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    For Julie Kerchkof


    The smiles you give me, and your support can never be repaid. I only hope I can live up to the friend you have been.


    Thanks Babe.
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    DEVIN


    I’m a prick and I’m damn good at it. I’ve never really hurt anyone who didn’t deserve it.


    Well…until Nina. My behavior toward her, though unforgivable in some aspects, had always been about protecting her, from me, from my wife and from a long line of mistakes I’d never be able to correct. I’d handled almost every situation in the last few years in one way or another on her behalf, or with her in mind. She was embedded in me, a part of me, and was now the reason I sat behind my desk staring out of my window instead of ensuring my next client’s fortune.


    I could never forget the surge of need that shot through me the first time I laid eyes on her. Long silky hair, breathtaking eyes, and lips amongst perfectly contoured high cheekbones. Petite, but completely alluring, her curves mesmerizing with her movements. From leg to lips her body was a beacon of sin. She wasn’t oblivious to the effect she had on the men around her, she just didn’t seem to care.


    Or the first time she walked into my office. She was already a wealthy woman, but wore it horribly. She wasn’t classless. She was very well spoken. Not completely the white trash, lottery ticket winner I had envisioned. She was easy prey when I approached her at the Admiral’s Club. Her dress was as ill fitting then as it was the day she stood in my office completely clueless and looking to me for answers.


    “Ms. Scott, please have a seat.” I gestured as she walked in, taking a look around.


    “Nice,” she said quickly, trying to mask her awe at the size of it. I grinned.


    “So the reason I approached you was to see who was handling your investment banking,” I said smoothly, pushing my portfolio toward her. “If you haven’t had a chance to look online, here is a list of our clients.” She opened the leather bound folder, eyeing it briefly. I knew she didn’t recognize the names on the list. I had researched her a bit. She grew up local, married some douche bag in college and quit to live the American dream, to become a housewife and mother, though the latter was never carried out. She did not have a child bearing figure. She was petite, her body perfectly tight.


    Stay on point, Devin.


    “Anyway, those aren’t important.” I didn’t want to embarrass her. My intentions were simple. I wanted her millions and I wanted to multiply them and hand some of the profit back to her while keeping the rest. “I’m just going to be honest with you, Mr. McIntyre,” she said, crossing her legs. “I have no idea what I’m doing when it comes to things like this. Until now, my best tool for utilizing my money was to buy economy size packages of hamburger meat and separate them into freezer bags.” I laughed loudly and watched her squirm. Her face reddened considerably and I knew instantly she regretted saying it.


    She studied my face, searching for some sign she could trust me. I didn’t give her anything. “Ms. Scott, I simply want to run a few things by you. You can have your lawyer look them over and decide what you think is best for you.”


    “Fair enough,” she said with a smile.


    That smile started it.


    I knew she had recently finalized a divorce. She was a little thin and I could see the bags under her eyes from lack of sleep. I felt the need to protect her then. It wasn’t subtle, but a sharp lash to my chest. This woman had no clue how to handle her new fortune. I stood up, rounding my desk.


    “Nina, I’m going to be honest with you. You need to really look before you leap at this point. I’m sure you are aware of the horror stories of those who come into fortune and lose it quickly.”


    “Well aware,” she countered with a hint of bitterness. I knew her ex-husband had done a number on her. It wasn’t my problem and I couldn’t help her with that.


    “Just be careful. Don’t believe me or take my word for it. Hire someone, someone who knows what they are doing, who can ensure you are protected in every move you make.”


    “Isn’t that your job?” she said, looking up at me, her gray eyes making me forget my focus. The woman was absolutely stunning.


    “Not exactly,” I answered, taking the seat next to her. “I plan to gamble a bit with the money you allow me to play with. It’s a process. But I can guarantee you are in good hands.”


    “You’re reputable. I did research that much,” she said with another smile. My body tightened in reaction. Her long brown hair looked like spun silk lying on her shoulders. I wanted to reach out and touch it, but mostly I wanted those heart shaped lips wrapped around my cock. “So, before you and I start investing, let’s get you a right hand to form a corporation. I’ll have a friend at another firm make a recommendation, so I won’t have a hand in the matter.” I stood up and heard her faint words.


    “Thank you,” she whispered. I looked down at her and saw the sincerity in her face. “I know you say not to take your word for it, but I have a feeling it might not be such a bad thing to trust you.”


    “Make me earn it,” I added, “and make everyone else. You’ve done a hell of a thing, Ms. Scott.”


    “Thank you,” she said, reaching for my hand. I shook hers politely before she turned to walk out. “Beautiful,” I said audibly.


    I’d never said a damn thought out loud without intention in my life. This woman had just fucked that up.


    She paused, so I knew she’d heard it, but didn’t say a word as she left my office. And just like that, this prick fell in love.


    “Mr. McIntyre, Mrs. McIntyre line one.” I cleared the haze and picked up the phone, dreading the exchange to come.


    “Eileen.”


    “Darling, when will you be home?”


    Acid curdled in my stomach, making its way up at her words. “I was just thinking about your pretty little head.”


    “Oh,” she said cautiously.


    “Yes, I was picturing it under the guillotine.”


    “I don’t have time—”


    “I was thinking,” I interrupted her, “of how easy Henry VIII had it. The man was onto something.” “Amusing,” she said dryly. “I need you home tonight.”


    “Where you sleep is not my home. You want appearances, fine, but don’t fucking call that my house.” I was shorter with her than usual today, resentment brewing out of my every pore from what she’d cost me.


    I hated my wife. “Fine.” Her voice was stern, a sign an imminent threat was coming. “Our anniversary dinner is this evening. Just a few close friends.”


    “And I need to attend because?” I smiled, knowing I was playing with fire. “Be here by seven, guests will arrive at eight,” she snapped.


    “When the fuck are you going to let me out of this?” I snapped back. “When you’ve served your time,” she said quickly then hung up.


    I’m fucked.


    A month ago, I was so fucking close to being rid of her. The satanic slut I called a wife had not only robbed me of the last seven years, but was now dangling my livelihood in front of me. Everything I worked for she held in the palm of her hand. And I let her have it. I’m a very smart man who made a very bad decision. And the mistakes I am paying for are not my own. I glanced at my phone.


    NINA: Have your office send over the paperwork for the sale. One condition, you never contact me again socially or otherwise.


    I deserved that. I knew I deserved it. For the last few months, I’ve been a complete bastard to her. I had to hand it to her, though. She was tough and she’d loved me well. Knowing she wouldn’t believe the truth in the words, I sent the text anyway. There was no way she would ever deem me sincere.


    I’ll miss you, Nina.


    I threw my phone down, knowing I would get no response.


    She was finally done with me. The pain creeping through my chest as subtle as a heavily swung axe told me I was far from done with her.
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    NINA


    It’s like life had just handed me the golden ticket and said, “Sorry, my bad you didn’t read the fine print. You can’t have fucked a relative.”


    I left Aiden that night to start his set at the bar. He didn’t notice me stiffen in his arms at the mention of his last name. After a slow tender kiss goodnight, I abandoned him to completely freak out in the safety of my town car. On the way home, I Googled everything I could about Devin. His LinkedIn had a clear business profile, but said absolutely nothing about his personal life, including his wife.


    Nothing new there.


    How could I have been so stupid? I knew him for over a year before I dated him for six months, blissfully ignorant until his wife actually called me to let me know I was his mistress, and one of many. And when I went to confront Devin the very same hour she’d berated me on the phone, he was fucking her on his desk. He didn’t look surprised to see me in the least, nor did he come after me.


    Devin loathed her, this much I knew after the fact. And if he’d had other affairs, it was due to that fact alone. I may not have been the first, but I was most definitely his last. Up until the point I ended it, at least. Pain pierced my chest at the thought. Eileen had him trapped somehow; he’d never cared enough about me to tell me why. I continued to sleep with him out of spite toward her after she’d purposefully ruined me publicly a number of times—and because I loved him desperately, but that was another illusion.


    It wasn’t until a few weeks later when she’d shunned me at my first social gathering that I realized she’d set the whole thing up. Devin had confirmed as much to me without so many words. I’d watched them a little more closely than other people. I'd seen him openly glare at her once or twice when backs were turned. Only a fool would believe they were anything more than publicly married. But I was the only one who truly cared to take a second look. After a solid month of endless humiliation at the hands of his cunning wife, remorse turned into anger. I’d taken Devin by the cock, led him into the coat check closet and fucked all my frustration out. Deserving or not, he was all I had and I used it to my advantage. I lost a large piece of self-respect that night while Devin eyed me warily as he zipped his pants. He didn’t question my intent and simply took what I offered him.


    I should have known.


    Then again, the man lived like a bachelor. Aside from the handful of weekends we went away, we rarely spent the night together. I assumed it was his determination to keep our relationship private. He didn’t want anyone at his investment firm knowing he was fucking a client. I’d never held it against him, but it did make me curious. I was too busy starting Scott Solutions to wonder, or do anything about it. And he’d made me happy. He’d never offered me more than sex and friendship, and I took it and ran with it. I was to blame for the lack of control over my feelings getting involved, but I never had a chance with him.


    Devin was magnetic, raw, hungry, beautiful, and ambitious. Power emulated from his intense deep blue gaze to his fingertips.


    Devin never held my hand after I’d found out, nor did he apologize. As the months progressed, I was reintroduced to him and in a completely different way. I’d let him continue to have my body, treat me as less, and all for the sake of spite, or so I told myself. I’d been cheated on and no matter how much I loathed his wife, I’d taken part in the affair knowingly and without empathy for her. It was wrong. I was wrong. And still … I loved him.


    Back to the matter at hand, Nina.


    I’d just been fucked and fucked well by Aiden, and my mind was still on Devin. Would it ever end?


    Aiden was new, fresh, exciting, and completely single. I had slept in his bed, dined in his home. He seemed an open book. I was the one who had been hesitant to share. Now I had questions, and so many of them I was reeling. I’d jumped into another sexual relationship without asking the important ones.


    I Googled Aiden and found nothing but a small mention in an article about his band.


    I already knew enough about Devin to know he didn’t have any brothers. Even if they were estranged, there was no reason for Devin not to have mentioned it in the time we spent together. Then again, Devin wasn’t the most reliable source.


    Aiden, Devin, it seemed obvious someone had matched their names purposely this way.


    Cousins? I put my head in my hands with a groan. If I asked Aiden and he questioned me, it could be disastrous. Would he be disgusted? Could he overlook it? Could I?


    FUCK YOU, LIFE!


    I didn’t need to jump to conclusions. McIntyre was a pretty common name. They did not resemble each other in the slightest. The confidence they both shared wasn’t necessarily a reason to panic. They were both amazing in bed, but I was sure that had nothing to do with genetics.


    Okay … so I could ask Devin, except less than twenty-four hours ago I told him I never wanted to speak to him again. How would he interpret my sudden twenty questions? Did it matter? Was it just a coincidence?


    I wasn’t that fucking naïve. I dialed Taylor. “Boss,” she said, breathlessly. “Taylor, did I catch you at a bad time?” I asked with a smile.


    “No.” She exhaled slowly. “Just working out.”


    Something in her tone told me different, but as always, I didn’t prompt. “I have an issue.”


    “Okay, hit me,” she said, her breath now under control.


    “How do I find out if two people are related without asking them directly, or anyone else? I guess I’m asking you if we are able to get a background check?”


    “Why are you question-marking the end of that sentence and who are you afraid of?”


    “No one,” I said quickly. “This is personal.”


    “Go ahead,” she said with humor in her voice. I felt my cheeks heat as uncertainty raced through me. Well, fuck it. If I was going to be in limbo, I would be armed with the right information. “I think I might’ve bagged a set of brothers.”


    “Oh God, that bastard has a brother. Lord help us all,” Taylor said comically. “I don’t think so. I mean, I’m not sure. So can I get one on the both of them?”


    “Of course you can. You have enough to buy the info, Nina. I know just who to call. Send me everything you have on them both.”


    I breathed out a sigh of relief. “You still haven’t signed that paperwork on the land. It was couriered over this afternoon.”


    “I will in the morning,” I said as Carson pulled up to my drive.


    “It’s a shame,” she said, sounding forlorn. “It was beautiful.”


    “And more trouble than it was worth,” I said, thinking it ironic I thought the same of Devin. “It belongs to Devin’s wife’s family. So there’s that. I can meet you at the office now.” I sat in the backseat, ready to direct Carson to my building. I needed to accomplish something, to distance myself from the situation. I felt like it was a sudden lifeline.


    The sooner I got rid of Devin and his wife, the sooner I could breathe easier. “I…”


    Taylor had never been speechless. “Taylor?”


    “I’m in Savannah,” she admitted then sighed apologetically.


    “The morning, then,” I offered after a brief pause.


    “I’ll be there early,” she replied, guarded.


    “I won’t, so don’t worry about it.”


    “Goodnight.” She hung up without responding.


    My wheels were already full speed, so I didn’t have time to wonder about Taylor’s whereabouts. I sat back in my seat as a message came through.


    DEVIN: You didn’t sign the papers.


    NINA: You aren’t allowed to text me.


    DEVIN: It’s not over yet.


    NINA: Tomorrow.


    DEVIN: That’s tomorrow, see me tonight.


    I didn’t bother entertaining him and completely ignored the ache in my chest. I climbed out of my car, determined to find more answers.


    But the truth was, I already knew somehow they were connected. I felt it in every fiber of my being.


    


    

  


  
    



    [image: ]


     


    DEVIN


    I arrived to my anniversary party thirty minutes after eight, and an hour and a half after she was expecting me. Knowing I’d raised my wife’s blood pressure considerably before I’d got there was a small victory. Eileen’s parents and sister were seated in our dining room and looked at me expectantly for an explanation, which I didn’t give.


    “I apologize,” I said, quickly taking my seat at the head of the table then grabbed my glass. “To my wonderful wife, happy anniversary.”


    The rest of our guests, minus her sister, raised their glasses in praise of their fair hostess then began to devour the first course. Always in fucking courses with Eileen. She considered dinner an event. It was never a quick bite, just a slow and agonizing task, especially with her choice of company. Our anniversary gave reason to prolong it even further, a celebration of our farce of a marriage. She’d even brought out her eighteenth century china. As the drab conversation rolled on, I drank, heavily, ignoring the second and third course¸ opting for a courteous nod or short sentence of reply. Looking over at Eileen, I recalled our wedding day. I was fond of her then, and she was once a tiger in the sac. I was never a man for sentiment, and love wasn’t a requirement for me. Love wasn’t the reason for my union, though I couldn’t deny I’d felt strongly about the possibility when I married my wife.


    It was a partnership. I didn’t need her money. I wanted to play the game. I was in it for the thrill. I wanted to drive a stake into the heart of the city, make my claim and start my empire. Although I had my partners, I needed the connections she had in Charleston to grow my business. I married her for her name, but it didn’t hurt I was fond of her classic beauty and her wit. She was sharp and stealthy when she worked a room and I needed someone beside me that adhered to the wealthiest appetites, to attract them and bring them in. I was old money, but when I moved here from Savannah ten years ago, I needed a shoe-in, a way to easily marry myself with the elite. Something she could do with her name alone. The world was my oyster at twenty-nine when I married her.


    I got that so fucking wrong.


    After a few years of ignorant bliss, she started withholding sex at her whim. She’d made it perfectly clear that I was to do as she wished. Happy wife, happy life.


    I ignored her. I was busy growing my firm and didn’t bother to try and save the marriage. She had her agenda: to live and die exactly like her mother. And I had mine. She thought I was weak.


    Stupid cunt.


    “Seven years, Devin,” her mother piped. “It’s time for the itch.” She couldn’t have handed me a more loaded statement. I caught Eileen’s gaze that told me not to go there and gave her a small smirk. “I have a feeling I will fare well.”


    Eileen plastered a smile on her face. The truth was, no one at the table was blind. There was a large elephant stomping all over the renaissance style, oak dining table that we all ignored. Her mother numbed herself with her anti-depressants while her father aided me by taking advantage of my abuse and cruelty with my new ten-thousand-dollar bottle of Macallan, an anniversary gift from my wife. Her sister, Sandra, glared around at all of us while we ate. She apparently was in a good mood, because insults weren’t flying between her and Eileen. When the two were amicable, it usually had something to do with me. There was only one woman I despised as much as my wife, and that was her sister. Sandra lived in Savannah in what I was sure was a dark cave where she sacrificed defenseless animals and small children before cleansing herself in their blood. There was no deity worthy of her praise that she could possibly hold in higher regard as much as she did herself. She radiated evil and I, along with my wife, shared open contempt for her. I would normally question her presence in the house, but it was clear to me Eileen had her here as a subtle reminder of her case against me and to keep me on my toes. Sandra was as much to blame as my dear wife for my predicament. “Sandra, how good of you to come.” I raised my glass, prodding her with my wolf grin. “Will you be staying long?”


