him to slow down. He’d promised that he’d keep
it all totally consensual, and that whatever they tried would be not only sane,
but safe. He would ensure that no matter how rough it got, he would never break
her skin or draw blood. 


“I’m not going to promise that it
won’t hurt – because most of it will,” he’d told her quite calmly as
they’d drunk champagne and eaten the meal prepared by the on flight gourmet
personal chef. “But I’ll do my best to make sure you come to no harm. There’s a
difference, Megan.”


“I know. I trust you,” she’d said in
reply, surprised back then how much of that was really true. Before last week
she’d only known about him, seen him from a distance. And yet, her she now was,
about to give herself up to him in ways she’d never done to any man before. Her
relationships in the past could be easily described as pretty straight-forward,
very vanilla. 


Overall, her past lovers had been
quite tame in bed; only venturing slightly from the norm and never getting
rough with her in any way apart from perhaps going much too fast on occasion.
Nothing to write home about really until Heath had opened the door just a crack
for her to glimpse into the shadows beyond. But tonight, there would be much,
much more to explore, experience, and express…


The first thing he did once she
indicated that she remembered everything they’d discussed, was to tell her to
get undressed. Slowly. One button at a time, peeling off each item till he got
her to stop when she was left in just her black lacy bra and panties, garters,
seamed tights and black high heels. 


She’d never felt sexier than at that
moment, in that beautiful suite with Heath’s eyes watching her every move and
his expression darkened with lust. Her whole body felt even more exposed and
vulnerable than if she’d been completely naked and not still dressed in her
underwear, stockings and heels.


“Now come to me,” he said in that
low, compelling voice she found so easy to obey. She walked up to where he
stood and felt his hands lift to cup both sides of her head. 


“Tonight, sweet pet, I make the
rules. I’m in charge. Which means you are at my mercy. You do not touch me
unless I give you permission – you do nothing without my express command.
And you certainly can’t come until I say you can. If you do, there will be
serious consequences.”


“I understand.” Megan could not
believe how much she was on fire right then. 


He smiled a little. “That’s a good
girl. But you still have to learn how to address me. When I ask you a question,
or when you wish to speak to me, you must use the word “Sir”. So far these are
just simple instructions, easy to remember. Obey them; obey me. That’s the main
rule, you will do everything and anything I tell you. No more, no less. Is that
clear?”


“Yes Sir,” Megan replied without hesitation.



He nodded once in approval, and then
instructed her to go to the top drawer of the dresser and retrieve what she’d
find lying inside.


Curious, Megan did as she was bid.
She turned to the left and made her way to the mirrored dressing table. Inside
the top drawer was some kind of slim, long handled leather item with a flat
tongue at the tip. She recognized it as a riding crop, and felt her heartbeat
accelerate as she took a moment to imagine what he’d want to do to her with it.


She turned and made her way back to
him. She placed it in his outstretched hand, before he waved it experimentally
in the air, causing a whipping sound to echo in the room. Instead of fear,
Megan felt a fierce anticipation mixed with a determination to prove to herself
how ready she was to step past her old restrictions.


“Go lie on the bed. On your back,
arms over your head,” he said.


He could tell her to jump off the
edge of a waterfall in that voice and Megan was sure she’d do it. Shivering
unstoppably, she obeyed quickly. 


It was as she waited patiently for
his next move that he started to undress. 
She couldn’t help staring, unwilling to look away as he carefully took
off his clothes.


She could hardly breathe as she got
to see him fully naked for the first time. With brisk, economical movements, he
rid himself of his evening dress pants, jacket and silk shirt that he hung up
neatly. But then he was carelessly toeing off his gleaming black designer shoes
and finally, tossing his socks in the same direction.


By the time he’d rid himself of his
black boxer briefs, Megan felt the heat of arousal sear through her body at the
sight of him. He had a spectacular body, each outline detailed to loving
perfection. He wasn’t heavily muscular, and yet his shoulders were broad, his
chest equally expansive and his abs powerfully ridged and trim. His hips were
lean, gorgeously so, and from his thighs downwards he was darkly hairy, as were
his large, bronzed arms. There was no trace of fat anywhere; just a
breath-taking image of health and virility, all the more showcased by his long,
thick cock. It bobbed beautifully in her direction and it was all she could do
not to simply lunge for it, shove him down on his back and spear herself upon
that impressively erect stem.


His smile was pleased as he saw the
expression on her face, apparently aware of how wonderful she thought his body
was. Megan didn’t bother to hide it. Every part of her reacted to the sight of
his nude body, in a way no other man’s had ever made her do. She tautened, she
sizzled, she dripped. If she’d wanted him before, she absolutely yearned for him now.


He joined her on the bed, and once
his long, lithe body covered hers, she let out a deep, ragged sigh. He
supported his weight off her and took hold of her hands on either side of her
head as he seized her lips in a kiss.


Being kissed by Heath…there was no
way to describe it. He brought a river of sweetness and poured it into her
mouth, making her sink into his warm, wet bliss. She strained her head off the
pillow to merge her lips more closely to his, feeling him draw her wrists high
above her head while his legs settled between hers. She gasped when she felt
the hot, throbbing length of his cock against her belly. How long, she
wondered, before she would feel the completeness of his passion once again?
When he would fill her to the brim and cause her very core to jolt with each
plunge of his meaty pole? A whimper of want passed her mouth and fell into his.



Now that she was even more drenched
and desperate than ever, he pulled away and then reached in the bedside drawer.
He retrieved a long, thick length of black satin ribbon quickly and expertly
tying it around her wrists, binding them together before attaching the end to
one of the center posts of the headboard.


Realizing that her hands were now
completely trapped and stretched tight above her head, Megan saw herself
dangling more precipitously off the ledge of her arousal. Was it possible to
soak up her panties much further? She didn’t think she had any more juices to
drip. She virtually pooled between her legs.


Now he lay on his side right next to
her, propping his hand beneath his head as he skimmed her body with his other
hand. His fingers trailed over her neck, her breasts still in their bra, her
concave belly, and then her satin—covered pussy mound. She felt his hand
finally settle on her right thigh, his touch warm and heavy on her sensitive
flesh.


“I want to punish this beautiful,
soft and sexy body…first with pleasure – and then with pain – 'til
you can’t even tell the difference.”


Megan turned to look at him,
mesmerized by the sound of his voice and now, by the gleam of burning ice in
his grey eyes. Once again, he moved to cover her body with his, bracing himself
up on his elbows as he placed his lips inner the curve of her collarbone. He
inhaled deeply, making her shiver as she reveled in his closeness even though
she could not touch him. She tried not to squirm as his mouth parted over her
neck and he sucked moistly, a low growl of pleasure rumbling in his throat.


Megan felt the pleasure in her
bones; felt the thrill of having his mouth on her, his tongue lapping at her
skin. He moved downwards, his fingers edging away the cup of her bra and
causing one nipple to pop out. Megan followed his every motion with her eyes.
She forgot how to breathe as his tongue raked over her nipple, bringing it to
hardness in a second. He whipped the tip of his tongue back and forth on the
sensitive nub till she purred, arching her back. His other hand slipped over
the other breast, dipping beneath to seize the firm, bouncy mound. His fingers
found the nipple easily and he twisted on it with erotic caresses while his
mouth closed over the tender twin.


Megan heard the soft, long moans
spilling from her lips. Heath sucked hard on her thick, erect nipple, tugging
on it hard as if to pull it off its connecting breast tissue. Her soft moans
turned to loud groans and she began to breathe faster and faster. She loved the
attention he paid to her breasts, making love to one and then the other,
driving her off the edge of arousal into a wild mode of lust. 


She couldn’t help but strain against
her silk bonds, too soft to cut into her circulation or chafe her skin, and yet
strong enough to keep her bound no matter how much she writhed beneath her
teasing lover. When he stopped playing with her breasts, she couldn’t help a
whimper of protest. But then his head was travelling lower, reaching for the
hem of her high cut panties.


