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          Hunting Beauty

        

      

    
    
      This is no fairytale, and I’m no prince. And there are much more dangerous things in these woods than big bad wolves or poisoned apples. Things like me.

      They’ll say this is wrong.

      They’ll say she’s too young for me - that she’s too untouched.

      They’ll say a sweet and innocent princess like her has no business being anywhere near a roughneck soldier like me.

      They’re right.

      But poisoned apple or not, I’ve had a taste of her forbidden fruit, and I’ll be damned if I’m not after another bite.

      She should run away. She should say no. But she seems to be having a problem saying anything but yes to the things I want to show her.

      Very, very bad things.

      Her father, my King, wants to send her to suitor’s ball to find a husband. Royal or not, I’ll show these fancy, frilly princes what a real man is, and I’ll show her how a real man claims his woman.

      Princess Adele might not’ve been looking for trouble when she stepped into my woods, but she’s about to find it.

      Every inch of it.

      

      *Please note that each of the Possessing Beauty books are completely standalone stories centered around one couple, with no cliffhangers.

      

      JK, I lied. This one’s so sweet it’ll make your fillings hurt. Hunting Beauty is a quick and steamy modern fairytale involving an utterly obsessed alpha hero and enough insta-love, kindle-melting steam, and sugary-sweetness to make you swoon for more. If you love over-the-top, slightly unrealistic, and wildly dirty stories, this one’s for you! HEA with NO CHEATING!
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          Chapter 1

        

        Adele

      

    
    
      I shivered as the icy chill of the water engulfed me. I came up sputtering, laughing and shrieking as the freezing cold water of the pool took the air from my lungs.

      “Holy fuck that's cold!”

      Anya raised a brow. “Hardly appropriate talk for a princess.”

      I giggled, rolling my eyes and splashing her, making her shriek.

      “Yeah neither is skinny dipping with the help.”

      Anya’s jaw dropped as she splashed me right back. “Oh you are dead,” she laughed.

      I loved pushing my best friend’s buttons like this. Technically, yes, Anya was my “personal head of royal affairs.” In the olden days, I would have called her my “head lady in waiting” or some other nonsense. But seeing as this was the modern world, she was more than just someone who laid out clothes for me and gossiped with me about royal affairs. Okay, we did all that too I guess, but she was sort of more like a personal assistant, meets secretary, meets personal trainer, meets fashion help, with a big dose of best friend.

      She wasn’t directly royalty, not by blood — and yes, people still kept track of that stuff even in this day and age. But with her mother being on my father’s royal council and her father being a judge, her official title was “lady.”

      I could vouch there there were many unladylike things about Anya, but a best friend never squeals.

      We were the same age, but she was much more worldly than me, having not been raised in the proverbial glass tower I’d been. She’d been to parties, she’d traveled, had boyfriends, had sex.

      You know, unlike me.

      Not for lack of wanting it, I can tell you, but it’d just never happened. For one, because — again, as if this were the ancient world — I was supposed to be “waiting” until I was married off to some prince or something. The problem there was that most, if not all, princes sucked. They were primped, and pretty, and smelled like perfume. And sure, they were usually good looking, but it was always in this store-bought sort of “fake” way. I’d thought plenty of times about running off and just “getting it over with” — just having sex and being done with it. But then, the problem was that any of the ready and available princes who were more than happy to deflower a virgin princess were all that — princes. Polished, primped, arrogant, and snobby.

      Basically nothing that ever turned me on. My problem was, the kind of men who gave me shivers or kept me up at night thinking bad thoughts about were not the prince-ly type. I dreamt of hardened, gruff, manly men. Men with chest hair, maybe older — men who worked with their hands.

      Basically the kind of man I could never be with, being a princess.

      I was always jealous of Anya for having the freedom she had not being true royalty, and I ended up living vicariously through her when she’d go to parties or on dates with the kind of guy I secretly lusted over.

      In another world, she’d be my bad influence — sneaking me out and helping me get to parties. But no, Anya was actually almost like a big sister at times despite being the same age. She was protective, and honestly saw it as her job as both my head of affairs and best friend to keep me out of trouble, not bring me to it.

      Something like today was a nice compromise. It wasn’t parties with drinking and guys, but an escape from the castle life anyways. We’d been coming here to the spring pools in Withering Wood since we were kids. These days, people seemed to have mostly forgot about the pools and waterfall out here. The hiking paths had all but disappeared, and coming out here felt like a true adventure. Plus, it was hot as hell outside, and a cold dip felt awesome.

      “Okay, first of all.” Anya sighed. “This is not skinny dipping. Skinny dipping is nude — underwear is basically like wearing a swimsuit.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Details details. I can strip if you really want the full skinny dipping with royalty experience.”

      She laughed. “Hey you do you. This water is fucking cold enough without getting totally nude. Besides, with skin like yours? Keep that shit covered if you can or you’ll burn.”

      “Yes mother,” I drawled.

      She stuck her tongue out at me as she crawled up onto one of the big flat rocks by the water.

      “I’m just saying, you’re like, beyond pale.”

      “Yeah, which is why I should get a freaking tan for once.”

      She wrinkled her nose. “Nah, don’t. I think tans are overrated. Besides, you look great. With your skin tone with that hair? Please.”

      “I look like a shut in.”

      “No way! Honestly, you’ve got great skin. When the rest of us are all wrinkly when we get older, you’ll be a knockout.”

      A knockout, like Anya was now. Golden skin, long luxurious chestnut hair, and thin hips. Okay, I had her beat in the curves department by a long shot, but still — pale skin and jet black hair wasn’t exactly the fairy tale image of the princess. She was.

      I sighed as I joined her on the rock, laying out and letting the sun warm us. Dainty skin or not, we were basically totally under tree cover here. The sun filtered down through leafy greenery, warming just enough to get the chill of the mountain stream pool off our skin.

      “We should probably head back soon,” she sighed. “Before they send a search party for you and arrest me for kidnapping you.”

      “I wouldn’t want to be kidnapped by anyone else.”

      She laughed. “Well, besides, you’ve got that dress fitting tonight for that ball.”

      I groaned. “Do not remind me.”

      “Hey, princess duties. Besides, it’s my job to remind you. Literally.”

      “It’s going to be stupid.”

      “It’s going to be fun! A ball, at your uncle’s palace in Avlion? Dude, fancy dresses, a gorgeous castle, lots of cute single guys, and duh, your cousins?”

      I grinned, thinking of Isla, Imogen, and Ilana. Okay, it as going to be great to see them, but the rest of it could go stuff itself.

      “Princes, Anya. They’re the worst.”

      “There are some hot princes out there, for the record, some of which are going to that ball I hear.”

      “Like?”

      “Prince Magnus, of Zale?”

      I made a face. “Uh, manwhore much?”

      “Could be what you need?”

      I blushed as she stuck her tongue out at me.

      “There’s the Charming brothers?”

      I bit my lip. “Okay, granted, hot.”

      “See?”

      “But, eh, not my type.”

      “You have no type. Hence being eighteen and a virgin.”

      “No thanks to you!”

      She laughed. “Ooo, there’s Prince Logan”

      My brow went up. “The scary dude from Torsund?”

      She grinned. “Be honest, he is kinda hot.”

      “But terrifying.”

      Anya laughed. “But definitely terrifying.”

      “Ugh, okay fine. Dress fitting it is.”

      Anya jumped up and dove into the water coming up shrieking.

      “Fuck that’s cold. Okay, that was my last one. I’m going to go dry off and pee and put some clothes on.”

      “Yeah, same.”

      I didn’t jump in, I just jumped off onto the dirt and moss of the tree-line and grabbed my discarded sun dress. My skin was basically dry at that point, so I figured I’d just just take the damp underwear off and wear the dress home to the palace.

      I ducked into the woods and behind a tree and slipped my bra off. I shivered a little, slipping the soaking wet panties down my legs and kicking them off. It’s a weird feeling being naked in the woods, but there was something so fun about it. And for second, I could pretend I wasn’t Princess Adele of Berne and just pretend I was some forest person living here in the trees. I could smell the scent of the woods, and feel the moss and the leaves beneath my bare feet. I took a deep breath, filling my lungs with the clean, fresh air.

      There was a breeze suddenly, and my daydreaming was cut short by my sundress suddenly blowing from my fingers. I cursed and raced after it, my bare feet padding over the mossy ground as I ducked behind another tree and finally caught it with my toe.

      “Stupid dress,” I muttered, sighing and standing as I yanked it off the ground and—

      And I froze.

      I would have screamed, but I couldn’t, not with my heart in my throat like that.

      The man was three feet from me, and positively oozing raw masculinity. He towered over me, his dark eyes burning right into mine, his stubbled jaw tight, and his bare chest heaving and sweaty. He was like a hero from a romance book stepping right off the pages. He was the rough, masculine man from my most private dreams, come to life.

      And here I was three feet from him, completely naked with just a sundress in my hands, barely covering me.

      The camouflage pants he wore, along with the rifle slung over his shoulder and the camo pack on his back made him military without a doubt. For a second, I almost screamed again, thinking he might be one of the separatist fighters that had taken to the hills on the outskirts of Berne. But my eyes landed on the patch on his pack, the rough seal of Berne. Which meant he was our soldier — a soldier in my father’s royal guard.

      I should have screamed.

      I should have ran.

      I should have gotten as far away from the strange, gorgeous woodsman as quickly as I could.

      …What I shouldn’t have done was stay right where I was. What I shouldn’t have done was let my eyes just fall into his.

      And what I definitely shouldn’t have done, there in those woods all alone with him, was get incredibly turned on.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        Damon

      

    
    
      She was perfect.

      Sweet, young, flawless, innocent perfection. Porcelain skin, dark, jet black hair like mine, bee-stung lips, and striking blue eyes. But then, you can be sure my gaze didn’t stop there — not with a girl as gorgeous as that standing there utterly naked.

      My cock throbbed between my legs as my hungry gaze moved to the gentle swell of her breast and the soft pink nipples capping them that begged to be sucked on. My eyes devoured her — the flare of her hips, the softness of her belly, the long legs.

      Holy fuck she was a goddess. Everything about her screamed at me to take her — to claim her as mine. I needed to have her, and my cock agreed with me, pulsing rock hard in my pants. My pulse roared with the need to make her mine. I wanted to shove her against that tree, wrap those thighs around my waist, and plunge every single throbbing inch of my cock inside of her.

      I wanted to feel her sweet juices run down my balls as she squealed for more. I wanted to bend her over and run my tongue over every inch of her. I wanted all of her, instantly. And yet, it wasn’t just my cock that wanted her. One look in those eyes and I fell — like, fell fell. As in, the ground slipped out from beneath me, and time stood still.

      And nothing else mattered

      Not the mission, not the danger that could be anywhere. Not that I was on duty. Not that she was clearly way too young for a man my age.

      But fucking none of that mattered right then, because this girl was perfection. She pulled something inside of me — she connected dots I’d left unconnected. She fit into the hole that’d been ripped out of my heart years ago.

      In one single second, I saw it all in her. Tripping, falling into those eyes, I saw a life I’d only imagined. I saw a home. I saw her waiting for me in the doorway.

      I saw the way her lips ached for a kiss even before I’d come up the walkway. Shit, I saw children — dark hair, her eyes, my tanned skin.

      One second, and my whole world changed.

      She gasped, suddenly yanking the flimsy garment in her hand up to her chin, as if that would hide her. Her eyes darted over mine, her hands tight on what appeared to be a dress of some sort.

      “I—”

      “Damon,” I growled lowly.

      Yeah, smooth, asshole.

      “I’m Damon.”

      She nodded, her eyes wide.

      She could have screamed

      She could have run shrieking from the man who’d just walked in on her changing in the woods.

      But she didn’t do either of those things. She stood where she was, her lips parted, her pulse beating in the hollow of her neck.

      I couldn’t keep away.

      I couldn’t not touch her a second longer, as much as I knew moving closer might shatter all of this, like startling a songbird perched on a branch. But I couldn’t stay away. I stepped forward, fully expecting her to run.

      She didn’t. Her breath caught, and she shivered, but she never moved back, not even when I moved right into her.

      “Where the hell have you been?” I murmured, feeling like I was under a spell.

      Her brow wrinkled, her lips curling slightly

      “I’m not sure what you mean,” she whispered.

      “Where the hell have you been all my damn life?” I murmured.

      She smiled shyly.

      “Tell me your name.”

      She bit her lip, her hands tightening on the thin dress barely covering her nude body.

      “That’s a bit forward.”

      I raised a brow. “Forward? No, forward would be telling you you’re the most gorgeous creature I’ve ever seen. That you’re an angel. That you’ve put a spell on me, and now I can’t seem to look away.”

      She blushed, the pink blooming on her porcelain cheeks as she grinned.

      I stepped closer, and she gasped.

      “Forward, would be telling you I want to run my tongue over every inch of you until you’re begging me to stop.”

      She gasped, loudly, her face bright red. I grinned.

      Good.

      Let this little wood nymph get all flustered by me. And I could tell it wasn’t flustered in a bad way. Not in the way her cheeks glowed, and the way her hands tightened on that dress. The way her nipples poked through it.

      “So you won’t tell me your name.”

      She shook her head, her eyes never leaving mine, her breath coming in pants as I moved forward.

      “What if I made it worth your while?”

      She whimpered.

      Fuck.

      My cock grew another fucking half inch, if that was even possible at this point.

      “Worth my while?”

      “A trade,” I grinned. My hand moved towards her, and I watched her hesitate for one second, a shiver running through her body. I paused, but when her brow wrinkled, and when her hips subtly arched towards me, I knew she craved it as much as I did.

      My hand continued, until fingers brushed her bare, warm hip.

      I groaned.

      I could have grabbed her right there, spread those legs, and taken her right then. Fuck, I almost did, but this little dance was too much fun. The slow tease, the waiting until this little angel was begging me to take her. I didn’t know who the fuck she was out here — some farmer’s daughter? Just a weekend hiker? We were barely within the boundaries of King Lorne’s kingdom of Berne — wild territory, near where the insurgents were in hiding.

      I liked that she was out here — unbridled, dangerous; a wild streak I wanted to tame.

      I moved closer.

      “And how will you make it worth my while?” she asked coyly.

      “Angel,” I murmured, making her gasp as my lisp barely moved against her ear. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”

      She gaped, her body arching towards me

      “I—”

      “I could start with this.”

      My lips found her neck, brushing the skin. She whimpered, and when my mouth fastened there, my tongue teasing her soft, tender skin, she moaned quietly.

      “How about now?”

      “I— I’m not sure.”

      My hand found her dress, and I pulled it. She gasped as I tore it from her hands, but she didn’t resist either, and she didn’t run. She shivered, a little moan on her lips as her body was bared to me again.

      I groaned, moving right against her. Her breasts pressed into my bare chest, nipples teasing over my skin as she moaned lowly. My hand slid over her waist, moving to cup that perfect, soft ass.

      “I— we should stop this,” she whimpered.

      “Should we?” I growled. “Says the bad little girl standing around naked in my woods?”

      She moaned. “Your woods? No, they belong to King Lorne.”

      “Under my watch though.”

      “And I wasn’t naked, I was changing.”

      “And yet here you are.”

      My hand kneaded her skin as I brought my lips to hers.

      “Tell me your name.”

      “Uh-uh.” She shook her head “I—”

      She moaned as I kissed her, hard. My tongue pressed in, seeking her as I parted her lips with mine. She whimpered, her tongue eagerly sliding over mine. I groaned as I pulled her tight little body against mine, my cock throbbing like hot iron against her bare pussy, threatening to tear its way out of my pants.

      My hand on her ass moved lower, centering. She gasped, panting hard as my hand slipped between her thighs from behind, moving until I could feel the slick, wet lips of her cunt.

      “We can’t—!” she gasped.

      “Can’t we?” I suddenly froze. “How old are you?”

      “Eighteen,” she breathed.

      I groaned as my finger pushed against her opening, and she stiffened, whimpering.

      “Tell me your name.”

      “I— I can’t.”

      “And why not?”

      She shook her head. “I just—”

      “Adele!”

      The voice cut through the woods from behind her, and we broth froze.

      “Adele, where are you?”

      Her yes darted to mine, pleading, as if asking me to stay silent.

      “I’m here!” She said quickly, her voice shaking as she called over her shoulder. Her eyes never left mine.

      I pushed my finger in deeper, watching her jaw drop and her eyes go wider.

      “Are you changed yet?” the other girl’s voice called.

      “One second!”

      “Okay, hurry up, we have to leave soon!”

      “Okay, one—”

      She moaned quietly as my my finger slipped over her hard little clit.

      “One second,” her voice trembled, her eyes darting over mine,

      “I have to to go,” she husked.

      “Where can I find you?”

      There was no way I was letting her get away like this. Not a chance unless I knew specifically where to find her.

      “You can’t,” she whispered.

      “I will,” I growled.

      She bit her lip. “You say that, but you won’t.”

      “Adele, huh?”

      She nodded.

      “Adele, let’s go!”

      “Okay!” she called over her shoulder, her eyes still locked on mine. “I— I really do have to go.”

      “I will find you if you leave,” I said, my voice a low growl and my pulse roaring in my veins.

      There was a loud sigh from her friend somewhere back in the trees.

      “Adele White, we are going to be late!”

      The world went still, and my gut dropped. With my lips by her ear, and my fingers still on her pussy, the whole fucking world stopped. And slowly, it all clicked into place.

      Adele White.

      As in, Princess Adele White.

      Also known as King Lorne’s daughter.

      Holy fuck.

      In a daze, I pulled back, my hands leaving her sweet, untouched body — her completely untouchable, off limits, eighteen year old body.

      Oh. Shit.

      “I—I’m sorry,” she whispered. “It was nice to meet you, Damon.”

      I nodded, dumbstruck. Because here I was a Captain in the Royal Guard of Berne, and I’d just had my King’s daughter naked in my arms, her lips on mine, with my fingers buried deep in her virgin pussy.

      I was a dead man, I just wasn’t in the ground yet.

      She slipped away. I watched in a daze as she pulled the dress over her body, hiding that piece of art and perfection from me as she tugged it over her head. She turned back to me.

      “I’m sorry,” she whispered.

      I just nodded, like a complete jackass, watching as she turned and scampered away, leaving me empty.

      But I’d had a taste. And now? Well now I was hooked, and princess or not, I would be finding her.

      Because I had to have more.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        Adele

      

    
    
      My whole body tingled. My heart pounded a million miles an hour, every nerve ending in my body on fire as the chauffeured off-road jeep we’d chartered for the hike carried us back to the palace. I was sitting right next to Anya, with a driver and a guard up front, a jeep behind us with four armed guards, and another ahead with the same. And yet, I felt alone.

      I felt like I was back there in that clearing in the woods, my back to a tree and him standing in front of me, taking me.

      Damon.

      I shivered at the thought of his name, imagining his hands moving over me. I imagined him pinning me to the tree, his lips and his mouth tasting every inch of me in ways I’d never experienced.

      I blushed quickly, suddenly very much reminded that I was panty-less under my sundress.

      “Hey.”

      I glanced up to see Anya glancing at me with a funny look.

      “You okay?”

      I swallowed.

      “Yep, fine.”

      “You look a little crazy right now.”

      I shrugged. “Nope, I’m fine.”

      She eyed me but said nothing.

      “Hey, thanks for taking me out here today,” I said quickly, changing the subject. “I needed to get out.”

      “Hey, that's what I’m here for.” She grinned before she glanced at her watch. “Well that and making sure we get to your dress fitting on time.”

      “Oh, we’ll be fine,” I said aimlessly. I was having a hard time concentrating on anything, my mind still right back there with Damon.

      He knew. There at the end when Anya had called my name, I’d watched him put it together. I’d let him come close. I’d shivered and moaned when he’d put his hands on me. I’d felt my heart jump out of my chest when he’d kissed me.

      Because he was everything I’d ever fantasized about. It was like the hunky hero from a romance book had stepped out of the trees and demanded my submission, and I’d been so ready to give it. God, I’d have given him everything back there, if he’d asked.

      Or taken.

      I shivered again, squeezing my legs together under the sundress.

      But then Anya had called my name, and I saw him realize who I was. And then I’d run from the man of my actual dreams.

      I sighed.

      Anya poked me, getting my attention again. “Oh, we’ll be fine, huh?” she grinned. “Says the girl who doesn’t actually want to go to this fitting.”

      I forced a laugh, trying to push the thoughts of Damon’s fingers touching my pussy - the first time a man had touched me there ever — out of my head.

      “Relax. If we’re late, I’ll tell everyone I was having you wash my feet or fetch me wine or something.”

      “Yeah, watch it, Princess,” she tossed back as we both grinned.

      Her being my “servant” was kind of a running joke between us.

      “You sure you can’t come to this ball with me?”

      She laughed. “Hey, you’ll have fun with your cousins. Plus, I’m not actual royalty,” she rolled her “R” with a dramatic flourish.

      “Ugh, I know. Lucky. What are you going to do instead?”

      Her cheeks flushed, and she quickly turned to look out the window of the car.

      My brow arched. “Oh, now this seems juicy.”

      “Oh, it’s nothing,” she waved me off. “Just this party I got invited to.”

      “By?”

      “Hmm?”

      I sighed. “By whom. Who invited you to a party?”

      She kept her face turned, but I could see the pink blush there on her cheeks.

      “It’s nothing, Adele, honestly. Just this random invite to this random thing in town.”

      “Someone’s house?”

      “No, it’s this club—” She turned back, her lips pursed with a tight grin. “You ask a lot of questions.”

      I laughed. “Whatever it is, take me with you.”

      “Sorry girl, no can do.” She gave me  sympathetic look. “The hardships of being a princess, I guess. But hey, there’ll probably be lots of hot prince-types at the ball.”

      And none of them Damon.

      None of them so rawly masculine, so gruff, so damn sexy in that panty-melting way.

      But he knew who I was. He knew now that he’d put his hands all over King Lorne’s virgin daughter. If he wasn’t fleeing the country by now, there was no way I’d ever see him again.

      If only I knew how wrong I was.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 4

        

        Damon

      

    
    
      After that day, I was done. Everything I thought I knew? Yeah, forget it. I’d walked into the wrong woods. I’d locked eyes with, gotten too close to, and put my hands all over the wrong girl. And now I was fuckin’ cursed. Because I was damned either way.

      Princess Adele.

      I’d ask myself how the fuck I hadn’t recognized her, but it’s not like I’d have immediately realized the gorgeous, curvy, naked vixen in the woods was the damned Princess of the whole country.

      Yeah the lack of crown — that’s how I’d not recognized her.

      I could have rolled my eyes.

      Touching her had been wrong, but she hadn’t screamed. She hadn’t run away. Hell, she’d moaned when I’d put my hands on her. She’s opened her mouth for me. She’d willingly spread her legs for me, whimpering as I’d stroked my finger up and down her sweet, soft, untouched pussy.

      But that was something that’d never be. Not her, and not with me. Not with some grunt from the service. Oh, I was a Captain?

      What a joke.

      The rank was well and good when you were at my level. But for someone at her level? No, for her, a captain didn’t mean shit. I wasn’t a prince, or a king, or duke or fuckin lord, or whatever.

      Except, I’d had a taste, and I wasn’t quite sure how I’d function without the girl who’d wrecked who I was in one damn second.

      It’d been three years since the divorce. Well, divorce is a funny word when you can barely call what it was before a marriage. Shana married me thinking I was going to go into politics, like my father and his father, who’d been members of parliament and respected heads of local houses — the works. That shit wasn’t for me though, and I’d told her that from the start.

      Some women just don’t listen though.

      I’d joined the Royal Guard because I’d wanted to make a difference. Back then when I’d first enlisted, Berne wasn’t at war or anything, but the guard also acted as disaster relief, and helped with state building projects. We did go to battle, though. With all the turmoil in the middle east, and after the heads of the armed forces signed a unanimous letter to King Lorne, we’d volunteered for duty in Afghanistan. Berne was a country that mostly kept to itself of course, being so small. But tyranny is tyranny, and I was proud to have served in that desert hell.

      Shit, I was glad to go.

      Shana’d thrown a fit when I enlisted. When she found out where I was going, she’d been livid. I didn’t leave for war on a happy note, let’s say that. But I thought I’d loved her, so I’d tried to make it work. I’d called a lot when I was overseas, wrote every day, all of it.

      I even surprised her with an early trip home, skipping the last month of duty to make it home and try and work things out with the woman I’d once loved enough to marry.

      The surprise was on me, though, when I’d walked in on her on her hands and knees in our bed with our neighbor, balls deep inside of her.

      Yeah, that’d sucked, even if “balls deep” wasn’t exactly saying much with that douche.

      Another man might have made a scene. Or killed even. Me? I just decided I was done. That was it; case closed. I’d ignored her yells and shrieks, grabbed whatever shit of mine I could fit into a bag, and left.

      End of scene.

      And honestly, I was happier after that.

      There wasn’t the constant nagging to be something I wasn’t. The ink was dry on the divorce a week later, and after that, I threw everything I had into the guard. I moved rank fast, because, well, I didn’t really do anything else. I was still living in the city, but I spent every weekend working on the house on ten acres I’d bought out in the woods, building it from the ground up with my own two hands.

      Soon after, of course, the insurgency had started — separatists from a rogue political party within Berne that wanted to secede from the country. That was one thing, but when they’d started raiding farmlands and trying to plant bombs on busses, it was time to act, and the guard stepped in.

      We had them out in the woods now, basically confined to the hills on the very edge of the country borders, which is where I’d been that day. We were camped out near the base of the hills, and since I was always good for a long hike through the woods, I’d told my junior patrolman I’d take his shift for a long patrol south of camp.

      It was hot as fuck that day, and it wasn’t long until the heat of the forest and the sun coming through the trees had me soaking with sweat. I’d stripped my shirt off, cause I could.

      That was the beauty of rank.

      I also knew about a mountain spring a few clicks away that no one knew about, which is where I’d been going when, well, when my life had changed. When I’d bumped into my porcelain skinned, dark-haired goddess. With lips like red blood and eyes like blue diamonds.

      The perfect swell of her breasts, the rosy pink of her nipples, the sweet curve of her hips, and the honeyed opening between them.

      Fuck.

      The Princess of Berne. That’s who’s she was.

      And I’d fucking fingered her. If she told anyone, I was dead — literally dead. She was so off limits, and shit, so much younger. I mean Jesus, eighteen to my thirty-five was all sorts of wrong, and I knew it.

      A lesser man might have thought seriously of deserting, and running from Berne after what’d happened today. But fuck that. I’d barely made it back to camp before my mind was set.

      Run away from the girl of my dreams?

      Run away from the woman I’d been in love with in my head before I’d even ever met her?

      Not a chance.

      Damn the consequences. I hadn’t fought in a war, and then fought insurgency back home to be a pussy. I hadn’t ranked up the fastest in Berne Royal Guard history to run away from something I wanted.

      If there were consequences to the insanity in my head — and I had no doubt there would be — then so be it. Running from this, and running from her? I’d never be able to live with myself. Because I’d seen what I wanted in life. I’d seen the woman who’d be mine.

      And there was no way I was going to shy away from that.

      My blood was pounding as I put in my request — a week back at the main barracks in the capital. I was a good, loyal soldier, and I was already a month past my rotation out of the insurgency zone anyway, because that’s just who I was. And the Major in charge had faith in me. Of course the request was approved.

      The road was quiet as I took a guard jeep back to the capital surrounding King Lorne’s castle. My heart roared. Blood pounded in my ears. My cock was hard enough to dent steel between my legs.

      Fuck the rules. Fuck the consequences. Fuck this being inappropriate or “not okay.”

      I’d tasted Princess Adele, and now I’d have more.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 5

        

        Adele

      

    
    
      We made it on time for the dress fitting — barely. I’d even had time to duck into my room and put on some damned underwear, thank God. Anya pressed me most of the drive and after we arrived at the castle, still peering at me with that detective look of hers as if trying to piece together why I’d been so quiet on the ride home. But of course, she couldn’t know that it was because a rough, gorgeous, much older man — one straight from my dreams, had kissed me, and then touched me in ways no one ever had before.

      Of course she didn’t know that, because of course I couldn’t tell her.

      I’m not sure why I didn’t, to be honest. Anya and I had confided secrets in each other our whole lives. But there was something about this one that just felt like it was mine to keep. It was my dirty little delicious secret to hold onto, and let tingle through my whole body.

      After the dress fitting, which went fine, I headed back to my room. I was barely aware of the dress I’d been fitted to wear to this stupid ball in Avlion, and I couldn’t remember a single thing I’d talked about with Susan, the dressmaker. Anya had left right after we’d started, which was lucky because she would have had a field day with my blank answers and conversation.

      Who knows what Susan thought of it.

      The door to my room shut behind me, and I sank against it with a sigh.

      I wanted more of him. Leaving those woods earlier that day had been horrible, since leaving them also meant leaving him. And I knew, after him putting together who I was, there wasn’t a snowball’s chance in hell I’d be seeing him again.

      I slipped the sundress over my head and tossed it to a chair in the dark dimness of my quarters. Nearly naked, I shivered again as I thought about his hands touching me like that. I remembered the feel of his strong, powerful hand cupping my ass, the other on my hip as he pulled me into him. I remembered the way his lips had tasted — like sweat, and woods, and man as he’d claimed my mouth.

      And I thought of the way that thickness in his pants had pressed so hard into me, as his big finger had dragged through my soaking wet—

      I screamed. Or rather, I would have screamed, if not for the hand that suddenly shot out of the darkness and covered my mouth. The adrenaline spiked through me, my body going rigid as another powerful arm snaked around my middle and pulled me tight against a rock-hard body.

      “Shh, Princess.”

      I froze, and then instantly melted against him at the sound of that deep, growling voice in my ear.

      Damon.

      All of a sudden, I was enveloped by him — by the feel of his arms around me, the manly, woodsy scent of him, the growl from his lips as he purred into my ear. I shivered against him, panting through the hand still covering my mouth. I didn't know how he’d managed to get here, or into the castle, or here into my quarters, but I didn’t care.

      Somehow, the man who’d shattered everything I knew in one second, who I never thought I’d see again, was standing in my room, holding me in his arms.

      “You know why I’m here,” he purred into my ear.

      I nodded, panting, my heart pounding in my chest.

      “I know who you are now,” he growled, his hand pulling me a little tighter into him.

      “Will you scream?”

      I shook my head, and then gasped as he suddenly flipped me around, pulling me into him. I whimpered, feeling how hard his body was, feeling the warmth of his hands as they moved to my hips and slid over my near-naked skin. One thumb traced the edge of my panties back to the small of my back, a single finger dipping inside to stroke my bare skin.

      “I know I shouldn’t be here, before you say it.”

      “I wasn’t going to,” I said quietly.

      “You think I should be here? Princess, beyond the fact that I’m twice your damn age, I fucking work for your father.”

      I swallowed thickly, the wrongness of this washing over me so deliciously. “I know you shouldn’t be here, but I want you to be.”

      I almost couldn’t believe I’d said it.

      His eyes narrowed. “And why is that?”

      “Because…” I trailed off, and not because I didn’t know, I just didn’t know how to say it without it sounding silly. This man did something to me. He ignited something inside I’d never felt before, and him even being near me made me feel alive in ways I never had before.

      His fingers crept across my skin, and I could feel my breath hitching in my throat.

      “Tell me, Princess,” he growled. “Why do you want me to be here, when an innocent little girl like you should be terrified of a man like me?”

      One of his hands slid up over my ribs, and I gasped as I moved closer into him.

      “Because…” I whimpered.

      His hand moved higher, cupping one breast through my bra as his thumb brushed my nipple, making me moan.

      “Tell me,” he husked.

      “Because you do something to me,” I gasped, pressing my body against his.

      “And what do I do to you?” he growled. He knew, and I knew it. But I also loved that he was making me say it out loud. It was so dirty, and possessive, and I loved that.

      “You make me feel alive.”

      “And?”

      “And you make me…” I swallowed, and then moaned as his fingers moved to the top of the cups of my bra. Slowly, he pulled it down, baring my nipples to his hungry eyes. He brought his thumb up to my lips, and I parted them without even thinking. My tongue touched his thumb, teasing it and making him groan before he pulled it back. His hand dropped, and the thumb — wet from my own tongue — circled my nipple.

      “You turn me on like nothing ever has,” I gasped, melting into him. “It’s like — I don’t know, it’s like you turn a switch on inside of me, and—”

      “And it’s like nothing you’ve ever felt before,” he growled.

      I nodded, moaning as his thumb swirled over my nipple.

      “I know,” he husked. “I know because you do the same damn thing to me.”

      Before either of us could say another word, his lips crashed into mine.

      I lost myself in that kiss, moaning into his lips as his tongue found mine. His body pressed hard against me, and suddenly, his hands were pulling the bra away from my skin. His lips seared against mine, hungrily claiming my mouth as he reached down and pulled his own shirt up. He tossed it aside, and my pulse skipped a beat as I felt the hard, hot, coiled muscles of a man’s chest against my own for the first time.

      His hands scooped me up spinning me and then pressing me against one of the large stone columns that held up the vaulted ceiling of my chambers. I whimpered as his hands slipped down to my ass, grabbing me tight and lifting one leg up to his hip. I could feel that hard, throbbing thickness in his pants pressing right against my tight pussy, my panties soaking through as he ground into me.

      A hand traced over me, delving down between us to run a finger over my sticky panties.

      “I know you’re a virgin,” he said, almost tenderly this time as his hand stroked me and made me moan. “I know that, and I won’t just take you, here, like this.”

      His lips fastened to my neck, making me gasp as he bit and sucked his way to my ear. His fingers curled under the front of my little panties, pulling them tight.

      “But I am going to make you come.”

      I gasped as he suddenly pulled, yanking the lace panties down my thighs in one quick motion. Instantly, his hand was back between my legs, and this time I cried out as his powerful hand cupped my delicate, slippery folds. One big finger curled up, stroking between my lips up to my clit. I moaned loudly, stars dotting my vision as he rolled my little pearl with his finger, his lips still on my neck.

      One of his hands moved to his own pants, and this time, I shivered as he started to undo his belt and the top button. I whimpered, scared and yet hungry for this as he slowly undid the zipper and pushed them down. The front of his black briefs tented obscenely, throbbing and twitching and barely holding back his cock. My eyes went wide at the sight of that bulge, at how huge it was.

      “Reach inside, Princess,” he growled. “It’s yours to take.”

      Taking a deep breath and trying to hold back my shaking nerves, my hand slid over his rock-hard abs, and down to the front of his briefs. I let my fingers trail over it, moaning slightly as I felt the thick muscle of his cock flex beneath the cotton. Damon’s finger eased against my opening, and as he slide one big digit inside, I swallowed the last of my fear, grabbed the waist of his briefs, and pulled them down.

      Holy. Shit.

      I’d never seen a cock before, but I knew enough to know that the rock-hard, pulsing-hot one throbbing in front of me was enormous. My breath caught in my throat, my hands still on his briefs as my eyes just locked onto his shaft.

      “Touch it, Princess,” he growled, punctuating his words by pushing his finger deep inside my pussy. I whimpered, my tongue darting out to wet my lips as I slowly brought my hands to him.

      I shuddered.

      He was hot to the touch — silky soft skin over throbbing hard iron beneath. Damon groaned as both of my small hands wrapped around him, my fingers and my thumbs not touching, and so much more of him than fit in my hands still showing. Slowly, I moved my hands up and down, gasping as he twitched in my fingers.

      “Fuck, just like that, honey,” he groaned, his mouth coming own to my neck again. “Stroke that big dick while I make this sweet little pussy come.”

      I cried out as he pushed a second finger inside, curling the two of them up and forward. His palm ground into my clit, and I could feel my juices dripping over his hand as he worked his magic on me. His mouth dropped to my breasts, his lips closing over one aching nipple and sucking hard as he started to pump his fingers in and out of me. I whimpered as his tongue swirled over the nipple, his palm rubbing against my clit and making my whole body shiver in ecstasy. I lost myself in the incredible new feeling slamming through me. My whole body clenched tight, aching for more and never wanting him to stop touching me like this as he worked me higher and higher. His fingers stroked in and out, my pussy gripping them tight as my desire coated his hand.

      My own hands moved faster and faster, shuttling up and down his throbbing hard cock. The feeling of him pulsing under my fingers and somehow getting even harder as I touched him only got my blood pumping faster and made me wetter. Damon moved against me, and I gasped at the feel of his hard, hot shaft pulsing against the skin of my tummy as he plunged his fingers in and out of my pussy.

      Slowly, I started to let go. And slowly, I could feel the beginnings of something big and explosive welling up inside of me.

      “I want to feel this tight little pussy come all over my fingers,” Damon growled into my ear, sending shivers through my whole body. I cried out, my hands pumping his big dick faster and faster against my skin, feeling him swelling up even bigger. His fingers curled deep inside of me, a thumb rolling over my clit again and again, and I knew there was no stopping it.

      “Come for me, princess,” he husked into my ear. “Come for me now.”

      His mouth covered mine before I could scream, swallowing my cries as his fingers sent me shattering over the edge. My whole world spun as my very first orgasm from someone’s hand other than my own slammed through me.

      I could feel his cock throbbing even harder in my small little hands, and I started to stroke him faster as I heard him groan.

      “Fuck, Adele,” he groaned, my name from his lips sending my head spinning.

      “If you keep doing that, I’m going to—”

      “I want to feel it.”

      His lips crushed against mine, his thumb rolled over my clit, and suddenly, I felt him explode. He roared into my mouth as his big cock throbbed in my hand, and I gasped as I felt the hot spurts of his cum splashing against my bare belly. I kept stroking him, his fingers rolling over my clit. I could feel his hot, sticky cum running down my belly and over my lips, and when he growled rubbed his own cum into my aching clit, I screamed as I came all over again.

      The world slipped away for a moment as I tried to catch my breath. I could feel his hand moving away from me, and then his arms wrapping and me and pulling me tight.

      “I would’ve found you no matter who you were” he said quietly, and I melted into him as I buried my face in his chest.

      Suddenly, I jerked my head up. “What time is it?”

      I glanced at the clock above my desk and almost screamed as my heart jumped into my throat.

      “Oh my God, I’m late!”

      “For?”

      “I’m suppose to have dinner with my father and stepmother like ten minutes ago!”

      My eyes darted to him, almost apologetically. “I’m sorry, I—”

      “You have to go.”

      I nodded. “You being here, this is so surreal.”

      “I’ll be back for you, you know.”

      I swallowed, shivering as the heat pulsed through me. “Back for me?”

      “Tell me not to, Princess,” he said quietly. “Tell me not to come back and I won’t. Or else?”

      He moved against me, and I moaned as his lips crashed into mine, kissing me fiercely.

      “Or else there’s no way I’m ever walking away from you.”

      This time, I kissed him, as hard as I could, with my heart soaring.

      “When?” I panted. “When can I see you again?”

      “Soon. And when I do, Princess?”

      He reached down, and I bit my lip as he slowly pulled my panties up, pulling them tight against my pussy and letting the mix of his cum and my mine soak through them instantly.

      “When I do, I’ll claim another part of you.”

      I whimpered, my body trembling with raw desire for this man.

      His lips brushed mine once more, and then suddenly, he was out my door and gone, leaving me to the inferno of my thoughts.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 6

        

        Adele

      

    
    
      I barely slept that night. I could barely even think about sleeping, my mind going a hundred miles an hour with everything that’d happened, and my body still tingling everywhere he’d touched me.

      Everywhere he’d claimed me.

      It was like a fire slowly engulfing me, and I had no desire to put it out.

      Other duties kept me occupied the following day — going over paperwork for some of the foundations and charities I’d been setting up, a photoshoot for an upcoming royal festival my father was throwing. But through them all, I was just buzzing thinking about Damon, and the way the two of us just seemed to click together.

      He was so much older, and not a royal, and so wrong for me in so many ways that people could list. Except I knew what I felt. I knew what I’d felt ten seconds after meeting him in the woods, and there was no denying that.

      The thought of him — those dark fiery eyes, the dark scruff on his chiseled jaw, the rock hard body, and his huge cock — all of it had me in this constant state of tingling arousal all day. Through the meetings, and the photoshoots, and the luncheon I had to go to with some of the ladies of the court, the heat between my legs was the only thing at the front of my mind.

      I craved his touch, and I wanted so much more of it.

      It got so bad that after lunch, I’d excused myself to my quarters, and barely made it into my bed before my fingers hand slipped under my soaking wet panties to stroke through my wet lips. I’d moaned, laying back on my pillows with my dress around my waist and my panties tangled at my ankles, my fingers delving into my aching pussy and my thumb rolling in slow circles over my clit.

      And all I was imagining was Damon.

      I was imagining him doing more than using his hands the next time. I imagined his reserve snapping. I moaned into the room as I imagined him throwing me down on this very bed, tearing my clothes off, spreading my legs, and burying every single inch of his thick cock inside of me — taking my virginity.

      And it was that thought, of the rough, masculine, older man from the woods just claiming what I knew was his to claim that pushed me over the edge. I buried my face in a pillow as I came, my legs squeezing tight together and my thumb blurring over my clit as I thought of Damon, and all the things I wanted him to show me.

      I caught my breath after, my eyes opening as I looked up at the afternoon sun on the ceiling of my room. God, what was happening to me? Here it was one o’clock in the afternoon, and here I was, the royal Princess of Berne, shrugging off royal duties to run off to my room and masturbate to the thoughts of doing dirty, inappropriate things with a man twice my age.

      And yet, I still couldn’t get him out of my head.

      [image: ]
* * *

      It was later that night, back in my bed after more meetings and more royal pleasantries, that I heard the door to my room creak open in the darkness. My eyes went wide, and I sat bolt upright in bed, my heart hammering.

      “Told you I’d be back.”

      The heat spread through my body as the smile crept over my face.

      Damon.

      He stepped out of the shadows by the door, the moonlight from my windows bathing him in a white glow. God he was gorgeous. Those dark eyes sparkling, that dark hair swept back from his face, the way his t-shirt stretched so tightly over those defined shoulders and biceps.

      “Now how is it you keep getting in here? I thought I had all sorts of guards posted outside my quarters?” I grinned at him, biting my lip.

      “Special forces training,” he murmured, stepping towards the bed. There was purpose in his steps, and something hungry in his eyes as they swept over me, covered only by a sheet. I could see his jaw tighten, and felt my pulse quicken at that look in his eyes.

      He was back alright, and I couldn’t wait to see what else he’d show me.

      Damon slowly peeled his shirt up over that perfect, chiseled body, tossing it aside and immediately undoing his pants. I swallowed thickly, my hands tightening on my sheet, aware that I was only wearing a pair of panties under it as he stepped out of his pants. He moved onto the bed, muscles coiling as he stalked over me, his arms on either side of me. I panted, my pulse hammering in my ears as he leaned in, like a jungle cat about to pounce on it’s prey.

      “I’ve been thinking about you all day,” I breathed. And for a moment, I felt silly saying it, like some stupid little girl admitting her crush. But Damon slowly shook his head, as if knowing what I was thinking.

      “I like that you were thinking about me all day,” he purred. “Cause I was thinking about you all day.”

      I bit my lip, grinning shyly as I felt his hard body descend over mine.

      “Now what exactly were you thinking about, Princess?” he growled, making me shiver.

      “Just, you know, things.”

      I gasped as he leaned in close, his lips brushing my ear.

      “What kind of things?”

      I felt my cheeks burn, thinking of my post-lunch escape.

      “Oh, just thin—”

      “Tell me,” he husked into my ear, making me moan.

      “I thought of you touching me,” I whimpered.

      His hand came up between us and took hold of the sheet. He tugged it from my hands, pulling it aside, baring my body to his eyes. I felt him groan, his dark eyes hungrily devouring my bare breasts and teasing down to the thin pair of panties.

      “Now tell me, Princess,” he growled. “Were you just thinking?”

      I whimpered, and slowly shook my head. “No.”

      “What else were you doing?”

      “I—” I bit my lip, blushing furiously and looking away.

      “Tell me.”

      “I touched myself, thinking of you touching me,” I panted out.

      Damon growled.

      “Show me,” he husked, his eyes flaring and his jaw tightening. I could feel his cock throbbing hard against my thigh and I shivered, thinking of my dirty fantasy earlier of him just taking me. Slowly, he rolled next to me, his fingers tracing over my belly.

      “Show me how you touched yourself, you dirty little girl.”

      I whimpered, and before I could stop myself, I was rolling towards him and crushing my lips to his. He groaned, grabbing my jaw and kissing me back fiercely. I pulled away, my eyes locked on his as my hands slid down to the waist of my panties and slowly began to peel them down. I rolled back onto my back, arching my hips off the bed as I pulled them off and tossed them aside, now totally naked for this man.

      My knees parted, and I panted as I brought my hands back between my legs. My pussy was dripping wet, and slick to the touch, and when my fingers slipped over my lips, I gasped loudly.

      “Good girl,” Damon purred, his fingers stroking my belly and my hips. He brought his hand higher, a finger circling one of my nipples and making me shiver.

      “Such a dirty little girl, coming up here to play with that sweet, royal pussy, thinking of a man twice her age.”

      I moaned loudly, a finger easing inside as his words melted into my ear.

      Suddenly, I was aware of him moving down the bed, and for a minute, I wasn’t sure what was going on, until I felt his hands on my thighs, pushing them wide apart. I moaned as I glanced down, seeing him crawling between my spread legs. He moved higher, his breath teasing my inner thighs and making me shiver. Slowly, his hands found mine, his fingers moving alongside mine against my soft, slick lips. I whimpered as I felt his fingers on my pussy, teasing me, spreading my slickness over my clit as my body arched in pleasure.

      I felt him move higher, and he pushed my hands away entirely. I whimpered in protest, when suddenly, I felt what I’d never felt before.

      And it felt incredible.

      His tongue dragged through my lips, tasting every bit of me and making me squeal in ecstasy. He swirled it over my clit, before bringing it down and pushing it deep inside my pussy. Hands held my thighs wide, his thumbs brushing my outer lips as his tongue delved deep inside to taste my honey. He moved it higher, flicking it across my clit again, and I just melted into the sheets.

      One of his big fingers teased my opening and slid deep inside, and I cried out as I felt him start to pump it in and out of me. His lips closed over my clit, sucking gently as his tongue swirled over it again and again. A second finger slipped inside, and I moaned loudly, twisting on the bed and bucking against his incredible mouth. I could feel the scruff of his jaw teasing my thighs, and I could feel the power in the hands holding me down to the bed as he took his time tasting me.

      He started to move faster, his two fingers fucking me, making squelching noises as my dripping wet pussy leaked my desire down his hand and onto the sheets. He groaned into me, the vibrations rumbling through me as his tongue swirled over my clit again and again. I could feel the feeling of something big welling up inside of me, and slowly, I could feel my whole body start to tremble.

      Damon only kept pushing me, his masculine growls rumbling through me. His shoulder muscles bunched as his fingers curled deep inside my tight pussy and as his wicked tongue circled my aching clit again and again, until I was sure I was going to actually explode.

      My hands dropped to his head, fingers curling in his hair as my hips moved against him. I was falling, tumbling, and ready to shatter. This was so wrong, and yet, it felt so perfectly right. It felt more right than anything I’d ever known.

      But I didn’t have time to contemplate what was right and wrong much longer, as his stroking fingers and incredible tongue began to push me over the edge.

      “I’m— oh, god, Damon, I think I’m—”

      He growled into my pussy, like a beast, and it was the last thing I could take.

      The moan tumbled from my lips, my whole body arching off the bed as I came hard against his mouth. I grabbed a pillow and covered my mouth with it, screaming into it as the orgasm exploded through me.

      I barely had time to catch my breath when Damon’s powerful hands suddenly grabbed me and flipped me over onto my front. I gasped, shivering as I felt his hands stroke up the backs of my thighs, pushing my legs wide apart.

      I moaned, looking over my shoulder at him and meeting his sharp gaze. “What are you doing?”

      “I’m not done with you yet, beautiful,” he growled, his hand moving between my legs and letting a finger trace up and down my slit. I whimpered, arching my back and biting my lip as I shook my head at him.

      “You make me feel so good,” I whispered.

      He groaned, moving up over me, cupping my jaw, and bringing his mouth to mine. I could taste the honeyed sweetness of my own pussy on his lips, but something about it felt so sexy and so dirty that I found myself moaning as I opened my mouth for him. His tongue teased mine, and I could feel his throbbing hard cock against my ass through his briefs.

      “I— I want you,” I whispered, feeling my heart hammering in my chest. “I want you to take all of me.”

      Damon groaned, kissing me harder and letting his body rock against mine.

      “Soon, baby,” he whispered back.

      “Please.”

      “Not like this, not here. Not when we’re hiding this away in the shadows like this.”

      My brow furrowed, but he shook his head, grinning wickedly at me as he brought his lips back to mine.

      “But there are other things I can show you.”

      “I want them all,” I gasped.

      Damon groaned, kissing me fiercely.

      “Princess, I don’t know what this is.”

      “I’m not sure either,” I whispered back.

      “I just know that I saw you in those woods and I’ve never wanted anything more than how I want you. And not just your body, beautiful, though I will take that.”

      I moaned softly.

      “But your heart,” he said softly, his lips brushing mine. “That’s what I want to take more than anything.”

      “You have it,” I whispered back, moaning as his lips suddenly crashed into mine. Our tongues swirled together, and I could feel his body pressing into mine — his hard cock pulsing against my ass.

      “Show me more,” I husked, pulling back from the kiss. “Please.”

      Damon growled, and his hand slid down my back. It dipped lower, until his palm grabbed my ass tightly — possessively.

      “I want this,” he purred.

      I swallowed, a dirty, naughty thrill teasing though my body.

      “My— my ass?”

      “Yes,” he growled, leaning in to kiss me again.

      “Just relax, Princess. If you trust me, I promise I’ll make you feel good.”

      “I— I trust you,” I whispered, shivering as he kissed me once more before slowly moving down my body.

      His lips trailed down my back, kissing every bump on my spine until he found the soft skin of my ass. Strong hands gripped my butt, cupping the cheeks and moving down to stroke the backs of my thighs. I shivered, moaning into the sheets as I felt Damon’s lips move down to one cheek of my ass and then the other, nipping and sucking and making my skin ablaze with a fire I’d never felt before.

      His hands moved back up, gripping my ass tight and spreading me wide for him. I shivered, feeling so exposed and so wantonly open for his hungry gaze. His hot breath teased over my ass, and I panted, gripping the sheets as I felt him move in.

      When his tongue dragged lightly over my ass, I spasmed, liked I’d been struck with lightning.

      “Oh, God—”

      “Shhh, baby girl,” Damon purred, his fingers digging into my skin. “Just relax.”

      His mouth moved in again, and this time I moaned when his tongue swirled across my forbidden asshole. I moaned like I’d never moaned before — something dark tugging inside of me, something I’d never dared to let out before. He growled, his hands spreading my ass wide as he dragged his tongue over my most private of places.

      His hand moved beneath me, fingers finding my clit and rolling it in under his fingers as his tongue swirled over my ass. I was lost, floating in pure, filthy ecstasy as I let Damon hold me down and do dirtier things to me than I’d ever dared imagine.

      And I was loving it.

      His thumb pushed inside my pussy, his fingers still on my clit. His other hand moved closer to his mouth, and as his tongue swirled over my ass once more, I could feel his other thumb pressing against my tight little ring.

      “Do you trust me, baby girl?” he growled softly, his fingers lightly stroking me.

      I could barely talk. I could barely think.

      But I did know one thing without a second’s hesitation.

      “Yes,” I gasped, writhing under his hands. “Yes, I trust you!”

      “Good girl.”

      His tongue dragged wetly over my ass once more, and then slowly, I could feel his thumb begin to push again. He was slow, but firm, and I felt my breath catch in my throat as it slowly began to inch it’s way inside. I panted for air, my head spinning and my body trembling for him as his fingers toyed with my clit while his thumb slowly sank deep into my ass.

      “Such a dirty girl,” Damon growled, making me whimper in submissive pleasure. “You like being my dirty little girl, don’t you, honey?”

      “I love it,” I gasped, choking out a whimpered moan as both his hands started to move. He began to ease both thumbs in and out of both my holes, his fingers slowly circling my clit as my entire body started to melt into a puddle of bliss. What he was doing to me was so dirty, and yet it felt so. Damn. Good.

      And I wanted more.

      I wanted him to show me everything.

      “More,” I said quietly — so quietly, I wasn’t sure he heard me, since he didn’t respond.

      “Damon—”

      “I heard you,” he said, his voice strained and husking. “You think you’re ready for more? Because I have to warn you, honey...” His teeth nipped at one cheek of my ass, making me shiver.

      “Once I start, I won’t be able to hold back. Not with you.”

      “I don’t want you to,” I gasped. “Please, I want it.”

      Damon groaned, and I whimpered as I felt his hand move from my pussy. He slid up behind me, rolling us onto our sides as one arm circled me and pulled me tight against him.

      His thumb was still slowly pumping in and out of my ass, but he gently pulled it free. I could feel him sliding his briefs down and kicking them off, and when I felt his hot, throbbing hard cock slide between my thighs, I moaned loudly. He brought the arm that was circling my waist down, his fingers spreading my pussy as he rocked his hips forward. I squealed as I felt his head graze through them, bumping over my clit and sending a shiver through my body. He started to rock against me, his big dick sliding in and out of my lips without penetrating me, my pussy coating him in my sticky arousal.

