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 ONE

All women look the same on their knees with
their mouth wrapped around my cock.

You like to think you’re different, special
somehow. You spend all that time fixing your hair and makeup,
picking out a dress that your annoying friend swears makes you look
like a million bucks. But you want to know the truth? I don’t give
a fuck. After a hundred lays, you all look the same to me. Blonde,
redhead, brunette-- the view’s the same from up here. The crown of
your head bobbing, the round globes of your naked ass. The only
thing that’s different is how you suck me off.

The woman down there right now is no pro,
I’ll tell you that much. I’d bet she hasn’t been on her knees in
years. No wonder her husband hired me, dealing with this bullshit.
She’s eager though, lapping away at me, fumbling with my balls,
letting out little breathy moans as she struggles to take my
massive dick deeper in her mouth. She can’t get up a rhythm to save
her life, so I save her the trouble: fisting my hands in her hair
and yanking her closer, fucking her mouth, deep and hard, until I’m
hitting the back of her throat and she’s whimpering like crazy,
sucking me down, desperate for more.

Fuck yeah, like that baby.

I feel the tightness in my balls, that
shiver in the base of my cock. I’m close, but fuck it, I’m not
getting paid to cum all over her naked breasts. With a growl, I
yank her off me and throw her face-down over the couch. She gasps
in surprise, but I don’t wait a minute before grabbing her hips and
slamming into her from behind, all the way to the fucking hilt.

She screams, arching back against me,
grinding desperately on my cock. I shove her down again, trapping
her in place as I piston in and out of her wet pussy, over and
over,

“God!” she cries, gasping beneath me. “Oh my
god! Vaughn! That feels so good!”

Her voice is irritating me now, distracting
me from the warm, wet clench of her cunt, so I pull her body up
against me, gagging her with one hand while I squeeze and pinch at
her breasts. They’re damn fine too, big and ripe, bouncing with the
impact every time I slam into her, impaling her with my cock,
driving so goddamn deep I can feel her walls with every thrust.

Her pussy starts trembling. She’s close. I
thrust, again and again, until the world goes dark and there’s
nothing but the slide of my cock and the friction of her dripping
channel. She comes with a scream, clenching around me, and I
finally let go. She falls to her back, those gorgeous tits bouncing
in rhythm. I let out a roar, fucking one final thrust then pull
out, coming in a hot spurt all over her.

Fuck. I pump with my fist, spilling my milky seed all over her
chest, her hair, her face until finally it ebbs away and I’m
done.

She pants, her face flushed, staring at me
adoringly. “That was amazing,” she breathes.

I’ve had better, but she
doesn’t need to know.. “It was all you.,” I tell her with one of my
trademark grins – the kind that would melt her panties right off,
if she wasn’t already naked and dripping with my cum.
“You were
amazing.”

I zip my jeans up and take two strides to
the console, picking up the digital camera I have waiting there.
Before she can wipe me from her chest, I snap a photo.

“What are you doing?” she frowns,
uncertain.

“Just something for my private collection,”
I wink. “Smile and say, ‘pussy’.”

She bites her lip, but then strikes a pose,
pouting her lips and pushing her breasts up with both hands.
“Promise you won’t show them to anyone,” she says, spreading her
knees and giving the camera what she thinks is a sultry look.

“Promise,” I lie, snapping off a whole dozen
more. Naked breasts, shaved pussy, even the moles on her right hip
in case she tries to cry Photoshop. “These will just keep me
company, every time I think of you.”

“Why don’t you come pose with me?” She licks
her lips again, but I’ve got no interest in a second go at her
pussy. My job here is done. “I’m going out,” I tell her, turning
away.

“But...” Her eyes fill with tears as she
realizes she’s naked and covered in cum in some stranger’s
apartment. “I thought... I thought...”

“What? That I love you?” I ask. Goddamn,
these women are so fucking naive. “I knew from the start, I could
never have you,” I explain, trying to look regretful. “You’re
married. This can never be real. I should go now,” I add grabbing
my jacket and head for the door. “Don’t make this harder on me than
it has to be.”

It’s the same bullshit line
I give all the women, like I want nothing more than to make this
random fuck into something meaningful – and they’re the one’s keeping us apart.
But the truth is, sex is always a lie. I learned that the hard way
a long time ago, and this is my payment for ever caring. Caring is
not worth the pain. So I changed. I became who I am today. A
fucking machine.

“I’ll remember you, always,” her voice
follows me out, cracking with regret.

I hide a grin. I won’t remember her name
come tomorrow. This might have been the best fucking night of her
life, but for me, it’s just another client.

Seducing women is my job. And I’m damn good
at it.
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KEELY

“I’m good at my job.”

“Try and sound a little more
convincing.”

I take a deep breath and say it with
determination. “I’m good at my job.”

“Atta girl.” My friend Justine hits the
elevator button. She swears by positive affirmations. She takes a
gulp of the venti-sized coffee I just bought her and yawns. I’m a
paralegal at the firm, not her assistant, but she’s the one who got
me this gig, so I try to repay her with lattes. I also do my best
to make sure she doesn’t go into work looking like she just got out
of bed from a weekend-long sex marathon.

“Your shirt’s done up wrong,” I tell her, as
the crowd of businessmen cram into the elevator with us. “And you
forgot to brush your hair.”

“Whoops.” Justine laughs. She holds out the
coffee for me to hold, and rebuttons her shirt. All the guys around
us stare, but she just winks. “Sorry boys, I’m all worn out,” she
says, as we reach our floor.

“Justine!” I hiss, as we walk past the
reception to Hudgens, Cartwright & Abrams, one of the top law
firms in LA. “You can’t say stuff like that, not if you want to be
taken seriously around here.”

“Please.” She rolls her eyes. “I bring in a
shit-ton of business and my billables are through the roof. They
respect me plenty.”

I sigh. I could only dream of having
Justine’s reputation as a cut-throat litigator and all round
ball-buster. As a paralegal, I’m the bottom of the food-chain
around here. It’s my goal to go to law-school and become a real
lawyer one day, but that’s going to take a stellar LSAT score and a
couple of hundred thousand dollars in student loans I can’t
afford.

For now, I’m stuck assisting the real
lawyers on their cases: doing all the research while they take the
glory. Most of the time, it’s not so bad: I’m learning a lot here.
But then there are the lawyers who treat me like their own personal
slave.

“Flaws!”

The yell makes me flinch. Carter Abrams IV,
son of the senior partner here, and all round jackass. I’ve told
him a hundred times my surname is Fawes, but he just likes to make
my life a living hell.

“Remember, you’ve got to stand up to him if
you want to be take seriously,” Justine reminds me. “Keep letting
him treat you like shit, and you’ll never earn his respect.”

I could single-handedly win every case on
the books right now, and Carter would still hate my guts, but I
give Justine a smile all the same. “Thanks, babe,” I sigh. “I
better get to it.”

“Flaws!”

I open the door to his office just as Carter
lets out another yell. “I’m right here.” I try to sound like
Justine: confident and in control. Carter just sneers.

“Old man Ashcroft is in Conference Room B.
He’s got more questions.”

I pause, confused. “It’s a simple will we’re
drawing up. I wonder what’s the problem.”

“I don’t give a shit what his problem is,”
Carter says. “Go handle it. That old fart rambles on, it makes me
want to blow my fucking brains out.”

“But you told me to gather case files for
the Montgomery appeal,” I start to reply. I’m buried with work as
it is -- not just from Carter, but three of the other associates
too.

“So? I’m not your fucking mother.
Multitask!” Carter scowls at me. “Now don’t leave him waiting. He’s
an important client.”

Not important enough for
you to get off your fat ass and work for a
change, I silently reply. But Carter is
already clicking at his computer again. As I turn to leave, I hear
the first moans from his speakers that mean he’s looking at porn
again.

“Close the door!” he yells. I shut it behind
me with a shudder. One time I walked in on him without knocking and
found one of the assistants on her knees. Carter treats the office
like his personal playroom -- and because his daddy is the boss, he
gets away with it too.

But as I turn down the hall to the
conference room, my spirits lift again. Our client, Charles
Ashcroft, is a great guy. He made his fortune in paper mills and
shipping, back in the day. He’s in his late seventies now, and
needs a full-time nurse to wheel an oxygen tank behind him wherever
he goes, but he loves to chat and tell funny stories about his
youth.

“There’s my favorite future lawyer,”
Ashcroft greets me as I step into the room.

“I’m sorry I’m late,” I tell him. “Can I get
you tea or coffee, or something to eat?”

“Psh.” Ashcroft waves my offer away, his
blue eyes bright and full of life, even against the wrinkles of his
old, weathered face. “You shouldn’t be fetching and carrying for
anyone.”

“You sound like my friend, Justine,” I
laugh, pulling up a chair.

“She’s right you know.” Ashcroft nods. “That
mind’s too good to waste on these fools.”

“I’ll let the partners know you said hello.”
I smile. “Ready to get started?”

“Wait a moment. Before we get down to
business, I have something for you.” Ashcroft reaches into his
jacket pocket.

“For me?” I frown. “You shouldn’t have.”

“Here.” He pulls out a slim, rectangular
jewelry box and passes it to me. I open it, still confused.

Holy shit.

It’s a bracelet. An antique-looking piece
laid with sparkling stones that couldn’t be...?

“Are these diamonds?” I ask, stunned.

Ashcroft chuckles. “Wouldn’t be any good if
they weren’t. A token of my thanks for all your assistance on my
case.”

“I can’t accept this.” I regretfully snap
the box shut and place it back on the table. “But thank you, it’s
so nice of you.”

“Why ever not?” Ashcroft looks
surprised.

“I can’t,” I insist again, unsettled.
“You’re a client. And a gentleman. But I wouldn’t feel right.”

“I send Cartwright whiskey every Christmas,”
he argues. “I’m allowed to give you gifts if I damn please. How is
this any different?”

“It just is.” I know he’s rich and
eccentric, but this is too weird. I wonder if he is losing it. “I’m
sorry,” I say quickly, “but I wouldn’t be comfortable taking this.
It looks like an heirloom.”

“But you should have it.” Ashcroft’s eyes
turn watery. “You have to take it!” He reaches across, trying to
push the box back into my hands. I resist, but he’s insistent.
“Please,” he begs, then suddenly breaks into a cough, the spasms
shaking his frail body.

“Oh God, are you OK?” I leap up to grab a
glass of water. “Here, drink this.”

Ashcroft sips at the water, and slowly his
gasping cough fades away.

“Can I get you anything?” I hover, worried.
“Where’s June?” I look around for the nurse who’s usually
nearby.

“I sent her to run errands.” Ashcroft shakes
his head, recovering. “There’s no cure for old age, my dear,” he
says, his voice still hoarse. He sips the water again, and looks
around the room, his expression confused. “What were we talking
about?”

“Your will,” I tell him, carefully moving
the bracelet box out of sight. I’ll give it to June to take back
later; with any luck, he’ll forget all about the strange gift.

“Ah, yes.” Ashcroft blinks. “Of course.”

I sit down again, but keep an eye on him,
just in case. “It’s all fairly straightforward,” I say, turning to
his file, the one I’ve been working on all month. “We’ve gone over
your assets, and you’ve drawn up a list of charities.” I pause,
still wondering about one thing. “Are you sure you don’t want to
name any of your children? According to this document, they get
nothing.”

Mr. Ashcroft scowls. “Spoiled, selfish
bastards, all of them. Spent their lives using my money, and what
do they have to show for it? Never even visited for the holidays,
until I had my third stroke and it looked like I might not make it.
Then they couldn’t fly in fast enough. Vultures.”

“OK,” I calm him, worried he’ll have another
coughing fit. “I’ll finalize the will.”

“I bet you treat your folks better than my
pack of disappointments do me.” Mr. Ashcroft gives me a look.

I pause. “My parents passed,” I tell him,
feeling a pang.

Mr. Ashcroft looks shocked. “I’m so sorry, I
didn’t realize. When did it happen?”

“A car crash, five years ago,” I reply.

“And you have other family?” he asks.

“Nope. Just me.”

“Terrible. Terrible.” Ashcroft coughs again,
looking even more distressed. He’s still staring at me with sad
eyes, so I force a smile.

“It’s fine,” I insist, not wanting to make
him feel any more uncomfortable. “You couldn’t have known. Now, it
looks like we’re all set here. I’ll have Mr. Abrams Jr. look over
the papers, and you can sign them.”

“That doofus?” Ashcroft snorts. “No, honey,
I’d rather stick with you.”

“You know I’m not a real lawyer,” I tell
him, laughing. “I just help prepare the documents.”

“You’ve got more smarts in that pretty head
of yours than half this bunch of asses put together,” Mr. Ashcroft
tells me.