He drew them slowly, slowly down her
hips, exposing the glistening, smoothly bald mound beneath. She could have
sworn he drew in a harsh breath as he looked down at her naked pussy, the folds
tightly furled beneath the feminine hood. Her eyes were fastened to his face
which darkened with the heat of his desire.


“Divine,” was all he said, husky and
deep. Megan felt glad now that she’d gone along with his wishes for a full wax.
They’d taken off everything, even between her ass and the sensitive spot just
beneath her slit. Not a scrap of hair to be seen and the moment she felt the
pad of his fingers glide over her, she realized the true benefits.


“Oh, God,” she let out on a moan,
dazed by the sensation of having him touch her there, right on her pussy. He
stroked on the petals of her sex in circular motions, watching as her wetness
increased to slippery proportions. Megan bit hard on her bottom lip to keep
from keening with pleasure.


“Ssh, pet,” he said, sending her a
flashing look of warning, and she swallowed the upcoming moan. “This is a
hotel, remember. The suite is large enough and undoubtedly has thick walls…but
I’d like you to take a hold of yourself, little girl. I haven’t yet given you
enough to raise a ruckus over. But soon, I will…”



 


 

Chapter Three



 

The memory of the rest of the night
would be scorched into her memory.


Heath, peeling off her panties and
spreading her legs wide so he could have better access to her pussy. Parting
her folds with his fingers and tapping from the wine within with the tip of his
tongue. Fucking her with that tongue and then lapping all around her outer lips
till she was just a shivering mass of ecstasy. Finally, dipping his fingers two
at a time: palm up, with his thumb, index and pinkie finger propped outside
while he shafted her with the middle two…


Heath, doubling the sensations by
working her pussy over with his tongue while his fingers jabbed like a piston
in and out of her shuddering walls. Making her belly and the surrounding flesh
of her thighs joggle with the force of his finger-thrusts. Her back arched
forward off the bed, and she pulled even harder on her restraints. How she kept
from screaming out loud was beyond her. She’d never felt such a heavy mass of
pleasure bearing down on her, threatening to pulverize her. 


He hadn’t even been at this for to
two minutes before she felt him crook into her g-spot and trigger the waves of
her orgasm. It spread out sonically and she grimaced in pleasure and agony as
she fought to hold it back.


“Oh no!” she cried, panic settling
in her belly which in turn tightened with the impending release. “Please, Sir
– I can’t hold back! I’m…”


She came. 


Her whole body bucked till she felt
like her very spine would snap. An animal sound ground from her throat as she
convulsed, over and over, lost in her climax for the uncountable moments it
lasted. 


A blush crept up her neck when she
finally got back to herself, blinking past the spinning lights in her head to
focus on Heath’s handsome, expressionless face. His body was arched above hers
as she strove to stop jerking, a few more reflexive twitches spasming her lower
body.


Rendered boneless by her unexpected,
powerfully surging orgasm, she found herself unable to speak as she gazed up at
her lover who was shaking his head at her. 


“I warned you not to cum without my
permission,” he said, adding with calm finality, “You need to be taught more
discipline, my pet. You’ve now given me a very good reason to use that riding
crop. Your punishment will be well suited to the crime. Ankles together!”


The sharp command had her quickening
to respond, even as she forced the haze of replete bliss from her senses. The
first climax had been amazing, leaving her feeling even hungrier for more, for
something more solid and total. 


Megan would get more than she
bargained for.


She was barely conscious of him
rolling off the bed and taking up the riding crop. He returned stand at the
edge of the bed. Now her legs were close together, he gripped both her ankles
and pulled them as far down the mattress as possible, which stretched her arms
to their limit and made her wince.


Next, he held her legs up high by
her closed ankles, her ass raised slightly from the bed and exposed to his
gaze, her pussy flesh peeking in between. It was in this vulnerable, humbling
position that he began to whip her with the crop.


At first, it was like just a light
touch of leather on the soft flesh of her ass and upper thighs which were
assailable to him. He spread the slaps all over her upraised bottom, making her
gasp each time the tongue of the riding crop landed. 


This isn’t
too bad,
she told herself, savoring the sensations. Her feeling of powerlessness with
having her wrists tied and now her ankles held up in his wrists, began to
lessen. She gave in to his ministrations especially when he suddenly began to
stroke the slapper of the riding crop all around her flesh. It was slightly
soothing to have the sensation of woven leather running over her ass and pussy.
Her lower body jumped each time the crop came in contact with her delicate
cunt, left defenseless by her legs raised straight up in the air.


But then there came the loud swish
of the riding crop being swung back in the air before it slammed into her ass, hard. Megan whimpered aloud in surprise
and pain. He started to spank her with rough, forceful strikes, increasing the
ferocity with each slap of the crop’s tongue. Megan gasped, her whole body
stiffening. He held on tight to her ankles and she could not escape. Could only
squirm beneath the hard spanking. The crop seemed to land in a pattern, never
hitting the same spot twice yet spreading its sting all around the surface of
her exposed, raised ass. 


He suddenly stopped, and she let out
a raspy breath, looking up pleadingly at his implacable face. She wanted to
call out his name but daren’t; daren’t even beg as her whole ass tingled. It
had felt so mortifying to be spanked this way, with her legs raised in the air
and her rump exhibited helpless to his punishment. But there was more to come.


Megan felt his hands moving over the
heated spots of her ass where the crop had been administered, his touch slow
and teasing Her throat constricted as she savored the sensation of his fingers
on her skin, tracing over the little raised marks there. She became highly
aroused and moaned softly under her breath. That was when he let go of her
ankles and told her to spread her legs.


Megan’s whole body broke out in
goose bumps, not even thinking to disobey despite the sudden erratic beating of
her heart. 


She slowly moved her heeled feet
apart, wider and wider. He tapped at either ankle with the crop to make her
keep going till he had her legs open as far as he wished.


Now, her cunt was totally exposed
and easily accessible to him. Megan knew this, and bit hard on her lip,
wondering how much this was going to hurt. 


But her imagination did not prepare
her for the real thing. First he lightly traced the crop over her inner thighs,
her clit, her pussy. Megan suddenly began to quiver in anticipation, not dread,
as he ground the braided leather unto her clit. The slight pressure on her
sensitive and erect clit distracted her for a moment as she indulged in the
moment. 


He suddenly said, very softly, “No
matter what, do not close your legs, little pet.” Her eyes flew open at those
words, and the next moment, she felt him lift the crop and then slap it with
precision upon her pussy lips.


Megan cried out. An intense pain
ripped through her clit as he slapped the crop into it. Once, twice, three
times. Her first instinct was to close her thighs to the pain, protect her
delicate mound from the punishing whip of the crop. Instead, she swallowed the
pain into her system and forced it to be a part of her. Made herself one with
the agony as the leather slapper bounced upon her again and again. She could
feel his gaze on her face, knew he was gauging her reactions as he increased
the strength of the crop play. 


Her eyes were drawn to the now pink
shade of her cunt as the blows to her tender flesh grew in severity. That small
tongue of leather provided an exacting edge of pleasure-pain as she found
herself getting wet from the repeated slap
slap slap of the crop against her folds, her clit. She suddenly arched her
back, her inner thighs trembling as her breathing grew all the more deep and
ragged.


“I want you to keep looking at me,
pet,” he said softly yet with a clear command. Megan forced her eyelids to stay
open as she met his smoldering gaze. 


“I wish to see everything you’re
feeling,” he added, and followed his words by bringing the slapper down
strongly on her exposed labia, making her scream. He put a hand to his lips,
silently instructing her to be quiet. She trembled from the inside out, shocked
to her soul at how aroused she had become. For the second stroke, the slapper
landed upon her clit and Megan involuntarily thrust her hips up. Her pelvis
rocked back and forth in rhythm with his blows that began to alternate from her
pussy to her clit. 