      Slowly, he moved back, and when the thick head of him eased against my tight, virgin asshole, I froze.

      “Last chance, baby girl,” Damon groaned. “I swear I’m not going to hurt you, but if you want to stop, now the—”

      “Fuck me,” I gasped, turning my head, reaching back, and yanking him in for a kiss. “Please fuck my ass,” I gasped into his lips.

      He pushed forward, and my eyes went wide as I felt the slick head of him slowly begin to ease into my impossibly tight ring. He was slow, and the whole while, his fingers stroked my clit. And ever so gently, ever so slowly, I could feel myself begin to open for him. Damon groaned, adding pressure, and suddenly, I felt the thick head of his cock slip inside.

      I moaned.

      “Damn, baby,” Damon choked out, his arms tightening around me and holding me close. I could feel him barely holding onto his restraint, holding back what I’m sure was his urge to fill me with one thrust. And while part of me wanted that unbridled lust from him, I was also glad he was taking his time with me.

      Slowly, he eased forward, and I cried out as another inch of his fat cock slid into my asshole.

      And it felt incredible.

      Of course I had nothing to compare this to, but the feeling of his huge cock slowly prying my ass open and claiming it was the single hottest thing I’d ever felt in my life. It was erotic, and sexy, and so naughty, and yet also so loving and tender at the same time. And that was because of him — because of Damon.

      The man of my dreams, come to life in the woods that day.

      “More,” I groaned, my hands grabbing my bedsheets and the moan catching on my lips as I pushed back into him, taking another inch of him.

      “More, huh?” he groaned. “You want more of this big dick in your tight little ass?”

      I cried out, his words having the power to melt me almost as much as his touch.

      “Yes,” I hissed. “Give me more— ooo!”

      I moaned loudly as Damon rocked his hips forward, and suddenly, the whole length of him was buried deep in my ass.

      “Just like that, hmm?” he growled as I panted, my head spinning. “You want all of it huh?”

      All I could do was moan as my whole body ignited for him. Slowly, he pulled back, easing his glorious cock from my clenching ring, before he drove back in, filling me to the hilt in one toe-curling thrust. I cried out again, my the bedsheets balled up in my fists as he started to slowly fuck my ass with his big cock. The fingers from one of his hands rolled over my clit, the ones from the other cupping my breasts and teasing my nipples.

      I could feel him filling with me every thrust, his heavy balls grinding against my soaking wet pussy each time. He’d started slowly and then moved slightly faster, but again, there was that dark flame in me he’d somehow ignited.

      And I wanted more.

      I wanted more of being his plaything. More of being his possession. More of him claiming me and taking me like he wanted. I knew there was more fire in him, and I knew he was holding back for my sake.

      I didn’t want him to.

      “More,” I moaned out, pushing my ass back to meet one of his thrusts.

      Damon filled me a little harder, but he was definitely still holding back.

      “That all you got?”

      He froze, and for a second, I worried that I’d gone too far.

      “Careful, little girl,” he growled roughly in my ear. “You don’t want all I’ve got.”

      “I think I do.”

      “Adele,” Damon groaned. “I don’t want to hurt you.”

      I turned my head, reaching back and cupping his cheek as I kissed him again.

      “You won’t. But I want you to fuck me like you mean it.”

      The fire roared to life in his eyes, and suddenly I shrieked as he pulled out and flipped me over onto my front. I moaned as I felt him move on top of me, a knee on either side of my hips. He spread my ass and eased the head of his cock back inside. And then, he drove all the way in, burying every damn inch of him inside.

      I screamed in pleasure, the blood roaring in my ears as he withdrew, only to fill me all over again. One of his hands grabbed my hip roughly, the other moving into my hair. He wrapped a handful in his fist, pulling it just enough to make me cry out as he slammed his cock balls deep inside.

      “You want it like this, don’t you, you dirty little girl?”

      I moaned loudly, my whole body aching for more and shivering under his rough touch.

      “Yes!” I groaned out.

      “I didn’t hear you,” Damon hissed, his hand tightening in my hair as he drove inside again.

      “Yes, please!” I moaned loudly, feeling my body begin to shatter under him, every nerve ending exploding with pleasure.

      “I think my little girl likes it dirty.”

      “Uh-huh,” I whimpered out, my pussy soaking my sheets beneath me as Damon claimed my ass.

      “You like me fucking this tight little royal ass with my big cock, don’t you?”

      The cry erupted from my lips. “Yes!”

      He reached up and grabbed a hand, moving it down and under us.

      “Play with that little pussy, baby,” Damon growled. “Touch that clit while I make this ass mine.”

      I moaned as I buried my fingers in my soaking wet slit, grinding my clit into my palm as he drove in and out of me.

      “Please,” I gasped, feeling myself tumbling towards the edge and knowing I was about to fall hard.

      “Please what, baby girl?” he groaned, his cock swelling even bigger inside my tight ass.

      “Please, I’m going to—”

      “You want to come for me? You want to come for me while I claim this ass?”

      I cried out into my sheets, whimpering and moaning uncontrollably as this dominant, older, gorgeous and rough man nailed me to the mattress. I could feel him plunging in and out, his heavy balls hitting my slick pussy with every thrust. And I knew I was going to explode at any second.

      “Come for me,” he whispered in my ear, his lips brushing that tender spot on my neck. “Come for me, little girl.”

      Everything after that was a blur. I remember screaming as I came harder than I’d ever even imagined someone could come. I remember my entire body shattering for him, exploding in pure pleasure as he grabbed my hips and buried himself to the hilt in my ass. I could feel him unleashing inside me, his hot cum pumping deep inside as the orgasm tore through me like a hurricane.

      And then I remember him kissing me, and covering me with a sheet, and pulling me tight against him as the sweetest sleep imaginable took me under.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 7

        

        Damon

      

    
    
      I had officially crossed into the land of insane. Because this was truly madness. This was asking for trouble in the worst kind of way. Not only was she almost half my age, not only was she a damned virgin, not only was it so wrong that I’d spent the next three nights in her bed, showing her everything else but taking her virginity. No, beyond all that was the fact that she was the Princess of Berne. The. Damned. Princess.

      And I was no prince. I wasn’t remotely royalty. This wasn’t just inappropriate, this was get your fucking head chopped off. Well, maybe not really, in this day and age. Certainly court-martialed, though. Certainly jailed. Certainly get the shit beaten out of you in jail by any number of willing life-sentence motherfuckers willing to take some cash for their families from whoever might want me dead or broken.

      And yet, still I went back.

      Still I’d sneak into her room, and into her bed, and into her willing arms, and between her willing legs. She was my obsession, my drug. I was addicted to the sounds of her moans in my ears, to the way her tight little body writhed for me, and to the way she screamed my name into her pillow as I made her come.

      I showed her everything those next three nights — all of it — and she took it craving more.

      This was crazy, batshit insane wrong.

      And I didn’t care.

      I was falling in all sorts of love with this girl. I was in over my head, and I knew it. So was she, and I knew she knew it too. But we didn’t care. The feelings were too real. The realization that nothing else in this world had ever felt so damned good was too real.

      She was my everything, and as fucked up and wrong as I knew it was, I couldn’t stay away.

      I wouldn’t.
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* * *

      She moaned, her thighs tightening on my head as her hand dropped to my hair. I growled into her pussy, having just woken her with my tongue pushing in deep.

      It was the fourth night of our affair, and I’d snuck in a bit later than the nights before. I slowly pulled away, grinning wolfishly up at her.

      “I’d apologize for waking you, but…” I shrugged.

      “But you’re not sorry.”

      “Not in the slightest.”

      She grinned. “I thought you might not be coming.”

      “Not a chance I wouldn’t. You fell asleep on me.”

      “Someone’s kept me up the last few nights.”

      “Someone’s going to keep you up very late tonight,” I growled, dropping my head back between her thighs.

      “Wait.”

      I paused, frowning as I glanced up at her.

      “I have to tell you something.”

      The frown deepened as I moved up next to her, my hand stroking her cheek. “Tell me.”

      “I—” She looked away. “I have to go somewhere soon.”

      “Oh?”

      “A ball.”

      She looked down, biting her lip.

      “Tell me what’s wrong, beautiful.”

      “It’s a suitors’ ball.”

      I scowled, something dark welling up inside of me.

      “I have to go,” she said glumly.

      “A suitors’ ball to find you a husband, huh?”

      Her face fell. “Don’t be mad, please? My dad’s making me go to it.” She sighed. “Well, no, actually it’s my stepmother that’s making me go.”

      “Queen Mallory.”

      Her face soured at the name. I didn’t blame her.

      Queen Mallory was King Lorne’s second wife, and the total opposite of Kathryn, Adele’s mother who’d passed away years ago. Mallory also seemed to have gotten her claws in deep with her King, and rumor had it she was pulling more strings than people were aware of.

      “Plus, it’s my uncle, King Lucian’s ball, in Avlion.”

      I was quiet, brooding at the idea of her going off to parade around in front of a bunch of pampered little bitches calling themselves princes. I knew she was mine, and I wasn’t worried about her. I was worried about them. They didn’t know she was mine. The thought of them looking at her like that, of ogling her, and trying their hand at stupid lines, or trying to dance with her?

      I growled lowly.

      “Don’t be mad,” she whispered. “Honestly, if I could not go, I would.” Her fingers slid into mine. “You know I only want you.”

      “But how can we be?” I muttered, hating the taste of the words on my tongue. “You’re royalty, Princess. And I’m most certainly not.”

      “We can make this work.”

      I shook my head and looked away, the harsh reality of this whole affair suddenly hitting me like a knife to the gut.

      “Beautiful, I don’t—”

      “I’ll only ever be yours.”

      She said it with such sincerity, with such naked honesty, that I scooped her into my arms and kissed her with everything I had.

      “And if it has to stay a secret?”

      “Then it stays a secret,” she whispered. “I’ll never marry some stupid prince just because people say I should. I’ll just have you.”

      “It’d be a scandal.”

      “Let them talk.”

      I grinned. “That’s my girl.”

      “Your girl,” she husked, slowly pushing me back and swinging one leg over me.

      I growled as she mounted me, her hands sliding down my chest, over my abs, and down to curl her fingers around my throbbing cock. She panted, raising up slightly and easing the head of me against her wet, silken opening.

      “Adele—”

      I wanted her. God help me, I wanted her. But there was a reason I hadn’t taken her virginity yet. Because I wanted it to be special for her. I didn’t want her to lose it in some hushed, whispered affair like this, hoping we weren’t “found out.” I wanted it to be perfect for her.

      “I know,” she said quietly. “I just want to try something.”

      Slowly, she eased down, and I groaned deeply as I felt her lips part around my shaft. She moved down, not taking me inside, but letting her pussy slide down the underside of my pulsing cock. She gasped, her eyes closing and her body shuddering as she moved her hands to my chest. Slowly, she started to move her hips, sliding her sweet little pussy up and down my shaft without actually taking me inside.

      But fuck did it feel like heaven.

      She moved faster, and then faster still, her eyes closing as she tossed her head back, her black hair tousled around her face. She bucked her hips, her clit rubbing up and down every inch of my cock as her moans started to fill the room. Her hands moved up to her own breasts, cupping them, and gently twisting her nipples as I lay back and just watched this goddess ride me.

      My goddess.

      She came suddenly, her whole body shuddering as her fingers teased her nipples and her black hair fell across her face. I groaned, grabbing her soft thighs and rocking my hips up as I felt the cum explode out of me to land in hot white streaks across my abs. Adele gasped once more and then collapsed onto me, kissing me hungrily as we slowly found our breath.

      Like I said, I had officially crossed into insanity. Craziness. Madness.

      Love.

      And I’d be damned if I let her station, or a shitty wicked stepmother, or anything tell her she had to be with anyone but me.
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* * *

      I held off visiting the next night, since I knew she was busy with her friend Anya, and besides, I actually had to put in some time on my report about the insurgency front lines. But two afternoons later — the day of King Lucian’s ball, I snuck back in.

      I had a present for her.

      She’d just finished getting ready, it looked like when I stepped inside. My breath caught — my jaw tightening and my cock hardening at the sight of her.

      God damn she was perfect.

      She wore a silvery gold dress that shimmered as it fell around her perfectly. Her long black hair was up in this elaborate and intricate series of twists and braids and curls, and I just stared at her until she caught me in the mirror and grinned.

      “You’re not supposed to be here in the daylight!” she whispered quickly, her eyes darting around the room with a worried look, even if she was smiling at my being there.

      “I know, Princess.” I moved towards her, my eyes hungrily drinking her in.

      “Damon—”

      “You look fucking incredible, you know.”

      She blushed, her lip catching in her teeth. “My friend Anya is right outside,” she whispered as I stepped into her, pulling her against me and letting my hands trail over her dress.

      “Just take this.”

      I stepped away and pulled the small black package out from behind me.

      “What is it?” She grinned, her eyes sparkling as she carefully took it from my hands.

      “Wear them, tonight.”

      She gave me a puzzled look.

      “What do you—”

      “Just wear them.” I grinned wolfishly at her, reveling in knowing what she didn’t. Yet.

      “Have fun tonight,” I whispered, leaning in and kissing her softly, and then harder, letting my teeth catch her lip and my tongue probe against hers before I pulled back, leaving her breathless and blushing.

      “And Princess?”

      “Yes?” she whispered.

      “Any of those prissy little princes try and get too close? I’ll kill ‘em.”

      She beamed. “Please do.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 8

        

        Adele

      

    
    
      Oh. My. God.

      Vibrator panties. Damon had gotten me vibrator panties.

      I almost couldn’t believe it, but then, the man who’d stolen my heart was also every bit as dirty-minded as it would take to get someone something like this. I felt my breath catch, a naughty thrill teasing through me at the feel of the them against my body.

      Of course I was wearing them, after all.

      The panties were inlaid with two smooth, golden, bulbous pieces of metal that fit snug against my clit and my ass. It was by far the naughtiest thing I’d ever worn, and that thought had me floating as I twirled my way out of my quarters and down the hall to Anya’s.

      I only knew they were vibrating because of the hilarious little drawing on the directions inside the box, but how they actually turned on, I wasn’t quite sure. In any case, they certainly made walking much more fun.

      “Wow, you look fantastic.”

      Anya turned, the tight black cocktail dress fitting her perfectly. Her chestnut hair was done up in a plain if not elegant bun, and her makeup was looking awesome, without being overly done.

      “Damn,” I whistled. “Where are you off to?”

      “Oh,” she blushed, shrugging and waving me off. “Just this thing.”

      I raised a brow. “You’re going to need to be more specific than that when you’re dressed like that.”

      She blushed even deeper, which wasn’t something I was used to seeing on my friend.

      My brows suddenly perked up. “Wait, is this that club thing you went to before?” I fronted. “Hey how is it that I haven’t grilled you on that yet?”

      “Maybe because you’ve been wrapped up in your own little secrets?”

      This time it was my turn to blush.

      “I don’t know what you mean.”

      Anya rolled her eyes, smiling. “Oh, okay. So you haven’t been in this dreamy floaty mood all week? Adele White, if I didn’t know any better, I’d say you’d gotten laid.”

      I swallowed quickly and shook my head. “Oh, no, of course not.”

      I mean, it wasn’t technically a lie.

      “What’s his name?”

      I swallowed again, trying to will the heat from my face.

      Anya grinned. “I knew it.”

      “It’s— it’s nothing.” I shook my head, frowning.

      “So who’s the prince?”

      “No prince.”

      “Oh?”

      “No, I mean, it’s not a guy at all. You’re making things up.”

      “No I’m not.”

      I blushed.

      “And you’re a bad liar.”

      “It’s not even worth talking about,” I said with a sigh, my shoulders slumping. “It can’t be.”

      “Says who?”

      “Everyone”

      “Not a royal, I take it?”

      I shook my head.

      “And is this just for fun or…”

      “More than that,” I whispered.

      “Wow.”

      I frowned. “What?”

      “You got hooked, huh?”

      I nodded glumly.

      “Look,” Anya stepped towards me and gave me a hug. “You look great, so just go to this ball, mail it in, and we’ll figure it out when you get home.”

      I pouted. “You promise?”

      “Hey, what are servants for?”

      I grinned.
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* * *

      “You look lovely, my dear.”

      I smiled. “Thanks, Dad.”

      He beamed at me, nodding slowly. “They tell you it goes fast, but how did you grow up so quickly?”

      I rolled my eyes. “Dad, stop.”

      He laughed. “Well, you certainly look ready for the ball this evening. Doesn’t she, Mallory?”

      Mallory just gave me one of her token frosty smiles before going back to whatever was so important on her phone.

      “I’ve got the helicopter ready to take you over the border to Avlion whenever you want to leave.”

      “Thanks, I—”

      The door to the throne room boomed opened.

      “You wanted to see me, sir—”

      Damon froze, his face paling as he stood like a statue three steps into my father’s the throne room.

      “Ah, Captain Hunt!” My dad gave one of his famous beaming smiles as he beckoned Damon forward. “Yes, yes, please come in.”

      Damon’s jaw twitched as his eyes darted quickly to me.

      “Do you know my daughter, the Princess Adele?”

      Damon turned to face me fully, and I could feel myself shiver under that dark gaze of his.

      “Pleasure to meet you, Your Highness,” he said stiffly, but with just enough purr to his voice that I heard it.

      “Uh, same,” I said quickly.

      “Sire, I can come back later when—”

      “Nonsense. I just wanted to see how your report was going on front.”

      Damon nodded stiffly and for the first time, I caught a real look at the military man behind the wildly sexy man I’d fallen for.

      “I’ve just finished and submitted a copy to your offices, sire. They’re caving, in short. Your idea of a peace accord in exchange for more representation in parliament seems to be agreeable to even the most hardened of the secessionists.

      My dad smiled quietly.

      “Oh my plan, was it?”

      He raised a brow at Damon, who merely looked straight ahead, all formal military man.

      “Yes, sire.”

      Dad shook his head. “I seem to remember that being your idea, Captain. And a damned good one at that.”

      Damon smiled a small, quick smile. “Thank you, sire.”

      His eyes darted to mine once more, and just the quickest flicker of fire there in his eyes was enough to get me shivering with want for him.

      “I’ll leave you to your family then.”

      “Excellent work, Captain.”

      Damon bowed formally once more, before turning and striding from the room. My dad whistled and shook his head.

      “Hell of a soldier, that man.”

      “Oh, is he?”

      “Absolutely unrelenting in getting what he wants.”

      I tried to swallow the heat from my face.

      Damon had told me about him being a Captain in the Royal Guard, of course, and of the ongoing campaign he’d been on in the hills fighting the separatists. But seeing him like that, in full uniform, and in full “soldier” mode had been something new.

      Not to mention insanely sexy.

      “He’s a brute is what he is,” Mallory said with a wave of her hand. “Total savage.”

      My father sighed. “Now, my dear, it’s his job, after all.”

      I frowned. “A savage?”

      “Oh, it’s nothing you need to worry yourself with, my—”

      “He’s a killing machine is what he is,” Mallory spat, a sour look on his face. “Honestly, Lorne, the man terrifies me.”

      A knot formed in my stomach.

      “Killing machine?”

      Damon had told me a lot about himself over the last few days. I knew about his painful divorce, his desire to help and make the world a better place by enlisting in the Royal Guard. And of course I new he was in an active campaign, and I’d considered the idea that he’d shot at people. But killing machine?

      My dad frowned at Mallory before turning back to me. “Our dear Captain Hunt just has a bit of a reputation is all.”

      I chill went through me. “What sort of reputation?”

      “He holds the Berne Royal Guard record for most fatalities in an active campaign.”

      My stomach dropped.

      The kind, loving, fiercely passionate man who’d shown me so much in so little amount of time couldn’t be this man they were talking about. He had to be an evil twin, or an alien body double, or something to make this not true.

      I was still shaking my head and trying to process it, when Mallory cleared her throat.

      “Adele, honey,”

      I hated when she called me that.

      “You’re eighteen now.”

      “Mallory—” my father started.

      “No, Lorne, she has to hear this.”

      My stepmother turned back to me, her look almost gleeful.

      “It’s high time you were married.”

      I frowned. “I’ll get there, I just haven’t found—”

      “No, you’ll get there tonight.”

      I blinked. “Tonight?”

      “At your uncle’s ball. You’ll find a suitor, the arrangements will be made, and that’s the end of it.”

      “What?” My jaw dropped as I whirled on my father. “Dad! You can’t just—”

      “I’m, uh, I’m afraid I must agree with my Queen on this one, honey,” he said softly. “In fact, I decree it. You will find a suitor this evening.”

      “Dad!”

      “Your Highness,” Mallory snapped. “And he’s made his decree.”

      “No you’ve made a decree for him!” I hurled back.

      “Adele!” My father stood quickly, fury rolling around him. “Do as Mal— do as I say.”

      The world spun, and I felt like I couldn’t breathe. Tonight. I had to find a suitor tonight, and the only thing I wanted had just walked out of this very throne room.

      “You’re a strong young lady, Adele,” Dad said quietly. “But it’s time to marry. You’ll find a nice prince—”

      “I don’t want a nice prince.”

      “I can find you a not nice one if you prefer,” Mallory snapped.

      My dad shook his head at his wife before turning back to me. “You’ll find the right one tonight, my dear. I’m sure of it. And if you don’t—”

      “If you don’t I’ll find one for you,” Mallory said wickedly. She shook her head at me.

      “Come hell or high water, Adele, you will be married by week’s end.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 9

        

        Damon

      

    
    
      She didn’t know I was there. That, I’d done on purpose, obviously. One, because it was all part of my wicked plan involving those little panties I’d given her. I knew the label inside the box might have given some of the surprise away, but me being there? She wasn’t expecting that.

      She also wasn’t expecting the remote control to those panties being in my pocket.

      But the second part was, beyond my own fun games, was that I couldn’t stand to be away from her. I couldn’t abide her going off to that ball without me, surrounded by shitty, leering princes trying to get their paws on her.

      Fuck that, she was mine, and no one else’s.

      So I pulled out the stops, and called in some favors with some friends in the intelligence wing of the Royal Guard. I had the tuxedo — though in my true fashion of not being one of the sheep, I’d gone with an all-black getup. So, I had the monkey suit, and more importantly, I had the fake invitation to King Lucian’s ball.

      But a tuxedo and an invitation didn’t make me belong in a place like this, I was acutely aware of that. I wasn’t “of” this crowd. I wasn’t royalty, and I wasn’t even one of those people who wished they were royalty.

      I just wanted my peace, my woods, and a life of my own.

      Well, and now that list of desires included Adele, the woman I’d fallen for. I just wasn’t sure how I fit the damned royal Princess and heir to the throne of Berne into my plans.

      I pushed my way through the crowd of elites and upper class, my face souring as I moved past a group of princely-looking types making a crack about “finding some” that night.

      Little pricks.

      These assholes were all much younger than me, and yet far richer. Far more “esteemed” with the family and the names and the titles they’d been lucky enough to be born with. And I knew deep down that this was the type of guy someone like Adele should have been with it. It’s just the way the world worked, and I got that.

      But that didn’t mean I had to like it. And it didn’t mean I had to play the world’s games.

      I shouldered my way past another group of people, and then I froze, because that’s when I saw her.

      God damn she was gorgeous.

      She was standing with her three cousins — the princesses Ilana, Imogen, and Isla of Avlion. And as lovely as they all were, it was my Adele that just out-shone the lot of them. Hell, next to her, it was like the rest of the beauty of the entire world paled.

      And yet, even dressed like that, in a place like this, surrounded by her cousins, she looked sad. Her face was tight, and she toyed with her fingers in this nervous way that had me frowning.

      I immediately wanted to go to her, though I knew that wasn’t a smart idea. I fucking hated that this thing of ours was a secret, and my mind was working on overtime trying to devise a solution where it wasn’t, but I just couldn’t see it.

      Embracing her and kissing her passionately in the middle of her uncle’s royal ball probably wasn’t the best step towards that dream goal, though.

      I was staring at her, watching her talking with one of her cousins, Princess Ilana, when she suddenly looked up. Her face paled, her eyes going wide as she saw me. I frowned. I’d expected surprise, of course, when she eventually realized I was there. But that look hadn’t been surprise.

      It’d been fear.

      Something was wrong, and I knew it. I watched her pull away from her cousin, shaking her head quickly and giving me another quick look, before suddenly, she was gone.

      Shit, something was definitely not right here.

      Forget my plans of teasing her with sexy vibrating panties all night while dumbass princes tried to hit on her. My new plans were seeking her out and figuring out what the hell was going on.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 10

        

        Adele

      

    
    
      I made it as far as the hallways before I felt the hand grab my arm. I gasped, whirling, my heart jumping into my throat, even if I knew who it was.

      Or maybe because I knew who it was.

      Damon’s eyes narrowed at me, his jaw tight as they searched my face.

      “Something’s wrong,” he said quietly.

      I shook my head. “Nothing’s wrong,” I said quickly.

      “You’re shaking right now, I can feel it.” He frowned. “Adele, just tell me what’s—”

      “Maybe you should go,” I said quickly, hating the words as I said them. But all I could think about was the conversation in the throne room with my father and Mallory.

      “He’s a killing machine is what he is.”

      A killing machine. The man I loved, who’d shown me things I’d never dreamed of, who made my heart soar, who loved so fiercely, was a man capable of killing.

      “Tell me what the hell is going on,” he growled, pulling me against him.

      “You shouldn’t be here,” I snapped, jerking away. “Don’t you have a war to go fight in?”

      He scowled. “Where the fuck did this come—”

      “Some people to go murder?”

      His mouth snapped shut, and his eyes narrowed.

      “I see.”

      I laughed a hard, brittle laugh. “Oh, you see?’

      “I see that you’ve been talking to people about me.”

      “Don’t accuse me of—”

      “Adele, stop.”

      I gasped as he yanked me against him, his hand going to my cheek.

      And I melted. Instantly, I went right back to the part where I was so crazy in love with this man, before I heard those terrible things about him. Before he scared me.

      “I wasn’t accusing you of anything, I only meant that you’ve heard things about me.” His jaw tightened. “Things I wish you’d never had to hear. Like my war record.”

      I looked away.

      “Ask me.”

      I glanced back at him. “What?”

      “Ask me. It’s here, between us, so let’s talk about it.”

      I shook my head. “No, I don’t know if I want to know anything more about that.”

      “I want you to know,” he said quietly. “So you can understand. You want the truth? Well, the truth is, yes, I’ve killed. A lot. But I’m not a murdering psychopath, Adele. I’ve killed in war,” he growled.

      “I— I know,” I said quietly.

      “No, you don’t.”

      His voice was cold, but he held me tightly, like he was afraid to let me go.

      “The people I killed were people who were okay using children as shields, or worse, as suicide weapons.” His voice broke slightly, and I looked up to see him looking away this time, a faraway look in his eyes.

      “The people I killed in war were monsters. They were people who’d rather blow up a whole village of innocents rather than let a damn laptop get taken by coalition forces. Here, with the separatists, the people I killed were those who’d rather blow up a busload of school children, or just everyday people going to work to feed their families, just because of a difference of fucking political opinions.”

      His jaw tightened, his teeth flashing, and suddenly, he took a deep breath and looked back at me.

      “So yes, Adele, I’ve killed. But I can promise you, the world will not miss the type of people I did.”

      We were silent for a single second, before I slid my hand into his hair, craned up on my toes, and kissed him. It wasn’t a world-rocking, panty-melting type kiss this time, it was just a deep, connecting, soul-bonding, never-let-me-go kiss.

      And it lasted for longer than I can even remember.

      When we did pull away, I threw my arms around him.

      “I’m so sorry.”

      “Don’t be,” he said softly, stroking my back. “I should have told you about that part of myself.”

      I bit my lip, the tension gone now as I looked up at him.

      “So how did you get in here?”

      He grinned. “That’s your first question?”

      “Should I have another one?”

      His grin turned downright hungry.

      “You’re not curious about the present I gave you?”

      I blushed, squeezing my legs together and feeling the naughty little warm nubs of the inserts rubbing against me.

      “Maybe. I think I know what they are,” I said quietly. “I just don’t know how they— ooooh.”

      My words faltered, and my eyes rolled back as the pleasure suddenly rocked through me.

      “Oh my God,” I gasped, faltering, my hands clutching his tuxedo jacket as if I might fall without the support.

      Damon grinned. “Surprise, baby girl.”

      I panted, the vibrations teasing through my clit and against my ass, making my knees shake and instantly soaking my panties.

      “You’re evil.”

      He chuckled. “I know. I think you love me for it though.”

      I froze.

      “Adele—”

      “I do love you, you know.”

      I said it quietly, my heart hammering in my chest. Damon just wrapped his arms around me and pulled me close, searing kisses across my mouth.

      “I love you more than I’ve ever loved anything,” he said, his voice tight.

      And I knew he meant it.

      This man who’d stepped out of nowhere into my life was my everything, which I why the next thought that filtered into my mind was like a twisting knife.

      But I had to tell him.

      “I have to tell you something.”

      The grin on his face dropped. “What is it?”

      I hugged him tight, burying my face in his chest before pulling away.

      “There’s been a decree.”

      The words felt like lead in my mouth.

      “My father has officially decreed that I have to find a suitor.”

      Damon growled. “Well, you’re eighteen. I suppose it was a matter of—”

      “No, Damon,” my voice broke. “Tonight.”

      The fire roared in his face.

      “What?”

      I nodded, feeling the tears start to well in my eyes. “I’m to be married by the week’s end or she’ll — I mean, my father — will find a husband for me.”

      Damon’s eyes narrowed. “This is from Queen Mallory, isn’t it?”

      I nodded glumly.

      “She’s the one putting the pressure on, isn’t she? And it’s her threat. Am I right?”

      I nodded again.

      “Of course she’s behind this,” he muttered. “If only they’d—” He shook his head.

      “What is it?”

      “It’s nothing you need to worry about now,” he said quietly, pulling me against him.

      “What are we going to do?” I said quietly,

      “I’ll—” His face was grim. “I’ll think of something, I swear it.”

      I could feel the tears threatening to spill down my cheeks. “Damon, I can’t find anyone else. I don’t want anyone else!”

      “And no one else is going to have you,” he snarled with a low growl that got me tingling, despite the situation.

      “You’re mine, baby girl,” he said lowly, pulling me tight against him. His hand dropped to my ass, cupping it and pulling me against him possessively. “Mine and only mine.”

      “I’m only yours,” I whispered back, leaning up and kissing him. He responded hungrily, growling as his lips parted and his tongue found mine.

      I was suddenly aware of two things. One, we were in the middle of a hallway, even if it was empty. And two, at some point, my cousins were going to miss me, even if Imogen and Isla had already gone missing from the ball themselves.

      “We—”

      “Someone could see us,” he nodded, finishing my sentence. “You should get back to your cousins, too, before you’re missed.”

      “I don’t want to leave you.”

      “I’ll find you later,” he growled, his eyes fierce.

      “What if I want you now?”

      He smiled. “Adele, baby, you should—”

      “No, I mean what if I want you, right now.”

      And I did. I wanted him fiercely right then. I wanted him to just take me, and make me his. I wanted him to make me his so no one else could ever take me. Which is exactly what I told him.

      “I want you to take me,” I whispered, my voice heavy with lust. “I want you to make me yours, right now.”

      His eyes blazed, and I felt his hands tighten on me as he groaned.

      “Baby girl—”

      “Please.”

      His eyes darted to a door near us, and I gasped, giggling as he suddenly yanked me with him as he opened it and dragged us both inside. It was parlor room of some kind, dark and empty.

      Exactly what we needed.

      I moaned as he slammed me up against the closed door, pressing tight against me and kissing me hard. His hands skimmed up my legs, pushing my dress up around my waist. I whimpered into his kiss, my own hands going to his tuxedo and pushing at his jacket. My fingers found the buttons of his all-black dress shirt, frantically undoing them as I felt his fingers run over the edge of my panties.

      “I— I want you to fuck me,” I gasped, pulling away from his wonderful lips. “I mean I really want you to fuck me. I want you to take it, tonight. Make me yours.”

      Damon pulled back, his hand coming up to stroke my cheek. “I— I won’t. Not like this.”

      My face fell, but he only moved in to kiss me, passionately.

      “Believe me when I tell you that saying that is the hardest thing I’ve ever said,” he grinned. “But I mean it. I won’t take that last part of you that’s yours to give here in some side room, in secret, at a damn party like something cheap. When I do take you there — and I will.”

      I shivered at his words.

      “When I do though, I’ll take my time. I’ll take my time and I’ll make it right for you, I swear.”

      “But I really want you,” I moaned, feeling his cock throbbing so hard against me through his tuxedo pants. “I just want you to take me, hard, so badly right now.”

      “And who says I can’t?”

      I gaped as he suddenly spun me around, pushing me against the door to the room.

      “Spread your legs, beautiful,” he growled into my ear, his voice hard and demanding. “Spread your legs for me right now.”

      I whimpered, doing as he asked. His hands pushed my gown up around my waist, and I shivered again as I felt him drop to his knees behind me. Fingers slid into the panties he’d gotten me, but he didn’t pull them off, he just pushed them to the side. I moaned as I felt his finger stroke through my dripping wet lips, teasing my clit as his breath came hot across my inner thigh.

      His mouth moved right against me, and I cried out into the dark room as his tongue pushed deep inside my pussy. He groaned into me, his tongue fucking in and out of me as he hungrily tasted me. One hand held the panties to the side, the other rubbed a thumb over my clit. I moaned deeply for him, pushing back against his wicked mouth as he tongued my little pussy so wonderfully.

      His mouth trailed up, and I cried out as his tongue found my ass. He teased, filling me with that deliciously naughty feeling I always relished when he was especially dirty like this. He tongued my ass while his thumb rubbed circles around my clit, until I was panting, my knees shaking against the door.

      He stood, and I whimpered as I heard the jangle of his belt buckle.

      “You want me to fuck you, do you?” He growled, the steeliness in his voice making me shiver in anticipation.

      “You want me to just take you and make you mine?”

      I moaned as I felt his thick cock against my leg.

      “On your knees, baby girl.”

      My pulse hammered in my ears as I did as I was told, dropping to the floor and turning. I swallowed thickly, my hungry eyes devouring the sight of his huge cock bobbing in front of my face.

      “Open those sweet lips, Princess,” he growled.

      I panted, feeling my pussy dripping arousal as I opened my mouth, leaned forward, and wrapped my lips around his big dick.

      Damon groaned, his hand sliding into my hair.

      “Fuck, just like that baby.”

      I moaned around him, his thick shaft stretching my small mouth. I sucked as much of him as I could into my mouth, letting my spit drool down his pulsing shaft as I stroked him with both my hands.

      Damon pulled me up, kissing me fiercely before spinning me and pushing me back against the door. I whimpered, feeling his hard, muscled body press against my much smaller one. I felt him reach down and drag his cock over my thigh, slipping it between my legs and letting me feel every hot muscled inch of it as he brought it higher. He pulled my panties to the side, letting the head of his cock drag over my dripping wet pussy. He moved it higher, and I moaned deeply as I felt him press the head against my tight asshole.

      “You want me to take you, do you?”

      Damon rocked his hips forward, and I cried out as he pushed the wet head of his thickness into my ass. I panted, the pleasure and the pain mixing so deliciously and making my head spin as I clung to the door. I moaned as he pushed in deeper, his big dick stretching me wide and making my legs shake. He moved his hands to my hips, gripping me tight as he growled and buried the remaining inches of his cock deep inside.

      Suddenly, I felt one hand pull away, as if he was reaching for something. And I was about to turn my head when I felt it.

      The panties. Specifically, the little vibrating nub that was still pressed against my clit.

      I now knew why he’d left them on.

      “You’re a bad man,” I groaned, my whole body on fire as the combination of the vibrations on my clit and the huge cock in my ass set me ablaze.

      “Trust me, Princess, I haven’t shown you ‘bad’ yet.”

      “Then what are you waiting for?” I hissed back, knowing that I was provoking him and loving that I trusted him enough that I could.

      Damon growled, pulling back and then burying his cock balls-deep back inside. I shuddered, crying out, my nails clawing at the door as the vibrations on my clit only got more intense. He leaned in close behind me, his mouth finding my neck and biting the tender skin there enough to make me gasp.

      My pussy throbbed with raw desire, my body trembling for him as he started to thrust in and out. His hand left my hip, and I cried out as it suddenly came back down across my ass with a spanking slap.

      I could feel my body respond so wickedly, only getting more turned on, only blazing even hotter.

      “You like that, don’t you baby girl?”

      “Yes,” I gasped, rocking my hips back to meet his thrusts, the pleasure rolling through me.

      His hand came down again, and I whimpered, the little nub against my clit sending me reeling.

      I was so close already. The combination of this being so damn dirty, and knowing we could get caught, and knowing I had to go back out there after letting this dominant, gorgeous, all-consuming man do this to me was too much, and I knew I was going to explode at any second.

      Damon growled as he fucked my ass, his hands gripping my hips tight, his mouth leaving bruises down my neck I couldn’t even care less about at that point.

      “Damon, I’m— oh God. We don’t have much time!”

      “Then you better come for me, honey,” he growled back, thrusting deep and making me squeal as he filled me to the brim.

      “You better come quick, and when you go back out there to your fancy ball, with all those fancy princes, I want you to remember something.”

      I moaned, my face against the hardwood of the door and my breath catching in my throat as I felt myself start to tumble over the edge. His lips moved to my ear, and I shivered as his breath teased my neck.

      “Remember that you’re mine.”

      “I’m yours, always.”

      “Remember that when you’re back out there, missing my hands on you, and missing my thick cock deep inside you.”

      I moaned loudly, starting to fall.

      “Remember that when you can feel my hot cum deep inside your ass while some little limp-dick of a prince tries to chat you up.”

      My eyes squeezed shut, the vibrations on my clit sent me tumbling, and I felt the dam begin to break.

      “Remember that I love you, always.”

      I exploded.

      I screamed, loudly, not even caring who heard me as the orgasm slammed through me. Damon roared as he drove in deep, and I could feel his thick cock throbbing deep inside as his cum filled my ass. He kept pumping into me, sending me into aftershock after aftershock, before I finally begged him to turn the panties off.

      He chuckled as he switched them off, kissing my neck and letting me sag into him.

      “Holy shit,” I gasped, my pulse racing faster than it’d ever gone before, my whole body on fire from the intensity of what we’d just done.

      “Did I hurt you?” Damon said quietly.

      “No.” I smiled and turned to kiss him. “No, never.”

      “I will figure this out, Adele.”

      I only nodded, not sure what we could do, but knowing I didn’t want to dwell on it. Not then.

      Slowly, he withdrew, pulling my panties back into place. I thought of his filthy words from before, about feeling him deep inside, and I blushed, squeezing my legs together as I smoothed my dress back down.

      “I— I do have to go back out there.” I turned back to him, wrapping my arms around his neck and kissing him. “Later?”

      “I’ll find you, don’t worry.”

      I nodded and kissed him, hard and deep, before pulling away and reaching for the door.

      “You promise?”

      “Always.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 11

        

        Damon

      

    
    
      If things were crazy before, they’d hit a boiling point.

      They’d hit a point of no return.

      I was in love with Adele. Completely, utterly, and forever in love with her. She was everything I’d missed in my life, and there wasn’t a chance I was going to let go of that.

      So it was time.

      It was time to put it all on the line.

      I dressed slowly in that room in King Lucian’s palace, knowing what had to be done. The case had been building for months, and I’d been putting it off, because I knew bringing it to light could mean my life.

      Literally.

      To simply say Queen Mallory wasn’t as “nice” as the Queen before her wasn’t fair, that I’d grant her. She’d stepped into a role that had big shoes to fill, and if she hadn’t cared much to try and fill them, so be it. I knew that life sometimes wanted you to be something you didn’t want to be all too well.

      And if that had been it, then so be it. So what if Mallory was mean? Surprise, queens were mean all over the world.

      Except I’d learned more.

      The deal to bring an end to the fighting with the separatists had been my idea — King Lorne wasn’t wrong about that. I’d been fighting with my own countrymen for too long, and it had to end. My own contacts within the “enemy” ranks confirmed that both sides wanted a truce, too, except for that little dark secret that came to light after I finally bribed and prodded the right people.

      And when I found out, it’d shook me to my core. After all, it was big — bigger than big.

      You see, it was well-known that Mallory was pulling the strings. Everyone knew King Lorne’s new wife was speaking through him. But again, wives did that sometimes, especially wives of kings.

      Except it turns out that she was doing a lot more than talking behind the scenes.

      She was plotting.

      The day I found out the separatists movement was being funded by Mallory was a dark one. When I found out the bankroll for the whole thing was coming from her — through shell corporations of course, but confirmed by a few trusted sources — I knew it might mean my life. After all, what the hell could I do with that? If I brought it to light, I was likely to be killed standing up against a firing squad wall by a vengeful king who didn’t believe me and tried me for treason. Or if he somehow didn’t do that, I’d be killed in my sleep by a vengeful queen whose dirty secret had been revealed.

      So I’d sat on it. I’d sat on it, and kept my mouth shut, waiting for more information, so if I ever did say something, it would be beyond refute.

      But the timetable had just moved up, because Mallory had overplayed her hand. With her threats to Adele about how she’d “find someone for her” if she didn’t find a suitor tonight, she’d shown her cards, to me at least. Because I knew what that meant. That meant marrying Adele off to a separatist loyalist — a Mallory puppet. God knew what that meant for King Lorne, but I had a feeling it meant not waking up one day. After that, Mallory would have control of the country, through Adele and her puppet husband.

      Couple that with the fact that I was in love with the Princess?

      Well, it meant Mallory had just poked the bear. The time to act was now, come what may. I straightened my tie and fixed the collar of my tuxedo jacket. It wasn’t the uniform I usually wore into battle, but it’d have to do tonight.

      I stalked back through the ball until I found her. This time, I didn’t shy away about touching her. Fuck it, and fuck all these people. I took her by the hand, spun her around, and there, in front of all those fancy royal types, the big scary soldier man kissed his princess for the whole damn world to see.

      I kissed her with everything I had in me, searing every single feeling I had for her into those sweet lips, before I pulled away.

      “Let’s go.”

      She nodded, her hand tightening in mine as I pulled her from the room, not giving a shit about everyone staring at us.

      “And where might we be going?”

      “Home.”

      The helicopter pilot, Martin, was a friend of mine from the Royal Guard, and after I’d pulled his ass away from a grenade in Kabul? Well, let’s say he owed me this one. He nodded through the windshield as we stepped onto King Lucian’s helipad, the rotors already going.

      “Damon!”

      I turned, grinning at her as the wind whipped around us, her gown billowing in the air from the rotors as she shook her head and smiled at me.

      “What are we doing?”

      “Saving the kingdom, baby girl.”

      “What?”

      “Do you trust me?”

      She smiled as she stepped into me, kissing me softly.

      “Always.”

      “Good, cause I’m going to need it when I tell your father that his wife is trying to take over the kingdom.”

      Her jaw dropped

      “I’ll explain on the ride. Oh, and Princess?”

      I grinned as I pulled her close. “I’m also going to tell him I’m in love with his daughter, in case you’re curious.”

      It took Martin blaring a warning fire on the helicopter’s foghorn to get us to finally pull apart. And after that, it was back to Berne, back to face the music, and back to tell my boss and my King that I wanted to marry his daughter.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Epilogue

        

        Adele

      

    
    
      “More.”

      I gasp as his tongue drags up from between my legs, bumping over my clit and trailing up to my belly button.

      “And now here I could’ve sworn you just told me to stop.”

      I groan, yanking Damon down on top of me and kissing him fiercely.

      “I think I told you to stop that because you were going to kill me if you kept going. But I want other things.”

      He grins, leaning back in to kiss me hungrily. Hands stroke my skin, my legs move to wrap around his grooved hips, and I can feel the pulsing hardness of his cock throbbing against my pussy.

      “I’m ready,” I whisper.

      And I am. It is, after all, our wedding night.

      [image: ]
* * *

      We landed at the helipad back at my father’s castle to an armed guard welcoming party, guns drawn, dogs, lights, the works. You see, what people see and what people think they see are often two very different things. In this case, when an entire ballroom of my uncle’s court saw a much older, somewhat gruff looking man in an all black tuxedo swoop me up for a showstopper of a kiss and then run away with me, the worst was assumed.

      And by “the worst,” I mean: everyone thought they’d just watched the princess of Berne get kidnapped.

      Needless to say, things were a little bit tense as the helicopter rotors slowed to a stop back in Berne.

      Luckily, most of the men at arms recognized my mystery abductor as one of their favorite Captains, rather than a rogue separatist. Tensions did get a little crazier before they lightened, but in the end, well, we managed to step off that helicopter without Damon getting shot.

      Step one, check.

      Step two was making our way directly to my father’s private office, where one of Damon’s most trusted men met us with a strongbox full of intelligence reports and classified wartime interviews.

      “I need you to wait out here for this part,” Damon had said quietly.

      I raised my brows. “You’re insane if you think I’m doing that.”

      “I think I’ve already proven myself in the insane department.”

      I gave him a look. “I’m coming in there with you. He’s my father.”

      “And he’s my King, and yes, your father.” His jaw tightened. “I told you on the way here, there are two things I need to tell him. First, about Mallory, and second—”

      “About me.”

      He nodded, his eyes flashing fire as he pulled me close.

      “This will be easier without you there, trust me.”

      “I already told you, I do,” I said softly, kissing him.

      “Captain Hunt?”

      We turned to a nervous looking aide.

      “His Highness will see you now.”

      Damon cleared his throat as he turned towards the double doors.

      “Here goes nothing,” he muttered, standing tall, and stepping inside.

      The doors shut behind him with a sharp click.

      There was yelling. Of course there was yelling, but slowly it died down, from what I can only assume was Damon opening the locked briefcase and showing my father the irrefutable and damning evidence about my stepmother secretly financing the separatists. Actually, it was quiet for a long time, and all I could hear was low, fierce talk, punctuated by the occasional fist against a table.

      All in all, and even not actually being in the room, I think it’s fair to say my father took the news of his wife’s plot to overthrow his throne fairly well.

      And then, after a short pause, all hell exploded. And I knew what that part was.

      That was Damon telling my father that he was in love with me.

      It went about as smooth as you can imagine.

      There was roar, like a lion breaking free from a cage, followed by the sound of shattering glass and something toppling to the ground that had the guards outside the room drawing their weapons and yelling into earpieces.

      The screaming was matched by different yelling, this one sounding more like Damon, and followed by another sound of splintering wood.

      Then, I heard the words

      “I love her, Your Highness!”

      And right there, I knew I wasn’t staying out of that room anymore.

      “Your Highness, your father is not to be dis—”

      I shoved away the guards that tried to stop me, kneed another in the groin who tried to grab me, and then kicked in the doors to my father’s personal study.

      The place was in tatters. Three of the glass-doored bookshelves along one wall were toppled to the ground, books and glass across the floor. A chair lay broken in two, and the usual things on top of my father’s desk were dashed across the ground.

      My eyes flew to the far wall by the window, where my father had Damon up against the wall by his throat.

      “Dad!”

      He turned, his face red as he shook his head.

      “Adele, honey, whatever this predator of a man has done to you, I promise you, justice will be—”

      “Dad, I love him.”

      The room froze, my father’s brow furrowing.

      “What?”

      “I— I love him, Dad,” I said, quieter this time. “I love him like you loved Mom.”

      And that did it.

      With one word, the tension in the room dropped — along with my father’s hand from Damon’s throat, I might add.

      Dad heard Damon out, and even if at first he was hesitant, what with our age difference, he saw the way we looked at each other. He saw the way we finished each other’s sentences, the way our eyes lingered on each other, and the way we were clearly doing everything in our power not to touch, out of respect to him.

      “I won’t have this relationship turning into a media circus,” my dad finally said. “I mean the two of you dating. If that drags on, I won’t—”

      “Your Highness, with all due respect?” Damon stood, chest out in military fashion as he addressed my father.

      “I don’t intend to date your daughter.”

      I saw my father’s eyes narrow as his fist clenched.

      “I intend to marry her.”

      And everything froze — at least to me, that is. I remember turning slowly, my jaw dropping as I looked at the man of my dreams, standing there in front of my father — the King — and pledging his love to me. Through the fogginess of that memory now, I even remember him dropping to one knee and formerly asking my father’s permission.

      …Oh, and he said yes, by the way.

      There was this explosive moment of rejoicing, and me leaping out of my chair and jumping into Damon’s arms, shrieking as he he spun me around.

      “I didn’t have a chance to actually ask you yet—”

      “Yes,” I whispered into his ear as he hugged me tightly. “Yes forever.”

      After that, the real tough talks got underway, because after that, Damon got into the other business at hand: Mallory.

      The castle was on lockdown. Arrests were made. Lawyers were called in, judges were woken up, and Parliament was assembled. In short, a royal shit storm erupted in Berne that night. And it was bad. Not everyone went quietly, let’s just say that. Some of Mallory’s people actively fought arrests. There were a few firefights that night — some even in the castle itself.

      But come morning, it was a new day.

      The last of Mallory’s people were locked up, along with Mallory herself, who screamed that it was all lies of course until the proof was shoved in her face.

      My dad filed for divorce by lunch.

      The non-terrorist separatist — the ones who’d backed Damon’s ceasefire agreement, laid down their weapons that afternoon, and by the following day, an official treaty was signed.

      Four days later, Damon and I were married — “by week’s end,” by the way. Though I’m betting that irony was lost on Mallory at that point. Anya grilled me mercilessly for more details about Damon and me, but I’m holding out — that is, until she tells me about this mysterious “club” she keeps going off to and coming back from on cloud nine…

      If there was any remote concern about my marriage to a “non-royal,” well, for one, it’s a non-issue. This is, after all, the modern times, and not the time of King Arthur, and I’m allowed to marry whomever I please. But for two, it matters a whole lot less now — now that Damon’s been offered a seat at my father’s royal council as head of intelligence.

      Dad, by the way, made it crystal clear that the offer had zero to do with Damon being his son-in-law, and everything to do with him being one of the most loyal, trusted, and truth-seeking men he’d ever known.

      [image: ]
* * *

      “Just relax, baby girl.”

      And now here we are, married, and finally alone after the wedding festivities in the far west tower of the castle. Our honeymoon suite for the evening.

      My body is already on fire, every nerve ending tingling from Damon’s mouth on my pussy for the last hour or so — teasing me until I literally begged him to stop. But now, it’s time.

      It’s time for him to take all of me, and I’ve never been more ready for anything in my life.

      I meet his eyes, our lips an inch apart and breathing the same breaths as he slips the head of his cock gently up over my lips. I moan as he teases my clit, flicking it with his thick cock before he eases back down.

      My breath catches, feeling his cock nestled between my lips, ready to slide all the way inside of me. And I understand that what we’ve done before is certainly sex — I get that what we’ve had before this is as intimate as two people can get. But there’s something symbolic about him taking my virginity like this that makes this extra intense — extra intimate.

      Maybe I’m just old fashioned like that. But then, maybe he is too. After all, he’s the man that somehow managed to make me wait to give this part of me up.

      His grooved, muscled hips rock forward, and I moan softly as I feel his head ease inside. My tight pussy stretches deliciously around his thick girth, my hips arching off the bed as if trying to take more of him inside. I whimper in pleasure, my legs tightening on his hips and my fingernails scratching down his muscled arms.

      “Fuck, baby girl,” he groans, the fire in his eyes roaring as he leans down to kiss me. “You feel as sweet as you taste.”

      I moan, arching my hips up more, urging him on. I want all of him. Going slow at first is good, but we’ve already talked about this — after that part, I don’t want him to hold back.

      I want him to take me like I love it when he takes me.

      Like a man.

      He slides deeper, inch after thick, throbbing, glorious inch of his wonderful cock filling my newly deflowered pussy up, until with a gasp from both our lips, I can feel him sheathed all the way inside.

      “Oh God, yes…” I gasp, my legs tight around him and my breath coming haltingly.

      Damon groans, flexing his muscles and letting me feel his cock pulse deep inside of me.

      “How’s that feel, baby?” he growls in my ear, grinding deep and making me cry out.

      “So fucking good!” I gasp, clawing at his skin.

      He makes a tsking sound. “Dirty girl.” He shakes his head, his eyes flashing. “Using dirty words like that.”

      “Maybe I need to be punished,” I whisper, feeling my blood pounding in my ears.

      I gasp as he slowly withdraws, until just the thick head of him is inside of me.

      “And now, baby girl,” he growls, leaning down and kissing me fiercely. His tongue seeks mine, and when he pulls away, I whimper as his teeth gently catch my bottom lip for one drawn second.

      “And now, I’m going to fuck you like the bad little girl you are.”

      And with that, he drives all the way in in one incredible stroke.

      I cry out, gasping and moaning for more as he pulls out, only to drive balls deep back inside all over again. His lips crush against mine as our bodies start to rock together, his big dick thrusting in and out of my tight, eager pussy.

      Damon growls as he grabs my wrists, pushing them up over my head and pinning them there with his hands as he starts to fuck me harder.

      “More,” I moan into his kiss, arching my back and urging him on. His mouth drops to my breasts, and I cry out as his lips and his teeth and his tongue tease my nipples mercilessly. He groans into my skin as he drives in and out, his heavy balls slapping against my ass on every thrust.

      My world starts to blur, his thick girth rubbing across my clit on every thrust, his head driving in so deep it’s like he’s impaling me with it so wonderfully. The trembling starts in my legs, making them twitch as my knees cling tightly to his big, muscled body. His hands drop from my wrists, moving to grab my hips as he starts to fuck me hard. I scream in pleasure, my fingers raking down his broad, masculine chest and running over his chiseled abs as he fills me to the brim on every powerful thrust.