    “Just long enough for dessert.” She smiled. “And maybe while I’m in town, visit an old friend or two.”


    Touché, cunt.


    And finally there was Mr. and Mrs. Theodore Marion, Eileen’s closest friends and two of the wealthiest people in Charleston, because it was completely fucking necessary for them to share in our wedding anniversary celebration. Everything was an occasion. Honestly, I was surprised this was the extent of our guests. Two years ago, before I’d met Nina, I’d asked my wife for a divorce.


    Two years ago, she declared she wouldn’t grant me one and swore she’d find leverage to keep me.


    Two years ago, my wife had fumbled around blindly in the dark and found that leverage with the help of her sister. Two years ago, I became a slave to her will.


    I had no choice but to trust her out of desperation and she’d turned the tables, demanding my loyalty and public fidelity in exchange for bailing me out. She kept secrets for me, and in exchange I had turned into the puppet she’d always wanted. One short month later, my salvation walked into the Admiral’s Club and I saw a glimmer of hope. After months of meetings, I’d purposefully avoided a few appointments to avoid fucking her. I needed her business. Nina was the key to getting my life back since it had all fallen apart. I rolled the liquid around in my tumbler, thinking of the last bottle I’d savored. My body tensed in recognition. I was christening my sailboat, The Talisman, with Nina. I had met with Nina again several times and over the first year I’d known her, I’d never gotten close enough to where I couldn’t resist her. She had been my biggest challenge. When Eileen agreed to let me take residence in downtown while she remained on Seabrook Island, I had rejoiced in the prospect of my prison break. My first priority was becoming free of her and because I was so damned close to my goal, I rewarded myself with Nina.


    She was my one and only affair. Nina had done what I had advised. She’d formed her company, Scott Solutions, and had given me millions to play with. I was fine gambling with her money, but never my own. That was my rule. It was also my job. And when it came to Nina and investing, I could do no wrong, hence the name of my boat. It was named after her, though I’d never told her. She was my talisman, my charm, my fresh air. I’d never made a single dollar on poor investments, or done a shady deal. Even the flipping of that fucking land and its consistent sale was legitimate, if only a little gray. No, it wasn’t poor business choices that got me here, it was my fucking heart, my conscience, my misplaced loyalty. Things I didn’t need to survive. Things that now mattered more than playing the game I set out to win. I had a new agenda: Get my life back, and if the gods saw fit, get Nina back as well.


    For now, all I had was a cold bed and cold hearted bitch who threatened to keep it that way. I spent the rest of my meal growing hard underneath my napkin at thoughts of Nina on my new sail boat.


    “It’s beautiful,” she said, turning to me with a wink. “Just how much am I paying you?”


    I smiled broadly. “Full disclosure, Ms. Scott. Check your email.”


    “I think it’s safe for us to be on a first name basis,” she said, grabbing my hand as I guided her onto the deck. It wasn’t an obnoxious boat, but it was impressive. I had enough to buy any of the fucking boats on the harbor, but sailing was my passion and I wasn’t doing this for show. This was what I loved and it seemed even more complete with the woman who had just graced the deck. “You look beautiful,” I said carefully.


    “Thank you,” she said, scanning the harbor. It was the start of summer, but the breeze was heavenly and lifted her long hair off of her shoulders. “Alright, captain, I learned a few things. I’m ready to help.”


    I chuckled as I took her in. She was overdressed in a yellow sundress and sandals, but it was subtle, and something deep inside my chest tugged in the moment she waited on me, her eyes expectant. She had put on a small amount of weight, and seemed to be polished well and was glowing. I pictured my mouth on her then, my tongue plunging deep inside her pussy and wondered what her moans would sound like.


    “I’ve got the whole of it,” I said, tying off then starting the motor.


    “Hey, that’s cheating!” she said, watching me steer out into the harbor.


    “Well, beautiful, we could spend the day trying to row ourselves out, but we’d be exhausted.”


    “Oh.” Her cheeks reddened. “Shit,” she said, further embarrassed.


    “Hey, beginner,” I said, hoping it helped, “make yourself useful and get me a beer.”


    “It’s like when I’m around you, what comes up, comes out an avalanche of stupid. I can’t imagine what you think of me.”


    I studied her long and hard before telling her what had more than once graced the tip of my tongue without spilling out. “I happen to like it that you are so candid with me,” I said as she smiled. “I also think you are fucking beautiful and prefer this view over any I’ve ever seen. As far as what I think about you, I think you know I do a lot of it.”


    She swallowed as she handed me a beer and looked around the flawless harbor. “I could get used to this.”


    “What?”


    “You calling me beautiful,” she whispered as she looked back at me. I’d seen it a few times since we met, but here she was making it perfectly clear. The feeling was mutual.


    “I’m curious, Nina,” I said, busying myself around the deck, completing the steps my father taught me, focusing the boom and getting ready to set the main sail. “How did you do it?”


    She stiffened as she studied me, using my advice against me. She would make me earn it. “How did I do what?”


    “How did a twenty-seven-year-old college drop-out, become a multi-millionaire in a year?”


    She smirked. “I did what you did. I saw an opportunity to gamble and I took it. Except, I didn’t have to seek it out. It came to me.”


    I stayed silent as I released the jib and set a cleat, urging her to continue.


    “I was a fat kid. I think it’s ironic now how my past torment is now the reason for my fortune. I was the epitome of an ugly duckling. I learned early on you had to have something going for you, either looks or money, and I had neither. So I made it a point to do something about it. I started young, thirteen or fourteen, I think. I wiped everything out of my diet except for rabbit food, began working out vigorously and in a year’s time … You get it. Anyway, I realized it was my only saving grace. I made it a hobby, I worked my ass off, literally, and it paid off. I was no longer the last girl to get invited to the dance. I was the first. Boys didn’t seem to worry about my bank account…then. So when I had to choose a major in college, I chose nutrition. I started to design a program for a class project and the rest is history.”


    “And you found an investor,” I said, watching her skirt tease me as it whipped in the wind with a near glimpse of what lay underneath.


    “She found me. Actually, it’s funny because that woman hadn’t ventured out as an investor in years. I sent it to the market to test it and she was the first in the pool to pick it up. She was convinced it was the next Atkins.”


    “She was right,” I said, grabbing my beer to join her and take the wheel. She was sipping a glass of the second bottle of champagne she brought. The first’s remains sinking to the bottom of the Atlantic after I gave it a love tap to christen the boat. “And are you happy with the results?” I asked, taking my place at the wheel.


    “Yes, no, I mean…” She looked at the heavens, shaking her head. “I’m happy that it helped so many people. I am still kind of reeling from it all. It was definitely a case of too much too soon.” She turned to me. “I’m not complaining and I’m thankful to you for steering me in the right direction.”


    “You’re welcome,” I said, opening a fresh beer.


    “It’s been a ride,” she said distantly. “And it’s only just begun.”


    It was then I saw her sadness. The kind of sadness I see in most of my clients when they realize money doesn’t solve everything.


    Money doesn’t solve people and those were the hardest burdens to bear.


    “Nina, you realize that with or without the money, you would still feel the way you feel.”


    “I should have known he was an asshole,” she said quickly. “How could I not see that? And everyone around me, it was like I was a pariah, even to my close friends. The friends I had long before my husband, they made me feel … guilty for the wealth. As if it was my fault they were still struggling. Suddenly we had nothing in common. I didn’t have kids and they were all starting families. I ran out of excuses to call and they didn’t bother to call me. I mean, what the hell is wrong with people?”


    Great, I was going to have to give her a pep talk. I sighed as I took in the tourist filled waterfront park from the harbor. We were in the midst of perfection and I needed to remind her of that.


    “Come here,” I said, grabbing her hand and pulling her to me. I’d never laid a hand on her until that moment and the jolt hit us both. My dick sang its praises.


    I pulled her in front of me so she could hold the wheel. She giggled as I draped myself around her and I felt her body tighten as she recognized all my blood was pulsing in my pants in the bulge beneath her. I wasn’t about to apologize for it, or hide my reaction to her. “This is you now,” I whispered in her ear as I cradled her. Immediately, I noted the goose bumps on her flesh, the change in her breathing. “Look at you, Nina, at the wheel. You didn’t need your fucking husband to get you here. You didn’t need me, either. You don’t need their approval to enjoy your success. And I think you know that. You did this yourself. Take control of it and don’t ever let another person steer you again. You earned this. Through hard work, and good fortune, you no longer have to compete with anyone. Own it.”


    “I didn’t know it was a competition,” she said in a small voice.


    “Sure you did,” I murmured, brushing my lips against her temple. “It’s what got you into the race in the first place.”


    She gripped my hands around the wheel and pushed her ass against me and I damn near moaned. I don’t moan.


    “Tell me what you want,” I said, my lips a whisper from the silky skin on her neck. The sun was getting lower and outlined her perfectly as she inhaled deeply and looked back at me.


    “I want you to kiss me.”


    I turned her body fully to me, gripped my hands on the wheel behind her and leaned in and brushed my lips against her. I pulled back and saw her disappointment.


    I raised a brow. “Not what you wanted?”


    “No,” she answered, her eyes burning with heat.


    “Tell me what you want,” I urged as she hesitated.


    “I’m not the type of woman—”


    “Oh, don’t disappoint me, Nina.” Pressing my brows together, I studied her perfect mouth. A mouth I’d spanked off to more times than I cared to admit. I wanted her mouth and I wanted it screaming my name. Encased in golden sunshine, she gave me the permission I wasn’t sure I would ask for if she waited much longer.


    “I want you to kiss me and mean it.” She paused for only a second. “Fuck it. I’ll kiss you.” She pressed her lips to mine firmly then slid her tongue along my bottom lip. One taste of her tongue and I was gone. I glanced behind her to assess the amount of time I had and then dove deep, sucking her tongue and nibbling her lips. She tasted of mint and champagne and I couldn’t get enough. She was easily one of the most beautiful women I had ever met. I took a risk in inviting her, but it didn’t fucking matter the minute I had that mouth. Kissing her was my undoing. Just a kiss in the middle of the harbor had ruined me. Her pussy would cripple me.


    I pulled away. “I am not a gentle lover,” I warned.


    “Oh?” she said smiling, “Even better.” She threw her arms around my neck, pulling me back to her. I sucked her lips dry.


    “I’m not sure I can be the man you need,” I reiterated, focusing on anything but my raging cock.


    Was I, Devin McIntyre, trying to talk a woman out of fucking me?


    Pathetic. I was a closer. That’s what I did. “Devin, it’s what I want. I am not asking for what I need. I’ve already gambled with that and lost. I just want this.” Her murmur echoed as she kissed my neck. “I just want today.”


    Far be it from me do deny her. And I didn’t. What I did do is turn her back around and lift that fucking yellow scrap of a dress until I had her beautiful laced ass in view. Still cradled, her back against me, she arched her body, putting herself on display.


    She had every right to showcase her body. It was a work of art. I slid my thumb into the back of her panties, gently stroking her ass as my fingers finally tasted her flesh. Closing my eyes, I breathed in deep as she moaned at my touch, making my dick jump. I gripped her hip with my other hand, pulling her back. As soon as her neck was exposed, I clamped my mouth over it, moving my bruising hand over her hip, as the other still underneath her underwear cupped her sex.


    She was soaked. I was hard. It was simple.


    Except it wasn’t.


    We weren’t alone. The harbor was busy, and not only that, I knew Eileen was somehow watching. I wouldn’t subject Nina to her. Not if I could help it. I had to make this quick. “Nina, I’m going to make you come,” I said, pulling her skirt over my hand to hide my workings as I slid a finger inside her. She bucked a little in reply, completely lost. “But I can’t fuck you here.”


    “Hmmm,” she said as a second finger joined the first. She was tight, hot, wet, and willing. I groaned. I do groan, in agony.


    “You like being fucked by my fingers?”


    “Yesssss,” she said breathily. “I want more.”


    “Do you?” My lips trailed the length of her neck as I pulled the moisture from her pussy and her body jerked in my arms when I mapped her clit. “I want my mouth here.” My confession came out hungry, causing her to arch further, her breath heavy. She was gone, moaning and meeting my fingers with her eager sweet pussy. I needed to taste her. I paused my workings as she protested with a hiss and took a finger into my mouth, dipping it right back into her. I savored the tangy taste as I used the same finger to push her over the edge. She came hard and fast and gripped the back of my head as she said my name low and pleading.


    “Everywhere my fingers touch will belong to me.” It was a promise. I trailed my fingers over every inch of available flesh, her sweet pussy, her thighs, her ass, her stomach, breasts and neck, ending with her lips. She sucked my finger, turning to look back at me, her eyes full of longing.


    My cock jerked again. “I want my mouth here,” she said, grabbing the bulk of my cock and squeezing roughly. I couldn’t agree with her more. I wanted it there, too, but it would have to wait.


    She stayed in my arms until I had no choice but to pull away and ready the boat for shore. She stayed quiet on the way back and I watched the wind pulling her long hair away from her face. God, she was heavenly. Even with a raging hard on, I found myself more content than I had been in years.


    “This doesn’t have to be anything, Devin. It can end the minute I step off this boat.” The look she gave me told me she meant her words. She sensed my hesitance and I almost told her the truth.


    Almost.


    “There are some things … things I’m working on. You and I being involved will complicate them.” Not bothering to look at her, I was ready for the inevitable.


    “I understand,” she said without emotion. The mood was broken and I felt the guilt.


    Why had I even asked her here with me? To fuck her? She was my best client. What the fuck was I doing?


    Assisting her off the boat, she turned back to me. “It was amazing and I loved every minute of it.”


    “I’ll take you anytime you want,” I whispered, placing a chaste kiss on her lips. “Stay safe, Nina.”


    Opening my celebratory bottle of Macallan, I took a long drink as I watched her approach her town car and felt the urgent tug. I couldn’t let her walk away. I needed to let her go. The realist in me knew it was for the best. I was forcefully married, she was newly divorced and had trust issues. We were a ticking time bomb, and yet as I watched her beautiful frame disappearing from my line of sight, everything in me screamed for her to stop. I felt like I was losing her already and I couldn’t prevent my legs from moving, nor the words from coming out. I caught up to her just as her driver was opening her door. He retreated gracefully, giving us privacy as he eyed me with curiosity. I grabbed her hand, kissing the back of it.


    “I want you, in every way, Nina. I think about you constantly. I just don’t want you to get hurt.”


    She looked at me with pleading eyes. “Then don’t hurt me.”


    But I did hurt her and every fear I had of us being together came true. Predicting the end and the way it would happen didn’t make it less painful, and now I was begging her to see me by text. And she wouldn’t even fucking answer me.


    Still in my suit, I sat on the grass at what was once home, piss drunk with my nearly finished bottle, staring at the pool we’d never used as Eileen approached.


    “That was pleasant. I think they enjoyed themselves,” she said as she watched me. I ignored her stare as she stood next to me, waiting for an invitation to join me that wasn’t coming.


    “Do you want to fuck?” I said, making a mockery out of the night. “Dear?”


    She scoffed as she tried to take my bottle, but I kept a tight hold on it. We struggled for a few seconds before she gave up.


    “You really should see a therapist,” she remarked.


    I couldn’t help the loud laughter that burst out of me.


    “I’m not the one living in denial,” I said, taking one last swig before emptying hundreds of dollars onto our perfect lawn.


    “Devin,” she hissed. “Waste.”


    I looked up at her, noting her freshly applied lipstick. It disgusted me. “You are worried about waste? Good to know, dear wife, because I’m hoping you’ll take into account the amount of years we have been in this useless union.”


    “You loved me once,” she said, completely void of any real emotion.


    “I tolerated you. I thought you were a good fuck, and the sad part is you are still beautiful. You can have any man you want, but me.”


    She crossed her arms as she sat next to me. “You made a promise. My mother and father have—”


    “Your mother and father do not want each other. They do not love each other. They are fucking institutionalized!”


    “Devin, don’t raise your voice, please. It’s our—”


    I stood up, glaring down at her as the dimly lit pool lighted her features. “Have you been faithful?”


    She looked up at me and I saw it. No, she hadn’t.


    “Devin, you put me in this position.”


    There was no reasoning with that kind of stupid. I wouldn’t beg for my freedom. I would earn it, the way I had earned everything else.


    “I can buy you out right fucking now. Let me out of this, or I’ll start over,” I hissed down at her.


    “Ah, but you can’t, can you? With your reputation ruined once I’m done with it, no one will trust you with their fortune. Not with the things you’ve done.”


    “I haven’t done a damn thing wrong but think marrying you was a good move,” I said, walking toward the house, ready to pass out face first so I could live to fight another day.


    “I’ll have her hurt,” she said, standing quickly, making the statement to my turned back. She sensed my resolve and she was resorting to threatening Nina…again. This time physically, though she didn’t say the words. Charging her, I held her by the neck. I’d never gotten physical with a woman in my life, at least not this way. I squeezed hard.