She no more tried to resist the
slapper, but welcomed it, lifting to meet the pain, which she now understood.
Her body arched, and then relaxed, dancing to the beat of the crop. The slapper
shot down again and again, issuing different sounds on impact. The soft wet slap of her pussy and the harder thunk upon her clit. 


It took a few moments for her to
realize the moaning sounds were coming from her. She suddenly realized that her
whole body was shaking, could feel the wetness between her thighs as she seemed
to continuously drip with the juices of her excitement. Her cunt felt like it
was burning and as she looked down at it, she saw it was a fierce, red color. 


Her harsh breathing seized when he
suddenly stopped spanking her pussy with the crop. She shivered and moaned,
lost in a million tingles as different sensations rocked her defenseless body. 


It was only when she opened her
heavy-lidded eyes that he spoke, his tone soft and yet compelling. “You see pet,
how excited your body is; suddenly it has trouble telling the difference
between pain and pleasure. Now, have you learned your lesson or do you want
more?”


His grey eyes were blazing, and she
shivered at the hard lust in his eyes, heard for the first time his own low,
raspy breathing. She could see that his cock was looking painfully erect, and
she wanted nothing more than to have him inside her – now.


But somehow she knew better than to
ask for it. So she clenched and unclenched her fingers within the satin
ribbons, and then said softly, “Sir, I want what you want.” 


Only with her eyes did she show how
much she longed to be claimed by him right then. Her pussy was all aflame with
an inferno only he could quench. His face darkened even further with desire and
she saw him cast the crop aside.


“Good pet,” he gruffed, and she saw
him put on a condom. Her whole frame trembled with want and she forgot
everything that had gone before. The sweet agony of the crop bringing fire to
her cunt was suddenly inconsequential compared to the marvelous prospect of
being at last, taken by his cock.


He took hold of both her legs once
again, raising them high up over her head with the ankles together. He knelt in
position and for a moment, she felt the press of his cock head upon her pussy.
And then with one hard shove of his hips, he pushed himself deep within her
slit.


Legs straight up and deep, hard
thrusts…this was the way he fucked her. His large hand tightened around her
ankles as he pounded her wet, throbbing vaginal walls. He rammed hard again and
again, sending his cock further into her clutching pussy with each successive
stroke. 


Megan had come to expect his brutal,
powerful strokes. She was accustomed now to feeling the total extent of his
strength; in the way he held her legs and flexed them back over her head. There
was no teasing, no build-up in his pace – and oh, how he filled her! He
slammed his cock in as profoundly as he could, his hips moving with blurred
speed. It was hot, hard and fast, and every second mattered. She cried out
repeatedly, her senses reeling from the sensation of her lover driving himself
with passion into her pussy. 


Megan had no sense of time or being;
her insides flared around the rampaging cock, suctioning him as he ground
against the secret fount of her bliss. 


From a distance, she could hear his
voice, as deep and compelling as ever even though ragged with his harsh
breathing. “You are so close, pet; I can feel it,” he observed. His groin
smacked into her ass as he drove the next plunge with more power than ever.
Megan moaned, shocked by the strange, animalistic sound coming from her throat.



“Tell me what you want,” she heard
him rasp, and her half-lidded eyes held his as he jolted her body with those
masterfully deep thrusts of his. She’d never seen his eyes burn so brightly,
never felt his passion more keenly. Her senses swum and she just managed to
gather the needed words to form her reply.


“Please Sir…I need to cum. Please
make me cum!” Megan sobbed, not recognizing the needy, hungry woman desperately
yearning for the release she knew was just around the corner, waiting to be let
off its leash by her dominant lover. 


He grunted, “Soon, my pet. Not long
now. This time, we’ll do it…together.” The last word ended on a hissed breath
passing through his clenched teeth. She felt his raging, rising tension; it
burned through her like a spider’s web against a candle flame. 


And just like the last time he’d
fucked her, she didn’t even realize she had tears running down her cheeks till
it was all over. Not till the very last, monumental thrust that drew a
primitive growl from his throat…when he brought them both to a heaving, bucking
climax. 
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Chapter One



 

His domination was a controlled,
persistent and detailed seduction. 


He drew her in, tempting her in bits
and pieces. Showed her different little ways in which her body could belong to
her and still be controlled totally by him. Dipped his hand past her glistening
folds and lifted his soaked fingers to her eyes to show her each time, how her
cunt could not hide how much it loved what he did to her.


Megan felt like she was being tossed
about in an aggressive storm. The ravenous requirements of her lover astounding
her at every turn.


She did remember Heath had warned her
that it wasn’t going to be easy. He’d asked her again and again if she thought
she could handle him. If she was ready. And at the start, Megan had truly
believed she was.


Once the bedroom door closed behind
them, perhaps after some fancy private outing  or elegant social function…whenever they
were alone within the four walls of their hotel suite, there was unleashed a
blanket of lust so dark and consuming that it threatened to engulf her every
time.


He liked to see her brought to her
knees, literally. Loved to make her crawl on all fours to where he sat waiting,
legs spread as he instructed her to pleasure his ready, throbbing cock.
Sometimes, he let her touch him, use her hands to wank him as her tongue lapped
adoringly over his length. Other times, he had her with her arms tied securely
behind her back, instructing her to deep-throat him as far as she could, his
hips moving forward as he stood above her, pushing her past her imagined
limits.


At first, she welcomed the unique
thrills that came with submitting to him in every way. To let herself be bound
and gagged and sometimes even blindfolded as he used her body for his pleasure.
His desires were sensually afflictive, exacting the total involvement of both
her impressions of pain and pleasure. Afterwards he would mount her with feral
force, sometimes with her knee thrown over his shoulder making his penetration
sink deep to her foundations. 


Yes, once he was inside her, she
always found her way back from the subspace of whatever torment had passed
before. Such as the smack of his paddle upon her raised ass…or the flog of his
cat-o'-nine-tails on her breasts, abdomen or upper thighs – or even the
vicious little slaps of his hand on her pussy. 


Always, he still managed to leave
her wet and trembling and practically panting for him to finish her off with
his cock buried deep within her pulsing walls. 


Megan began to feel disturbed by how
much she enjoyed those moments of total submission, when she could simply give
in to his demands without thought to her own. 


She soon began to know more about
the things he found sexually stimulating. 


He loved to hear her scream, to know
that she felt the sensations he wanted her to feel. Those couldn’t be faked, he told her; no matter what else a woman
could pretend to feel during sex. He loved to take her while she felt
powerless, unable to do anything but let him use her body. He loved the sound
of his hand slapping against her naked skin, loved to see the way her flesh
colored and welted slightly when whipped, slapped or paddled.


Not listening to him had its
consequences; forgetting any of his instructions or displeasing him in any way
had its aftermaths. Bright red, painful aftermaths, such as the feel of his
cane whipping her bottom while she was lying on her belly, spread-eagled by the
under-the-bed restraints. These had her wrists and legs splayed out, leaving
her helpless and completely at his mercy. He caned her till her ass cheeks were
purple and pink. And while her ass was burning, he’d shove his fingers into her
sopping pussy. She’d moan with shame thinking how much her body liked to be
treated rough, to be made to feel every
edgy thump and smack. 


He would take her from the back,
pumping his hips faster and faster against her raised ass, spanking it
repeatedly. His hand would tug hard on her hair, dragging her head back as he
drove into her to the balls, tripping the wire holding her belly-cramping
release.


Or he would take her from the side,
his hand around her slender throat, her leg raised high so that his cock could
slam in and out of her waiting pussy with merciless precision. His grip on her
neck was never truly suffocating, but she did always have the sense of choking,
of his use of power while he fucked her. The hair-pulling, the face-slapping,
the nipple pinching - the rough language…He was so good at incorporating these
into every one of their sexual encounters till she wasn’t sure how she could
have made love before without these blood-pumping components.