      One of his hands moves between us, rubbing my clit as his cock fills me again and again, until suddenly, I know I’m going to fall.

      “I want to feel this little pussy come all over my cock, baby,” he groans, growling as he slides in deep.

      “Let me feel you come, baby girl. Let me feel you come for the first time with my cock deep inside this tight, perfect, sexy little pussy.”

      I explode.

      When I come, for the very first time like this, and with the man I love more than anything in this world, it’s like nothing else. It’s pure white light, and the feeling of shattering into a million pieces, and then I’m screaming his name as I crash into the orgasm.

      He fucks me all the way through my first big explosive climax, his hips relentlessly thrusting, his big cock filling me over and over until I’m gasping for air. Damon drives in deep just as his mouth finds mine, and as he sears the kiss of all kisses across my lips, I feel his whole body tense before he explodes inside of me.

      We both cry out then, his hot, sticky cum pumping deep inside my body as our orgasms bring us crashing together again and again, until we can’t even move anymore. We try, both of us still slowly grinding into each other until we just collapse onto the bed.

      But then, that’s just round one. Round one of many until the sun finally comes up and we fall asleep tangled in each other’s arms.

      And after that, it’s the rest of our lives.

      I don’t know what the future will bring. I am technically the heir to the throne, but then, I have every intention of moving with Damon to the home he’s building in the woods. It’s no cabin, by the way, but it’s not exactly the royal palace either.

      For the time being though, I don’t care. Things like that can wait. What can’t wait, ever in life, is saying yes to yourself when you’ve found the one who fits with you like no one else ever has or will. What can’t wait is putting aside what people might say and just saying yes to your heart.

      What can’t wait, is love.

      Fairytales come in all shapes and sizes. Some have curses, or bad reputations, or relationships that won’t make sense to everyone. But the important thing is this: they’ve all got a happy ever after. I know this for a fact, because I’ve lived my own fairytale, with the man I love.

      And trust me, a happy ever after is exactly what we've got.

      

      
        The End

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Featured Content
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      She’s supposed to be untouchable. But I’ve had a taste of the forbidden fruit, and now I just want more...

      She’s the girl from my freshman lecture - my perfect, straight-A pupil and the one I shouldn’t even be looking at much less having these kind of thoughts about. No woman has ever made me feel this way, like I’m going out of my mind with raw need for her. I know the rules, and I know she’s half my age, but I don’t give a f*ck.

      Because I’m going claim her. I’m gonna be her first, and I’m going to take her until everyone knows she’s MINE.
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          Chapter 1

        

        Liam

      

    
    
      I’m a bad man.

      Well, no, I’m a good man, but I’m about to do something bad. Because I’m staring down at this perfect little picture of innocence and temptation sprawled out beneath me, and I know I’m never going to be able to resist her.

      She’s perfect; strawberry blonde hair cascading around her angelic face with those deep blue eyes looking up at me. Her cheeks flushed pink; pink like the soft pink nipples peaking her heavenly tits. Fuck me, I could bury my face for days in the soft, creamy skin of those breasts and the way they defy fucking gravity sitting so high and perky on her chest despite being so big.

      And she’s so fucking wet for me that I can see it glistening in the low light of her dorm room. I can see how ready and willing that tight little pussy is, ready for me as I hover above her about to plunge my cock balls deep into that impossibly tight channel.

      Jesus, her dorm room.

      Yeah, this girl is perfect, but she’s also so fucking wrong. She’s legal, but she’s a student; my student for God’s sake. She’s my perfect, straight-A student that sits front and center in my freshman English literature class at Hardham College. The one I lose my damn words over when I get sucked into watching her. The one I lose my place in my readings over when I watch her chewing on the end of her pen, her eyes lost in the book in front of her. Or when she crosses and uncrosses her legs. She’s not trying to be sexy, but that’s exactly what gets me hard as a fucking rock for her.

      I doubt the University would be happy to know about my lusting over a student, but I know they’d be more than pissed if they could see me now, with the head of my cock brushing against her silken, pouty pussy.

      Her fingernails drag up my back, her hips undulating as if begging me with her body to plunge into her. I’m all too willing to oblige.

      She whimpers when I enter her, sliding my thick tool deep inside of her and practically choking on my breath at how impossibly tight and wet she is.

      Of course she is, she’s only done this once before.

      Once before, with me, when I popped her cherry and took her innocence. When I had her writhing on my cock, bucking against me and coming like a damn train going off the rails. When she begged me to fill her, and when I finally let go and pumped every drop of cum deep inside her young, unprotected pussy.

      It’s barely been twenty-four hours since, but I can’t even believe I’ve lasted this long without another taste. That honey between her legs is like my Goddamn drug, and I know I’m hopelessly addicted to it.

      She rocks her hips up off the bed, moaning as the extra leverage grinds my cock even deeper inside of her; so deep that there’s no way I could possible fill her small body any further. It’s almost obscene the way her pink pussy lips stretch around my thick shaft, or how small and delicate she looks under my much older, muscled body.

      Obscene like a man my age fucking a girl her age. Obscene like taking a college freshman’s cherry on top of my desk in the English department building. Obscene like how wrong it is on every level for me to be looking at this girl, much less plunging my cock in and out of her clenching, willing pussy.

      I’d had the door locked and the shade drawn yesterday, when I tasted that young body for the first time and when I pushed through her innocence and claimed her as mine. We’re in her dorm room now, though, and the door’s not locked. Her damn roommate could walk in at any time and see us like this, and God knows what sort of shit would hit the fan then.

      Fuck, I can hear other students partying down the hall - other students I probably teach, come to think of it. And none of them can possibly know that I’m balls deep in one of their peers right now. None of them would guess in a million years that the goody-two-shoes teacher’s pet that sits at the front of the class and aces every test, and does every extra-credit assignment with flying colors is moaning under me and clawing at my back while her pussy milks me for all that I’m worth.

      None of them would ever guess that the girl with the black-rimmed glasses, and the hair pulled back in a ponytail, and the normally conservative dress for a college girl her age is now spread-eagle under her professor without a stitch of clothing save a pair of knee-high socks; the glasses to the side, and the normally contained hair wild and free across the sheets beneath her.

      She’s so fucking tight and so wet, like a silken glove around my bare cock.

      Oh, right, as if this needed anything else to be more obscene. Not only am I fucking a student half my age, but I’m bare and totally unprotected inside of her. And just like yesterday, I don’t give a fuck. Just like yesterday, I have a single, primal urge to fill this girl with my seed and make her mine.

      Mine, more than she already is.

      She’s moaning and whimpering beneath me, making these little cooing sounds that have my cock surging inside of her. She wraps her legs around me, pumping up to meet my thrusts as I start to fuck her harder and deeper, as if urging me on. And any fear I have of hurting her, or breaking her somehow - as small as she is and as big as my cock is inside of her - goes right out the window. Because I know she wants as much as I can give her, and damn am I going to give it to her.

      She gasps as I grab her hair, pulling her head back and exposing her neck as I bite at the skin there. “You want me to fill you up again, don’t you,” I growl, sliding my cock deep and feeling my heavy balls slap against her tight little ass. “You want to feel my come inside this tight little pussy, don’t you?”

      “Oh, God! Yes!” She moans. “Yes, Professor Martin, I want it!”

      I groan, hearing her say my professional name like that again, like she did yesterday. It makes the whole thing even dirtier, and even more lewd to hear her call me “professor” like that, and I can feel the cum start boil inside my balls.

      She’s whimpering and moaning, her hands clawing at my back and her hips urging me on as I feel her near-virginal pussy start to clench around me. I know she’s close, and I want to make her come harder than she’s ever come before. I know no other man, and no other boy has ever touched her - a thought that gets me harder than steel. But I want to make her come like she’s never even conceived of coming before. I want to sear the memory of my cock buried so deep inside of her, and my voice in her ear, and my cum filling her up until it dribbles down her legs so vividly across her mind that she never forgets this moment.

      I start to roll my hips, rocking my cock in and out of her as I reach down and start to roll her clit in circles. She goes into overdrive beneath me, her breath coming in gasping hitches and her tits rocking back and forth like soft, perfect tear-drops as I fuck her hard and deep. I can feel her start to clench around me, her impossibly tight pussy starting to milk me as I feel myself start to lose all sense of control.

      “I want you to come for me, Ellie,” I growl in her ear. “I want to feel that pussy come all over my big cock and I want to feel your juices run down my balls as they empty every fucking drop inside of you.”

      “Please, fill me up!” She whimpers, gasping in short staccato breaths. “Please fill me with your cum, professor!”

      “Then you better milk it right out of me, baby. You better use that pussy to milk every drop of my cum out until it fills that tiny little pussy so much that it spills out.”

      And like a shot, she’s coming. I can feel her whole body tremble and shake under me, her eyes squeezed shut and her head thrown back. I muffle her scream with my lips, letting her moan into my mouth as she explodes beneath me. Her pussy shudders and quivers around me, milking the length of my cock to the point of boiling, and it’s more than I can take. I roar into her lips as I feel my cock explode deep within her, my balls blasting rope after rope of cum deep into her fertile, perfect, barely legal pussy.

      “You’re mine,” I growl, as we start to come back to Earth, gasping and feeling our hearts race against each other’s chests. “You’re all mine.”

      “I’m all yours,” she whispers, kissing my neck as she catches her breath.

      It’s still risky for me to be here, and I know her roommate could walk in at any second, but it doesn’t stop me from rolling over and wrapping my arms around her as she rests her head on my chest.

      And it’s perfect. Totally wrong, and utterly obscene, but perfectly so. This perfect little angel, this apple of temptation is perfect.

      Now how the fuck did I get her?

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      “Well what the fuck else was I supposed to do?” Ted says, as if genuinely bemused as to why I might be upset to learn my boyfriend had sex with someone else.

      I stare at him, feeling humiliated more than I am actually hurt. I suppose the right thing to do would be to cry here - at least, that’s what girls in the movies do when the asshole they’re seeing inevitably acts the part. But I’m pretty sure there aren’t any tears coming. Sure, I’m angry, but it’s more the principal of it all that stings more than hurt feelings.

      Ted shrugs. “It’s not like you were ever gonna let me get any.”

      I scowl at him. “So you cheated on me?”

      “Babe, it’s hardly cheating if we haven’t even done it yet.”

      I am actually getting dumber having this conversation. How did I ever find this boy charming?

      Well, I suppose I knew if I thought about it.

      So I’d come to college a virgin; big deal, right? I knew sex was this big thing, and pretty much anything anyone back in high school talked or thought about, but I just never got around to it. I mean, when would I have had the time? Between school, and running track, and being valedictorian, and getting into an ivy league school on a full scholarship, it just hadn’t been on the radar.

      Okay, and if we’re being honest, it’s not like taking all AP classes and being on the math team exactly makes you the most popular girl in school.

      I was what my mom called a late bloomer. I’d held on to my baby-fat a little longer than some girls, I guess, until junior year when I’d started running distance for the track team after a guidance counselor suggested adding sports to my extracurriculars. It would look better when I applied to schools. I wasn’t exactly a candidate for team sports - I didn’t even watch sports, really - and so track it was.

      And then it was like the growth spurt and puberty and all of it hit overnight.

      Overnight, I’d gotten boobs; big, full boobs. Track slimmed me down, but the hips, the butt, and the breasts stayed.

      And I didn’t know what to do about it.

      So, I started wearing baggy sweatshirts, and shapeless dresses and pants; anything to hide the curves that I wasn’t prepared for. So, add “dressing like a bum” to “math team”, “loner”, and “book nerd”, and we have a perfect recipe for escaping high school boyfriend-free and with virginity firmly in place.

      It was before I left for school that the urgings of my mother and my one friend Amy finally got through to me. Or maybe it was that I was starting something new in the fall; a fresh start in a new place where no one knew the old dorky me, and where me being a smarty-pants would actually be a good thing. In any case, I gave in, and let Amy take me shopping.

      So, the girl that walked onto that small-town, ivy-league campus in the fall was anything but the gawky nerd from high school. Okay, the glasses stayed, because contacts freaked me out, and I honestly liked my strawberry ginger hair too much to dye it. Styled, yes, but not changed.

      And I finally had clothes that fit my form instead of hiding it away. Add the whole thing up, and I was a brand new me.

      Right, so, that’s how I managed to start dating Ted, the football jock from one of the fraternities. I mean, this was me we’re talking about. Me, who’d never once been on a date, or really had much of anything to do with boys. Like for instance, cute and popular boys like Ted who waltz right up on the campus quad the second day of orientation and ask you out.

      Of course I said yes.

      Yeah, some of the other kids were there because of their parent’s money, but not me. I was there because worked for it. And if that meant I hadn’t had boyfriends, and subsequently sex, then…whatever. I was fine with it.

      Ted, however, had not been, and in hindsight, I think that was the entire reason he’d come strolling up and asked me out that day - to get in my pants.

      It made me furious when I thought about it, like he’d tried to cheat me out of something.

      We’d had fun on date one, and he’d been a gentleman through the whole dinner and even walked me back to the dorms after, where I gushed to my roommate Ally about everything like the silly nervous virgin I was.

      Date two, he’d gotten a little handsy, and I’d had to ask him twice to stop.

      It was date three when he’d pulled his penis out in the car, like I was just supposed to do something with it. I’d left the car, and stalked back to my dorm room furious with myself.

      And thus, he was breaking up with me.

      Nice, huh?

      “Fine, Ted,” I say, rolling my eyes and trying not to feel upset over an asshole like this guy.

      “I mean, if you ever wanted to have some casual,” he says, shrugging. “You know, just call me.”

      I don’t need this crap, I think to myself as I roll my eyes and walk away from him; my first failed attempt at the whole “boyfriend” thing.

      What I need is a coffee.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        Liam

      

    
    
      Damn, I think to myself, raising a brow appreciatively as I stare at the perfect ass in front of me in line at the coffee shop.

      She’s wearing frayed cut-off jean shorts, and ankle boots, and those creamy, shapely legs are impossible not to stare. She’s wearing a tank top that fits her upper body perfectly, her freckled shoulders bare and her long reddish-blonde hair streaming out from under under one of those beanie-type hats the kids are all wearing these days. Yeah, she looks young, but not that young. Plus, I’m far enough away from campus that I’m not that worried about her being a student or anything.

      Whatever, you’re allowed to look, man.

      Honestly, I’m not sure how I couldn’t look with the job I’ve got. Freshman literature at this school? Are you kidding me? Young women off on their own and expressing their sexuality out in the world by the dozens every year. This’ll be my third year at Hardham College, and every fall, it’s the same thing. Every fall, I’ve got a class full of absolute temptation, and at a sixty-forty female to male ratio, it takes the focus of a saint sometimes, I’ll tell you.

      I mean, I’m a younger teacher, I keep in great shape, and I’m single. Oh, right, and I guess most of these kids probably read my book in high school, so there’s that too. Anyways, I’m not vain or anything, but it’s not like college freshman girls are exactly known for their subtleness.

      Let’s put it this way: I get offers.

      Jesus, do I. Sometimes they’re more timid about, other times I get flat out asked. But either way, I can bet on at least two or three girls every fall trying to pull something. Two or three absolutely fucking stunning, totally tempting, and totally fucking off-limits offers; every damn fall.

      It’s a nightmare sometimes, I’ll tell you.

      When I was still riding high as the author of the moment with my bestseller and my books tours, it was a different ball game. I was up to my damn eyeballs in pussy back then, but it was the kind I was allowed to touch.

      This is different. These girls are decidedly off-limits. Yeah, they’re technically old enough, but there are rules. We’re a week into the semester, and I’m already feeling the drudgery of the new-semester schedule starting to sink in. The same courses, the same books to go over, the same sea of totally legal if not totally-untouchable temptation class after class. I’m not tenured, so I’m fully aware that acting on those temptations means my job.

      Plus even if I’m younger compared to most of the other teachers at Hardham, I’m still literally twice these girls’ age.

      But here, off campus in the cool of the trendy coffee shop, I can let my imagination run wild as I run my eyes appreciatively up and down the legs and over the ass of this girl in front of me. I mean, damn. I’m a fucking sucker for redheads, too, and between the hair, the ass, and that creamy skin on her thighs, my imagination is having no trouble getting away with itself.

      And for a second, I think of her. In a classroom full of temptation, she’s the damn apple of temptation. She’s the forbidden fruit; original fucking sin. The tight little red-head with the tits she doesn’t even know what to do with, the crystal blue eyes that watch me like a hawk, and the furious note-taking. And the fact that she’s such an obvious nerd and clearly totally unaware of her affect on men makes her that much more tempting.

      Yeah, so freshman girls are off limits, but that doesn’t mean I haven’t stroked my cock about a dozen times since the semester started fantasizing about my front-row, straight-A, strawberry-haired temptation.

      And she’s exactly who I’m thinking about as I let my eyes drink in the girl in the coffee shop. Hell, at least here I can be a bit more obvious. Here, it’s not like I’m staring at a student.

      I suddenly notice the copy of Finnegan’s Wake tucked under her arm, and my brows shoot up.

      Damn, great legs and she reads James Joyce? Now I definitely want to get to know this mystery coffee-shop girl.

      I definitely want to know that ass, too.

      But then the hipster barista is wisecracking with me and running all sorts of stupid vaguely Italian sounding drink names past me when all I want is a fucking coffee. And when I finally look back, she’s gone.

      Fuck.

      I snatch the coffee from the idiot that somehow got me to miss the girl walking out and mutter as I stalk out of the store. Great, so much for that idea. Back to grading papers, pontificating on Steinbeck, and—

      Bam.

      And I walk right into her, literally, as she comes around the corner of the building.

      She gasps as the big cup of iced coffee goes tumbling out of her hands as we crash into one another, and she shrieks a little as the icy liquid empties across her tank top and my shirt as she goes sprawling into my arms.

      Holy shit.

      It’s her; the girl reading Joyce from inside. The girl with the perfect ass and the long legs, and the red hair. My arms go around her instinctively, holding her tight as she trips, and I bring her tight against me as the icy drink spills across both of us.

      And I couldn’t give a fuck about the coffee. Because if she looked hot from behind, she’s a fucking knockout from the front; the front, I might add, that’s pressed right up against my chest.

      She gasps as she looks up at me, her eyes shaded by big black sunglass above lightly freckled cheeks and cute, soft pink lips open in surprise. And if that ass was one thing, her tits are a Goddamn works of art. They’re huge on her small frame, and the way they press right up against me through her soaking wet tank top and my soaking wet t-shirt has my cock throbbing in my pants.

      “Oh!” She gasps, her breath catching as she suddenly freezes in my arms as this cute little smile spreads across her lips. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry!”

      I swallow, feeling the blood rush from my head right into my dick with this utterly sexy, heart-stoppingly gorgeous girl pressing her body against mine. I’m suddenly remembering this is reality and not some fantasy as I quickly set her straight on her feet and begrudgingly let her go.

      She sucks her bottom lip between her teeth as her brow furrows above her sunglasses. “Oh my God, I got it all over you! I am so freaking sorry!”

      There’s something so earnest in the way that she says it that I’m grinning as I hold my hands up. She’s so sweet, and not swearing or anything like any other girl I know would be in that moment. “No, no not at all. Totally my fault for plowing into you.”

      The sudden thought of plowing into her in an entirely different way comes to mind, but I quickly push that aside as I just take her in.

      Jesus Christ this girl sexy as all fucking sin. She is young, in this perky, glowing, fucking tempting off-limits way, and there’s a familiarness to her that I can’t place, but that I chalk up having just seen her a minute before inside. But whatever ideas I have about having seen her before suddenly go tumbling right out of my brain as my eyes land on the front of her tank top, and it’s all I can do not to growl.

      The iced coffee is soaking through the front of her white cotton tank top, and her nipples beneath are quickly reacting to it. I’m holding the groan as I see the hard little pebbles of her nipples poking through the thin cotton, and they’re so hard and the shirt is so soaked that I can practically make out the outline of her aureolas.

      And if I was checking her out before, now I’m just fucking devouring her with my eyes. She stands there with her brow furrowed as she looks worriedly at me, as if she’s totally oblivious of how fucking sexy she look with her finger against her lips. Totally oblivious that her nipples are all but completely visible through her soaked tank top. The juxtaposition of the nervous, almost shyly furtive way she carries herself with that smokin’ body is enough to get my cock raging as I just stand there staring at her and resisting the primal urge to grab her back into my arms again right then and there.

      “Oh, shit, I got some on you too,” she frowns, biting at her lip nervously again.

      “No, really, that’s all me, trust me,” I say, flashing a smile at her and grinning even wider when I see the flush bloom in her cheeks and a small smile of her own creep over those lips.

      “Honestly,” I say, smiling and forcing my eyes back to hers tucked behind those shades. “It was completely my fault.”

      “No, I-”

      “Seriously,” I say firmly, smiling at her and watching her lips part into a grin. “Listen, please let me pay for the dry cleaning at the very least.”

      “Oh- no, that’s-” She’s stammering as that adorably innocent looking blush creeps back into her cheeks. “No, I couldn’t.”

      “You could, and really, I insist.”

      She bites her lip again as she looks at me through those shades, and I hold that gaze, feeling the urge to mash my lips to hers right there; resisting the primal caveman urge to rip her clothes off and take her right there against the side of the building.

      She suddenly jerks her cellphone out of her pocket and gasp. “Oh, God, I need go, I’m late for something.”

      I glance at my own watch and swear under my breath. Fuck, I’ve got a lecture that starts in two minutes and I’m ten minutes from campus.

      “Sorry again about your shirt!” She says with a final cute little blush across those cheeks, before suddenly she’s turning to walk away.

      “Woah, hang on,” I say, suddenly reaching out and putting my hand on her arm. She turns back, that lip back between those teeth. “Let me get your number or something. If you won’t let me pay for the shirt, let me take you out to dinner or something instead.”

      Her face goes bright red as the little grin teases across her perfect, utterly kissable lips, as if this is the first time a guy has ever asked a girl who looks like her for a phone number.

      “I-” She’s stammering, and again, that cross between how nervous she is and how crazy hot that body is has my cock hard as stone. “I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” she says finally, quickly looking down.

      “Look, I promise I won’t spill anything on you, honest.”

      She giggles and looks back up at me. “I…thank you, but…” She trails off.

      “C’mon, just say yes. Let me take you out.”

      She’s looking at me curiously, and slowly, this little grin starts to spread across her face. “I can’t,” she says finally, and she gives me one last smile. “See you soon, professor.”

      Oh FUCK.

      My jaw drops as she gives me one last shy smile before turning and walking towards a beat-up looking Jetta parked behind her.

      Well, so much for being far enough from campus, I groan to myself as my cock slowly deflates in my pants, before cursing and heading to my car.

      * * *

      I’ve managed to convince myself that I didn’t say anything too inappropriate when I roar into the faculty parking lot. And I’ve already decided it was just a random run in, and that even on a campus this small, the chances of running into one hot girl from one chance encounter are pretty slim as I storm into the lecture hall, tugging a new t-shirt on.

      I growl an apology to the assembled bored freshman as I crack open my lecture notes and take a breath.

      Relax. So you asked a girl out, it’s not that bad.

      I clear my throat and look up, prepared to launch right into Jane Eyre, when the floor drops out from under me

      See you soon, professor.

      I’ve been wondering what she meant the whole drive back to campus, but the whole thing clicks into place the second I look and I’m looking right at her.

      She’s wearing this much less form-fitting button-up plaid shirt now, but I can still see the coffee stain across the tight white tank-top beneath it. She’s lost the hat too, and her long strawberry blonde hair cascades wildly down around her face. Her shades are off now, and those bright, sparkling innocent blue eyes that I recognize now are looking right at me from behind those thick black-rimmed glasses that I also know. And there’s a creeping blush across her cheeks as I lock eyes with her, and right then, I get it.

      Holy shit, the girl from the coffee shop is her.

      Her being Ellie Thompson, the shy, quiet, clearly miles ahead of the rest of the class after one week, always sitting front and center like she is now, student.

      My barely legal, utterly and totally off-limits student.

      I was freaked out before, about possibly having hit on a student, but right now, I’m way past that. Fuck it, I’m the opposite of freaked right now. Because looking at her, and thinking about those soft lip opening in shock, those big, pillowy tits heaving under her soaked-through tank top, and those hard little nipples poking through the cotton, has me rock fucking hard.

      She was cute before, sitting there front and center taking pages of notes and turning in papers that floored me. But it’s like the veil’s been lifted, and suddenly, I’m not seeing her as the cute little bookworm college freshman anymore.

      I’m seeing the hottest girl I’ve ever laid eyes on; this wildly sexy angel-creature, wrapped up in the quiet, unassuming shroud of bashful shyness.

      And I want to tear that shroud off her, along with every other piece of clothing, I might add. Right there, standing in front of my damn lecture hall with Jane Eyre in my hand, my words failing me, and my cock hard as a fucking stone in my pants, I know one thing: I’m going to make this girl mine.

      And I don’t give a shit about the consequences.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 4

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      He doesn’t know.

      It’s actually the first thought that flashes through my head the second I look up from the iced coffee drenching the front of my shirt into the dark, piercing eyes of Liam Martin. Liam Martin the best-selling novelist whose book I devoured before I even came to Hardham.  Professor Martin, I should say.

      Except there’s nothing “professor” about Liam Martin; nothing dry or stuffy or old like the title usually implies. Professor Martin with the sexy black glasses, the thick beard, and the sleeve of tattoos running up his arm. Professor Martin who barely adheres to any sort of professional dress code, wearing t-shirts and jeans to lectures most of the time - not that any member of the female student body or faculty objects, I’m sure.

      Professor Martin who’s gorgeous, in that dark, brooding writer way. Professor Martin who probably doesn’t even know who I am, even though I sit at the front of his lecture three times a week, because he’s got every girl on campus gaga over him.

      Except right then, he’s staring at me like he’s hungry, his eyes devouring me in a way that sends a shiver down my back as I catch my breath and lose myself in those eyes, completely ignoring the iced coffee drenching the front of my shirt.

      But he’s not.

      I blush as I look down and realize how soaked my tank top is, suddenly very much regretting leaving my button-up shirt in the car. And I want to cover up, or die from embarrassment, but it’s then that I see his eyes and that hungry look on his face, and I feel something warm start to burn inside of me.

      Because God, I like how he looks at me.

      I notice the splashes of coffee on his own shirt and wince. “Oh my God, I got it all over you! I am so freaking sorry!”

      He grins when I say it, those dark eyes flashing at me as the the smile creeps across his face. “No, no not at all. Totally my fault for plowing into you.”

      He doesn’t recognize me. I suddenly realize I’m still wearing my big dark sunglasses, and a hat pulled over my unruly hair. Plus, I’d never be out in public in a just a tank top this tight, not without a shirt or something over it - sort of like the shirt I left in the car when I darted in real quick to get coffee before class.

      And the combination of all this makes me someone new to him, I realize. My unruly hair is mostly tucked under my hat, and my eyes are hidden behind big shades, and I’m - well, not as covered as I might normally be.

      I want to be embarrassed, or mortified that I just poured coffee all over myself and my hot professor, but I’m not. Because the way he’s looking at me right then, like I’m something he wants instead of someone that just happens to have her hand up first in class, has me getting warm in all sorts of places.

      The way he’s looking at me has me wet.

      I’m barely aware of what he’s even saying, so lost in just losing myself in this surreal moment of having a whole one-on-one conversation with Liam Martin that I’m talking on autopilot until-

      “Let me get your number or something. If you won’t let me pay for the shirt, let me take you out to dinner or something instead.”

      I blush bright red, feeling the heat flow through my whole body. Oh my God, Liam Martin just asked me out.

      It’s like every stupid girly daydream I’ve ever had while I’m sitting in his class losing myself in watching him or listening to him talk. The dirty, hot, totally inappropriate daydreams, I might add. I mean Liam Martin is easily twice my age, and my professor. The daydream involving the two of us is hot because it’s so wrong, and so inappropriate, and so far from reality.

      Except here we are, and he’s actually asking to take me out. And do I jump on this chance? Do I give in to my dirty daydreams and tell him to take me any way he wants like I do in my dreams?

      No, of course not, because I’m a big giant wimp.

      And so instead, I’m blushing and stammering like the awkward, inexperienced virgin that I am. And suddenly, even though my brain is screaming at me to shut up, I’m muttering something about being late - for the class he teaches, of course. And before I know it, I’m in my car halfway back to campus and yelling at myself for being such a stupid shy idiot.

      I’m pulling my plaid shirt on over the coffee-stained tank top as I get out of the car, only then gasping as I realize my nipples are totally obvious through the wet cotton. I’m suddenly remembering that hot, hungry look of his, and I’m blushing and feeling this little thrill run through my young body as I realize what the source of that hunger was.

      It’s naughty, and totally wrong to like the idea of my much older professor staring at my see-through shirt like that, but there’s no denying the warm feeling pooling between my legs. There’s no denying that the thought of showing him so much has my cheeks flushed red and my panties getting wet as I slip into the lecture hall and take my seat.

      Professor Martin walks in, looking incredible of course in his dressed-down t-shirt and jeans, a book under his tattooed arm like some sort of biker-turned-writer. He’s mumbles an apology out about the time before he opens his book, looks up, and suddenly locks eyes with me. They go wide in shock, before suddenly they’re burning. I can see his breath catch, and then the muscles of his neck tighten as he clenches his jaw.

      And there’s that look again. It’s the same look he had when my big, full young tits were all but bared to him. It had me hot before, but it’s got me biting my lip, crossing my legs, and feeling totally turned on now seeing it again.

      Oh yeah, he knows who I am now. He knows what I am now, seeing me here. He knows I’m his student, his most certainly off-limits, lose-your-job-over, inappropriate student.

      Except he doesn’t look away, not at all.

      And when I see something dark flash across those eyes, I feel a hot flush creep down my body, and I shiver at the promise in those eyes.

      He’s like a hungry wolf, and I’ve never been more excited to feel like a sheep.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 5

        

        Liam

      

    
    
      She bolts the second class is over. The minute that clock hits two and the rest of the shuffling, wise-cracking freshman start to get up out of their seats, she’s grabbing her bag and darting out the door.

      Right, like I’m going to let her get away again.

      Yeah, I know I should stay put. I know I should sit my ass down, let her leave and then go get a big stiff drink somewhere. Maybe hit up one of the townie bars off campus and get laid.

      Except fuck that. She’s like a magnet, like she’s been the whole damn lecture while I basically stared at her. I stood there like some sort of horny teenager, letting my eyes drop to the tops of her breasts peeking out of that totally not-form-fitting plaid shirt. Except it didn’t matter that she had that other shirt thrown on, because I’d seen what was underneath. I’d stood there all fucking class thinking of those perfect young tits wrapped up in that tight damn tank top, with her nipples slowly hardening and showing through the wet cotton.

      I’d somehow meandered through Jane Eyre while I’d fantasized about Ellie Thompson riding my cock, her face scrunched up in ecstasy as I pumped her full of my cum.

      I shove other students out of the way, ignoring questions about class, ignoring the kid that tries to shove the three-day late report into my hands, until I see her side-stepping down a quieter hallway and making for the exit. I narrow my eyes at her, like she’s a target, as I storm right towards her.

      I’m still half the hallway-length away from her when a guy in a football jersey suddenly pulls away from the stream of student walking past us and drapes an arm heavily over her shoulders.

      I frown, feeling my jaw tense as I see it.

      Jesus, of course there’s a guy. I mean a girl that looks like that, out on her own at college? Yeah, no shit there’s a boyfriend.

      Ted; the name pops into my head from some other lecture I have with this piece of shit in it. One of those kids with zero business being at a school like this but he got in because he knows how to hit people on a football field. Yeah, I played football too, but I didn’t coast on it like this asshole.

      I’m rolling my eyes at my own ridiculous horny fantasy about this girl and that perfect body when another movement catches my eye. He’s got her cornered against the wall of the hallway, but it’s the way she’s shaking her head and trying to push him away that has me growling inside as every muscle in my body tenses.

      I see the emotion flare in her eyes and the way her her whole body tenses up at his touch like she’s scared, and all I want to do is murder this guy. My eyes narrow as I march right towards them.

      “Look, just quit being such an uptight prudish bitch and-”

      “That’s enough.” My voice booms out far louder than I intended it to, but the effect is perfect. Ted immediately drops his hand from it’s grip on her arm and whirls towards me, a scared look on his face that has me grinning to myself.

      “It doesn’t really look like the young lady wants your hands on her, does it?”

      “Oh, yeah, we were just talk-”

      “Where I come from, ‘talking’ doesn’t involve grabbing a girl by the arm and stopping her from walking away.” I glance quickly at Ellie, who’s biting her lip as she looks at me with big, wide eyes.

      Ted smirks, and for a second, I have to remind myself the consequences of putting my fist through his fucking face. “Listen, Mr. Mar-”

      “Professor Martin,” I growl, and as I take a step towards him, he suddenly cowers a little and takes a step back.

      Little punk.

      “Yeah, sure, professor.”

      “‘Yes sir,’ will do,” I say with a low voice. “And if I ever see you with your hands on a girl like that again, we’re going to have fucking problems. Do I make myself clear?” My eyes are locked on his, my hand in a fist at my side.

      He nods quickly. “Yes, sir.”

      “Move.”

      He shoots one quick last look at Ellie before turning and skulking away.

      I turn my attention back to her, still looking at me with those big eyes, her mouth hanging open. “Look, I hope I wasn’t putting my nose where it doesn’t belong.”

      And immediately, I can think of a few other things I want to put where they don’t belong with this girl.

      She smiles at me, that same grin from outside the coffee shop, and I can feel my cock twitch a little in my jeans. “Oh, no, that was…” She trails off and bites her lip. “Thank you,” she says quietly.

      “Everything okay?”

      “Yeah,” she rolls her eyes, her cheeks flushing pink. “He’s just a jerk.”

      Her eyes dart up to mine, and I can see her breath catch a little in her throat. “Look, Professor Mar-”

      “You should have said something,” I say, cutting her off and holding those big blue eyes with my own.

      I don’t know why I say it, especially since I’m already probably crossing some sort of line by intervening with whatever drama that was with Ted. These are adults, after-all, and this isn’t high school or anything. But really, she should have said something. I mean she stood there letting me hit on her, clearly not realizing who she was with those damn shades and that fuckin’ hat on.

      Clearly not realizing she was my damn student.

      And for a second, as roaring hard and single-mindedly turned on I am for her, that little fact starts to sink in. She’s my student. I could technically lose my job over this shit if she decided to report me for harassment or something. You hear horror stories of some flirty young coed accusing a non-tenured professor of “offering to change her grade” or some sort of bullshit, and the guy's career is ruined even if he never laid on a hand on her.

      She’s quiet, chewing on her bottom lip as that flush creeps over her cheeks, her big wide eyes locked on mine.

      “Look, I’m, uh-” I cough suddenly realizing my hand is still on her arm and dropping it as I clear my throat. “Look, I’m sorry if I was inappropriate. Your sunglasses, and the hat-”

      “It’s okay, Professor Martin.”

      Fuck.

      There’s something so innocent about the way she says it, something off-limits and wrong about the way it almost sounds like she’s acquiescing to me that gets my cock rock hard in my jeans.

      “Well, listen, I really didn’t recognize you, although I have no fucking idea how I didn’t with you front and center in class every day like you are.”

      It’s not really flirtatious, but she blushes like I just dropped a line on her.

      “You’re sure I can’t pay for the shirt?”

      She laughs, and it’s this musical sound, her whole face twinkling as she smiles. “No, honestly, I’m the one that should be paying for yours.”

      I shrug. “We’ll just say it’s covered by your tuition.”

      She grins, biting her lip. “I’m here on a scholarship.”

      Damn, is this girl hitting on me? It’s shy and inexperienced, which makes no sense coming from a girl that looks like his, but she’s almost flirting with me.

      “Ah, well, in that case, I’m going to need you to pay for the shirt.”

      She laughs again, and I realize I’m grinning like an idiot, allowing myself to flirt right back with this girl that I should not be flirting with.

      She opens her perfect, pouty lips to start to say something, but then quickly closes it, her cheeks getting redder.

      “Listen, you sure everything’s okay with that jackass?”

      She grins at me and nods quickly. “It’s okay, really. Just an asshole.”

      The thought of him being a jilted lover or an ex or something has me tensing my muscles all over again. The thought of her being with anyone - let alone a douchebag like that - has me seeing red for a second; like she’s mine.

      And she’s not - not mine, that is - but that’s not to say I’m not thinking of every single way I want to make her mine.

      “Well listen, if you need to talk, my office is always open.” I shrug, “I work late.”

      She blushes again and bites that damn bottom lip again. “Thanks, Professor.”

      We’re standing in the damn hallway of the school, surrounded by people, and all I can think about is tearing that shirt off her and burying my face in those ripe young tits. All I can picture is her bouncing up and down on my cock, that tight barely legal pussy gripping my shaft as she moans my name and comes for me. I’m imagining throwing her legs up over my shoulders and fucking her like a girl like that needs to be fucked until I pump every drop of my cum deep inside that fertile young cunt.

      Student; she’s a STUDENT you fucking idiot.

      “Professor?” I shake my daydream out of my head and blink to see her looking at me bashfully.

      “Hmm?”

      “See you in class tomorrow?”

      I cough. “Uh, yeah.” I smile, forcing myself to make it a teacher-student sort of nurturing smile and not a wolfish and hungry one. “See you tomorrow, Ellie.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 6

        

        Liam

      

    
    
      I’m in my office later after the rest of the building is dark and empty. And it’s exactly how I like it since it’s quiet enough to get some writing done.

      But I can’t work tonight, because I’m rock hard. I’m imagining those tits, and that red hair fanned out as she lays across my desk, her legs spreading for me.

      Damnit.

      I’m hard as fucking stone, I’m getting nothing done, and I can’t ignore it anymore.

      Fuck it. It’s dark, it’s late, and no one is ever here besides me anyways at this hour.

      I have exactly one more voice of reason trickle into my ear, but I bury it as I quickly start to yank my belt off and unzip my jeans. I groan as I pull my cock out and start to stroke it, closing my eyes and thinking of her.

      My head drops back as I imagine little Ellie Thompson on her knees, her hand around my cock. I growl as I pump my fist up and down, imagining her soft wet, innocent lips wrapping around my dick. I think of her big, pillowy tits wrapping around my shaft, her hands holding them together as she slowly and softly pumps them up and down, until I blast rope after rope of sticky cum across her breasts.

      I stoke faster, imagining bending her over my desk and pulling those little daisy duke shorts down to her knees.

      Please fuck me, Professor Martin, she’d beg, looking over her shoulder at me. I can feel my cock swelling up, my blood roaring in my ear as I imagine sheathing every fat inch of my cock in her barely legal, totally off-limits pussy.

      And that’s what does it, I feel my balls twitch as the orgasm roars through me. The thought of blowing my cum deep inside her fertile young body - bare and totally unprotected - has me groaning her name out loud in the empty office as my cum blasts across a student’s paper on top of my desk.

      There’s a flash of something in the corner of my eye, and I’m jerking my head around to just miss whatever it was. My eyes narrow, and I can feel the cold shiver hit me as I realize my fucking office door is cracked open.

      You fucking Goddamn idiot, I hiss to myself as I jump out of my chair, tucking my cock back into my pants as I yank the door open and look down the dark hallway.

      There’s nothing there, and slowly, I can feel my pulse start to slow from the manic pace of seconds before.

      But that was close; too close. That was treading a line that’d get me kicked out of this cushy college job faster than you can say “better go write another best-seller.”

      Been a lot of that today, hasn’t there.

      I need to watch myself. First I’m hitting on a student and blatantly staring at her big, juicy tits, and now I’m almost getting busted jerking off in my fucking office. Yeah, I need to get my shit in line.

      I’m shaking my head as I go back to my desk, and I’m starting to groan about the big load of cum I just dropped on some poor little shit’s paper, before my eyes freeze at the name on the top.

      Jesus, I just came on Ellie’s report.

      It's a filthy, cock-twitchingly dirty thought, and I groan before I shake my head. No, I need to get these taboo, off-limits thoughts of Ellie Thompson right out of my head.

      Except I’m still thinking them when I lock up later and leave. I’m still thinking of fucking that sweet young body and watching those tits bounce high on her chest. I’m still thinking of tasting that tight pussy, shoving my tongue deep inside as she whimpers for more. I’m groaning as I slam the door to my house off campus, shutting the world out behind me and whipping my cock back out. All I can do is dream about covering her big perfect tits with my cum.

      And when I imagine buying my cock inside that barely legal cunt and pumping her full of my seed, I growl as my cum goes flying across the room.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 7

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      I’m buzzing as I leave the English department building. I can feel my whole face blushing, and my entire body throbbing and tensing like I’ve been hit with some sort of electric spark as I make a bee-line right to my dorm.

      Because what I just saw has me soaking through my panties.

      “Well listen, if you need to talk, my office is always open…I work late.”

      If I were any other girl - maybe a more experienced one, I’d say ‘talking’ wasn’t why I went to Liam Martin’s office so late, after the rest of the building was mostly dark and empty. But this is me we’re talking about, and truth be told, I don’t know why I went. To be near him and feel that illicit, electric glow I got whenever I was around him? To maybe feel that same rush I’d felt when he’d bumped into me out of class and talked to me and looked at me like I was this girl he had to have instead of just one of this students?

      I fumble in my pocket for the keycard to my dorm, still feeling that powerful thrill thundering through me, making my nipples hard as points under my t-shirt and making my little pussy wet, soaking the cotton of my panties as I squeeze my legs together.

      He said my name.

      I walked down the dark hallway of the English building slowly, trying to even make sense of why I was there, and what I was possibly going say to him once I got to his office. What, that I was struggling in class? I was acing his class, along with every other class.

      It was the grunting noise that stopped me cold in the hallway, a few feet before I’d gotten to his door. I might be young, and naive, and inexperienced, but I’m not that sheltered. I know the sound of well, that, when I hear it.

      For a moment, I almost felt a rush of jealousy at the sounds he made. Was there someone in there with him? I wanted to slap myself for being silly enough to think I was the only girl who thought the tattooed, ruggedly charming Liam Martin was hot, and I almost walked away right then before I heard it again.

      I had to see.

      I forced myself closer to the ajar door of his office, feeling my heart pound with every slow step. Slowly, I inched my way to the crack in the door and peered in, but nothing prepared me for what I saw.

      Oh my God.

      His head was thrown back, his eyes were squeezed shut, and his hand was wrapped around the biggest cock I could ever have imagined. Okay, it’s not like I had any actual experience to compare it to, but it was huge.

      It was like flicking a switch, and I was wet instantly.

      I watched, my pulse roaring in my ears and my eyes glued to the man in the chair not five feet from me. His biceps bulged under the t-shirt he wore, and the thick cock in his hand seemed to swell bigger and bigger as his hand shuttled up and down the shaft. I could feel my young pussy just dripping desire into my panties, and before I knew it, I had a hand up under my t-shirt and sliding over my bra to get at my aching nipples.

      And then, he said my name.

      My mind spun and my breath caught ragged in my throat as I watched my hunky older professor utter my name out loud as his cock just erupted in his hand. I watched, utterly transfixed, as his thick white cum spurted out to splash across the papers on his desk.

      It was the first time I’d ever seen a man come.

      His hand dropped from his cock, and suddenly I realized I was alone in the dark hallway with my legs squeezed together and my hand under my shirt and my bra, pulling at my nipple. In a flash, I darted away from the door, and walked as quickly and as silently as I could to the stairwell.

      The door to my dorm room shuts with a click behind me, and it feels like it's the first time I’ve let the air out of my lungs since seeing him like that.

      I’m still tingling, still feeling the rush of what I’ve just seen pounding through my veins as I notice the note from my roommate Ally lying on my pillow:

      Out for the night at Jason’s ;)

      I barely give it a second thought before I’m letting my shorts slip down my legs as I peel the t-shirt off my body. My bra follows, and I’m biting my lip and moaning quietly as my hands slide over them, cupping them and letting my fingers tease over the pink, sensitive nipples. I drop to my bed and let myself fall back into it as I slide my hands down my body to hook my thumbs into the waist of my panties. They kick from my feet easily, and then it’s just me, my fingers, and my wicked, dirty thoughts of Liam Martin.

      I gasp as my fingers pull at my nipples, my skin warm to the touch as I imagine all sorts of things Professor Martin could do to me in his office with that jaw-dropping cock of his. I imagine touching it as my hands slide lower, over the soft skin of my torso and down to the hot, wet heat of my young pussy. I imagine what he’d feel like in my hands, and what he’d taste like on my tongue. My fingers slide easily through the slippery folds of my pussy, and I whimper as I imagine his hands there, touching and exploring me.

      I leave one hand to slowly toy with my little clit as I reach over to my bedside table. Ally is gone, so it’s the perfect time for the toy I’d blushingly bought my first week at school.

      The vibrator is small, but it has me gasping and arching my hips off the bed as soon as it touches me. I’m moaning as I roll it across my clit over and over, while my other hand pulls and pinches at my nipples, making my whole body writhe in the bed sheets. In my head, it’s him touching me, him owning my body and making me moan as he teaches me everything I’ve yet to learn.

      In my mind, it’s Professor Martin holding me down and sliding into me. It’s hardly a feeling I can picture, having never experienced it, but he’s all I imagine that night. He’s all I imagine as my body begins to crash over the edge, and that wicked, forbidden imagine of his cock is all I can see as I cry out and go tumbling over the edge of my climax.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 8

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      Wednesdays is the late lecture with him.

      Two days later - two days of positively aching for him, and two days of sneaking off to the shower to rub my pussy until I bit my hand to keep from crying out - I’m back in Professor Martin’s lecture hall.

      It’s late, and it’s a Wednesday, and it's the class that most people show up to in dorm pants and t-shirts.

      But I’m not.

      I’m wearing a scoop-neck sweater, with nothing on underneath. One that’s a bit too small, and one that had my cheeks burning when I tried it on back in the room. It hugs my breasts in ways that I’d normally never wear it in public. But here in this lecture hall, I feel like it’s just him and me, because I’m wearing it only for him.

      I’m also wearing a short, pleated skirt; nothing scandalous, but one that shows off a bit more leg that I might normally wear to a classroom. I’m not even usually much of a skirt girl, but there’s something so lip-bitingly naughty about the way it swishes around my bare thighs, and the way the air seem to tease up my legs to my pussy, covered only by a lacy pair of white panties.

      But it’s when he looks up from his podium as I walk in, and his gaze locks onto me, that the heat just blooms through my body. I can feel my skin tingle under his gaze, my nipples hardening to sensitive points under the thin, clinging scoop-neck, and my panties growing warmer and wetter. It feels so naughty, and so scandalous as I walk to my seat at the front of the lecture hall, not looking but knowing his eyes are following and devouring me every step of the way.

      I take my seat, and carefully cross my legs, letting the skirt ride up a little higher. It’s then that I look up, and my heart about flip-flops in my chest as I’m met with the fierce gaze of Professor Martin.

      He’s looking at me like he’s hungry; like a wolf who’s found his prey. I feel a shiver run down my back, my nipples hardening even more under my thin sweater as he holds my gaze a second longer before clearing his throat and reaching for his lecture notes.

      I know the thoughts I’m having about him are wrong, and dangerous, and so wildly inappropriate, but I can’t help it. I can’t help but think about what I know he’s got between his legs, and I certainly can’t forget the way he said my name as he stroked it the other night in his office.

      And that’s all I can think about as the lecture begins, and he starts to talk. I don’t hear a word he says though, and only one thought is going through my head as I watch him casually lean against the podium in his fitted jeans and tight black t-shirt. A single thought as his deep, powerful voice resonates over the hall, and his his dark, piercing eyes scan over the students before finally landing on me. Just burning into me.

      I want him.

      It’s a thought I’ve never had about anyone before, at least not like this. It’s a need; a wicked, burning desire that I can’t ignore. I’ve of course noticed cute boys before, and of course had thoughts that made me blush and made my body ache in ways I couldn’t ignore.

      But this is like nothing I’ve felt.

      This is primal, and raw, and nothing that might go away after a quiet, gasping little orgasm in the shower or buried in my pillow.

      It’s so wrong, and he’s at least twice my age, not to mention my teacher. But he’s nothing like boys like Ted, or any of the other ones I’ve ever known.

      And right then, it clicks. Right then, something falls into place, and suddenly, why I never gave it up to the boys in high school, or the ones here at college all makes sense.

      It wasn't that I’d been shy or awkward, or gawky, or too busy. Those are all excuses, really, and they suddenly fall away as I sit there lost in my dark, forbidden fantasies about my professor.

      It’s because they were boys, and what I want - what I’ve always wanted - is a man.

      The idea of some frat jock flopping around and just sticking it in me is obviously a total turn off. The idea of being groped or fumbled with in some drunken night of shady half-memories is not how I want it to be.

      But the thought of a man - a man like Liam Martin - taking me and showing me everything, gets me hotter than anything. The idea of submitting to him, and letting him slide inside of me for the first time has my panties soaked and my pulse pounding as I sit there in the lecture hall.

      He’s talking about Hemingway, but he’s staring right at me. Me in my pleated short skirt that I borrowed from Ally, and the thin scoop-neck sweater that doesn’t quite fit me. He’s staring right at me as that last little piece falls into place in my mind, and I’m instantly and head-swimmingly turned on. I’m still not even hearing the words coming out of his mouth, and instead I’m picturing those lips kissing me, and tasting me in all sorts of places.

      There’s a rush of that blooming through me as I feel the urge to play into this game of looking that we’re playing. He’s still lecturing as I slowly uncross my legs, feeling the thrill roar through me as I watch his eyes grow a bit wider, and his words stumble just a little bit as I flash him the quickest, most innocent glimpse of my little white panties. He finds his place and continues, but his eyes flick to mine and burn right into me, and I shiver.

      I arch my back in my chair, letting my full, heavy breasts press against the thin material of my sweater, and I watch his eyes flash down over my body again, I uncross and recross my legs again, slower this time.

      I’m so turned on, and my pulse is thundering through me as I’m picturing his cock. God he was so big. Again, I’ve got nothing to compare it to, but it’s thrilling to imagine something that big fitting inside someone.

      Someone like me.

      The bell rings, and the spell is shattered. He clears his throat again and drags his eyes back to the class as he reminds us all about the test next week, before he grabs his notes and storms out of the room.

      And part of me pouts to see him leave so fast, but when he turns and gives me one last fiery look from the doorway, I feel a naughty shiver run through me. And then I’m wondering if the reason Professor Martin is exiting so fast is so that he can go to his office to stroke that wonderful cock again. Just the thought of it has my pulse skipping a beat as I squeeze my thighs together and feel the shiver run through me. It’s a thrill, wondering if I’m responsible for that. Part of me wonders if after catching glimpses and peeks of my young body all class, he needed to go stroke his big cock again.

      The other part of me wants to find out.

      And that’s the part that takes over as I find myself pushing through the rest of the students drifting out of the classroom. It’s the part of me that takes control as I swallow all my self-doubt and my trepidations, and any last hesitations as I climb the stairs to the floor above. And it’s the only part of me that matters as I find myself stepping quietly down the darkened hallway, heading towards the only faculty office with light still creeping out from under the door.

      Professor Martin’s office.

      Because I’ve already made up my mind, and there’s no going back.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 9

        

        Liam

      

    
    
      I barely make it to my office, barely get behind closed doors before I’m growling and yanking at the buckle to my belt. My cock’s been hard enough to drive nails with the entire lecture, and it’s been that way because of her.

      Ellie.

      Her, sitting there like fucking original sin; like sweet untouchable temptation sitting front and center for my lecture. The scoop-neck shirt was enough to get my cock throbbing in my pants, but when she uncrossed and recrossed her legs, giving me that little flash of snow-white panty there in the shadows between her legs, it was enough to get my dick hard as diamond.

      Part of me wants to think the little flash was on purpose, even if that’s so out of character for sweet little bookworm Ellie Thompson. On purpose or by mistake though, that little peek of white lace was enough to get me tripping over my words the whole damn lecture. It was enough to get images of that tight little body with those succulent little curves swimming through my head the whole class, to the point where I could barely concentrate on whatever the fuck I was saying.

      And it was enough to get me here, ready to jerk my cock like some sort of horny teenager in my office again. Because I know she’s untouchable, but it only makes the hunger for her all the the more voracious.

      I’m groaning as I reach into my pants and wrap my hand around my dick, but then comes the small knock on my office door.

      I freeze, squeezing my eyes shut and hoping to God I made it up, but it comes tapping again. A tender, quick little knock that has me blowing my air out through a clenched jaw as I stuff my cock back into my pants and try and clear my head.

      I take another deep breath, trying to get my heart back to a semi-normal pace, before I turn and jerk the door open.

      Oh, fuck.

      It’s her - every cock-throbbing, eye-popping, forbiddenly tempting inch of her. Her bright blue eyes are wide and blinking, her face flushed a gentle pink, and her strawberry blonde hair falls in tendrils, framing her soft face. Her chest rises and falls quickly with her breath, like she’s just run a mile or something, and I can’t even pretend to keep my eyes from dropping to those perfect, creamy white mounds as they heave beneath the scoop neck of her sweater.

      “Um, Professor?”