I smile. “Well, until I magically come up
with a couple of hundred thousand dollars for law school, I’m
afraid they’re the ones signing on the dotted line.”

My parents weren’t wealthy people, and they
didn’t have life insurance. They left me a small amount from the
house, but once their debts and the mortgage were paid off, it
barely covered my college tuition and living expenses. Now I’m on
my own with only my dying succulent plant for company, scraping
rent on a tiny studio apartment, and working extra hours here at
the law firm whenever I can.

Mr. Ashcroft gives me a piercing look.
“Never say never, my dear. We don’t know what the future will
bring.”

I smile and nod, but inside, I stifle a
sigh. The problem is I know exactly what my future holds: another
five years of fetching Carter’s dry-cleaning -- unless he fires me
first.
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I see Mr. Ashcroft off, and then leave the
documents with Carter’s assistant. “Oh, and he needs more of his
juice,” Erin tells me with a superior grin. “Vitamin and kale. The
place is just around the corner.”

“I was just going to take my lunch
break.”

Erin just arches her perfect brows at me.
“Sorry,” she coos, “I’m just passing on his message. It seemed
really important,” she adds. “But I can tell him you said
‘no’.”

“No,” I gulp, imagining Carter’s reaction.
“I’ll go.” I take the order from her and head out. Perfect. Now I
get to spend my precious lunch-break running errands – just because
Erin keeps him satisfied doing the one thing I never will.

I hope his precious juices give him
diarrhea.

I’m feeling pretty depressed as I walk three
blocks to the fancy juice store, thinking of all the hurdles I need
to leap over before my dreams can be a reality and I can kiss
goodbye to Carter’s power-crazy demands. The truth is, despite what
I’ve told Justine and Ashcroft about law school bills, that’s only
half the truth. Sure, I’ll need money to pay for the degree, but
the biggest problem I’ve got right now is getting in to law school
in the first place.

Because I suck at tests.

I’ve always been bad. There’s something
about sitting down with that number two pencil that makes my brain
freeze up. No matter how hard I study, how well I know the
materials, it’s fifty-fifty whether I’ll make it through a quiz
without having a minor panic-attack and forgetting everything I’ve
ever learned. I managed OK in college by picking courses that were
graded on essays and group work, but when it came to sitting the
LSATS?

I bombed. I bombed hard -- all three times
I’ve tried taking it. I’m trying to work up the courage for time
number four, but part of me wonders what’s the point? I’ll never
make it. And even if I did? I’d need to make it through law school,
and the bar exam after that. I may as well give up and accept that
I’m going to be running errands forever.

I reach the store and head inside, but I
stop dead when I see how long the line is. “You’ve got to be
kidding me!” I whisper under my breath.

The person who just entered behind me
chuckles. “You’d think they were grinding up crack in those
shakes.”

I giggle, turning to agree. Then I lock onto
a pair of deep blue eyes, and promptly forget what I was about to
say.

It’s a man.

A ridiculously attractive man, sexy-as-hell,
in a perfectly-cut designer suit. He’s got a square jaw, dark
blonde hair, and a playful smile that suddenly makes me forget my
own name.

“Now, a good burger, I’ll stand in line
for,” he casually continues. “Hell, I’ll wait around for ribs if
the smoke is good enough. But bitter green juice that gets stuck in
your pipes? No thank you.”

“So what are you doing here?” I finally find
my voice again.

He gives me a devastating grin. “Call it my
shot at being a better man. You can have too much of a good
thing.”

“I don’t understand why people say that,” I
sigh. “I could use more good things, not less.”

“You’re right.” The man leans in, his arm
brushing against me with a shock of sensation as he draws closer,
just for me to hear. “When something’s that good, you never want it
to end.”

I reel back, my head spinning. Are we still
talking about juice?

His gaze skims down my body, and I feel it
tense under his stare. Not defensive, the way I get when Carter
gives me a skeezy look, but a hot curiosity prickling in my
veins.

I like the way he looks at me.

Before I can figure out what to say next,
it’s my turn at the head of the line.

I pass over Carter’s order, and they start
packing slim green bottles into a bag. “That’ll be a hundred and
twenty dollars,” the clerk says with a perky grin.

I look through my wallet and realize with a
sinking heart that I didn’t think to bring Carter’s business credit
card – and my rent check just cleared, meaning there’s a grand
total of fifteen bucks in my account until tomorrow.

I pause, about to explain, when suddenly a
black credit card slides across the desk. “She’s with me,” the sexy
stranger instructs them.

“No, I couldn’t,” I protest.

“I insist. I’ll take an OJ with that.” He
signs the credit slip with a scrawl. “I’m being a better man,
remember?”

“But this is too much.”

“Too late, it’s done.”

The clerk hands me the bag, and I have no
choice but to take it. “Well, thank you,” I tell him gratefully.
“You really saved me. My boss would kill me if he didn’t have
this.”

“My pleasure.” He holds the
door open for me as we exit. I catch a drift of his aftershave as I
pass, a rich, masculine scent with a hint of something spicy. I’m
so distracted that I don’t notice the step down to the curb. I
trip, stumbling out into the street. Way
to make a good impression, Fawes.

Strong arms close around me, pulling me back
up.

“Easy there, ” he murmurs, crushing me tight
against his solid chest. “Wouldn’t want you to take a fall.”

A strange thought floods my mind: the only
falling I want to do is into his bed.

I scramble to pull myself together. “I’m
fine now. You can put me down.”

“Are you sure about that?” His gaze turns
hotter.

I press my hands against his chest. It’s a
mistake. I feel the chiseled muscle of his pecs and have to catch
my breath again, but he’s already releasing me, setting me gently
on the street.

The way he’s looking at me…
I can’t remember the last time a man gazed at me with such
intensity. Like he sees me, really
sees me -- not just as Keely, go-to girl, but as
a woman.

“Be careful.” The man winks again. “ Or next
time, you’ll wind up on your hands and knees.” He leans in to
whisper, just for me. “Exactly where you belong.”

His words shock me, piercing the haze of
desire. “What did you say?” I gasp.

“You heard me.” He tilts his head, giving me
a lazy grin. “Take care, Keely.”

My head spins, as I watch him walk away. For
years it’s felt like I’ve been locked in a prison of numbness, ever
since my parents died. Nothing breaks through, nothing affects me.
But with one brief encounter, this man has pierced my defenses. I’m
reeling from his touch, his words. But he’s already disappearing
down the street before I can wonder.

How does he know my name?
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I throw the photos from last night across
the desk at Phil Markham: my client, and an all-around chump. He’s
got a beer-gut, receding hairline, and a nervous laugh that’s
already driving me out of my fucking mind.

No wonder his wife got wet the minute she
laid eyes on me. This guy couldn’t find his way to her clit with a
fucking GPS.

“There you go.” I nod at the pictures of his
wife with her legs spread, licking my cum off her own tit. It’s not
artistic, sure, but it gets the message across.

His mouth drops open in shock. “Is this...”
he stutters. “Did you..?”

“Fuck her, like you wanted.” I yawn. Half my
clients are happy just to have the job done, but then you get guys
like Phil, who wanted her to cheat -- right up until the moment she
does it.

He flips through the photos, his eyes
widening. “She never goes down on me.”

“Consider it a lucky break.” I remember her
slobbering. “She can’t suck for shit.”

He bristles. “That’s my wife you’re talking
about.”

“Your soon-to-be ex-wife,” I correct him,
“who’s about to be screwed in the divorce, thanks to those. Aren’t
you the one who wanted to cut her loose with nothing?”

“Well, yes, but...” Phil squints at the
final photo like he wants to argue some more, but I’m already
done.

“My final invoice is in the file. Don’t let
the door hit you on your way out.”

Phil blusters some more about my prices, but
he clears out pretty quick once I remind him about the money he’s
saving on that invalid prenup. When the door closes, I sigh in
relief.

Finally. Some motherfucking peace.

I grab a handful of Advil and wash them down
with a swig of Jack from my bottom drawer. After I left last
night’s job, I wound up at a club downtown with a couple of exotic
dancers and a bottle of tequila. Now, those girls could show Mrs.
Markham a thing or two about giving head. They’d been around the
block for sure, but damn, if they hadn’t picked up a trick or
two.

I remember Desiree licking her way across
Lola’s breasts and feel myself get hard again. That’s when the door
flies open and my newest client comes striding in.

“I thought I paid you to get the job done!”
he growls, dark eyes flashing. “So why the fuck are you sitting
around here instead of screwing that bitch?”

I slowly get to my feet. He’s a smug
bastard: flashy pinstripe suit and a king-sized Rolex. Cloak and
dagger shit too: no full name, no contact address, just a cell
number for a burner phone. If it wasn’t for the huge check he came
waving around, I wouldn’t have touched his business. I’m already
regretting the choice.

“You don’t barge the fuck into my office.
Make a damn appointment. Maggie!” I yell to my assistant in the
next room.

She pokes her head around the door. “He
wouldn’t listen.” She shrugs, then disappears.

“I’m paying an arm and a leg for your
‘services.’” He makes air-quotes, like the asshole he is. “So tell
me when I’ll see some results.”

I don’t answer. I just fix him with an icy
stare, this close to punching his fucking brains out. I’ve got
fifty pounds of pure muscle on him, and I’d bet my last dollar that
pretty-boy rich kid here hasn’t swung a punch in his life.

He realizes that he’s just waded knee deep
in shit creek here. “You’re right, I’m sorry.” He backs down, his
face red. “It’s just a stressful time for us. There’s a lot on the
line. I need her dealt with. And photos too.”

“You’ll get your dirty pictures.” I
smirk.

“I don’t need to see them,” he says,
dismissively.

Huh. Well, I get all kinds in here, not just
the spouses in need of a pre-nup get-out clause. Desperate fathers
needing to lure their princess away from gold-digging scum;
daughters out to get rid of their wicked step-mother; women wanting
to give their girlfriends the fuck they deserve. I will seduce
anyone -- for a price.

“I made contact with the girl today,” I tell
him. “She won’t be a problem.”

“You’re pretty sure of yourself,” he sneers,
heading for the door. “What makes you think she’ll give it up for
you?”

“All women are the same,” I tell him. “This
one is no exception.”

Even the hottest woman is still a job for
me. I meet them; they fall to their knees; I snap the pictures. No
feelings, no complications. I kicked those kinds of feelings to the
curb years ago. I had to.

He leaves, and I pull out the surveillance
photos I snapped of the girl on her way into work this morning:
hair pulled back in that good-girl bun, neat blouse and pencil
skirt, all business.

Keely Fawes.

After the desperate housewives I’ve been
fucking lately, this one is a refreshing change. Pretty, stacked,
with lush hips and a great ass -- even if she does try and hide it
in those prim librarian outfits.

Yeah, this one will be fun. She has a mouth
on her, too. None of that playing dumb, bimbo shit. Hell, I could
practically feel her soaking through her panties when I stopped her
from taking that tumble. Glazed eyes, flushed cheeks -- that girl
had desire written all over her face just looking at me. If she’s
not a virgin, then she’s damn close. Probably gave it up to her
college boyfriend, the kind of pussy who looked deep in her eyes,
told her he loved her, and came in five seconds flat.

She’s probably never had a real man in her
life; never felt a dick slide so deep she sees God.

“That your latest victim?” Maggie comes in,
wearing cut-offs and a tank top. I’ve told her to look smart for
the clients, but she just tells me to go fuck myself.

“I’ll be doing her a favor.” I get out of my
chair and check the time. “That’s my cue. Get the invoice ready for
the client; you can send it along in an hour.”

“Sixty minutes? You’re pretty confident.”
Maggie smirks. “Maybe she doesn’t go your way.”

“Everybody goes my way.” I look back down at
the top picture of Keely. She’s frowning at her computer, a pen
tucked behind her ear. She looks on-edge, with no hint of her humor
from this afternoon.

“Not everybody,” Maggie snaps.

I raise an eyebrow. “Remember Stacy?”

Maggie makes a face. The only reason she’s
lasted as my assistant is that she loves pussy nearly as much as
me. She even shared a couple of girls -- until she realized that
once they get a taste of my dick, her toys won’t ever compare.

We might give each other a hard time, but we
keep each other honest.

“One of these days, a girl’s going to turn
you down,” she says. “And I’ll be right here, laughing my head
off.”

“Keep dreaming.” I slap her on the ass as I
head out the door. “Never gonna happen!”
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“And that’s when I told him he could run off
back home to his wife. Keely? Hello, earth to Keely?” Justine’s
voice breaks through my daze.

“What?” I blink, my cheeks flushed. We’re in
her office, going over some case research I’ve been doing for her
-- which is really just an excuse for her to bitch about her latest
romantic dramas.

“Nothing. Are you OK?” She frowns at me.
“You look kind of red.”