But then, they weren’t “making
love”, were they? This went far deeper, far beyond that. Yes, he fucked her, and yes, he even used her,
making her feel more like a sex toy than anything else. And yet, it still went
further than even that. There was the psychological element involved, a kind of
power exchange where she switched off every thought of “me” and focused only on
thoughts of “him”, how to please him, how to keep him satisfied, how to make
him sure he had control at all times – no exceptions.


Him. Her. Rough sex. Every time. 


There was never a soft, leisure
moment, not while they were in “play”. Whether he was twisting on the nipple
clamps, or spilling little drops of wax upon her naked body while she lay on
her back writhing within her bonds, it was all about the rough.


And Megan realized she wouldn’t want
it any other way, not with him.


That evening, before they left for
the party they were to attend, he made her lift up her skirt. His fingers
pulled the panel of her panties to the side and then he slipped an egg-shaped
object into her pussy. It was an egg vibrator, wirelessly connected to some
kind of remote control that would be in his possession – of course. 


Throughout the time they were out,
it became an effort to keep her reactions from the people around her.  At some point or the other she knew he
activated the remote in his hand, which resembled some kind of car or TV
remote. There would be a low “whirring” sound, thankfully indiscernible due to
the noise from the music and people around them. Sometimes he was beside her or
a little farther away, talking to someone or just sitting across from her,
watching. He’d know exactly how she felt because he would see it in her eyes,
saw the way her lips would part in a small gasp and her body would jerk forward
just slightly. She knew he could sense her narrowed breathing, or the soft moan
she tried to stifle inside the glass wine she’d raise to her lips with shaking
hands.


That thing vibrating inside
her…she’d never felt anything like that before. She’d never really been into
sex toys and had never owned any. But with the egg buried deep in her pussy,
she got to feel a myriad of sensations depending on which level of speed he
used. It stimulated every hidden corner of her inner walls as well as her
g-spot, with its different patterns of vibrations. Sometimes it beat within her
like short pulses, or escalated in motion, or surged and throbbed with a force
that made her head spin. The vibrations were never uniform and this greatly
enhanced the pleasure she experienced whenever he chose to press the button.


The sensations became relentless,
triggering her juices to pool inside her panties. Her pussy felt swollen, her
clit hardened and throbbed in response to the pulsation taking place within her
vagina. She felt her cheeks flush and she heard someone beside her ask if she
was OK. It was a woman, her eyes worried as she looked at Megan’s expression.
Maintaining her composure, Megan shook her head and said quickly that she was
fine. 


She couldn’t see Heath but she knew
he was somewhere at a close distance, monitoring her every reaction. Soon he
returned with a cocktail, placing it in her hand and smiling at her in that
devilish way of his. She was melting, finding it hard to sit upright in her
chair without sliding off her seat. He must have increased the speed because
now the tremors became more intense, making her part her lips as she stared
into his narrowed, molten gaze. The crowd seemed to shift and fade beyond him,
and she blinked her eyes widely as she resisted the urge to moan out loud and
just implode. 


Whatever setting he used to
manipulate her, she was once more given a sense of how much he liked his
control. It was just a toy, a simple playful thing of pleasure that would have
made her giggle at the very idea behind it. To tease a partner, torment her
with vibrations that made her aware of every part of her sensitive vaginal
walls. 


Megan never knew when exactly he
would turn it on, or for how long. He gave her no warning and that in itself
was torture. To be constantly on her guard, conscious of the thing inside her.
Knowing that just when she put her mind off it was the moment he could easily
surprise her and make her jump a foot from the sudden sensation.


Such games of course worked better
when done in a public gathering, where her discomfort became magnified by the
chance of anyone guessing she had a toy pulsing inside her pussy. She
understood this, and was sure he did too. She was conscious of why he’d chosen
to use it on her during this party, where the loud noise would drown out any
tell-tale buzzing sounds from the vibrator. 


In addition, the risk of her
reactions being noticed by someone definitely intensified the element of being
“pleasured”. Anyone watching her closely would notice that something was up,
but apart from the inquisitive woman, Megan felt sure she’d managed to keep her
emotions under control, just barely. 


It however left her in a constant
state of horniness where her clit was begging for a touch. Just a slight rub
and she knew she’d erupt. But she avoided any contact in that region, not even
crossing her legs no matter how wet and dizzy she became. She could squirm all
she liked, and subtly move her hips in time to the vibrations, but she showed
no other sign that she was in any kind of sensual turmoil. It was a good thing
though, that she had listened to his suggestion earlier to wear something dark,
preferably black. Because she knew there would be a damp patch on the skirt of
her dress once she stood up. Thankfully she’d also brought along a shawl that
she could drape just beneath her elbows to cover her ass. 


He took a seat next to her, leaning
forward to ask in her ear how she liked the new toy. 


“It’s a little…distracting,” she
managed to say, shuddering visibly as she felt the light trail of his lips
along her neck as he moved back slowly.


“Only a little?” he asked on a
murmur, keeping his arm slung behind her on the chair as his fingers lightly
stroked her exposed collarbone. Megan closed her eyes briefly at his small yet
intimate touch. He made circular movements on her skin, watching her face with
a teasing smile.


“You’ll have to admit, it’s a great
way to get a girl in the mood. I deliberately didn’t get the butterfly one with
clitoral stimulation. I wanted to keep you just on the brink, always on the
edge. I like to make you wet, sweet one,” he crooned, taking her hand and
kissing the slender knuckles.


“But then you don’t need a fancy toy
to do that,” she told him with a curvy smile, enjoying the chance to tease him
back. It was true though; no matter how many occasions he bedded her, it always
felt like the first time. Just the taste of his lips, or the feel of his skin
against hers, or even with his voice, he made her blood pump faster in her
veins and sent the moisture spilling from her slit.


His grey eyes darkened at her words,
and she felt his hand slip around the back of her neck. Suddenly, everyone else
at the party blanked out along with the music. She stared into his devilishly
handsome face, and shuddered deep inside. It was so easy to forget he was
really her boss, and that here in New York they were just together for the
duration. She could almost tell herself that this could be real, that there
could be a future with him. When he looked at her like that, she felt like in
her own way, she had him underneath her
power, too. 


“I’m starting to wish we didn’t have
to leave New York tomorrow,” he said, possessiveness in his fingers as he
alternated between stroking and cupping the vulnerable circle of her nape. 


Megan wanted to ask him why. Was it
because she’d been a good “submissive” so far? She’d hardly ever needed to use
the safe words; even when the agony had burned like a cluster of flames around
her, she’d taken it all. The whippings, the ropes tied intricately around her
body, arms, knees and legs, the deep, rough thrusts of his cock from different
uncomfortable positions – and so much more. Megan was very healthy,
flexible and fit, and now she knew she had a wide threshold for pain. But that
didn’t mean she was totally, one hundred per cent into this kind of “thing”.


But what Heath wanted, she gave. To
please him was what really mattered. She understood now that he was a dominant,
someone who drew sexual arousal from bending another to his control. But even
she knew that it was more than just the sex; sex was just the beginning. There
was the bondage, the little acts of humiliation when she was made to kneel or
“service” and pleasure him – when she was placed in helpless positions that
made him able to ravish her any way he wished. The punishment. The pain. Oh,
the pain. She shivered when she thought of that.
Yes, it triggered much of the pleasure she felt during those times. True, pain
seemed somehow connected to parts of her brain that brought the ecstasy, the
bliss pouring forth. 


And yet…though he had shown her so
much in the past seventy two hours or so; though he had helped her explore so
many angles to her feminine awareness and sensuality, there was no way she
could say that she was any different from the woman she had been before she’d
met him. She was the same Megan, with simple needs and desires: to love, and be
loved in return. She knew Heath couldn’t give her that. He certainly wasn’t
offering it. 


From the start, a part of her had
known that even if he ever desired her, it would be with no real emotions
involved. Hadn’t she had that crazy dream with him demanding no-strings sex?
Looked like her subconscious had been trying to tell her something. True, she’d
been right in the beginning for suspecting he was attracted to her. And he’d
proven that by finally propositioning her to spend this weekend of sex,
bondage, sadism and domination games with him. Sure, it was no way in tandem
with what she’d have preferred, but she’d told herself that it was something,
an opportunity. What right-thinking woman wouldn’t want a chance with Heath
Mayer, especially when he had so many sides to him? 