      I swallow and blink as I drag my eyes back up to hers, those soft, crystal blue eyes that I just get lost in. “Ellie, uh, hi.”

      She bites her lip, looking so nervous and innocent and vulnerable. “You, um, you said I could stop by if I ever needed anything?” Her eyes dart quickly around my face before her brow furrows. “I’m so sorry, it’s probably too late.”

      Her face goes red and she starts to turn, but I reach out and stop her with a hand on her arm.

      Fuck she’s so warm. Her sleeves are pushed up a little over her forearm, and it’s there that my hand rests, skin on skin. And its soft, and flawless, and smooth, and I clench my jaw at the thought of running my hands over every single inch of her body to see how soft everything else is.

      I clear my throat and force a smile to my face to cover the raw lust. “No, not at all, Ellie. I told you, I work late.” I wink as I let go of her arm and gesture. “Here, come on in.”

      She bites her lip again, a grin teasing the corners of her mouth and her eyes flashing before she nods and steps past me into the mid-sized office lined with bookshelves.

      I gesture towards the small loveseat against the wall. “What can I do for you?”

      What can I do TO you, I want to growl out loud, picturing my cock sinking into that tight, yielding cunt.

      Ellie takes a step towards the loveseat but then stops and turns back quickly, a look like she’s wrestling with something on her face that actually gives me pause. She genuinely looks worried and conflicted about something.

      “Everything okay?”

      She blushes and lets out a small laugh. “Oh, yes, sorry.” She grins at me. “Yeah, everything’s okay. I just wanted to thank you for intervening with Ted the other day.”

      “I hope I wasn’t stepping over a line.”

      “Oh! No, not at all,” she says quickly.

      “Boyfriend?”

      She groans a little and rolls her eyes. “No.” She sighs. “Well, maybe we sort of were, but he cheated on me because I wouldn’t-” She stops suddenly and blushes before shaking her head.

      “Wouldn’t what?”

      Her face is bright pink as she looks up at me shyly. “I- it’s nothing.”

      “You sure?” I frown. “I’m all ears if you want to talk.”

      “I wouldn’t, um, do things with him.”

      I raise an eyebrow, resisting the urge to grin at the deep flush that blooms across her cheeks and the top of her chest, not to mention the sense of glee I get knowing that little shitbag didn’t get a piece of her.

      “Seriously?” I shake my head. “That guy stepped out on a girl like you?”

      Her face falls a little. “Yeah, he’s kind of a jerk.”

      “He’s a fucking Goddamn idiot.” I immediately regret how forcefully I say it the second it comes out. Her eyebrows shoot up. but then she’s giggling as she grins at me.

      “You think so?” Her face perks up even more as she smiles shyly at me, her eyes darting across mine.

      “I know so, Ellie.”

      She blushes again. “Thanks, Professor Martin.”

      I roll my eyes as I lean back against my desk. “Liam works just fine, you know.”

      She grins.

      “So, uh, anything else I can help you with today?”

      I groan inside the second I say it and see her face freeze a little. And I want to kick myself since it sounds like I’m trying to get rid of her. I shake my head quickly. “You, uh, you reading anything good these days?”

      Ellie’s face seems to brighten, her shoulders relaxing a little, “No, actually. Any recommendations?”

      I laugh. “Plenty. Ever read Hutchins?”

      She shakes her head, her eyes never leaving mine.

      “Aww, man!” I shake my head. “You’ve gotta read his latest,” I say, pointing to one of the top shelves behind her.

      I go to move past her towards the rolling ladder to the side of my office that spans one of the extra-tall bookshelves, but she stops me. “Oh, I can get it!” She says with a bright smile. And before I can stop her, she’s turning and starting to climb the wooden ladder. “Which shelf?”

      But I barely hear her, like her voice is coming at me from underwater or something.

      Holy shit.

      Because now she’s four steps up the ladder right in front of me. And she’s wearing that short little pleated skirt.

      …And I can see right up to the tiny patch of lace white pulled tight across the lips of her pussy before disappearing between the cheeks of her ass.

      I’m utterly mesmerized, utterly frozen with my eyes hungry and locked on that sweet untouchable prize, like a little peach - barely covered, barely legal, and right in front of my face. My cock roars in my pants, and I’m so mesmerized, in fact, that I don’t even hear her ask a second time.

      But it’s when I hear her small gasp and the soft “oh” that my eyes jerk up to her face.

      And our eyes lock.

      “Fuck,” I swear, suddenly feeling the rush of adrenaline turn to something else as I quickly take a step back. “Shit, Ellie, I’m-” I shake my head as I take a deep breath and look up at her again. “Fuck, honey, I’m so sorry, that was out of li-”

      “Do you like what you see, Professor?” Her voice is soft, and so tender sounding, and the combination of the two is insanely hot to my ears and has my cock rising right back up to attention.

      “Ellie, I didn’t mean to-”

      “I don’t mind,” she says, her face going bright red as she sucks her bottom lip between her teeth.

      I freeze, one hand still on the wooden ladder, blood roaring in my ears. I slowly look back up at her. She’s still standing there, four rungs up and looking coyly and shyly over her shoulder at me.

      And I can still see her panties.

      “Ellie, maybe you should come down from th-”

      “I really don’t mind, Professor,” she says again, her eyes flashing at me as she swallows thickly. “I think it’s only fair.”

      I force my eyes up from her panty-clad pussy to her face again, my brow furrowing. “Fair?”

      “I-” She blushes furiously. “I saw you,” she says quietly. “The other day, here in your office.”

      Here in my-

      OH FUCK.

      The flash of movement, the cracked open door, and the empty hallway, the night I’d jerked off in here thinking of her. And suddenly, it’s all clicking as my jaw clenches and my muscles tense. My eyes pierce into hers, and I can see the heat and the same hunger there in hers that I know is writ across mine.

      “Ellie, honey-”

      “I- I liked what I saw, Professor,” she says softly. Slowly, she starts to turn on the ladder, until she’s facing me, looking down perched there above me.

      “Could-” She blushes bright red again, and I can feel the blood pumping my dick rock hard as I watch the way her tits rise and fall with her breath.

      “Could I see it again?”

      Holy shit.

      “Ellie,” I say quietly, barely trusting myself to talk to her with how ready I am to bury every inch of my dick inside of her. “I think you should leave.”

      The fuck I do. I don’t, really. Leave? Fuck that. I want her to stay right here, preferably with her legs spread and my cock buried balls-deep in that tight little eighteen year old pussy. But I also have a job to think about. I have rules and consequences of breaking them to think about.

      “I won’t tell anyone, Professor Martin,” she says softly, and she says it so innocently and sweetly that I literally groan out loud at how hard my cock gets when she’s says it.

      “It can be our little secret,” she says with a hushed voice.

      It’s so fucking wrong, but damn if hearing sweet little Ellie Thompson say shit like that doesn’t have me ready to tear those panties right off her and bury my tongue in her slit.

      “Fuck, Ellie,” I growl, letting my eyes roam freely over her nubile young body.

      “Do you want a better look, Professor?” She says, grinning shyly as she bites her lip. And before I can say or do anything, she slowly starts to pull up on her skirt. I groan as more and more of her creamy thighs are revealed. And when she pulls it higher still and the lacy white of her panties pulled right across her pussy comes into view, I growl.

      She’s wet, and I can see it plainly there between her legs. Her panties are wet across her pussy, making them mold to every soft contour of her forbidden place.

      “Is this what you were trying to see earlier in the lecture, Professor?” She says with a little grin across her lips.

      “Jesus, Ellie,” I growl. I’m moving forward then, drawn to her, and confident that nothing in the fucking world could stop me now. My hands slide up from the wood of the ladder to her legs, and I feel her shiver at the contact of my hands across her soft warm skin.

      I’m moving closer still, my mouth inches from her thigh and my breath hot across her skin when she moans.

      And there goes the last shred of my restraint. My hands slide right up her thighs, my fingers hooking into her panties. She whimpers then, her breath coming quick as I start to pull them down over her hips. I slip them down until the soft, pink, wet lips of her perfect, barely legal pussy are revealed to me, and I growl.

      Holy fuck yes.

      Ellie cries out as my mouth slips against her pussy. Her whole body shakes like she’s been shocked, almost falling off the ladder as her hands go to my hair and grip me tight. She tastes like sweet honey, and I groan as I bury my tongue deep in her slit as I drag her panties the rest of the way down her legs.

      “Ohmygod! Ohmygod! Ohmygod!”

      She’s whimpering and gasping, her hips bucking against my mouth as I lick her. My hands slide up to grab her ass, holding her to my mouth as I let my tongue curl over her clit. I reach down with one of my hands and yank my zipper down and pull my cock out, and then I’m grunting into her sweet young pussy as I stroke myself.

      “It’s so good!” She moans as her body quivers beneath me, and I can taste more of her wetness pour over my tongue.

      “Oh my God, Professor! Professor Martin! I- I think I’m-”

      My tongue dances across her clit, and suddenly her whole body goes rigid before she suddenly screams and bucks her hips hard against my mouth.

      I grab her as she starts to collapse on the ladder, catching her in my arms and bring her down and against me as she whimpers and gasps.

      “Oh my God, so, so good…” she mumbles into my chest.

      She gasps as I pick her up, her legs wrapping instinctively around my waist, a moan falling from her lips as I run my mouth across her neck. I’m spinning us around then, and sitting her down on the edge of my desk.

      And then I’m kissing her, hard, and I know she can taste herself on my lips, but I don’t care, and if she does, she sure as shit doesn’t act like it. She’s moaning and clawing at my shirt as I reach down to the edge of her sweater and start to push it up her chest. Her full, ripe young breasts are soft and warm in my hands, and I growl as I realize she’s not even wearing a bra under it.

      She pulls away from my hungry kiss to let me pull the sweater over her head, slipping it over her gingery-blonde hair and tossing it aside, before I let my eyes feast on her.

      Jesus fucking Christ.

      She’s perfect. She’s only eighteen years old, and half my fucking age, and so fucking off-limits, but she’s perfect. She half-strewn across my desk, her breasts high and firm on her chest, the light pink nipples hardened in mouth-watering little points. Her skirt is pushed up around her waist, and with her legs slightly spread, I can see the pink wetness of her tight little pussy.

      Off-limits my ass, I’m going to make this girl mine.

      She’s moaning as I kiss her, my fingers sliding over her pussy as I drop my jeans and my briefs and step out of them. I shrug my shirt off, and she’s cooing as she runs her hands over my skin and my tattoos and my muscles as I move against her.

      “Please, Professor,” she gasps into my mouth as my hand slides up into her hair. “I want you to! I want you to have me.”

      And its music to my fucking ears.

      I growl into her mouth as I slide the throbbing head of my cock against her dewy wet lips. She feels like hot silk, and I can feel her wetness drip down my cock as I start to push the head inside.

      Suddenly, she’s tensing up, and she pulls away from me to bite her lip and furrow her brow.

      I stop, and frown. “You okay, honey?” I peer into her wincing face. “Look, we don’t-“

      And then I get it. It’s that look in her eye that suddenly floors me.

      She’s never done this before.

      Holy shit.

      I start to shake my head and pull away, but she wraps her legs around me, holding me close. “Wait, no! No, I want you to!”

      “Ellie, Jesus, are you-”

      She nods her head and I swear.

      “No, really! I want it to be you, Professor!”

      God help me, my cock twitches when she calls me that. I’m still pressed right up against her, her lips slightly parted around just the head of my cock like two wet petals, and I groan as I feel her muscles there flutter against my cock.

      “Ellie, I can’t be your first, honey.”

      “You can, Professor Martin.” Her eyes are wide and her face is flushed pink as she holds me against her like that and looks pleadingly into my eyes. “You’re not like the other boys at school here, and I always wanted it to be with a man, like you. I don’t want my first time to be drunk at some frat party.”

      The idea of some little frat shitbag touching this girl has me seeing red for a second, and the caveman inside of me screams mine.

      The rational part of me wants to resist and say this is wrong, and that we should stop. But it’s the other part of me that already knows what I’m going to do. It’s the primal, animal side of me that wants to claim this girl in every conceivable way. It’s the side of me that wants to make her mine, make her come, and make her scream my name as I fill her fertile young body with my seed.

      Ellie takes my hands and slides them across her full, soft tits, and I groan as I feel her rock her hips forward, slipping another quarter inch of my cock head inside of her and making her whimper.

      “Please, Professor?” Her tongue darts out across her lips. “Fuck me with that big cock.”

      Yeah, take a guess which side wins.

      She moans as I grab her face in my hands and kiss her fiercely, bruising her lips with mine. “This is only gonna hurt for a second, baby,” I growl as I start to ease my cock forward. She winces, and then cries out as I start to sink inside. But then suddenly, I just start to slip right inside, and we’re both clutching at each other and moaning as I drive every single thick inch of my cock inside her virgin pussy.

      “Oh my GOD!” She moans, tossing her head back and clawing at my chest. “Oh my God it’s so big!”

      I let her get used to the size for a second, feeling her impossibly tight young pussy gripping and rippling around my thick shaft. I start to slide out, and her eyes dart up to mine like she’s worried I’m stopping. But then I drive in again, rocking all the way back inside until my balls are resting on her ass, and she moans as her breath catches in her throat.

      And then I start to fuck her.

      She eases back across my desk as I spread her legs wide and start to pump my cock in and out of that wet little slit. She’s moaning and writhing, and arching her back off the desk as I hold her hips and drive into her again and again.

      Her flawless, tight young eighteen year old body fits me like a fucking glove, like her pussy was made for my dick. I slide a hand up to cup and squeeze her gravity-defying tits, bouncing high on her chest as I fuck her with deep, even strokes. Her ginger hair fans out around her head, and her eyes are squeezed shut in ecstasy as she clutches at papers on my desk, sending books and reports scattering across the floor.

      “Fuck me, Professor Martin!” She moans, her hands coming to her breasts and pinching her nipples as she gasps and looks up at me. “Show me how a man fucks!”

      It’s like a dare, and I growl as I grab her by the hips and just start to pound into her. She starts to gasp and moan beneath me, ‘yes, yes yes’ babbling from her lips as I bury my thick cock in her again and again. And for a second, I’m aware that I’m not even wearing a condom, but I also just don’t fucking care.

      I want to fill her up. I want to unload every drop of my cum inside her fertile young body. Fuck it, I want to make her belly swollen with my child.

      The very idea of knocking her up like this has my cock throbbing even bigger inside her silky wet pussy, and I know it’s not going to be long before I explode.

      She’s so wet and so fucking tight around me. She’s arching and bucking against me, moaning and pulling at her nipples as papers go flying from the desk. Hell, the desk itself starts squeaking against the floor as I pound into her over and over again.

      “Oh God, I’m going to come! I’m going to come! Make me come, Professor! Make-!”

      Her mouth opens in this silent scream, and then I can feel her already impossibly tight pussy clenching my cock like a velvet vise as she starts to climax. And it’s the reality that my sweet, innocent, straight-A bookworm of a barely legal student is coming with my cock balls deep inside of her, that pushes me over the edge.

      I roar as push as deep as I can and just explode inside of her, bare and totally unprotected. I’m shooting rope after thick rope of cum deep inside her, filling her up so much that it starts to leak out as I pump one more spurt inside of her.

      I’m seeing double as I come to a halt and gasp for air.

      Holy fuck.

      Ellie is panting, her big soft tits heaving on her chest and her face red and flushed. Slowly, she raises herself off the desk and grins this huge, adorable smile at me as her eyes flash.

      “That was wonderful,” she whispers before I press my lips to hers and kiss her slow and deep.

      I slowly ease out of her, groaning first at the feeling of my cock leaving the confines of that perfect, slick pussy and then at the sight of my pearly white cum trickling out of her. I raise my eyes to her and she’s grinning, and practically glowing as she lays there propped up on her elbows catching her breath.

      Damn this girl looks good after she’s been fucked.

      “Thank you,” she whispers.

      She giggles as I snatch her panties off the floor and use them to gently clean her up before pulling my pants back on.

      “Professor?”

      We both whirl at the knock on the door, her jaw dropping and her eyes going wide before she snaps back to me, her face white.

      “Quick!” I hiss, slipping my shirt back over my head and kicking the papers strewn across the floor under the desk.

      “Professor Martin? A word?”

      Fuck me, it’s Susan, the department head.

      “Just a minute!” I say, trying to keep my voice even.

      Ellie yanks her sweater on and hastily pushes her hair back from her face. “How do I look?”

      Yeah, she definitely looks like she just got fucked.

      I only give her a quick, searing kiss though as I nod. “Good enough for me to take again right fucking now.” She blushes and I push a strand of hair behind her ear. “Ready?”

      She grins and nods, her eyes wild and her face still flushed and glowing.

      I open the door to Susan, the department head, who looks startled when she sees Ellie over my shoulder. She clears her throat. “Oh, I’m sorry I didn’t realize you were in office hours.”

      I smile pleasantly at her, trying not to think about the fact that I can still taste Ellie’s pussy on my tongue. “Oh, I work late,” I say, giving her my most charming smile. “So, anything else Ms. Thompson?”

      Ellie bites her lip and shakes her head as she moves past Susan and I. “No, thank you Professor.”

      Susan’s smiling at me in way that says she clearly doesn’t know I just deflowered this particular student across my desk. The pleasant look in her eyes says she has no idea I was just balls deep inside the girl standing before her, filling her up with every drop of my cum that’s probably still dripping down her legs.

      Ellie turns as she moves past Susan and arches a brow at me. “I think I understand how it all works now, Professor Martin.”

      Susan is still facing me, so she doesn’t see the downright wicked glint in Ellie’s eyes as she winks at me and blows me a quick kiss before slipping down the hallway.
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        Ellie

      

    
    
      I’m glowing later, as I walk slowly and aimlessly through the darkened campus back towards my dorm. I feel silly, and alive, and positively scandalous, like I’ve got this wicked little secret that only I know. I pass by other students, and grin to myself as I hug my books tightly to my chest, knowing that they have no idea that the girl walking past them just lost her virginity not thirty minutes before.

      Lost her virginity in spectacular fashion, at the hands of her much older, hunky Professor.

      On his desk.

      The thought has me blushing as the thrill of what just happened rushes through my young body. It’s surreal, and perfect. It’s also naughty, and dirty, and so off-limits, but that’s what makes it even hotter.

      God his mouth, that cock.

      It’s all I can think about as I shower later, letting my hands wander across my still tingling body and letting them explore the places he touched. I moan softly as my fingers slip inside my pussy and I squeeze my thighs together, imagining I’m keeping his cum deep inside of me.

      And all I can think is how much I want it again.

      I want all of it all over again.

      [image: ]
* * *

      “Okay, what’s your deal?”

      It’s raining the next day, one day into my new status as a non-virgin.

      “Hmm?” I glance up to my roommate Ally, only then blushing as I realize I was totally just staring at the wall with a big dopey smile at my face instead of the book in my hands.

      Ally grins conspiratorially at me at me from her bed, arching her brow at me. “You’re all freaking glowy today, and I know it’s not cause you got laid.”

      I blush as I roll my eyes at her. “Well what is that supposed to mean?”

      “It means you’re Ellie, my wonderful and yet eternally virginal roommate.” Suddenly her eyes widen as she sees the blush on my face. “Oh my God.”

      “What?” I say quickly.

      “Did- no.” She peers at me for another second before her jaw drops. “Holy shit!”

      “What?”

      “You did get laid!”

      I quickly look down at the book in my hands, my hair cascading around my face as if somehow trying to hide the flush of being caught on my face. “I- I don’t know what you’re-”

      “Ellie!” Ally squeals. “Holy shit!” She suddenly wrinkles her face. “Ted?”

      I make a face. “God no.”

      “Oh thank God,” she says with a laugh. “I’d have killed both of us if you’d waited all this time to give it up to that loser.” She narrows her eyes at me. “So, who?”

      “No one,” I say quickly.

      “Immaculate loss of virginity huh? That’s a new one.”

      I blush. “No, he’s just…”

      He’s just twice my age, and my college English professor, and we could both get in serious trouble for this.

      “Was it good?”

      “YES.” I blush immediately at the force in which I say it, but Ally only devolves into giggles.

      “Hey! Don’t get all embarrassed! That’s awesome!” She raises a brow at me again. “So why the secrecy?”

      She’s like a bloodhound with this thing.

      “Oh, he’s just…”

      Off limits? Wrong? My professor? A famous writer? Twice my age?

      I don’t answer and Ally just rolls her yes. “Fine, have your secrets, weirdo. Hey, at least you finally got laid.”

      And I can’t wait to do it again.

      It’s a wicked thought, but I know right then that I want more. I need more, no matter the consequences.

      “I mean even if it was just a hook-up thing, good for you, girl.” Ally grins. “You finally joined the club and punched that card.”

      Except I know it’s not going to be a one time thing. And I know how cliche it is to even think that, as the naive, inexperienced girl who’s just lost it to the way older, way more worldly guy.  But I know it's not. I might be inexperienced, and new to this, but I know the look in Liam’s eyes. I know the way he looked at me, and I know I need him again.

      Ally gets up from her bed. “Anyways, I’m going out tonight, want to come with?”

      “Nah, thanks but I’m good.”

      “Well, baby steps. We’ll get you to a party yet, Ellie Thompson.”

      She goes to her closet and starts to change to go out for the night, and suddenly, I know exactly what I want that night. I know exactly where I’m going as I slip a tiny skirt on after she leaves, pulling on a skin-tight tank top that’s positively scandalous to wear anywhere but in my own bed.

      And I know exactly what I want to do as I skip across the darkening campus towards the English building. It’s mostly dark, but there’s an office light on up on the third floor, and I grin as I feel the hungry tingle start to spread through my body.

      Time for some more tutoring.
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      It’s late by the time I pry myself away from the blank screen on my office computer and start to lock up. Fuck does writer’s block suck. It’s been like this for almost a year now: nothing, just blank pages. I slam the laptop shut and start to get my things together. Of course, I might not be able to think of anything to write, but there’s one thing I can’t get the hell off my brain even if I tried.

      Ellie.

      We don’t have class again until tomorrow, and it’s been a full day since she lay strewn across my desk writhing on my cock. A full day of basically getting fuck-all done work-wise, and grading none of the papers I needed to get graded. I mean how could I? Especially in that office and on that desk.

      I like my desk WAY more with her tight little ass perched on it and her moans drifting over my ears than I do a stack of papers on Jane Eyre.

      So yeah, little untouchable, tempting, delicious Ellie Thompson is on my brain, bad. I’m still dreaming about that pussy, and the way she moaned, and the way her eyes locked onto mine when she came.

      I crossed a line. Jesus Christ did I. I mean I fucked a student for crying out loud. What a fucking cliche.

      Yeah, it's going to be an even bigger one when she reports your ass, I grumble to myself. It’s going to be a real big cliche when they run me out of here on a rail.

      The hallway is almost pitch dark as I pull my office door shut, lit only by lamp-posts out on the quad coming through the windows as I lock the door.

      How much longer is the semester? Three months? Fuck. That’s a long time. A long time to sit there three days a week staring at Ellie-temping-Thompson front and center. Three days a week staring at those tits, and the those legs, and knowing exactly what lies between them. Knowing how she tastes, and how her lips part and what her moans sounds like when I drive my cock in deep.

      Fuck. Maybe I can cancel the class? Leave off teaching here completely and head back to New York?

      “Professor?”

      I can feel my cock twitch before I even turn to see her standing there quietly in the dim light of the hallway. She’s dressed in this short skirt and this tank top that’s just - wow, and her hair is in fucking pigtails.

      Jesus Christ.

      And right then, I know none of that shit is happening. Dropping the class? Leaving her?

      Fuck no. Because I want more. I need more, like some sort of drug.

      I’m hard instantly, and my eyes dart up to her eye. “Ellie-”

      “I’m here for more help, Professor,” she says is this soft, girlish voice that has me groaning and clenching my jaw and my cock just throbbing in my pants. And she’s calling me professor, and it’s like my kryptonite or something. “Professor” sounds so fucking dirty and scandalous, and with that little pleated skirt, and those mouth watering tits falling out of her tank top, and those damn pigtails, she’s like the schoolgirl fantasy come to life.

      She’s my schoolgirl.

      Because that pussy is mine. I’ve had a taste, and now I want nothing else. I want to consume her and take her all for my own. She might be young, and innocent, and wholly inappropriate, but fuck it, I’m going to posses her. I’m going to show her everything.

      “More help, huh?” I growl as I move towards her in the dark of the hallway.

      “Mmhmm…”  she nods, biting her lip and looking unbelievably sexy in the way she looks both scared and excited at the same time. “I’ve forgotten our last lesson, and I think I need to go over it again.” She blushes, like she’s trying to play it coy and be the naughty girl here, even as innocent and sweet as she is.

      I take a step right towards her, dropping my bag to the floor. “I’ll bet you do,” I growl, and then she’s moaning as I bruise my lips to hers.

      She gasps into my mouth as she flings her arms around me. I yank her tight against me and spin us around, pressing her back against the wall of the hallway next to my office door. I can feel her pressing and undulating her tight young body against me. Her tongue is inexperienced, but eager, as she slips it against mine. My hands slide down her arms and over her body, squeezing her soft tits through her skin-tight tank top and feeling her nipples harden to tempting little buds under the material. I let my fingertips roll over them, pinching them and bringing a cry to her lips as I bring another hand up to hold her chin as I claim her mouth.

      Ellie is moaning as I push my hand under her tank top, my hand cupping those big tits and teasing over her nipples. She drops her hand to my pants, stroking the thick bulge there and making me growl into her mouth. I let my lips slide down her cheek, and over her neck to her earlobe. She whimpers in this high, girlish voice as I suck the lobe between my teeth and start to push her shirt up over those full globes.

      My mouth drops lower, running over the bunched fabric of her tank-top and then over the hot, soft skin of her breasts. I close my lips around one hard little nipple and suck as I bat it with my tongue. She moans as my hand slides down over her panties, pushing them aside and slipping a finger easily inside.

      “Oh, Professor,” She whimpers, her small hand jerking me faster through my pants. “We- we could get caught out here!”

      “You want me to stop?” I growl in her skin, sinking a second finger knuckles-deep inside of her as my thumb rolls around her clit.

      “No!” She gasps out, her hips rocking towards me. Her hand suddenly freezes on my cock as her other one grips my forearm tightly. “Because I’m going to come!”

      Ellie’s whole body seizes up, and then she’s biting my shoulder as her orgasm tears through her right there in the hallway of the English department. She’s clinging to me as her tight little teen pussy clenches around my fingers, while my lips leave marks across those full young tits.

      Slowly, her grip on me loosens as she lets out this contented sigh. I grin as I manage to pull myself away from her tits, but all of a sudden, she’s flipping us around and dropping to her knees in front of me.

      “Ellie, honey, what are you-”

      “I-” She looks up at me with this mischievous and nervous look on her face, her bright blue eyes sparkling in the dim light. “I want to taste you.” She takes a deep breath. “I want to suck your cock, Professor Martin.”

      Fuck me.

      There’s something insanely hot about hearing this sweet little good girl say dirty things like that, and my cock throbs in response. She looks like taboo incarnate, on her knees with her legs spread, her tiny skirt around waist, and her full, gravity-defying tits out and still wet from my mouth

      “Fuck,” I mutter. “Why don’t we go to my office-”

      “Uh-uh,” she says, grinning wickedly at me and biting her lip as she reaches up to start pulling at my belt. “I want to suck you right here.”

      She’s unbuttoning my jeans and slipping the zipper down, and suddenly I don’t give a fuck if we’re out here in the hallway. It could be the middle of the damn day and I wouldn’t say no to this fucking barely legal sex-kitten on her knees begging to suck my cock.

      She pushes my jeans and my briefs down, and my cock springs out to bob thick and heavy right in front of her. Ellie’s jaw drops as she just stares at it. “Oh my God,” she says, her eyebrows raising as she looks up at me and wets her lips. “You’re-” She swallows heavily and then brings her hand up to wrap her small fingers around my dick. “You’re really big.”

      I grin, feeling my pulse roar as her small hand teases over the skin of my cock. I mean, yeah, I’m big, but I look huge in her small hand like that. It looks obscene, my thick, pulsing cock in the hands of this little eighteen year old schoolgirl, her ginger-blonde hair in pigtails framing her face.

      Her tongue slides out and across her lips and she leans forward. I groan as I feel her breath first, hot across the head. But then she’s gently pressing her lips to it - her full, soft, pouty lips kissing my cock.

      I groan at the feel of them and she raises her eyes to me as she kisses it again. “Like that?”

      Jesus Christ, has this girl never even given head before?

      “I’ve- I’ve never done this before,” she says quietly, and my cock actually jumps in her hand.

      Because realizing just how much of a virgin little Ellie Thompson is - well, was, before I claimed that the other day - sinks in, and I fucking love it. I love that I’m not just the first man to sink into that tight cunt, but that I’m also the first one to feel those pouty wet lips wrap around his cock. I’m truly claiming this girl, all of her, and it makes my blood roar in my ears.

      “Just open your mouth, honey,” I growl, letting my hands drop gently to her hair.

      She does, and her eyes never leave mine as she slowly slips her full wet lips over over the head of my cock.

      Holy fucking shit.

      Her mouth is heaven; soft, wet, barely-legal heaven. Slowly she takes in as much as she can, and she sucks gently as her tongue slides up my underside. She might not be porn-star deep-throating me or anything, but there's something so fucking innocent about the way she’s so new at this that makes it the hottest blowjob I’ve ever got. I can already feel my balls tightening, and I groan and let my fingers slide into her hair as she starts to stroke me. She uses both small hands to slide up and down my shaft, wet and slippery from her mouth as she bobs her lips over the head.

      “Just like this, Professor?” She says, the words mumbled with my cock still her mouth.

      “Fuck yes, just like that, honey,” I groan, my hands sliding to her pigtails and wrapping them in my fingers. I slowly and gently guide her as she starts to bob again, her small pouty mouth slurping on my head and tonguing the underside as her hands stroke me.

      What we’re doing is so fucking wrong, and so dirty and obscene. I’m a grown man, twice her age, letting this forbidden little coed slobber all over my cock right in the hallway of the English department where she’s my student. She’s so young, and it’s so wrong, and I’m not going to last much longer.

      I reach down with one of my hands and cup one of her soft, full young tits, groaning as I feel her moan around my cock. She starts to pump faster with her hands, her tongue teasing me as her lips slurp at my head. I’ve still got one hand in her hair, gently guiding her as I roll her nipple in my fingers and feel my balls start to tingle.

      “Ellie, honey, I’m going to-“

      She pulls wetly off my cock, her lips making an obscene slurping sound as she looks up at me. “Do it it in my mouth?”

      I groan.

      “Please, Professor?” I want to taste it when you come.” Her hands are wetly pumping my cock as she looks up at me, almost pleadingly, those big blue eyes shining. “Come in my mouth, Professor Martin.”

      Yeah, that does it. She slides her lips back over me and sucks, and I just explode.

      She chokes and sputters a little, but she’s swallowing my cum as I blast rope after thick rope into her sweet young mouth. She gasps, pulling off my cock and stroking me. I roar as two more thick spurts pump out across her heaving, creamy tits.

      Jesus fucking Christ.

      I’m in shock as I try and find my breath, sagging against the wall behind me and feeling my head spin as Ellie slowly strokes a hand up and down my shaft.

      “Oops,” she says with a giggle. “I made a mess.”

      God, her saying that so innocently like that with my cum all over her tongue and dripping off her tits that my cock stays rock hard in her hand.

      She stands, blushing as she licks her lips. She slides a finger over the cum on her tits and I groan as she licks her finger clean before pulling her tank top back down.

      “You taste delicious,” she whispers in my ear, kissing me as I stand there with my dick out trying to catch my breath. Her lips brush against my ear as she reaches down and gives me a tug. “In fact, I might need another taste soon.”

      Yeah, I want something again soon, too. Soon like right the fuck now. I want to sink my cock into this girl again. I want to bend her over and bury every single inch of my dick in her impossibly tight, off-limits pussy until I fill it to the brim with my cum.

      I can feel the blood pounding thickly in my veins as I pull her against me and kiss her hard, her little whimpered moans like heaven to my ears.

      “I need you again,” I growl into her ear, loving the way she gasps and the way her body shivers when I say it.

      “I need to fuck you, now.”

      I think about pulling my keys out for the office, but I frown. No, this girl needs better than my desk. I curse my apartment being so far off campus.

      “I- I know a place,” she says as if reading my thoughts. She bites her lip, her face blushing in the dim light.

      “But I’ll have to sneak you in.”

      She grabs my hand and turns before looking back at me, smiling in this way that has my heart flip-flopping in my chest. “Follow me, Professor.”
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      Jesus Christ, her dorm room. What the fuck am I doing.

      It's like being here makes this thing even more illicit and scandalous. I’m probably not even allowed to be in here under normal circumstances. Watching one of my eighteen year old students as she slowly pulls her clothes off is beyond the pale. Watching her as she lets her shirt drop to the ground and those utterly perfect, gravity-defying tits swaying high and full on her chest is certainly not something I should be doing. Pulling my pants off and wrapping my hand around my cock as I watch her skirt drop to the ground until she stands there in a tiny pink thong, is probably worse.

      But it’s when I push her back on her bed and ease down over her that I know I’m breaking it all. When my mouth is nipping and sucking at that curvy young body, leaving marks across her untouched skin until I get to her panties and inhale the scent of her barely-legal pussy, I’ve gone over the deep end.

      And when I slip them down her legs and then kneel there staring at her like these the most gorgeous thing I’ve ever seen in the world, I’m past caring

      She’s perfect; strawberry blonde hair cascading around her angelic face with those deep blue eyes looking up at me. Her cheeks flushed pink; pink like the soft pink nipples peaking her heavenly tits. Fuck me, I could bury my face for days in the soft, creamy skin of those breasts and the way they defy fucking gravity in the way they sit so high and perky on her chest despite being so big.

      And she’s so fucking wet for me that I can see it glistening in the low light of her dorm room. I can see how ready and willing that tight little pussy is, ready for me as I hover above her about to plunge my cock balls deep into that impossibly tight channel.

      Yeah, this girl is perfect, but she’s also so fucking wrong. She’s barely legal, and she’s a student; my student for God’s sake. She’s my perfect, straight-A student that sits front and center in my freshman English lit class. The one I lose my damn words over when I get sucked into watching her. The one I lose my place in my readings over when I watch her chewing on the end of her pen, her eyes lost in the book in front of her, or when she crosses and uncrosses her legs. She’s not trying to be sexy, but that’s exactly what gets me hard as a fucking rock for her.

      I doubt the University would be happy to know about my lusting over a student, but I know they’d be more than pissed if they could see me now, with the head of my cock brushing against her silken, pouty pussy.

      Her fingernails drag up my back, her hips undulating as if begging me with her body to plunge into her. I’m all too willing to oblige.

      She whimpers when I enter her, sliding my thick tool deep inside of her and practically choking on my breath at how impossibly tight and wet she is.

      Of course she is, she’s only done this once before.

      Once before, with me, when I popped her cherry and took her innocence. When I had her writhing on my cock, bucking against me and coming like a damn train going off the rails. When she begged me to fill her, and when I finally let go and pumped every drop of cum deep inside her young, unprotected pussy.

      It’s barely been twenty-four hours since, but I can’t even believe I’ve lasted this long without another taste. That honey between her legs is like my Goddamn drug, and I know I’m hopelessly addicted to it.

      She rocks her hips up off the bed, moaning as the extra leverage grinds my cock even deeper inside of her; so deep that there’s no way I could possible fill her small body any further. It’s almost obscene the way her pink pussy lips stretch around my thick shaft, or how small and delicate she looks under my much older, muscled body.

      Obscene like a man my age fucking a girl her age. Obscene like taking an eighteen year old girl’s cherry on the top of my desk. Obscene like how wrong it is on every level for me to be looking at this girl, much less plunging my cock in and out of her clenching, willing pussy.

      I’d had the door locked and the shade drawn yesterday, when I tasted that young body for the first time and when I pushed through her innocence and claimed her as mine. We’re in her dorm room now, though, and the door’s not locked. Her damn roommate could walk in at any time and see us like this, and God knows what sort of shit would hit the fan then.

      Fuck, I can hear other students partying down the hall - other students I probably teach, come to think of it. And none of them can possibly know that I’m balls deep in one of their peers right now. None of them would guess in a million years that the goody-two-shoes teacher’s pet that sits at the front of the class and aces every test, and does every extra-credit assignment with flying colors is moaning under me and clawing at my back while her pussy milks me for all that I’m worth. None of them would ever guess that the girl with the black-rimmed glasses, and the hair pulled back in a ponytail, and the normally conservative dress for a college girl her age is now spread-eagle under her professor without a stitch of clothing save for a pair of knee-high socks, glasses to the side, and her hair wild and free across the sheets beneath her.

      She’s so fucking tight and so wet, like a silken glove around my bare cock. Oh, right, as if this needed anything else to be more obscene. Not only am I fucking a student half my age, but I’m bare and totally unprotected inside of her. And just like yesterday, I don’t give a fuck. Just like yesterday, I have a single, primal urge to fill this girl with my seed and make her mine.

      Mine, more than she already is.

      She’s moaning and whimpering beneath me, making these little cooing sounds that have my cock surging inside of her. She wraps her legs around me, pumping up to meet my thrusts as I start to fuck her harder and deeper, as if urging me on. And any fear I have of hurting her, or breaking her somehow - as small as she is and as big as my cock is inside of her - goes right out the window. Because I know she wants as much as I can give her, and damn am I going to give it to her.

      She gasps as I grab her hair, pulling her head back and exposing her neck as I bite at the skin there. “You want me to fill you up again, don’t you,” I growl, sliding my cock deep and feeling my heavy balls slap against her tight little ass. “You want to feel me come inside this tight little pussy, don’t you?”

      “Oh, God! Yes!” She moans. “Yes, Professor Martin, I want it!”

      I groan, hearing her say my professional name like that again, like she did yesterday. It makes the whole thing even dirtier, and even more lewd to hear her call me “professor” like that, and I can feel the cum start boil inside my balls.

      She whimpering and moaning, her hands clawing at my back and her hips urging me on as I feel her near-virginal pussy start to clench around me. I know she’s close, and I want to make her come harder than she’s ever come before. I know no other man, and no other boy has ever touched her - a thought that gets me harder than steel. But I want to make her come like she’s never even conceived of coming before. I want to sear the memory of my cock buried so deep inside of her, my voice in her ear, and my cum filling her up until it dribbles down her legs, so vividly across her mind that she never forgets this moment.

      I start to roll my hips, rocking my cock in and out of her as I reach down and start to roll her clit in circles. She goes into overdrive beneath me, her breath coming in gasping hitches and her tits rocking back and forth like soft, perfect tear-drops as I fuck her hard and deep. I can feel her start to clench around me, her impossibly tight pussy starting to milk me as I feel myself start to lose all sense of control.

      “I want you to come for me, Ellie,” I growl in her ear. “I want to feel that pussy come all over my big cock and I want to feel your juices run down my balls as they empty every fucking drop inside of you.”

      “Please, fill me up!” She whimpers, gasping in short staccato breaths. “Please fill me with your cum, Professor!”

      “Then you better milk it right out of me, baby. You better use that pussy to milk every drop of my cum out until it fills that tiny little pussy so much that it spills out.”

      And like a shot, she’s coming. I can feel her whole body tremble and shake under me, her eyes squeezed shut and her head thrown back. I muffle her scream with my lips, letting her moan into my mouth as she explodes beneath me. Her pussy shudders and quivers around me, milking the length of my cock to the point of boiling, and it’s more than I can take. I roar into her lips as I feel my cock explode deep within her, my balls shuddering as rope after rope of cum blasts deep into her fertile, perfect, barely legal pussy.

      “You’re mine,” I growl, as we start to come back to Earth, gasping and feeling our hearts race against each other’s chests. “You’re all mine.”
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      It’s the day after that night in my dorm room, and I’m sitting in his classroom with heat pooling between my legs as I watch him talk.

      It’s a funny feeling, sitting here, knowing him like this. The man that turned a girl into a woman. The man that took my virginity like he already owned it. The man that made me come and feel like I’ve never felt before.

      The man who’s my professor.

      Of course, I wanted nothing more than for him to stay the night before, but that was impossible. I’d have been an awkward and horribly embarrassed mess if Ally had come home to any guy in my bed with me. But for her to walk in on a professor sharing my bed would have been bad, even as cool as Ally is.

      And so I fell asleep with the lingering touching of his lips on mine, a grin spread across my face, and the tender throbbing between my legs like a delicious reminder of him.

      And now here in the lecture hall, I’m still thinking about him and how he felt. I can feel my pussy growing warm between my legs, and my nipples aching to be touched beneath my shirt. I’m lost in thought as he talks, thinking not of the book in his hands but of the cock between his legs and how he felt driving into me over and over again. I’m remembering his hands, holding me down as he fucked me and made me his.

      And I’m remembering how he came inside me, and that gets me flushed even hotter and redder than I already am sitting right there in the front of the class. Sleeping with my professor is crazy enough, but doing it without any sort of protection is insane. I’m certainly not on birth control, and yet I’ve never even felt the urge to ask about him using a condom.

      In fact, I realize with a naughty little thrill that tingles through my whole body, I don’t want him to. The idea of Liam pumping his cum deep inside my fertile young body gets me hotter than anything I’ve ever thought of. And the idea of that seed taking, and swelling my belly up with his child makes me want to jump on him right here in the lecture.

      His baby.

      God, the idea of it is so scandalizing and so wrong but at the same time, it makes me want to yank my skirt up, bend over his lecture podium, and let him fill me up right here and now.

      People are getting up around me, and I realize the lecture is over as I slowly shake the fantasy from my head and get up from my seat. I’ve got plenty of ideas about what I want Liam to do to me in his office, but when I look up, I frown. There’s another girl up at the podium from class talking with him, and giggling at something he says. Ashley, I think her name is. She’s pretty, and cute and all smiles and giggles, and I can suddenly feel my emotions flaring. It’s not like he’s flirting back or anything, and in fact he’s clearly acting very “teacherly” towards her.

      Except I know where that can lead.

      I roll my eyes and shake my head. It’s a stupid thought, and it’s not like he’s my boyfriend or anything. But I’m still furious at the other girl trying to weasel in on him like this.

      “I mean even if it was just a hook-up thing, good for you, girl.”

      Ally’s words from the other day resonate in my head, which only gets me even madder. I mean was it? So, we’re having fun with each other, but am I jut a thing? I can hardly be the first girl who found Liam Martin attractive. Clearly, as demonstrated by Ashley giggling all over him here.

      For a second, I wonder how many other girls he’s done this with, and it makes my heart sink. How many other impressionable young students has he “rescued” and played the “this is so wrong” card with?

      There’s dull ache in the pit of my stomach the more I think about it, and the longer I watch Ashley giggle and touch his arm. And any thoughts I have of waiting after class and letting him take me back to his office go flitting away as I turn and quickly leave the room.

      [image: ]
* * *

      “Okay what did that fucker do?”

      I blink quickly and jerk my head up from my bed to see Ally frowning from the doorway as she steps in.

      “What?” I quickly brush my face across my pillow, hoping she doesn’t see the moisture there from me sulking and being so juvenile about the whole thing with Liam.

      “Your guy, Ellie. Did he hurt you?”

      I smile as I shake my head. “No, no nothing like that.”

      “Well you’re pouting and you’re not all glowing like were earlier after you had sex with him in here.”

      My face goes bright red before I swallow. “What?” I manage to croak out.

      Ally rolls her eyes. “Oh, please. Ellie, I know a sex room when I enter it.” My face burns red as I drop it back into my pillow as my roommate laughs and sits on the edge of my bed. “Aww, c’mon! Look at you!” She rubs my back. “Bringing guys to your dorm room! Now you’re doing the college thing right, girl.”

      I snort and groan as I roll over and prop myself up, looking glumly at her. “Yeah, but if we’d been caught?”

      She rolls her eyes again. “Ellie, it's a coed dorm, in case you missed all the guys walking around.”

      Yeah, that wouldn’t have helped us.

      “No, I know that, but he- he couldn’t.”

      “He couldn’t what?”

      “Nothing,” I say quickly.

      Ally frowns suspiciously at me. “What, be here? Who is this guy?”

      “He’s- uh.”

      He’s twice my age, and my teacher, and so wrong that I can’t stop fantasizing about it.

      “He- he’s not  student here.”

      “And?”

      “And nothing,” I say, trying to play it cool.

      Ally isn’t buying it, of course.

      “Ellie.”

      I groan. “Okay! Okay, he’s a little older.”

      She grins wickedly. “How older?”

      “A lot?”

      Her eyes sparkle. “What, like thirty?”

      I scrunch my face up. “More like almost forty?”

      Ally squeals. “Oh my GOD, girl!” She leans in close, grinning at me conspiratorially. “So…?”

      “So?”

      “So dish! Is it good?”

      I blush bright red and look away and Ally giggles. “Okay, yeah, it’s good isn’t it?” She tickles my arm. “So what’re you so bummed about? So he’s older? Big deal.”

      I sigh. “Because…”

      Because I’m being passive and weird and I know it’s all just because he’s the first.

      “Because I don’t know what we are.”

      Ally nods. “Aha. Well, have you asked him?”

      I roll my eyes. “No way.”

      “Oh, you let him take your v-card but you can’t ask him to define what you are?”

      “Pretty much,” I mumble.

      Ally slides an arm over my shoulder and hugs me. “Look, you clearly like this guy, right?”

      I nod glumly.

      “So push the issue. Go do something ‘couple-y’ with him that isn’t getting boned in our dorm room.” She grins as I blush bright red. “Ellie, if he’s into you, and I’m sure he is, he’ll jump at the idea of taking you out. And if he’s a stupid loser, he’ll dodge it, and then I’ll go murder him, deal?”

      I laugh as my roommate hugs me close. “Either way, you get an answer, and then you can figure out what you want.”

      Except I already know what I want, and what I want is the illicit thrill I’ve already felt and can’t get enough of. The only question is, what does Liam want?

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 14

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      A day later, and the question is still rattling around my head.

      What are we? Scandalous, wrong, forbidden? What label, or definition of any kind can someone give Liam and I that isn’t a negative one?

      Exciting, maybe? There’s no other way to describe the feeling I have just walking into his classroom, let alone the times we’ve been alone, or the times he’s touched me, and things he’s made me feel. We’re having fun, and honestly, I wonder if that would be enough if that’s all it is, but I get the feeling it isn’t.

      And that part thrills me.

      It’s later, after the lecture, and this time, I’ve caught his eye after class and lingered.

      “Ms. Thompson, I was hoping to go over your last paper in my office,” he says pointedly, raising an eyebrow suggestively even though we’re the only two people left in the lecture hall. He moves closer to me, and just like every other time he’s near, I can feel the familiar tingle creep over my skin. I can smell the manly, woodsy smell of him invade my senses, sending my head spinning and my body burning as he steps closer to me.

      And then, of course, I open my big dumb mouth.

      “What are we?”

      I cringe the second it spills from my lips, instantly wishing I could stuff it back down inside.

      Liam grins at me, his eyes twinkling. “We’re having fun, aren’t we?”

      I start to say something, but he suddenly presses a finger to my lips as he leans closer and brushes his lips across my ear. “But if you think that’s all this is, baby,” he growls. “Then I think I better do something to correct that.”

      I close my eyes and let myself fall into him, even knowing how exposed we are alone here in the big lecture hall. His arms go around me, and I can feel his heart thumping through his chest into my ear.

      “You need to know that I’ve never done this before,” his voice teases into my ear, making me warm all over.

      “This?”

      “A student,” he says darkly, and I can feel a shiver run down my spine as I feel his hands slide over my sides. “It’s nothing I’d have ever considered, you should know that. I just wish it was easier for us,” he murmurs into my ear.

      Ally’s words come back to me, and I take a quick breath before I open my mouth again. “We could go do something?”

      He chuckles and raises a brow. “Little tricky in a small town like this.”

      I slowly nod, feeling my shoulders start to slump before suddenly, he’s chuckling. “You know what? Fuck it, let’s do it.”

      The smile creeps across my face as I raise my eyes to look at him. “Really?”

      “Yeah, really.” His lips brush across mine, making my heart skip a beat. “I want to take you out, Ellie Thompson. A real date.”

      “You’re serious?” I raise a brow skeptically at him. He’s right, this is a small town, and even if people don’t recognize him as a professor and me as a student, we’d still raise eyebrows. He’s still twice my age, and I’m fairly certain that our behavior would certainly say we aren’t father and daughter or anything like that.

      “I’m serious as can be, baby,” he says with a roguish grin. “We’ll go two towns over if we have to, but I’m taking you out.”

      I grin. “My my, Professor Martin, when did you become such a gentleman?”

      “Oh, gentleman?” I gasp as he suddenly pulls me into him, his arm around my waist and his hand cupping my ass firmly in his palm. His lips brush against my ear again, and this time, I moan as I feel his tongue and his breath across my skin there. “Don’t think for a second that this means I’m not going to fuck that sweet little pussy of yours too.”

      “You promise?” I gasp out, feeling the wet heat bloom between my legs.

      His fingers slide over my ass and under my skirt, and I gasp as I feel them push between my legs and stroke my pussy through my wet panties. I start to clutch at his shirt, but suddenly he’s pulling away and grinning at me. “I’ll pick you up outside the English building at seven,” he says with a wink. He reaches down and lets his thumb brush over the hard little nub of a nipple poking through my shirt, and I moan.

      Voices from down the hallway move us apart in a flash, and then he’s gathering his papers as I start to head for the door with a huge grin on my face.

      “Oh, and Ellie?” I turn to see his eyes burning right into mine.

      “Don’t wear any panties.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 15

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      I feel like a princess. Okay, it might be my first date, with the first man I’ve slept with, who might be my first boyfriend. But that’s exactly how I feel.

      I feel like his princess.

      We end up going a few towns over, to a swankier restaurant that even has a live pianist playing softly in the corner and prices on the menu that make my eyes bug out a little

      “I told you, a real proper date,” he says, winking at me across the small candle-lit table.

      I arch my brow and look around. Yeah, I think most first dates are at movie theaters, or cheap drive-throughs or something. This place is so much more than that, and so much more than I could have ever imagined.

      “So, you bring all your barely-legal girlfriends here?” I say with a wicked grin on my face.

      He grins right back. “Yeah, that reminds me, we need to wrap this up soon. I’ve got another student coming by later for date number two.”

      I drop my jaw in mock shock and reach across to punch him playfully in the arm. “Dick.”

      He winks as he catches my hand and brings it to his lips. He kisses my fingers one by one, and I can feel the electric buzz tingle through my body. “I’ll keep telling you as much as you like, but this is a new one for me.” He arches a brow at me. “I never saw you coming, Ms. Thompson.”

      I feel the red bloom in my cheeks. “Keep talking like that, Professor, and you just might get lucky tonight”

      “I plan on it.”

      There’s an animalistic growl to his voice that gets my pussy instantly wet, and I shift in my seat as I bite my lip.

      “Feeling fidgety?” He say with a wicked grin.

      I blush. I’m not wearing panties, just like he told me to. And he knows it, because he checked when I got into his pickup truck earlier. I blush deeper as I feel the thrill of being so exposed like this in a restaurant rush through me. The thrill of sitting there at this fancy place full of soft light and jazz piano, with a man twice my age and no panties on under my dress.

      I’m about to try and come up with something to say back, when the waiter arrives.

      “Bourbon, neat please,” Liam says.

      “Two,” I say with a casual smile.

      “One,” he says quickly, arching a brow at me and grinning as the waiter nods and walks away.

      “Oh, you’re no fun,” I say, sticking my tongue out at him.

      Liam laughs. “Yeah, I think it’s bad enough that I’m corrupting an eighteen year old student. I’m not adding supporting underage drinking to that list.”

      I grin wickedly at him, biting my lip and leaning right across the small table towards him. His eyes drop to my chest, and I know he can see the full, soft pillows of my breasts straining to be contained in the dress I borrowed from Ally; the one that shows a simply scandalous amount of cleavage.

      “Oh, I see, Professor,” I say quietly, forcing my voice to go a little higher than it normally would and adding a little edge of pout to it. “I guess I’m not old enough to drink even though I’m old enough to ride your cock.”

      Liam’s eyes almost fall out of his head, his mouth open in shock. I grin, letting it curl the corners of my lips as I raise a brow at him suggestively.

      “Basically,” he growls, swallowing thickly.

      “But you know,” I say, my voice still whispered and girlish. “I’m only just old enough for you to put that big cock inside of me.”

      There’s a flash of something dark across his eyes, and he looks at me like he’s hungry. “Keep it up and I’m going to drag you into the bathroom and fuck you right here in the restaurant, Ms. Thompson.”

      I grin. “You wouldn’t.”

      “Try me.”

      I bite my lip. “Okay, fine. I dare y- OH!”

      I gasp as his hand grabs me tightly by the arm and pulls me out of my seat. I can feel my body start to tingle in thrilling excitement as he marches us right through the dining room to the back hallway.

      Oh my God, he’s actually going to.

      And oh my God, do I want him to.

      We stumble into the single-use bathroom, and the door is barely shut before he’s searing his lips across mine and making me moan as he presses me back against the sink. My legs spread as he lifts me onto the counter, my short dress bunching around my waist as I feel his thick bulge pressing hotly against my pussy.

      His hands go to my top, slipping the straps from my shoulders and yanking the dress down until my breasts spill out of it. Liam groans as his lips drop to start kissing over the soft milky flesh of my young tits. “Fuck, I’ve been dying to see these all night.”