“No. I’m fine!” I scramble to pull myself
together. Ever since running into that drop-dead sexy guy in the
juice bar, I’ve been zoning out, daydreaming about his devilish
blue eyes and those strong, muscular arms wrapped out me...

I can’t help myself. Even though I should be
disgusted by the way he spoke to me, the memory of his outrageous
comment sends a shiver down my spine -- and to other, more private
places. It’s been so long since I felt anything at all, it’s a
strange relief that he can get under my skin like this. And the way
he looked at me... It was like a wolf eying a doe. One he was about
to devour whole.

I wanted to be that feast.

But still, I couldn’t help but feel a tremor
of unease, a dark edge to the mystery. Who was he? And how could he
know my name? We’d never met before, I was sure about that.

A man like him, you didn’t forget.

“You are seriously zoned out today,”
Justine’s voice comes again.

“I’m just tired,” I lie, looking back at the
papers on her desk. “I’ve been working late all week prepping the
Montgomery file for Carter.”

“That jackass.” Justine curls her lip. “You
should--”

“I know, I know, I should stand up to him
more,” I cut her off. Then I catch sight of the clock above her
desk. “Shit, I’ve got to go. There’s a new client meeting he wants
me to sit in on.”

“You want to grab drinks tonight?” she asks
as I head out the door. “Sports night at McLarens. Hot jocks as far
as the eye can see!”

“Maybe!”

I hurry down the hall towards Carter’s
office. Justine is always trying to drag me out on the town with
her. She says it’s easier to pick up guys in a pair: they always
travel with wing-men too. But the bar scene has never been my
thing, especially in LA. Guys here always talk to you with one eye
on the door, like they’re waiting for someone hotter to walk in. I
like to think I’m pretty enough with my long, wavy brown hair and
wide blue eyes, but compared to the stacked blonde starlets and
models strolling down the street in LA, there’s no competition.

The guy from the juice store probably dates
girls like that: nineteen-year-old swimsuit models who can’t string
a sentence together but who have legs up to their ears.

“We meet again.”

I stop dead, staring in shock. For a moment,
I wonder if I’ve lost my mind completely and have conjured him up
out of my imagination. But no, the gorgeous man from the store is
sitting in Carter’s empty office, watching me with a smile.

“Do you want to come in?” he asks, looking
amused.

“Uh, sure,” I stutter, quickly darting into
the room. My heart races being near him again. He’s all I’ve
thought about for the last twenty-four hours, and now I can’t
resist sneaking a look to drink him in again.

God, he looks good. He’s wearing another
smart suit, a crisp white shirt open at his neck, contrasting with
the deep gold of his tan. There’s bronzed stubble along his jaw,
and his blonde hair is ruffled out of place -- contrasting his
impeccable attire.

A man of contradictions: smooth and rough
all at once. A man who likes control -- and wouldn’t be gentle
about it.

“I didn’t introduce myself,” the stranger
says, his voice a low, sexy drawl. “I’m Vaughn.”

“Keely.” I feel my cheeks burn. He casually
unfolds himself from his chair and crosses the room in two short
strides, hand outstretched.

I have no choice but to take it. His large
fingers close around mine, warm and rough to the touch. I feel a
shock as our hands meet, and look up to find his blue eyes staring
intently into mine.

Deep blue, like a sapphire, or maybe like a
summer’s ocean – oh God, I’m thinking like a middle schooler just
looking at him.

“You’re blushing,” he murmurs.

“I rushed to get here,” I lie. I start to
pull my hand away, but he holds tight. His thumb strokes softly
over my palm, a shockingly intimate gesture that sends a wave of
desire coursing through my body.

“You look sexy, all flustered like that,” he
tells me, those blue eyes flashing with wickedness. “Like someone
just fucked your brains out.”

I gasp, snatching my hand away. How does he
say these things? Just hearing such brazen words, my nipples feel
tight, and I’m damp between my thighs. Who talks like this? And why
do I like it?

“What makes you think you can talk to me
like that?” I turn away. “I wonder where Carter is,” I say, looking
around. There’s no sign of him -- or his assistant. Which can mean
only one thing. “You’ll have to make another appointment,” I say
over my shoulder.

I go to the door, eager to put safe distance
between us.

“Why can’t you take the meeting?” Vaughn’s
voice stops me.

“I’m not a lawyer.”

“You don’t want to be alone with me.” He
watches me, not taking his eyes off me for a second.

I squirm under his gaze. “I’m not qualified.
I don’t even know your case...”

“It’s just a simple incorporation,” Vaughn
dismisses my protests. “Unless you want me to tell your boss how
you said I had to leave.”

“I didn’t say that.”

“You meant it, though.” Vaughn strolls
closer, looking at me with a glint of challenge in his eyes. “What
do you say, Keely? Or are you worried spending five minutes with me
will make you drop your panties and spread those gorgeous legs for
me?”

His words send another bolt of desire
through me, but this time, I force myself to act unruffled. “Fine.”
I shrug, as if my heart isn’t racing to have him stand so close.
“I’ll take the meeting.” I can deal with him and keep my shit
together.

I walk over to one of the chairs and get my
notebook out. Vaughn pauses a moment, watching me, then takes a
seat opposite. The way he’s staring at me says that business is the
last thing on his mind, and I wonder if I’ve made a huge mistake
letting him stay.

This man is dangerous.

I clear my throat and send up a prayer that
I make it through this meeting without blushing. “Let’s get
started.”
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Damn, is she cute, sitting there trying her
best to look like she isn’t turned on -- and failing. Miserably.
Her skirt hugs the juicy curve of her ass, and I wonder what kind
of panties she’s wearing under there.

White lace, I bet. Demure. Innocent.

I imagine ripping them off her creamy thighs
and burying my cock deep inside of her. She looks all good and
proper, but it’s the good girls who have the kinkiest side. Yeah,
she’ll be screaming blue murder by the time I’m done spanking
her.

“What’s your business?” Keely asks. She
looks sternly down at her notebook, all business, but I can hear
the tremble in her breath. “There are several routes to
incorporation we could take, but they would depend on your specific
needs.”

“My needs?” I lounge back in my seat,
enjoying the way her chest rises and falls under her silk blouse.
It’s buttoned up high to her throat, but all the covering in the
world can’t disguise those lush curves. “Well, right now I need to
feel how wet your pussy is.”

Keely’s cheeks blaze red. “You have to stop
saying things like that.” She glares at me. “You’re just trying to
shock me. It’s not working.”

“No,” I laugh. “If I wanted to shock you,
I’d tell you that I’m picturing you tied to my bed, with my cock
shoved down your throat and my tongue lapping up your cunt.”

She inhales sharply. Damn, this is fun. I
watch her, amused. Other women would have made a show of storming
out by now.

But this girl? Her jaw is set defiantly,
like she’s willing herself to stay cool. Well, we’ll just see about
that.

“What do you do for a living?” she asks,
determined to get her job done.

“Hmmm.” I ponder my response. “I guess you
can say I’m in the entertainment industry.”

Her gaze flips up. “I should have guessed,”
she murmurs.

“What do you mean?”

Her cheeks flush. “I just meant that you’re
so arrogant. You think everything is one big show.”

Whoa. Feisty. I like it. “Not my scene. But,
I always thought about going into porn.”

Her eyes widen. “Seriously?”

I hide a laugh. I’m just fucking with her.
Porn is way below my pay-grade. Those guys are just pieces of meat,
fucking anyone shoved in front of the camera. It’s nothing like
what I do: no artistry, no challenge.

No chase.

But Keely’s looking at me with that
deer-in-the-headlights stare, so I lie. “Sure.” I grin, teasing.
“Everybody’s got a gift, and mine’s making a woman come screaming
in sixty seconds flat.”

Instead of looking stunned again, she
relaxes. Her lips twitch with amusement. “I hate to break it to
you, but nobody comes that fast.”

“Oh yeah? Sure doesn’t seem that way to
me.”

Keely gives me a knowing look. “Women fake
it, you know.”

I growl in annoyance. “You can’t fake a
pussy clenching round my dick like a fucking earthquake,” I tell
her. “Or have you never come so hard you passed out?”

She rolls her eyes. “That doesn’t
happen.”

I smirk. “I’ll take that as a ‘no’.”

Keely looks flustered. She glances back at
her notepad. “We shouldn’t even be talking about this. It’s not
appropriate.”

“You started it,” I reply.

She frowns. “I did not.”

I lean closer, dropping my voice. “You
started it the minute you looked at me like that.”

“How?” she demands.

“Like you’re imagining me balls-deep in your
delicious pussy.” I hold her gaze, watching her eyeballs dilate
with shock and desire.

She likes it when I talk dirty, huh? Little
Miss Innocent’s got a kinky side after all.

Hmmm, I assess her again, wondering if she’d
like getting tied up. Blind-folded and fucked senseless with her
body strapped across my bed. Or maybe she’d like to try a
threesome. I could have Lola come by, and teach her how to lick
pussy while I pound her from behind...

I feel myself getting hard, so I stop that
particular fantasy dead in its tracks.

Besides, I remind myself, it doesn’t matter
how she likes it. I don’t even care if she comes. I only need to
fuck her -- and get the proof.

“Can we please talk about business?” Keely
looks as if she’s about to bolt for the door.

“Anything you like.”

“Good.” She nods, about to go back to her
notes, when there’s a knock at the door.

“Keely?” The girl from reception pokes her
head around. “There’s a call for Carter. It’s June, and she sounds
urgent. Can you talk to her?”

Keely looks up. “Yes, put her through.”

“I’m sorry,” she apologizes, when the girl
leaves. “Another client, I need to see what’s going on.”

“Be my guest.”

She goes to the desk and when the phone
flashes a moment later, she picks up. “June? Mr. Abrams is not here
right now. What’s going on?” She pauses, then looks alarmed. “The
hospital? Is he OK?” Keely nods. “Of course, I’ll have the will
messengered over. They have a notary public on staff. Mr. Ashcroft
will be able to sign right away.”

Mr. Ashcroft.

The name sends a chill like ice through my
body. It can’t be.

Dark memories flood my mind, but I order
myself to stay cool, lounging back in my seat until she hangs
up.

It’s a coincidence, it has to be.

“A client?” I ask when she puts the phone
down. I keep my voice casual, like every muscle in my body isn’t
screaming out with tension.

She sighs. “Yes, I’m drafting his will, and
just in time. He’s had three strokes already. His nurse didn’t
sound confident.”

“Huh.” I wonder if there’s a way to dig some
more without looking suspicious. “Well, good luck to him.”

She gives me a distracted smile. “Look,
would you mind rescheduling? I need to get these files sent
straight over.”

“Of course.” I’m glad to get away to
regroup. Hearing that name has sent me off-balance, and I need to
get my shit together.

Keely moves to the door, and watching that
body in motion, I remember just what brought me here today. Fuck
the ghosts of my past, I’ve got a mission right here.

I step to block her path, looming above her.
I reach out and tuck a stray lock of hair behind her ear, feeling
her shiver beneath my touch. Yeah, this one will be easy. “How
about dinner, tonight, my place?”

Keely’s mouth drops open. Fuck, her lips are
juicy. “I meant, reschedule the meeting. With Mr. Abrams,” she
says, blinking.

“But your boss won’t look half as good naked
on my living room floor,” I reply. “I’m going to fuck you there
first.” She trembles against me, her body so ripe and ready I could
screw her right here. “I won’t wait to get to the bedroom,” I
promise her. “I’m just going to shove that skirt up around your
waist and fuck you, hard and dirty how you like it.”

I wait for her to moan, to sink against me
like every other panting, wet woman. But instead, she lurches away
from me, breathing fast.

“I want no such thing,” Keely insists,
scooting over to the door. “I don’t know what you think you’re
doing, but it won’t work.” She glares at me, furious. “I’m not that
kind of girl. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have real clients to
attend to. Ones who aren’t a sexual harassment lawsuit waiting to
happen.”

I watch, dumb-struck as she stalks away.

What the fuck?

I can’t believe it. She turned me down.
Nobody turns me down. Especially not some blushing librarian who’s
been panting like a bitch in heat since the moment she laid eyes on
me.

I narrow my eyes. This started out just a
regular job, but after what I’ve learned today, there’s no way I’m
letting this girl fuck up my perfect score. I’m going to find out
just what’s going on with Ashcroft, and finish the job too. Two
birds, one cock.

Miss Keely Fawes is going to be on her
knees, begging for my dick by the time I’m through with her.

Game on.
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“Have you never come so
hard you passed out?”

I can’t get Vaughn’s wicked words out of my
mind. All day long, I hear his filthy talk in the back of my mind,
making my stomach flip over and my thighs clench. He has to be
teasing me, I decide. Saying anything to get a rise. But when I
sneak a look at Google that afternoon, I see he’s not even
kidding.