    “You’ll what? Eileen, you have tried the last of my patience. She is out of this. Don’t ever speak to me of her again.” I let go as her eyes bulged. I knew I hadn’t hurt her. I’d only meant to scare her and it worked. I’d scared her into stuttering.


    “I…I…I…” She looked at me as if I’d shot her. “I can’t believe you did that!”


    “Why is it so hard to believe? I loathe you, you sad, sick, sadistic bitch. I dream of the day your life will end. I fantasize the scenarios.” Even after all she’d done to ensure my misery, I tried to reason with her. “We were friends once, sincere friends. We may have a chance of parting the same way. End this now, let me buy you out and stop the rest of your threats!”


    “It’s over when I say it’s over,” she chided as she passed me to get into the house. “And your whore will pay for what she’s done to our marriage.”


    “Stay the fuck away from her, Eileen, or I will hurt you,” I said carefully. “You can play every fucking card in your hand to ruin me, but if you touch her, I will hurt you.”


    She whirled on me. “Why do you love her? Why, Devin? Why is she so worthy?”


    I shrugged out my honesty. “She makes me whole. You only wanted me for half.”


    Studying me with ever scrutinizing eyes, she shook her head in disgust, closed the door behind her, and locked it before turning off all the lights.


    “Happy anniversary!” I yelled at the dark house.


    It was never about money. It was about starting my own legacy. I took a shortcut by marrying Eileen, taking years off networking to get clients. Now it threatened to cost me my livelihood. She was right. If she carried out her threat and blew the whistle, I would lose my business completely and had no hope of starting over again. I sure as hell couldn’t go crawling back to my multi millionaire mistress penniless and begging her to house me while I tried to put the pieces of my reputation back together. Even then I wasn’t sure once she knew the truth as to why that she could look at me the same.


    The damage was fucking done.


    I made my way to my car, very aware that I wouldn’t make it past passing out in the front seat.
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    NINA


    Waking up to Aiden’s late night texts made me smile.


    AIDEN: Good night, sad girl. I sang for you tonight and went home smiling and thinking about…fucking. I hope you did as well.


    No, I hadn’t, because I was terrified I had again jumped into the sac with another mystery. It was time to get to know Aiden.


    I made my way to my desk in my home office and was surprised to see an email from Devin. It was a bottom line of the amount of profit he’d made me. I had to admit, I was impressed. He was good at what he did. The email was completely impersonal and thanked me for my business. I couldn’t help the emotion as I burst into tears he didn’t deserve. What the hell was I doing?


    My phone rang but I ignored it.


    Devin knew every side of me. That couldn’t be helped. Only Taylor and Carson got a glimpse of the woman who still lay beneath…and Aiden. I wiped the moisture from my face and smiled at the thought of him. Then my heart sank. If I were to discover he was related to Devin in any way, would I end it?


    I drove myself to work, intent on breaking ties. I would sign over that land and wait on the background checks. It was only then that I would have clear options. Though I was a silent partner in the sale of my fitness program, I’d evolved Scott Solutions into an entity of its own, bringing a direct line from inventor to investor. Taylor had thought of the concept and execution when we began forming our corporation. It gave me a sense of purpose, and it gave young inventors a new platform to cultivate their ideas and bring them to life. It was also fascinating to see what they came up with. We didn’t take much from either party, just a small amount off the top, a finder’s fee, and a portion of the proceeds after market.


    The idea went global within months and suddenly I was thrust into the spot light once again with an enormous work load, categorizing young inventors and their creations from not just the USA, but all over the world. We brought in a full staff, created jobs, and now had more than my first fortune to manage. I’d been selfish in the indulgences of my personal life and the way it would affect Taylor’s already enormous workload, especially when things went downhill with Devin. Taylor deserved far more than she was compensated for and I was changing that today.


    When Taylor had mentioned we were in this together, it was one-hundred-percent truth. She’d struck gold with her idea as well and had unfortunately given it to me. I was more than afraid of losing her. I needed her.


    “Good Morning, Taylor.”


    “Boss,” she said, typing away without looking up. “Boy do we have an agenda today.”


    “We do, but come see me. I have something for you.”


    She looked puzzled but nodded and followed me back.


    I pushed the contract that was couriered over from Devin’s office and asked if she’d reviewed it.


    “It’s legit,” she said, pushing it back toward me.


    “And this one,” I said, pushing forward another. She read for a few moments and then went deathly still.


    “It’s time for you to start gambling, Taylor.” Her eyes swelled with emotion, an absolute first in the two years I’d known her. I hadn’t even so much as encountered a menstrual mood swing since we’d been acquainted. Assessing her now, I knew I’d done the right thing.


    “You can’t do this!” she said, jumping from her seat. “You are handing me a fortune.”


    “And a stake in this company and the risk that goes with it. I’m committed, Taylor. I want you for the long haul. I’m a little selfish that way.”


    “Clearly you aren’t!” She shook from head to toe. The contract promised her a signing bonus of two million, a position as co-chair CEO with endless perks and an automatic twenty-percent share in the company with option to buy as much stock as allotted, making her a millionaire with the click of the pen.


    “I can’t accept this,” she said, turning ghostly pale.


    “I die tomorrow, no one gets it. Well, technically my father will inherit most of it, but he has enough. Taylor, you made this company what it’s become. You have organized my life and helped me through endless bullshit. I don’t want to be your boss anymore. I want to be your equal and your friend.” She stared at me as if I were insane. I laughed loudly. “I didn’t feel like I deserved the break I got either, but I took it. I want you to as well and you deserve this, Taylor, you do.” A single tear slid down her cheek and I sighed. “And when you’re done with your signature, your first order of business will be to tell me why the hell you are hanging out in Savannah.”


    She sat down again, reading the contract, and took a pen in her hand. I saw her body stiffen the more she read. I told them to make the offer irrefutable. They’d done their job.


    She lifted her eyes to mine with a smile. “I’ll sign this, but I think I’ll keep Savannah to myself, just for now.”


    “Fine.” I nodded to her, prodding her to sign and she did so accordingly at the marked tabs.


    “Keep that pen, it just made you a millionaire,” I said, repeating the words my investor said to me when my life drastically changed. I hadn’t done well by evidence of my recent mistakes, but I had zero doubts about Taylor.


    “I don’t know what to say,” Taylor whispered, looking down at the paperwork in disbelief.


    “How about we go over your new role,” I said carefully. She nodded as we both became excited with plans to expand the top floor and build her new office. She would carry out the task of hiring a new PA as soon as possible. It was done.


    With Taylor I felt safe.


    I was halfway through my work day when I heard the protest coming loud from Taylor.


    “You can’t go in there,” she said, following Eileen McIntyre into my office. Suddenly, I wanted my pen back. If not for a weapon, then for a dismissal, but I couldn’t seem to find one and the contract on my desk was the only thing keeping this woman in my life.


    “It’s fine, Taylor,” I assured her as she shut the door behind her.


    Eileen stood at the door, scanning my large office. She must have noticed I used Devin’s decorator.


    Good.


    “He has impeccable taste, that husband of yours,” I said, ridding my desk of the contract and bracing myself for the inevitable fight.


    “He used to,” she seethed as she turned her gaze to me, roving my appearance. We were polar opposites in the looks department. I was dark and she was light, but in contrast to reality, I wasn’t sure which of us light represented. We had both been tainted by Devin and our love for him, and our willingness to keep him.


    “Honestly, Eileen, I’ve wanted to apologize, woman to woman, but I really just don’t have it in me anymore. You win. I’ve ended it. He’s your burden. Please just leave me the hell alone.”


    “I honestly wish you’d made that decision a little sooner,” she said, taking a seat as I continued to stand.


    “You need to leave. We don’t have a damn thing to discuss. I have a company to run.” Her sneer was unmistakable in that she had no intention of leaving until she said her piece.


    “So self-important. Tell me, whore, how many times have you sucked my husband’s cock in this office?”


    I looked up in confusion, pretending to count, and then nailed her with the answer, “Two...No, wait…” I turned my head to the side, recalculating. “Three. Yes, definitely three.”


    “You will pay for that,” she said, completely serious.


    “I’ve already paid, and aren’t there several others that you should be making rounds to? According to you, I was one in a long line of many,” I snapped.


    She hesitated and I saw it. “You lied.”


    “So what if I did.” Her callous indifference had my claws embedded in my palms with a welcomed sting.


    I felt the pang in my chest and ignored it. It was all over, anyway. The milk that had spilled and soured was resonating throughout my life. I wanted it over.


    “Please, leave,” I said, deflating back into my chair, suddenly exhausted at the thought of the circles I’d been running in for months.


    She leaned over, placing her hands on my desk, palms flat. “You listen to me. Less than a week ago, you fucked my husband at a party I planned.”


    “I paid to attend that party and honestly, it was pretty drab. I needed a highlight.” The small tug at the corner of my lips didn’t go unnoticed.


    “You think because you have money now, street rat, that you are entitled?” I studied her perfectly styled chignon, her blue silk pantsuit, and manicured lips, and felt a small amount of pity. She was truly beautiful, and desperately clinging to a man that didn’t love her, had probably never loved her. I wasn’t sure Devin was capable, at least the Devin I’d known over the last few months.


    Pressing my lips together, I thought hard before I spoke. “Entitled is a word I would only use to describe women like you. Tell me, have you ever worked a day in your life?” She lowered her eyes in a bored glare. “Earned. I earned this. That’s the word I would use. I’m not a street rat, Eileen. I’m a threat and one you take very seriously. But I can assure you now, Devin and I are no more. You are free to abuse him any way you choose.” I walked toward my door and almost had my hand on the handle before she spoke.


    “You don’t truly know him. You never will,” she said, now standing. “I came here to warn you, if you so much as contact him again, he won’t be able to stop me from dealing with you.”


    I shut the door and turned on her. She seemed taken aback that I wasn’t intimidated by her threat. I glared at her as she took a step back at my step forward. “The truth is, I was truly sorry for what I did, until I realized what you are. I had no intention of sleeping with Devin again. I had no clue he was married. He didn’t act the part, and for that I am forever a fool. But what I didn’t count on was your wrath. I’d been deceived and, well, your antics prolonged our inevitable end. I fucked him to spite you.” Liar. Okay, I fucked him because I couldn’t get enough, either. “And my ending it has nothing to do with you. I’m not afraid of you, Eileen, never have been.” I leaned in close. “Take your entitled ass out of my fucking office before you’re thrown out by this street rat.”


    She pushed past me before turning back and facing me head on. “People like you can never possess the things we have. You wouldn’t know what to do with them. You could never preserve history or covet tradition. Look at you…You can’t even hold marriage in high regard. You will never have a piece of my life.”


    I peeked my head out the door as she walked off, shooting myself with a finger gun in the head so Taylor laughed and relaxed. She was well aware of who Mrs. McIntyre was. Watching Eileen retreat to the elevator, I let out a deep breath and sat down to sign the contract for the sale of 3445 Peach Tree Way, Savannah and stopped my pen and snickered.


    Looks like I would possess some very important land her family had originally owned. And if I felt like it, I would burn it to the ground. I tore up the contract, knowing I was starting another fight.


    And for once, I would be ready for it. I picked up the phone to buzz Taylor to send for our courier.
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    DEVIN


    Certain I would go blind if I stared at the torn shreds Nina had sent me that once resembled the contract on the land, I pushed the paperwork into my trashcan. I had a consult in twenty minutes and my head was pounding. What in the hell was she thinking? She’d made it clear she wanted to be free of me and the only thing tying us together was this last shred of business. Fear crept through me as I thought of the possible repercussion of her action. For a brief minute, it was accompanied by a glimmer of hope. Did she still want me in her life? Was this an attempt to prompt me into badgering her some more? I took a shot of whiskey to even the scales of last night’s binge, followed by a thorough teeth brushing and topped it off with a fresh tie.


    Sitting behind my desk, I clicked on a picture I’d kept with me¸ the last shred of evidence I had left that Nina was once mine. It was the night she told me she loved me. She was covered in a sheet with just fucked hair and looked absolutely beautiful. She was talking to me when she saw me position my camera on my phone and smiled. I loved everything about that photo. There was nothing between us then, nothing holding us back from simply being us. No rules to adhere to. She was mine and I was irrevocably hers.


    She’d told me she loved me. I hadn’t said it back.


    “Mr. McIntyre, your two-thirty is here.”


    “Thank you, send him in.”


    I spent the majority of my meeting zoning out as my client spoke, thinking of all the ways I’d had Nina: angry, submissive, subdued. I missed her.


    I ended my meeting knowing I wasn’t doing either of us justice and handed over a large homework assignment of investments to research to keep him stifled until we could reschedule. My head wasn’t in it. I was going home. I pulled out of the garage, feeling like utter shit as memories swirled around in my head. Her smile, her laugh, her lips, the way her mouth opened slowly into a perfect ‘O’ before she came. My need was insatiable for her and it was only getting stronger as she grew more distant. I passed the exit home, opting to drive. After our sailing expedition, I purposefully scheduled her next appointment for a week later, hoping she was the one who didn’t cancel.


    “I wasn’t sure if you would call,” she said, walking in to admire the room again. I noted to give her the name of my decorator.


    “I didn’t, my PA called yours,” I replied as she rolled her eyes.


    “Fascinating, but why am I here?”


    I sat back in my seat, taking in her perfectly fitted, white designer dress and silver dipped shoes.


    I. Had. To. Fuck. Her.


    “I wanted to see you,” I said simply, offering no more explanation.


    “I see.” Her brows knit in confusion. “Well, how good of you to interrupt my work week to be so selfish. Have you had a good look?”


    “Take off your panties,” I said, moving back in my chair so she could see the bulge in my pants.


    She gawked at me.


    “I’m very serious, Nina. Take off your panties.”


    She didn’t move, but simply stared at me. “I’ll be a good boy and take you home to fuck you properly. I’ve just imagined you in my office with your skirt up for so long, and your pretty cunt shiny and wet in my face. I really want to make this fantasy a reality. So please, for me, take off your panties.”


    Her breathing stretched throughout the room, sucking all the air out of it. The electricity crackled between us as she walked over to me. I stayed seated as she slowly slid her skirt up, revealing that she had none on.


    It took everything in me not to touch her. I watched her vibrate as she looked down at me. She was perfectly waxed, smooth and silky. I could smell her arousal.


    “Tell me what you want,” I said, moving my hand to touch her as she leaned forward in anticipation.


    “Devin, please,” she begged as I watched her shake in front of me.


    I slowly pulled down her skirt as she glared at me and pushed my intercom.


    “Ana, I’m gone for the day.”


    “Yes, Mr. McIntyre.”


    I turned to Nina, who stood confused. “Let’s go.” I guided her to the elevator and down to my Audi. She didn’t say a word as I drove like a bat out of hell through downtown, which was damn near impossible, and pulled up minutes later at my house. She didn’t bother looking around her as she followed me inside. She was as narrow sighted as I was.


    In the last year, I had discovered more about her than her ex-husband was probably aware of. A few office meetings had turned into long lunches. I knew her tastes and food fetishes. I knew the name of her senior prom date. I also knew about her parents never-ending feud and her money hungry mother. I’d even been introduced to her brother Aaron briefly while he was passing through. She’d made it a point for us to meet, which I found flattering. She wanted to let me in. I wanted be in. And so I never let on differently.


    What I didn’t know was what it was like to be inside her, and that was about to change.


    I led her to the kitchen where I grabbed a few water bottles out of the fridge and then held her hand as we went upstairs, leading her into my sanctuary.


    “I warned you I wasn’t gentle,” I said, setting the bottles down on the night table. She nodded. “I need to hear you say it,” I prompted, keeping myself far enough from her to stop.


    “I understand,” she said, a small amount of fear in her voice.


    “You will do what I ask, when I ask it of you.”


    She nodded slowly, pulling her dress up again, this time up past her breasts and over her head before tossing it on the floor. Her breathing picked up as I watched her. Her nipples peaked under her bra as I walked over to her.


    “What do you want, Nina?”


    “Everything,” she answered honestly. I took her mouth with such intensity she had to brace herself on my arms to keep from falling. I kissed, licked, and sucked until her entire frame leaned into me for support. She needed air and I gave her none. Turning her body, I pushed her onto my bed. She fell, her legs spreading as she pulled herself up on her forearms, watching me. I undid my tie as her gray eyes pooled with desire. I knew that hunger. I matched it and far surpassed it.


    “Spread further, let me see that beautiful cunt, Nina.”


    She spread wide, tilting her hips up as she opened for me. I slowly pulled of my tie and then swatted her center with it, making her scream out. She bit her lip, her eyes watering and looked up at me with confusion and fire. I knew it was in there somewhere. Undressing, her eyes widened and then lingered on my hard cock.