      “You can always ask,” I say, giggling and then groaning as I feel his lips latch onto one of my sensitive nipples.

      “I’d rather just take, actually,” he says gruffly, and I whimper at the coarseness of his words.

      His fingers find me wet and ready, and he slips one easily inside as I reach for his zipper. God he’s so big, and I can actually feel myself get wetter just by touching his cock and feeling how rock hard it is for me.

      I pull him out through his fly and start to stroke him against my thigh as his lips and tongue tease across my breasts, making me moan and arch my back as if feeding them to him. He pushes forward, the thick head of his cock sliding between my slippery wet lips, and then we’re both crying out as he slams inside.

      There’s no preamble, and none needed. We both want this; hard, fast, and right now.

      “Oh yes, Professor!” I moan loudly, my fingers slipping through his hair and holding him to my breasts as he tongues my nipples. “Oh please fuck me! Fuck me hard Professor!”

      Liam grunts, his hips pumping as he drives his big, fat cock into my dripping wet pussy again and again. His finger is on my clit, rubbing me in circles as he fucks me, and with his mouth sucking on my sensitive nipples, I can already feel myself start to drive towards that edge.

      My whole body shakes with the force of his thrusts, hitting me deep and perfectly inside. I can feel his balls, so full of cum for me, slapping against my ass as fucks in and out of me His muscled arms clutch at me as I moan and whimper and beg for him to fuck me harder.

      “Oh, fuck, honey,” he growls. “I’m gonna come, baby. His mouth slides up to my lips and he kisses me hard. “I’m going to bury my cock right up to that womb, and I’m going to fill you up with every fucking drop of my cum.”

      Oh my God.

      And it's there that I think again about the fact that I’ve been letting this man take me bare; no condom, no birth control. And I know we’re playing with fire with that, but I just don’t care. I want to feel him explode inside of me, and the thought of what that might means only gets me wetter and hotter. Only drives me higher as I start to fall over the edge.

      “Come for me, Professor!” I cry out, not caring how loud I am or who can hear me. “I want to feel you come inside of me! I want you to fill my tight teenage pussy up with your cum!”

      He roars as he drives in deep, and suddenly, I can feel his cock throbbing deep inside of me. And when I feel his hot cum splashing inside of me, I lose it, and I go tumbling over the cliff as my orgasm tears through me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 16

        

        Liam

      

    
    
      Jesus Christ.

      I’ve now escalated things to where I’m fucking one of my students in the bathroom of a restaurant. Loudly, I might add. Loud enough that more than a few people shoot us looks as we make our way back to the table, including one middle-aged woman who shook her head and muttered something about “illegal” as we passed.

      Ellie’s response? This girl straight up grabbed my ass and kissed me on the cheek in the middle of the damn dining room as we walked back to our table.

      How the fuck did I get her again?

      And part of me wants to shake myself and scream “what the fuck are you doing?!”, but I know I can’t stop. I’ve had a taste of the forbidden fruit, and now I just want more. I want it so much that I can’t resist even one chance to drag her off and fuck her tight little body silly with my cock. I keep telling myself it’s wrong, and that I’m morally corrupting her, but I can’t resist dumping my cum into this tight, barely legal student.

      Fuck you, man. You know it’s more than that.

      And it is, and it scares the shit out of me. But I know it's true. Little Ellie Thompson is way more than just some girl with perfect ripe tits riding my cock. She’s more than just the hottest sex I’ve ever had, or the tightest pussy I’ve ever even conceived of.

      She’s making me feel like me; the real me. The me I used to be when I was writing and the guy I haven’t really seen much of since that dried up. Fuck, I mean she makes me want to write again.

      Of course, she’s also making me rock hard with her head on my shoulder and her tits pressed against my arm like that. The pickup truck bounces on a pothole, and I almost groan out loud at the way those big tits shake against me.

      “You better be thinking about the road.”

      I grin and look down to see her arching a brow at the bulge in my pants.

      “Oh, that?” I shrug “Yeah that’s definitely from the road.”

      She giggles. “Uh-huh.”

      Suddenly, I feel small fingers on my zipper. “Do you need a little help, Professor?”

      Jesus. It’s that little-girl voice again that gets my cock hard as steel.

      Her fingers slip inside my pants and slowly curl around my cock, and I jerk the wheel a little.

      “Eyes on the road, mister.”

      I chuckle. “You’re not making that easy.”

      Ellie pulls my cock out and suddenly I feel her warm wet tongue sliding over me.

      Fuck yes.

      “I can taste myself,” she says quietly, her tongue swirling over my dick. Her lips circle my head and slide down, inhaling my shaft and making me grip the wheel tighter.

      She pulls off with a wet slurp. “I taste good.”

      Seriously, this girl can NOT be real.

      She slowly moves up onto her knees on the bench seat next to me and starts to bob her head in my lap. I grunt as I reach under her and slide a hand into her dress, rolling her nipples in my fingers and making her moan around my shaft. I slide my hand back out and move it over her back, trailing down and yanking the hem of her skirt up.

      My fingers slide down over her tight little ass, loving the hot, bare, and supple skin there as I slide it down to find her wet and ready for me.

      Fuck, I never want this girl to wear panties again.

      She’s soaking wet as I let a finger curl inside of her, and she moans around my cock as she sucks me as deep as she can. It’s taking everything I have to watch the road, with this forbidden coed sucking my cock, but her mouth is Goddamn heaven.

      I push my fingers deep, letting one flick across her clit, determined to make her come before she makes me explode, which I can already tell is going to happen sooner than later.

      Ellie pulls off my cock again and moans into my thigh. “Oh God, Professor. You’re going to make me co- oooh!” She squeals and I can feel her pussy flood my hand with her sticky wetness.

      Her mouth drops and then I really can barely keep my eyes on the road as she just starts to go to town on my cock. She’s whimpering and moaning and slurping on me as she bobs her pouty lips up and down, until I can barely hold onto sanity.

      “I’m gonna come, honey,” I grunt out.

      “Not yet,” she gasps quickly, pulling away. “I want it inside of me.”

      The wheel jerks again as she slips a leg over my lap and slowly lowers herself onto me, and it takes everything I have to keep us on the road. I’m staring out the windshield over her shoulder as she starts to sink down on my cock. She starts to bounce up and down, that soft voice whimpering in my ear as her ridiculously tight pussy milks me and sucks the cum from my balls.

      I groan, and I don’t get two minutes into her bouncing her tight little cunt up and down my shaft before I rock my hips up and start to just blast my cum into her.

      She rides me for all she’s worth, cooing and moaning into my ear as she milks every single damn drop of my cum deep into her pussy.

      [image: ]
* * *

      That night, she sleeps at my place. No illicit office sex, no sneaking into dorm rooms, no roommate, no bullshit. That night, it’s just her and I, and it’s fucking perfect.

      That night, she falls asleep in my arms for the first time, her soft, warm naked body curled into me as we drift off together.

      And it’s the best damn sleep I’ve had in years.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 17

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      Three weeks later, and I’m on cloud nine. Three weeks of losing myself so deliciously with Liam, three weeks of feeling his body against mine, his mouth on me, his cock inside of me.

      And three weeks of knowing this is something so much more than that. Three weeks later, this isn’t just “learning” or “seeing where this goes.” We still don’t have a label or anything, but I know we both know it’s something much bigger than the illicit thrill that comes with the forbidden nature of our relationship.

      Of course, that certainly helps things. I’d be lying if I said the dirty, naughty thrill wasn’t part of it. There’s certainly something quite hot about sitting it in his class knowing that no one around me has the faintest idea that I’ve just swallowed his cum in his office five minutes before, or felt his big cock thrust deep inside my young pussy as I came.

      He’s my secret scandal, and I love it.

      And it’s because I have his class in forty-five minutes that I feel my cheeks burn as I climb the stairs to the top floor of the English department, which I know is fairly quiet at this hour on a Tuesday. Thinking about how much I want to walk into class later feeling his cum deep inside my pussy has me dripping wet and aching for him as I walk down the hallway in the heels, skirt, and knee-highs I’ve picked out especially to drive him wild.

      His door is open, and I’m biting my lip and grinning as I start to just stroll inside, when I stop cold in my tracks.

      Liam and the girl he’s with look up at me, smiling, as I stand there frozen in the doorway. They’re laughing, each sipping from glass tumblers with a bottle of whiskey on the desk between them.

      I can feel my pulse freeze in my chest as the girl blinks at me, smiling. She’s young, and very pretty, and I know how ridiculously juvenile and jealous I’m being, but I can’t help it. I’m trying to push it away and shake the it off, but then she’s putting her hand on his arm in a way that says they know each other, and I see red.

      “Oh, hello, Ms. Thompson.”

      Liam calls me that all the time around other students or faculty, but something about the way he says it in front of her makes me roar inside. With teachers and students, it’s like he protecting me from scrutiny when he calls me “Ms. Thompson.”

      With this girl, it feels like he’s hiding me.

      Her hand is still on his arm as she smiles sweetly at me, sipping her drink, and I want to murder her, or him, or both.

      “You need to know that I’ve never done this before.”

      And it’s bullshit, I know that now. Because it sure doesn’t look like I was the first time. Not now, not with her sitting there with that familiar touch.

      Liam frowns. “Ms. Thompson?”

      I say nothing as I whirl and storm away from the office, the heat in my face this time a dark, horrible feeling instead of the glow I walked up here with.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 18

        

        Liam

      

    
    
      Fuck.

      I stare at the doorway where Ellie was just standing, blinking and frowning at her exit. But then it’s suddenly all clicking and I swear again under my breath at what she just walked in on and my own stupidity.

      Casey laughs and I glare at her. “Oh what.”

      She rolls her eyes. “Liam, please, I’m your agent.”

      “So?”

      “So I know you, and I know the look in that girl’s eye.”

      I can feel myself bristling. “Look, it’s nothing like-”

      “Bullshit.”

      I glare at her. “Watch it, Casey.”

      She rolls her eyes again. “Look I’m not saying shit, I’m just saying you better go fix that, whatever that is.”

      “It’s nothing, Case.”

      My young agent shrugs. “Well hey, if it's just some book groupie thing-”

      “It’s nothing like that!” I snap angrily, feeling the heat rise in my face.

      She grins and raises her brow. “Case and point.”

      Fuck. Busted.

      “You’re into her, I can see it plain as day, Liam.”

      I shake my head, snatching the glass of whiskey off my desk. “She’s my student, Casey.”

      She grins. “And Lisa was my boss, dude. Didn’t stop me from marrying her now did it?”

      I down the amber liquid, grimacing at the burn and still thinking of Ellie running out that door with that look on her face. “That was different.”

      Casey snorts. “What, ‘cause we’re gay?”

      “No, it’s just-”

      What the FUCK am I waiting for?

      “I’m being a fucking idiot, aren’t I?”

      “By sitting here acting like a wimp instead of chasing after that girl?” Casey arches a brow at me. “Uh, yeah, dude. Go get her.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      I catch up with her outside her dorm, by the side door.

      “Ellie!”

      She whirls as she sees me jogging up, her eyes narrowed and her face red. “Go away.”

      I finally reach her and reach out for her arm. “Ellie, listen to me-”

      She shakes my hand away and steps back from me. “Oh fuck off, seriously.”

      “That’s not what it looked like,” I growl.

      She barks out a laugh. “Please, spare me the cliche, okay?”

      “Ellie-”

      “Look I don’t care, okay? I know we’re not- I mean, we never agreed what we were or what I even mean to you.”

      “Dammit, will you listen to-”

      “I have to go.”

      Her voice is icy, silencing me. We stand there staring at each other before she suddenly turns on her heel and speed walks away, breaking into a run as I watch her disappear into her dorm.

      The door slams shut behind her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 19

        

        Liam

      

    
    
      I go a whole day sulking and acting like a sullen fucking teenager about. I type out and then erase about twenty text messages to Ellie, and hover my thumb over her number another hundred times.

      Please, spare me the cliché, okay?

      Fuck.

      In a way, she’s fucking right. Here I am, a college english professor fucking around with a damn student half my age.

      All I need is a red fucking sports car and I am every bit the cliché I bet this looks like.

      Except I also don’t give a shit about “what it looks like.” I don’t care what sort of cliché people think this is. Because whatever Ellie and I are -  however illicit and totally fucking wrong it is - it’s not the tawdry, manipulative affair I know people would assume it is. There’s no power trip here, no “oh professor, I’ll do anything for a better grade” nonsense. I’m not her sugar-daddy, and she’s not my cure for feeling old.

      She’s my fucking everything.

      I know the age thing is bizarre. And while I’d be a fucking liar if I tried to claim that fucking a girl as young and sexy as her didn’t get my cock harder than ever, she could be my age, or fucking twice my age, and I’d still have the feelings I have her.

      And that’s why this isn’t the bullshit cliché people would think this is.

      The physical is the hottest thing I’ve ever experienced, but it’s knowing her - the gorgeous, sensitive, incredible woman inside - that has me twisted up and lost. If this was just me getting my dick wet in some barely legal freshman pussy, I could handle whatever hiccups or train wrecks came my way.

      But not when she’s found her way into my heart like this.

      Not when it’s real like this.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I finally see her a day later.

      I’m at the front podium in my lecture hall when she steps in, and it’s everything else in my head just fades away at the sight of her.

      Holy fuck.

      It’s also everything I can do to keep my fucking eyes in my head and my damn tongue in my mouth.

      She’s gorgeous. Cock-throbbingly, jaw-droppingly sexy in this tight sweater with the sleeves pulled up, and a skirt just short enough to almost give a flash of tight young ass as she waltzes right past me into the room.

      She dressed up for this class.

      It’s obvious, and knowing that gets my blood pumping a little faster as I think about her prepping and making sure she looked extra hot for when we saw each other again after that moment outside her dorm.

      She wants me to feel all coiled up and ready to pounce on her.

      She wants my cocky to be so hard from just seeing her that I can barely get through the lecture.

      And I barely can.

      I’m dimly aware of getting through the day’s lecture one fucking bullet point at a time, like a checklist. But I’m basically just talking on autopilot, because it’s impossible to concentrate with whats going on in the front row.

      Ellie.

      Specifically, Ellie crossing and uncrossing her legs about a hundred times, and each time, giving me the quickest last of pure-white panty.

      Needless to say, my cock is about tearing a hole in my pants.

      I’m stumbling through words, droning on about God knows what while I just stare at the little tease doing her damnedest to hide a grin while she flashes her little panties at me.

      She know exactly what she’s doing, and she’s enjoying it.

      And that’s when I decide that I’m done hemming and hawing about this. I’m done acting like the confused, dumb teenager about this girl.

      Because I’m a man - a man who knows exactly what he wants.

      And I’m going to take what I want.

      Right now.

      I stop talking and glance at my watch.

      “You know what?” I look up and smile at the class. “We’ve got twenty minutes left, but I think we’re going to stop things right here.”

      There are a few murmurs, and a few puzzled looks as I slam the lesson book shut.

      “We’ll pick this up in a few days, alright?”

      The lecture hall fills with shuffling as students start to collect their things and stand. I turn and look right at her.

      “Ms. Thompson.”

      Her cheeks flush as she swallows quickly and looks at me with those big blue eyes.

      “I need to see you in my office, right now.”

      The lecture hall is slowly emptying around us, but she’s still sitting there, fingers toying with her pen.

      She shakes her head.

      I growl lowly.

      I’m not playing games. I’m far too hard for that, and far to interested in making that sweet little pussy come for me to do the back and forth with this.

      I step towards her seat.

      “Now, Ms. Thompson.”

      She swallows quickly before shooting me this defiant, sassy look.

      “I think we’ve gone over everything that needs going over, professor.”

      The last of the other students trickles out the door. She stands abruptly, and she’s grabbing her bag and starting for the door when my hand jerks out.

      I grab her by both arms and she’s gasping as I yank her tight against me.

      “You mean everything to me,” I say thickly, my eyes burning into hers. I say it loud, and forcefully, and she’s suddenly staring up at me with those big blue eyes.

      “You mean everything to me,” I say, softer now.

      She swallows thickly and bites her lip. “Well who the fuck was that girl?”

      I grin. “Casey, my agent.” I raise a brow at her. “Gay, and married, by the way.”

      Ellie’s face goes bright red, and she drops her head down before looking up at me with this guilt, embarrassed expression.

      “You’re lucky you’re so charming, you know,” she says, trying to hide the smile that starts to creep across her lips.

      “Oh I’m lucky for a lot more than that,” I say, kissing her softly on the lips, right there in the empty lecture hall.

      And there’s more I want to say, I just don’t know how; not yet at least. Because they’re things and words I never have said, and words I’ve avoided.

      So how in the world is this girl - this totally off-limits girl who’s so wrong for me, the one I have no future with - making me want to?

      “God, I’m an idiot,” she mumbles, her face still red as she pulls away from my kiss.

      “I acted like a total psycho bitch without knowing what was going on.”

      I grin. “If I’d walked in on you in that situation with some guy, I’d have probably knocked his fucking teeth out.”

      She grins, biting her lip in this unintentionally seductive way.

      “Think you can forgive me, professor?”

      Fuck. The word is like fucking kryptonite to me at this point, and I can feel the blood roar inside of me as my cock goes rock-hard in my pants.

      “Well that depends, Ms. Thompson,” I growl, pulling her tight enough against me that I know she can feel how hard I am.

      She does, and she moans quietly as she moves her hips tighter against me.

      “Depends on what, professor?” she says softly, her eyes sparkling and her tongue darting out across her lips.

      “It depends,” I growl into her ear, my hand tracing down over her ass, lifting the skirt, and hooking a thumb into the waist of her panties.

      “It depends on how fast you can take these fucking panties off, give them to me, and the get to my office.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 20

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      I’m a dirty, dirty girl.

      Well, no, not really. I mean I’ve slept with all of one man now in my entire life, but what I’m doing is dirty. It’s dirty and naughty, but I love being naughty for him.

      And sitting half-naked on my professor’s desk with my legs spread while he curls his tongue around my clit would probably be considered naughty.

      Liam grunts as he hungrily licks and slurps at my soaking wet pussy, burying his tongue deep inside and making me whimper as I clutch his hair. His fingers stroke my thighs, brushing across my pussy lips and even teasing around the tight little ring of my asshole, making me squeal and moan as he eats me.

      I gasp as his lips fasten around my clit, his tongue darting across it and making my whole body melt.

      “Play with your nipples baby,” He growls, looking up to see my hands sliding absently over my lacy bra with my blouse unbuttoned.

      I bite my lip and nod obediently, unhooking the front clasp of the bra and letting it drop before I run my hands over my full soft breasts.

      He growls as he reaches down and pulls his cock out, and I moan as I watch him start to stroke it in his fist while he pushes his tongue deep inside of me.

      “Mmm…you like my little pussy, don’t you Professor?” I say in that voice I know drives him wild.

      He looks up at me with a wicked grin. “Oh am I being obvious?”

      I start to giggle, but his tongue on my clit suddenly has me gasping, tossing my hair back as my fingers pull and pinch at my nipples.

      “Such a bad little girl, coming for her professor like this,” he growls, and I moan as I feel my body start to melt at his words. “Such a bad, dirty, naughty little girl,” He murmurs, his tongue sliding over my clit again and sending a shock through me.

      “I’ve been bad!” I gasp out, rolling my hips against his mouth. “I should probably be punished.”

      I can hardly believe the words coming out of my mouth, but then, I can hardly believe anything about what’s been going on the last month or so with him. All of this is so surreal, and wonderful, and perfect, so I’ve stopped trying to believe it and just let it all happen.

      “Punished, hmm?” I squeal suddenly as he yanks me up and spins me around. Before I know it, he’s got me bent over across his desk, my breath catching in my throat as I suck my lip between my teeth and feel his breath hot against my thigh.

      “Bad girls need to get punished, Ms. Thompson,” he husks into my skin, and I shiver. The moan falls from my lips as I feel his hands pull me wide as he buries his tongue in my pussy from behind like that.

      Suddenly, there’s a sharp crack, and I gasp at the bloom of heat spreading across my ass.

      Oh my God, he’s spanking me!

      The hand slaps down again, cracking deliciously against the smooth pink skin of my ass as he drives his tongue deep inside of me.

      “You’re such a naughty girl, honey, sneaking into my office so I can lick this tight little bad-girl pussy.”

      I cry out, my nails raking across his desk and my breath coming in gasps as his words and his tongue and his hand across my stinging ass rock me towards my climax.

      His hand spanks across my ass again as his tongue curls around my clit, and I can feel the orgasm start to clench up in my toes, my eyes squeezing shut.

      “Only dirty, naughty girls spread their legs on their professor's desk and let him fuck their tight little pussies with his big cock.”

      I’m so close, so close to falling over that edge.

      “Only bad girls open their mouths and swallow every drop of their professors cum.”

      His hand slaps down again, his tongue sliding deep inside. “And only very bad girls let their professors fill their hot little pussies with cum.”

      And that does it. I cry out as the orgasm crashed over me, making my whole body sing and explode as his tongue drives me right over the edge.

      I’m still gasping as he pulls me back into his lap in his office chair, stroking my cheek and holding me tight as I clutch at his chest. “You-” I look up into his eyes. “You are far too good at that.”

      He grins.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 21

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      We go out to eat later - again, a few towns away where no one’s going to recognize us. And once again, it’s like none of the labels matter. I’m not his barely-legal student, and he’s not my inappropriately older professor.

      We’re just Ellie and Liam, having the time of our lives.

      Liam parks in the athletics department parking lot and insists on walking me back to my dorm, even if we both know Ally’s home tonight and he can’t come in.

      The campus is dark and bathed in dim moonlight as we walk hand-in-hand back to my dorm. We’re near the far, dark side of the English building, when I sigh.

      “I wish my roommate was gone.”

      Liam turns to me, one brow arched a hungry look on his face that gets my heart pounding in the darkness.

      “Oh?” He grins at me as he steps closer. “And why’s that?”

      I blush as I bite my lip. “Cause I kind of want you right now.”

      “Just kind of?” He growls, moving right against me and cupping my jaw with his hand.

      “It’s more like a whole lot,” I breathe, swallowing thickly.

      Without warning, Liam suddenly pulls me into him, kissing me hard on the mouth. I gasp as he pushes us back, right up against the brick wall of the English building.

      I gasp at the ferocity of him as I feel his hand immediately slide between us up under my skirt.  I moan into his mouth as he rubs my slit through my panties, and I can feel his hardness on my thigh as he grinds against me.

      His mouth drops to my neck, biting and sucking at the sensitive collarbone and making me moan out loud. His hands move to the light tank top I’m wearing, pushing it up over my belly and over my lacy bra. I quickly yank it off, moaning as his mouth dips to kiss and nibble at the valley between my breasts as he slipped his hand behind me to unhook my bra and push it up off of me.

      His mouth on my pink, erect nipples has me tossing my head back in pleasure, arching my back towards him. I can feel a burning desire radiating out from my pussy as he teases me, and I gasp again as he starts to drop to his knees, his mouth dropping lower and lower over my stomach.

      My panties are pulled quickly from me as he pushes my skirt up to my hips and hungrily moves his mouth up to my wet slit. I cry out as his tongue dragged hotly through my folds, whimpering as my hands drop to his hair.

      “Oh God, Professor!” I moan as his hands slide up the backs of my thighs, grabbing my ass and pulling me against his mouth.

      He hooks a leg up over his shoulder as his tongue delves deeper into my wet slit, I coo softly as his hands kneed my ass and his tongue dances across my clit. I whimper little mewling sounds and let my fingers tease my nipples as he pushes me higher and higher, making my body tumble under his tongue.

      He groans between my legs, pushing his tongue hotly into my slit and making me squirm and writhe in pleasure. He pushes two fingers between the tight, pink lips of my pussy, curling them up inside of me as he tongues my clit.

      I can’t take it anymore, and I drag him up, reaching between us and moaning as I feel his cock - already throbbing hard and out of his pants. I pull it against my dripping wet slit as he growls into my ear, and with one thrust of his hips, he’s buried to the hilt inside of me.

      Liam begins to fuck me with deep, powerful stroke, both of us gasping at the ferocity of our love-making.

      "You looked so fucking hot tonight, baby" He growls into my ear as I moan and wrap my legs around him.

      “Such a hot fucking tease in that sexy little skirt, showing off those legs and that perfect ass of yours." I gasp, feeling him grind in deep.

      Suddenly, he pulls out of me and flips me around. I moan and shiver as I put my palms against the brick wall, arching my ass out towards him.

      It might be dark, but we’re so out in the open right now.

      And I’m dripping wet.

      It’s the fact that anyone could come up and see us like this - that anyone could walk past and see Professor Martin balls-deep in a freshman - that has me hotter than ever, and literally panting for his cock.

      I groan as I feel him push his big, thick cock back into me, grunting as he begins to fuck me hard from behind.

      I moan loudly as I feel Liam’s strong hands grab me by the hips, holding me tight and palming his hand over my tight ass as he fucks me like an animal. I whimper as one hand trails over my hip to my clit, a thumb brushing over it as his beautiful cock drives in and out.

      "Oh fuck, Liam!” I moan, shoving my hips back to meet his thrusting as he pumps in and out of me. His other hand slips into my hair, making me gasp as he pulls it just hard enough to send an electric shiver through my body. His lips are at my ear, his breath hot against my neck as his cock throbs huge inside of me.

      I’m going to come.

      My body is spiraling out of control, and the world spinning around me as the orgasm comes roaring up to claim. And I don’t even have time to tell him before it comes shattering out of me.

      I cry out as I come, clawing at the brick wall and clinging to my sanity as I go crashing over the edge.

      Liam roars out as he grinds his cock into me, and I can feel it throb as his hot come explodes into me.

      We rock like that slowly as the last of his hot seed pumps into my tight slit, before we collapse, gasping, against the wall.

      We’re quiet for more than a few seconds, just stroking each other’s skin as we slowly came back to earth.

      I giggle as I slowly pull off of him, shivering wickedly at the feel of his come dripping out of me as he hands me my bra and tank top.

      Liam kisses me hotly, pulling me tight against him before he reaches for his shirt.

      My phone suddenly buzzes from my purse with a text. It’s Ally:

      “Theme party tonight at Phi Kappa - togas and masks…perfect for your mystery boyfriend!”

      I’m staring at the phone when Liam comes up behind me and nuzzles my neck. “What’s is it?”

      “Oh, nothing,” I say, putting the phone back into my bag and shaking my head. It’s a stupid idea, even if the thought of being out in public with Liam does sound fantastic.

      “Nothing, huh?”

      I turn and purse my lips as I look up at him. This man who’s making me feel and opening up this whole new side of me. “I- I mean; do you want to-” I groan. “It’s a stupid idea, forget it.”

      “Hey,” he grins as he catches my jaw in his hand and leans in to kiss me. “Whatever it is, it’s not stupid.”

      I sigh. “Well, you asked. Want to come to a frat party tonight with my roommate and I?”

      He arches a brow, a smirk on his lips. “A party?”

      “It’ll be fun?”

      He rolls his eyes. “Ellie, I teach here.”

      “Yeah, but it’s a mask party,” I say quickly. Liam looks at me like he’s trying to weigh out how serious I am about this. Heck, I’m trying to weigh that out.

      “It’ll be fun, huh?”

      I nod, biting my lip. “I know it’s bad, I just… I just want to be out with you. And it’d be great for you to meet Ally,” I grin. “Even with a mask on.”

      He sighs heavily, and I slip my arms around his waist. “I just want to show you off, that’s all.”

      He pulls me against him as he leans back against the brick wall. “Show me off, huh?”

      I feel my face flush. “Well, yeah, cause you’re sort of wonderful, you know.”

      Liam laughs. “You sure know how to sweet talk a man.”

      “I can think of a few other sweet things I can do to this man,” I say breathily, feeling my cheeks blush at even saying something like that.

      He laughs though, pulling me into him. “I’ve created a monster.”

      I giggle. “Yep!”

      He holds my gaze, his eyes searching mine, before he starts to nod. “Alright, fuck it, yeah.”

      “Yeah?”

      He kisses me. “Yeah, let's go to the mask party.”

      “Mask and toga party, actually.”

      His brows shoot up. “What?”

      “Can’t back out now!” I say with a laugh, throwing my arms around him and kissing him fiercely.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 22

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      January in coastal New England seems like possibly the last time of the year you'd want to throw a toga-themed party, but nevertheless, the festivities are in full swing by the time we get there.

      The fraternity house is just off campus, and it’s pretty much exactly the place you'd imagine it to be -  a little grungy, a little dirty, smelling a lot like beer, and full of people.

      There’s another flash of apprehension as we move through the front door and into the crowd as people start to to turn and see us, but I force myself to relax. We’re both wearing masks, and Liam’s even wearing a white spandex sports sleeve over his tattooed arm under his toga. No one knows who we are.

      "So, ready to party?" I grin as I grab Liam’s hand and drag him through the front door.

      He looks bewildered and a possibly more than a little out of his element amongst the throngs of college-aged kids chugging beer and grinding to hip-hop music, but really, so am I. He squeezes my hand back and shrugs like it’s nothing.

      “What, this?" He rolls his eyes dramatically and grins back at me. “I’m going to show these kids how it's done."

      I laugh and wrap my arms around him, peppering his cheek with kisses.

      We went to a shopping center earlier a few towns over earlier to buy sheets for tonight, and someone had mistaken us for father and daughter. It wasn’t totally unbelievable considering he was more than double my eighteen years, but I was determined that tonight, no one would have any illusions as to the nature of our relationship, and they could think whatever they wanted about it.

      Besides, it isn’t like it’s going to be hard keeping my hands on Liam Martin all night. I mean he’s gorgeous for one, and honestly in probably better shape than half the frat guys cavorting around the place in bedsheets. I grin to myself as we walk in, seeing him already turning heads as we move into the crowd, and I know it isn’t just that he’s by far and away the oldest guy in the room. He looks hot, and I know that more than a few of the looks he’s getting are from girls my age. The looks he draws are checking him out, rather than wondering who he is and why a guy their father's age is at this party. Liam isn’t like all the other shirtless jocks high-fiving each other and crushing beer cans, with their waxed chests and cheesy tribal tattoos. No, Liam is a man, complete with hairy chest and without cliched tattoos.

      As we move into the back room, looking for the keg, a girl I recognized from one of my classes but who’s never spoken to me catches my arm while Liam’s head is turned the other way.

      "Oh my God, Ellie!” she whispers conspiratorially as she arches her brow and runs her eyes up and down Liam’s muscled back and arms; "Who is that?"

      I grinned, feeling the warm glow tickle up my whole body. "Oh, my boyfriend." I say it as nonchalantly as possible, but inside I’m practically jumping up and down.

      "Oh- wow." The girl gives me a big grin, as if she’s looking at me in a whole new light before she gives Liam one more hungry look and moves off into the crowd, leaving me on cloud nine.

      “Ellie!”

      I turn as Ally came pushing through the crowd towards us.

      "Hey, Ell- Oh!" Ally stumbles over her words as her jaw drops, and she looks quickly between Liam and I with a big grin on her face.

      Oh hi!" She gives me a quick 'are you fucking kidding me' look before she drags her eyes back to Liam.

      "You must be…”

      “Matt,” Liam says with a chuckle.

      "Well, Matt, I'm very glad to meet you! You've got a great girl here you know, and you better be nice to her!" She prods Liam’s bare chest, exposed in the toga, and then falters as she keeps her hand on his hard, chiseled muscles a moment longer than necessary. Anyone else and I might be insanely jealous, but this is Ally after all.

      He smiles, winking at me. "I plan on it."

      Well, I think to myself, at least she didn't say anything totally embara-

      “This is the total hottie who took your virginity?" I cringe and blush scarlet as Ally's slightly drunk "whisper" belts out loud enough for people around us to look over with raised brows.

      “Ally!”

      "Sorry! Sorry!" She brings her hands to her mouth and gives me an over-the-top apologetic look.

      I look up at Liam over her shoulder, but he’s grinning and looks more amused than anything else.

      Ally in tow, we move through the crowd towards the back room where the keg is apparently being kept. Liam grabs us three cups, but as he reaches for the tap handle, suddenly a sweaty, shirtless frat-looking guy with a backwards baseball hat and a toga half-hanging off his torso butts in front of him.

      He turns and gives Liam a cocky once-over. "Brothers get to cut the line, pal." He stops suddenly in his clearly half-drunk state and peers closer at Liam, as if suddenly actually seeing him.

      "Hey, DAD, who the fuck invited you anyways?" He turns and smirks at the two guys who’ve butted the line with him as if he’s just had the line of the century.

      "My girlfriend did." Liam says without missing a beat. His voice is even, but I see the muscles in his forearm clench for a moment. He nods towards me, and I feel myself go a little red, even though I’m wearing a mask. The frat guy turns and looks me up and down before turning back to Liam with a smirk on his face.

      "Ooooh, it's like that, huh?" Suddenly he pushes Liam a step back as he laughs and turns back to me. "Hey babe, how about you ditch the old guy and come get some of thi-"

      In a flash, Liam has the guy's arm twisted behind his back and frat-guy is suddenly whining as he’s forced to his knees on the floor. The crowd around us goes a little quiet, and I tense as I see a few other frat guys suddenly start to push their way through.

      Liam glances up and seems to see them coming, but his face is dead even, almost casual. As I watch, with Ally clutching my arm, Liam calmly reaches down and plucks the guy's beer out his other hand. And then, just as the other frat brothers break through the ring around us, Liam grins at them, tilts the cup back, and chugs down every drop of the guy's beer.

      I tense, feeling Ally grab my arm even tighter as the circle around us goes quiet. Suddenly, the frat guys around us just start cheering.

      Wait, what?

      Bewildered, Ally and I watch as a bunch of them crowd around Liam, slapping his back, shaking his hand, and even pouring him a fresh beer.

      "What the hell was that all about?" I ask him as the bros start to disperse back into the crowd and the music starts up again.

      Liam, looking more than a little smug, shrugs sheepishly. "I was a jock in college, guys," he grins at Ally and I. "I guess I speak the language."

      We crack up before I snag his arm and drag him into the dancing crowd.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 23

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      Ally apparently knows when to bug off, and goes off on her own as Liam pulls me close and we start to dance.

      The whole thing is just surreal. Here I am, the book-nerd, the virgin, the wallflower, at some crazy college frat party dancing with the hot guy. And beyond all that, I’m loving it. And while part of me is still hanging on to the whole hangup of this being “wrong”, I can’t help but wonder why that is?

      So we’re different ages; so what?

      Yes, what's happening between us has an element of scandal to it given our positions as student and teacher, but even as hot as it is, it’s not something dirty - at least, not in that way. I can’t help how I feel, and this isn’t some “lust” thing where I’m just swept up by the first guy I sleep with and letting myself get carried away with the whole older man fantasy. I mean, I’d had a crush on Liam Martin since school started, before I even knew what that crush really meant. Yeah, I was introducing him to best friend with a mask on and a fake name, and when I looked at our relationship or whatever this thing was through that particular lens it seemed a bit tarnished.

      Beyond that of course was that Liam was my damn college English professor. I had pretty open-minded parents, but I had a pretty hard time picturing them giving the go-ahead on a forty year old man having a romantic relationship with their eighteen year old college freshman daughter.

      Liam’s arms move around me then, pulling me close, and I close my eyes and sink back into him as we sway to the music of the party. "Penny for your thoughts?" His voice is deep in my ear, and I grin and turn in his arms.

      “Nothing, I'm just-” I look up into his dark, piercing eyes, losing myself for a moment. “I’m just having a wonderful time with you, that's all.”

      "If there was any way for me to make this normal, baby-”

      "I know." I hug him tightly and feel him kiss the top of my head.

      "So, what'd you think of Ally?” I pull back and grin up at him, trying to lighten the mood.

      Liam rolls his eyes and laughs. "She's- she's everything I could have hoped for. She's hilarious, Ellie. Hang on to that one, good friends are rare."

      The music kicks up then, and we start to dance more, moving closer and hotter together. Liam’s turning me around and pulling me back into him, and as we move our hips together and grind together with the beats, I suddenly bite my lip as I feel something hard poking me from beneath his makeshift toga.

      "Penny for your thoughts, Professor?” I turn my head and stick my tongue out at him as I push my ass back into his erection.

      Liam smiles at me as he leans close. "I was thinking about someone's promise of letting me get a peep under that toga at that sweet little pussy tonight if I played my cards right."

      I blush and he kisses my neck. “So, am I playing them right?"

      "Oh, you're playing them very right." I turn and grab his hand. "Should we head back to your place?” I wink wickedly at him. “Or my dorm?”

      I start to pull him towards the door when he stops, pulling me back. "We could also stay here,” he says, arching an eyebrow at me suggestively.

      I feel a little flutter in my stomach. I’ve never hooked up with anyone at a frat party before, well, obviously. I don't even know how that works, actually. I blush then and roll my eyes at myself. Okay, so before Liam, I hadn't ever hooked up with anyone, anywhere.

      I bite my lip and look up into his eyes, feeling that tingling tug of desire the way I always do around him. "I- I don't know how-"

      "I do." He squeezes my arm and grins, starting to pull me towards the stairs. "Follow me."

      Okay, I’ve been to about two parties before, briefly, and I’ve always been the one giggling like an immature little prude whenever I saw couples sneaking away upstairs in the middle of one. It just always seemed so cliche, like something out of a movie. But there’s nothing cliched about how turned on I am as Liam leads me to the stairs. Besides that, no one really pays us any mind at all. That is, until I suddenly catch Ally staring at me with a big shit-eating grin on her face from the other side of the room. I blush and stick my tongue out at her, before Liam pulls me up the stairs.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I lost my virginity to Liam almost a month before, though somehow, as we step into the dark bedroom upstairs, my heart is pounding like it’s my first time.

      But, as the door closes behind us, sealing us back away from the crowds and questions, it’s just us. And then I feel my nervousness drop away like it'd never even been there. I feel confident then, when it’s just Liam and I. No matter the questions and looks from other people or the multitude of reasons why we can’t - or at least shouldn't - be together. Up here alone, we’re in our own world.

      Confidence and desire coursing through me then, I bite my lip and shove him back onto the bed, feeling my pulse jump as I move towards him. I’ve had all of two sips of beer, so I’m not drunk or anything. But I feel alive in the way he looks at me like I’m some sort of sexual goddess.

      With my eyes locked onto him, I slowly undo the tie at the front of my bed-sheet toga, before letting the whole thing drop to my feet in a white linen puddle.

      "Oh, was this the little pussy you were trying to get a peek of?" I say it in my most innocent voice, looking at him with pouty eyes as I tease a fingertip up my inner thigh. I’ve neglected to mention to him that I’ve left my panties behind.

      I can see Liam’s eyes darken with desire as he growls at me. "Yeah, that's the one." His eyes hungrily drink in every inch of my nude young body, his muscled chest rising and falling heavily.

      Smirking and keeping my eyes locked on his, I move towards him, until I’m right between his legs. I drop to the ground on my knees and place my hands on his thighs.

      "Well, you've got me up here in this dark bedroom all to yourself, mister." I suck at my lower lip as I let my words drip with my most innocent, girlish voice. I can see him tense, his jaw grinding tight and his eyes flashing at me.

      "What do you wanna do with me, mister?"

      Liam stares at me with his mouth hanging open, tongue tied at my over-the-top sex-kitten act I’m putting on. I grin at him as I push my hands under his toga, up his legs until I feel the huge bulge of his cock in boxers.

      In a flash, I’m tugging them down his legs, and then pushing his toga open wide. His thick, throbbing cock springs out to bob heavily in front of my face, and I moan quietly as I bring my small hand up to circle his thick girth. I can’t imagine ever getting tired of that “wow” feeling whenever I see his enormous dick.

      "Wow, you've sure got a big dick, mister!" I look up at him with pouty eyes, keeping my voice girlish and watching him groan. "Do- do you want me to suck on it?"

      Liam groans out loud, his eyes blazing at me. Grinning at him and without waiting for an answer, I lean forward and wrap my soft lips around his big cock.

      He moans as I suck him in, my tongue swirling around his head and teasing the underside of him. I keep my eyes locked on his face, watching him close his eyes and toss his head back in pleasure as I slurp on his cock.

      I suck and lick at Liam another minute or so before he sits up then and pulls me up. He kisses me hard, and I moan into his mouth as his fingers slip into my tight pussy as he pulls me into his lap on the edge of the bed. His lips move down to my neck, making me gasp as he sucks at the tender skin there. I can feel him slipping the head of his cock against my tight, dripping wet slit, and feel the flush of heat that radiates out from there at his touch.

      I push him back down onto the bed and bite my lips as I straddle his hips and gyrate my tight body above him, moving my hands up to cup my full, warm breasts. "Lay back, Professor. I want to ride you this time.”

      He gives me that look again that makes me both blush and moan, like I’m some sort of goddess. I blow him a kiss as I swing my legs over him, turning around so that my ass is pushed back as I hover above his thick cock. Reaching back, we both moan as I teased my slit with his head, before slipping it between my folds and slowly sinking back on to him.

      Liam growls, and I gasp as I sink down on his big, thick cock, all the way until I can feel the tickling hairs of his abdomen against my ass and his big balls pressed tight against my lips. My fingers dig into his thighs as I slowly raise myself up, loving the way he groans as my pussy milks every inch of him, before pushing back down onto him.

      I start to slowly ride him like that, rocking and rolling my hips as I fuck his big cock with deep even strokes, all while the party rages downstairs. I can feel his hands on my ass; spreading me and clutching me tight as I undulate up and down him.

      Liam rocks up into me again, grabbing my tight little ass as he grinds deep into my slit with his big cock, and I moan again as the pleasure throbs through me. He reaches forward and grabs my wrists in his hands. I suddenly gasp as he pulls my arms behind my back and then holds them there as he pulls my body tight. He starts fucking up into me, and the feeling of being so controlled and so restrained by him has me gasping as pleasure rocks through my body.

      "Oh! Professor!” My innocent little girl voice is back, and I can hear him groan beneath me. "Fuck my little pussy with that big, thick cock of yours!" I start to bounce faster and faster on him, and his grunts begin to fill the room. “Oh, fuck me, Professor! Fuck me with that big thick cock! Pump my tight little freshman pussy with that dick!”

      Liam groans at my little innocent voice, and I start to bounce up and down on him faster and faster as I squeal and moan. I’m going to come soon - bare and wet on his cock -  and I want to feel him fill me when I do. I want to feel him pump every drop of his hot cum inside me, no matter the consequences.

      “God you feel so good stretching me like that, mister. Your big fat cock feels so good inside of me like that!”

      I can hear Liam groan behind me as I bounce on him, milking every inch of his shaft. He sits up then, rocking deep inside of me his hands slide up to cup my big, swaying breasts, running his fingertips over my nipples.

      “Play with your clit, honey,” he growls as he bites my ear, making my young body shudder with pleasure. “I want to feel you milk every single drop of my cum out of my balls deep in that tight pussy.”

      He begins to hungrily suck and kiss at my neck, sending shivers right down my spine. “I’m gonna come, baby.” He growls into my ear, making me moan out loud as I feel the tremors start in my toes as my body begins to crash over the edge. “And I’m gonna pump you full of my thick, hot cum.” I teeter on the edge, feeling myself start to fall.

      “Come for me, honey. Come on my big dick.”

      Yeah, that does it.

      With a loud cry, I shudder as I come, clenching tight around Liam and moaning as my orgasm tears through me. And right then, Liam’s cock swells up, and with a roar, I feel him throb and twitch deep inside of me as the first thick squirt of his cum splashes up into me.

      Squirt after squirt of his hot, thick cream erupts into my fertile young body, filling me to the absolute brim as he growls and slowly keeps pumping me.

      Slowly, gasping, we slow to a stop until we’re still in the semi-dark of the room, breathing heavily and trying to catch our breaths.

      Ok, wow.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 24

        

        Liam

      

    
    
      Ellie and I lay in that bedroom upstairs, with the party locked away on the other side of the door, and it’s just the two of us. She’s laying against my chest, her fingers trailing over the inked lines and designs of my sleeve tattoo. Her small, warm body is curled up against my much bigger, harder frame, and I let my eyes close as I feel her breath on my chest and inhale the scent of her hair.

      “What are we going to do?” I murmur before I can stop myself.

      I grin, yeah, it was me that just said that. The cliche here would be the younger, inexperienced girl being the one getting weird with this and starting to get clingy. But fuck, here I am saying it. Because right then, I don’t want this to end. I don’t want to go back downstairs and have to put a fucking mask, I want to shout to the world that she’s mine.

      Because yeah, she’s young, but not in spirit. I mean this girl reads books - real fucking great books - and she thinks, and she’s got a brilliant mind. I think again to the mystery coffee shop girl with Joyce under her arm and the ass I couldn’t get enough of. Yeah, she’s sexy as all fucking sin, but it’s the combo of the sort of sexiness that she doesn’t even quite know how to use yet and the fact that she can keep up with my intellectually.

      I almost want to take back my words before I ruin the whole damn moment, but then she’s turning, and she’s kissing me. I growl into those soft, pouty lips.

      “Well,” she says, pulling back, her eyes looking up as she thinks. “I mean, I’m only your student another few months, right?”

      I can feel my cock twitch a little bit as she says it. She feels it, of course, and grins as she reaches down to give me a languid stroke. “After that?” She shrugs. “After that could we be open?”

      “People would talk.”

      She winks. “Fuck ‘em.”

      I laugh. “You’ve been hanging around me too long. I think I’m corrupting you into a girl with a dirty mouth.”

      She bites her lip, her eyes sparkling at me as she leans close.

      “Well why don’t you take me home, and I’ll let you corrupt this dirty little mouth as much as you want.”

      Uh, check please.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 25

        

        Liam

      

    
    
      I’m still in dreamland with this girl as we unlock the door and head back down to the party. It’s still the madhouse it was before, but I’m barely aware of it as we move through the crowd.

      If there was any weirdness before about me being here with her, even with the mask, considering our ages, people either don’t care, or are too drunk to give a shit anymore. Which is fine with me, because all I want to do is head back to my house and bury my tongue Ellie’s pussy.

      And we get so damn close to making that happen. In fact, we get to the front lawn before the shit hits the fucking fan.

      “So, what, this is the dude you decide to fuck instead of me?”

      I can feel Ellie’s grip tighten on my arm. Yeah, I recognize that voice. I turn to see a very drunk looking Ted - that shitbag ex of hers - leering at us as he stumbles down the front steps of the frat house. Even though I know that this fuckwad never got to even touch her, just sight of him brings me to a red rage. Yeah, he might not have gotten a taste of this girl, but I know he tried, and I know he’s thought about it, and that right there is enough to bring out the damn caveman in me.

      “Walk away,” I growl, narrowing my eyes through the mask at him. I turn, and start to lead Ellie away from this loser, when suddenly she’s gasping as she pulls right out of my arm.

      I whirl, the red rage hot in my face as I see Ted with his fucking hand on Ellie’s arm, holding her tight and leering at her.

      “You get your fucking hands off of her,” I growl as I pull Ellie gently away from him and then shove Ted a step back, my eyes flashing at him as my fists raise.

      He flips me off. “Listen old man, fuck off. No one invited you here.”

      I can feel the blood roaring in my veins, but I push the heat down, forcing myself to breathe. Yeah, I want to pound this little shit’s face in, right here in front of everyone. Yeah, I could wipe that smug little prick smile off his face right here and knock him on his punk ass in front of all his little friends.

      But I force myself to breathe.

      Don’t make a scene. Just walk away with her and leave this shitbag to his bullshit.

      “I invited him,” Ellie says with an edge to her voice.

      Ted snorts. “Yeah well that’s cause you’re a slut with daddy issues.”

      I don’t think, I just do.

      I don’t even really remember the first hit later, but I remember the satisfaction in seeing the blood come pouring out of Ted’s nose as he goes stumbling backwards. He jumps back faster than I’d have given him credit for, and suddenly he’s rushing right into me and knocking us both down.

      And then the crowd goes fucking ape-shit, of course. People are cheering and yelling and pumping their fists in the air as we grapple on the ground, and I can hear Ellie screaming. Ted gets one lucky hit in, but then I’ve got him on his back, and I’m letting my fist crash across his smug face again and again.

      And slowly, I’m aware that the cheering has stopped, and it’s dead quiet.

      I look up, Ted’s toga still in my fist and realize everyone is staring at me.

      “Professor Martin?” A guy to my right who I also recognize from a class of mine is staring at me with his jaw dropped, and it’s then that I look down and see my mask, lying on the ground.

      Oh shit.

      Suddenly, there are sirens, and four campus safety cars screeching to a halt in front of the frat house as students start to scatter. The scene is pure chaos, but somehow, it’s like I’m in this tunnel as I just drop Ted and stand, and lock eyes with Ellie.

      And she looks as scared as I feel.

      “Officer! Officer!” Ted’s up and screaming, holding his bloody nose, his eyes wild as he flails his arms in the air.

      Fuck. Fuck-fuck-fuck. I’m a Goddamn teacher, with my knuckles bloody from the student I just hit, wearing a fucking toga on the lawn of a frat house.

      Oh, right, and my barely legal student girlfriend’s pussy I can still taste on my tongue is standing three feet away from me.  Yeah, this is bad.

      The campus cops are surrounding us, eyes flicking between Ted and I as they shine flashlights over the two of us.

      “Officers!” Ted’s near hysterics, and part of me wants to grin at how much of a pussy he is after getting hit, but there’s no place for smiling right now.

      “This man is harassing young students.”

      The cop in charge raises his brow and looks at me, but Ellie is stepping between us and lacing her fingers through mine. “That’s not true-”

      “He’s a professor here!” Ted says shrilly. “He works here and he’s been fucking her!” He spits the last words out, sneering at Ellie in a way that makes me want to knock him down all over again. “She’s a student here and this guy’s been fucking her.”

      And there’s the hammer coming down.

      The scene goes quiet, and the cops and the few older students who didn’t feel are all slowly turning to stare at Ellie and I. It’s literally everything I never wanted to happen; it’s the nightmare of being found out like this, and it’s happening right here in front of my face.

      “Now, hang on,” I say gruffly, holding my hands up.

      The cop shines his flashlight into my face, cutting me off as he turns to Ellie. “Miss, do you go to school here?”

      Her face is white, but her lips are pressed together, not saying a damn thing.

      “Miss?”

      “She does!” Ted spits out. He sneers at me. “She’s a freshman.”

      The cops turn back to me, looking even more somber, when one of the backup guys steps forward, and I groan as I realize I recognize him from late-night patrols around the English department.

      “Yeah, chief, I know this guy. He’s that writer; the English professor.”

      The guy in charge suddenly looks at me with recognition, and he narrows his eyes at me as he suddenly reaches for the taser on his belt. “Step away from the girl, Mr. Martin.”

      But I’m not letting go, and neither is she. I can feel her pulse racing where our hands are clasped, and I can feel her fingers squeezing hard.

      “Step away, sir,” the cop says again, and the group of them start to move towards us.

      “Fuck off,” I growl.

      Which is really the last thing you should say to a group of cops.

      I can hear Ellie screaming as they yank her away when they tackle me, and it only fuels my fury as I try and shake them off and get back to her. But there are three of them holding me down, and all I can do is strain against them and roar as a female officer drags Ellie away to one of the cars.

      And then she’s gone, and I’m still raging to get free, still roaring at them to fuck off and let me be when they slap the cuffs on and drag me away.

      But the worse part is, I don’t get to say it. The worse part is, the words that’ve been bubbling to the surface for weeks now - the words I’ve never said to anyone - are right there.

      Only now it’s too late.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 26

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      And then it’s over, just like that.

      At the police station, there are a million questions, and then even one of the junior Deans of the college asking me over and over if I want to press charges.

      What? No.

      No, I just want them to let me go and let me get back to the man that I lo-

      It’s that thought that eventually has me breaking down into tears, because right then I know it’s true, and I know it’s been true.

      I love him, and I’m getting that now that the whole thing is blowing up in my face.

      The police and the Dean want me to sign this absurd statement about Liam pressuring me and being “professionally irresponsible”, but I refuse, again and again. Eventually, they try and call my parents, which is mortifying, until I hear my dad threatening a lawsuit over the phone if they don’t let me walk out of there right then.

      They let me go five minutes later, and I collapse into Ally’s waiting arms as the tears finally come.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Originally, after that horrible night, the school had wanted to kick me out after I refused to sign anything, until my parents showed up the next day with a lawyer and litigation paperwork. When I’d gone to meet them outside my dorm when they arrived, I’d held my breath, feeling my cheeks burn and waiting for the “this was so irresponsible” talk.

      But it never came, because as it turns out, my parents were actually really cool about it. My mom hugged me and stroked my back when I started to cry, telling me it was going to be okay. And my dad just wanted to make sure Liam hadn’t hurt me, and once he saw how opposite the situation was, I think he knew.

      I think they both could see it on my face that this wasn’t some sordid affair, or a mistake, or some sort of experimentation.

      It was real, right there on my face, and they knew it.

      And here we are a week later, and it’s like the sun’s gone away.

      A week later, and everything’s changed. Liam’s gone, and I’ve been told part of his pending charges from the college involve him not being in contact with me; phones, email, all of it. Plus he’s been barred from campus. And that’s the worst part, not knowing where he is or what’s going on.

      I should feel scandalized - and believe me, there’s plenty of scandal surrounding it - just from walking around campus, but I just don’t care.