Some women really do orgasm so intensely
they faint.

I catch my breath. When I manage to come at
all, it’s a gentle ripple of pleasure, warm and sweet, but gone in
an instant. I can’t even imagine what it would be like to feel a
rush so huge that my body literally couldn’t handle it.

Holy shit.

“What are you looking at?” Justine asks,
swinging by my cubicle with a couple of salads for lunch.

“Nothing!” I yelp, slamming my laptop shut.
Luckily, she doesn’t notice.

“The Tiny Texan is calling me again,” she
sighs, collapsing in a seat to gossip. “Like I’d fuck him again
last time.”

“I thought size doesn’t matter.”

She snorts. “Yeah, that’s just what they
tell you. I mean, sure, a guy can make up for it if he tries hard
enough in other areas.” She winks. “But the Texan was a bust on all
fronts.”

I pause, feeling embarrassed. My experience
with guys is pretty limited. I had one steady boyfriend in college
who I lost my virginity to, but aside from a few bad first dates, I
haven’t seen anyone seriously since graduating.

“Can I ask you something?” I drop my voice,
checking around so nobody can hear. But it’s lunch break, and the
paralegal pool is almost empty.

“Ooh, did you meet someone?” Justine
demands, chewing a mouthful of lettuce. “Is he hot? Is he
hung?”

“No,” I protest. “I mean, I haven’t met
anyone. Not really. I was just wondering... When you... you know.
What’s it like?”

“When I what?” Justine asks.

I blush. “When you...” I drop my voice even
more, whispering. “Come. Is it good?”

Justine shrugs. “Depends on the kind.”

“There are different kinds?”

“Sure.” She gives me a strange look. “I
mean, there’s the kind I get from a vibrator, that’s more about
pressure, you know, intense, but like, localized around my clit.
Then there are the orgasms when a guy goes down on me. Those are
slower, but crazy good. Like, waves through my whole body. And then
there are the best kind.”

“Uh huh?” I’m embarrassed to be asking her,
but I want more details.

“Mmm.” Justine grins. “Penetrative orgasms.
When his dick works me up just right, the friction, you know?
Sliding in and out, until I can’t take it anymore and my whole body
just, shatters. And if he works my clit too?” She whistles. “Huh.
Maybe I should give the one of my guys a call. That got me in the
mood.” She glances at the time. “Damn, I have to get to court. See
you later!”

She leaves me stunned at my cubicle.
Clearly, I’m no better than a virgin. Twenty-three years old and I
don’t even know what a real orgasm feels like.

But I bet Vaughn could teach you.

I picture that ravenous look in his eyes and
feel a shiver. He’s made it clear, he wants me. But I barely know
the guy.

You’d get to know him pretty well if you
took him up on his invitation.

No.

I shove the thought of him
to the back of my mind, and focus on work instead. I’m a serious
woman. I have goals and ambition. I shouldn’t be wasting my time
drooling over some dirty-talking stranger -- no matter how much my
body wants—no, needs—his touch.

But I can’t help wondering, if he would make
good on his promises. If he’d show me the pleasure I’ve never felt
before.

What would happen if I just said yes?

* * *

I go stop by the hospital after work to
visit Mr. Ashcroft. He’s in his own suite on the VIP floor,
wheezing through the tubes he’s got hooked up from his nose and
throat. He’s so weak, he can barely speak, but he gestures me
closer to the bed.

“I just wanted to check how you were doing.”
I take in his pale skin and all the machines -- he doesn’t look
good. “Did you get the paperwork signed OK?”

“Signed and sealed,” Ashcroft says
weakly.

“Do you need anything?” I hate seeing him
like this. The hospital, the wires and tubes, it brings back too
many painful memories of my parents after the crash. The doctors
did everything they could, but it wasn’t enough.

“No, thank you, sweetheart.” He grips my
hand. “My kids are round here somewhere. They flew in as soon as
they heard. Waiting around for me to die.” He coughs again, an ugly
hacking sound.

“Just relax,” I tell him, but he grips my
hand tight, pulling me closer.

“I need to tell you something,” he says,
between the coughs.

His voice is faint. I lean in.

“I should have told you... You need to
know--”

“Who the hell are you?” We’re interrupted by
an angry voice. A man comes striding in the room. He’s in his late
twenties, maybe, with dark hair and an expensive suit.

“I’m Keely Fawes, from Mr. Ashcroft’s law
firm,” I reply. “And you are?”

“Brent Ashcroft. His son.” Brent doesn’t
hold out a hand to shake, so I turn back to Ashcroft. “What is it?”
I ask gently. “What did you need to tell me?”

But he just blinks at me, his eyes watery
and confused. “I don’t remember.”

“He’s tired. He should be resting.” The man
sounds more pissed than concerned. “This area is for family
only.”

“I was just leaving. Call me if you need
anything at all,” I tell him.

“We’ve got it covered,” Brent interrupts.
“Thanks.” He pulls out his phone to send a text, clearly ignoring
me, so I give Ashcroft another smile and then leave.

Outside, I find his nurse, June, getting
coffee from the vending machine. Her dyed red hair is frizzing in
the heat, and her blue smocked outfit clings to her heavy
frame.

“He’s not doing so great, is he?” I ask,
with a pang of premonition.

“No, sweetie.” She pauses. “Did he talk to
you at all?”

“A little. He was kind of confused,” I
explain. “He said he needed to tell me something, but then... We
were interrupted. Do you know what it was about? He shouldn’t worry
about the legal stuff. We can deal with his business managers from
now on.”

June gives me a strange look. She glances
around quickly, and moves closer. “It’s not about that. He’s
worried about his kids.”

“You mean, that they’ll find out he
disinherited them?” I ask quietly. She shakes her head, her eyes
wide with something that looks like fear.

“No. Not that.”

“What then?”

“You should come back tomorrow,” she says.
“Promise me.”

“Brent says it’s family only.” I’m beginning
to get weirded out by all of this. I shouldn’t have come by in the
first place; it’s not exactly professional to get so involved with
clients, but Ashcroft has always been sweet to me -- if a little
strange.

“Call me, I’ll let you up,” she insists
urgently. “He needs to talk to you.”

I nod. “Oh, I nearly forgot,” I say,
reaching into my purse. “Ashcroft left this in the office.” I hold
out the jewelry box with the diamond bracelet.

June’s eyes widen. “But that’s for you,” she
says.

“And I told him I can’t take it.” I press it
into her hands.

“June!” Brent’s voice cuts through the
hallway. June whirls around, hiding the bracelet behind her back.
“I thought I asked you for coffee.”

“Yes sir,” June mutters. “I was just on my
way.”

His gaze slides back to me. “Do we have a
problem?”

There’s silence. “No, sir.” June says
quickly, then she turns and scurries away.

I hit the button for the elevator. Brent
comes closer.

“Did you need something?” I ask
politely.

He looks me over, his eyes sweeping from
head to toe in a way that makes my skin crawl. “My father talks a
lot about you,” he says slowly.

“He’s a great guy,” I reply. Actually he is
a true gentleman. A dying breed. One in a million.

“Huh.” Brent doesn’t say anything else. He
just looks at me all creepy, so when the elevator finally arrives,
I’m relieved to step inside.

“I have to go.” I try to stay polite.

“Right.” Brent gives me a smarmy smile. “I’m
sure you have plenty of other clients that need the... personal
touch.”

I shiver. I thought Ashcroft was
exaggerating about his kids, but seeing Brent up close, now I’m not
so sure. That guy is all kinds of creepy.


 EIGHT

VAUGHN

After Keely turns me down, I spent the rest
of the day in a temper, trying like hell to figure out what the
fuck just went wrong. I know she doesn’t have a boyfriend. And even
if she did, that’s never made a difference to a chick before -- the
ones with a man back at home spread their legs just as fast as
anyone else.

I can’t get her out of my head. Every line I
gave her, she shot right back at me. She’s quick, edgy—but also
demure. Only her blush betrayed her desire.

And then there’s the Ashcroft question. I
tell myself it’s a coincidence, plenty of guys around with the same
name, but something haunts me, telling me that there’s more to this
than I know. I knew my secrets would catch up to me. I just didn’t
think it would happen like this.

And I fucking hate being in the dark, just
about as much as I hate chasing pussy that won’t give it up and
fuck.

I get a text from an unknown number that
evening.

Your target is leaving Cedars Sinai
hospital. Don’t delay.

There’s no name, but I know right away it’s
about Keely. Who the hell is the guy who hired me? Why would anyone
want to fuck with her? She’s not the kind of girl to make enemies.
What could she have done?

I pull over by the hospital parking lot just
in time to see her pull out of the garage in her boring-ass Civic.
I slip into the lane behind her. It’s easy to keep track since LA
traffic is bumper to bumper, and when she makes a turn and parks on
a side-street, I’m right there behind her.

Where are you going, gorgeous?

I watch her head across the street to the
wide-open entrance of the LA County Museum of Art.

Seriously? It’s a Friday night, and this
girl wants to wander around looking at squiggles and piles of
rock?

Anyone else, I would quit right now and go
find some easy suck at the bar, but I remember that flush on her
cheeks when I talked about lapping her cunt and the dazed look in
her eyes.

She’ll flush like that when I’m screwing her
hard against the bathroom sink, watching her come her brains out in
the mirror as I pound into her dripping wet channel.

Dammit.

I head inside after her. She wanders the
main galleries, looking at exhibits, then takes a seat on a bench
in front of this one painting. It’s abstract, huge slashes of
color, but the way Keely is gazing at it, you’d think she was
looking at God.

I want her to look up at me like that --
with my cock shoved deep in her mouth.

“Hey.” I slide onto the bench next to her,
enjoying the way she gasps, almost jumping right out of her
seat.

“What are you doing here?”

“What do you think?” I lean closer. “You owe
me dinner.”

She turns back to the painting across from
us, her eyes fixating on a slice of red running through its center.
“I said no.”

“Why?” I counter, trailing a fingertip down
the side of her throat. She shivers under my touch, her breathing
getting shallow. “I can tell you want me. So why keep pushing me
away?”

“You’re a client.” She tears her eyes away
from the art to glare at me, scooting away from me on the bench.
“It would be wrong.”

“You’ve got a lot to learn, Keely.” I inch
closer on the bench. “The things we think are wrong? They’re the
ones that feel so goddamn right.”

“Please. You’re so sure I want you.” She
shakes her head again, looking back at the painting, the plaque
next to it—anywhere but at me. “I can’t.”

Can’t.

That’s when I know I’ve got her. Not
‘won’t.’ Not ‘isn’t going to happen.’

She’s hot for me, she wants my cock just as
much as the rest of them. The only thing standing between me and
this sweet pussy is whatever bullshit voice of reason is shouting
me down in her mind.

So I just have to make it stop. Stun her
with lust and danger so she doesn’t have time to listen.

I glance around. The gallery room is almost
empty, just a few people checking out the exhibit at the other end
of the hall and an older couple nearby.

“Have you ever had sex before?” I ask
casually.

“What?” Her eyes flash in shock.

“You heard me.” I straddle the bench,
watching her body tense. “I’m just wondering why you’re acting like
a scared school-girl every time I talk about fucking you. Hey,
there’s no shame in it,” I add. “I love teaching virgins.”

Her cheeks flush, looking angry. “I’m not a
virgin,” she mutters. “I’ve seen a man’s penis before, thank you
very much.”

I give a lazy laugh. “This isn’t an anatomy
class. You can say cock. Not that flaccid thing your high-school
boyfriend slipped inside you for ten seconds in the backseat of his
daddy’s Camaro. Not the tiny dick your ex jackhammered away at you
with, that you could barely even feel for shit. I’m talking about a
real man’s cock. Hard. Big. A fucking animal.”

I lean closer, seeing her breath catch. Her
pupils dilate with desire. “You want it, don’t you?” I whisper. “To
know what that feels like. When it hurts to take all the way but
you just can’t help it because it feels so damn good.”

She stares at me. Her lips moisten. Damn, I
could use those around my dick right now.

“You’re making pretty bold promises,” Keely
says with an edge in her voice. “I bet you’re all talk and no
trouser.”

I laugh. “I’ll make you come your fucking
brains out. You’ll be on your knees, begging for the chance to suck
me off.”

“I don’t believe you.” She meets my eyes in
a brazen stare. Damn, this girl’s got more guts than I thought.

“Try me.” I get up off the bench.

“What?”

“Bathroom. Now.”

She scoffs. “Stop dicking around.”

“You questioned my manhood. The least you
can do now is let me prove you wrong.”