    She was impressed. She should be.


    I stroked it for her, letting her see all of me, as she’d let me explore her with the same hungry eyes. Crawling on top of her, I felt her gasp as I nudged her entrance. I towered over her, my arms separating our bodies, but our centers aligned perfectly. “Don’t look away from me. I want to see your eyes when I fuck you,” I ordered. Her perfect lips parted as she panted and lifted her hips up, begging for me. “Just the tip,” I taunted as I fisted myself and offered her an inch. Her tight, wet pussy accepted it with ease as she bucked her hips, begging for more as I left just an inch inside her, coating her folds with her own slick heat. I moved back and forth, slowly fucking her with the head of my cock until she writhed and began to beg.


    “What do you want?”


    “Your cock, all of it, ple—”


    I slammed into her all the way to the hilt while her eyes met mine and she screamed out in praise. I pulled out slowly, fucking her again with just the tip. Her face burned with desire as she looked up at me.


    “Devin,” she pleaded, bringing her legs around my hips to pull me down as I hovered.


    “I’ve wanted this a long, long time, Nina. I need to know you’ve wanted it too.”


    “Fuck.” She writhed underneath me in frustration. “From the first day, Devin. Please, fuck me. Please!” I slammed into her again, then pulled almost entirely out. The feel of her was weakening me, but I wanted her desperate, hungry, and for only me. Right before she started to beg again, I thrust, once, twice, and she clenched around my cock, exploding around me in all her beauty, keeping her gaze on me and her mouth parted with her scream.


    She gave me her whole orgasm without me having to ask.


    She was fucking perfect.


    I grunted through my need to let go, fucking her hard and gripping her legs around me, lifting her to sink in deeper. She moaned and scratched my skin, a plea for more as I pounded deep into her soaked sex. I raced my climax and won, drawing several more screams and moans from her before finally pulling out to spill all over her perfect tits.


    Not bad for a Wednesday at three in the afternoon.


    I’d say that’s a good fucking day, Devin.


    I reached between Nina’s legs, drawing out another orgasm as she murmured to me through small gasps.


    Pinching her sensitive clit, her body shot up and I stilled her with one hand on her chest while I tortured her with the other.


    “Devin,” she whispered, bringing my attention to her mouth. I slid my drenched fingers into it and watched her suck them. I was hard again but wanted to let her rest. I had far more planned.


    I kissed her thoroughly and pulled away. She sat up, pulling the sheet around her.


    “In this bed you remain naked,” I ordered. She dropped the sheet with a shy smile. She lay back on the pillow, staring at the ceiling as I offered her water. Her breathing was heavy. It was then that I knew she was nervous.


    “Can I be honest with you?” she asked, turning to look at me.


    “Aren’t you always?” I said with a smirk, taking a long pull of water.


    “That was incredible,” she whispered, taking slow inventory of my body. “If you only have one speed, I like the setting.


    “I don’t disagree,” I chuckled, putting the water on the night table. I pulled her on top of my chest and took a nipple into my mouth.


    “Am I sporting a sex afro?” she said, unsure, running her hands through her hair, ignoring the effect of my mouth. I let go of her nipple and howled with laughter. I felt the same tug I’d grown accustomed to when I really looked at her. She had a small mole that she covered with makeup next to her nose that I first notices that day on the sailboat and could clearly see it now. I stroked it with my finger and she turned her head.


    Wiping the mascara smudge underneath her eye, I brought her nose to mine. “You look perfect.”


    “Liar,” she whispered as she tried to dismount me.


    “You have no reason to be nervous, Nina.”


    I looked up at her as she tried her best to relax. She couldn’t do if for herself, so I decided to help her out twice, once with my tongue, the other with my cock. She knocked out swiftly after her fourth screaming orgasm.


    Those screams justified my need of her.


    I was, after all, a closer.
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    NINA


    AIDEN: Dinner?


    NINA: I’m all yours.


    AIDEN: I’ll make sure of it.


    He gave me an address and I looked it up. It was a private country club close to my home. Standing in my closet in a daze, I realized I didn’t know how to continue the budding relationship between us without being deceitful. I’d given Taylor the info on the two men and was assured I would know something before the night’s end. I would have to tread carefully until I knew more. I picked a sleeveless tan and teal silk dress whose name brand I didn’t give a shit about. I was sure it was expensive, but with Aiden, I didn’t have to worry about appearances or wearing last year’s fashions.


    With him, I could be anyone I wanted. This was new, we were new. I smiled as I dusted my face with powder, seeing the blue in my eyes pop out to match the dress. On any given day, my eyes changed color, going from an extreme stormy gray to blue. Even my eye color cooperated with me on my new agenda.


    Do better, be better¸ and make better choices.


    I wasn’t sure if I would ever fit in with my new peers, but I was a far cry from the hopeful housewife who waited patiently for her husband to come home to have something to look forward to. I had let people ruin my first few years of success, and I was determined not to let their opinion control my happiness any longer. My new identity wouldn’t have anything to do with the status quo. I had caught myself in time to keep from truly selling out. I had a delicious distraction who was now showing me just how beneficial it was to be real. And just maybe, this time, I would find myself in a real relationship.


    Aiden.


    I felt the ache growing between my thighs at thoughts of being filled by him. I was still deliciously sore from last night and embraced the fire spreading through my veins. I’d told him I wanted him to be the good guy, but his torturous fucking told me he was anything but. His dazzling smile and sincerity contradicted that point.


    Carson drove me to the club and I was greeted by a smiling valet as he tried to avoid my subtle cleavage, but failing miserably.


    It was a beautiful night and the day’s heat was fading. I was led through a large dining hall draped in fabric and chandeliers to a private dining room that could cater to hundreds. Off it was a balcony surrounded by palms and small, intimate, rock filled fires, comfortable couch seating, and … Aiden.


    He was dressed impeccably in a suit and tie that looked just as natural as his jeans and t-shirt. He was looking out at the ocean with his hands in his pockets. His golden blond hair was combed back neatly, as if he’d been styling it that way for years. He looked up as the hostess and I entered, next to him stood an intimate table for two dressed to the nines in glassware, candles, and fresh pink peonies.


    “We will have your server to you soon, Mr. McIntyre,” the hostess piped with a knowing smile for us both. I held in my cringe at the announcement of his name and thanked her, turning back to Aiden who now fully faced me, taking my breath away. He looked like a Wall-Street mogul. He was so tall, broad, and lethal in a suit. He smiled and held out a hand, not leaving his spot as he stood next to an open glass door.


    I walked toward him, drinking him in.


    “You look surprised,” he mused.


    “I am a little. You clean up nice.” Pulling me to him, he planted a slow kiss on my mouth and then wrapped his arms around me, planting another small kiss underneath my ear as he hugged me.


    “I had a meeting today. I thought I might take advantage of the monkey suit and show my girl a good time.”


    I looked around me and shrugged. “This is beautiful, Aiden, but you didn’t have to go through all this trouble. I would be happy anywhere.” I suddenly felt guilty. It must have cost him a fortune to reserve the room. Once again, the guilt of my wealth threatened to ruin my evening. Dismissing it, I looked around, noting the spectacular view. I watched a cruise ship sail by and looked back to Aiden whose amber eyes glowed with amusement.


    “I didn’t go through anything,” he said simply. “Come on, let’s sit.” He pulled out the chair for me and I took a seat, feathering my fingers through the delicate flowers. “You deserve to be dined properly, Nina.”


    “That’s not important, and unnecessary.” Placing my napkin in my lap, I looked up to see Aiden frown.


    “I disagree.” Seconds later, he was testing a bottle of wine it seemed he previously ordered and nodded once at our waiter after he took a sip.


    The white wine was smooth, crisp, and delicious. The formality, the way he presented himself, it all seemed so out of character for him. I suddenly mourned my sandal clad surfer with a dirty mouth.


    “Now you look disappointed.” Taking a long sip of wine, he put his glass down. “Come here.” I stood and rounded the table as he pulled me onto his lap. “What is it?”


    “It’s just…you and I, this isn’t us.”


    “Us is yet to be determined. I happen to enjoy the ritual of it all, but I didn’t realize it would upset you,” he said as his fingers brushed over my knee. I turned to face him, pulling him closer and taking in his scent. He was wearing cologne that I was unfamiliar with, but smelled incredible. I breathed in deep, leaning into him, letting him stroke my skin.


    “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to seem ungrateful.” I saw fire in his eyes as his fingers traced my knee in slow small circles. I lifted his wine glass, taking a sip and leaned in to kiss him. He sucked the wine from my lips and I moaned, tracing his lips with my tongue. I felt him harden underneath me.


    “Are you wet for me, Nina?” His fingers drifted further up my leg, but only slightly, stroking the tender skin beneath my knee.


    “Mm,” I whispered, lost in his touch. The door opened and neither of us moved as our wedge salads were placed on the table. Our eyes were still locked as the waiter disappeared as quickly as he came, closing the door behind him.


    “Hungry?” he whispered, taking my bottom lip in his mouth and sucking gently as his finger eased up my thigh underneath my dress, stopping at the skin just between my thigh and the hem of my panties.


    “Very,” I said, leaving no doubt of the source of my hunger. My arm wrapped around his neck as I opened my legs further, welcoming him.


    He pulled my dress down, covering my exposed skin and let go of my lip. Frowning in frustration, I made my way to my seat and returned my napkin to its rightful place. I cut a portion of salad, not looking up, because if I did, I knew I would beg him to take me. I was ravenous for him, for the release. I wanted to get lost in him so I didn’t have to think about anything. He was trying, for me, and I owed it to him to do the same.


    “Tell me more about you, Aiden. I want to know everything,” I said, picking up my wine, noticing he hadn’t touched his salad. I paused with my glass halfway to my lips. “You aren’t eating.”


    “I thought we were passed this…the hiding.” His stare was debilitating and beautiful, and I wanted nothing more than to ease his mind.


    “We are.”


    “We’re not.”


    Smirking to lighten the mood, I finally brought my wine to my lips and inhaled the glass. “We seem to be arguing a lot tonight.”


    “Tell me what happened.” It wasn’t a request. It was an order.


    “Discussing our exes, isn’t it a little soon?” My smile seemed to trigger his anger.


    His fist came down hard on the table, making me jump. There was a slow burn in his eyes and his chin was set in determination. “I want your attention, all of it, and someone has taken that ability from me. I want to know what happened.”


    Sitting motionless, I saw the demand in his stance. He was running out of patience and I was screwing this up.


    “I unknowingly got involved with a married man. I trusted him completely and I fell hard, really hard. And I can honestly say we were happy. He treated me …” I paused, terrified of saying the words to the man who was doing an incredible job of trying to make me forget. “He made me happy, we were happy.” Twisting the stem of my glass with nervous hands, Aiden picked up the bottle, filling my glass as the doors again opened and she-crab soup was delivered to the table. When we were alone, I continued bracing myself for his judgment. “When I found out he was married, I continued sleeping with him, but … he’d changed. Not only did he betray me, he started treating me like a possession. Our connection was broken. It continued for months. I was miserable and decided to do something about it. I finally broke it off …” I paused again, fear racing through me, “… the day I met you.”


    “You didn’t leave him for me,” he said matter-of-fact, spooning his soup.


    “No, I—”


    “I wasn’t asking. So he’s barely a ghost in your bed.” I felt the chill emulating from him. He looked up through a spoonful of the rich creamy soup and I nodded.


    “Okay,” he said seeming satisfied, nodding at me to resume my eating. I grabbed my spoon, relieved that much was out of the way.


    “Your turn.” His eyes matched the flame that flickered between us in the dark room as the sun disappeared from view.


    “I’m a habitual bachelor. I’ve never been married and I don’t want children. I don’t find it at all appealing. Marriage to me…” He shrugged his shoulders and swallowed his soup, “… it’s not something I’m capable of. I don’t know, maybe the right woman. I’m thirty-five so I really don’t see changing my mind. Maybe. I’ve had two serious girlfriends, both when I was in my twenties. Both relationships ended amicably.”


    He’s thirty-five. Devin is thirty-five. They aren’t brothers. I smiled broadly and damn near sobbed into my soup.


    “What is it?”


    “Nothing, tell me more.” I picked up the wine, refilling our glasses with enthusiasm as he studied me oddly. I was acting like a jackass. I would have to try harder to salvage our night.


    “Not exactly the reaction I’m used to when I declare that I’m a permanent bachelor.”


    “It doesn’t bother me. I just got out of that nightmare. I’m relieved you are this way. I won’t ever marry again, Aiden.” I felt a shiver down my spine as I said the words, more certain than ever of the truth of them.


    I had business sense. When it came to a hard cock, I had no sense. Only one of these things defined my future. For now, I would revel in the fact that I was a ravenous slut with an insatiable need, and this man seemed to want me just as much.


    He sat back in his seat, pushing his bowl away. “I look at you and I see differently.”


    I felt my cheeks heat at the sudden pressure of his words. “Aiden, I—”


    “Hear me out before you panic.”


    “Okay.”


    He grabbed my hand across the table. “I’m not declaring my love. It would be a lie. I’m not promising anything. But what I will tell you is when I’m with you, there is a new kind of calm in me. One I didn’t realize existed until you came along. I like it. I want to keep it around.” He lifted my hand to his lips and brushed them over my knuckles. That act alone had my pulse thumping between my thighs. Stroking a thumb over the top of my hand, his eyes turned molten. “And you have the most perfect tasting pussy I’ve ever had my mouth on. I don’t think I can wait past dinner to get another taste.”


    “Then please don’t wait,” I whispered.


    “Take this finger,” he said, stroking my index with his, “and put it inside you.”


    Without hesitating, I did what he asked, gasping at how much I needed to be touched, needed his touch. My clit was throbbing, begging for attention. Sensing me straying from his orders, he stopped me.


    “Don’t, that belongs to me. Now bring your finger to my lips, Nina.” Obliging, I lifted my hand over the table to his mouth and moaned as he sucked my finger eagerly. Kissing the pad of it, he let go, placing a chaste kiss on the inside of my palm and then rested his cheek in it.


    “I can’t say that you openly admitting to loving another man won’t make a difference. You say you are done and I choose to believe you. With any other woman, I would walk away. With you, it makes me burn.”


    “I didn’t know you existed.” My voice was small as I studied his perfect lips.


    “And now that you do?” he asked, pulling his face from my hand and making room for the plate of perfectly cooked tenderloin with béarnaise set out before us. The waiter disappeared and I couldn’t help but to hope we stayed uninterrupted. I was on fire for him, every muscle in my body tightening. The longer his eyes lingered on me, the more desperate I became to keep them there.


    “I wanted you from the minute I saw you, Aiden. That’s something. I won’t promise you anything, either, but I want the same. When I’m with you, I feel more like me.”


    “So we agree we give this a chance?” I nodded, my body reacting to his stare and peaking for him. My breasts felt like a heavy burden and my nipples ached.


    “Aiden, I need you.” My voice was hoarse, filled with desire. He stood abruptly and walked over to the banquet double doors, locking them. He took my hand, leading me out to the private balcony and sat on the couch. I straddled him at his urging as he slid his hands up under my dress and cupped my ass. He looked at with me with reverence. My chest expanded with an ache for only him.


    “Aiden, please, I can’t wait.” Towering over him on my knees, I stroked his full lips with my tongue, watching as the last of the sun’s rays danced off his golden hair. His fingers found purchase as he slid them through my drenched folds, his eyes never leaving my face, lighting a fire. Pushing me to sit over the hard bulge of his pants, he pulled out a heavy breast and sucked on the nipple eagerly then grazed his teeth back and forth over the taut flesh. Close to the edge, I grabbed the back of his head, grinding my pussy into his hand, my body begging as I breathed heavily. Riding his skilled fingers, I was near climax and just about to burst when he stilled them. “Stop,” he ordered as he withdrew from me. I paused on his lap. He moved underneath my dress, releasing his long thick cock. I gripped it with my hand with the intent on guiding myself down on him.


    “I want your mouth,” he said just as I aligned us. “Now, Nina, put my cock in your mouth.”


    Searching his eyes, confused and near combustion, I sank down on my knees on the unforgiving wooded deck, licked and parted my lips. Pulling roughly at my chin with his hand, he opened my mouth wide and shoved his entire length inside. I gagged through it as I looked up at him, sucking and gasping around his girth. He was hard, really hard, and his eyes told me he had no intention of relenting. He gripped the sides of my head as he fucked my mouth, thrusting up and choking me slightly. I regained control, gripping him with my hand that he swatted away.


    “Use your mouth, not your hand.” Scolding me further, he gripped my hair and the back of my head, forcing it down over his impressive length. It was animalistic and cruel, and I loved every minute.