      Because I just want him. The looks, the arched eyebrows, the whispers - none of it matters, because I know how I feel. And I know what happened between Liam and I might be frowned upon, but it wasn’t wrong. I know that now. It’s something people might not understand, but that doesn’t make it bad.

      I’m in class - his class - but of course, it’s not Liam up a the podium anymore. Susan, the department head has taken over Liam’s lectures, and so it’s her up there now, talking about who knows what. Because I can’t focus, especially here in this room that reminds me of him. I’m no longer sitting front and center like I did before, because, well, I just can’t.

      Susan is mid-sentence when the door to the lecture hall suddenly slams open, and my heart jumps right up into my throat.

      It’s Liam. Here, standing right there and looking right at me.

      Susan whirls as he storms in and starts to shake her head and wag her finger. “Oh no, Mr. Martin! You are not supposed to-”

      “Uh-huh,” he growls dismissively, moving right past her and never taking his deep dark eyes off of me.

      There’s a titter through the crowd of assembled students, but I barely even hear them over the roar of my pulse in my ears.

      He’s here, he came back.

      He came back for me.

      “Mr. Martin!” Susan’s voice is shrill as she scowls at him with her hands on her hips. “I suggest you leave immediately!”

      He stops at the front of the class, looking up at the theater seating to where I’m sitting towards the back of the room.

      “Mr. Mar-”

      “Oh, shut it,” he says, shushing Susan. He winks as he looks up at me, and I’m standing before I can stop myself, totally ignoring the whispers and the shocked gasps around me as I do.

      “Ellie Thompson?” Liam’s eyes blaze as he starts to climb the stairs to where I am, his eyes never leaving mine. There’s a gasp from the crowd, but I’m not even seeing them as I push past people in my row and start to move down the stairs towards him.

      “Mr. Martin!” Susan shrieks from behind him. “Miss Thompson, sit down!”

      But her words wash right over me, and the room almost fades away in slow motion as I’m suddenly crashing into his arms. He’s kissing me, and I’m crying as I throw my arms around him and kiss him back.

      He pulls back, those dark, brooding eyes looking right into me. “I love you,” he says, his voice even. “I love you, Ellie, and I’m never going to stop loving you.”

      And right then, nothing else matters. Right then, the final piece clicks into place, and despite the whispers and the giggles and the pointed fingers, it’s perfect.

      “I love you too,” I whisper into his lips before moaning as he kisses me again.

      “You know,” I say, grinning as I pull back. “I’m pretty sure you’re barred from campus.”

      “Oh, I’m positive I am.”

      I giggle, biting my lip and slowly shaking my head as I stare up at him, right there on the lecture hall steps. “So what are you doing here?”

      I shriek as he picks me up suddenly in his arms and whirls us around to the the gasps and cat calls of the crowd as he starts to carry me down the stairs. “Sweeping you of your feet and stealing you away from here,” he says.

      “Sounds perfect to me.”
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        Ellie

      

    
    
      And steal me away he did, from the small town college to the big city - New York, actually. Four years later, and we’re still here, and still wildly happy

      The initial fallout was bad, of course, and even my parents with being as cool as they are weren’t exactly happy to see me drop out of an ivy league school with a full scholarship. Of course, when I got into another one, they got on board with the situation. It took some finagling, but after I left Hardham, I managed to transfer my credits and qualify for academic scholarship stuff at Columbia for the next semester, which is where I ended up finishing out my undergraduate degree.

      It helps that I had a glowing recommendation letter from my English professor.

      Ally was pissed, of course, when she found out I was leaving, but she got it. She ended up meeting a wonderful guy of her own that next semester, and as it turns out, she ended up getting a job offer here in New York when she graduated.

      Ted lasted exactly three more weeks at Hardham after I left before he got busted trying to slip something into a girl’s drink at a party. He was arrested on drug and intent to assault charges and kicked out of school.

      Liam’s hard at work in our living room, writing his newest book. And I know he’s on a deadline with the tour for the smash hit he wrote right after we moved here, but I’m sorry to say that’s not going to stop me.

      Besides, I’m six months pregnant and the hormones are crazy.

      He chuckles as he feels me come up behind him and rub his shoulders, but his tone changes as I slip my hands down into his lap and rub his cock through his pants.

      “Honey, I need to write.”

      “Oh do you?”

      He turns and groans as he sees me in the plaid skirt, the knee-high socks, and the glasses, with my hair up in pigtails. “Too busy for the little school girl you knocked up?” I say, rubbing the bump on my bare belly beneath my full breasts which have somehow gotten even bigger and more sensitive with the pregnancy.

      His eyes flare as he sees me, and I shiver at that hungry wolfish look he gets in his eyes. “Nope. Work’s done.”

      He slams the laptop shut, and I giggle as he scoops me up and pushes me back onto the couch behind me. I gasp as he pushes my skirt up and growls at my bare pussy, and then I’m crying out as his tongue slides into my wet lips. His hands are strong on my thighs, pushing my legs back as he pushes his tongue deep into my aching pussy.

      “Mmm, not so fast, mister,” I groan, pushing him back and sitting up. I tug at his belt and push his jeans down over his hips, cooing as his thick cock bounces out. I let my tongue slip out, wetting my lips as I dip my head to take him in my mouth.

      But he’s pulling me around, and I whimper as I feel him slide my body up to his mouth and settle me above him as his tongue delves back between my legs. I moan loudly and then lean forward to wrap my plump lips around his cock, slurping wetly at the head and letting my hands stroke his shaft and his big, heavy balls. I moan around him as he tongues my clit, and I can feel my nipples dragging electrically over his abs.

      I can feel Liam swelling up in my mouth, and I can feel my own body begin to tense and writhe as his tongue drives me up to that edge. But then he’s pulling away from me and spinning me around. I moan as I feel him position my hips over his, and when his fat cock begins to slide deep inside of me, I cry out and rake my nails down his chest.

      “You know, pretty soon, you’re not going to want me like this, when I’m all huge,” I say, biting my lip as I start to ride up and down his shaft.

      “Dream on, honey,” he growls, thrusting deep inside of me. “There will never be a day when I get tired of fucking this perfect, tight little pussy.” I moan as his hands come up to my big, full breasts, cupping them and letting his fingers roll over my nipples. He starts to pump up inside me harder and deeper, and I can feel my whole body begin to melt around him.

      Liam groans, and I can feel his cock start to swell inside of me as I start to lose it.

      “Now, come for me baby,” he growls into my lips, his hand cupping my breasts and his cock driving into me again and again as I start to fall. “Come all over my big cock.”

      I cry out, and feel him erupt inside of me, his hot cum filling me. I bring my lips to his ear as the orgasm tears through me. “Yes, Professor.”

      

      
        The End
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      A little bit sweet and a whole lot of naughty.

      

      Colin:

      She shouldn’t have been there that night. She never should have lied her way into that club and stepped into my world.

      She’s off-limits – too pure, too sweet, too innocent – too good for a man of my tastes.

      But she did, wearing that dress, wrapping her sweet lips around the straw of the cocktail in her hand, and looking at me like that. Just a taste of that pure, innocent sweetness, and now I HAVE to have her.

      I have to own her – dominate her, make her scream and make her beg for more.

      A man like me shouldn’t be anywhere near a girl like her - but that’s why I want her. That’s why I want to bend her over my knee and take her every way I please.

      She’s been very, very bad - and bad girls get punished

      

      Isabella:

      I know I’ve been naughty. A good girl like me had no business in a dark and dangerous nightclub like that. No business flirting with a man like that.

      But I’m tired of being good. For just one night I wanted a taste of something else – something toe-curlingly bad and deliciously sinful. So I let go completely and let the gorgeous, rough stranger take what he wanted from me, piece by piece.

      Except now, the man who stripped me of my reservations, my hesitations, and my innocence is standing right in front of me.

      In his office. Hiring me.

      Bringing me into his world.

      Telling me there are rules.

      And good girls follow the rules...right?

      

      Sugar & Spice is a hot, steamy read involving a very dominant and totally obsessed alpha hero – hell bent on having her submission. This one’s a little bit nice and a whole lot of naughty – so make sure Santa isn’t watching! A very sweet HEA, plenty of steam and heat along the way, and no cheating!

      Happy Holidays
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        Isabella

      

    
    
      “We abide by rules in this house.”

      His voice was honey and scotch; the deep pull of a haunting cello. Clean and crisp, it resonated against the lush wood, leather, and marble of the room.

      I swallowed heavily and nodded.

      There were nine of us in the richly furnished, darkly lit study. Me, seven other college-aged girls just like me, and him.

      Despite being just one of the nine people in the room, he took up ninety-nine percent of the air in the room.

      His lingered over each of us as he purred the words. “Is that clear?”

      One of the girls, a brunette standing a few applicants down from me, nodded quickly.

      “Absolutely Mr.—”

      “Sir.”

      His words sliced through the room, cutting her off and making her lips snap shut before she frowned and turned to him.

      “Wait, seriously?”

      I felt something inside of me clutch up at her casual tone, and I wanted to shake my head. I wanted to open my own mouth and tell her, “Shh! That’s not how you speak to him!”

      Because I knew. Maybe the rest of the applicants thought I was just another stranger to him — just one more vaguely anonymous applicant.

      Except I wasn’t. We were not strangers.

      Well, we were — to an extent — but that’s not to say we didn’t know each other. Not in the usual sense, at least. I didn’t know what his favorite color was, his favorite song, or what type of books he read.

      I knew his drink was scotch, but that was just a tip of the iceberg.

      Because in that room, with the seven other applicants, I was willing to bet I was the only girl that knew how Colin Kensington’s cock tasted.

      I was willing to bet I was the only one who knew how he fucked.

      And he knew I knew that. He hadn’t — not at first when he’d first strode into the study to address the potential au pairs. God, I didn’t know who he was until he recognized it. How in the world could I have ever imagined that that man, from that night would be him? Colin Kensington, famously secret billionaire investor.

      Famously secret billionaire investor and my potential employer. The interview was set up by Dr. Rice, my freshman academic advisor at Harvard. That’s who I’d thought I was meeting this evening at his lavish townhouse up on Beacon Hill. The wealthy friend of my economics professor who needed someone to watch and care for his children for the holidays. One with a strong educational background, a valid passport, and fluency in French.

      That’s who I’d expected.

      What I had not expected, was him. Him being the man from the nightclub a week before. Him being the dark, dominant, arrogant and panty-meltingly gorgeous stranger that made me throw away all reason.

      I was five minutes into a very important job interview, and I wanted to sink into the floor.

      And he knew it.

      He’d stepped into that study, started speaking, and my heart jumped into my throat. He’d closed the door, asked us all to stand in a line, and stepped in front of us. His eyes moved over each of us until for one single second, something in that armor of his cracked when his eyes landed on me.

      And then he knew.

      And he’d grinned.

      And now here was this other girl, questioning him? I wanted to laugh. Because I knew what speaking to him like that would bring out. I knew the dominant, demanding way that man got exactly what he wanted.

      I’d thrown away every last bit of my reason with him a week before at that nightclub. My reason, my caution, and most importantly, the last cloying shreds of my innocence.

      “Excuse me?” The crisp English in his accent was edged in steel as he paused, turning slightly to look at the girl who’d spoken up.

      The girl immediately looked like she’d realized her mistake. It was too late, of course.

      “I will be addressed as sir,” he purred, moving to stand directly in front of her — towering over the small girl and leveling that steely sharp gray gaze at her.

      “I— Yes, of course,” she murmured, her eyes dropping to the floor in front of her. “You’ll be addressed as sir.”

      The corners of his lips turned up slightly in a smile as he nodded. “Yes. But not by you, I’m afraid.”

      She looked up quickly. “What?”

      “Andrew will see you out.”

      She blinked as the rest of us and quickly looked straight ahead. “Oh, I—”

      “Now.”

      He nodded at the door to the study behind us, and she almost looked like she wanted to say something else. Instead, she whirled around and ran for the door.

      That’s what speaking to him like that would bring out, because Colin Kensington got exactly what he wanted, when he wanted it.

      And again, I knew this, because of the weekend before at the nightclub I had no business being at. The nightclub where he’d gotten exactly what he wanted from me in the stall of the women’s room.  And though I’d given it to him, he’d taken it from me, gasp by gasp, and whimpered moan by whimpered moan.

      He’d demanded it from my body and left me begging for more.

      The door shut on the girl who’d spoken out, and he turned. “Now then, shall we continue?”

      Sure, why not. Let’s continue with one of the most important interviews of my life with the man from that night.

      The man who’d whispered those filthy things in my ear. The man who’d stripped me of my reservations and hesitations. The man who’d taken the last bits of my reason, my caution, and my innocence.

      Oh, right.

      And the man who’d taken my v-card, seven days ago, in a nightclub bathroom.

      What the hell was I getting myself into?

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        Isabella

      

    
    
      “As I was saying, we abide by rules in this house. Is that understood?”

      My breath drew in as he paused right in front of me. I couldn’t look up — simply couldn’t. I couldn’t look into those eyes, because I knew if I did, I’d be melting for him all over again.

      “Is that understood,” he murmured, this time directly to me.

      I nodded, still not looking up at him. “Absolutely, sir.”

      I could almost feel him smile slightly before he moved on past me, and the breath I’d been holding inside came rushing out when he did.

      “I do apologize if I seem overly formal but this is, after all, a job interview is it not?” His voice was crisp, resonating, and staunchly accented in a sharp English enunciation born of high education, which caressed it with a gilded edge of wealth and prestige. I looked up then, thankful that his eyes were moving over all of us instead of being leveled at me. He raised an eyebrow, with the smallest glimmer of a smile in the corner of his eyes, before he finally did turn and look directly at me.

      I felt myself flush under his unblinking gaze, feeling the charge of his presence reach out and touch me through the air between us. I swallowed again and shifted slightly in the heels I wasn’t used to wearing.

      “Formal is the way I was raised, and it is a state in which I have lived my life, and the way in which I intend to further raise my own children.” He strode to a side table against one wainscoted wood wall and pulled the stopper off a crystal bottle with a small pop. The amber liquid spilled into a tumbler, the smell of smoky scotch hitting me from across the room. He swirled the glass as he turned, bringing it to his lips. His eyes never left mine, fixed on me, unmoving, as he brought the glass to his lips.

      “So, as I was saying.” His eyes drew me in, his voice soft like velvet. I felt myself unconsciously leaning forward, waiting with bated breath on his words. I wanted to think it was my own silly imagination thinking he was talking directly to me, but he actually was — ignoring the rest of the applicants, looking right at me.

      “Yes, sir?” I found myself saying, as if we really were the only two people in the room.

      “Rules. We hold them in high regard in this house, and I would expect anyone who desires to work and live under this house to keep them in the same esteem.” His smile faded as he took another sip of his drink, languidly twirling the rich liquid around the inside of his glass as his eyes moved on to the rest of the girls in the room.

      My head swam in the dim light. The rich smell of old books and the steel gaze of my potential employer sitting across from me was a potent combination. I’d never in my life felt an ounce of the nervous, electrically charged excitement and titillation I felt in this room, alone with him. His eyes moved back to me, and that hint of a smug grin returned to his lips.

      He was toying with me, and we both knew it. He knew exactly who I was — the silly little girl with a bit too much champagne in her who’d let him pull her into the women’s room. The girl who’d let him shred the panties from between her legs, and run his fingers over her dripping wet, eager pussy. That’s who he saw me as. And the fact that that girl from that night was now standing in his study looking for job watching his children was probably downright amusing to him.

      His eyes seemed to drink in my hesitation, and he smiled thinly at me. Dammit, I thought to myself, steeling my nerves. This man was not going to best me. It was clear I wasn’t getting this job, but that didn’t mean I had to stand there cowering under his gaze. Heck, all the more reason not to. He’d taken my body that night — he would not take my dignity on this one.

      I stood up straight, and took a deep breath. “I agree completely, sir,” I uttered out loud — again, addressing him as if we were alone in the room. “Without rules, without discipline, and without a firm hand to wield them both, there can really only be chaos and disorder.” I smirked inside, keeping my face a mask of professionalism.

      He raised a single eyebrow at me, almost in amusement, as he slowly nodded.

      “And of course,” I added. “Disorder has no place in any house.”

      Yeah, nailed that. I mentally patted myself on the back. The way he allowed himself to smile slightly only verified it.

      “Excellent, Ms. Wilder.”

      I froze.

      He obviously had our names for the interview, but it was that cocky look in his eye that gave it away. That smug look that said he’d simply been biding his time to let me know he put a name to my face. That the girl from the other weekend who’d clawed at his back and muffled her cries of pleasure in his neck, the girl who’d moaned hungrily as she’d willingly sunk to her knees in a bathroom stall to swallow his cock, was now known to him by name.

      The air was still in the room as we locked eyes, that fire behind his gray gaze burning fiercely as he took another sip of scotch. Finally, he looked away, and his mouth opened.

      “The rest of you may leave. Thank you for your interest in the position.”

      There were a few sighs, and more than a few curious and angered looks my way as the other girls gathered coats and purses and slowly filtered out of the room. The door shut with a heavy thud behind the last of them, and I shivered.

      “Isabella Wilder,” he mused, letting my name roll over his tongue.

      I swallowed the lump in my throat. “Sir, I—”

      “Doctor Rice had nothing but praise for you. He says you’re ambitious, intelligent, driven, and responsible, which of course is why you are currently here in my home.” He tilted his head and frowned slightly. “I’m assuming Dr. Rice isn’t aware of your more, shall we say, reckless nocturnal activities?”

      My face went hot with a blush and I dropped my eyes to the floor, wishing I could just disappear into it. “That’s not me,” I said quietly. “Sir,” I added quickly.

      “I’m curious what brings a girl such as yourself to a place like that to do that,” he said evenly.

      “I could ask the same about a man like you.”

      My heart jumped into my throat and my mouth snapped shut as soon as I said the words, but they were already out there. I glanced up, my eyes wide. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I didn’t mean to say—”

      “How old are you, Ms. Wilder?”

      I swallowed. “Twenty.”

      He nodded, stroking his chin. “And how often might a girl such as yourself be found in the ladies’ rooms of nightclubs with a man she’s just met?”

      I shook my head quickly, my cheeks burning hot. “Never, sir!” I said, my hands twisting together. “That was my first time.”

      I froze, shivering slightly before I opened my mouth again. “The first time, I mean, doing that.”

      He knew who I was. He knew what I’d let him do to me in that bathroom.

      He did not need to know that he’d taken my virginity that night.

      His jaw tightened. “Ms. Wilder, I’ll be blunt.” His voice, deep and richly smooth, resonated through me. “While your intelligence and your obvious personal drive are both impressive, and indeed, one of the primary reasons you appeal to me for this position, I’ll refer back to my first point.”

      He leaned against his thick wooden desk, hands steepled, eyes dark.

      “There are rules in this house. And my children are my pride and joy, Ms. Wilder,” he said stiffly. “They are smart, witty and sharp, obedient, and delightful. And while I could continue to heap a father’s praise on my children ad nauseam, I will also add that they are indeed a normal six and four year-old, with all that comes along with that. The job obviously entails both looking after them as well as a fair amount of travel over the course of the next month or so of your employment.”

      He leveled his eyes at me. “Are you up for the task, Ms. Wilder?”

      That steely gaze, that voice, that hint of flirtation in his words; it wasn’t a question, it was a demand.

      But was he actually still offering me the job? After what— well, after what we’d done?

      “I am, sir.”

      As soon as I uttered the words, I wished I’d asked for more time to consider. His reaction though, was immediate.

      “Excellent.” He nodded crisply as he rose from his chair and approached me with a confident stride. I found myself shivering under that gaze as he approached, quickly looking down and smoothing my skirt.

      “The position is yours then, Ms. Wilder,” he purred.

      I froze before slowly daring to raise my eyes to him again. “Sir?” I looked at him quizzically, not fully understanding what had just transpired. “I—”

      “There will be rules, Ms. Wilder.” His voice darkened, his eyes glinting at me. “A young lady such as yourself under my employ will be expected to conduct herself in the manner befitting of the position.”

      I nodded.

      “A young lady such as yourself under my employ will be expected to behave,” he growled, and I suddenly felt myself captivated by that gaze, my whole body tingling under it.

      “And if you do not behave…” His eyes darkened even further as the hint of a smile turned the corners of his mouth.

      “If you do not behave, there will be consequences.”

      I found myself nodding before I could even think about it. “Yes, sir.”

      “Would you care to think about it? I believe in well informed and deliberate execution when it comes to decisions such as these Ms. Wilder.” His eyes glinted as he confidently held my gaze. “So, when you answer, I’d like it to be a final answer. I’d rather not waste your time and mine with further deliberation on a decision I’ve already made.”

      I felt my blush creep up from under the collar of my blouse, spreading across my neck and cheeks.

      “So, I will say once more, the position — should you accept — is yours, Ms. Wilder. Provided you can behave.”

      The shiver moved through my body, teasing over my skin, warming me in places I knew it shouldn’t, considering the circumstances. It moved lower, teasing its way between my legs as the memory of that night came rushing back.

      The night he took me. The night he demanded pleasure from my body.

      The night he claimed me as his own.

      And I knew I should walk away. I knew — however lucrative and important for making connections — a job like this with that sort of history looming there was nothing I needed. A man like this was nothing I needed.

      …Even if he was something I wanted.

      Even if I couldn’t for the life of me stop thinking about the things he’d done to me, and the way he’d made me feel.

      The way he’d made me come.

      All of those were very valid reasons for not taking the job, and I knew it.

      But then, my mouth opened, and the words came out before I could stop them.

      “I accept then, sir,” I said, looking into his gray eyes.

      He smiled darkly and put his hand out. Slowly, I placed my hand in his and immediately felt the electricity, the warmth, the strength, and the power in his large hand as it enveloped my own much smaller one. It was firm, powerful, and I felt a shiver run up my spine.

      “Excellent, Ms. Wilder.” He smiled down at me. “We’ll be leaving next week for Paris, but I expect you should come by before then to meet the children you’ll be caring for.”

      I moved in a blurred daze as his hand left mine and he escorted me from the room. We left his study and walked towards the marble foyer of the house. He opened the heavy, oak front door to the sounds of a still, winter evening in Boston.

      “My driver is bringing the car around now to take you home.”

      I nodded as I turned. “Thank you, sir, for—”

      “I’ll expect you tomorrow,” he said brusquely as a black town car pulled up the driveway. I began to turn again when his voice stopped me.

      “Ms. Wilder.”

      I turned again, and instantly, my body melted. Because there on his face, was the exact same look he’d had that night. It was the look when he’d told me — no, demanded — that I follow him.

      It was the look he’d had right before he’d made me whimper for him.

      Before he’d made me soaking wet for him.

      Before he’d made me come as he claimed my innocence.

      “Remember,” he growled. “We have rules in this house.”

      I nodded. “Yes, sir.”

      I gasped as he moved closer, towering over me, making my pulse throb in my veins.

      “Rules, Ms. Wilder. And good girls follow those rules.” His eyes glinted. “And bad girls get punished.”

      I felt it in my whole body — the aching, throbbing pull of want for him. The almost drug-like way my body instantly craved his touch again. The way I wanted to drop to my knees right there on his door step and worship his cock like I had that night.

      And the look on his face said he knew exactly what I was thinking as he moved to open the door to the car for me.

      “Until tomorrow, Ms. Wilder.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      In the car ride home, I sat quietly, my heart racing in the backseat as the black Lincoln sped across the bridge back to Cambridge.

      Colin Kensington.

      The man from that night.

      The man who made my cry out and claw at his shoulders as he slipped his thick cock inside of me.

      Was now my employer.

      This was going to be a very interesting winter break.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        Colin

      

    
    
      Her.

      I’d felt it the second I stepped into my study — like I could feel her damn presence or something. And then I’d laid eyes on her again, and the whole thing came rushing back to me. The sweet girl from the club. Clearly out of her element, clearly unaware of how goddamn vulnerable she appeared despite the sultry dress, the makeup, and the liquid courage.

      She’d drawn me in like a moth to a flame that night. She ensnared me in that place I had no business being. A man of my standing only went to private clubs, with exclusive clientele, with members lists that included government officials and royalty. A man of my standing didn’t go to obnoxiously loud, crowded, cheap nightclubs full of college kids. Why had I gone that night?

      I didn’t rightly know, truth be told. I supposed for a change of pace — a chance to forget, an excuse to be invisible. Helen called that day, I supposed that had something to do with it. Helen with her outrageous demands and threats of legal action — however implausible — always made my blood roar. I suppose that day I just needed something more besides the usual scotch in my office or the company of those in my usual club.

      I needed something more visceral.

      Something more anonymous.

      Which is why I’d stepped into that club. I’d traded Armani for jeans and a cheap leather jacket. I’d given up twenty-eight year-old single-malt for bourbon on the rocks. And I’d traded the storm going through my head for a sweet, sweet escape, with a far too cute, far too innocent, and far too good girl who didn’t know she was baiting a wolf when she’d spoken to me at the bar.

      A girl who I’d devoured in that bathroom. A girl who’d cried out and begged me for more when I’d taken her hard and fast, fucking her like a man possessed.

      Fast forward a week, and she was standing in my goddamn study. Fast forward a week, and the girl who’d clawed at my skin, who’d dropped to her knees and sucked my cock as I’d gripped her hair, who’d moaned like my own personal slut as I’d fucked her against the bathroom wall, turns out to be her. The highly praised, highly lauded honor student. The college sophomore at Harvard whom my old friend Richard Rice couldn’t speak higher of in regards to becoming my au pair for the holidays.

      I should have been angry. I should have been worried that a girl like that would apply for a position like this. She should have been the first one I’d excused from my study.

      Except that wasn’t what happened at all. Because seeing her had ignited something inside of me. Seeing her again was visceral — it clawed at me inside.

      Seeing her again had gotten me harder than stone, and had awoken the beast inside that just screamed for more.

      I wanted more of her.

      Isabella Wilder — four-point-two grade point average, economics wonder-student. Sweet, blonde, innocent, and pure.

      Except I knew that’s not all there was to her. I knew how she could beg for my cock. I knew how her mouth felt as she moaned around me. I knew how sweet her pussy tasted, and I knew how her brow wrinkled when she came. I knew she let me fuck her like a beast in the bathroom of a nightclub.

      And none of that turned me away. None of that had me sending her away.

      In fact, it’d done the opposite. Against every better judgement, against every careful practiced method of self-restraint, I’d goddamn hired her for the position.

      Maybe Helen was right. Maybe I was out of control.

      But whatever led us here, this is where we were. The girl I’d dreamed about since that one anonymous night, the one who’s sweet, innocent body I craved like an addict for the last seven days, was now my employee.

      And I’d be damned if I wasn’t going to taste her again.

      I’d be damned if wasn’t going to consume her, claim her, and make her scream for me all over again.

      Consequences be damned.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 4

        

        Isabella

      

    
    
      I panted, running the last block up the hill to Colin Kensington’s townhouse — wet, freezing, and frantic.

      The trains had been delayed. Of course, on my first day, they’d been delayed. I’d even gotten out three stops earlier and hailed a cab, but that had hit traffic from the pile-up of snow that fell the night before. So, I’d gotten out and started running, but I’d only made it a step or two before my heel hit ice and sent me sprawling into a pile of snow and slush. I gasped at the shock of it, the freezing cold slushy mix soaking my stockings, my skirt, and even going up under my coat to soak into my blouse.

      Perfect. Just fucking perfect.

      My first day working for a billionaire, and I was going to look like a refugee. What could be worse? Oh right, I was late.

      And that was the state I’d been in when I pounded on the front door, mumbling an apology to the butler as I pushed past him inside.

      “Mr. Kensington has been expecting you,” he said crisply as I stood there panting and trying to tuck my hair back from my face.

      “Pardon?”

      The man’s face was neutral. “You are late, Ms. Wilder.”

      “Oh, I’m so sorry, the train got—”

      “Please wait for Mr. Kensington in his study,” he said quietly, cutting me off. “This way.”

      I tried to catch my breath as he led me through the house, back to the room from the night before.

      “Mr. Kensington will be a moment.”

      I nodded as he shut the door, leaving me alone in that room.

      I quickly peeled my jacket off, groaning at the state of my clothes. I looked a mess. I quickly moved to a mirror on the wall beside the fireplace, scowling as I tried to fix my hair and wiped at my shirt with a napkin from my bag. I was so frantic in trying to fix it all that I never heard him enter.

      “You’re late.”

      I gasped, whirling to come face to face with him.

      He shook his head. “On your first day, nonetheless.”

      “I’m so sorry, sir!” I said quickly, noting the way he smirked as I used the title.

      “The trains were backed-up, and—”

      “I need you here on time, Ms. Wilder.”

      I stared at him. “I’m aware of that, sir,” I said pointedly, feeling the heat bloom in my face. “But as I said, the trains—”

      “You’ll be paid to follow orders, Ms. Wilder,” he snapped. “Not debate them.”

      I froze, swallowing the rest of my anger as I nodded. God, that look again. He looked angry, but there was something there beneath the surface — something dark and raging like a storm. Again, the same look he’d given me at the nightclub, when I’d let him steal me away.

      His eyes dropped to my clothes, and his brow wrinkled. “What on earth are you wearing?”

      I stared at him, stilling trying to push down my anger at the accusation of willfully being late. “Excuse me?”

      His nostrils flared. “I asked you a question, Ms. Wilder. What are you wearing?”

      “I’m sorry, sir, I was running to get here and I slipped on some ice.”

      He nodded, his eyes still moving over my body in a way that had me tingling in ways it probably shouldn’t have.

      Because whatever happened before — whatever insanity possessed me that night when I’d decided to be done with it and just lose my virginity to a stranger — we were past that now. Now, he was my employer, and it was time to put what had happened before behind us. He obviously had.

      He shook his head, as if disapproving.

      “I’m—” I stammered. “I’m sorry, sir.”

      His eyes traveled over me once more, before slowly they moved to lock with my own. I shivered again at the flash of something dark in them.

      “Take them off.”

      I froze, my brows going up. “Excuse me?”

      “I said take them off, Ms. Wilder,” he growled, his eyes flashing at me.

      I swallowed, squirming under that gaze “Um, Mr.—” I quickly shook my head. “Sir, I don’t think that’s—”

      I gasped as he strode towards me, his jaw tight and his eyes fixed on me in that way that had me melting under that gaze.

      “Good girls, Ms. Wilder,” he murmured as his hand moved up to cup my chin. I gasped at the contact, his hand sending an electric tease through my skin as his eyes blazed into mine.

      “Good girls do what they’re told,” he growled. “And bad girls get punished.”

      Oh, shit.

      And just like that, I was putty for him, just like before. Just like that, I felt the roaring desire course through me, my panties growing hot and soaking wet, my nipples stiffening to points under my wet blouse.

      “Sir—”

      “Off, Ms. Wilder,” he said softly but firmly.

      And slowly, against every rational thought, and against every bit of me that screamed that this was wrong, I nodded.

      “Yes, sir,” I whispered.

      And he grinned.

      “H-here?”

      He nodded, his eyes flashing at me as he slowly stepped back and sank into a rich leather armchair in the corner of the room. “Right here, Ms. Wilder.”

      I swallowed, feeling my heart thud in my chest. I knew I should have run out of that room. I knew I should have left, never looked back, and gone and found some crappy job for the winter break.

      But I didn’t.

      Instead, I slowly brought my hands to my blouse, and started to unbutton it.

      Colin’s eyes flashed as he watched me, his jaw tight as he slowly nodded with each button. I made my way down the row until there were no more, and I shivered despite the warmth of the room.

      “Off,” he said, commanding.

      I nodded as I shrugged the wet shirt off my shoulders, letting it drop until I was standing there in my skirt, stockings, and bra.

      “The skirt, if you would.”

      I bit my lip and stared at him, feeling the heat creep through me as I reached behind myself and tugged at the zipper. Slowly, it complied, and slowly, I peeled the skirt down my hips until it dropped to my feet.

      Colin growled as I stood there before him in only my bra, panties, and black thigh-high stockings.

      “Come here,” he whispered darkly, crooking his finger at me to approach him,

      And I did, feeling my pulse hammer with every step as I made my way forward until I stood before him. He looked up at me, those gray eyes blazing, and even though I knew this was wrong — even though he was my boss, and so much older than me — there was only one thing I wanted in that moment.

      Only one thing I craved.

      I wanted him to touch me. I wanted him to take me, and make me beg like he did before. I wanted to feel dirty with him again. I needed to feel that sweet, delicious fullness of his cock filling and stretching me to the brim as he pulled on my hair and demanded that I come.

      I looked down at him, squeezing my legs together, feeling the heat from his gaze burn into me.

      “Here,” he growled, nodding down at his lap.

      I gasped. “Sir?”

      “Here,” he said, his eyes flashing as he spat the word out.

      And God help me, I nodded. I nodded, knowing full well what he wanted, knowing full well how inappropriately wet it was getting me.

      “Yes, sir,” I whispered. And slowly, I knelt and crawled across his lap.

      I moaned at the feel of his body against mine, the feel of muscular thighs through his expensive suit, the sensation of that luxe fabric brushing my breasts. I whimpered as I felt his hands on my skin, moving and pulling me into the position he wanted, and I blushed furiously as I felt him pull at my hips, my panty-covered ass raised in the air.

      I panted, feeling the blood rush through me, the desire throbbing between my legs at whatever the hell I was doing. This was insanity. This was nuts, and yet, I was powerless to say no to him.

      I didn’t want to say no to him.

      “You were late, Ms. Wilder,” he growled. I gasped as I felt the palm of his hand brush over my ass.

      “Yes, sir, I was.”

      “You were a bad girl.”

      I nodded and suddenly gasped out loud as his hand swatted at my ass.

      “Say it,” he said darkly.

      “I was a bad girl!” I gasped, biting my lip as I felt the unmistakable throb of his big cock beneath his suit pants against my stomach.

      “And bad girls get punished,” he murmured.

      Suddenly, the hand came down again, swatting my ass harder than the first time. I yelped, only to feel his hand come down again, spanking me as I lay over his lap. His hand came down a third time, and this time, my eyes closed and I moaned, shivering against him. Again and again, he spanked me through my panties, making me squirm against his rock-hard cock as I slowly drenched the thin fabric.

      Finally, his hand came down once more before lingering and stroking the skin.

      “You may stand, Ms. Wilder.”

      Panting, a rush of heat flooding my face, I slowly pulled myself from the moment and fully realized what I’d just done. I stood.

      Colin rose after me, towering over me, his chest rising and falling with his own breath.

      “Ms. Wilder.”

      I nodded.

      “Look at me.”

      I took one last shaky breath before I finally forced my eyes up to his, where he held them fast.

      “Ms. Wilder, this job…” He broke, looking away and shaking his head. “Our previous encounter—”

      “I’m sorry, sir,” I said quickly. “That really isn’t me—”

      “Please do not interrupt me.”

      My mouth snapped shut.

      “I feel as though our previous encounter may, shall we say, color this working relationship. In fact, I believe it may color the job itself.”

      I looked at the floor. Shit. This was it. This was where I was just going to get fired, which honestly, was probably the best thing that could—

      “It’s still available to you.”

      I looked up quickly.

      “However,” he growled, his hand coming up to cup my jaw possessively, eyes flaring. “I can promise you that what happened before will affect our relationship, and it will alter the nature of the position.” His jaw tightened. “Did you enjoy what just happened here?”

      I nodded.

      “Answer truthfully.”

      I swallowed as I nodded even harder. “Yes,” I whispered, still feeling the delicious sting of his hand on my ass and the way that tingling spread through my body. “Yes, sir.”

      His lips slowly curled. “Good. But I should warn you, this is your only out. “Walk away now if choose, because after this…” His eyes burned fiercely into mine. “After this, you’re mine.”

      My body shivered, my pussy throbbed, and I could have come right there if he’d touched me.

      “Have I made myself clear?”

      And again, I knew what I should have done. I knew I should have grabbed my clothes and walked away then.

      But something stopped me. Something primal, and something deep inside forbade me to leave.

      Some dark, ready-to-be-unchained part of me wanted to see where this led.

      “You have, sir,” I said softly.

      “Last chance, Ms. Wilder,” he growled tightly. “After this, everything changes.”

      I answered without hesitation. “I accept the position, sir.”

      His eyes flashed, his hand tightened on my jaw, and for a second I thought — no, hoped — that he’d devour me right there.

      But instead he took a breath. Slowly, his hand dropped from my chin, and he took a step back. “Very well. You’ll begin immediately. I’ll have Andrew settle you into your rooms.”

      He started to turn when I frowned. “Should I— I mean, should I go back to my dorm to pack?”

      Colin smiled as he turned. “No, Ms. Wilder. You are now my employee, and you will be staying here.”

      “What about my clothes?”

      “They will be provided.”

      I swallowed. “What if I need to let anyone back there know that I won’t be coming back?”

      It was a meaningless worry. My roommate was already gone for winter break, and it wasn’t like I’d kept many close friends with the workload I’d taken over the school year.

      Colin frowned. “Is there anyone you need to speak with?”

      I shrugged. “I don’t know. What if I have a boyfriend or something?”

      I gaped as he strode towards me, his hand moving over my throat to slide into my hair, gripping it forcefully as he loomed over me. “Do you have a boyfriend?” he growled, his face furious, eyes flashing.

      I didn’t, obviously.

      “No,” I shook my head quickly, shivering against him. “No, I don’t.”

      His face softened. “Good.” His hands dropped from me and he seemed to take another breath before stepping away again. “Then that settles that.” He strode towards the door, pausing with his hand on the knob as he turned back to me. “Welcome to my home, Ms. Wilder. Andrew will show you to your rooms when you’re ready.”

      And then he was gone, leaving me panting, still standing there barely dressed and barely understanding why on earth I’d agreed to this.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 5

        

        Colin

      

    
    
      My cock strained in my trousers as I stormed through the house to my private quarters, slamming the door to the suite behind me before slumping against it.

      Jesus Christ, what the fuck was I getting myself into here?

      It was all her. She did things to me, somehow. She made me harder than steel.

      She made me want to possess her.

      I craved her. I wanted to run my hands over every sweet inch of her until she was mewling for me.

      I wanted to consume her.

      I’d felt all of these things ever since that night in the club, and now here she was, under my roof.

      And I’d almost slipped.

      I’d put my hands on her. I’d spanked that sweet, cherry ass of hers until I could feel the wet heat of her pussy hot against my thigh. Something tells me I’d have felt her come on my damn leg if I’d kept going.

      But I hadn’t

      I’d stopped, and I’d remembered myself.

      I’d remembered the consequences.

      I’d remembered that despite my wealth, my looks, and my ability to charm the panties off just about any women I came across, I couldn’t do that. Least of all with a girl who was now under my employ.

      Why?

      Helen, of course.

      My ex-wife had nearly destroyed me when she’d almost stolen the two most important things from my life. The day of the crash, the day of shattered glass, and my heart almost breaking in my chest. The day I’d almost lost Beckham and Lillian to the selfish mania of a woman gone mad. Of course, that’d been the end of Helen and me. The crash and been the dramatic finish to a relationship long gone off the rails. And obviously, I’d kept the children after what she’d done.

      Except she hadn’t let it go. And now she was determined to try and shred my life all over again, using my considerable alimony money to come after everything I had.

      But most importantly, she was coming after my children. I say my children, not ours, because after she almost killed them, they stopped being her children at all, in my opinion.

      Her taking them was not going to happen. Not while I still had a breath to breathe. But the short of it was, I was under a goddamn microscope, hence escaping into anonymity the other night at that club. Hence taking out my pent-up aggression on the sweet, innocent young thing who chatted me up there — the girl I took to the bathrooms and dominated until she begged for more.

      It was supposed to be a one-time thing, obviously. It was just stress relief, and nothing more.

      Except…

      Except when I’d come home that night, no amount of scotch could drown her from my thoughts. No amount of work that I’d thrown myself into the next week — the acquisitions, the mergers, the planning the getaway for myself my children for Christmas and New Year’s Eve in Paris — none of it could erase her haunting eyes from my mind.

      Or her lips. Or the way she’d gasped — the sweetness of her skin, and the silken heat between her legs.

      I thought I’d seen the end of my stranger, until she’d walked into my office for a job interview, and after that?

      Well, after that, I was lost, apparently.

      Lost and gone mad, inviting her in here — dangling temptation in front of my own face.

      I groaned again at the thought of putting my hands all over her, of spanking her. Hell, I’d wanted to tears those panties down to her knees, tie them tight there, bend her over my chair and fuck her hard and mercilessly, even though I knew I couldn’t.

      My beautiful stranger. Somehow, here she was, living down the hall from me, under my room, and coming to Paris with us.

      My cock throbbed at the thought of her, down the hallway getting settled in, perhaps taking a bath to soothe the skin I’d bruised.

      I groaned as I reached down and stroked myself through my pants before I steadied my hand and drew back.

      No.

      That could not happen again.

      Whatever damning temptation I’d set up for myself, I’d deal with as I dealt with everything in my life. With precision. With sharpness. With perfectly practiced control.

      Touching Isabella Wilder again could mean losing everything, which meant I had to shut that instinct down.

      Now if only my brain and my cock would get on board with that decision.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 6

        

        Isabella

      

    
    
      He was all over me as we neared the back of the club, his hands moving down over the front of my skirt as his lips and teeth nipped and sucked at the tender nape of my neck. I blushed furiously as I saw other people staring at us, but then those lips found my collarbone, and I stopped caring at all

      This was it — this was really happening.

      There’d mercifully been no line for the single use bathroom, and we’d gone tumbling inside, lip-to-lip, hands sliding madly over each other. He’d been all over me, his hands up under my skirt, grabbing my ass, and moving up under my shirt to cup my breasts, kissing me as I fumbled to lock the door behind us.

      His hand slid up under my skirt, and he brazenly slipped his fingers down into my panties. I gasped out loud as he pushed down into my dripping wet pussy, and I clutched at his leather jacket, biting my lip. I almost couldn’t believe I was actually doing this, but then, there was no going back.

      No way.

      My hands fumbled at his belt, ripping at the zipper before snaking inside to feel him. I gasped loudly, my eyes growing wide and my jaw dropping as my fingers closed around the huge shaft tucked in his jeans. Fuck he’d felt big. He growled into my ear, his cock throbbing in my small hand as his fingers curled deep inside my pussy, making me moan loudly in the small room.

      With a clank, his belt buckle hit the floor along with his pants, followed quickly by his boxers. I looked down between us and gasped, seeing the enormous cock jutting thick and proud out from his toned abs.

      “Are you going to be a good girl for me,” he’d purred into my ear, his fingers stroking in and out of my slit.

      I’d nodded hungrily, swallowing and panting as my hand slowly stroked his enormous cock.

      “Good girl,” he growled. “I want you on your knees, right now."

      My whole body shuddered as the brash, harshness of his words hit me like a slap. Again, I knew part of me should be shocked at the way this man talked to me, but at the same time, his words touched something primal inside of me, and the reaction was immediate. I felt my tight pussy throb around his fingers as my pulse raced.

      His eyes glinted sharply at me, as if sizing me up and waiting with what appeared to be amusement to see if I'd do as he said. Slowly, I bit my lip and nodded, feeling dizzy with lust as I  sank to my knees on the bathroom floor to suck his cock. I didn’t think, I just did. I leaned forward, opened my mouth, and wrapped my lips around his thick, beautiful cock.

      He’d grunted as I closed my lips around him, and his hands immediately went to my long hair, running his fingers through it. I moaned as I swirled my tongue around his head, teasing the hole at the tip and tasting the strong, sweet and salty taste of his pre-cum. My lips felt so fucking stretched, my jaw about as wide as it had ever been as I slowly tried to swallow up more of his thick shaft.

      I got about halfway before I stopped, choking slightly, drawing back with a gasp. A thin string of spittle stretched from my bottom lip to his cock, and I moaned at how filthy and how wrong it was.

      His fingers tightened in my hair as he pulled me back to him, and I moaned softly as his big, thick shaft pushed through my pouty lips again and filled my mouth. I slobbered over his dick, worshipping this stranger, this dangerous looking man's huge cock, with my mouth and my hands. I moaned as I looked up at him — this man who I was about to give my virginity to, even if he had no idea of that.

      Suddenly, he’d yanked me up and pulled me to him, kissing me hard. He spun us around then, pushing me back against the edge of the sink counter with his body. He started shrugging off his jacket, letting it drop to the floor as he reached to pull his t-shirt off his toned body. I felt a rush of adrenaline as I began to pull my own shirt off, baring my full breasts and my erect nipples to this man's wolfish gaze.

      I bit my lip as I reached out to run my fingers up his hard, muscled torso, tracing my fingers over his skin before he growled and kissed me again. His fingers plunged back between my legs, pushing my panties to the side as he slid two of them right up into my soaking pussy. He pushed my skirt up around my hips, and I shrieked as he suddenly grabbed my thong in his powerful grip and tore it from my body. He reached for his jacket on the floor, pulling out a foil wrapper and tearing it apart before rolling the condom down over his massive length. I could feel his hot, throbbing cock head slip against my lips, and I found myself moaning and arching my back as I pushed against him, desperate to feel that huge cock fill me.

      I didn’t care that he was a stranger. I didn’t care that he was rough, and that this wasn’t some stupid corny romantic scene from a movie or a tv show, where there’s always stupid candles and soft music for a first time.

      No, I wanted it like this. I wanted it dirty, and hard, and anonymous.

      And I wanted it bad.

      I’d gasped as he’d slipped the head inside, panting for breath and feeling the new sensation of penetration. I’d looked up at him, into those fierce gray eyes, and he’d suddenly grabbed my jaw in his hand and kissed me hard. His cock pushed in another inch, and I cried out.

      “Fuck, you’re so goddamn tight,” he groaned, rocking his hips forward and burying another inch inside. God, he was so big, and it had hurt, but only for second.

      Because after that, it felt amazing.

      “Fuck me,” I’d gasped into his ear, and he’d done just that.

      I’d moaned, screamed, and clawed at his back as he buried his thick cock to the hilt in my tight, wet, virgin pussy for the first time, and just like that, it was done.

      Just like that, in that dimly lit bathroom, with this dark, dangerous-looking stranger, I left my virginity behind me.

      I’d moaned wildly as I felt him fill me so completely and so suddenly, pinning me to the wall behind me with the force of it. He’d eased out of me, until just the thick, pulsing head of his amazing cock was inside of me, before he thrust forward again and buried himself in me completely. With a snarl, he pulled back and then thrust forward again, making me whimper and moan as his thick cock plunged into me and stuffed me full. I let the forbidden pleasure wash over me then, as this beautiful stranger took every piece of me.

      And fuck me he did. With his strong hands grasping my hips and my tight little ass in his powerful grip, he started to pound me hard, slamming his big dick into my dripping wet pussy over and over again, making me moan in short, whimpering little gasps.

      His fingers dug into my skin hard enough to bruise, clutching me as he pulled my hair firmly with the other. I could feel his big cock getting harder and harder as he plunged into my soaking wet folds, and I clawed at his back, rocking my hips against his, knowing it wouldn't be long before I came.

      Suddenly, I heard him take a sharp breath of air, and then I could feel it. His thick cock pulsed inside of me, and that pushed me right over the edge. I came screaming, begging for him to keep fucking me as I went crashing over the edge into my orgasm. He had, too — his cock staying rock hard through both our orgasms as he’d fucked me hard and deep through two more small ones before I’d gone limp against him.
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* * *

      I woke with a gasp, my skin hot and sweaty, my pulse racing at the dream.

      Well, the memory I guess. And it wasn’t the first time I’d replayed that night at the club in my dreams.

      I sat up in the huge bed in my guest room in Colin’s townhouse, light filtering in through the white curtains and sending a glow across the room.

      I was glowing after that dream, and after what had happened the day before.

      He’d spanked me.

      Thinking if made me blush. Thinking of his hands on me made me hot.

      And wet.

      But I quickly shook those thoughts away, because that couldn’t happen anymore. I understood a man like him was used to having his way, and I wanted him to have his way with me.

      But I couldn’t.

      This was my employer now, not the man from the club. Not the man I’d given it all to that night.

      The whole losing my virginity thing had started with teasing. My roommate, Becca, who I only peripherally got along with, had found out on day two of us being roommates that I’d never, well, you know.

      I’d never done it.

      I mean, I’d fooled around once or twice, but nothing ever got very far, let alone to sex. And I, for one, would have loved to know how anyone else in a school like Harvard had found the time to experiment with sex before coming to college. Between the advanced classes, the private tutors, the French immersion lessons, piano lessons, soccer practice, model U.N., student government, and volunteering at the nursing home, when on earth would I have had time for a boyfriend, or even sex?

      When she found out, Becca had started teasing me about it, of course. But then it’d just gotten worse, and more annoying, until it became this obnoxious game she played, or something she let slip at parties while drunk. All that would have been annoying, to be sure, but nothing I couldn’t brush off.

      That was before I found out about the bet.

      Randomly, one week, I found myself getting chatted up be all sorts of older guys on campus. Like, everywhere. In-between classes, at the library, waiting in line at the cafeteria, in my dormitory — suddenly I had twenty older guys very interested in taking me out sometime. I mean, men hit on me — that wasn’t something new to me or anything. But it’d never been this constant. And I’d been flattered, I guess, at first.

      Until I found out the real story.

      Because it seemed Becca had gotten wasted at some party and let it slip that her roommate was some big prude of a virgin. Drunk boys had started talking, and demanding to see Facebook pictures, and then started joking amongst themselves, I guess how drunk boys do.

      But then “the bet” had come up, and instead of laughing it off, they’d all kept at it until it became real — an actual bet, with real money, was set up to see who could “take my cherry.”

      Disgusting, right?

      I’d been furious about it when I’d found out, but that’s also when I made the decision.

      Because fuck that. Fuck being a bet for a bunch of asshole ivy-league douche-bags. If I was going to lose, it I was going to do it on my terms.

      So, I’d gone out that very night with one mission — to get laid.

      Because who cared? In my head, I’d just go out, get it over with, see what the fuss was about, and then just move on.

      The only problem?

      Well, I wasn’t expecting him.

      Or what happened.

      Or the fact that that single experience was the hottest thing that had ever happened to me. Or that I couldn’t stop think about it a week later.

      And now I was in his home. I was watching his kids.

      I glanced at the time and gasped.

      Shit.

      I showered quickly, slipping on clothes and heading downstairs. I nodded at Andrew, the butler who’d shown me in and shown me to my quarters the night before. I poured myself some coffee, and then waited at the breakfast table in the large kitchen.

      I only waited a few minutes before I heard the scamper of feet on the stairs, the giggle of two small voices, and then suddenly, there they were.

      Beckham and Lillian. Andrew had filled me in the night before on the way to my room. Beckham, the oldest, was six, and his little sister Lillian was four. The two of them were towheaded, blonde, like me — Beckham with his father’s sharp gray eyes, and her with light blue ones. They stopped short in the doorway to the kitchen, eyes wide as they stared at me.

      God, they were adorable.

      I smiled widely as I stood and moved towards them, watching them subtly shy away until I crouched down in front of them, more their size. “Well hello there!”

      “Hello,” Beckham spoke first, eyeing me boldly.

      “Hello,” his sister said a little more shyly, hiding behind her brother.

      “You must be Beckham and Lillian!”

      Beckham grinned shyly. Lillian slowly did the same, coming out from behind her brother.

      “Hey, do you guys like treasure hunts?”

      Two sets of eyes lit up, and I grinned to myself. Yeah, I’d babysat before, and this one was sure-fire hit when meeting new kids. The best part? At this age, I could get them hunting for the first clue while I made up the second — hunting for the second while I thought up the third, and so on. The kids always loved it and I always had a blast doing it and getting to know them through it.

      Beckham nodded eagerly. “A real treasure hunt?”

      “Yep,” I nodded matter-of-factly. “In this very house.”

      Lillian gasped in this adorable way as she slowly came out from behind her brother.

      “So, the first clue is, it’s some place cold, and you might find food in it.”

      Beckham’s hand shot up. “Is it the refrigerator?”

      I stroked my chin thoughtfully as I nodded slowly. “You know, it might be. Lillian, can you show me where your refrigerator is?”

      She beamed at me as she walked right up and took my hand. “Okay!”

      “You’ve met.”

      We turned to see Colin standing in the doorway of the kitchen, immaculately dressed as always, crisp white linen shirt and all. He smiled warmly at us, his eyes moving between me and his children.

      “We have,” I said, still holding Lillian’s hand as she tried to drag me towards the fridge.

      “Hey, guys?” Colin cleared his throat and his kids both stopped to listen. “Guys, this is Isabella, she’s going to be your new nanny for a while.”

      Lillian did her little gasp again as she looked up at me in awe. “Are you coming to France with us?”

      “I am!” I smiled at her.

      She beamed. “Oh, good.”

      “Dad,” Beckham sighed. “We’re on a treasure hunt.”

      “Oh, right,” Colin nodded. “Carry on then,” he added with a wink at me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 7

        

        Isabella

      

    
    
      “Settling in I take it?”

      I looked up from my book to see Colin standing in the doorway of my room.

      God, those eyes — that look in them.

      I could feel myself flush crimson, as if I’d just been reading a steamy romance novel and not next semester’s economics textbook.

      “Yes.” I nodded, smiling at him. “Thank you.”

      He nodded, his eyes dropping to the book. “Bakerman’s Laws of Merger, hmm?”

      “You know it?”

      “I know him.”

      My brows raised in surprise. “You know Maxwell Bakerman?”