I see the struggle clear on her face: the
war between curiosity and good girl bullshit manners. It’s same
fight I see every woman go through, just because society decided
getting off for the sake of pure pleasure is some kind of crime.
Fuck, I could murder the guys who figured that one out, probably
some frustrated pussies who couldn’t get laid and wanted the rest
of us to suffer right along with them.

Keely goes back and forth, her indecision
clear on her face. Finally she looks me straight in the eyes.
“Let’s go.”

I see the challenge in her stare. She thinks
she’s won by calling my bluff, but we’ll see who comes out on
top.

“I’m insane,” she mutters to herself, rising
to her feet.

“Wait thirty seconds,” I instruct her.
“Don’t want anyone to get the wrong idea about you.” I wink,
leaving her blushing as I saunter to the single restroom at the
back of the hall. A few seconds later, there’s a knock on the
door.

Keely peeks her head around, then quickly
darts inside, locking the door tight behind her. “I can’t believe
I’m doing this,” she says, cheeks red. “But just a look, I’m not
hooking up with you. This is a strictly business relationship.”

“Sure thing.” I reach for my belt buckle,
then unzip my fly. I’m commando under my jeans, and as I yank them
over my thighs, I hear a gasp slip from those luscious lips.

Ladies, meet your wildest fantasy.

Some people say, size doesn’t matter. Those
fucking pussies don’t know shit. Because even just a glimpse of
what I’m packing makes Keely shiver with lust.

“Satisfied?” I ask with a grin. She’s
staring at it, wide-eyed, her breath coming fast. Damn. I feel
myself start to get hard, and I give myself a couple of tugs,
swelling even larger under my hand.

She takes a couple of steps closer. “I’ve
never seen...” she swallows. “How do you even...?”

“Fit?” I finish, still lazily jerking
myself. “Believe me, honey, once I’ve warmed you up right, you’ll
be ready.”

“Can I...” she reaches hesitantly, her eyes
already dilated with curiosity and desire.

“Be my guest.”

Her fingers close around me, soft. Her
breath catches. “I can hardly hold you,” she murmurs.

“That’s called girth,” I tell her, watching
the way her cheeks flush. She strokes me, whisper-soft, and I
stifle a groan. “Harder, baby, I won’t break.”

She sucks in a breath, and squeezes tighter.
Her eyes never leave my dick as she slowly pumps her fist up and
down. “Yeah,” I grunt. “Like that.”

Bolder, Keely brings her other hand in,
stoking over my tip as she pumps from the base. My cock is all
woken up now, straining under her touch, veins bulging thick along
my stem. Her delicate fists work up and down, sliding along the
length of me, wet with pre-cum.

I sink back against the wall. “Fuck, that
feels good.”

She looks up with a devilish smile. “It
does?”

One hand dips beneath my legs, cupping my
balls in a soft squeeze, and then reaching further, stroking my
taint.

“Fuck!” I exclaim in surprise, feeling my
cock leap to attention. “Do that again.”

Instead, Keely pulls her hand away. I look
over in frustration. She’s still pumping me one-handed, a torturous
rhythm that’s driving me out of my damn mind. With a wicked grin,
she slips her free hand down the front of her skirt, under her
panties.

What the fuck?

She gasps, touching herself as she jerks me
off. I can’t believe it, she looks so fucking innocent. I let out a
groan, crazy with lust, and then Keely pulls her hand out again,
wet with her juices, and slides it up and down my dick in a
slippery vice grip.

Fuck.

I’m losing it here, the pressure of her hand
and the warm, wet drip of her juices. Dammit, I want to taste her,
so I grab her wrist away and bring her fingers to my lips, sucking
hard.

She lets out a whimper. Her eyes are bright
with desire, she’s panting right along with me. She pumps hard,
circling my head with her thumb, playing with the ridge of my cock.
Damn, she’s good. I growl, thrusting up against her hand, desperate
for release. What I wouldn’t give to be inside her right now,
fucking her cunt, her asshole, her lips.

The door handle jiggles. “Oh, I’m sorry,” a
voice comes from outside.

Keely freezes in shock.

“Don’t stop,” I growl, forcing her face back
to mine. “Harder.”

She flicks her eyes nervously to the door,
but she obeys, closing her fist around me, pumping fast. I feel it
rise, fuck yeah, a goddamn tsunami.

There’s another knock. “Excuse me, will you
be much longer?”

“Just wait a goddamn minute!” I roar. I
could come right now, shove her down on her knees and plunge my
cock in her mouth, spurting my seed down her throat, but something
stops me.

I want to make her feel this too. I need to
make this girl come.

Shove her back against the wall, I yank up
her skirt up and push her panties aside, plunging two fingers deep
inside her wet pussy. She lets out a cry of shock and pleasure as I
sweep my thumb hard across her clit and she breaks, shuddering
around me as my world implodes and I come and come and come,
spurting my juices into her eager hands.

I catch my breath. She stumbles back. “I
said... I said I wasn’t hooking up with you,” she gasps.

“Plans change.”

“But--” Her perfect lips open in another
goddamn complaint, so I fill it with my fingers instead, still
dripping with her slick juice.

“You came. Is that a problem?”

She blinks, slowly opening her mouth again.
I wait for a whine, but instead, her lips curl in a delighted
grin.

“I’ve never orgasmed with a man before. With
someone else, I mean.”

I yank my jean back up and rinse my hands.
“If you’re still standing, and able to string two words together,
that wasn’t an orgasm.”

She frowns. “What was it then?”

“A rehearsal.”
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KEELY

You’re insane. You don’t even know him and
you’re hooking up in the bathroom?

The minute my orgasm fades away, and I
realize what I’ve just done, I bolt from the museum bathroom and I
don’t look back.

Slut.

Humiliation crashes through me as I race
blindly down the sidewalk, so fierce I want to die. How could I
lose my mind so completely? One minute, I’m sitting in the gallery,
doing my best to stay cool under his teasing stare, and the
next...

You’re up against the wall, close to the
edge just from the feel of him, so hard and massive in your
hands.

Oh God! Just thinking the words in my head
make me want to hide away in shame. What was I thinking, letting a
man talk to me like that -- touch me like that? A stranger. A
client!

I drive home in a sick nauseous panic. What
if he tells my boss what we did? I’ll be fired for sure.

I don’t know how it even
happened. I was trying to keep things professional, but there he
was, trying to provoke me, saying more of those shocking,
sexy things that I should
have hated but really made my thighs clench with lust.

So I called his bluff.

 

I thought it was the only way to make him
quit. I should have known a man like him, so sexy and dangerous,
would have the goods to back it up.

And boy, he’s got the goods.

Even the memory of his fingers inside me
makes my breath catch. And he had to be eight, nine inches, easy --
as big as the dildo my friend Helen got at her bachelorette party
last year. It was like nothing I’d ever seen before: thick and
hard, his bulbous tip straining, the vein bulging down the length
of him. Back then, we all giggled and joked that men like that
didn’t exist.

But he does.

I couldn’t help myself, just the sight of it
made my body tremble with desire. It was like some deep feminine
instinct took over, blocking all rational thought from my mind. I
had to touch him, know what it was like. And once my fingers were
wrapped around him, I couldn’t stop.

Watching the desire on his face as I touched
him. He is so sure about everything, I had to show him what I could
do. Push him to the edge and see him lose control.

God, I loved it. The power.

I’ve never done anything so reckless and
sexy in my life, and even now, the memory feels like it happened to
someone else. An impostor. An out of body experience. Some other
girl, hijacking my body and making me do the naughty things I’ve
only ever read about in books that I hide on my Kindle at
night.

And then when Vaughn touched me...?

The way he worked with my body, the things
he did with his fingers... It was the most mind-blowing, intense
orgasm of my life.

I’m losing my mind.

It’s Friday, so thankfully I don’t have to
face everyone at work for the next two days. I stay home, busily
doing all the chores I’ve been avoiding as a punishment for my
behavior. I clean the oven and scrub the bathroom floor, do a
million loads of laundry, and cook a month’s worth of nutritious
meals to freeze in tupperware so I don’t wind up eating junk-food
takeout for dinner again. And all the while, I block out every
thought of Vaughn and what happened in that museum bathroom.

It was madness. It was a crazy mistake.
It’ll never, ever, happen again.

By Monday morning the knot in my stomach has
turned into a giant black hole, swallowing me up in shame and
guilt. I drive to work feeling like I’m going to my own execution:
my palms sweating as I step into the elevator and hit the
floor.

This is it. Time to face the music.

“Wait up!” Justine comes skidding into the
elevator at the last second. She catches her breath as the doors
close. “You look nice.”

“I do?” I look down. I couldn’t sleep a wink
last night, tossing and turning with panic, so I had extra time
this morning to blow-dry my hair and pick out an outfit. I even did
my makeup too -- lingering in front of the mirror to delay the
inevitable. “Thanks.”

If I’m going to be fired and thrown out of
the offices, at least I’ll look good, marching out of the elevator
with my box full of office supplies.

The doors open. Justine steps out. I can’t
move.

“Coming?” She frowns.

I gulp, and slowly edge after her, my heart
pounding in my chest. The girl at reception gives us a bland nod. A
couple of lawyers pass us in the hall with a friendly smile.

I check around to be sure, but everything
seems normal. No glares. No whispers. No mob with flaming
pitch-forks. Maybe Vaughn didn’t report me. Maybe I’m safe---

“Fawes!”

Carter’s yell echoes through the office. My
blood runs cold. This is it. The end of my career. He comes
charging out of his office, and my heart stops. He’s going to do it
right here, in front of everyone.

Oh God.

I brace myself, shaking.

“Where’s the Montgomery file?” Carter
demands.

“I’m sorr--” I start to grovel my apology,
before realizing what he’s just said. “Wait, what?”

“The fucking file!” Carter yells. “I just
had them on the phone, and I couldn’t tell them one damn
thing.”

“It was on your desk,” I stammer, my mind
racing.

“Of course it was on my
desk!” Carter bellows. “You think I don’t know that? Where the fuck
is it now is the
question.”

Then I remember I had it with me when Vaughn
showed up. I must have taken it by mistake when I was
distracted.

“I’ll find it now.”

“You better,” Carter threatens. “Or I’ll
have you out on your ass faster than you can say--”

“Mr. Abrams.” His assistant, Erin, tugs on
his sleeve, looking terrified.

“What the fuck?” he demands.

“You have a client,” she whispers,
wide-eyed. “Here.”

Carter spins around. “Oh. I...” He falls
silent, and clears his throat. “I didn’t know you were there.”

“Clearly.”

Carter is blocking my view, but I’d know
that sexy voice anywhere.

Vaughn.

I freeze, blood rushing to my cheeks -- and
another, more private place.

Carter stands aside, still apologizing, but
Vaughn ignores him, meeting my gaze with an amused grin. “Miss
Fawes,” he says with a smirk. “So good to see you again.”

“You’ve met?” Carter looks back and forth
between us.

I panic, waiting for Vaughn to reveal the
truth, but instead, he answers smoothly.

“You were indisposed on Friday, so Miss
Fawes was kind enough to take the meeting,”

He winks.

I blink in shock. Does this mean he’s not
going to tell? Relief washes over me, but part of me stays alert.
Uneasy.

What else does he want with me?

“I’m sorry,” Carter is sneering. “She’s just
an assistant.”

“A paralegal,” Vaughn corrects him. “And she
was more than helpful. She guided me through the process to a very
satisfying conclusion. I was in very able hands.”

What is he playing at? My cheeks flush hot,
and I’m sure people can tell what he is alluding to. I can’t take
this anymore. Thank god Carter is so self-obsessed, he probably
didn’t notice.

“I have to get that Montgomery file,” I
mutter quickly, turning on my heel and fleeing down the hallway.
I’ve turned the corner, heading for the safety of my cubicle, when
I feel a hand grab my arm and I’m suddenly pulled into the privacy
of a small alcove.

I gasp, finding myself pressed up against
Vaughn’s muscular body for the third time in a week. “What are you
doing?” I yelp, as his hand slides up my thigh. “Stop that!”

“I didn’t hear any complaints last time.”
Vaughn leans closer, his breath hot against my throat.

I feel a twist of lust, but I fight it back
and shove him away. “That was a mistake,” I tell him, “It can’t
happen again.”

“I bet you a hundred bucks it will.” Vaughn
reaches out and pops my top button open, his finger grazing my
skin. I shiver. I should step away, redo my blouse—but something
stops me. “Have dinner with me, tonight,” he says. “I promise,
you’ll be too busy coming all over my tongue to care about losing
the bet.”

My stomach clenches. Dear God, but he’s sexy
when he talks like that. I have a sudden flashback to the bathroom:
his fingers inside me, his body grinding against mine.

“No.” I break free, pushing him away again.
“I won’t have dinner with you.”