    “When I get you home and you lead me to your bed,” he grunted pumping further into me, “I’m going to rip that fucking dress off and hurt you with this cock. Show me you want that, too. Suck it.” He thrust deep on his last words and I moaned, my eyes watering as he battered my throat, gripping me hard and shooting his orgasm in my mouth without warning. He pulled my hair harder, forcing me down to his root and slung his hips one final time as his salty cum coated my throat. I gasped as he pulled out of my mouth, wiping it with the back of my hand, looking up at him with surprise. He pulled me back into his lap, cupping my still exposed breast and pulling at the nipple with his teeth. Stifled by my reaction to his cruelty, I tilted my head back.


    “Dined like a lady and fucked like a whore.”


    Knowing the truth in his words, I stopped moving my desperate body against his. He cupped my chin, concern in his eyes. “Is this what you need?”


    I nodded without admitting it with words. I was suddenly ashamed of my hunger, my thirst for this type of sex, and I had only had it with one other man.


    “Why did you try to hide this from me?”


    “I don’t know. I was this way for him. I felt like it was wrong to be the same with you.”


    “It’s preference,” he said simply, “and it’s what you need. I can satisfy that desire thoroughly and as often as you need it.”


    It struck me then, I was a fucking fiend and he knew it.


    He was going to leave me hungry.


    I felt a small shift in power then. Was I really capable of giving the power to him?


    “Can we please just finish our dinner?” I asked, straightening my dress. He nodded, adjusting his beautiful dick back in his pants. Standing, I turned to look at him, the moon now shining bright and full above us, the fires around us burning steadily. We stared at each other for long moments, understanding passing between us in silent agreement. He had claimed me once again with his declaration of power.


    Aiden moved past me, kissing the top of my bare shoulder. It seemed we had relaxed more as dinner progressed. We shared dessert back on the patio and laughed as we finished another bottle of wine on the loveseat near the fire pit.


    “What made you get into music?” I asked, then added another question. “And you said you were offered a deal, but why didn’t you take it?”


    He seemed deep in thought as he moved his fingers between mine playfully. “It didn’t appeal to me, endless hours in the studio, the unforgiving road. I’m happy with the small crowd.”


    “You are immensely talented, Aiden. It’s kind of a disservice to the world.” He chuckled as he pulled me closer to him on the couch.


    “I wouldn’t go that far, but I’m flattered you think so.” He wrapped his arms around me as we settled in, staring at the fire pit in front of us, the flames licking the air in a greedy dance.


    “Thank you for dinner, it was excellent.”


    “You’re welcome.”


    Looking up at his chiseled features and full lips, I sighed. “So the girl that you said you would call, the one you were talking to before you took me in the street, should I be questioning you about her?”


    His slow smile told me he was pleased with my question. “She used to bartend at the Mystic. She wanted her job back. I didn’t call.” I nodded, watching his fingers lace with mine. “I think I like you inquisitive and slightly jealous.”


    “You started this, Aiden. Can’t take it back now.” His chest rumbled with light laughter. “I wouldn’t want to.” He pulled me closer and attached our lips, slowly opening our kiss into something more. I tasted his smooth, playful tongue fully and pulled away. “Aiden, I like what you do to me, no matter how you do it, please know that.”


    “Listen, Nina.” He twisted my body to make sure I heard him. “I’m not worried about who’s had you or who you’ve had. What matters now is I want you. I want you and I want to give you what you need. Fuck the rest of it. It will all fall into place the way it’s supposed to.”


    I nodded, my eyes filling with emotion. “Come on.” He stood up, cradling me and gently lowering me to my feet. “I’ll take you home.” He kissed me deeply again and we stood wrapped up in each other, listening to the soothing melody of the Atlantic.
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    DEVIN


    “You are not concentrating,” Walker said as I recovered from his last blow. I was furious now. I lunged toward him on the mat at neck-breaking speed and landing a hard blow to his chin. He flew back, but recovered swiftly, sweeping my legs out from under me.


    “Getting mad about it isn’t going to help your case,” he chuckled, hitting me with a right and then a left on the ground before springing back to his feet. I was on my feet in seconds. I purposely slowed my breathing, blocking everything out.


    With the help of silent clarity, I stepped forward, waiting on Walker’s inevitable slip. As soon as he dropped his knee—a telltale sign of a right punch—I dodged it and brought my gloved fist around, resuming my fury. I landed one after the other, pounding my coach into oblivion.


    “Fuck,” he declared, spitting a mouthful of blood on the mat before narrowing his eyes. I braced myself for his body shot and took it with a grunt before he nailed me once again to the mat.


    “Is it a woman, McIntyre? Oh, what the fuck am I asking, of course it is. Is the missus set on a summer in the Hamptons and you wanted Europe?”


    Jesus, this idiot had no clue. He was a roughneck from Detroit and apparently thought talking to me like that was rough speak to us privileged folk. I didn’t have the strength to tell him that it was my ex–mistress, not my wife, and chuckled at the thought right before he backhanded me with his glove for the fuck of it.


    I deserved that hit. She wasn’t just an ex-mistress.


    And he was right. My head wasn’t in it, but that didn’t keep him from punishing me for the last five minutes of our session.


    “You make me regret taking you on,” he said, grabbing his water and spilling half of it over his face and chest.


    “I pay you, so your opinion really isn’t that important.” I stared at Adam Walker as he looked back at me with no humor. He wasn’t happy. Well, that made two of us.


    “You have shit going on, understandable, but this is where you are supposed to twist it to your advantage. Dig deep.”


    “Do I get brownies and milk with this after school special speech?” I took my gloves off, disgusted. I’d never landed so few punches.


    “Seriously…” Adam walked away. He knew he wasn’t going to get anywhere. “Bring your A game or don’t come back next time, McIntyre. I’ve taught you better and I need a partner worth sparring with.”


    I grabbed my bag and sped out of the parking lot, heading toward downtown. Eileen had called twice, but I had no intention of returning the calls. The threat was always there. Maybe tonight she would ruin what was left of my life and maybe I’d fucking let her. I was so over the whole thing. I could stack my chips, cash in, and let the rest scatter around me. I wasn’t even interested in my current clients and found no thrill in rolling the dice for them. What had been my driving force for so long, the reason behind my inability to keep Nina, now appealed to me less and less. What did it really matter if I couldn’t do what I “loved” anymore if I could no longer look at it the same.


    Pulling up to my home, I was greeted by a stack of mail before heading to the bathroom for a hot shower. I was completely useless these days. I wasn’t doing a fucking thing to further my career because all my thoughts were occupied by a woman who’d made it clear she wanted nothing to do with me. I had a decision to make. I could fight for her, or move on.


    I could get laid. That would help. Fuck some stray, make her come, make myself feel better. The only problem was, my dick only got hard to thoughts of her. I stood in the shower, letting the hot water hit me.


    Nina, fuck.


    I gripped my cock, thinking about the first time I saw her out after we’d slept together.


    It was at a charity auction. Some fucking half assed attempt for one of my partner’s wives to do her good bidding for the year. The items up for bid were strange and morbid, and I had no interest in any of them. I was there to support my partner’s wife, and possibly get a little networking done. I hadn’t called Nina since that day, though it had been less than a week. Seeing her, I instantly felt guilty. It wasn’t that I hadn’t wanted to. I just didn’t want her getting used to it. We’d made no promises. I was already worried about the repercussions of that day and how much I’d wanted her since.


    One look from her as she gathered her paddle let me know she wasn’t interested in excuses. I gaped at her in a floor length, off the shoulder red gown. She was fucking stunning. I walked over without hesitation, thankful my wife had a headache. I didn’t know how I would handle it when we all came face to face. I would have to tell her the truth and soon.


    She plastered a smile on her face as I approached.


    “Devin, how are you?”


    “Don’t. Don’t do that,” I scorned.


    “Do what?” she replied, absently looking around us.


    “Don’t pretend to be happy to see me when I fucked up. And get that fake fucking smile off your face. Your real smile is much better.”


    She stared at me with daggers in her eyes and I smirked. “I knew you were pissed.”


    She turned away from me and I began to panic. Only she elicited that feeling from me.


    “I’ve thought about you every day.” This time I was looking around for the pussy who said that. When I realized the pussy was me, I cleared my throat.


    Her eyes burned with anger when she looked back at me. “How convenient for you to admit as much now,” she hissed as she leaned down toward the silent auction tables in front of us, pretending to inspect the items for bid, picking up the pen to make and offer here and there.


    I cleared my throat again. “Actually, this is very inconvenient, my partners are here. Can I see you after this?”


    She scoffed as she leaned in again, penning another offer.


    “Nina, you won’t make friends by throwing your money away.”


    “I’m trying, Devin, okay.” She looked around, keeping her voice low. “I’ve done everything I can think of. I’ve joined their fucking clubs, given my money, offered a free hand. I don’t know what else to do.” She was out of her element and completely unsure of herself. I hated it.


    “Come,” I said, taking her politely by the arm. I brought her over to another client, knowing in the back of my mind it was a bad idea. Everyone knew my wife.


    “Nina Scott, this is Victoria Stoddard. She is the chair of the Admiral’s Club. I don’t believe you told me you’ve met. Nina owns Scott Solutions.” Victoria looked at me assumingly and I handed her more ammo. “Nina is with my firm. Please excuse me, ladies. I have to make a call.” I walked away before Victoria could ask about my wife’s whereabouts. I considered leaving, but when I looked back from the bar, Victoria had already left her side. She probably smelled the fear on Nina, who was searching the crowd for me. When her eyes landed on mine, I saw the relief. I ordered a drink and when I looked up, she was gone. The lights flashed, signaling the auction was beginning. I went inside, seeing her red dress to the right of me. I didn’t brave a glance. I was painfully aware of how far she was from me. I was playing a dangerous game. I didn’t give a fuck, though, because I wanted her.


    “Okay, ladies and gentlemen, our first item…” I wasn’t paying attention as paddles flew up around me, the bidding getting more intense as the items dwindled down. I studied Nina, watching the emotion cross her face as she studied the goings on. She wanted in so badly, she just wasn’t sure how to do it. Most of my life, I’d been wealthy. I never had to fight for a seat at the table. I didn’t know what it was like to feel like an outcast. Staring at her now, I knew it was painful.


    Looking at her, I knew she didn’t belong.


    She found me in the sea of faces and I saw the resolve cross her face and knew that she would be bidding on the next item, and that she would win.


    “Okay, ladies and gentlemen, next we have an eighteenth century rubbing board. This particular piece of history...” I looked down at the auction menu and cringed.


    Oh, fuck.


    I saw her paddle go up at the bid for ten-thousand and heard the snickers around her. She looked around at the faces of the people openly musing at her and I saw her lips press into a firm line. She had something to prove and had no intention of backing down. I was thankful when Mark Thompson lifted his paddle at twenty thousand, but knew Nina had no intention of losing. The bidding went up to a surprising twenty-five thousand, and I had no choice.


    “Twenty-six thousand to the man in the black tux.” A collective sea of black tuxedos laughed with the crowd, except for one woman who was openly glaring at me. I shook my head in a firm ‘No’, pleading with her not to bid further, but of course she did, making the useless, ancient artifact worth a false thirty-five thousand. I lowered my paddle at forty grand, giving up. Nina looked back at me with a smug smile as the gavel was smacked. I closed my eyes, my head shaking back and forth, and ran my hands through my hair.


    “The lady really wanted that rubbing board, folks.” The crowd burst into laughter as Nina lowered her head at the attention.


    I was suddenly angry with her, with her inexperience, and her inability to read a situation. I fucking hated the crowd laughing at her and wanted to go and yell at her for the embarrassment she’d just brought upon herself. When the auction was over, I joined her and pulled my checkbook from my pocket.


    “Let me get this,” I said quietly as she looked up at me with a smile. “I own it, I bid on it. I won.”


    “Nina, please, just let me get this,” I said more sternly.


    “I’ve got it, Devin. Surely you know I can afford it.” It took all the strength I had not to scream at her in line.


    “Nina, I—”


    “Forty thousand dollars won’t make up for it, Devin. You can’t buy yourself back into my good graces.” She leaned in further. “Or back into your bed.”


    She took another step forward as the line moved, and the auctioneer smiled broadly. “Oh yes, the rubbing board.”


    I leaned in and whispered so only she could hear, “Congrats, you are now the proud owner of the world’s oldest dildo.”


    She froze and stilled her pen, her smile falling from her face. She looked up at me in question as I walked off and out into the parking lot. She deserved to be made to scrape the shit she’d stepped into off of her own foot. I couldn’t keep holding her hand, but damn it I wanted to. I wanted to help her, but at the same time, I wanted to keep her separate from this world.


    “Devin, I’m sorry,” she said as she caught up with me in the parking lot. Without thinking, I turned and wrapped my arms around her, pressing her to me. “For what?” I took her lips without giving her a chance to answer. I kissed her long, hard, and thoroughly. I hadn’t lied. I’d thought about her every minute of every day. When I pulled away, her lips parted as I licked mine, savoring our kiss. Suddenly her features darkened as she forgot my hold on her, her voice low with shame.


    “You were just trying to help me. God, I’ve never been so embarrassed in my life.” She buried her head in her hands and I pulled them away.


    “Stop it,” I snapped as she stood, stunned. “Those fucking people aren’t worth your worry. Most of them have never done a selfless act in their life. You don’t need to compare yourself to them.”


    “So easy for you. Tell me, Devin, why are you surrounded by them? Aren’t these your partners? Your friends?” she huffed, still reeling from my kiss.


    “They are my bread and butter, Nina. They are necessary for me. I don’t have a choice, but you do.”


    “I’m just trying to fit in,” she said in a soft voice.


    “You don’t belong here. Not with them. I’m sure there are plenty of nice wealthy people out there, but …” I pointed to the hotel we had just exited. “Those people I know, those people I do business with, and they are not those nice people.”


    “What would you have me do, Devin?” Trembling beneath her red gown, she confronted me head on, a storm brewing in her gray eyes. I gripped her hand and pulled her into my Audi. She didn’t resist as I turned the ignition and took a deep breath. She stared straight ahead as I looked over at her.


    “Nina.” Grabbing her hand, I held it in mine. Trembling beneath my hand was hers, soft and small. I held it tighter, completely unsure of what to do. I felt somehow responsible for her. I’d only fucked her once, but somehow I knew it had nothing to do with it.


    “I’m completely alone, Devin.” She looked at me then with unshed tears in her eyes and I felt my entire body go weak in visceral reaction. I pulled her to me in a soft kiss, exploring her perfect mouth as she moaned, her tears falling down her cheeks and onto my hands as they cradled her face.


    “Nina, alone is exactly what you will be with a crowd like that. Come on, let’s salvage our night.”


    “Where are you taking me?”


    “To the water,” I answered as I buckled her belt then mine.


    “I love the water,” she said softly.


    “I know.” I grinned at her with a wink. She winked back and returned my smile, wiping her tears away.


    I drove to the Isle of Palms and we removed our shoes as we walked along the beach. I grabbed her hand as she stayed silent, still upset, but with each passing minute, I could feel the water working its magic, calming her. She’d told me a long time ago she grew up a water baby. All of her favorite memories were held at the beach. I understood the allure. I felt the weight of the world shift slightly as the water traced the shore. It was becoming warmer.


    She laughed out of nowhere as she turned to me. “How did you know what it was, the rubbing board?”


    “History major,” I said, chuckling with her. “Though that wasn’t in any of the books. I can’t believe that was up for auction.” I smirked, turning to her. “Planning on using it?”


    “Absolutely not,” she said on a childlike giggle. “I wouldn’t even begin to pretend to know how. I should demand full disclosure. It looked like some sort of, I don’t know. It’s made of brass and wood, how would they even begin to …” I gestured with my fingers how the women would impale themselves on the board, facing each other as Nina’s large eyes rounded and her mouth formed an “Oh” of understanding.


    We walked a bit longer and I felt her hand relax in mine.


    “Feel better?” I asked as she turned on me at the same time with a question.


    “Why didn’t you call?”


    “I can’t give you more than sex and friendship.” She didn’t hide her disappointment, and I didn’t offer her more. “A friend would call,” she said, stepping toward me. “I was planning on it.”


    “I was holding my breath,” she mouthed as she eyed me carefully. Her dress outlined her body as the excess material flew in the wind, and I felt the pull, as I always did, to have her beneath me.


    “What are you thinking?” She smiled as I let my eyes appreciate her.


    “I’ve never let a woman so damn beautiful have this much effect on me.”


    “Well, what are you going to do about it?” She put her hands on her hips, an awkward gesture for the dress she was in, but that was Nina, a square peg trying desperately to cram into the round hole.


    “I’m going to eat your perfect ass.” She took a step back and burst out laughing.


    “You won’t be laughing while I’m doing it.” Catching the lust clear in my eyes, she stopped her laugh abruptly, her eyes wide.


    “I don’t like the way you make me feel,” she said, unsteady on her feet.