      “We’re acquainted. I was at a dinner with him in Prague a month ago, actually.”

      Of course, he did. Of course, he was acquainted to the former assistant to the treasury secretary, current board-member at three different banks, and consultant to the Federal Reserve.

      Of course.

      I did my best to hide the impressed smile. “Wow, that’s—”

      “Boastful.”

      I grinned, looking up to see him doing the same.

      “It’s not the most interesting of crowds, I can promise you.”

      We stayed like that for a minute, him in the doorway, me sitting on the edge of my bed, just looking at each other, as if neither of us knew what to say next. It was funny to think of us in this scenario, in his luxurious, clean, elegant townhouse, compared to our first encounter.

      Dirty.

      Reckless.

      Wild, filthy, and hot.

      I finally looked away, blushing at the memory. “I— yes, I’m settling in. Your children are adorable, by the way.”

      He smiled, crossing his arms over his chest and leaning against the doorframe. “They are, aren’t they?”

      I smiled.

      “They’re my everything, actually. All this?” he nodded at the house around us. “I’d trade it in a second for them. All of it in an instant. I mean that.”

      I had no doubt he did.

      “Well, I’m excited to be spending time with them. They’re really great kids.”

      “They’re excited about you coming to Paris with us.”

      “I’m excited to be coming.”

      “Excellent. Well, I’ll leave you to your reading.”

      He turned to go but stopped

      “Ms. Wilder—”

      “You can just call me Bella, you know.”

      His eyes narrowed.

      “Sir,” I added quietly.

      He grinned.

      “I just mean, everyone does.”

      “It’s a pretty name.”

      And there I went, blushing like a schoolgirl.

      “Thank you.”

      “Ms. Wilder,” he said, clearly making a statement of still using my last name. “We need to discuss what happened yesterday.”

      I felt my heart flip-flop.

      The spanking.

      The way his hand had stung my backside as he bent me over his knee, his cock throbbing against my belly.

      That was “what happened yesterday.”

      “Yes, sir,” I said quietly.

      “That can’t happen again.”

      I felt my stomach drop, even if I knew he was right. I nodded.

      “It simply can’t. We need this relationship to be professional, despite our…” He trailed off. “Despite recent history between us.”

      History between us.

      As in, him grabbing my ass, wrapping my legs around his waist, and fucking me hard against the tiled wall of the nightclub bathroom.

      That history.

      “You need to be aware that I hired you based on your qualifications and your recommendation from Dr. Rice, not because of…” He trailed off again, but I knew what he meant.

      Not because I’d sucked his cock.

      Not because I’d come for him when he demanded.

      “I understand, sir.”

      “Good.” He nodded silently from the doorway, the faint hint of a smile teasing his lips. “I’m glad you’re here, Bella,” he said quietly, before he turned and strode out the door, closing it behind him.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 8

        

        Colin

      

    
    
      It was beginning to look a lot like Christmas around the house.

      Andrew and some of the other staff had been busy, putting up wreaths, holly, and a huge tree in the solarium that Beckham and Lillian couldn’t get enough of. We were leaving shortly for Paris, but it was still nice to have the house looking like this for the holidays. Those kids needed a little joy after the year they’d had.

      It’d been a week since Bella had come to live at the house. A week of forcing myself to keep my mind occupied, of making a conscious effort not to stare at her when she walked into a room.

      A week of my cock being hard enough to cut diamonds, knowing she was just down the hall, sleeping in that bed.

      I craved her.

      I wanted her in some sort of primal way, like I needed to claim her. I needed to bury my cock in that sweet pussy again, to take her like I had before.

      To make her come for me.

      It was a lesson in fucking zen meditation, trying to keep my mind focused on literally anything but her and my need to taste her sweet body again.

      A lesson I was still learning.
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* * *

      The laughter and giggles of my children echoed down the hall as I made my way down the marbled staircase to the basement.  The sound of splashing water made me smile as I stepped across the heated tile floor towards the pool room.

      I’d had this installed when I’d purchased the house — and it was a place I cherished in this home. I’d spent a semester in Florence during my sophomore year of business school, working for an international art buying company, and it had left an impression on me. The pool area in the basement was my reminder of that time. I’d spared zero expense importing the Italian marble, the handmade custom hardware, or the artisan tile-work — all made to bring the baths of Florence to my basement.

      Worth every fucking penny.

      I smiled as I pulled open the frosted glass doors to the pool, seeing Lillian and Beckham splashing and giggling in the shallow end with Bella.

      God, they looked happy, and that alone was enough to make me smile. But then my eyes dropped to her — to Bella, and I suddenly had another reason entirely to smile.

      The soft curve of the bare skin of her back, the thin black line of her two-piece bathing suit top across it. The ripples of her spine, the smoothness of her shoulder. Her blond hair was piled atop her head, and as she turned, smiling at me, she pushed one errant lock behind her ear as her eyes sparkled.

      God what sight.

      God, was she perfect.

      I forced myself to look away, forced myself not to think of the things I’d like to do to her as I made my way to one of the lounge chairs, sinking into it and picking up my paper. I tried to concentrate on the day’s news — on stocks, or relevant recent mergers, or literally anything to get my mind off of the sweet young thing splashing her lithe, perfect body around my pool a few feet away.

      I couldn’t go there — not again. And I knew it.

      Eventually, I heard them stepping from the pool, and I glanced up.

      Fuck.

      Shouldn’t have done that.

      The black two-piece bathing suit was by no means sexy — it wasn’t some scandalous thong or bitsy bikini.

      But it was enough. It was enough to hug every curve and every line of that body. It was enough to get my blood roaring.

      She turned to me as she wrapped a towel around her waist, blushing at what I assumed was the hungry look on my face as I devoured her with my eyes.

      “We’re just going up for nap time,” she said with a smile, nodding at my kids.

      “If you’d like to come back down after and relax by the pool…” I shrugged.

      What was I saying?

      No, stay away. Stay upstairs, and don’t come near me because I won’t be able to control myself.

      The words screamed in my head, my lips sealed tight as my eyes locked onto her.

      “That sounds lovely,” she said with a smile.

      My jaw tightened as she blushed again, giving me another smile before she turned and ushered the kids upstairs.

      I groaned as I went back to my paper, trying to convince myself to get up and walk away before she came back down. But fifteen minutes later, there she was, slipping back in through he frosted doors with the child monitor in her hand — still in that bikini with the towel around her waist.

      Her smooth belly on display, her hips swaying.

      Her pert breasts in that top.

      Her blonde hair spilling over her shoulders.

      I wanted to wrap that hair in my fist as I bent her over and fucked her until she begged for more. I wanted to yank that top off, bury my mouth in her breasts and feel her sweet pussy slip down every inch of my cock.

      And slowly, I felt the hunger take hold.

      A week of denying myself.

      A week of saying no.

      It was becoming too much.

      “Wow, you have a sauna?”

      I swallowed my lust, blinking and nodding at her. “I do.”

      “Do you mind if I…?” She grinned and nodded at the wooden door to my sauna.

      “Please,” I growled out, my eyes taking her in

      She seemed to be oblivious of the look in my eyes as she turned and let her towel drop, revealing those long, toned legs and the way the suit cut across her thigh.

      God help me.

      She turned and moved to the door of the wood-lined sauna, turning once to look at me and smile, before she slipped inside.

      And that look did it.

      It was the same one on her face that night at the club. It was the same damn coy look she’d had when I’d bought her a drink. The same coy look she’d had just before her eyes had gone wide as I’d pulled her into that bathroom.

      That look sent a lightning bolt right to my cock, and I was done.

      I dropped the paper, standing in a daze, moving like I was in a trance as I walked to the sauna.

      The temptation was too much.

      The sweetness between her legs that I knew was just inside that door was too much.

      The pleasure I could pull from her body.

      I needed it, craved it.

      I craved her.

      “Oh!”

      Bella gasped, looking up from the towel she’d been laying down on the wooden seat as I stepped into the steaming sauna.

      “Mr.— Sir, I did know you were—”

      Her words caught, her eyes going wide at the look in my face.

      “Sir—” she whispered.

      I moved towards her, my eyes locked on her, my jaw tight. She swallowed, taking a shaking breath, her eyes dipping over my bare chest and then up to my eyes.

      “Sir, we—”

      “You’ve done well so far, Ms. Wilder,” I growled.

      “Thank you,” she whispered.

      “You’re familiar now that bad girls get punished.”

      Her breath caught, her eyes going wide and that blush creeping into her cheeks as she nodded.

      “Well, good girls get rewarded.”

      This was it. There was no going back from this. Not anymore.

      Being under a microscope be damned, I had to have this.

      She gasped as my hand slid over her waist, slipping around to her back and moving down to her sweet ass as I pulled her hard against me.

      “Sir, I—”

      She moaned as I kissed her, my hand tangling in her golden hair and pulling tight as she whimpered into my mouth. Her small body trembled against me, her hands going to my chest, her fingers tightening on my muscles as I tasted her plump lips.

      Bella gasped as I pulled away, her eyes wide and hungry as she looked up at me with a flush gracing her face.

      “Turn around,” I said evenly.

      “Sir?”

      “Turn around,” I growled, spinning her as she moaned. “On your hands and knees, Ms. Wilder,” I hissed, pushing her down onto the warm wooden bench of the sauna.

      She gasped, moved to do as she was told, resting on her knees and her palms. She turned back to look at me apprehensively.

      I growled as I moved in, my hand trailing over her apple of an ass. Fingers found the ties at the sides of her suit, and I yanked the strings, making her gasp. The suit fell away, and my eyes narrowed on the prize.

      Fuck yes.

      Her sweet, pink, glistening wet pussy, ready and waiting for me there between her thighs.

      “I—”

      “Ass up, Ms. Wilder.”

      My fingers trailed over her skin, raising her ass up in the air as my cock throbbed in my swimsuit. I knelt behind her, moving in and inhaling the intoxicating scent of her arousal. I could see how wet she was — how ready she was for me.

      I leaned in, and I groaned.

      Bella moaned loudly as I pushed my tongue deep in her pussy, licking at her sweet cream as my hands held her firmly by the ass. I growled as I tongued her deep, pushing my face in her tight little pussy and drinking in her sweetness. My fingers tightened on her skin as she moaned, her back arching, subtly pushing her ass back into me as I started to fuck her with my tongue.

      Good girl, I thought.

      She wanted this.

      She’d been craving this as much as I had.

      My tongue moved, sliding to her clit and teasing the little pleasure center as she whimpered and shivered under me. Her panting came louder, her moans filling the steamy room. Sweat ran down our bodies, the tangy saltiness of it mixing with the sweetness of her pussy and making me roar inside as I tongued her faster and faster.

      I grabbed her tightly, pulling her against me as my tongue swirled circles over her clit, until she was moaning like a woman possessed, shaking under me. I lapped one more swirling lick of her clit, and suddenly, she exploded for me.

      Bella’s whole body shuddered as the orgasm ripped through her, her back arching as she pushed her pussy back at my face while I tongued her through her climax. I pulled away, licking my lips and feeling my cock about to rip through my shorts.

      I needed her.

      I had to have her.

      Somehow, the modicum of restraint I had left stopped me from plunging in right then and there.

      After all, I wasn’t an animal. I’d wait for that.

      I’d make her beg me to fuck that pussy.

      But I still needed to come.

      Bella was panting as she turned to look at me, her face flushed and her chest heaving. I stepped towards her, my hand stroking the bulge in my shorts.

      And she moaned.

      “Be a good girl, Ms. Wilder,” I growled. “On your knees.”

      She nodded quickly, eagerly. “Yes, sir.”

      Jesus, I could hear her say that all day.

      She dropped to her knees, her eyes on my bulge.

      “Take it out.”

      She nodded, her eyes darting up to mine. Her lips parted as she slowly reached up. Tentatively, she hooked her fingertips into the waistband of my suit and started to pull slowly down on them. Her eyes started to widen as the band slipped down over the bottom of my thick shaft, and she gasped quietly as she pulled it down further. More of my cock revealed to her inch by inch, until suddenly, it sprang free.

      Her breath caught.

      “Oh my God,” she whispered.

      I could feel the beast inside of me roar at the sight of this perfect, tight little tease of a college girl on her knees in front of me, her eyes locked on my thick cock. And suddenly, without even prompting, she leaned forward, hands in her lap, and sucked the head into her sweet, pouty lips.

      I groaned, my hands instinctively going to her hair, wrapping it in my fist and growling as I pulled her down on my cock. Bella whimpered, slurping on me hungrily, her wet mouth bobbing on my shaft. I stared at her, reaching down to yank her bikini top away to reveal those perfect breasts as she worshipped my cock with her mouth.

      “Oh, fuck yes, Ms. Wilder,” I hissed. “Suck my cock, just like that.”

      She moaned loudly around my shaft, her eyes rolling back in lust as she sucked. She started inhaling more of me, eagerly sucking me into her throat before pulling off and gasping. She reached up with both hands, stroking my slippery cock as she licked her lips. She glanced up at me, this wicked, hungry look in her eyes before she moved down to my cum-filled balls. I groaned loudly, gripping her hair as she drew her mouth down to them, suckling, licking, and lapping as she stroked my shaft.

      “Play with your pussy,” I growled, watching her as she pumped my shaft and sucked on my balls. “Reach down and play with that tight little pussy, baby.”

      She whimpered, one hand dropping eagerly to her lap and sliding between her thighs. She moaned as she found her clit, moving up to wrap her lips around my cock again as she started to play with herself.

      The lust took over then, that sweet mouth wrapped around my cock, her face still looking so innocent somehow. Those little moans as she fingered her sweet pussy had me groaning as I gripped her hair and fucked her mouth.

      I needed to come.

      I need to empty every drop of my cum down her throat.

      “I’m going to come, Ms. Wilder,” I groaned, my head dropping back.

      She moaned louder, her eyes looking up at me as she sucked harder and faster, her mouth bobbing up and down and her tongue swirling under my shaft. I could see her face start to crumble, her hand moving faster on her pussy, and suddenly, she cried out, muffled with my cock in her mouth.

      And her coming — her making herself come while she worshiped my cock — was as much as I could take.

      I roared as the cum erupted from my cock, filling her small mouth. Her eyes went wide as she quickly swallowed me, cheeks hollowing as I grunted and pumped rope after rope of cum deep down her throat until there was nothing left.

      Gasping, I withdrew. “Holy sweet fuck,” I groaned.

      Bella grinned, biting her lip as she looked up at me. “Was that okay?” She grinned, licking her lips. “Sir?”

      My jaw tightened as I nodded. “Yes, Ms. Wilder.”

      “I thought that wasn’t supposed to happen again,” she said quietly, blushing, her eyes darting over mine.

      “It wasn’t. I couldn’t help myself.”

      An impish look came over her face. “Oops.”

      I grinned.

      Suddenly, the baby monitor next to her buzzed to life. “Oh, that’s Lillian waking from her nap,” she said quickly, reaching for her suit. She looked up at me. “I— I should go.”

      “Yes, you should.”

      She quickly pulled her suit on, and headed for the door of the steamy sauna before she turned back to me.

      “Sir?”

      “Yes, Ms. Wilder?”

      “I’m glad you couldn’t help yourself,” she grinned bashfully. “I’ve— I’ve been wanting to do that to you since that night.”

      And then she whirled and was out the door, leaving me there still rock hard.

      Still wanting more.

      And still knowing this could be a problem.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 9

        

        Isabella

      

    
    
      “God that was so much fun!”

      I grinned, flushed from the single glass of wine I’d had out with Amanda, Layla, and Brett.

      “Well I’m so glad you answered this time when I called!” Amanda grinned.

      The four us had become friends through one of Dr. Rice’s study sessions outside of class, where we’d been grouped up to give a presentation on foreign oil markets. Since then, we’d hung out a few times — the odd dinner, party, or just hanging out in the library when studying. Amanda had called me earlier in the afternoon, seeing what time I was free from my new gig as “Mary Poppins.”

      “You’re not pulling whole rooms full of things out of your bag, right? Falling in love with any chimney sweeps?”

      I’d rolled my eyes at her. “No, sadly.”

      “Just a spoonful of sugar, you know.”

      Colin had consented to me taking off a few hours after the kids were asleep, and now here the four us were, parting ways down the street from Colin’s townhouse.

      “Thanks for calling! That was a lot of fun!”

      Layla hugged me. “When are you going to Paris?”

      “Tomorrow.”

      She groaned. “God that sound amazing.”

      “Sounds scandalous,” Amanda tossed in.

      “It’s not,” I said quickly, glancing down at my phone to hide the blush.

      “Colin Kensington?” Amanda’s brows went up. “Dude is hot.”

      “Alright, alright, lay off,” Brett said with a frown and a shake of his head.

      “Hey, he’s my boss,” I said primly.

      And he took my virginity in a bathroom two weeks ago. And I let him come down my throat earlier today.

      I blushed again at the thought.

      “Well, in either case, have an amazing time!” Amanda hugged me tight, Layla did the same, and they started to head for the subway.

      Brett hung back, smiling. “I’m actually headed through Beacon Hill anyways, I can walk you back if you want.”

      I nodded, eyeing him. “Sure.”

      Brett had asked me out once, when we’d all first started to get to know each other through the class. I’d said no, despite him being cute, mostly because of how busy I was, but also because I liked the little group we’d established in the study sessions. I didn’t want to mess that up by making things complicated with dating.

      Brett had taken it fine, but since then — well, since then I’d gotten the impression he hadn’t quite let it go.

      We walked up the hill, up the cobblestone streets, past the ancient brick houses of old Boston, higher towards the Kensington townhouse.

      “So, Paris?”

      “Yeah,” I smiled. “I’ve always wanted to go.”

      “How long?”

      “Two weeks, and then we’re stopping in London before coming back.”

      He nodded. “Well, you should give me a call when you get back.”

      I smiled, even though I knew what that meant.

      “Yeah, sounds great.” I shrugged, trying to diffuse the sudden tension in the air. “We should all go out again!”

      “Or just you and me.”

      I said nothing, merely stopping and nodding up at the house we were now in front of. “This is me.”

      “Oh, right.” Brett turned to me, clearly mulling something over. “So, when you get back?”

      “I’m not sure, Brett.”

      He shrugged. “Well, if you change your mind.”

      “You’ll be the first to know.”

      He smiled, his eyes darting over my face. “Have a good trip, Bella.”

      “Thanks.”

      I went in to hug him, when suddenly, his lips pressed to mine. My eyes went wide, and I gasped as I quickly pushed him away.

      “Brett!”

      “C’mon Bella,” he leaned in again, but I pushed him back again.

      “No, Brett,” I shook my head. “No.”

      His eyes narrowed. “Fine. Have a great trip,” he muttered before turning and heading back down the street.

      I sighed, shaking my head as I let myself into the house. I put my coat away and headed upstairs to my room. I pulled my sweater off in my room, and started to unbutton one of the buttons on my blouse when a voice behind me had me whirling.

      “Who was that?”

      “Colin—”

      He strode across the room, his eyes blazing. I gasped as his hands caught my wrists, holding me tight and pulling me against him.

      “Sir,” he growled.

      “Sir,” I gasped.

      “Who was that?”

      “No one, I was just—”

      “The boy who kissed you outside.”

      I shivered. “What?”

      “The boy—”

      “You saw that?”

      “Damn right I did.”

      My eyes narrowed at him. “Were you spying on me?”

      “It was in front of my goddamn house.”

      “What I do with my own time is none of your concern. I’m your employee, not your slave.”

      His eyes narrowed, and I suddenly shut my mouth.

      And here I was, talking to him like I knew I shouldn’t.

      “Who was he?”

      “None of your business,” I hissed.

      “Boyfriend?”

      “No one.”

      “Not a boyfriend?”

      “And if he was?”

      His eyes flashed fire, and I quivered under that gaze, but I kept going.

      “If he was, what then? I’m not allowed to have a boyfriend working for you?”

      “Is he?” Colin growled, his grip tightening on me.

      I knew I was pushing it, but I couldn’t stop.

      “That’s none of your—”

      “I’m about to make it my business, Ms. Wilder,” Colin growled, pulling me across the room towards my bed by the wrist. I gasped as he sat, yanking me across his lap.

      “Colin! What the hell do you think—”

      I gasped as he bent me over his knees, his hands yanking my skirt up over my ass, and I could hear him growl as his finger ran over the seam of my thong panties. His hand came down with a sharp slap on my ass, making me cry out.

      “He’s no one, okay? He’s a friend! He asked me out, I said no, and then he just kissed me.”

      His hand came down again, spanking my tender skin.

      And goddammit, I was wet. My traitorous body, leaking my desire into my panties.

      “He tries it again, and I’ll break his face,” Colin grunted.

      “What, do you own me?”

      I gasped as my boss suddenly hooked his fingers into my thong panties and yanked them down.

      “Yes,” he hissed into my ear, his hands trailing over my stinging skin. “Yes, I do.”

      “You don’t.”

      “Oh?”

      His hand slipped between my legs, sliding over my dripping wet pussy.

      “Yes, I do,” he growled.

      His fingers slid inside, easing in and out of my dripping wet lips as I lay there moaning quietly on his lap.

      “I can’t hear you, Ms. Wilder.”

      I gasped. “What?”

      “Tell me.”

      “I— You—” I moaned. “I’m yours.”

      “All mine,” he growled.

      “All yours!”

      He groaned as he suddenly lifted me up and spun us around, tossing me down on the bed.

      “I can’t stop myself around you,” he growled, yanking at his tie as his eyes narrowed at me. “I can’t control myself.”

      “Don’t,” I husked as he tore his shirt off before bending down and kissing me hard.

      He pushed me back on the big fluffy bed, stalking up over me. He ripped my shirt open, yanking my bra down, his mouth dipping to my breast.

      He sucked roughly at my nipples, his fingers gripping my skin tight and making me gasp. He was so aggressive, so rough, and I loved it.

      The way he dominated me.

      The way he controlled me.

      His pants slid off, his cock hard against my thigh.

      “I have to have you again,” he groaned. “I have to fuck you.”

      “Please,” I whimpered.

      He spun me around, pushing me down onto the bed, and I could feel his throbbing, huge cock poised at my center.

      And that’s when I had to go and open my big mouth.

      “That was my first time,” I whispered suddenly.

      Colin froze.

      “Excuse me?”

      “In the nightclub, that time.” My breath caught. “That was my first time.”

      “With a stranger,” he growled. “In a bathroom like that, you mean.”

      I shook my head, my face in the sheets. “No,” I whispered.

      Colin suddenly pulled back from me. “Bella—”

      “No wait.” I turned over and sat up. “I don’t mean it like that.”

      “That was your first time?” His face was suddenly full of concern, drawn tight with worry.

      I nodded slowly.

      “Fuck,” he swore, whirling and hissing to myself.

      “I’m sorry, I just— I just wanted to…” I trailed off, looking down at my hands.

      “I’m so sorry, baby,” Colin groaned, moving onto the bed and scooping me into his arms, pulling me into him.

      “Don’t be, I should have told you.”

      “I was rough.”

      “I liked it.”

      Colin shook his head. “I would have gone slower for your first time if I’d fucking known. Made it better.”

      “It was perfect.”

      “Bella—”

      And then the whole story came out. I told him about Becca and the teasing, and me just being sick of having it hanging over my head.

      “I can understand that,” he purred into my ear. “I just wish you’d told me.”

      “You’re not mad?”

      “I’m upset.”

      “I lied to you.”

      He smiled. “You sort of just didn’t tell the truth.”

      I grinned as I looked up at him. “Spoken like a true business negotiator.”

      “Your first,” he mused, his hands trailing over my skin.

      I nodded. “My first.”

      “Your only.”

      I turned to face him, nodding.

      His cock started to harden against my thigh.

      “I like being your only.”

      “You do?”

      Colin nodded slowly, his eyes flashing. “I like making you mine, being your first.”

      “Me too,” I whispered.

      “I’m sorry I was so rough for your first time.”

      “Don’t be, I loved it,” I said, my face going hot.

      He turned, his hand coming to my jaw and pulling me into him as he kissed me. I moaned as I felt his hand move between my legs, feeling how wet I was.

      “I showed you hard and rough,” he growled into my lips. “Let me show you the other side.”

      He pushed me back onto the bed and moved between my legs. He leaned down, his hands sliding behind my back, arching me towards him as his lips dipped to my nipples. I moaned, clutching at his arms as his mouth teased my nipples, my skin tingling under his touch. His hand slipped into my hair, pulling my head back and exposing my neck. His mouth moved higher, biting and kissing my neck and making me shiver as my legs slowly wrapped around his waist.

      I could feel his cock, throbbing hard against my pussy, the head slowly pushing inside as I whimpered.

      “Let me show you slow,” he purred, pushing his cock inside.

      I cried out.

      God, he was so big. So thick — filling and stretching me so wonderfully as he drove his hips forward and buried every single throbbing inch of that cock deep inside of me.

      I moaned, clutching him as he came to a stop all the way inside.

      “Like this, beautiful,” he growled as he pulled back out, only to ease right back in. I gasped, my hips undulating to meet his, my breath catching in my throat, and my body slowly melting for him. He began to move in and out, slowly, fucking me gently.

      And at first, I wanted the roughness. At first, I wanted him to push me down and fuck me like he had before. But slowly, I started to see what he meant.

      Slowly, I started to understand.

      This was so different from the last time, and while I’d loved the rough, frantic fucking of before, this was amazing. This was a slow burn, a throbbing pleasure that began to consume me from the inside out. This was like nothing I’d ever imagined before, his cock rubbing me perfectly so deep inside, his hands holding me tight as he drove in and out of me.

      “Play with your pussy, baby,” he murmured. His hands were on either side of me, propped up over me. His muscles rippled and his hips rocked rhythmically, filling me again and again.

      I reached down, feeling where we met, my fingers brushing his thrusting cock and my clit as he drove in and out of me. And slowly, I started to boil over, the slow build rising to a flash point.

      Oh, God.

      He groaned, moving faster, pushing deeper, making my head spin.

      “This time, I’m going to draw it out of you. This time, I want you to come slowly for me,” he growled. “Play with that little pussy. Rub that clit, I want you come for me.”

      I gasped, my whole body melting under his thrusts and at the sound of his filthy words in my ear.

      “I want you to let go, and I want to make that tight pussy come when I fill it with my cum.”

      He started to move faster, his cock filling me, his balls slapping my ass. His lips found my neck and my ear, biting and sucking as he fucked me deeply and rhythmically. Fingers blurred over my clit, the heat rising in crescendo.

      And suddenly, I came.

      I came like a bomb going off.

      I clutched him tightly, my mouth buried in his shoulder as I screamed, the orgasm ripping through me. It was like molten lava spreading through me, burning me, setting me on fire with pleasure. Colin growled into my ear, rocking his cock in deep, and I felt him throb as his come erupted inside of me. I moaned at the feel of his big cock filling me.

      Slowly, he pulled out, pulling me into him, and letting us both find our breath.

      “That was…”

      “Very, very good,” he groaned.

      “Yeah,” I panted, my head still spinning as he pulled me against him. “That was incredible.”

      “You’re mine, Bella,” he whispered into my ear. “All mine.”

      “Yes,” I whispered. “I’m all yours.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 10

        

        Colin

      

    
    
      Bella looked at me with wide, horrified eyes, her hand at her mouth.

      “That’s…that’s awful,” she whispered.

      I nodded grimly. “It was.”

      I’d just finished telling her the story of Helen. I don’t exactly know why I did, but I felt compelled to. I felt like I needed to tell her.

      There had been other women since my divorce, of course. But I’d never shared anything with them besides one night in my bed.

      Usually theirs.

      With Bella, something about her made me want to unravel.

      It made me want to open up.

      “The divorce was a long time coming, we weren’t happy. She was seeing other men.”

      A shadow crossed Bella’s face, and I grinned at the possessiveness there.

      “We finally came to a conclusion, and I thought it was a mutual split. Apparently, she didn’t. That’s the night she took all those pills and drank all that wine, stuck Beckham and Lillian in the car, and drove it into the side of a bar.

      “I’m so sorry, Colin,” she whispered, pulling me tight.

      She froze. “I mean, sir.”

      I smiled. “Colin works for now. Sir during the day.” My fingers traced her back. “Sir when I want you to be my good girl.”

      I felt her breath catch.

      “Okay.”

      “I should get to bed,” I whispered into her ear. “We’ve got a big day tomorrow.”

      She nodded. “Yeah I should pack.”

      “My own bed is just…” I trailed off. “It’d be confusing to the children.”

      She nodded, turning to smile at me. “I know. I get it.”

      I rose from the bed, dressing even though I was just going down the hall. She followed me to the door, wrapped in a sheet.

      “Thank you,” she whispered.

      “For?”

      “For understanding.”

      “I still wish you’d told me, beautiful,” I murmured.

      “Would you have taken me into that bathroom?”

      “Probably not.”

      She grinned. “Then I’m glad I didn’t.”

      “Bella, you know this can’t—”

      “What happens during the day when I’m watching your children and what happens at night are separate,” she said evenly. “Don’t worry, I get that.” She bit her lip. “I can be professional, sir,” she said quietly.

      My jaw tightened.

      My cock throbbed.

      Fuck me, I wanted her again.

      I reached between her legs, making her gasp as my fingers stroked her wet pussy.

      “Save that thought,” I growled. “It’s a long flight.”

      She whimpered as I drew my fingers back and slowly brought them to my lips to taste her as her eyes went wide.

      “Goodnight, Ms. Wilder.”

      “Goodnight, sir.”
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* * *

      Back in my room, I pulled my clothes back off and ran a hot shower. The water soothed my muscles and I ran a hand over my face and through my hair.

      God what was I doing?

      What was I doing with her?

      Again, there’d been women since Helen. Lots of women, actually.

      But nothing that ever felt like this. Nothing that shook me to my fucking core like this. No woman had ever stopped me in my tracks and stopped my heart in my chest with one look like Bella had.

      Sweet, innocent Bella.

      I’d been her first.

      The thought sobered me, making me shake my head.

      Her first.

      And I’d fucked her like some sort of bar slut in the bathroom.

      I wanted to feel terrible about it, except…

      Well, except she’d liked it.

      My sweet, innocent little Bella had a dark side. And I planned on exploring more of it.

      I knew I should have said no. I knew I should have left it alone, maybe even let her go and gone off to Paris alone with my children. They were still getting used to Helen not being around, and with Bella being so new…

      It scared me what her being so close to them might do to them — how it might confuse them.

      And then there was the looming specter of Helen and her threats. She didn’t have much to hang over my head, if anything. But courts did favor the mother, even shitty ones like her. If she walked into that court with proof of me fucking my nanny?

      Game over.

      Best case scenario after that would be split custody. And I wasn’t a cruel man, but there was no way I was letting my children back into her hands.

      She’d almost killed them once.

      If she wanted to drive into wall and end her own life, so be it. I was done with her, and any feelings I’d had for her years ago had long since gone away. But my kids were another story.

      She’d almost taken them, and that I could not abide.

      But I was walking on thin ice with Bella. One misstep, and I could crash through and lose it all, which should have made walking away easier.

      Except something about her had me hooked.

      Something about her had my heart twisted up.

      And I couldn’t walk away from that.

      I didn’t know how to.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 11

        

        Isabella

      

    
    
      I stood in the private hanger with my jaw hanging open like an idiot as the airport staff bustled around me, stowing our luggage away. Colin signed some papers, nodding curtly to the pilot.

      Of course, he had a private jet.

      It occurred to me that I really shouldn't be surprised, but pulling through a side gate and driving out directly onto the runway to a private hangar wasn’t exactly what I’d been thinking when we'd left his Beacon Hill townhouse to “drive to the airport” for our flight.

      “Bella! What movie do you want to watch first?”

      Instantly, I had mini-people hugging my legs.

      Beckham and Lillian were, for lack of a better term, freaking adorable. Of course, I’d babysat before, hence even considering the position. But after that first meeting with Colin — well, after that second meeting with Colin in his study — when I’d agreed to the position, I’d thought a lot about the specifics of the job I’d so willingly said yes to. The sheer responsibility of all this had hit me that first night like a ton of bricks, and that was beside the history between me and him. All I could think was “how the hell am I supposed to take care of a six-year-old and a four-year-old for six weeks, especially in Europe?” And the horrible afterthought to that was of course, “what if the kids are terrible, spoiled little rich brats?”

      All those fears went out the window on our first introduction though, when they'd thankfully turned out to actually be great kids. And Colin wasn’t kidding; he was a loving, kind father, but man did he run a strict house, and those kids knew the rules. Over the last week and a half in their townhouse, I’d really fallen for them, too. We’d bonded instantly, and with them already being so good and knowing the boundaries and rules, they were actually a lot of fun to be with. Hardly work at all.

      “We can watch two movies on the plane! That's how long it is!” Beckham said, beaming up at me while his sister reached up to hold my hand.

      “Two!” she chimed in, mimicking her brother’s enthusiasm.

      “Ahem.” Colin coughed as he walked over.

      “One movie, you two. Then you need to try and get some sleep.”

      “But Daaaaaaad!”

      “One,” he said, a bit more firmly to his children, yet keeping his gaze on me. “And be nice to Ms. Wilder, we’d like to keep her.” His face betrayed nothing to me, but his eyes lingered and held my gaze before falling, drifting quickly down to sweep past the front of my blouse, and down to my modest skirt and boots, before skimming back up to my eyes. I felt the warmth of his gaze, and the feeling ran down my spine like a caress.

      “Who?”

      Colin grinned at Beckham’s puzzled face.

      “Bella, son,” he said, kneeling down. He looked up gave me a wink, before sweeping his kids up in his arms and striding up the staircase to the jet.
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* * *

      They say Paris is lovely in the springtime, and while that's probably true, I've got to say, it was absolutely gorgeous in the winter.

      The town-car from Charles De Gaulle took us on a sweeping drive down through northern Paris, across the Pont Neuf, up to the front of a chic and yet old-world-looking building on small, quiet, side street off Rue Jacob, in the heart the 6th arrondissement near the Seine.

      I was smitten on the drive, ogling out the windows probably more so than the kids in my care. I’d taken French for years, but I’d never actually made it over. As we wound through the crooked cobbled streets and past places of timeless art, contemporary fashion, and haute cuisine, I knew without a doubt I'd made the right choice, however haphazard the decision. And as I stepped out of the car and breathed in the foreign smells, the chilly air, and old-world feel of the city around me, I smiled.

      [image: ]
* * *

      It was much later, after a shower and dinner at a fantastically delicious and staggeringly expensive bistro down the street that offered mac and cheese — a dietary staple of children under ten everywhere, regardless of country or financial standing — and after tucking an utterly jet-lagged Beckham and Lillian in, that I was finally able to return to my room.

      My own room, of course. Colin had teased me the night before about the flight being long, but honestly, there hadn’t exactly been space to do anything with the children there in the small plane, which was understandable. In truth, he’d been a bit cooler to me all day, keeping his distance, keeping it professional.

      Which again, I totally understood.

      And part of that was me having my own room here at the hotel, obviously.

      As I closed the door behind me and leaned back against it, I sighed contentedly in the silence. Quietly, I padded across the darkness of my quarters and stepped out through the double French doors onto the small glassed-in terrace that sat off my room.

      Good God, Paris was beautiful.

      The glass muffled the sounds of the city, but I could still hear music playing from somewhere close. I kept the lights off on the warm, cozy little terrace as I gazed out at the city. Reaching back, I pulled the elastic out of my hair, letting my blonde tangles cascade around my face and fall down my back, as I breathed in deeply.

      I could definitely get used to this.

      I stretched, letting the tension of the day leave my muscles as I exhaled, free of responsibility for the evening, and ready for some me-time. I turned towards the chaise lounge sitting off to one side of the small terrace, illuminated only by the moonlight, and wrinkled my brow. There was a small bottle and a note on the low table by the lounger.

      “Ms. Wilder—  in appreciation for the excellent work so far and for being a tremendous help, a token of my thanks. The children are asleep, please drink and enjoy, you’ve earned it.”

      I grinned and looked down at the very old bottle of Burgundy on the table. It looked...expensive.

      I'd obviously known I could legally drink in Europe without the fake ID I had back home, but I’d pretty much accepted that I certainly wouldn’t while on this trip, seeing as I was caring for two small children. I grinned. Just the same though, I was off duty now, and boss’s orders were boss’s orders!

      Kicking my shoes off, I sat on the chaise lounge with a sigh. Colin had left an opener for me as well, which I used to slowly pull the ancient-looking cork out of the bottle, pouring a small amount into the glass.

      I groaned as I let myself lean back in the chair, stretching fully as I raised my glass in toast to the Paris moon, to my new adventure, and — with a giggle to myself — to Colin, for providing me with wine. I took a deep sip and sighed contentedly as the smile stretched wide across my face.

      As I relaxed, I could feel the wine mixing with jet-lag, the intoxicating feeling going right to my head. It felt wonderful after a long flight and a long day. Sighing, I sipped again, and moved my eyes across the skyline, taking in the Paris night as I moved my eyes across the city rooftops until I got to the building across from ours, and halted suddenly with a gasp.

      There, illuminated by the moon on a balcony mirroring my own, was the unmistakable movement of two people fucking.

      They were mostly clothed — it was, after all, winter — but nothing they wore was doing much of a job at covering them. The man had her bent over at the waist, her skirt around her hips and her hands on the balcony railing as he rapidly pumped in and out of her. From the look on her face, it was safe to say he was hitting the right spots. Her coat was open, and her shirt was pulled up, one of his hands squeezing one of her exposed breasts as she moaned.

      I blushed furiously, and my first thought was to turn back inside. The uptight American in me was suddenly embarrassed and ashamed to be voyeuristically intruding on their lovemaking. But then, something stopped me, and I paused.

      Call it curiosity. Or maybe it was the wine, but I remained seated and utterly mesmerized by their gyrating movements. My eyes were glued the woman as she bucked against her man while he fucked her from behind. Eyes wide, feeling bold and playfully naughty, I sipped my wine, feeling the warmth of the drink and the heat of the summer night lingering on my skin, making me flushed and giddy.

      I couldn’t believe they were outside, even as mild as it was out. And for a second, the wicked thought teased into my head that the only thing that could make this more exciting would be hearing them.

      I paused, the dirty thought flitting into my had as I eyed the small little sliding window to the side of the terrace.

      Yes.

      I moved slowly in the shadows of my own dark watching spot, moving to the small window and cracking it open. I shivered slightly at the gust of chilly wind that teased inside, but I quickly forgot about that as the sounds of their lovemaking drifted into the room.

      And God was it hot. I sat back in my chair again and watched as he pulled her up against him, turning her head to hungrily attack her mouth with his own. I could hear her moaning, muttering something I couldn’t quite catch in French as he murmured into her mouth, and she moaned again as he renewed his thrusts.

      I groaned a little to myself as I tightened my thighs together beneath my skirt, flexing my legs and feeling the heady, risqué waves of heat radiating from between them. My breasts rose and fell quickly as I breathed, reveling in the wicked and lewd thoughts dancing through my mind as I watched the couple across the way.

      They moved back to a metal deck chair. The woman stood astride her lover now, and bent slowly at the knees to bring her pussy down to his cock, moaning and crying out as she slid down the length of him. Heat bloomed beneath my panties, and I moved my thighs together more obviously now, feeling the moisture drip from my pussy as I rocked my legs together.

      Breathing heavier now, I let one hand trail down my stomach to the edge of my skirt, teasing my thigh as I moaned quietly at the squeezing of my core.

      The woman was sliding quickly up and down over her lover’s lap now, her breasts swaying gently as she fucked herself with his cock. Their cries entwined into a softly erotic chorus drifting across the open air between our buildings. Biting at my lower lip, I let my hand wander up my thigh until my fingertips grazed across the edge of my panties at the top of my thigh. As the woman across the way sank once more onto the thick cock beneath her, I felt my pulse race, and I moved my hand across the thin material covering my slit. Groaning, I timidly traced a finger over the cleft in the fabric, pushing it deeper between my lips as my breath caught in my mouth.

      I felt so dirty, so naughty, as I watched the rhythmic lovemaking of the couple. My finger stroked up and down the soaked fabric of my panties, my pussy dripping my desire as I let the sounds of their pleasure drift over me.

      A mischievous thought entered my mind, and I quickly looked carefully around, biting my lip and blushing at even the thought of it. Feeling unbelievably naughty, I reached under my skirt and slowly peeled my panties down my legs, kicking them off with a wicked grin.

      It felt so free and so damn sexy to feel the soft warm air of the glassed-in atrium tickle its way under my skirt and up my legs to tease my now-exposed and aroused pussy. Languidly, I stroked my fingertip back over my bare lips, sighing in satisfaction as I dragged my fingers up and around the hard little nub of my clit. Feeling my own hot and sticky arousal, a gentle moan escaped my lips.

      Reaching over, I picked up my glass and took a sip, reveling in how damn good it was and how insanely expensive it was, which only added to the head-swimming experience. Drinking wine on a winter night under the moon on a Paris rooftop, teasing my pussy while I watched a couple make love. I tilted my head back and sighed heavily; oh, I could certainly get used to this.

      And suddenly, there was a noise.

      Holy shit, had I just heard a knock? I leaned over in the chaise towards the French doors to my room.

      Oh fuck, there it was again. Definitely a knock on my door.

      Scrambling, my heart racing, I jumped out of the chair, leaving the wine on the table and danced towards the door. It had to be one of the kids, awake suddenly and looking for me. Flustered, mind whirling at the sudden shift in mindset, I smoothed my skirt down, took a deep breath, and flung the door open.

      Only to come face-to-face with Colin.
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      “I hope I didn’t disturb?” He raised an eyebrow to my flushed face, tousled hair, and — I was sure — bright-red wine lips. I frowned in embarrassment and looked at the ground.

      “I— No, sorry,” I stammered.  “Sir,” I added. “Sorry, I thought the children were asleep.”

      “Oh, they are, not to worry Ms. Wilder,” he cut me off with a small smile, and I looked up at him, sheepishly.

      He was dressed much more informally than I’d seen him before, which was really just to say he’d lost his jacket and tie, coming to my door in immaculately pressed slacks and a crisp white dress shirt, open at the neck.

      “I merely came to see how you were doing, and to see if you’d found my gift.” His eyes glinted at me.

      “I did, sir, thank you.” I smiled at him, trying to think of everything and anything but the fact that I wasn't wearing any underwear. Briefly, I wondered if he could smell my arousal, and I blushed furiously at the thought as I swallowed thickly.

      “Bella, we just flew six-thousand miles together in a small plane with two children on sugar highs. I think we can drop to first names when you aren’t on duty, what do you think?”

      I had to grin.

      “I think that’ll work just fine, Colin.” Again, I felt so secretly naughty saying his name out loud. “Oh, and thank you for the wine,” I said, smiling shyly at him, “It’s— I mean, I’m no expert, but it’s amazing.”

      He smiled warmly at me, his eyes drawing me in as we stood in the dim light of the doorway. Without even thinking, I blurted it out: “Would you like to come in and have some?”

      Colin's eyes flashed to mine, holding my gaze in a steely, dark look. I felt a stirring in my core, my blood pumping a little faster in my ears.

      “Yes,” he said, his voice like rich chocolate “I believe I would.”

      Grinning like a dope, I stepped into the room to let him in.

      “Wine sounds perfect right now actually. I couldn’t fall asleep in my room. The view of Paris was... distracting.”

      I grinned and bit my lip as I turned towards the patio door, thinking about what he’d interrupted.

      Oh, sir, if only you’d had a view out THIS window.

      I turned to look at him as I stood by the French door, his face illuminated in the dark of the room by moonlight streaming in. His eyes were ablaze as he looked at me, unblinking, and I felt the shiver at my spine again.

      “Wine’s outside, come on out, Colin.” I smiled at him and stepped outside.

      Oh, shit.

      Two things that hadn't occurred to me very suddenly did as I stepped outside. For one, my black thong panties were still lying very obviously on the ground by the chaise lounge looking explicitly pornographic, and two, the couple across the street was still going at it, loudly, through the cracked side window.

      My brain spun. Panties on ground, open wine, voyeuristic show across the street? It certainly wasn't going to take a detective to figure out what had been going on out here. Thinking quickly, my pulse racing, I dashed to the chaise and kicked my panties underneath it, hoping at least that he wouldn’t see them. I heard him step out onto the atrium, and winced to myself as I heard him stop suddenly at the unavoidable scene across the way.

      “Ah, I see your room has the same view as mine,” he said, and I could hear him grinning.

      I flushed and played with my fingers, blushing too furiously to turn towards him.

      “Yeah, they’re…certainly enjoying themselves.”

      Colin chuckled and I heard him move.

      “May I?”

      I turned to see Colin holding my glass of wine up to his lips. My breath came heavy as I stammered. “Please, yes of course.”

      Smiling slightly, he took a sip, his eyes moving from me to the balcony across from us, where the girl had her head thrown back in ecstasy as she lay on her back now, sinuously arching her torso as her lover plowed into her with his cock.

      “Vocal thing, isn’t she?” His eyes smirked, seeing my embarrassment. I smiled awkwardly and looked at my feet.

      “I don’t mean to embarrass you, Bella.”

      I looked up, flushed, to see him regarding me coolly, his eyes lingering on my own.

      I swallowed and straightened up. Why should I be embarrassed? It wasn’t me having wild and wanton sex on my balcony, and he hadn’t caught me doing anything. Deciding I was going to be grown up about this, I let my shoulders relax as I smiled at him; the picture of ease and casualness.

      “Not at all, Colin. They’ve, uh, upped the volume a little.”

      He winked at me, seeing that he was free to discuss it.

      “And quite acrobatic, I must say,” he added with a nod of his head towards them. I turned and gasped. The girl was back on top now, facing away from her partner as she gripped his thighs and bounced her tight body up and down on his cock.

      “A bit chilly outside for my liking, but, God bless heated atriums,” he finished with a raise of his glass.

      I felt mesmerized as I unabashedly stared at them, a wave of my earlier naughtiness draping over me in a warm haze. I felt my pulse racing again as I let my body respond to the scene playing out in front of me with the deliciously dirty knowledge that Colin was standing right behind me, watching me watch. A wickedly naughty tingle ran up my thigh, the warm air from the heating vents by the floor fluttering at the hem of my skirt, tingling over the bare and exposed skin underneath.

      Across the street, the man was now powerfully gripping at the hips of his partner as he plowed up against her. His head was thrown back in a moan as he fucked her, and both of their cries mixed to drift tantalizingly across the abyss to my little balcony.

      I honestly couldn't look away, despite the company. I was transfixed by it. Eyes wide and breath heavy, I rested my elbows on the railing of the atrium, staring at them in their love-making. I heard Colin murmur something behind me, but I stood motionless, almost trance-like, my eyes taking in the scene of lust in front of me as I felt the warm tingle and wetness seeping from my needy pussy.

      I gasped as I suddenly felt him behind me, his body hard and flush against the suppleness of my own, and I shivered at the surprise contact.

      “Colin?” I breathed out, heady with the smell of his aftershave and the sudden and noticeable feel of the bulge in his pants as it pressed insistently against the thin fabric of my skirt.

      One of his hands gripped my arm, as the other dropped to rest on my hip. I froze, my breath hitched in the gasp caught in my throat.

      “Ms. Wilder,” his voice, raspy and honeyed, whispered right against my ear, making my whole core melt, and I felt the heat blooming out from between my legs.

      “You’ve been…” He trailed off, letting the breath of his whispered words tease the edges of my ear and neck. I closed my eyes, involuntarily leaning back into him; wanting him, and feeling so deliciously naughty for even thinking the thought.

      “Yes?” I barely whispered out.

      “…Bad,” he punctuated the word harshly into my ear as he tightened his hold on my body, pulling me gently back into him as I felt myself melt.

      I shuddered at his words, reeling in the thrill of his intentions and the heat of his touch.

      “I’m...I’m not sure what you mean, Col—”

      “Sir, Ms. Wilder.” His lips brushed my ear as he growled out the words, and I shuddered against him.

      “You may call me Sir.”

      I swallowed hard, my head reeling.

      “Yes, sir,” I choked out, my words hitching in my throat with lust and desire.

      “And I believe you know exactly what I mean,” he whispered darkly into my ear.

      “You’ve been a bad, naughty little girl.”

      My breath caught as my heart pounded in my chest, my mind scattering.

      “Good girls...” he said, and I groaned inside at his use of the word, feeling so, so naughty. His hand on my hip slowly moved around to my front, tracing its way across my pelvis, and I felt my thighs quiver as my pussy tingled.

      “Good girls should always be wearing panties,” he hissed the last word in my ear as the hand on my arm dropped, going to his pocket, and then suddenly, in a rushing thrill of shame and utter embarrassment, he was holding my panties up in front of us.

      Oh fuck.

      He let them dangle, accusatorially, from his finger before dropping them at my feet.

      “Such a naughty girl, Ms. Wilder,” he growled, making my knees weak. Behind me I felt him grind his bulge against me, and my head spun at the rush of pleasure coursing through me.

      “And naughty girls get punished.” His voice was commanding and in one deft motion, he slid his hand down the front of my skirt to the hem. I gasped loudly as he slipped it under the garment and firmly cupped my bare pussy with his large hand.

      I melted against him as he growled his satisfaction in my ear, the bulge in his trousers threatening to burst as he slowly ground it against my ass. I tensed and moaned softly at the touch of his hand on the hot, slick lips of my pussy.

      “Exactly what I suspected. Wearing this slutty little skirt with no panties to cover this hot little pussy.”

      I closed my eyes and bit my lip, moaning deeply as his finger traced over the lips of my pussy.

      “Do you know what happens to naughty little sluts who don’t wear panties?”

      I moaned at his touch, quivering at his words.

      “I asked you a question, Ms. Wilder,” he growled into my ear, bringing a moan to my lips.

      “N-n-no sir,” I mumbled weakly, as his fingers continued to slide up and down over my slit.

      His mouth was right at my ear as he pushed me hard against the railing of the atrium. With no warning, he took the lobe of my ear between his lips and nipped it gently with his teeth. I cried out softly.

      “They get punished, Ms. Wilder.”

      My body shuddered at his words, my eyes squeezed shut, and my juices dripping down the lips of my pussy as his fingers deftly slid between them, finding my heat and my dewy wetness within. I moaned out loud and rolled my hips, feeling his prying fingers against my front and his hardness pressing from behind.

      Colin's other hand slid up my front and gripped tightly at the front of my blouse. With a growl, he ripped, the buttons of my shirt scattering as he pulled the garment from my chest. I gasped in shock, my body lusting for him all the more.

      He ran his hand over the pert mounds of my breasts, encased in my lacy bra, and then slid it down my torso to my hips as his other hand continued to slowly draw my sticky wetness up and down my pussy lips, rubbing over my clit with each pass. Using the hand on my waist, he slowly started to pull my hips back.

      “Hold the railing, Ms. Wilder” he growled into my ear, nipping at my earlobe again. I moaned, and gripped the railing tight, doing what I was told.

      Colin had me bent over at the waist, gripping the railing with white knuckles, hair cascading around my hot face, shirt torn open, and skirt bunched around my waist as his fingers continued to tease my pussy, making me moan and arch my back.

      “Yes,” Colin hissed in my ear. “Stay exactly like that for me. Don’t you move,” he growled.

      I rolled my eyes back into my head as I felt my pussy convulse at his words. God, he made me feel so fucking naughty and so fucking hot. I was more turned on than I'd ever been in my life.

      Colin kept his fingers on my pussy, but I could feel him moving behind me. Suddenly there were soft kisses across the curving swell of my ass and I jumped a little.

      “Stay still baby, stay just like that” his voice commanded, firm, yet velvety. His fingers continued their lazy loops around my throbbing clit, eliciting a small mewling cry from my lips.

      “Yes, sir,” I husked out.

      Slowly, I could feel his lips brush and kiss at the skin of my ass before starting to descend, raining light kisses down my thigh as he crouched down behind me. I groaned out loud, and I felt so shameless, so unrestrained, my hair wild in the moonlight, bent over like a slut as a man twice my age played with my pussy from behind.

      I could feel the light stubble scratch of Colin's chin as his lips moved to the back of my knees, before slowly, teasingly, he started to kiss and lick his way up the backs of my creamy thighs as I groaned out loud.

      Slowly, ever so teasingly slowly, he moved his mouth further and further up, inching towards the dripping heat of my little pussy. I could feel the blood pounding in my face and in my ears as my breath caught ragged in my chest. I wanted him so badly, and I felt myself craving his mouth on me.

      “Jesus Christ, your pussy is fucking gorgeous,” he whispered reverently from behind me, voice thick with lust, and then he moved in.

      I moaned as my jaw went slack at the feel of his tongue dragging across my soft bare lips.

      “Yes sir!” I moaned out, loudly, panting as he pressed his face into my pussy and used his hands to push my skirt up and spread my thighs.

      “Do you like it when I taste your little pussy?” Colin growled from behind me.

      Jesus, his words were making me cream, and my pussy flooded his tongue with my nectar.

      “Y...yes...sir!” I mewed out as his tongue licked over my clit, his hands spreading me wide.

      “My good girl likes have her sweet pussy licked doesn’t she?” His crisp English voice, all scotch and honey — I swear I could come from his voice alone.

      He was driving me fucking wild, his tongue teasing my hot sex, his words sending shocks of passionate desire and sinful naughtiness through my body.

      “Mmm….” Colin pulled away from my gushing pussy, his hands spreading my ass apart. “I wonder what my bad girl likes getting licked?”