He was romantic; he spoiled her
endlessly with gifts, some horrendously expensive, and some just thoughtful and
sweet. He was kind, he cared about her well-being.  After the sex he always cuddled her up,
or checked her carefully for any bruise or damage. He massaged her aches away,
and applied cool, soothing salves where needed. 


And he was attentive. He seemed to
enjoy listening to her, learning about what made her tick. He always sought out
topics they had in common, and they had shared such great conversation whenever
possible. He was fun, he knew how to have a good time, and give it. Whenever they
went out their time was filled with laughter, and excitement, and yes,
sensuality. He never, ever let her forget how attracted he was to her and how
much she turned him on. 


What woman could say no to all that?


But the question remained if it was
enough. Even though she knew she was crazy to want more, Megan knew she was
going to find it torturous to walk away when it came to an end tomorrow. 


And yet here he was, confusing her
with his words about wishing the weekend didn’t have to end just yet. What could
he mean?



 


 

Chapter Two



 

He let her know soon enough. 


She now felt his hand sifting
through the curls running down her back almost to the waist. She knew how much
he liked to touch her; her hair, her skin. He had no problem with public
displays. He’d been quite public with their relationship but then, this was New
York, not L.A. where they could be more easily recognized. Not that she thought
Heath would care. He certainly wasn’t ashamed of her and made her feel like a
flipping sex bomb every time they went out. She’d received enough envious
stares from women in public to know they’d give anything to be in her shoes.
Her confidence rose each passing day to the point that she felt she could stand
her own with any heiress, super model or A-lister he would have dated in the
past.


 “Megan,” Heath was saying softly,
breaking into her thoughts. “These past few days have been excellent, far more
than I ever imagined. I can’t describe enough how pleased I am with you. The
way you respond to me, the way you let me keep control whether I’m causing you
pain or pleasure. And you know I’m totally hot for your body.”


He flashed a grin at her and she
wondered if he could tell that those words made her shiver. But it also made
her heart sink. Was that was she was, his mere sex doll? To be desired and
played with, to be teased and tormented in turns? 


In a way, the thought thrilled her
immensely. After all, she found him incredibly hot as well. Each time they had
sex, he got her wetter than she’d ever been in her life. At first she’d been
scared that something wrong was happening to her vagina the way it kept
creating and emitting such moistness. But then she realized it was just the
mixture of what Heath was: powerful, exciting, handsome, sexy, and just…Heath. 


Oh dear, thought Megan with a
sudden lurch of her heart. Looked like she’d fallen head over heels for him.
Just three days and he’d drawn her effortlessly under his spell. She’d already
been mad for him to begin with, always fantasizing and dreaming about him after
the first time they’d come face to face. Getting to know him, sleeping with him
had made it all worse. How on earth was she going to survive The End? She asked
herself this for the umpteenth time but with more of a tug in her chest now
that she understood what she felt for him.


“So what do you want to do?” she
finally asked, turning to face him, schooling her features to conceal any sign
of hope, or pressure. She didn’t want him to ever think she was looking forward
to something deeper from him, something more.


He shrugged casually. “We still have
to leave tomorrow. I have important appointments waiting for me once we return.
But what I’m suggesting is that our…arrangement doesn’t have to end here in New
York. I want more of you, Megan.” 


The smoky quality in his cool grey
eyes became enhanced, mesmerizing. It stole her breath.


He continued in a deep, stirring
voice, “There’s so much I still want us to share. So far you’ve been perfect,
playing the role that I intended for you from the first time we met. You once
told me you dreamed that we would be together in some way. And I had wished for
it too so you could say this must be fate. Perhaps I was meant to be your
dominant and teach you all those things to help you discover your submissive
side. You, Megan, are an object of desire to me and when you surrender to all
those violent acts I perform on you, the pleasure becomes greater – for
both of us. And that’s what I want more of. To continue to have you give to me
the greatest gift you can give: yourself.”


With his hand cupping the back of
her head, he drew her forward and they met mid-way for a kiss. Right there with
the crowd and the music, his lips on hers smashed through her senses,
intoxicating her more than any amount of alcohol she’d drunk could ever do.


“Tonight, our play will be extra
special,” he murmured against her lips. Megan’s eyes were still closed
dreamily, her frame quivering from his taste, his scent. Both drove her off the
edge of reason. She couldn’t wait to have him again, come what may. She shuddered
to think of what agony she would have to endure to savor the ecstasy; but
somehow, she seemed to be now welcome the pain – crave it, in fact. 


“So far, the hotel suite has been
appropriate for our use,” he added, smudging a thumb over her swollen bottom
lip. “But in my L.A. home I have a befitting play room suited to every kind of
session I may wish us to enjoy. What I’m suggesting is, every weekend you spend
it with me. We can be as discreet as possible during the week considering your
status as my employee. But I’m thinking too that perhaps it would be wise for
you to change your job.”


He suddenly grinned at her panicked
expression. “Yes, yes, I know how much you love working for me,” he said with a
smirk, making Megan blush by reminding her of her enthusiastic words the first
time they met. “But if we’re going to be together, I really don’t want any
official policies standing in the way.”


What was he suggesting? A
relationship, an agreement, what? Megan’s head spun as she tried to figure out
what to make of his words. 


Heath Mayer seemed to sense her
confusion, because he brushed her cheek gently with his knuckles, adding,
“However, these things can be discussed much, much later, my pet. Right now I’m
concerned about other things.”


Megan shivered when he called her
“pet” in that deep, throbbing voice. Suddenly, she was brought into the space
and time where only he could bring her to. Swirling, sweltering passion filled
with peppery anguish and melting bliss.


“For starters, I think we’ve played
enough with toys,” he said jokingly, holding open his hand to reveal the little
black remote for the egg vibrator. Megan hid a soft giggle; she’d forgotten all
about the little velvet-textured orb stuck up her pussy. 


His eyes swept over her with
possessive desire. “You were right; we don’t really need them, do we? Why don’t
you go into the ladies’ room and take it out, my pet. I promise to keep my
finger off the buttons in the meantime. Or if you don’t trust me, I’ll simply
hand the remote to you.”


He had that mischievous, youthful
look on his face that always made her heart constrict with longing. Not for the
first time, she wished he was just Heath.
No dark, complex desires and none of his extreme ideas of control. But she hid
her wishful thinking behind a warm smile as she closed his palm over the remote
he held out in his palm. “No, I trust you, Heath. I’ll be back.” And with a
kiss to his cheek, she rose and walked through the pumping throng of the
partygoers.



 


 


 

Chapter Three



 

Heath was standing behind her,
fondling a heaving breast in one hand and sliding the other hand down her belly
to cup her pussy. 


He’d got her naked almost the second
she got through the door. His ardor wrapped around her like a molten cocoon. It
cloaked her in a mist of lust that he seemed able to dredge up at a second’s
notice. 


Megan started to moan when he
stroked her clit with his fingertips, rubbing her spreading wetness all over
the erect, hungry nub standing rigid from his roots.


“That’s one wet pussy – and
one hard clit, my sweet. Is it the after-effects of that egg vibrator, or is it
just me?” he teased, his lips trailing over the arch of her neck. With an
expert touch, he caressed that aching mound of flesh between her parted thighs.



“Just you, Sir,” she said on a sigh.
Lost in pleasure, she turned her head, seeking his mouth with her parted lips. 


Her gesture was greeted with a sharp
slap to her pussy. “Are you trying to kiss me without permission, little pet?”
he asked quietly, dangerously. 


Megan whimpered, going rigid as he
smacked her slick mons once again. He knew how to apply the right pressure to
make her feel the cross between sweetness and pain. Still, it brought her
stimulation either way. 