    “No, you love it, and that scares you more.” I pulled her to me, tasting her and fucking her mouth with my tongue. Pulling away, she searched my eyes and I gave her nothing.


    “Let’s go.” She nodded and bit her lip. I scooped her up, running with her down the sand we had just walked. She laughed hard, wrapping her arms around my neck.


    “Thank you,” she said as I slowed, lowering her to the ground.


    “For what?”


    “Trying to save me…again.”


    “One day I may succeed.”


    She smiled as I held open the door for her. “One day I might let you.”


    In the now freezing shower, I fisted myself over and over, thinking about that night and the number of ways I had violated her, carrying out my promise and doing much more. I stilled, letting go as I spilled over, the burn in my chest staying with me.
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    NINA


    Aiden decided to take me home in his Jeep with the top down, but not before pulling up next to Carson in his monstrosity and honking obnoxiously. Carson rolled down his window, his eyes wide.


    “I’ll be escorting Ms. Scott home tonight, sir.”


    “Please, call me Carson.”


    “Will do,” he said, knowing full well the spectacle he was making. “If I may, Miss,” Carson added quickly, “please fasten your belt.” My heart squeezed at his concern as I pulled the strap away from my chest and showed him the inch that it gave. Aiden took off like a bat out of hell and I saw Carson’s face pale before Aiden raced us out of sight.


    “Hey, you want to get along with me, better get along with my sidekick.”


    Aiden smiled as he pushed shuffle on his iPhone. “Will do, Miss.” He pulled the cuff of his shirt out of his jacket, straitening it out to tease me and I punched him in the arm.


    “Damn, woman!” His eyes bulged.


    “I had a little brother. I had to condition on the regular,” I warned.


    “I’ll keep that in mind as well.” He rubbed his arm in mock pain and I rolled my eyes. We stayed silent as we drove through the night, the moon low and surreal as the breeze whispered through the cabin of the Jeep. The Church’s “Under the Milky Way” came on and I thought it fitting. It was absolutely perfect.


    “Do you know where you are going?” I asked as he picked up my hand, kissing my fingertips.


    “Yep, we are going for a drive. We can’t waste this moon.” I nodded in agreement as he avoided stoplights and continued to drive over every bridge in Charleston. We rode for some time, Aiden always the perfect maestro, seducing me without words and a simple playlist.


    “It’s unreal what you do to me with music,” I whispered in his ear, leaning over into his seat and stroking his lap suggestively.


    “Time for bed.” He suddenly exited, heading back toward the direction of my house and I laughed loudly as I gave him short directions. Minutes later, he looked over at me and I saw his need and leaned over again, kissing his neck briefly before pulling away.


    Looking up at the larger than life moon, I lifted my phone and took a snap shot. I frowned at the picture. It wasn’t a damn thing like what we were seeing. Aiden noticed my frustration after several attempts.


    “Some things are to be lived in the moment only, they can’t be captured.” I looked over at his golden hair as it played in the breeze, his tender smile, and understood immediately.


    I was going to fall for this man.
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    At home, Aiden stayed silent as he surveyed the expanse of my house. He didn’t seem impressed and walked through it with me, opening each door as I guided the tour. I finally let out a long loud breath after several minutes of silence.


    “Well?”


    “I’m going to bet you only use two or three rooms in this house on a daily basis.” He looked pointedly at me and I nodded.


    “This isn’t the right house for you,” he said, dismissing it.


    “Well, I designed it, and I happen to love it.”


    “No, you don’t,” he said, studying me as we stood in a spare bedroom. “You defend it. If you loved it, you wouldn’t try so hard and you wouldn’t be asking for my approval.”


    I rolled my eyes and he closed the distance between us. “Don’t do that, beautiful. I’ll make you cry.”


    “What?” I said, looking into his fiery eyes.


    “Don’t roll your eyes at me. It’s disrespectful.”


    “Respect is earned,” I muttered as I rounded the corner of the room into the carpeted hall, still on edge because of his assessment. I heard the air whoosh next to my head before I realized I was on the floor with my hands pinned above me. I looked up as Aiden towered over me. “And you are about to earn mine.”


    I giggled as I fought his hold in vain and he held my hands with his one as he tore my dress away from my chest. I paused, hearing the material rip, and looked up at him in shock. He snapped the strap of my bra away and pulled the cups down, revealing my peaked nipples.


    “Still not taking me at my word, Nina?”


    I fought him hard, then turned my body and ripped my wrist free as I attempted to crawl away. He held on to the material as I struggled to move from him, my back and thong covered ass now bared to him as he won the war with my now ruined dress. I felt the sting of his slap on my thigh and screamed out.


    “Aiden!”


    He lunged for me just as I was about to break free, pressing me down with one hand on my back while tearing away my panties. Seconds later, I felt his hand separate my legs easily as he lifted me on all fours. I was dripping as he landed another painful slap. I looked back to see him removing his jacket and tie as he held me in place with his hand on my hip, his fingers digging in painfully. I moved to get away when he stopped me with the boom in his voice.


    “Don’t even think about it. I already owe you for the first time.”


    I lay my head on the carpet, my ass in the air, waiting for my punishment. I felt the ache to be filled as I panted, unsure of his next move. A sudden burst of cold air hit me as I realized we were under an air conditioning vent. I moved slightly to keep the chill from my skin and screamed as Aiden bit me hard on the back of my neck. Pain washed over me just as he thrust into me from behind. My body exploded in sensation as I called out to him. Overcome by the sudden intrusion of his long, thick cock, I twisted my ass to try to accommodate his size.


    I felt the strap around my neck before the squeeze as he tightened his belt, thrusting into me full force.


    “If you want out of this, Nina, you tap the floor with your palm, understood?” His voice was raw, angry, and full of lust. “Let me see you do it,” he pushed out through clenched teeth.


    I tapped the floor with my palm and he rewarded me by tightening the belt. I was leashed now as he pounded into me, pulling on the belt for leverage. He slowed his thrusts and tightened it further, cutting off my air, but only for a few seconds before releasing the hold to slam in again.


    Thrust, thrust, squeeze.


    Thrust, thrust, squeeze. I bit my lip as the orgasm built deep inside of me. I was dizzy with lust, only able to feel him. The powerful thrust of his hips forced me to collapse forward and I was rewarded with the painful squeeze of the belt and another hard slap on my now bruised ass as he again lifted me back to my knees. With one more push of his punishing cock, I came and he squeezed and slapped as the current raced through me, leaving me completely drained. I fell forward again, unable to care about the consequences. The belt was released and I was turned over in time to see Aiden’s eyes blaze.


    “I’m going to treat you so nice,” he whispered, tracing my neck with tongue-filled kisses while his fingers eased in and out me, pulling the moisture from my orgasm. “I’m going to need to fuck this pussy well and often.”


    “Yes,” I breathed out in reply. Succumbing to his touch and his promising words, I shuddered as he traced my folds softly with my slick juices. He pulled away, catching my eyes as he drew back, pulling my legs up around his shoulders, hooking them behind his neck while lifting my upper half off the floor. He slid into me slowly, so slowly, as I choked on a gasp, completely full of him.


    “Aiden,” I whispered hoarsely.


    His hand slid down my chest over my breasts, caressing them as he made his way down to my aching clit. “I know, baby, you still need me.”


    I nodded, knowing how desperate I seemed, knowing that no matter how good it was, I was insatiable. No matter how hard I came, I would always want more. I was addicted.


    “Watch it, baby. Watch my cock,” he murmured soothingly. I followed his eyes to where we met intimately and I watched his length go in and out, coated with my orgasm. He pushed in deep, his reach slightly painful, caressing the spot deep inside stroke after stroke. The sight of his cock covered in me had me coming again instantly and he sped up as we both watched ourselves connect. My skin was on fire as I watched his coat of armor tattoo flex with his exertion and admired the sharp contours of his chest. There was nothing but menace in his eyes as he punished me with harsh licks over and over, pushing me to the brink. His knowing smirk was sinister, as if he knew exactly what I was feeling and how to take it away.


    If this man was my knight, I had no doubt he was hiding the dark horse he rode in on.


    My body still halfway between the floor and wrapped around his shoulders, he pounded into me, slowing only to readjust his grip before rearing back and really punishing me. I felt every inch of him and he made sure of it, his body taxing mine. I felt him harden further as he rubbed me deep and I held out for him as he pushed in one last time.


    “Aiden…” My voice lifted as I came in a scream and he gripped my thighs tightly, pinching the skin as he poured into me with a rough, “Nina.”
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    Halfway between a shower and the bed, we found ourselves in a tangled mess in the kitchen and I was suddenly face to face with a very hungry and exasperated Aiden. I laughed as he threw a fit over the type of food I kept in my house.


    “There is nothing here!”


    “There is plenty there. I just went shopping,” I said, crossing my arms with a smirk.


    “What the hell is this?” He held up a bag of low-carb wraps and I burst out laughing.


    “It’s bread.”


    “The birds wouldn’t even eat this shit,” he griped, finding a container of raw peanut butter and grabbing a spoon.


    “It’s healthy.”


    “Iphts shbit,” he said through a mouthful of peanut butter, making a face of complete disgust when the taste hit him.


    “Yeah, I should have warned you that’s not exactly sweet.” He glared at me as he downed his water, chasing a mouthful of flax seeds and raw peanuts.


    “I’ll be more than happy to send Carson to get you a happy meal, cry baby,” I taunted, naked aside from his boxer shorts that I rolled around my hips after our last bout of sex.


    “No, it’s fine,” he said, seemingly unsatisfied, his nose wrinkled. He looked gorgeous in his dress pants and bare feet, his hair still covered in product, but thoroughly picked through by my greedy fingers. His skin was perfectly kissed by the sun, his hands battered from his guitar. I wanted him again as I watched his face contort with each new item he studied and tasted. “I’ll just eat this,” he said, pausing to read the label, “carrot and hummus healthy snack pack.”


    “Good for you, a wise choice at three am,” I said shaking my head in mock approval.


    “Listen, I’m all for keeping that beautiful body of yours in shape, but this has got to suck,” he said eating one carrot covered with hummus and tossing the whole thing in the trash.


    “It’s how I do it. It’s to stay small and healthy, Aiden. It’s not just about vanity.”


    “Cook for me, then. Make me something out of all this shit in here and I’ll be the judge if it’s edible.”


    “You want me to cook for you, now, at 3 A.M., half naked in my kitchen?”


    “Why not?” He looked at me expectantly.


    “Unless you walk on water or you just replicated your penis and now are the new King Tut, you are asking too much.”


    He stalked toward me and I chuckled as he sat me on the counter in front of him.


    “My cock is not enough for you?” His voice was low, threatening. I looked into his eyes filled with hunger as he watched my nipples draw tight.


    “I think you know exactly what your cock is to me,” I said, leaning in to kiss him. He pulled away, dodging my kiss.


    “Someone is cranky when he’s hungry.” I leaned in, kissing his chest, tonguing the dark, black pattern that shadowed his pectoral, and trailed my kiss up to his neck. “I love the way your skin tastes.” I saw the bulge in his pants and looked into his eyes.


    “I’ve fucked you six times since we walked through that door, Nina.” I couldn’t read his expression, but I knew it wasn’t good. I backed away, giving us both space to breathe.


    “I don’t know what to say.” I lowered my head. “It’s the way I am.”


    He looked me over carefully. “He conditioned you.”


    “Sorry?” I was completely confused.


    “Your old dom—”


    “Dom?” I laughed and shook my head. “I’ve never had a dom.”


    “Yes you have,” he said, completely convinced. “Look at you, Nina. The minute I step forward with a commanding sentence, a look, a touch, your body responds. You’ve been conditioned, and really well.”


    What…the…fuck?


    “Nina, I leashed you tonight and you didn’t object. Most women would panic or at least question their lover.”


    I sat stunned as he looked at me.


    “It’s second nature to you.”


    Anger rushed through me as I pushed him aside and jumped off the counter then turned to him. “Fuck you and your assumptions.”


    “Nina,” he countered, moving toward me. Putting my hand up, I threw his shirt at him.


    “Aiden, I think it’d be best if you left. I have to work tomorrow. Play time is over.”


    Put that in your pipe and smoke it.


    He stood stunned for a brief moment before gathering his clothes. I pushed his boxers off of me and turned to walk away.


    “I’m sorry, Nina, but it’s the truth.”


    “Goodnight, Aiden.”


    I pulled myself up the stairs and closed my bedroom door, completely baffled. A million sexual scenarios ran through my mind as I recounted my time with Devin.


    And we had done it all.


    I dove into bed, burying my head under the covers. As soon as the chime alerted me Aiden had left, I locked the door from my bedside remote.


    Dom?
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    DEVIN


    My wife walked into my office, unimpressed by her invitation. “What is it, Devin? I have an appointment.” I slid the folder in her direction. “I’ll make it quick then, dear.” She looked up at me, annoyed as her eyes drifted over me and then down to address the folder in front of her.


    It was her instant recognition that told me I had her. “It went up for quick sale this morning. I’ve already put in an offer, on your behalf, of course.”


    She fingered the paper with adoration. It was an offer she couldn’t refuse tied up in a nice shiny bow. A plantation she’d dreamt of owning that had never been for sale. She’d often spoke of it and the possibility of owning it when we still shared the same bed.


    “Devin, I don’t quite have enough,” she said, her face paling at the thought of losing.


    “I agree you aren’t quite liquid enough right now, honey. I can remedy that.”


    I pushed different paperwork in front of her, and a check I’d cut over a dozen times already. “If we hurry, I’m sure we can push the sale through before Mrs. Marion gets wind.” I had her attention, I had the perfect bait. If she signed the paperwork and accepted my check, I would regain controlling interest of my company and in return she would own the plantation she’d wanted since she was a child.


    “Of course, if you’re not interested, I could give Mrs. Marion a call.” She glared at me openly as she picked up the pen. “This and nothing else, Devin. You get nothing else.” I rolled my eyes, knowing that getting my company back was half the battle and with her signature, I’d just won. I tried to hide my wolf grin as I sat back in my chair, but failed.


    “This isn’t over, and this means nothing,” she hissed as she stood up and walked out of my office.


    I didn’t bother to reply.


    In the end, I would have the last word.
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    NINA


    After hours of tossing and turning over Aiden’s declaration, I decided sleep wasn’t coming and beat Taylor to the office. I opened my email in a sleep-deprived coma, literally inhaling my coffee as I drank it. I didn’t need another man coming in with a blazing cock proclaiming he knew what was best for me. I wanted a playmate and someone who was truly interested in getting to know me. I was hard on Aiden by throwing him out, which I felt guilty for, but at the same time, he needed to know his place and it wasn’t quite at the head of the table. Not yet. I wasn’t sure agreeing to start a relationship was the best idea, either.


    Dom. Dom. Dom!


    Devin had never once had to explain his actions in bed. We’d never used a safe word. He’d never…


    But he had, he’d had me in every way imaginable, and I’d never once stopped him. Because the truth was, I fucking loved it, just as I’d loved being leashed by Aiden and the cruelty of his fucking.


    The whore in me celebrated my luck in finding two men capable of sating my appetite.


    Shut up, whore.


    Aiden was a versatile lover while Devin, though clever with charming words, had never once made love to me.


    Do I embrace this? Naughty Nina.


    I shivered in my seat. I’d spent way too much time thinking it through already, and it was always the same conclusion.


    I was a greedy nymph and when I was hungry, moral conscience didn’t come into play.


    In all the night’s activities, I’d forgotten about the background check and opened the email from Taylor she’d sent sometime during my dinner with Aiden. I read through both files with a fine tooth comb.


    Devin Alexander McIntyre, born October 28, 1979, age 36.


    Thirty-six? FUCK. I fought hard to remember when I’d asked him his age. He’d had a birthday and didn’t tell me. Of course he hadn’t.


    Father, Eric McIntyre, age 63.


    Mother, Genevieve McIntyre, age 61, born in Germany.


    It was a simple summary. No siblings, which gave me a breath of relief. It was a complete timeline of his life and career. He’d been valedictorian of his high school, and a track star. He went onto Brown to double major in business and history, eventually graduating with an MBA. No criminal record. Married Eileen Greer, May 15, 2008. Wow, the happy couple just had an anniversary.


    Fuck them.


    I moved onto Aiden.


    Aiden Elliot McIntyre, born March 26, 1980, age 35.


    Father Elliot McIntyre, deceased, age 34, Suicide.


    Oh no! Pain spread through my chest thinking of my own father and how I wouldn’t have done well without him. I needed to spend time with him. I would make it a priority.


    Poor Aiden.


    Mother, Juliana McIntyre, age 59.


    I read the rest with my mouth hanging open. If Devin was impressive on paper, Aiden was a golden child. He made All-American in football. His achievements were endless. He’d gone to Harvard, graduating with a doctorate in psychiatry and onto graduate school for business communications.


    I stared at my screen, completely useless. Taylor walked in as I blinked rapidly at the screen.