“So we skip dinner.” Vaughn gives me a
wicked grin. “I’d prefer to eat you out any day.” He slowly licks
his lips.

Oh Lord. My legs go weak. If he can drive me
to heaven and back with just two fingers, imagine what he can do
with that tongue...

Get a grip, Keely!

“No,” I tell him again, putting every last
ounce of self-control in that one syllable. I look him straight in
the eye, so he can tell just how serious I am. “I’m not having
dinner with you, or anything else. What happened between us was a
lapse in judgment. I acted totally unprofessionally, and it won’t
happen again. Ever.”

Vaughn looks stunned. “You’re turning me
down?” he says slowly, like he can’t believe it.
“A-fucking-gain?”

“Goodbye.” I side-step out of his embrace
before I can change my mind. “They validate parking at the front
desk.”

And then, with the last thread of my dignity
still intact, I walk away.
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VAUGHN

The client calls while I’m jacking off to
porn in my office.

“What the fuck am I paying you for?” he
yells on my voicemail. “It’s been a week already, and you still
haven’t sealed the deal! I’m running out of time!”

Tell me about it.

My hard-on wilts at the sound of his voice.
Fuck it. The porn wasn’t working any way. Even the top-shelf stuff
doesn’t get me off these days -- not with the memory of Keely’s
wet, hot pussy still fresh in my mind.

Her hand tight around my cock. Her body
shuddering under my touch.

“Dammit!” I yell, shoving everything off my
desk in a rage. I’ve never struck out like this before.

Maggie pokes her head around the door. “I’d
find this amusing, if you weren’t such a little bitch right now,”
she tells me, taking in the mess.

“What the fuck am I supposed to do?” I
demand, zipping up my flies. “She said no. Twice! Even after I made
her come her brains out in the museum bathroom. Even after she got
a handful of my cock.”

That’s the part that gets me really fucking
pissed. Keely saw exactly what I had in store for her -- and she
still walked away.

What the hell am I doing wrong?

“I like this girl already,” Maggie says.
“She sounds like she’s got you all figured out.”

“Don’t I pay you to be helpful?” I grumble.
“So help.”

Maggie laughs, coming to help me clean up.
“Have you tried a little romance?”

I glare. “Romance is for pussies who can’t
get laid.”

“Well, right now I’m looking at one.” Maggie
smirks at me. “Jesus, don’t look so tragic. Buy the girl some
flowers. Woo her a little.”

“Woo?” I sneer.

“Yes, woo,” Maggie sighs. “Make her feel
like you don’t just want to bang her brains out and disappear. Like
she’s special. Unique. You can fake that, right?”

The phone out front starts ringing and she
disappears, leaving me to think about what she’s just said.

Special... The truth is, I
wouldn’t even be faking it. Keely is unique -- she’s the only woman to
turn me down flat in, well, I can’t even remember how long. Not
since my balls dropped and my sixth-grade baby-sitter gave me a
hands-on demonstration in ‘hunt the clit.’

And that way she looked at me when her hands
wrapped around my cock. I’ve never had someone challenge me like
that. As bold as her words were, when push came to shove, I never
expected her to be so game. Who knew Little Miss Library could be
so saucy?

So, fine, I decide, grabbing my phone again.
I can do romance. I can make like fucking Romeo if it means I get
to taste her delicious pussy again -- and this time, I won’t be
licking her juices off her fingers. No, I’m going to be buried
tongue-deep in her cunt working her clit until she’s begging for
mercy.

I find the number of the nearest florist and
place the call.

“Yeah, I’d like to make an order...”
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KEELY

“Who is this guy, Rockefeller?” Justine
surveys my desk with a smirk. “That’s like the fourth delivery this
week.”

“Fifth,” I answer with a sigh. My cubicle is
filled to the brim with roses, chocolates, and even a five-foot
stuffed teddy-bear. “He sent candy too. Godiva. You want some?”

“Uh, hell yes!”

Justine attacks the gold-wrapped box, biting
into a truffle with a moan. “What are you looking so blue about?”
She pauses, noticing my expression. “If I had a man showering me
with extravagant gifts, I’d be over the moon. Is he ugly?” she
adds, looking sympathetic. “Small? Like, Tiny Texan?” She wiggles
her pinky finger.

“No, definitely not.” I flashback to
Vaughn’s massive member and blush. “But he’s a client, I can’t date
him. It’s the rules.”

“Screw the rules.” Justine helps herself to
another chocolate. “Remember that super-fine lawyer on the Bulway
case last year? I screwed him in the stationary closet between
depositions.”

I gape. “But he was opposition counsel.”

“And I was
opposed to letting his
fine ass walk out of here without sampling the goods.” Justine
snickers. “If this guy’s working so hard to get your attention,
what are you scared of?”

What am I scared of?

That’s the question I ask myself for the
hundredth time as I go hide in the stacks of the law library
upstairs. Saying he’s a client is only an excuse. Justine isn’t the
only one who breaks the rules -- everyone fraternizes with clients
around here. And it’s not like I’m dating anyone else.

No, I have no excuses to cling to anymore.
Vaughn is smart, edgy, and sexy as hell. Every time we meet, it’s
like a tug of war—a battle to see who will come out on top. I never
thought I’d like this kind of thing, but it’s so hot I can’t
imagine wanting anything else. And he’s already given me the most
thrilling, dirty sexual experience of my life.

I go to sleep at night wet and aching,
remembering the feel of his thick hardness in my hands, imagining
that my wandering fingers are his own -- searching for a release
that is nowhere near as earth-shattering as the one he’s given
me.

That’s the problem, the secret I can’t tell
Justine: it scares me, how quickly my body responds to him. How my
good sense goes flying out the window the moment he comes around.
I’ve never felt anything like it, and God, that terrifies me
somehow, knowing how much I want him. There’s a darkness to him
that I’ve never known before, a mystery I can’t help but want to
solve. This man has secrets, and I’m just longing to discover them
all. I’ve never felt this way before. And to be totally honest, I’m
scared. Scared to take that step over the ledge and let it all
go.

What would it be like to surrender
completely? Let him make good on all those filthy promises, show me
the pleasure I know he has in his grasp.

* * *

“You’re hiding from me.”

I close my eyes at the sound of his voice,
so sexy and rasping. I should have known he’d come find me. That he
wouldn’t give up the chase, not even for a minute.

“Other guys would take the hint.” I open my
eyes to find him leaning against a stack of law books, watching me
with amusement. There’s an annoyed edge in my voice, thank God; the
second he spoke, I felt a clench in my thighs but at least I still
sound like I’m keeping my cool.

“I’m not like other guys.” Vaughn strolls
closer. “But you already know that. Did you get my flowers?”

I nod. “And candy. And jewelry. What did you
do, clean out the Hallmark store?”

Vaughn grins. “I looked, but I couldn’t find
a card that says, ‘Congratulations on your hand job.’”

My pulse kicks. We’re alone in the library
stacks, and God, that look in his eyes makes my stomach curl in a
tight knot of anticipation.

“What do you want?” I whisper, knowing the
answer already.

“It’s not what I want,” he says
conversationally, starting to roll up the cuffs of his shirt. He
does one arm and then the other, his skin golden and dusted with
hair beneath the crisp cotton. “It’s what I’m going to do. I’m
going to eat you out, right here, right now.”

My legs go weak. I want to counter, to say
something quick, but all I can do is sink back against the
bookcase.

“I’m going to gorge on you, sweetheart.”
Vaughn leans in, his breath hot on my cheek, his eyes glittering,
dark and full of wicked promise. “I’m going to lick that pretty
little clit of yours until you want to scream. You’re going to be
begging for my cock by the time I’m through with you. But you won’t
make a sound, will you? Because somebody will hear. And we don’t
want anyone to know.”

Oh my God.

I’ve never heard a guy talk like this before
-- never felt so turned on. Before I can pull my brain back
together to respond, Vaughn sinks to his knees in front of me. I’m
wearing heels today, so his face is level with my crotch. He
reaches out, and deliberately pushes my skirt up my thighs. Higher,
higher, until it’s bunched around my waists and I’m totally exposed
to him, the silk of my panties already damp between my thighs.

“Stockings.” Vaughn teases a finger around
the band, pulling them down. I shudder at his touch. He looks up at
me with a smirk. “Wear these when I fuck you.”

Then without another word, he leans in and
grasps the front of my panties in his teeth, yanking them down and
letting them fall in a heap around my feet. Then he takes my ankles
in each hand, lifting my feet free of my panties and pushing them
apart so I’m spread wide to him.

“Hold on,” he says. “Lock your knees so you
don’t fall.”

I gasp for air, reaching up
to cling onto the edge of the bookcase. I should say
something, do something. I can’t believe I’m doing this: naked from the
waist-down in the back aisle of the law library. Anyone could come
looking for a book back here. Anyone could see me like this, him
kneeling between my thighs, his hands sliding up the inside of my
legs.

Dirty. Forbidden. So totally hot.

In our game of bluffs, Vaughn is totally
winning right now. And I don’t care.

I close my eyes and tilt my head back.

“No, watch,” he orders. I snap my eyes open
again.

“I want you to watch me lick your pussy,” he
says, his eyes still fixed on mine. He slips his hand between my
legs and lightly strokes over my wetness. I gasp, my whole body
trembling at his touch. “I want you to watch me fuck you with my
tongue.”

I stifle a moan. Pleasure crashes through
me. Already my body is shaking as Vaughn teases me, rubbing softly
around my entrance, over my clit, back down lower again.

“Say it,” he orders.

“What?” I gasp. His thumb swirls around my
clit again, but it’s not enough, I’m already aching, desperate for
more.

“Tell me what you want me to do.”

I can’t. Saying it would be admitting
defeat, waving a white flag before plummeting into a totally new
universe. But as I hesitate, the pressure against me eases and I
stifle a cry. Vaughn is waiting, watching me with that detached,
powerful gaze. My whole body is beating with impatience now,
swaying towards his hand.

If I say it, he’ll win.

I look down at him, just inches from me and
I feel another surge of anticipation.

Fine. Let him win.

“Touch me,” I gasp. “Lick me. Please, I need
your mouth.”

“Good girl.”

Vaughn dips his head and licks up against
me, hot and wet against my clit.

I cry out, clamping one hand over my mouth
to muffle the sound as his tongue laps and probes, over and over,
an agonizingly sweet pressure. He’s ravenous, devouring me, sucking
at the tender flesh, then licking lower, swirling around my
entrance and plunging his tongue deep inside me.

Holy
shit.

Pleasure crashes through me. My legs give
way, I sink against him, but he just pulls my legs around his neck,
lifting me up as if I weigh nothing and slamming me back against
the bookcase. His tongue plunges deeper inside me and God, I can
feel the wave already, cresting higher, lightening in my veins.

Suddenly, a shiver rolls down my body that
has nothing to do with Vaughn: a shock of unease, like someone’s
watching us. I glance around, my heart racing, but we’re alone in
the stacks. I can’t see anyone, and--

Oh!

Vaughn shifts me, licking back up to my
clit, and fuck, now he’s plunging two fingers deep inside where his
tongue once was, stretching me, curving up higher, fucking me in a
relentless rhythm as his tongue laps at my clit. I forget
everything, I can’t take it, the sensation crashes over me, it’s
too much. I struggle in his arms but his grip on me won’t let up.
He laps harder, faster, forcing a third finger into my aching
channel as he takes my clit between his lips and sucks, hard.

I shatter with a cry, coming, coming, coming
over his lips, his wicked tongue until I’m spent and gasping in his
arms.
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I set her down and straighten up.

“That’s two,” I tell her casually, yanking
her skirt back down.

Keely blinks at me with those wide eyes,
looking like her whole world just turned upside down. She’s sexy as
hell, all mussed up and blushing. I can’t help myself, I shove her
back, kissing her hard so she can taste herself, my mouth slick
with her delicious juices.

Damn, I could have eaten her all day. Sweet
and tight and gushing wet for me. I can’t wait to feel that pussy
clench around my cock, tight as a goddamn vice.

“Enough fucking around,” I say her, holding
her chin up. I force her to look at me, to see I’m not taking her
good girl shit anymore. “You’ve had your fun playing hard to get,
but you know as well as I do that went out the window the minute
you spread your legs for me right here in the middle of your
office.”

Keely tenses, like she’s just remembered
where the fuck we are, but I keep hold of her chin, forcing her in
place.

“I’m taking you to dinner, and then I’m
fucking your brains out,” I order her, about five seconds away from
bending her over and pounding her right here. I’ve been hard since
the minute I thrust my fingers inside her damp, aching pussy, but
we’re still stuck in this fucking library. She may have kept quiet
for now, but what I’ve got in store for her will make her scream
loud enough to bring the fucking fire department.

And damn, I want to hear that scream.