Heath gripped her hair and tugged it
so that her face was once more turned his way, their lips again brought so
close that only a breath separated them. “You know how I am when you forget any
little instruction, pet. 


“No…Sir, please,” Megan moaned,
suddenly needing to feel his tenderness. She didn’t want any more of this, not
right now. She just wanted straight-up, vanilla sex where he’d use his mouth to
make love to her all over and then slide deep into her pussy with a lover’s
deep hunger, not a dom’s sensual nemesis. 


“No pleading,” he snapped, pulling
harder on her neck and making it snap back sharply till she was staring up at
the ceiling. He licked at her earlobe and she shivered. “You mustn’t beg, my
sweet. It will only make me lose it even more. And you wouldn’t like it if I
trip off the edge. I don’t think you’re equipped just yet the full force of my
domination. And yet…tonight, I had planned to give you a bite of the apple. I
think I will, now, despite your little lapse.”


Megan hated the sound of whimpering
coming from her parted lips. She shivered in his arms and wondered what he
wanted to do to her now. Oh why had she tried to kiss him? Why had she
forgotten herself as well as the fact that this was a different ball game? So
many little rules, so many obligations. At first it was all good, dark fun but
now she just wanted normal. But she
was scared that if she asked that of him now, he would be disappointed in her.
He’d only ever wanted rough sex with her. He never seemed to like it any other
way. 


When he pushed her down on her
knees, she was trembling all over with expectation. He told her in a gruff
voice to take out his cock and suck him, so she did. By the time she’d freed
his impressively thick and long erection, she was almost panting to have him in
her mouth. She loved when she got the chance to put her hands on him, and she
gazed up at him for a few moments while she stroked firmly on his cock. The
powerfully veined shaft seemed to dwarf her small hands, and when he finally
grasped the back of her head to guide her mouth to him, she opened wide. 


The taste of his precum made her hum
with pleasure. Her lips stretched around his girth and it felt like he widened
and pulsed even more. Knowing he liked when she kept her eyes trained up at him
while she pleasured him with her mouth, she never looked away from his burning
gaze. 


With his hands still in her hair, he
shoved his slippery hard cock in her mouth and began to face-fuck her. She ran
her tongue around his crown, sucking hard till her cheeks hollowed out, making
him growl. When he decided to go deeper, she was ready, curbing her reflex to
gag as she took him down her throat. Her muscles rippled around him and this
time he let out a deep groan of a pleasure.


Suddenly, he pulled his cock from
her mouth. Next, he grabbed the back of her head, holding her by the neck
before suddenly lifting her off the ground. And then he all but tossed her upon
the sturdy desk in the office area of the suite, making her gasp. 


Megan leaned back on her elbows,
winded from being thrown around like that. Damn
he was strong! 


Faced with the fiery pull of his
powerful desire, she forgot all about her longing for vanilla sex. Who needed
everyday sex when she could have this; his strong hands, his driven passion,
his mastery?


She stared at him, her eyes glazed
with feminine wonder and desire. 


Heath was taking off his clothes,
and for once he wasn’t bothering about putting them neatly away. He tore them
off his body like they were on fire. And then when he was naked, he came to her
and pulled on her ankles till her butt was closer to the edge of the desk. 


She didn’t protest when his hands
slipped around her throat and pulled her up to a sitting position. He stood
there between her legs and gave her a rough, punishing kiss. His mouth ground
so hard against hers she felt him against her teeth. He crushed her with his
taste and firmness, making her gasp open-mouthed into his mouth.


There was a frenzy within her that
was escalated by the equal hunger she felt emanating from him. 


Tonight,
our play will be extra special, she remembered him promising at the party. But she
didn’t know what he meant till much, much later…



 


 


 

Chapter Four



 

He tore his mouth finally from hers,
dragging it down her arched neck. “Hands behind your head,” he commanded
gruffly, and once she obeyed, he bent his head to her upturned breast, rolling
a nipple around with his tongue.


Megan purred, her eyes closing
briefly as she felt his mouth cover a whole section of her breast, seizing up
the nipples and her flesh all at once. He nibbled and pulled, driving the innocent
tip into a hard, greedy nub of lust. 


A groan passed from her throat as he
switched to the other breast. His teeth sank roughly around her aureole and she
almost forgot herself enough to grasp at the back of his head to ease off the
pressure of him biting her nipple. She managed to catch herself just in time
for making that slip, keeping her hands linked behind her head as he ravaged
both nipples, suckling hard on one and pinching the other fiercely.


It was so hard to keep quiet, not
when he was playing with her breasts. They were so sensitive to his every touch
and already, he was making her pussy folds drip like a tap due to the sensual
attention he paid to her full, firm tits. 


He popped her nipple from his mouth
at last and she gave a whimper of protest. She felt his hand push on her chest
till she leaned back on the desk, her spine arching as his lips made a wet trek
down her concave belly. He spread her legs farther apart, opening her bald
pussy up to his eyes and mouth.


When he tasted her there, she almost
came. 


His mouth fell heavily on her mons
and he rubbed his lower face into the spongy, smooth flesh. Her pussy lips were
engorged with want as well as her clitoris that seemed to glow like a neon
sign.


As always, when he began to use his
fingers as well as his tongue to tease her sex, Megan felt like she was
floating on a cloud. Her hips bucked and she thrust herself harder into his
face. It was only when he slapped her inner thighs and warned her to “keep
still!” that she whimpered and stopped moving around too much. But it was hell
to do so. 


He’d worked her up to a point that
she was ready to lift off. There was nothing left to hold on to; she was
slipping off the ledge, ready to fall into the waiting abyss.


Just in time, she clawed back unto
the brink, pushing back the orgasm that threatened to spurt from her unto his
delving tongue.  She bit on her lip
so hard she almost drew blood, and felt grateful when he suddenly shifted his
mouth from her sodden cunt.


She felt his tongue tease lower, at
her winking crack, and she let out a shuddery moan. That flicking tongue of his
became the center of her universe, as he wet her clenching asshole. It wasn’t
his first time of paying attention to her anal entrance; she always loved when
he chose to stimulate that very sensitive, responsive region. He’d taught her
early enough with his tongue and fingers, as well as a few anal toys, just how
delicious the nerve endings there could be. 


As he lapped at her dark hole, his
fingers dipped into her pussy slit. Soon he was retrieving those moistened
digits and one by one, introduced them into her back door. 


Megan was at the height of her
deepest arousal; she’d danced over the knife-edge of release so long that her
muscles felt at ease, compliant. He slipped his index finger in first, and
fucked her ass with it for a minute before slowly, pushing in his middle finger
alongside. Soon, he was sawing in and out of her anal ring with those fingers
lubricated from her cunt juice.


She heard deep grunts of pleasure
echoing around the room and blushed to realize she was the one making the
guttural noises.  The suite spun
round and round in a cyclonic whirl 


“I want you to come for me,” was all
he said, before latching his mouth unto her clit. It was like tripping into a
hot tub. Megan felt him knuckle-fucking her ass at the same time he was sucking
on her clit, and she lost it. The orgasm she’d reined so tightly in simply
burst its dam once he gave the directive. She was almost senseless with the
bliss spasming all over her so that it took her a second to realize he’d
straightened from in between her laps. He slapped on protection and without
further ceremony, plunged into her cunt. 


*


Heath rocked in and out of her
sensitized pussy for only a few minutes, standing in between her legs, as she
lay sprawled back on the sturdy desk. She watched his muscles ripple strongly
over his perfect frame and felt mesmerized, her whole body jolting with each
masterly thrust.


“I’m going to use every part of your
body to fulfill my needs, little pet. You know what that means, don’t you?” he
asked on a thick growl, stroking his cock back and forth within her hungrily
grasping cunt. The throes of her just concluded orgasm had left her dazed and
almost nerveless as he pounded her vaginal walls. She stared into his
lust-darkened eyes and was filled with a sudden blistering anticipation.