      I didn’t even have a second to wonder what he meant before I felt it.

      GOD did I feel it.

      The tip of his tongue ran slowly back from my pussy, up to tease its way around my asshole.

      Holy. Fuck.

      White light coursed through my brain, as I jumped and started to pull away.

      “Colin, I—”

      “Stay where you are,” his voice was suddenly commanding and I froze. “You are under my employ, Ms. Wilder, and you will do as I say.”

      I bit my lip, delighting in the feeling of my submission to his will, even if this was new ground for me.

      “I am in charge here, Ms. Wilder, and you will do as I say.” His tongue touched my ass again, in a small brief lick, and I groaned involuntarily. God this was so dirty.

      “Those are my rules, Ms. Wilder.”

      I gasped at his words.

      “And, we abide by rules in this house.” I could almost feel his smug smile behind me.

      I felt so hot, so aroused — he had all of me, and I knew I would be completely powerless to say no to anything he asked right now.

      “Y...yes..” I panted, my head spinning. “Yes, sir,” I finished.

      “Good girl,” he growled, moving his face back towards my ass.

      His tongue gently probed at my tight little ass and I squealed in pleasure. I could feel his breath on my naughty hole as he dragged his tongue in small circles around the tight ring, and in an almost involuntary way, I started to push back against him, my eyes shut tight against the forbidden and naughty pleasure he was lavishing on my ass.

      I could hear him moan against my puckered ring and he slid one of his hands up my thigh to drag his fingers across my pussy lips as he lapped at my asshole. I moaned loudly, and bit my lip, feeling both mortified and wantonly sexual as I pushed back against his tongue and his hand, needing him.

      Deftly, he slid two fingers into my tight pussy, sliding them deep into me and crooking them forward to rub at the nerves bundled at the front wall of my cunt as his tongue probed at my naughty backdoor. I cooed, my face a mask of lust as I licked my lips, reveling in the sheer eroticism of what was happening.

      “Do you like your sir licking your naughty ass?”

      I groaned and nodded my head.

      “I didn’t hear you Ms. Wilder.”

      Oh, God he was driving me wild. I nodded again and groaned out a “Yessss...”

      “Yes, what Ms. Wilder?” he spoke thickly and his fingers pressed insistently against the inside of my pussy.

      “Yes, I... I like it, sir.”

      I heard him chuckle darkly.

      “Like what, Ms. Wilder?” His voice was dark, insistent.

      Oh fuck, he was going to make me say it. I felt my face go red in wonderful, lusty shame.

      “I love it when you lick my ass.” I swallowed, feeling the blood pound in my ears. “Sir.”

      Colin groaned loudly and shoved his tongue against my ass, probing at the tight hole insistently and rimming the tip of it, wet and hot, against my little ass.

      My pussy clenched and spasmed and I felt my head spin. His tongue was probing into my ass now, slowly, teasingly, prying it open under his ministrations, sliding the tip of it past my tight ring to send sparks through me and drive me wild in a way I’d never thought imaginable.

      I was barreling towards my climax, and my legs started to shake as I gripped the railing tightly and felt the low moan start to rise in my chest. His fingers slid in and out of my pussy, teasing at my sweet spot inside while his thumb flicked across the hard nub of my clit. All the while, his tongue incessantly slid in and out of my ass, dragging across the sensitive pulsing ring as he probed me, making me moan wildly.

      Sensing my quaking, shaking approach, Colin moaned deeply behind me and shoved his face against my ass, his tongue swirling over my little asshole as his fingers stroked my clit, and I lost control.

      With a loud gasp and a shudder, I felt my body tense, then explode with my release as I let my orgasm overtake me in shuddering waves. My pussy clenched down on his fingers as I flooded his hand with my cum, my asshole quivering and flexing against his tongue as my leg-shaking climax crashed over me.

      Oh. My. God.

      Fireworks and blinding lights went off behind my eyes as I came harder than I’d ever come before in my life, the feeling of absolute bliss radiating out from my hips to spread to the tips of my fingers and toes. The overwhelming feeling of it being so naughty propelled me through my orgasm.

      I panted, hair disheveled across my face as I gripped the railing, my ass still thrust lewdly out as I panted to regain my breath and my racing pulse.

      Colin, however, wasn’t done. Suddenly, I felt a fingertip press gently against my ass.

      Okay, this might be more than I was ready for. I started to protest. “Oh, now, hold o—”

      “You will do as you are told, Ms. Wilder.”

      My body tensed at his words, a warm, renewed wetness leaking from my pussy. How did he have this effect on me?

      The finger at my puckered ass pressed tightly against it, the tip slowly sliding in. I groaned, the naughty, toe-curling dirtiness from before flooding my senses as I felt his tongue and fingers on my pussy, licking and stroking as he gently pushed his finger deeper into my ass.

      I groaned from somewhere deep inside of me as I felt him penetrate my virgin ass with his finger, pushing slowly in up to the second knuckle. Fuck, I felt so full, I was in ecstasy. This was so hot, so dirty, and God it made me want it even more.

      Nice girl me had stayed in Boston. I guess you could say nice girl me got left behind in that nightclub bathroom weeks before. Because this was the hot, slutty, new me, letting herself get her ass rimmed and fingered by a much older man on a Paris rooftop. I groaned and let my body quake and roll with the feelings flooding through me. I wanted this, more than anything.

      I bit my lip and pushed slowly back against his finger, groaning throatily as I let it sink deeper into me, all the way to the knuckle into my ass.

      I heard Colin moan behind me “Does my dirty little girl like my finger in her tight little ass?”

      “Oh, yes sir!”

      “Show me baby, open your ass up for me,” Colin growled from behind me, his fingers sliding in and out of my pussy and my ass in unison.

      I knew what he wanted. Slowly, I rested my chin on the wood of the balcony edge and reached back to place my hands on my ass.

      “Spread it for me.”

      I whimpered and gripped my ass cheeks with my hands, pulling at them gently to open myself up completely, utterly exposing myself to him. Colin hissed his approval and dove back into me, his wet tongue lapping incessantly at my ass as he pumped his finger in and out.

      I felt myself rumbling inside, rushing headlong down the track with no way to stop it as his pace quickened, deeply fingering both my holes as he licked at my bum. Oh, my fucking God, I’d just cum, and he was going to make me do it again, with his finger deep in my ass.

      I heard myself whimpering, felt my body starting to tense, riding that delicious edge. Then, his voice reverberated through me.

      “Come for me,” he growled. “Come for me now.” His deep, honeyed voice and his words pushed me over the precipice. Quaking, I felt my whole body convulse as I came against his face and his fingers, again, loudly moaning out my pleasure.

      Slowly and gently, Colin pulled his fingers out from my body as he stood.

      Just then, more than anything in the world, I wanted to please him with all of my being.
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      Colin groaned as I sank to my knees in front of him. I looked up at him, my blouse open and half hanging off my shoulders, my skirt bunched around my waist. I smiled and bit my lip as I looked up at him innocently.

      I felt a flame ignite within me, blazing through me like a prairie fire. I looked up at him with wide, innocent eyes and brought one finger to my lips suggestively.

      “Please sir, can I suck on your big cock?”

      I smiled sweetly at him as I ran a fingertip over my lips. I watched the dark desire ignite across his face as he looked down at me and it may have been the first time I ever saw shock on his face. I grinned to myself at the effect I had on him.

      He nodded as I shrugged the remains of my shirt off my shoulders and arms, and reached back to unhook my black lacy bra, letting it fall as I arched my back, displaying my perky breasts to his eyes. I reached for his belt, tugging at it. Deftly, I unzipped his trousers, hooked my fingers into his briefs and his pants, and slid them down his legs.

      I groaned.

      God he was so big.

      So perfect.

      His thick cock pulsed in the moonlight and I felt myself getting wet all over again.

      I wanted to worship this cock. I wanted to please him like nothing else.

      I reached up and wrapped my fingers around it, pumping him as I slowly leaned forward and licked just the tip.

      Colin groaned.

      Bolder, I dipped lower, sticking my tongue out and letting it drag from his heavy balls all the way to the crown. He growled, reaching down and gripping my hair in his fist.

      “Open your lips, beautiful,” he whispered.

      I did as I was told.

      “Just like that,” he groaned, pulling my mouth onto his cock.

      I wrapped my lips around him, moaning as he slid his cock deep into my mouth. I reached down to play with myself, my fingers teasing over my clit as I started to suck his enormous cock. He grunted, pumping in and out of my mouth and reaching down to toy with my nipples. I moaned, sucking him deeper and slurping loudly like a good little bad girl for him.

      Colin stopped and reached down to pull me up by my arms. Growling, he shoved me bodily against the glass and kissed me, hard. I moaned into his mouth as his lips devoured me, and his hands roamed my tight body, grasping at my ass, cupping my dripping pussy, and running up to pull at the hard buds of my nipples. He slid his mouth down, biting my neck as he drew down to my breasts, sucking a nipple into his mouth and nipping at it with his teeth.

      He turned me around suddenly, pressing me hard against the railing as he gripped my hips, pushing his massive cock against me. I knew exactly what he wanted, and I was ready to give it to him. Reaching back behind me, I spread my cheeks for him again as I bit my lip.

      “Mmmm... good girl,” he growled in approval, reaching down to pull his cock up between my spread thighs. I shuddered as I felt the fat head slide against my tight, wet lips, teasing me.

      “You’re being such a good little girl for me, Ms. Wilder,” he husked into my ear, running the head of his cock up and down my slit, making me squirm. Slowly, he started to push the head into me, spreading my lips wide, eliciting a cry from my mouth.

      “But...” He let the word hang, his voice getting darker as he froze in his movements.

      “You were a very naughty girl earlier, and you must be punished.”

      My heart hammered in my chest as I felt my body tremble. Oh God, what did he have in mind?

      In answer, I felt him slowly, tantalizingly pull the head out of my soaking little pussy and start to pull back.

      Oh, fuck, was he trying to—!

      Oh my God. I felt the thick head of his cock trail back to slide over my tight puckered little asshole.

      “Colin, hang—”

      Slap!

      His hand came down hard against my ass and I cried out.

      “You will call me sir, Ms. Wilder,” he growled into my ear. “And naughty girls get punished.” He pushed the head up against my tight hole.

      My mind screamed at the sensation of the hot iron of his cock pressed hard and insistently against the tight ring of my ass.

      There was no fucking way that was going to fit back there. But Colin pressed forward, gently but firmly as the fat head of his prick, wet with my pussy, slowly, ever so slowly, began to part my little hole. I bit my lip and grimaced, my brow furrowing as the hard knob slid deliberately and inchingly into my darkest, naughtiest place. He reached under me and found my clit with his fingertips, and began to slowly tease around it as his huge cock sought entry into my tight little ass.

      With one small final nudge of his cock, the fat head finally slipped past my ring, flaring inside my asshole and making me groan gutturally at the sudden feeling of stretched fullness.

      Behind me, Colin growled hungrily.

      “Your little ass is so fucking tight, baby.”

      With a gasp and a high whine in my throat, my brow creased, and I turned my head around to look at Colin as he slowly pushed forward into me, slowly feeding his thick cock up deeper and deeper into my ass. His face was a mask of lust and desire as he stared hungrily down at the sight of his cock prying my asshole wide.

      My breathing came in short, ragged gasps of air as I gritted my teeth against the pain, mild as it was, as his fat, thick cock slowly pushed deeper and deeper into my naughty, forbidden hole. And as he slid into me, seemingly splitting me in two, there was also sweet delicious pleasure, primal and animalistic welling inside me.

      I grunted as I reached back clutching at my ass cheeks, pulling them wide for Colin as he slowly fed his entire length up my tight little ass. Gritting my teeth, I moaned like a filthy, dirty girl, my body slowly letting itself be seduced by the forbidden, illicit pleasure he brought.

      And suddenly, he bottomed out, his thick cock filling my tight ass completely as his heavy balls fell against my dripping pussy lips.

      Holding himself tight against my ass, Colin groaned, his hands running across my back to grip at my shoulders. Panting heavily, my head swam in the dirty, naughtiness of the situation I found myself in. It seemed that every step tonight pushed a new level of my comfort zone, and yet at the same time, also pushed me to a new height in my own screaming desire. I still couldn’t believe that here I was, bent over like a slut, holding my ass open for a much older man as he buried his cock up my ass.

      Even dirtier? I couldn’t believe how much I wanted it.

      I looked over my shoulder at him. “Please…” I breathed out, my eyes wide and pleading as I chewed at my lip. “Please, sir, fuck my ass.”

      Colin growled, his eyes icy as he focused on the tight ring of my ass stretched wide on his thick cock. Slowly, he started to pull out of my gripping, sucking asshole as I moaned loudly in sweet pain and pleasure. He paused, and I groaned, trying to push back on him, desperate to feel him fill me again.

      “Please!” I moaned back at him, feeling myself blush furiously as I pleaded, begged Colin to fuck me.

      “Please, sir, fuck my tight ass with your big cock!” I was begging like a wanton slut now, not caring, simply needing him to fill me, to use my ass for his pleasure. “Please!”

      With a throaty groan, he grunted and pushed forward, inching his thick cock back up my asshole. I moaned in pleasure at the feeling of being filled by him again. Behind me, he slowly pulled back out, picking up speed as he worked to cram his cock back into me.

      My eyes rolled back in my head at the feeling of being utterly filled by this man, to be totally used by him. He grunted his pleasure as he bottomed his cock out of me over and over again, his hips pressing against my hands as I tightly gripped at my ass, pulling it apart for his pounding cock.

      My mind blurred and I panted, feeling the slow build catch fire inside me, growing faster, wilder, my eyes squeezing shut as I cried out at the sensations flooding through me. Reaching beneath me, Colin's finger strummed against my needy and aching clit as he shoved his cock deep in into my ass. I opened my eyes and cried out, gasping as I felt a shiver of shame and lust rip through me.

      Across the way, the couple from the other balcony were very openly watching us, watching me — watching Colin take me. They both faced us, sitting on the edge of the deck chair, legs spread as she slowly slid her pussy up and down the length of her lovers cock. From behind, his hands gripped and cupped at the swell of her breasts, pulling at her taut red nipples as they ground against each other, watching me.

      I moaned, loudly now, as I felt their eyes on me while Colin slid his cock in and out of my ass. I felt the slap of his heavy, cum-filled balls against my bare lips as he pounded me, felt myself clawing at the edge of sanity as my mind reeled at the hot primal sensations tearing through my core.

      My dark, hidden yearnings to feel completely at Colin's mercy, to be his willing submissive, came rushing to the surface, and I cried out loud. I moaned in my pleasure, at how totally free I felt, how unchained and untethered I was as I let my hair fall across my face, sinking utterly and completely into submission. With a throaty moan and a mewling cry from my lips, I held my ass wide open for my boss to fuck at his will. His thick cock drove me quickly to my third orgasm of the night, and I knew that I had officially left the good, uptight girl behind.

      This was the new me, the unbridled me who let herself revel in the dark desires of her passions, who was free to moan and quiver like a slut at the very idea of submitting to this man’s will. I felt the world spin beneath me as I moved my body in quaking crescendo, and just let go — totally free.

      And then, as Colin’s finger slid across my clit and the fat head of his cock wedged itself deep within my ass, with a deep cry and a shudder, my orgasm crashed around me. The wailing clenching quivering explosion of my climax wrenched itself through me. As my body clenched and shook in orgasmic bliss, Colin suddenly gave a heaving growl from behind me. Swelling and pulsing, I felt his thick cock erupt within the tight confines of my ass and he plowed in as deep he could go, unleashing a torrent of cum deep inside me. Groaning his pleasure, Colin bucked against me, his pulsing cock filling and coating the inside of my ass with hot, searing cum as my tight hole spasmed against his twitching girth.

      Across the way, the woman looked back at me, almost shyly now in contrast to her wanton display of raw sexual release from before, and blew me a kiss as her lover led her by the hand inside.

      Colin pulled me back into a standing position, flush against his body as he kissed at my sweat-soaked neck.

      “Welcome to Paris, Ms. Wilder.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 14

        

        Colin

      

    
    
      I couldn’t get enough of her. I needed more — had to have more.

      I had to possess her in every way.

      I didn’t leave her room right after, either. Any other woman, and I’d have been out of there. Gone, back to my own world.

      Not with Bella.

      After I’d taken her like that against the glass, I’d scooped her up and brought her inside. I ran a bath in the huge whirlpool tub, and brought her in with me, letting the water and the jets soothe her.

      And then I’d kissed her, and we’d started all over again.

      That time, she rode me slowly, our eyes locked, her small body trembling as she came again and again on my cock. That time, I took my time, making her come more times than she could count before I roared my release into her mouth and filled her with my cum.

      I’d dried her, brought her to bed. I’d even laid with her until I had to go.

      But after that, there was no way I could sleep. After that, she was just…there.

      Deep.

      Hooked in my heart, buried deep inside somewhere I’d never felt before. Not even back with Helen before things went south.

      I’d never felt this, not for anyone.

      And it terrified me.

      It shook the firm, iron-fisted control I kept over all aspects of my life, both personal and business. I didn’t know what the hell to do with a wild card like Isabella Wilder.

      Well, I knew what I wanted to do. I wanted to stay with her in that room. I wanted to close my eyes and sleep with the feel of her breath on my chest.

      I wanted to hold her forever.

      Jesus.

      There was no way — no way that would ever work.

      She was what, half my age? Besides that, she was my employee. And then there was the shit with Helen.

      No, it couldn’t be.

      I hated the thought. I raged at the thought, because it wasn’t fucking fair. In Bella, I saw something I’d been looking for, well, forever. But things out of my control kept me from having her the way I wanted.

      I could take her in the dark shadows of her room, claim her body, explore it all with her and show her things she’d never felt. I could draw the moans from her lips, the pleasure from her body.

      But I couldn’t possess her heart.

      And it burned me.
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* * *

      My heart jumped a little as I saw her come down at breakfast the next morning, my children in tow.

      God she looked good with them. They beamed, giggling and hanging off of her, happy in a way I hadn’t seen them since the crash.

      They deserved this.

      She turned to me and smiled, blushing red; I knew why.

      And I loved it.

      But there was something else on her face.

      Something dark, reserved.

      She brought the kids to the table, getting them settled and ordering from our waitress in perfect French before looking quietly at her plate.

      “Everything okay?”

      She looked up quickly, blushing again as we made eye contact before nodding. “It’s nothing.”

      I glanced at my kids, totally pre-occupied with something animated on their iPad, before I glanced back at her. “Tell me.”

      “It’s nothing, Col— sir.”

      “Last night?”

      My brow raised. I couldn’t have that. Last night had meant a lot — much more than sex. We’d gone past that and I knew we both felt it. But I didn’t want her to have reservations, not about me and not about what we’d done.

      But Bella shook her head, blushing. “No, not— not that.”

      “What?”

      “It’s just personal stuff, you don’t want to hear.”

      “Trust me, I do.”

      She looked up, nodding quietly as her eyes darted across my face. “Okay.”

      “What is it?”

      “My mom, she…” She trailed off. “She might be sick.” Her voice quavered, her eyes watering, and I could tell she was doing her best not to cry.

      “Come with me.”

      I stood, pulling her aside and moving to a deserted corner of the mostly empty restaurant where we could still see the children. “Come here,” I pulled her in, wrapping my arms around her as she sunk into my chest.

      “What sort of sick?”

      “Cancer,” she whispered.

      I tensed, my eyes closing. “Bella, I’m so sorry.”

      “They don’t know yet, she’s going for a test today.” She quickly shook her head, looking away. “I’m sorry, this isn’t professional of me. I just read the email, and— and—”

      “Bella.”

      She looked up. “Sir?”

      “Right now I’m Colin.”

      She smiled, brushing a tear from her eyelid. “Thank you.”

      “Take the day off.”

      “No, that’s— it’s my job to be here for your kids.”

      “It’s your job to do as I say,” I said sternly. “Take the day, please. Relax in your room, get room service, go do some holiday shopping, anything. I’ve got the children.”

      She glanced up at me, her face falling. “Why are you being so nice to me?”

      “I would hope that’d be obvious,” I murmured. “Whatever you need, tell me.”

      She smiled again, chewing on her lip. “Thank you.”
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* * *

      With Bella off to her room after breakfast, I took the children with me and called our pre-arranged chauffeur. Help was always good, but then, I wanted this time with my kids too. After all, this was Paris and it was almost Christmas.

      We skipped the museums, because as much as I wanted to culture my children, honestly, six and four were no age for sanity in a place like the Louvre. Instead, we went to La Petite Pâtisserie for scones — my favorite place to go in all of Paris. We went to the ice rink and the Luxembourg Gardens, me carrying the two giggling kids half the time I skated the ice.

      And it was perfect.

      But it was later, when we got back to the hotel, that the voice from my past chilled my blood as it came across the lobby.

      The one I never wanted to hear again, and the one that never brought anything but darkness and anger.

      “Hello, Colin.”

      I whirled, shoving my kids behind me as I narrowed my eyes at her.

      “What are you doing here, Helen,” I said with ice in my voice.

      “I just wanted to stop by,” she smiled thinly. “You know, say hello. Be cordial.”

      “Mommy?” Beckham said softly, peeking out from behind my leg.

      “Hello, sweetheart!” Helen’s eyes were glassy, her voice slightly slurred — not much, but enough that I could tell, and I felt my jaw tense in fury.

      Goddammit.

      “Come say hi to mommy, honey!”

      Beckham stayed behind me, his little hands gripping my trousers tightly.

      “Helen,” I growled. “You know the restraining order. You’re not supposed to be within two thousand feet of them, let alone in my hotel, in Paris for Christ’s sake.

      “You can’t keep my kids from me, Colin!” she suddenly snapped.

      I leveled my eyes at her. “You’ve been drinking.”

      “I have not.”

      “Leave.”

      “Or what?”

      “Or I get confrontational,” I said darkly.

      “Oh,” she laughed. “Is that a threat? What, going to be rough with me, Colin?” Her smile curled wickedly. “You know, I heard you’ve got someone new for that now.”

      I froze, and her eyes flashed.

      “Leave, Helen.”

      “How old is she, Colin?”

      Jesus, no.

      I felt my heart freeze as the grin spread across Helen’s face.

      “Let me see my children, Colin.”

      “Not a chance.”

      “Then I’m going start playing dirty.” She laughed. “But I guess you already did which just makes it easier for me.”

      “What are you talking about?”

      “You know what I’m talking about. You know who I’m talking about.” She glared at me. “You let her near our kids, Colin.”

      “It’s not like that.”

      She barked out a mirthless laugh. “Oh? What’s it like then. What, you love her?” Helen rolled her eyes. “Please, she’s just some young tramp you’re having a mid-life crisis with.”

      I turned abruptly, scooping Lillian up and taking Beckham’s hand. “Let’s go, guys. Mommy’s feeling sick.”

      “Don’t you walk away from me!”

      I didn’t turn back once as I made my way to the elevators, my heart thundering in my chest.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 15

        

        Isabella

      

    
    
      It felt good to walk around and clear my head. I let the cool, snowy air of Paris numb my face as I walked the city by the river. I stopped to look at shop windows and bought an espresso at a cafe, but I mostly just lingered on the banks of the Seine, thinking about it all.

      Finally though, I headed back to the hotel, my stomach rumbling, my head still spinning, and my heart wanting only one thing.

      Because after a day away, I just wanted to be near him.

      It was such a dumb thought, but there it was. I needed him near me. I wanted his touch.

      His lips.

      And yes, I wanted him physically, but it was more than that. There was something about this proximity that just soothed me, and made me feel whole.

      And I needed that after this day.

      There was still no word from my mother as I walked back into the hotel lobby. I felt my heart tense up again thinking about the earlier email from my dad, how they’d found something on a scan on her ovary and wanted her to come in for testing. Of course, he’d said there was nothing to worry about, but that’s all I’d done all day.

      I was heading for the elevators — every intention of walking straight to Colin’s room and knocking on his door, when an older woman in a black coat stepped out in front of me.

      “Pardon, do you have the time?”

      I paused, glancing at my wrist. “Oh, its five-thirty.”

      She smiled. “American?”

      “Yes,” I smiled back. “Just visiting.”

      “Me too,” she said, still smiling at me. Her eyes dipped over me in this strangely curious way that made me hesitate.

      “I’m visiting my children you see.”

      “Oh!” I smiled. “That’s so wonderful. Do they live here?”

      She shook her head. “Just visiting as well.” She nodded at the elevator. “Going up?”

      “Yes, you?”

      She nodded as we stepped in. The doors closed.

      “Yes, they’re here with their father,” she said with a wave of her hand.

      “Well that’s so nice that you get to visit them.”

      There was something off about her, something about the way she kept staring at me — not to mention the smell of gin on her breath — that rubbed me the wrong way.

      “Yes,” she nodded again. “They’re here with their dad for the holidays.”

      I nodded.

      “With him and his little whore of a nanny.”

      I froze at the sharpness of her words, turning to her with my brow furrowed. “Excuse me?”

      I gasped as she suddenly shoved me against the wall, slamming a finger into the stop button in the elevator.

      “You!” she hissed, her face turning into a look of fury.

      Oh, God.

      And suddenly, I knew who this was.

      “You stay away from my children you little slut!”

      I quickly shook my head. “Helen, it’s not—”

      “Oh don’t give me that,” she hissed. “He already did. And we both know it is exactly what I think it is.”

      She reached into her purse and yanked out her phone, unlocking the screen before she shoved it into my hands.

      My heart sank.

      Oh my God.

      There on the screen were pictures — pictures of Colin and I from the night before, on the balcony.

      “You dirty, slutty little tramp,” she hissed, snatching the phone back. “That is my husband, you know!”

      “Your ex-husband.”

      My eyes went wide as the words boldly left my lips, almost unbelieving that I’d actually just said that.

      Helen snarled at me. “Well, my children.”

      I wanted to toss something back, but I knew that was a step too far. As horrible as Colin had made the whole thing sound, and as attached as I was to Lillian and Beckham, this was their mother. I wouldn’t go there — not here, like this.

      “Please let go of my arm,” I said quietly.

      “Here’s what’s going to happen, honey,” she hissed. “You’re going to leave.”

      “It’s my job to be—”

      “I don’t give a shit what your job is! Was it your job to take my husband’s cock in your mouth?! Hmm?”

      I froze, my face turning red and my heart sinking.

      “You’re going to leave, and that’s final. Not another peep to Colin, and no more contact. Especially not with my fucking children.”

      I shook my head, my eyes narrowing at her. “You can’t keep me from—”

      “Watch me, honey!” She suddenly paused and smiled wickedly again.

      “Such shame to hear about your mother.”

      I froze. “What?”

      The word felt cold on my lips.

      “What are you talking about?”

      “Her ovarian cancer.”

      The whole world spun.

      “That’s not true,” I said quietly. “She just went in for a test.”

      “Oh it is, dear. You just haven’t heard yet because your father is delaying calling to tell you.”

      Something shattered inside of me. The world around me came crashing down as I staggered back, gripping blindly at the wall of the elevator.

      “How—” I shook my head. “How do you know that?” I whispered in a brittle voice.

      “Colin’s not the only one with friends in high places. His friends sit in Washington and in board rooms. Mine sit on the board of directors for Mass General Hospital, in Boston.” She smiled wickedly. “That is where your mother is being treated isn’t it?”

      I nodded dumbly.

      Oh God, this wasn’t happening.

      “My mom—”

      “Oh, she’ll be taken care of,” Helen said flippantly with a wave of her hand. “They have a wonderful cancer wing there — huge recovery rate.” She turned her eyes to me again, smiling wickedly. “If she gets care.”

      I looked up sharply. “What?”

      “Like I said, I have friends in high places too. Friends who can pass over your mother’s diagnosis, delay treatment.” She shrugged. “Paperwork, dear. You know how it can just get lost somewhere along the way.”

      The rage boiled over inside of me as I felt something clawing at the air in my lungs. “You’re a monster.”

      “Yes I am,” she hissed. She pushed the elevator buttons again, and we started to rise. “But we both know I’m going to win this.”

      The elevator doors opened at the top floor, and she smiled as I numbly walked off. “Here’s how this works, you little bitch. You’re going to go to your room, pack your shit, and leave.”

      She handed me an envelope. “I even bought you first fucking class, you little whore.”

      I turned, numb, still searching for the air in my lungs. “Why are you doing this?”

      “Because that man has what’s mine, and I want it back.”

      “You can’t just—”

      “Oh, I can, sweetheart. And I will.”

      Helen grinned one more triumphant, wicked smile at me. And then the elevator doors shut, leaving me shattered in the hallway.
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        Colin

      

    
    
      Fuck the rules.

      Fuck whatever Helen wanted to throw at me. I’d fight it, and I knew the second I got upstairs and got the kids into bed that I wasn’t going to just give up like that.

      I wasn’t some dog that would roll over for her.

      For the first time in a long time, I was goddamn happy. I was beyond happy with Bella, actually. She brought out something inside of me I thought I’d lost, and I’d be damned if was going to let that go.

      Not without a fight.

      I strode down the hallway towards her room. I needed her. Physically, yes, but I just needed her in my arms. I needed her smell, I needed the way she lifted something inside of me.

      I needed to tell her everything that was about to come down on us and tell her that I’d protect her from that storm.

      Most importantly, it was time to just tell her exactly what I was feeling. No more pussyfooting around. No more hiding it in raw lust and games. It was time to lay the cards on the fucking table and tell her what she meant to me.

      I paused outside of her room, taking a deep breath.

      I felt elated. I knew shit was going to come down on us for this, but I didn’t care. Besides that, I had the best lawyers money could buy.

      Helen could go fuck herself.

      She wasn’t taking my children, and she sure as hell wasn’t taking my Bella.

      I brought my hand up and knocked.

      Only silence.

      I knocked again, and again after that, before finally, I just used my own secondary key to unlock the door and step inside.

      “Bella?”

      The room was dark, and it only took a cursory walkthrough to tell she wasn’t there.

      I frowned, glancing at the late hour.

      This was weird.

      It was late, she’d been out for a long time, and part of me started to worry. I pulled out my phone and tried the international cell I’d given her on the plane over here, but I got nothing.

      Straight to voicemail.

      The frown crossed my face again as I took the elevator down to the lobby and strode up to the concierge.

      “Bonsoir, monsieur.”

      “Good evening. Has a Ms. Wilder checked in with the desk at all today? Younger woman, blonde? She’s my employ—” I shook my head. “She’s with me.”

      The man looked up at me quizzically. “But of course she has, monsieur.”

      My eyes narrowed. “When?”

      “When she checked out.”

      I froze. “What?”

      “Yes,” the man said, quickly calling something up on his computer screen. “She checked out, monsieur.”

      “When,” I snarled at the man.

      “Two hours ago.”

      I whirled, my heart shattering and my hands tearing at my hair before I spun back on him. “Where did she go?”

      “She had us call up a taxi, monsieur. To the airport.”

      I staggered back, whirling in a daze.

      And suddenly, there she was, standing in front of me, grinning that wicked smile.

      Helen.

      My eyes narrowed as I bared my teeth at her. “What have you done?”

      “What needed doing, Colin,” she spat.

      “What have you done?” I screamed, turning every eye in the lobby.

      Helen just smiled that ice-cold smile of hers and held her phone up. “Here.”

      I yanked it from her hand and looked down.

      Fuck.

      Pictures.

      Pictures of me and Bella from the night before on her terrace.

      And I  knew what she wanted with this. I knew this was her big guns — what she was going to try and use to level me and take what was mine.

      Fuck that.

      I wasn’t going to just give up. Not like this.

      I’d fight it.

      Me seeing Bella was bad, but it was nothing I couldn’t get past. This woman had driven our children into a bar while drunk and high. That was leagues worse than me seeing someone I loved—

      I froze

      And that’s when I realized the feeling I’d been trying to figure out all day. Hell, for weeks.

      Love.

      I loved her.

      I slowly drew my eyes up to Helen. “I love her,” I said out loud.

      She bristled. “Fuck you, Colin.”

      “I love her,” I said through gritted teeth. “And you can’t hold that over me to steal our children away.”

      “Watch me.”

      “I will,” I  snarled savagely, shaking my head. “I’ve got the best fucking lawyers money can buy,” I spat, advancing on her as the rage just erupted out of me. “You almost killed our children, you fucking bitch.”

      “I did nothing of the sort!” she hissed. “It was an accide—”

      “You drove them into a building! Drunk with a bottle of pills in your stomach!”

      She froze, her lip quivering. “Not true.”

      “Entirely true.”

      “They’re my kids, Colin!”

      “Drop this bullshit, Helen. Drop this and I’ll allow supervised in-home visits.”

      “Fuck you, you asshole” she spat.

      “Take the deal, Helen,” I said evenly. “It’s the best you’ll get. Delete those pictures, drop your fucking bullshit case, and I swear I’ll allow it.”

      She laughed bitterly. “It doesn’t matter anyways, Colin.”

      “What doesn’t?”

      “Any of this.” She smiled thinly at me. “She’s gone, Colin.”

      My eyes blazed, my muscles tensing. “What did you do, threaten her?”

      “I was real with her.”

      “Fuck off, Helen.” I whirled to go to back upstairs.

      “Pity about her mother.”

      I stopped, a chill creeping up my back as I turned. “What did you say?”

      “Ovarian cancer,” she said with a sigh. “You know my good friend Dr. Peters who runs the board over there at Mass General don’t you?”

      “The one you were fucking while we were still married. Yes, it rings a fucking bell.”

      Her lips curled into a smile, and I felt my heart freeze. I strode towards her, gripping her wrist as the rage erupted inside. “What did you do?”

      “I made a promise,” she hissed. “To get that little slut out of your life and make sure she stayed out.”

      “You threatened her?”

      Helen smiled. “Yes.”

      “With her mother?”

      She sneered, looking away. “Forget it.”

      And just like that, I was done.

      Just like that, I was done with all of it when it came to Helen. No more bartering. No more offering anything to her.

      She was done, and I was done playing games with her.

      “Forget it. No deal.”

      She frowned. “What?”

      “Delete the picture, or bring them to court, I don’t care. I’ll beat you either way. But now?” I shook my head. “There’s no visitation now.”

      Helen’s face crumpled into a harpy sneer. “You just try and—”

      “You disgust me, Helen.” I shook my head as her mouth snapped shut. “You disgust me.”

      I glared at her, unblinking, until she looked away.

      I turned and strode for the elevators.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 17

        

        Isabella

      

    
    
      “Oh my God! What a surprise!”

      The front door to my parent’s house had barely opened when I dropped my suitcase and jumped into my mom’s arms.

      She chuckled, started by my entrance after just appearing at their door like this, bags in hand on the day before Christmas Eve.

      “Hey, hey honey!” Her smile faded, and she stroked my back as I started to cry. “Hang on honey, what’s wrong?”

      She pulled back, her face full of concern.

      “What happened to Paris, and your job?”

      “Mom—” I choked, shaking my head. “I heard.”

      She froze.

      “About the test results.”

      Her face fell as her eyes dropped to the ground. “Your father was going to wait to tell you.”

      “I didn’t hear it from him.”

      She looked up. “How?”

      “It doesn’t matter, Mom, I just—”

      “I’m fine honey,” she smiled quietly. “I’m going to be okay. It’s treatable, they say.”

      And it would be, because it was over.

      Helen’s words and her threats were pure evil, but they’d shaken me to my core. They’d shaken me down to the foundation. All of this pulled me away from what I’d be trying to figure out for weeks, which was what this was with Colin.

      What I meant to him, and what he meant to me.

      I was pretty sure I knew the answer to that, and it was that thought that hurt the worst.

      Because, even though it’d taken until I was halfway back across the Atlantic on a plane to realize it, the truth had come rushing out in the middle of that flight, sending my heart into my throat. It had never been more obvious.

      I loved him.

      It wasn’t just sex. It wasn’t just my rough stranger in the club bathroom. It wasn’t just the things he did to my body. It was the way he made me feel. It was the way being close to him just made me feel whole.

      I’d never felt it before for anyone, but I knew what that was.

      It was love.

      And that had only hit me once I’d walked away from it. I knew I had to, as much as it hurt me, for my mother’s sake. I didn’t know how real Helen’s threats were, but they’d been enough for me to not even bother second guessing them, because there was too much at stake for games.

      After all, look at who Colin knew.

      Her?

      She very well could make good on her horrible promises.

      It cut deep, knowing I’d walked away like that. It hurt, knowing I hadn’t said anything to him, or told him what was going on. It’d been a blind decision, a rush of emotion blazing through me as I’d raced madly to the airport and gotten on that plane.

      And now here I was, at my parent’s door in their quiet Boston suburb.

      Not in Paris.

      Not walking along the Seine, or sipping wine under the moonlight.

      Not with the man I loved.

      My dad came home an hour later, and we all sat together, crying, holding each other, and telling each other this was going to be okay. We were going to get through this, and my mom was going to beat this.

      My phone rang, and I glanced at it, my heart breaking as I saw Colin’s number.

      I didn’t answer.

      I couldn’t.

      He called five more times, my heart breaking just a little bit more each time, until I sent one text message before turning it off.

      
        I’m sorry.

      

      And then I slept like I hadn’t in a month.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 18

        

        Colin

      

    
    
      “Where’s Bella?”

      It was the tenth time Lillian had asked since we’d left Paris so abruptly.

      “I told you, honey,” I murmured, picking her up as we stepped off the jet and walked towards Andrew waiting with the car. “She had to go home.”

      It was dark out, the snow coming down hard outside the hangar, chilly air whipping about.

      The night before Christmas Eve, and here we were — coming back home, just the three of us, instead of laughing and being together in Paris.

      With Bella.

      “Why?”

      “Because she…”

      I trailed off.

      Because your mother is a horrible cunt of a human who threatened to let a woman die just to get Bella away from me.

      I shook my head. “She just had to go home for Christmas, honey.”

      “But I thought she was going to have Christmas with us?” Beckham pouted as I buckled him into his car seat.

      “I know, buddy, I know.”

      I slid into the car, slamming the door shut as Andrew pulled us out of the hanger. I checked my phone for the millionth time since Paris, looking at that one text message yet again.

      I’m sorry.

      My heart fucking shattered as I read it again, before I slipped it into my pocket.

      “To the house, sir?”

      I glanced up at Andrew through the partition. Home sounded good. Home sounded like what we all needed. But not yet.

      I had something I had to do first.

      I’d lost something that belonged to me in Paris, something precious to me that’d been stolen.

      And now, it was time to get her back.

      It was time to make this right.

      “Actually, Andrew,” I leaned forward to the partition. “I think it’s time we go for a drive. There’s someone missing from this car and this night that we have to go get.”

      Andrew had worked for me for years, and I had no doubt that he knew what’d been going on with Bella and I.

      Good.

      No more hiding this. No more keeping to the shadows.

      I wanted to tell the whole fucking world about the girl I loved.

      I passed him my phone, with her parent’s address called up on it — the one I’d had some of my people find while en route back to the States. His eyes darted to mine in the review mirror.

      “Sir—”

      “I’m usually more than happy to hear your consultations, Andrew, but this time—”

      “Sir, the roads are getting really bad.”

      My jaw tightened as I glanced through the front windshield at the snow coming down in white sheets outside the hangar.

      Fuck.

      It did look like shit out there. Downtown Boston was one thing, getting back to our townhouse from the airport would be a breeze. Getting to the suburbs would be a dangerous nightmare. Even more, I had the kids with me.

      I swore under my breath.

      “Sir? If I may?”

      I looked up.

      “The roads are bad, sir, but I believe the air might not be as bad. Dangerous, but…” He grinned at me. “What was the point of all those lessons if you never take it up, right?”

      The grin spread across my face.

      “Do I look crazy to you, Andrew?”

      He grinned at me. “Sir, I believe a man in love will do all sorts of things that might seem crazy to everyone else.”

      “I believe you’re right,” I growled. “Make the call.”

      “With pleasure, sir.”

      I turned back to my kids. “Hey guys?” I grinned at them. “Your dad’s gotta go do something, so Andrew’s going to take you home, okay?”

      Beckham’s face fell, and I could see Lillian about to cry when I leaned close and smiled. “You see, I think there’s been a mistake, because actually, I think Bella’s going to spend Christmas with us after all.”

      Their faces lit up.

      “Really?” Beckham gasped.

      “Really, buddy. Thing is, I just have to go get her.”

      They both grinned eagerly.

      “Think you can watch your sister until I get back?”

      My son nodded and I grinned as I leaned in and kissed his cheek. “Good man. Andrew?” I turned back just as he finished making the call to the airport staff. “Get them home safe.”

      “On my life, sir.”

      We nodded at each other before I turned back to my kids, kissing them again before stepping out of the car.

      “This way, Mr. Kensington.”

      I nodded sharply, pulling my coat tighter as I followed the hangar crewman outside, away from the planes.

      …To the helicopter, prepped, fueled, and ready on the landing pad.

      Andrew was right — I’d spent far too much time in training for this thing for it not to count when I needed it to. And right then?

      Right then, I needed it to count, because I had to get to the girl I loved.

      Immediately.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 19

        

        Isabella

      

    
    
      “Honey.”

      I awoke to the sound of my mom’s voice in the darkness of my room, and I frowned. “Mom?”

      “Honey, I think you need to come see this.”

      “Is everything okay?” My eyes adjusted to the darkness of the room, and I could see the strange look on her face, my dad’s expression equally weird behind her. “What’s wrong?”

      “Nothing, Bella,” my dad said, that strange look on his face. “But you need to come see this, now.”

      I slipped from my bed, grabbing a sweatshirt, as I followed my parents out of the room. The house was mostly dark, but I frowned at the lights flashing outside.

      And the sound.

      Was that the storm?

      “What is that?”

      My dad turned as we got to the bottom of the stairs by the front door and grinned. “Honey, I think it’s for you.”

      He pulled open the front door, and I gasped.

      The storm raged in the dark night sky, but there, slowly descending with lights flashing, pitching wildly in the wind, was a helicopter.

      A helicopter with “Kensington” written on the side of it.

      And suddenly, my heart was in my throat. Suddenly, my jaw dropped as I stepped outside, heedless of the wind around and snow under my feet as I watched the chopper madly descend though the storm, right into our front yard. It pitched again, yanking wildly to the side right before it touched down, and I gasped before it righted and came down with a thud.

      The engine began to wind down, the lights turned off, and the blades began to slow.

      The door kicked open, and there, jumping out and marching right towards me like he was ready to devour me, was Colin.

      The man I loved.

      And then I was running, right through the snow in my freaking bare feet as I raced through the storm towards him. I didn’t care about what people thought, or what this was between us, or even Helen’s threats anymore.

      He wrapped his arms around me, pulled me tight against him, and kissed me, and I knew everything else would work out.

      Because we had each other.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 20

        

        Colin

      

    
    
      People say happy endings don’t exist in real life.

      Those people are goddamn idiots.

      They do. It’s not always easy, and it isn’t always just handed to you. And sometimes you have to walk right up to life and demand it. But if you’ve got the will, and the drive, and strength to not let go of the things you want, it’s there for the taking.

      She was my happy ending.

      It wasn’t exactly the best way I could have imagined meeting her parents for the first time — almost crashing a goddamn helicopter into their house, and then madly claiming their daughter’s lips right there in front of them, barefoot in the snow no less.

      But like I said, life doesn’t always come easy, or how you think it should.

      Introductions were made as I carried Bella inside. They knew who I was, of course, but they knew me from the papers, and as Isabella’s employer.

      I looked her father right in the eye and set the record straight. Like a man — a man in love with a girl and ready to fight the world for her.

      And if they were concerned at first about my intentions, especially with my being so much older, I put those to rest as I calmly told them I was in love with Bella, that I’d never not be in love with her, and that I’d protect her and care for her with everything I had.

      I left out the bit about our first meeting.

      After that, as her father made a pot of coffee, I sat down with a phone and I made things right.

      All of it.

      I called my legal team first, making sure they were armed to the teeth and ready for battle and anything Helen tried to throw our way. The pictures were bad, but her coming to Paris was probably worse. She’d actually broken the terms of her parole from the crash in leaving the country.

      Next, I called my contacts at Mass General. Fuck Dr. Christopher Peters, who Helen thought was her ace in the hole. She knew a guy on the board?

      Good for her. I knew everyone else on the board, including the chairman.

      A quick inquiry turned up all sorts of shit on Dr. Peters, including preferential treatment of certain higher-end clients willing to pay cash, the fact that he was selling medical records to highest bidders, and icing on the cake — the proof they found of him selling prescription meds.

      That last one is a Federal offense, by the way. It’s also what they strip you of your license for.

      Next, I called my own doctors and made sure Isabella’s mother would begin treatment that week.

      All bills to be sent to me.

      It turns out her prognosis for recovery was fantastic as well, since they’d caught it so early.

      By four in the morning, I was exhausted. Mr. and Mrs. Winters had gone to bed and Bella long ago crashed on the couch. I scooped her up into my arms, bringing her upstairs, and laid her in her bed. She murmured sleepily as I undressed her and got her under the covers. I peeled my own shirt off before climbing in after her, only then realizing that her eyes were open.

      “Hi there.”

      She grinned. “You came for me.”

      “Of course I did.”

      She smiled, pulling close to me as the wind howled outside. “So I guess this means—”

      “This means I love you, in case that wasn’t clear.”

      She grinned as I leaned in and kissed those lips.

      “I love you too.” That mischievous look that I’d come to love crossed her face. “Sir,” she added with a husked voice.

      We both moaned as we melted together, my hands sliding over that body I’d craved since she left, my mouth claiming those lips that were mine. I slipped her t-shirt up her body, pushing it over her breasts as my hand slid to cup and tease them. She whimpered quietly into my mouth, rocking her panty-clad hips against me as she ran her hands over my bare chest and abs.

      “I want you in my mouth,” she gasped, her eyes hot with lust. My cock throbbed and I growled, my hand sliding down to roughly grab her ass. She pulled away, slipping the t-shirt off and pulling at my briefs before I caught her wrist, stopping her.

      “Not so fast, Ms. Winters.” I grinned. “Here, now.” She gasped as I grabbed one of her legs and spun her around, dragging her up my body until her panty-covered pussy was hovered above my mouth, her legs on either side of me. Bella whimpered as my hand slid over her ass, my breath hot against her sweet little pussy through her panties.

      “Oooh, yes, sir,” she moaned quietly. Her hands slid down my abs to the waist of my underwear, which she pushed down my legs. My cock sprang free, and she cooed as she wrapped her fingers around it and started to stroke me.

      I pulled her down, yanking her panties to the side and letting my tongue slowly drag across her dripping wet pussy. She leaned forward, and I groaned as she damn near inhaled my cock, her sweet lips wrapping tight around it as she sucked me into her throat.

      I pushed my tongue deep inside in response, tasting her perfect pussy and making her squirm as my hands grabbed her ass tightly. I moved her back and forth, fucking her with my tongue before I moved to her clit. I wrapped my lips tight around her little bud, teasing it with my tongue. I gathered wetness from her slick pussy and slid it up to tease her tight little ass.

      She went wild on my cock.

      She bobbed her mouth up and down, moaning widely as her tongue swirled over my crown. Her hands reached down to cup my balls, her fingers teasing me, and I groaned into her drooling pussy.

      I could have come down that throat all night, but I wanted more.

      Bella moaned as I slid out from under her, my cock slipping from her mouth.

      “Sneaky,” she said coyly, biting her lip as I spun her around. “I wanted to taste your cum.” She gasped quietly as I pulled her into my lap, her legs going astride my hips, my cock pressing hotly against her pussy.

      “Would you take a rain check on that if I promise to fuck this sweet little pussy until it comes all over my big cock instead?”

      Her eyes went wide, and I grinned. I liked that I could make her blush like that, that I could scandalize her.

      My hands grabbed her tight little ass firmly as I centered my cock at her entrance.

      “Just like that,” I husked into her ear. “Be a good girl and sit right down on that cock.”

      She moaned, kissing me fiercely as she started to sink her tight, wet slit right down my throbbing shaft. “Fuck,” she hissed. “Like this, sir?”

      “Just like that,” I groaned as she sunk all the way down. “Exactly like that.”

      We went slow that night at first, her rocking on top of me, my hands gripping her ass and grinding up into her as we made love in her room. She rode me up and down, her head thrown back, her hair strewn across her face, her fingers clawing at my back as she came again and again for me.

      And then I’d pulled out, spun her face down on the mattress, made her bite the pillow, and fucked her like I knew she wanted to be fucked. With her parents sleeping right down the hall and her screams drowning in her pillow, I’d fucked that sweet pussy until she’d begged me to come — slamming her into the mattress on every thrust, her hair in my fist as she came like like a girl possessed.

      And finally, I’d groaned, sliding in deep and gasping into the skin of her back as I’d pumped every single drop of my cum deep inside her.

      After that, we slept like the dead, my arms wrapped around her and her breath on my chest.

      Just like I’d wanted.

      The perfect Christmas gift.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Epilogue

        

        Isabella

      

    
    
      When we’d woken up the next morning, the storm had died down. And in it’s wake, we all woke to a perfect winter scene of stillness and fresh snow. We had coffee in the kitchen I’d grown up in, before Colin invited all of us — my parents included — back to his home for Christmas Eve brunch.

      He flew us.

      Over the gorgeous, fresh winter snow, Colin flew me and my stunned parents back to the helipad at one of his buildings back in Boston. A waiting car took us to his townhouse, where his kids ran out the front door to wrap their arms around him, and then me. Andrew made us brunch, my parents tried to swallow the shock of where they were, and Colin went out of his way to promise them he had every best intention for me.

      That night, in front of the Christmas tree, he proved it even further, when he got down on one knee and asked me to marry him.

      I don’t think any Christmas Eve will ever top that one.

      After that, we just drifted into our very own happy ever after. I moved in permanently immediately, and married Colin the following summer.

      Needless to say, we got a new nanny for Beckham and Lillian.

      The kids were a big part of me coming into his life, and he told me later that their warming to me the way they did was one of the biggest reasons he’d asked me to be his wife. I had a special kind of relationship with them, and I carried the responsibility of that relationship with the highest regard. I wasn’t their mother — that I made clear. Stepmom, yes, but as broken as she was, they did have a mother. I loved the two of them as if they were my own kids, of course, but it was never my place to replace Helen, only to act as a better caregiver to them than she could be.

      There was a sweet spot I found, somewhere between “friend” and “mom,” and it worked out wonderfully for all of us for a time.

      Well, until the incident.

      Helen had broken the terms of her parole by flying to Paris to intimidate Colin and I. A more vindictive man would have come after her for everything, and made sure she never saw her kids again. But while he was firm, and viciously protective of those he loved, the man I married wasn’t cruel.

      Colin did eventually — eventually — grant supervised, in-home visitation of the kids with Helen. It was for Beckham and Lillian, of course, not for her, and for a time, it worked.

      That is, until she’d shown up drunk to one of the visits and tried to attack Colin with a taser she’d smuggled into the house. After that, and after they found evidence of her planning another lawsuit against Colin — a breach of the terms of her visitation — Colin shut that door for good.

      Cruel? No. Fiercely protective? You bet.

      The thing is, Helen hadn’t ever actually been after her children, just a way back to Colin and his bankroll. After the incident at the house, when it was quite clear to her that she was never getting her hooks into him again, she quite readily and willingly signed away all parental rights to her kids. After that, she’d flown off to Europe somewhere with the disgraced Dr. Peters.

      Her just giving up Beckham and Lillian like that sickened me though, and after that, the dynamic of our relationship changed.

      Because after that, I formally adopted them as my own.

      I finished school at Harvard, moved on to the Business School graduate program at the same college, and eventually moved into a leadership position with one of Colin’s acquisition firms. I loved the work and the challenges, and I loved that I’d been afforded a chance to do the work I’d always wanted to do.

      I also really loved that my boss would occasionally drop by my office, lock the door, bend me over my desk with my hands tied behind my back, and fuck me until I was a puddle.

      Separation of work and play?

      No thanks.

      Bridgette was born three years after we married — a beautiful baby girl and an anchor that just tied our little family all together.

      Colin was nothing I was ever looking for, and yet everything I hadn’t even known I wanted. The kind, loving husband that centered me, the warm, doting father to our children.

      And yet, he never stopped being the other things I loved about him.

      Dominant.

      Wickedly dirty and toe-curlingly demanding and controlling when I needed him to be.

      We had both the sugar and the spice — the warm fuzzy love and the down and dirty steam that kept me moaning for more and begging for it harder. And he never disappointed on either front.

      We still sometimes would go back to that club, where it all began. We’d approach each other as strangers, he’d buy me a drink, he’d let his hand trail over my skin. And just like that first time, I’d be dripping wet for him in seconds.

      He’d take me through the crowds, pull us into the bathroom, tear my panties away from me and fuck me hard and dirty — rough and controlling just like I craved and just how he loved.

      But unlike the first time, those times, we’d leave together, and go back the the life and the family we’d created together. And maybe that wasn’t everyone’s idea of love. Maybe to some people, my husband fucking me against the tiled wall of a nightclub bathroom with my torn panties binding my hands behind my back and my hair wrapped around his fist until I came like a banshee was something to look down on. Maybe to some people, him pulling me back through the club afterwards with our clothes disheveled, the sweet bruises from our roughness already rising, and his cum dripping down my thigh wasn’t love at all.

      Those people didn’t bother us one bit, because it was for us.

      We had it all, and that’s what mattered. We had the family, the love, and the sweet and the hot.

      Sugar and spice, as they say, makes everything nice.

      

      The End.
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