    “Well, I see you got my email,” she piped, handing me a fresh latte.


    “He’s a bar owner,” I said, scanning through the rest of the information.


    She sat across from me, unaffected as she spoke. “Who better to serve you beer than a neighborhood shrink?” I pushed away from my desk and started pacing.


    “We went to school together,” Taylor added. “I remember him.” I cornered my desk, arms crossed.


    “And?”


    “And nothing. I saw him at a few parties, nothing special. I remember he was hot. I never had a conversation with him. My roommate was in love with him, that’s the only reason I took notice.”


    I nodded. “Did she ever date him?”


    “No, she gave up and settled for some grease monkey her second year.”


    I pulled at my lip as I absorbed the fact that I was dating another scholar out of my league. It was no longer a mystery why he was so intuitive, so quick to voice his opinion, so quick to dish out advice.


    So quick to diagnose me as a fiend.


    He was a certified doctor of the fucking mind who had leashed me like a dog last night and fucked me for seven straight hours. I sat down again, banging my head on the desk as Taylor chuckled. I looked up to see her beaming at me.


    “Someone’s happy. What’s your story?” She was practically glowing, and it was anyone’s guess why. Maybe she had finally watched every episode of Jeopardy and had all the correct answers, maybe she had gotten our coffee buy one get one free, or maybe, just maybe she had finally found a man who could do a better job of fucking her than she could.


    “Not as interesting as yours,” she said, dodging my question once again.


    “Taylor, come on.”


    “Well, I will tell you this…” She raised a brow just as there was a knock on my open door. “Excuse me, ladies, the server is down, we are delayed half an hour.”


    Taylor jumped up, her demeanor changing in the blink of an eye as she followed the head of the tech department out the door, barking orders. I chuckled as I watched her follow him to the elevator, handing his ass back to him in a paper sack before he escaped.


    That’s my girl.


    I spent the rest of the day digging in deep, finding the strength to make it through without face planting on my desk. By the time I was finished, my body ached for a bath and my bed, and I couldn’t think of anything I wanted more. Making my way out of the building, I found Carson had the door open for me. I slid in and jumped when I saw Aiden waiting for me in the car.


    I peeked out, giving Carson the evil eye as Aiden yanked me back in before closing the car door.


    “I told him you were expecting me.” I sat, silently staring at him. “Talk to me,” he whispered as I looked out the window.


    “So you can gloat?”


    “I’m not in this to hurt you, Nina.” I turned to look at him and saw him freshly dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, holding a bouquet of pale peonies.


    “You seemed to admire them at the restaurant.” He handed them to me and I closed my eyes.


    “I’m sorry.” It was all I could say. I wasn’t ready to admit that he was right. I’d let him violate me so easily last night, no questions asked. That was not normal behavior. He grabbed my hand and held it as I stayed silent. When we approached my house, I turned to him.


    “Where did you go to college?”


    “Harvard.” I nodded, thankful for truth. “You don’t seem surprised, Nina.”


    “I’m not.” I didn’t give him anything else as I climbed over his lap and let down the window, addressing Carson. “You are dismissed for the evening. Have a good night.” I pushed the button without waiting for his reply, or looking for his approval.


    “You researched me,” he whispered as I took my seat across from him.


    “Yes.”


    Instead of being offended, he seemed amused. “And what did you find out?”


    “You’re an Aries,” I muttered dryly as I faced him with a hard look. “You’re an Aries with a golden arm and the IQ of Socrates…Oh, and a shrink…What the fuck, Aiden?”


    “Does this impress you?” He was completely unaffected. “Yes and no. What are you doing? And why haven’t you done more?”


    “More, as in what, waste my life away behind a desk? Work my entire career graying and slaving to other people as a servant? No thanks, I’m not fond of people.” The cabin filled with a tenseness I wasn’t used to when it came to Aiden. He didn’t like being on the defensive, of that I was sure. His face darkened and his lips quirked, as if he had tasted something bad.


    “You are a shrink! I would think people are your thing.” I crossed my arms as he remained completely calm as he sat across from me.


    His voiced was laced with anger as I stumbled with my thoughts. “I won’t apologize for my education. That’s ridiculous. I would have told you things eventually, but you went looking for them. Why are you so upset? Did I ruin your ambition of slumming it with me?”


    “That’s not fair,” I defended. “I was happy you were a bar owner. I was happy I didn’t have to pretend with you. I thought you were living in the real world, but I just dove into your own personal world of make believe.”


    “How so?”


    “You don’t act like a scholar. You don’t present yourself in a way—”


    “That suits society? I know. I’m proud of myself.” His grin was contagious and I couldn’t help but answer it. “I believe the word you’re looking for is humble. I have no reason to list my accomplishments to anyone. I have nothing to prove. Those are things I did for me.” We sat across from each other for long moments as I drank him in. His t-shirt was form fitting and clung to him in all the right places. His jeans fit him well and I couldn’t stop staring at his pronounced Adam’s apple. My lips itched to trace it. It was sexy as fuck. He looked fresh and beautiful and insanely fuckable.


    He hadn’t lost a wink of sleep, either. Asshole.


    This is your drama. Keep cool, Nina.


    “How did you know?”


    “About your sexual preference? I studied it. I actually did my thesis on sexual behavior.” He paused only briefly before he added, “I also practiced it.”


    My eyes shot to his and I saw a fire brewing.


    “Well, contrary to what you might think, I’m exhausted, so you won’t be able to snap your fingers for a snack today.” I moved to get out of the car.


    “If I wanted to fuck you, Nina, I would already be doing it,” he snapped, gripping my wrist.


    There it was again, that instant longing. My chest rose and fell with the command of his voice. Was he doing this on purpose to fuck with me? I was aroused when I was supposed to be offended. I had more questions for him, but decided against asking them to give myself a chance to get my shit together.


    His grip loosened. “I’ll stop chasing you, Nina. If that’s what you want.” Hurt spread through my chest as I looked up at him. I saw sincerity, and a twinge of worry. We’d started this too soon. I wasn’t ready for commitment, and now I knew it. I was still healing from the loss of Devin. I shouldn’t have entertained the situation, but it was too late. He had his hooks in slightly, and I loved the feel of them.


    “I’ll come to you,” I murmured, grabbing the flowers he’d brought me and kissing his lips briefly. He nodded, seeming satisfied, and I got out the car, barely making it through a shower before passing out in my bed. I woke up twelve hours later to a text from Devin.


    DEVIN: We need to talk.


    For fuck’s sake.
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    DEVIN


    “Handle this or I’ll do it for you.” The phone went dead in my ear and I rolled my eyes.


    Another day, another threat.


    At least I’d won the majority of the war with Eileen, a situation I would never get myself into again. These days I was less the predator of the rich and unassuming and more of an unwilling puppet.


    I’d let it go too far, especially with Nina.


    Another unanswered text let me know it was time to let her go. I couldn’t force her to listen and she damn sure wouldn’t forgive me. Pride was not a factor in this. I had no choice but to try to get her to keep her word and sell the land back to me. Now more than ever, the risk was high, and it was only a matter of time before she would be pushed into the fire.


    It couldn’t happen. I wouldn’t let it happen.


    Did I expect her to forgive me? The tragedy was, she would never know that I loved her. That I still love her, that I would always love her.


    I’d been a coward, and I’d lost the girl. I was paying penance.


    Eileen had come into my office guns blazing and threatened me with every available source at her fingertips when she discovered my affair. My career, my reputation would all be disintegrated in hours. I had no choice but to take her seriously and play along. The result was a visit from a jaded and hurt Nina a month later.


    “Devin, good to see you. How’s the family?” She walked past me, her speech rehearsed.


    “I should have told you,” I said, mentally nailing my feet where I stood to keep from going to her. A thousand times I’d picked up my phone, a thousand times I’d put it back down. I had no excuse. And the one I had would not be the one she wanted to hear.


    In this fucked up scenario, I should have been apologizing to my wife, not my mistress.


    “Yes, you should have, but that’s not why I’m here.” Her voice cracked. She was trying so damn hard and I saw it in the way she carried herself. I’d hurt her. I’d hurt myself. It was for the best. Eileen was unpredictable. If she’d gone far enough to take off her clothes and pose for Nina, she meant business. I hadn’t seen her naked in years.


    Manipulative, conniving cunt.


    She knew I was in love with her, and looking at Nina in front of me, I knew it had never been more true.


    “Okay, why are you here?”


    “This.” She pointed to a piece of property on a single sheet of paper she’d pulled from her purse. “I want to purchase it for my mother. I need to know if it’s a sound investment.”


    “You could have emailed,” I countered as false hope spread through my chest.


    “I should have,” she said weakly. She stood and walked over to my office window in a daze.


    “I never wanted to hurt you, Nina. That’s the truth, but I know it’s shit.”


    “Do you love her?”


    I didn’t answer, it was best if I didn’t. If I told her the truth, it would give her hope between the two of us that things could turn out differently.


    “I can’t do this. I can’t pretend you didn’t ruin me.” She looked at me then with tears in her eyes and my chest cracked. “I told you I loved you, Devin. Did that mean anything to you?”


    I loved her enough to tell her the truth. “It can’t.”


    She nodded. “Okay.”


    “Nina—”


    Not meeting my eyes, she cut me with her words. “I said okay. Call Taylor and let her know when you’ve researched this. She’ll be the one you speak to from now on.”


    I nodded, standing at my desk with my hands in my pockets.


    “I miss us, you know. I thought we were happy. You seemed happy. But I guess that was a lie, too.” She looked to me to agree with her as I stood there like the fucking coward I was. “Right. Goodbye, Devin.”


    She walked out that day, and I was sure it was over, until a month later when I fucked her in a coat closet. My wife had forced her to retaliate and I was Nina’s tool. I’d been cruel to her, forcing myself to act in a way so I could avoid the hole inside of me that festered when I looked at her. She’d changed as well, acting ruthless with her new friends. Friends I’d introduced her to. She carried herself well with the chip on her shoulder I’d caused, making moves against her peers our of spite, and watching their reactions with glee. I’d seen her exhibit some of the same behavior as my wife and I was disgusted by it, and took it out on her every chance I got. This was not the woman I fell for and I wound up resenting the monster I’d created.


    I was ruthless with her as well, hoping that she would have the courage to once and for all rid herself of me and the chain that I was attached to. All the while, I’d never refused her sexually and taken every chance I could to have her, just one more time.


    I was forcing her to give up.


    And then she did.


    And now it was my turn to let her go.
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    NINA


    I walked into the bar with new resolve. Devin was my past, and Aiden was a possibility. He didn’t seem capable of hurting me the way Devin had, and I would no longer punish Aiden for the mistakes I’d made.


    I was ready to try, to hope. Months of being Devin’s fuck toy had paralyzed me into believing I couldn’t be anything more. It was my fault. I’d waged heartfelt war with a woman incapable of feeling anything. I’d challenged Devin’s wife and had only seemed to aggravate her while I fell the fuck apart.


    It was over.


    Being capable of love was an entirely different story, but that wasn’t what Aiden was asking for. And for now, I wasn’t capable of doing it, though I saw the potential. He was worthy of the feelings I had wasted.


    This would be me moving on. Aiden was a host to everything I truly needed, and I would take full advantage. He wanted to possess me sexually and know me spiritually.


    I was open to that. Guarded slightly, but open. I sat in my spot, nodding as Dave handed me a beer. Aiden looked at me and I saw a small, satisfied smile pass his lips as I sat in front of him. God, he was beautiful. He was sitting on a stool with a black acoustic guitar in his lap. He looked even more sun-kissed in a black t-shirt and dark jeans, his hair a golden, gelled mess. He struck his guitar, looking down, and I mourned his amber eyes, but admired the sharpness of his features, the broadness of his chest, the rhythm he kept with the nod of his head as he started his song.


    I didn’t recognize the song, but it was absolutely beautiful. He sang it unaccompanied by the other guys and looked directly at me as he took turns strumming out the chords and tapping the side of the guitar for beat.


    I was lost instantly when his deep voice moved over the words. It had a painful, soulful lilt that moved me in a way that could only be felt. He sang about attempts to steal a woman’s heart away from the wrong man. And how it confused her and she could never figure out how to truly love. I sat trying my hardest to fight the emotion brewing as he sang directly to me that I was beautiful and different and worth so much more than I gave myself credit for.


    When the song finished, I kept myself seated, tears streaming down my face as he gave me the come here finger. I flew from my seat into his waiting kiss as he held me tightly to him, cat calls coming at us from every direction around the bar.


    I kept my arms around him as I pulled back and questioned him, ignoring everyone around us. They didn’t exist. “God, that was beautiful. Did you write that for me?”


    “No, that one belongs to Lil Wayne.” My eyes widened as he chuckled.


    “The rapper?”


    “Yes, I’m pretty sure he wrote it for a stripper.” Aiden laughed loudly as I slapped his chest playfully.


    “Don’t be so judgmental, woman. Look at you, you’re a mess.” Wiping the tears from under my eyes gently, he showed me the evidence. I smiled as he kissed me again and I turned around, finally acknowledging the crowd with a bow.


    I stayed until he finished his set and he joined me at my table.


    “You keep singing to me like that, and I may make a habit of coming out.”


    “That’s the plan,” he whispered, kissing me sweetly before cupping his beer and taking a sip.


    “I’m here to ask you for a date.” My hands were all over him, caressing his chest, playing with the hair on the back of his head. I couldn’t help but notice the hint of a knowing smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.


    Okay, so I’m a fucking fiend. I get it.


    We made small talk as I told him about Taylor and how I was excited about the expansion of Scott Solutions. He listened intently, his smirk deepening with each subtle touch I gave him, a telling sign of my need.


    “Nina,” he said after half an hour of my rambling and stroking his beautiful skin. “Do you need me to take care of you?” Instead of hanging my head in shame, I nodded. Aiden took my hand, leading me down a tiny hallway into a small office. The walls and ceiling were painted pitch black. There was a laptop, a chair, and a lone decoration in the form of a poster on the wall of the Foo Fighters.


    “I love the Foo Fighters,” I said nervously. Aiden’s expression went from humorous to dark and lustful as he shut the door and I attacked, jumping into his arms and licking his lips. He captured my tongue, sucking it eagerly as clothes began to fly around the room. Naked, I stood waiting as he looked over me and I did the same. He was tall, perfectly cut and broad. Between his thick muscular thighs lay my salvation, if only for the moment. He licked his lips as he eyed my stiffening nipples.


    “What do you want?” Pain shot through my chest at the question. It was Devin’s question. I pushed it aside, my need for the man in front of me growing with each passing and naked second.


    “Hard, really hard.” That was an answer.


    He gripped my neck and spun me around, pushing me against the wall.


    “Spread your legs.” Aiden was in rare form as I leaned back, gripping him in my hand. He pressed my face hard against the rough surface. “Did I say you could touch that?”


    “No.” I smiled through the pain, loving the way his voice sounded. He moved from my grip and slapped my ass in a way so that I parted my legs further. He tested my arousal and groaned, seeming satisfied.


    “Always so wet, naughty Nina. Tell me, do you think it’s enough for my cock?” I forced my wrist behind me as I again took him in my hand and felt his huge thickness. I moaned at my assessment and he thrust into my hand once.


    “She wants it hard,” he whispered into my neck before biting my shoulder and thrusting his fingers inside me before sliding them between my ass cheeks. I let out a surprised gulp of air as he rimmed me with his soaked digits.


    “I’m going to fuck you everywhere, in every way.” He pulled my hair so I was forced to look up. “Do you hear me?”


    “Yes,” I gasped, my arousal dripping.


    He pulled the rolling chair over and turned me, binding my wrists to the handle. When I looked at my now secured hands, I could see the guitar string digging into my skin.


    Resourceful guy.


    With a slap on the ass, he pushed the tip of himself inside me, rubbing it over every part of me, and then pushed the chair away so I was stretched painfully on my tip toes, just short of falling forward.


    “Aiden, please.”


    “I love it when you beg.” Without warning, he pounded into me full force, pulling the chair back to him as he covered my hands on the handles. The sensation of being full was magnified as he used my body to deliver his cock with so much force I was screaming.


    “Keep it down, or I’ll make it hurt.”


    I ignored him, my body ripping with pleasure as he impaled me inch by inch, thrust by thrust.


    “I warned you.” He slapped me hard, only intensifying the pleasure and then painfully shoved three fingers into my ass. I came hard and loud, hearing the slickness of my orgasm as he continued his assault.


    “Quiet, Nina, or I’ll make you pay.” I lay my head in the chair, biting my tongue as he fucked me ruthlessly with his dick and fingers, bringing me up again to a furious orgasm before I floated away. Aiden was relentless as he continued to pound and pound, his heavy balls slapping my clit furiously. I felt him stiffen with his oncoming orgasm and he pulled out of me, putting the tip of him inside my puckered entrance before coming with a harsh breath. I shrieked at the sudden intrusion as he slid in further, his second wave filling my ass with his hot release and pushing in the rest of the way. I cried out as his fingers found my clit, thumping once then twice as I came again, his dick still filling me and keeping me full. It didn’t stop as Aiden continually thumped my center as it pulsed and aided my orgasm, making it last and last.