“I’m going to tie you down, and spank that
sweet ass of yours, and then fuck your pussy until you can’t walk
for days. Understand?”

Keely swallows. She looks like she’s about
to argue with me again, so I grab her breast through her blouse and
give her nipple a sharp tweak. She bites down on her bottom lip in
surprise, but her cheeks flush with desire.

“Dinner. Tonight. My place. I’ll text you
the address.”

I caress her breast again, softer this time.
Keely lets out a tiny moan.

“I’ll take that as a yes.”

I scoop up her panties from the floor and
dangle them from my finger. “I’m keeping these. I want you wet and
ready for me the minute you walk through my door.”

I tuck them into my jacket pocket with a
wink. Keely doesn’t look like she can talk just yet, so I steal
another kiss and leave her there, collapsed against the bookcase
with a dazed smile on her face.

It’s nothing new. I’ve seen
that look a thousand times before, but I still feel a strange surge
of pride as I walk away. Keely isn’t like everyone before her.
Having her isn’t about finishing a job or proving something. It’s
about her—the way
she doesn’t back down, the way she challenges me. I need to take
her, to completely devour her. She’s mine now. There’s no going
back.

I stroll out through the office, whistling
to myself as I plan all the ways I’m going to fuck that pretty
little body -- starting with her mouth. Yeah, those pink lips
sliding up and down my cock, that’s what I need.

“Mr. Vaughn.”

I turn. It’s that jackass of her boss,
Carter Abrams, stepping out of a side room.

“It’s just Vaughn,” I say shortly.

He gives me a smarmy smile. “Of course. What
brings you here today?”

“It’s handled.” I don’t have time for his
bullshit -- he’s just a puffed up suit, and I sure as hell don’t
like the way he talks to Keely.

“By Miss Fawes.” Abrams’ smile gets wider.
“She’s very... accommodating.”

His voice is suggestive. What the hell? I
narrow my eyes. Has he fucked her? Is this asshole the reason Keely
kept pushing me away?

Jealousy pumps through me at the thought of
his limp hands on that gorgeous body. But right away, I dismiss it.
She wouldn’t touch this joker, and even if she did, she sure as
hell wouldn’t again after I’ve shown her what a real man can
do.

“Just let me know if you want to schedule
another meeting with her,” Carter continues, still oozing smarm. “I
can arrange some private sessions.”

“That won’t be necessary.” I glare at him.
Whether he’s fucking her or not, this guy is up to something. He’s
practically pimping her out right now.

“Anything I can do to help my clients,”
Carter sneers again, but I’m already done.

“I’ll be in touch.” I hit the elevator
button. Conversation over. As the doors close, I see Carter
watching me with that weird look on his face.

Whatever. That guy is a creep and an
asshole, but I’ve got what I need.

Tonight, it all goes down. Keely’s going to
get a lesson in submission that she’ll never forget -- all nine
massive inches of it. And dammit if that girl won’t be on her knees
and sobbing for me by the time I finally give her what she
needs.

That pussy belongs to me now, and I’m going
to enjoy every fucking minute of it.
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KEELY

I don’t know how I make it through the rest
of the day, but finally, six o’ clock rolls around and I drive
home, my brain still spinning.

Vaughn.

He fills my thoughts, overwhelming my
senses. Even left alone, I can feel him. His touch blazing across
my skin. The imprint of his fingers digging into my thighs. His
mouth...

I have to gasp for air, remembering the
pleasure that crashed through me from his tongue. I can’t imagine
what’s in store for me later, how anything could possibly be
hotter, feel any better than the heaven he’s already shown me, but
Vaughn promised, it was only the beginning.

Tonight...

I shiver, my nipples growing hard under my
clothes just at the memory of the look in his eyes. A promise. An
ultimatum.

I surrendered, let him take control—and he
took it.

I don’t know anything about him, but I can’t
pretend any longer, I don’t want to run anymore. I don’t care about
the consequences. That man is a force of nature, and I’m through
trying to stand in his way. I don’t care what that makes me, I just
know I’ve never felt a desire like this before.

I want to feel alive. I
want to feel.

I let myself into my apartment, already
feeling the sick giddy kick of anticipation in my stomach. I have
an hour to get ready, so I take a shower, carefully washing every
inch of my body.

“I want you wet and ready
for me.”

Vaughn’s words echo in my head. Well, that
won’t be a problem. I spent all day in a damp, aching haze, feeling
the whisper of cool air between my thighs where my panties used to
be.

I never realized going bare could make me
feel so sexy, so daring. Like I was hiding a secret only he would
know.

Drying off, I go to my wardrobe. I know that
whatever I pick will be crumpled on Vaughn’s bedroom floor before
long, but I still want to look good for him. I deliberate for ages
before picking out a simple black silk dress. It fits me like a
glove, with tiny spaghetti straps, and a deep V that laces up in
the back. I usually wear underwear and a slip with it, but tonight,
I leave them off: sliding the fabric over my naked body.

It settles in a whisper, shockingly sensual
against my skin. Already, my body is sensitive, my nipples swollen
with anticipation, aching for his touch.

I slide on a pair of strappy black sandals
and pin my hair up, applying a coat of red lipstick. I haven’t worn
it since I bought it on impulse, years ago, but now I like the way
it looks: a bold slash of red against my pale skin.

There.

I stare at my reflection, feeling a tremor
of nerves. I look all grown up.

A woman.

I can’t believe I’m doing this. But as I
take a deep breath, I feel a thrill coursing through my
bloodstream.

Just tonight, I’ll be wanton, reckless. Just
tonight, I’ll discover what it’s like to let someone else take
control and live life on the edge.

I collect my purse and jacket, and
leave.

* * *

Vaughn’s address is up in the Hollywood
Hills. I drive the narrow, twisting road with my heart in my
throat. Just a week ago, I would have never agreed to this, never
put on this dress and gotten in my car. But now?

I couldn’t turn back if I tried.

I reach his turning, high in the canyon, and
head off the main road, down a short driveway.

Wow.

The house is modern, a white cube set
precariously on the edge of the hill, looking out over the whole
city. There’s a silver sports car in the car-port, so I pull up
behind it, turning off the engine.

I thought I would be nervous when I got
here. But instead a hot anticipation fills me. This may be the
craziest thing I’ve ever agreed to—and I can’t wait to start.

I get out and carefully make my way down the
path to the front door. It opens before I even reach for the
doorbell.

“Hello, Keely.”

My heart stops. Vaughn is standing in the
doorway, smiling a heart-stopping smile. He’s wearing a pair of
dark jeans that hug the curve of his ass, with a crisp white shirt
open at the throat to show his tanned skin and a dusting of dark
hairs.

He looks incredible.

“Come.” He beckons me, and I take a nervous
step forward into the house.

Music is playing, some sultry jazz song, and
when I look around, I feel even more out of my league. The house is
open-plan, with stream-lined modern furnishings and vibrant
abstract art. The whole back wall is made of glass, with
jaw-dropping views of Los Angeles, lit up in a neon grid below
us.

“This place is amazing, really hidden away,”
I say. “Have you lived here long? I love the canyons--”

“Stop talking.”

Vaughn cuts me short. He strolls towards me,
lazy as a panther, and places a possessive finger over my lips.

“I’m going to tell you how tonight is going
to go,” he says with a smoldering look. “Pay attention, because
I’ll only say this once.” His voice is low and measured, but
there’s a thread of steel in his tone that makes my stomach
drop.

“I don’t want to talk about the traffic, or
the weather, or any other boring bullshit. Your mouth is too useful
to waste on such trivial things. In fact, I don’t require you to
speak at all. Not unless you’re begging,” he adds with a dangerous
smile. “Yes, Vaughn. More, Vaughn. Harder, Vaughn.”

Dear God.

Heat rushes through me.
He’s so dominating.

“In fact, if you do speak out of turn, I
might have to inflict some kind of punishment.” Vaughn smiles
again, glittering and deadly. “Nod if you understand.”

I nod, my knees trembling.
This is nothing like our encounter in the bathroom or even in the library. I
wonder what kind of punishment he means, and if I’d like it; I
almost want to test him, but if the past few days have taught me
anything, I know that he never bluffs. “Yes, Vaughn,” I whisper,
already so turned on I can barely stand.

“Good girl.” Vaughn’s hand trails down from
my lips, over my collarbone, around to fondle my breast. I suck in
a breath, his thumb teasing over my nipple.

“No underwear?” Vaughn quirks an eyebrow.
“How very naughty of you, Miss Fawes.”

He strokes again, squeezing the tight bud.
Pleasure floods through me. But then, just as quickly, he takes his
hand away. I stifle a whimper of dismay.

“Not yet.” Vaughn looks amused. “You haven’t
earned it.”

I blink at him in confusion. I thought he
wanted to touch me, that’s what he’s been promising all this
time.

“You said ‘no’ to me, Keely.” Vaughn’s face
darkens. “You made me chase you. Now, you need to learn who’s in
control. I decide your pleasure. I’m in charge now.”

Vaughn steps closer to me. Heat radiates
from his body, the muscles tightly coiled like a predator. “You
don’t get to play hard to get anymore.” He looks down at me, his
face set with determination. “Tonight, you submit to me completely.
Whatever I say, you do it. Whatever I want, you provide. No
questions. No protests. Do you understand?”

I don’t say anything.

He glares at me. “Do. You. Understand?”

I nod. “Yes, Vaughn.” My stomach is in
knots, but it’s a thrilling sensation..

I want to surrender. I want to submit. I
want to know what it’s like to have him control me, completely.

“Good. Now get on your knees.”

My heart stops.

“You heard me.” Vaughn stares at me, his
eyes dark and uncompromising. “Get on your knees. And this better
be the last time you make me repeat myself.”

A thrill shivers through me. I never thought
I could like this, never thought I’d want anyone to talk to me like
this. But God, he’s sexy when he orders me around.

I slowly sink to my knees in front of
him.

“Put your hands behind your back,” Vaughn
continues, looming above me with a dark gleam in his eyes.

I do as he says.

“Now open your mouth.”

I gasp for air, my lips falling wide
open.

“Now, don’t you make a pretty picture?”
Vaughn smiles, casually unzipping his jeans. “I’ve been imagining
you like this since the moment we met. Except, in my fantasies,
you’re begging to suck my cock. What can we do about that?”

My heart is racing, loud enough that he has
to hear it too. I’ve never felt so helpless in my life, kneeling
here with my mouth wide open, panting for breath.

And I’ve never felt so turned on.

“You remember this, don’t you?” Vaughn
pushes his jeans open and unleashes his dick.

Jesus, he’s massive.

Vaughn lets out a low chuckle. “Look at you,
panting already. You want it bad. You’ve never had a cock like this
before.”

He’s right. I can’t take my eyes off him.
Down here on my knees, it looks even bigger than before: nine
inches of hard muscle, the veins straining down the length of
him.

I want to taste him.

Unconsciously, I lick my lips. Vaughn’s
breath catches.

“Damn, baby.” He strokes himself, getting
even harder in his hands. “You really have been starved. When was
the last time you got a good mouthful?”

I pause, uncertain. Is this a trap?

Vaughn gives me a brief, reassuring smile.
“You can answer.”

I catch my breath. “A guy I dated in
college,” I admit. I usually don’t like going down on guys. It’s
always messy and gross, the smell, the taste of it. But Vaughn is
different. God, just the sight of him makes me wet and aching. “But
he wasn’t...”

“Wasn’t what?” Vaughn keeps stroking
himself, almost absently. His cock jerks in his hand, straining.
Huge and ready.

“Wasn’t anything like you,” I whisper.

“Nobody is.” Vaughn strolls closer. “You
want to taste me,” he says in a low voice. His eyes fix on me, and
I can’t look away.

I nod, my breath catching in my throat.

“You want me to fuck your wet, empty mouth,”
Vaughn says softly.

I moan.

“You want to suck me down until you can’t
take anymore. You want to lick my balls, and choke as my cum drips
down your chin.”

“Yes.” I tremble, amazed at how his words
possess me. I’m consumed with lust, dizzy and gasping. I’m empty,
and I need him to fill me, now.

“Louder.” Vaughn orders, looming over
me.

“Yes!” I cry. “Please!”

“Please what?” Vaughn taunts me.

“Please!” I cry, desperate. I don’t care
that I’m begging, I don’t care about anything at all except the
rush of lust consuming me, the aching need clawing me from within.
“Let me suck you! I need you, Vaughn, please!”

Victory flashes on his face. “Very well,” he
drawls, “You may suck my dick.”
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VAUGHN

She takes a deep breath like she’s preparing
herself, but I don’t wait. I close the distance between us,
grabbing the back of her head and thrusting my cock into deep her
open mouth.

Like that, baby. Just the way you
begged.