When she didn’t – couldn’t
reply, he added with soft, sweet promise, “It means, sweet doll that I’m going
to violate your ass with my cock the same way I’ve violated your mouth, your
pussy…and you’re going to love every minute of it.”


*


There was no way she could keep from
shuddering at his words. 


Megan felt him apply lubrication to
her tight rosebud and she wondered why she did nothing to stop him. Did nothing
to stop his erect cock finally popping inch by inch through her anal chute. She
was now leaning on her side, her leg lifted high by her elbow hooked under her
knee, which made her asshole more available for his demanding invasion. 


Her lips parted in a wide “O” at the
almost unbearable feeling of fullness; her well lubricated ass sucking his
pushing cock. He slid in hard and deep till his hips smacked against her
bottom. Then she screamed.


He began to piston in and out and
the burning sweetness was incredible. Her voice now hoarse, her open lips were
panting as he pumped her ass with that meaty cock. Her breathing grew shorter
and she felt the sexual delight build and rise within her bowels. Nothing had
really ever prepared her for this; the anal toys had opened her up literally
and figuratively to the idea of taking things up her ass. But Heath’s cock – that was a whole new
ballgame. 


“Oh God, oh God,” she gasped, a
grimace of mixed emotions crossing her face. She felt every pulsing inch of him
in her anal cavity, which he plundered with deep enjoyment, his face a mask of
heedless lust. 


And as if all this wasn’t intense
enough, he ramped the edge by taking up his belt which he doubled and began to
slap over her slick, exposed pussy. Megan’s body jolted at the stinging impact
play, shocked pleasure rushing through her bone marrow. She opened her mouth
wide in a shriek but no sound came out. He smacked her pussy lips over and over
with his belt in a beat that matched his cock fucking her ass. Agony, bliss,
torture and a black, limitless ecstasy flooded through her. The belt ignited
her clit with each strike and she could only stare with dazed desire into his
narrowed, lustful eyes.


“Tell me who you belong to, little
pet,” Heath ordered with a voice so raspy it was unrecognizable. “Tell me
you’re mine…always remember who owns you…owns every part of you.”


Megan whimpered, the anguish from
his spanking of her pussy warring in equal measure with the ecstasy derived
from his thickness stretching her nether hole.


“Tell
me,” Heath growled, backing the words with more sharp taps from his belt.
There was a burning everywhere, making it feel like her lower body was buried
in lava. She couldn’t tear her eyes from his, couldn’t bring herself to deny
him what he wanted to hear.


“Sir, I’m yours,” she panted, the
words coming out on a croak. “I belong to you. You…own…me.”


He groaned, his handsome face
wreathing with an expression close to pain. He jerked his hips and drove
himself deep into her ass to the hilt. Megan chose to center her being on the
circle of pleasure hidden within the searing ring of pain in which she was
turning. Round and round, she swirled in the vortex.


“Aaah, fuck!” Heath roared, the speed of his thrusts coming so fast that
each one blurred into the next. 


Megan saw from his face that he was
lost to his passions. Every muscular detail in his naked form stood out, golden
and beautiful. His loins seemed to tense and as his cock pulsed within the
clinging walls of her ass, she knew he was about to explode.


“Do it, pet,” he said, watching her
body start to heave in answer to the rage building in his thrusts. The belt was
slapping faster and harder on her clit, and she knew exactly what he meant.
With one well-aimed strike to the very apex of her clitoris, he sent her
hurtling over the cliff. 


She let go a squeal that seemed to
vibrate off the walls. He was grunting hard, his hips moving in grinding,
pumping jabs that tore into her very bowels. Just seconds after her orgasm
turned her into a convulsing mass of boneless flesh, he pounded his last,
arching his back as he strained his shaft into her asshole as far as it could
go. Mighty vibrations echoed within her anal walls and he flung the belt away,
grasping the back of her head. 


He pulled her shoulders off the desk
and bent over her so that their foreheads touched, locking his fevered gaze
with hers. Megan wanted to hold on but couldn’t, that black cloak swirling over
her and enclosing her in its immense shadows. Her eyes fluttered closed and she
blanked out, her head falling back.



 


 


 

Chapter Five



 

A few moments and a lifetime
later…the shadows cleared and Megan was looking into his clear, grey eyes.
She’d never seen them so tender, never heard his voice sound so soft as his
gentle arms cradled her and carried her to the bed. 


I’m right
here, sweet pet. You’re ok…I’ve got you. She heard the words and they soothed
her, magically made every tremble in her body ease into a sigh of completeness.
Now they were in bed, underneath the covers, which he drew up around them as he
held her tightly to his warm, powerful body. He kept crooning words in her ear
and it was the perfect lullaby, his arms around her the perfect down comforter.



She hummed softly under her breath,
and when he kissed her lips she returned the warm pressure, telling him
wordlessly how OK she was now. Yes, here she was fine. It was later she had to
worry about…. 


* * *


Megan stared at the number on her
ringing cell phone, contemplating whether she should pick it up. It had been
more two weeks since that trip to New York. A lot had happened since then
– or more to the point, nothing had really happened at all.


Megan’s choice to walk away from
Heath Mayer had been the toughest she’d ever had to make. 


She hadn’t even been sure of her
decision until the limousine that had picked them off from the airport dropped
her in front of her apartment.


He’d kissed her lingeringly; making
plans for dinner together in a couple of days, as well as ordering her with a
smile to get some rest.


It was when the door closed shut
behind her that she’d slumped against it, hearing the powerful stretch limo
drive away. Her mind had stayed blank for a long time as she’d slid to the
floor, hugging her arms around her.


She decided then and there that she
was ending it with Heath – whatever “it” was. 


His calls…his emails and texts
– at first she answered them with a vagueness that she hoped would send a
message. 


A few days later, she simply stopped
answering his calls. She then managed to take time off from work. She hadn’t
told her pals Ursula and Lisa anything about Heath Mayer or the fact that she’d
spend a steamy weekend in New York with him. She’d simply let them know she
needed some time alone, away from everyone.


Now she looked at the phone as it
continued to ring. The number ID was unfamiliar and she was reluctant to answer
it. Before the final ring though she decided to pick the call. She finally gave
a sigh of relief when she discovered it was just a friend of hers. Megan had
chosen to stay at this brownstone home belonging to one of her aunts while she
thought about what she wanted to do next. 


The brownstone was secluded and
unoccupied apart from Megan. The last week of solitude had helped her heal,
inside – which was where she’d really been hurting.


She’d made another decision, and
that was to stop working for Heath Mayer’s company. She needed a clean break.
With the way she felt, she just couldn’t risk being around temptation. She’d
already been sending out applications and as soon as possible, she was going to
properly resign.


It all happened easier than she
imagined. It took less than a month for her to procure employment with another
well-established consultancy firm. She was getting her life back on track and
there was fulfillment to be had in that. In private though, she was still a wreck.


That evening was chilly and
surprisingly so. Megan had a few items in a grocery bag that she intended for
breakfast the next morning. She was walking back to her new apartment and
struggling with the hem of her sweater as it was snatched by the breeze. As her
heels clattered on the sidewalk, she heard another sound that made her turn her
head. The near-silent whirr of a powerful car. She did a double-take at the
sight of the black, sleek-lined Audi slowly coming to stop right beside her.
Before she could even think, a familiar figure got out of the automobile.


She saw the brush of raven hair
across a proud, handsome forehead, and then those cool grey eyes. Those
beautiful lips were cut in a thin line and his expression had an unfathomable
cast to it. Megan’s shopping almost dropped from her limp arms in shock.


“Heath!” she exclaimed, feeling the
sudden urge to run but unable to move from the spot in which she seemed rooted.
He was dressed in dark jeans, an even darker shirt and a leather jacket. By the
time he’d reached her side and grabbed her arm, she’d managed to break out of
her trance.


“Let me go!” snapped Megan, tugging
her elbow from his grip without success.


He was pulling her towards the
nearby car, unlocking the passenger door.


“Get in,” he said brusquely.