    I praised him over and over as he pulled his softening cock from me, rubbing the slick hole with himself.


    “You like being fucked in the ass?”


    “God, yes,” I said, no longer ashamed of my need. “Anywhere, everywhere,” the whore in me told him.


    “This is mine,” he reiterated, sticking his once again hard cock into my backside.


    “Oh, God, yes, Aiden,” I said as tears streamed down my face. “I fucking love it.”


    He pulled out of me, untying my wrists and sat in the chair, pulling me onto his lap. I sat there catching my breath as his hardness between my open legs tickled my clit.


    “I would love to see if you can come this way, but I think were out of time,” he whispered, cupping both my breasts from underneath my arms, enclosing me as he stroked my sensitive skin.


    “I came here to ask for a date, not sodomy,” I giggled.


    “Well, you can have them both. When is our date?” He nuzzled my neck and I stood up to gather my clothes.


    “Tomorrow night. Do you have a tux?”


    “I have one, yes.”


    “Carson and I will pick you up at seven.” Pulling on my jeans, I appreciated his beautiful body as he reluctantly dressed.


    “You could skip the set and make me scream again,” I said, looking at him from underneath my lashes. He moved toward me, tilting my head for a long slow kiss.


    “You should probably sneak out unless you want to witness my first standing ovation.”
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    I made it home and spent hours in the gym exhausting my ridiculous new libido. Even in my sated state, I wanted more. I knew this could eventually be a problem, but for now, I would choose to ignore it. I would start asking questions and getting answers from the source. I still wasn’t sure that the two men who consumed me were in any way connected, but our lives seemed so separated, I put that worry to bed along with thoughts of Devin, who seemed to be getting irritated by my refusal to see him.


    DEVIN: Talk to me or I come to you.


    It was a threat I needed to take seriously. Hearing from him in any capacity still had my heart beating faster, my chest rising and falling with memories both sweet and sensual. He’d been everything I needed, everything I thought I’d wanted, but I’d ignored all the warning signs.


    With Aiden, I would do better, try harder, attempt to make the intense sexual relationship into something more. I owed it to myself to be someone’s, not someone’s whore.


    Aiden seemed to embrace my sexuality and handled it like a pro. I didn’t have time to worry if he would tire of me. I was busying myself with happy thoughts as I drifted to sleep while we texted each other.
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    NINA


    At seven sharp the next day, Carson and I pulled up as Aiden opened his front door. He turned to me as I was exiting the limo. He looked dashing in an old school, black, perfectly fitted tux and a bowtie. I damn near stumbled toward him in my new Jimmy Choo’s as he descended the stairs, doing a little dance reminiscent of some Broadway show and nailing it with ease.


    The man was brilliant, beautiful, talented beyond words, and had a cock that could silence a porn star.


    I sighed as he took my mouth in a kiss that promised me much more as the night progressed.


    “You look beautiful, Nina.” He pulled my hands out as he admired my sea colored dress that hugged my body perfectly and flowed loose from mid-thigh down. I wore my hair up and left my neck bare, but cuffed my wrist in diamonds. We slid into the cab of my town car as Carson drove toward the venue.


    “You don’t mind slummin’ it with me tonight?” I asked as he kissed my palm.


    “I’m a chameleon, baby. I can handle any situation.”


    I quirked my brow. “I believe it.”


    “I was raised knowing where the proper fork is. I did indeed have a mighty large silver spoon.”


    “Tell me about your parents,” I asked, knowing a part of the answer. He stilled my wandering hand on his thigh.


    “My father died when I was young, my mother … I rarely hear from her.” He didn’t seem affected by it.


    “That must be hard.” I pulled my feet up beneath me on the comfortable seat as I tuned in. He leaned back in his seat, straightening his already perfect bowtie.


    Another dark expression, one I hadn’t seen before, crossed his features, but it wasn’t sadness. It looked like resentment. “My father killed himself. I never thought it bothered me, but I guess it stuck with me. I researched a lot about emotions and the human mind, that’s what got me interested in psychiatry. I was looking for answers.”


    “Did you find them?” He nodded his head, looking out the window. “Yes and no. I got some insight, but in truth, he would be the only one who could truly answer them. My mother refused to speak of him.”


    “I’m sorry, Aiden.”


    “It was just a way for me to cope, I guess. I never really wanted to be a shrink.”


    “You never really wanted to be anything, did you?” I laughed. “You have all these amazing talents, degrees, and you just…”


    He leaned in with a grin. “To you it’s a waste, but why? For money? You of all people know how tainted that point is.”


    “I do,” I agreed whole-heartedly, but added, “You could be helping people with your expertise.”


    “Point made, but Nina, I’d rather lift them with music, not listen to them suffer. I’m not so sure there are magic words to help the human condition. But I’m beginning to think there are magic people.” He fingered my cheek as his molten brown eyes moved over my face. “You do things to me.”


    Ignoring the intimacy of his statement, I opted for humor. “You do things to me to,” I said on a laugh. “Pretty raunchy, Mr. Shrink. What would Freud say about the way you fuck?”


    His grin left my heart racing. “He wouldn’t say anything, he would take notes and do the same to his woman.”


    We laughed as the car slowed, and I pulled out my lipstick for a quick fix. “One hour and we are out of here. I’ll take you for a happy meal.”


    He stilled my movement. “If you hate these things so much, why are you here?”


    “I joined everything in hopes of making some new friends when I became wealthy. I was chair on a couple of committees due to my overly generous donations. I’ve stepped down and ducked out of everything in the last six months. I no longer give a shit. I’ve hated most of these functions, but this is one cause close to my heart.” I nodded out of the window and smiled as he saw the sign for the Charleston Aquarium.


    He nodded as he exited the car and reached out his hand for mine. We bypassed the carpet at his insistence and headed in and were greeted by an ambiance of soft lights and live jazz music. I immediately grabbed a waiting glass of champagne and handed one to my beautiful date.


    “It’s my job to get the drinks,” he cooed in my ear as we sipped champagne, hands clasped.


    “Come on, I want to show you something.” I walked him past the first two larger than life sized aquariums filled with tropical fish, and he looked on, admiring them along with me.


    “It’s way more fascinating to me than art. It’s alive and beautiful and ever changing.” He squeezed my hand as we walked along the colorful and contrasting wall of fish. I weaved through the crowd, intentionally not making eye contact with anyone. I was here with Aiden and that was all that mattered. For once in the last two years, I had someone to entertain. I wasn’t being hidden, a kept secret. For once I was being revered as someone important. At least to him.


    “Want to dance?” I asked quickly. Aiden seemed distracted as he looked around us.


    “No, not here. I’ll dance with you some other time. I promise.” He squeezed my hand and I let it go. We circled the aquarium, stopping in a quiet room filled from floor to ceiling with sharks. I stood in awe, staring into the tanks with the same fear that always struck me when I saw them. I swam amongst them in all aspects of my life, but I respected them greatly. I watched as a six foot black tip swam past me, touching the reinforced glass as it slid along side of me. I loved the sea and all its creatures and was fascinated by its intricate ecosystem. My plans were to help expand the aquarium, making it one of the east coast’s biggest and best. I stood for several moments watching the beady eyed, smooth skinned predators glide along the water, changing directions without warning. Suddenly there was a whirlwind of activity. They began to circle faster as more sharks joined the mix, causing my pulse to pick up with the flurry of activity in front of me as they raced around, held captive only by a few inches of glass.


    “Aren’t they incredib—” I was cut short by the sight of Aiden facing Devin in the center of the room. I stood paralyzed with fear and jumped as a shark tale tapped the glass next to my head. The two men were completely silent in what looked to be a standoff. Terror crept through me as I realized these men not only knew each other, but hated each other as well. I stood motionless as fierce blue eyes met molten lava. I could literally feel the hate static mounting between them and cringed. I’d never seen Devin so livid, his jaw set. I couldn’t see Aiden’s face clearly, but his posture told me his look was probably eerily similar.


    Breaking my immobility, I walked up next to Aiden and grabbed his hand.


    “Let’s go,” I prompted, starting to walk as Aiden gripped my hand hard, telling me to stay in place. Devin turned his glare from Aiden to look at me and seemed to suddenly realize I was standing there, a physical jerk moving through him, his glare turning to disbelief. Aiden caught on and turned to look at me for confirmation, asking the silent question “Is this him?” and I nodded quickly as he dropped my hand.


    My heart ripped at the loss as my eyes stayed glued between the two of them.


    “Fuck you, I’m not doing this tonight,” Aiden hissed at Devin through clenched teeth. I looked to Devin who had murder in his eyes, his gaze shooting back and forth between us.


    “Nina, when you fuck my cousin, does it remind you of me?” I was crippled in that moment. Devin looked at me with a “Well?” as I stood there, completely powerless to stop the next few minutes of my life. Aiden turned to me, confrontation clear in his features. “Research.”


    My defense was weak and worthless. “I wasn’t sure. I didn’t know. I swear I didn’t know.” I cowered away, terrified of the two of them.


    “We’re leaving,” Aiden snapped as he came toward me in a blur.


    “You aren’t going anywhere with her,” Devin hissed as he walked forward in an attempt to block him.


    “Devin, do yourself a favor and walk away,” Aiden countered, sliding his hand around my hip.


    “The fuck I will!” Devin yelled as I stood in front of Aiden.


    “You have no say in anything I do, Devin. I came with Aiden, I’m leaving with him. This wasn’t intentional, it just happened. Aiden can attest to that.” I turned on my heel, heading toward the exit with or without Aiden. I knew I should be throwing myself at his feet, at his mercy, but I couldn’t do it. Not with Devin standing there. I clutched my purse and dug deep for my emergency bottle of Xanax, taking one and downing it with a glass of champagne from a ready tray. Minutes passed as I waited on Carson to bring the car around. Suddenly Aiden was hot on my heels as he exited the building. Carson pulled up and opened the door for us, concern written all over his face. Once seated, I popped a hot bottle of un-chilled champagne I kept on hand, taking a long sip. It was awful but it would get the job done.


    “I didn’t know. We didn’t exactly disclose our names until the night I asked. I was just as surprised as you are now. When I found out you weren’t brothers, I didn’t think much more of it. I figured he wasn’t a part of your life.”


    “You fucked up,” he said tightly. “You figured wrong.”


    I felt a chill sweep through me as a stone faced Aiden failed to look at me. I lowered the glass partition.


    “Mr. McIntyre will be returning home.” Carson nodded as I put the partition back up, cradling the warm bottle of champagne in my arm, wishing at that moment to be anyone but me.


    “What can I say? Please, Aiden, tell me.”


    Aiden sat perfectly still, his body language screaming violence. I wanted more than anything to ask what had transpired between them, but knew I may never get the answers. Carson stopped in Aiden’s drive, and for the first time Aiden looked at me and in his eyes I saw what I’d feared.


    “If I would have asked you—”


    “We would have never begun,” he said, matter of fact. “This can’t happen, Nina. I’m sorry.”


    He exited the limo, walking past his porch steps toward the side of his house, down the beach path, motion lights beaming on to guide his steps. I blindly followed him, my insides sinking as he made his way out to the surf, untying his bowtie. He stood as he reached the white foam, the only light hovering over us coming from the back porch of his house.


    “Aiden, please talk to me.” I heard my voice shake and took a deep breath.


    “You knew,” he said as a statement. “You surprise me sometimes. I think I have you figured out and then you pull the rug out from under me. It was what I loved about you most. Now I think it’s what I like about you least.”


    “Fuck, please don’t do that. Don’t jab at me. You came after me that night, remember. I didn’t do this intentionally or to spite him.”


    “It can’t happen. I’m sorry. You need to leave.” He walked away, leaving me on the beach holding a hot bottle of champagne and my face covered in running mascara.
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    I was pulled from sleep by the rumbling of my cell phone. I texted Taylor that I would be into the office in the morning, then lay in bed with my eyes shut tight.


    Did that really fucking happen?


    I had no reason to believe Devin would show up to that event. It wasn’t something he would be interested in, and no matter how hard I’d pushed the case, none of the women on my other committees were remotely interested in helping with the expansion of the aquarium.


    He’d made good on his threat and come specifically for me.


    And now you know. Cousins.


    I saw it and ignored it. Same last name, similar upbringings, Ivy League educations. It was clear it was a connect the dots scenario. I knew and I’d ignored it. I wanted Aiden. And deep down, I still wanted Devin. Fresh tears crippled me from moving out of bed as I christened my pillow over and over. Devin was furious. Aiden was done. And I was once again alone.


    Who exactly was I crying for?


    I wiped my face but the tears wouldn’t stop, my body aching with my deep seated need for the man I loved and loathed, and the good man I’d lost and wanted desperately to keep, the pulse between my thighs making me aware I could never have either.


    I’d let sexual thirst rule my life, and now as I shuddered with sobs to grieve both men, I was all too aware of my arousal. The need was distinct and unavoidable. My nipples peaked with thoughts that should be anything but present and I pinched them hard in frustration. I moaned out as the pleasure broke through the pain, my sex becoming heavier with need.


    Disgusted, I turned on my stomach and buried my head in the pillow as my hand drifted down toward the throbbing. I cried out when my fingers reached the tip, tears still coming down as I gave in to my need. I stroked myself hard without giving my body a chance to open. Punishing my clit with rough fingers, I strained for release and came up empty. I cried in frustration, bringing the wetness from my middle to the top, rubbing furiously and moving my hips for friction. Still gasping and straining, I came up empty and moved my head to the side for more air and I froze.


    He stood next to my bed, his eyes on fire with lust as he watched me cry in frustration and heartbreak, trying to reach my orgasm. Slowly his hand reached toward me, pulling the comforter off the bed, revealing my naked skin. I waited as his eyes appreciated me and he stayed planted next to me, his fiery depths beckoning me to continue. I began to move my hand again as he watched me cupping my sex beneath me, still pushing for release and failing. Sobbing, I planted my knees on the bed, lifted my ass and ground furiously into my hand as he watched, lips parted, his erection straining in his pants. I worked tirelessly for release, sweat beading on my forehead, hard heavy breaths coming out with my cries. My heart thrummed hard inside my chest. He palmed his hard cock, watching me intently.


    I needed relief. I needed him.


    “Please, I can’t do it…please!” He moved lightning fast, his hands covering my ass, stroking the back of my thighs. I felt his tongue trace the contours of my backside before he buried his thick tongue inside, fucking my pussy with it. He licked me from bottom to top as I gripped my pillow, writhing in agony. Suddenly I was turned over and forced to watch him as he shed his clothes. I kept my hand low, rubbing furiously, his hungry eyes my encouragement.


    “I’m sorry, Nina,” he whispered as his lips trailed warmly up my neck. I reached out to him but he gripped my forearms, pinning them next to my head as his hard cock nudged my entrance. My chest lifted in asking as his mouth covered one nipple, pulling and biting before moving to the other. With one solid thrust, he was buried deep, rubbing me exactly where I needed him and I came, pulsing and praising. He moved inside me slowly, kissing my face, my eyes, my brow, nose, chin and neck. I cried against his lips as he took my mouth sweetly and completely as he made love to me. Minutes later, I orgasmed again as he stroked me deep inside, so much so I felt an aching part of me start to heal.


    “I love you, Nina,” he whispered to me as he came, pouring himself inside. I opened my eyes, staring deep into the dark blue depths and whispered the name my heart held sacred. “Devin.”


    


    

  


  
    



     


    Nina, Devin and Aiden’s story concludes in


    Hindrance, Book 3 in The Excess Series, Coming Soon!


     


    The Excess Series Playlist on Spotify


     


     


    LET’S BE SOCIAL!


     


    FACEBOOK


    TWITTER
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    SEXUAL AWAKENING SERIES


    The Waltz


    The Tango


    The Last Dance


    Curtains


     


    Sexual Awakenings: The Complete Set is available now on Amazon
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    Thank you to my betas Stacy, Julie, Jules, Sharon, Anne and Yamara. This has been one hell of a journey in beta land. I’m so thankful to you ladies.


     


    Thank you to my editor and dear friend Edee who has endless patience.


     


    Sue Bee, Christy Baldwin, Beverly, Kelli C, Pam, Louise, Milasy, Sabrina, Allison, Cathy, Michelle, Suzanne, Marie, Lisa, Linda, Cindy, Patty, Heather and Robert — Thank you for supporting me .


     


    To all the bloggers who have reviewed and were intrigued enough to continue this story with me, I promise I have a great conclusion coming so thanks for taking the ride with me. I cannot thank you enough.
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