“No! How the hell did you find me?”


His eyes narrowed as he turned to
look at her. “Is there anywhere in the city that you could run where you think
I wouldn’t find you?”


“I didn’t run!” she protested
angrily. “I just…I left.”


His lips curled derisively. “Yes,
you left. Your job, even your apartment. Then you took the time to send back
every item I ever bought for you, down to the last trinket and designer outfit.
Well done, Megan, you made your point that you wanted nothing more to do with
me.”


“So why are you here?” she asked,
digging her heels in to keep from being flung into the front seat of his car.


Heath Mayer expelled an angry
breath. “Because even a cad like me deserves the right to an explanation,
Megan.”


“I never thought you were a cad,”
she said, more quietly.


His dark brow tilted. “But then you
treated me like I was. Avoided me, ignored my calls and generally gave me the
leper treatment.” He expelled an angry breath. “Look, I’m not going to keep us
standing here while we discuss this. Get in, please. We’re going back to your
place.”


“I’m not going anywhere with you,”
Megan said calmly, lifting her chin defiantly. “And I don’t know how you knew
where to find me…?”


“Easy, Megan,” he replied stiffly.
“Private investigators, phone records…you called a few of your friends at work,
remember? It wasn’t difficult to get it traced back here.”


Megan finally managed to snatch her
arm from his grip. She did remember frequently giving Lisa and Ursula a call on
their office phones, just to say hello. She’d never have dreamed that Heath
could find a way to track her using that. But then he was a rich, powerful man
and could get things done if he put his mind to it.


And he’d certainly put his mind to
finding her. But for what end? She stared up at his darkly handsome face and
warded off another shiver. He looked furious, hurt, even confused. She stamped
down the urge to soften her heart in his favor.


“Look, just tell me what you want,”
she said tiredly. “Because thre’s no way I’m going back with you to my place.
Whatever you have to say, let’s do it here.”


He glanced around, and seemed to
spot some kind of coffee place. “Or we could just go in there. I’m not having a
talk with you out in the street, Megan,” he said.


At last, she gave a curt nod and they
crossed the road together to the waiting diner. He held open the door and she
walked into the nicely warm interior. They got a table, ordered some coffee,
and only when it arrived did he finally turn to her with a no-nonsense
expression.


“So, tell me why you left me.”


His simple opener made her start.
But then Megan took a few seconds to collect her thoughts before replying. “How
could I leave you when we were never together?”


Heath drew in an angry hissing
breath, before calming himself enough to say lightly, “I was under the
impression that we at least had something. Something worth discussing before
putting such a selfish and thoughtless end to it.”


Megan huffed. “Sure, we had
something. A few nights of fun in New York. And once we got back in L.A. you simply
assumed I’d want it to continue.”


“You didn’t say no when I asked you,
Megan. I told you what I wanted and you never objected.” His eyes were
darkening with controlled fury.


Megan shrugged. “That’s just it,
Heath. You never really asked. You
merely laid out what you wanted and assumed I’d just go with it. That I’d just
want to continue being your…sex slave, making my body available whenever you
wished it. I guess you are so used to having your own way that it never
occurred to you that this wasn’t what I wanted.”


“You’re right,” he said calmly. “I’m
a cocky sonofabitch sometimes. So tell me, what do you want? I’m asking now.
You’ve already made it clear you don’t want to be my “sex slave”. Apparently it
didn’t occur to you that that wasn’t the only thing I wanted you to be to me.”


“Yeah, right,” she said with the
same huffy tone she’d used earlier. “Weekends at your place, exploring the
delights of your playroom. Being your little sex toy on demand. That was fun
for the weekend but I wasn’t ready to make it my way of life; not when I…”


She broke off, biting on her lip and
looking away. The anger in his eyes could have frightened her but she’d never
really been afraid of him. She’d always known he’d pose no physical danger to
her. He’d never act violently or give her cause to feel unsafe. But he did have
a severe look on his face that made her heart flutter. She guessed he was mad
because he hated being thwarted. And she did hate to be in this position,
defying him when her whole heart still ached just looking at him.


“Go on; finish what you were about
to say. When you what?” Heath asked, his tone deceptively mild.


When I’m so
madly in love with you, Megan added silently, but couldn’t say anything in reply.
She simply looked at him, suddenly noticing the drawn edge to his face. Was it
possible that her actions had hurt him or caused him some kind of emotional
strain? Was there a chance he cared and was that the reason he’d taken all this
trouble to find her? 


At last, he expelled a hard breath,
facing her again. “I apologize. I didn’t know I gave the impression that all I
really wanted from you was your body. I’ll admit it may have started out that
way. But then it all switched up on me. It didn’t take a few hours with you in
New York for me to decide you were different, special. When you decided to cut
me out of your life, I was worried that I’d frightened you away with my…sexual
demands. I knew all that stuff was new to you and you impressed me the way you
so genuinely got into it. If there was a chance I was too rough with you,
especially that last night…”


“No, it wasn’t that at all,” Megan
said quickly, her hand closing over his on the table without thinking. When he
stiffened in surprise beneath her touch, she drew her hand away with a blush.


“You’re wrong to think it had
anything to do with what we shared as lovers,” she added. “It was my choice; I
told you I could handle it and you didn’t do anything that would make me have
anything against you. I mean I could have used the safe-word anytime I needed if
it got too much. So no, it wasn’t the sex.”


“So what was it, Megan?” he asked
softly, and suddenly he looked hurt, and for a moment, the most vulnerable
she’d ever seen him. “I’m sexually dominant by nature. I won’t deny that fact
and my past lovers were always made to understand this coming into the
relationship. Normally it’s not a problem for me finding a woman ready to “sub”
for me, women who are already involved in the lifestyle. Most times, these
women come to me asking me to be
their dom. I guess I’ve never had to do much chasing Megan and maybe that’s
turned me into too much of an arrogant jerk.”


“Look…”


“No, you look,” he said, taking her
hand firmly in his. “”I’m still not sure exactly why you did what you did, but
I’m beginning to understand a little of it. I came across all wrong with my
attitude of “no strings” as if nothing we shared really mattered. Because it
did, every minute. Even when I was…propositioning you, I already knew you were
a woman who could make an impact where it mattered. And I wanted to explore
that. Why do you think I suggested you left my company? I didn’t want anything
standing between the chance for us to be together. If I wanted something
casual, I’d have just continued with things as they were. I totally wanted to
be with you for real and now I feel like kicking myself for making you believe
any differently.”


Megan’s eyes fell, as she inwardly
felt her heart flutter with hope. She stared down at his hand covering hers,
the dark hairs coating his tanned skin finely. A shiver of awareness she was so
sure had gone for good sizzled deep within her core. Just like the first time.


“I still don’t know what you want,”
she said, finally looking up at him, her expression guarded.


He threw his arms open expansively.
“A fresh start. You and me. Starting now, sharing coffee, having a talk. And
hopefully, continuing with getting to know each other better. And if either of
us decides to let it get deeper, then those options will be kept open, too.”


His grin suddenly flashed in a
devilish glint of white that rocked her universe. How could she resist him when
he smiled like that, which made him look younger, even boyish? A playful Heath
Mayer was the most freakish panty-dropper ever. She just wanted to grab his
hand, take him to some dark back alley and…


She wasn’t sure what he saw in her
eyes, but the twinkle in his eyes deepened warmly. 


“So, Miss Kerry, what do you think?”


“I think…I think I like your
proposition, Mr. Mayer,” she said softly, returning his humorous smile. “And,
considering our past liaisons, I’m ah… beginning to wonder if we shouldn’t skip
right from sharing coffee and straight to the getting deeper part.”


The twinkle in his eye fired up into
an outright flare. A resulting rush of heat turned the apex of her thighs
almost liquid. Megan squeezed her knees tightly together. 


“That sounds like a plan,” Heath
said, his voice taking on a definite rasp.


Megan smiled sultrily. “Then I think
it’s time you take me home.”
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