Keely moans, closing her lips around me and
sucking deep. She can barely fit my head in her mouth, I’m too big,
but she swirls her tongue around me, eager for a taste. Damn, if
I’ll deny her now. I rock my hips back and thrust in again, deeper
this time, all the way to the back of her throat.

She takes me all the way in. I bury my hands
in her hair, pulling it free from its neat pinned style and using
it to yank her face down again, controlling the tempo, fucking that
perfect mouth over and over until she’s moaning into my dick, her
whole body rising and falling with every stroke, her hands still
clutched behind her back.

I watch the slide of bright red lipstick
smear up and down my shaft, my brain fading as tension coils
tighter in my balls and the world shrinks to just her lips and
tongue and those whimpers of pleasure she sounds in the back of her
throat.

Fuck, she’s good. I never imagined it could
feel like this.

Keely lifts her head, breaking pace, and now
she’s licking along the length of me, swirling her tongue, closing
her lips in a tight vice to play with the ridge around my head. She
ducks lower, licking my balls, and then fuck, she takes one of the
sacs between her lips and sucks the whole damn thing into her
mouth.

I groan as the sensation crashes through me.
Goddamn, this girl is a miracle. “Fuck, baby. Yeah. Suck me.”

Keely answers with a whimper, her tongue
straying further to lick along my taint until I’m shuddering and
close to the edge. Still, she teases me, lapping me like a fucking
ice-cream, her tongue dancing over my shaft and head, too fucking
soft.

“Enough!” I growl, grabbing her hair again
and forcing her mouth back down the length of me. “No more fucking
around. Take it all!”

Keely moans, angling her head to take me
deeper, all the way down her throat. Fuck. The pressure is
incredible. Now I’m close to losing it, blood pounding in my ears
and straining in my cock.

I thrust deep into her throat, lost in the
wetness, the hot slide of her mouth. Over and over, she take me,
sucking me down a little deeper every time, until the whole
massive, throbbing length of me is buried between those juicy red
lips and I can feel the ridges of her throat rubbing against my
head with every thrust.

“Oh fuck,” I groan, tortured. I pump harder,
cresting, so fucking close to the edge.

Keely lifts her eyes to me, wild and bright
with lust. Her face is flushed, she’s sobbing in eager moans with
every bob of her head, gorging on me, desperate for more. Fuck,
she’s close to losing it too. I can see it in her face, the
urgency, the ecstasy. She wants it, wants everything I have,
begging me with her eyes, and something about her feverish need
pushes me over the fucking edge and I come with a savage cry.

“Fuck!” I roar, spurting down her throat in
a hot gush as the pleasure crashes through me like a goddamn tidal
wave and I lose my fucking mind.
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KEELY

I drink him down hungrily, milking every
last shudder as his orgasm fades away. I’m on my knees, but I’ve
never felt so powerful -- never lost myself in giving pleasure like
this before, the whole world fading until there’s nothing but my
mouth and his gorgeous cock and the ache in my body, dear Lord, so
sharp and unsatisfied.

I sit back, reeling, every limb flooded with
sensation. I don’t know how; he hasn’t even laid a hand on me yet,
but I’m coiled tight and gasping. I feel like I could come from
just a single touch.

Vaughn gazes down at me. “Very nice,” he
murmurs, reaching out to wipe a drop of cum from my lips. He puts
his thumb into his mouth and sucks. “You’re just full of surprises,
aren’t you?”

I feel a flush of pride.

“You’re close?” His eyes sweep over me.

“Yes,” I whisper. I’m trembling here, so wet
between my thighs, every part of me aching for him.

“Good. You should know what it feels like to
want someone this bad.” Vaughn pulls his jeans back up, strolling
over to the bar in the corner. “It’s agony, isn’t it? Needing
something only I can give you. Desperate to feel me slide inside
that juicy cunt. Think about that, Keely. Think about my cock
driving deep inside you, all of me, right up to the fucking
hilt.”

His words wash over me with a shudder, and I
imagine just how good that would feel.

Vaughn takes his sweet time. He pours
himself a drink of whiskey while I wait. The sharp point of my
heels are digging painfully into the back of my bare thighs, but I
wouldn’t break position right now for a million dollars.

I’m empty. I’m aching. I need him so bad I
feel like I’m going to die.

“Get up,” Vaughn finally orders me.

I scramble to my feet in relief. My legs are
unsteady. I sway, trying to stand straight, but my heartbeat races
in anticipation as Vaughn slowly walks back towards me.

“Now take off your dress. Let me look at
that beautiful body you’ve been hiding from me.”

We’re in the middle of his living room, the
lights bright, the windows open for anyone to see.

I unhook one strap, then the other. The
dress slips off my body in a shiver of silk, pooling around my
ankles on the floor.

I’m totally naked in my heels.

Vaughn stares at me, his gaze burning across
my skin. My breasts. My stomach. Down to the neat triangle between
my trembling thighs.

I feel a flicker of power. I straighten up,
tilting my hip, showing myself to him. I’ve always felt awkward in
my skin, but tonight, a sudden confidence lifts me.

That’s desire on his face. Hunger in his
eyes. For me.

I start to pivot, turning in a slow circle
for him to see. God, I can’t wait for him to touch me. Surely it
has to be soon. I can feel his hands already, imagining their rough
touch--

Suddenly his voice cuts me off. “Stop.”

I freeze. Vaughn’s face is dark. “You’re not
wearing stockings,” he says. My heart skips. “I told you,” he
continues, his voice silky but threatening. “I wanted to fuck you
in those stockings.”

“I’m sorry,” I say, blood rushing to my
face. “I forgot.”

“I don’t care about the reason.” Vaughn’s
eyes glitter. “You’ve disobeyed me. That means you need to be
punished.”

My stomach clenches with nerves. “But,
please--”

“Silence!” Vaughn roars.

My protest dies on my lips.

“On the table,” Vaughn orders me, pointing
to the coffee table. It’s set in front of the sofa, a low perspex
frame. “Hands and knees. Now.”

I hurry to do as he says, my heart pounding
with anticipation. Oh God, what’s he going to do to me now?

The plastic is cold and hard against my
naked skin, but I get down on all fours on top of it like he
ordered, my hair falling forwards around my face.

My breasts tremble, swinging free beneath
me. My bare ass juts up into the air, which is cold against my
skin, the wet heat exposed between my thighs. I’m open, naked,
displayed to him, totally powerless.

It’s shameful, dirty. And God, I feel a
whole new kind of thrill.

“Well look at you…” Vaughn’s voice drawls,
amused. He slowly paces around the table, examining me from every
angle. “Don’t you make a pretty sight?”

My stomach curls to feel his gaze on me. I
focus on my breathing, coming in low, shallow pants. Every sense in
my body is alive. Every part of me screams for release.

“If you weren’t such a bad girl, I’d be
touching you right now.” Vaughn’s voice caresses me, smooth as
molasses. “I’d be stroking those juicy breasts, slow the way you
want.”

Oh God. I let out a whimper.

“I’d pinch those tight little nipples,” he
continues, his voice so even, relentless, filling my mind. “Hell,
maybe I’d even take them in my mouth. Would you like that, Keely?
Do you want me to suck on your nipples?”

“Yes,” I manage. My breasts are swollen, my
nipples puckered at the thought. “Oh god, please.”

“I thought you might.” Vaughn keeps walking,
circling around me. His footsteps stop, back by my rear.

“Damn,” he murmurs. “You’re dripping wet.
You want my cock so bad, don’t you?”

I’m past words now, so I just moan my
agreement.

“Looking at you like this is making me
hard,” Vaughn’s voice continues, behind me, out of sight. “I could
pound you right now, drive into that aching pussy. I’d fill you so
deep, you’d be screaming. Hard and fast, baby, fucking you like an
animal. Do you want it, Keely? Do you?”

“Vaughn!” It’s all I can do to stay on my
hands and knees, I’m so weak with desire. “Please, I need you.”

“What you need is to learn some damn
respect.”

Suddenly, a stinging slap lands on my right
ass cheek.

I let out a scream of surprise. Vaughn
spanks me again, the sound ringing out, and I jolt forwards from
the impact, gasping in pain.

“You need to learn that I’m in charge.”
Vaughn’s hand smooths over the spot he just spanked, with a warm
caress. I moan, pleasure replacing the pain in an instant. “You
need to learn, the only thing that matters here is what I fucking
want.”

He spanks me again, hard and sharp. The pain
shatters through me, and I gasp with shock, but right again, he’s
smoothing, caressing, soft and sweet.

Pain mingles with pleasure, blood rushing
through my body.

Oh god. It feels so good.

“The rules are very simple.” Vaughn lands a
slap on my other ass cheek. “You do exactly as I say, you’ll be
rewarded.” He spanks me again, harder this time, and I cry out. But
then his hand is stroking, lower, his fingers dipping down between
my crease to slide over my wet aching lips.

I shudder, whimpering, bucking back against
his hand. But then it’s gone, replaced by a series of harsh,
stinging slaps that rain down on my cheeks and tender thighs
without pause. “Disobey me, and you’ll be punished.” Vaughn says
roughly, punctuating every smack. “And I will make you hurt, baby.
Don’t think that I won’t.”

Five, six, seven slaps. He doesn’t stop. Oh
God, he doesn’t stop.

Eight, nine.
I cry out now, biting down on the inside of my
cheek, my body jerking forward with the force of every
blow.

But somehow, I want
it. Ten, eleven. I
chant along in my head, dizzy now, gasping for more. The sting,
that exquisite burn, Vaughn times it just right, landing just the
right amount of pressure to shock my body, making my head spin and
my knees weak. Pleasure and pain mingling together, a sweet, sharp
rush like nothing in the world.

Twelve.

Vaughn delivers the final slap with a growl.
I can hear him breathing behind me, ragged.

“Good girl,” he murmurs. I can only whimper
in response, my head spinning, and then he’s stroking, oh, his
fingers whisper over me again, both hands this time, brushing
softly over the pained, swollen skin, around my thighs, up over my
naked back and shoulders.

It’s sweet relief, a wave of pleasure. I
gasp, arching under his touch. Aching between my thighs to feel
him. God, I need him there so much.

“You’ll be sore for days,” Vaughn murmurs,
his hands gliding down again to cup and squeeze my cheeks. “I want
you to remember what happens when you disobey me.”

A sinful thought fills my mind.

I should disobey him more often.

But then Vaughn’s hands are spreading me,
easing my ass cheeks apart, and there isn’t time for thinking. I
brace myself to finally take him between my thighs, but instead I
feel his finger slide along my crack, rubbing softly over my
asshole.

I tense, letting out a breath of
surprise.

“What do we have here?” Vaughn sounds
amused. He traces a light circle around me again, and I gasp,
flinching away from his touch.

He can’t. He shouldn’t.

“A sweet virgin asshole.” Vaughn grips my
hips hard in one hand, forcing me in place. I try to shrink away
from his touch, blushing furiously, but he holds tight.

His finger slides over me again, probing
gently at my back entrance. “You’ve never had anyone touch you here
before?” he asks, sounding curious.

“No,” I say, my cheeks burning. I can’t
believe he’s doing this, but my body is already shaking, the
sensation of his touch there so foreign and new.

Dirty.

Wrong.

He wiggles his finger gently, probing just
inside. Oh god. I hear myself moan at the pressure, and feel a
flush of embarrassment.

“So tight,” Vaughn breathes approvingly.
“We’ll have to work you up good before you can take me.”

What? I tense with shock, struggling in his
hands. I can’t. He’s so big. There’s no way--

“Easy.” Vaughn laughs, holding me tight. “I
won’t fuck your ass just yet. I’m going to start you real slow.
Show you just how good it can feel.”

I’m still tense with panic but he spreads my
ass cheeks wide, exposing me. Then I feel something foreign: hot
and wet, probing at the delicate ring of flesh.

His tongue.

Holy shit.

I gasp, falling forwards onto my elbows as
Vaughn licks me, swirling his tongue around, probing the tip inside
me.

No. Oh God. It’s so wrong, but I can’t help
whimper with pleasure. The delicate pressure, the wetness, back
there. I’ve never felt anything like it before. I never thought I’d
love it like this.

And then Vaughn slides a hand up between my
thighs and strokes over my clit.

I scream. The sensation crashes through me,
his stroking, firm on my clit, rubbing over and over as his tongue
swirls back there.

“Oh god,” I gasp, shaking. It’s too much,
the pleasure breaking through my body. I can’t stand it, I feel
like I’m going to explode. His tongue wriggles and probes at me, so
wet, so fucking wrong. I’m sobbing now, gasping for air, on my
hands and knees and at his total mercy.

“Vaughn,” I moan, drowning under his touch,
falling into the darkness, holding on for dear life. “Oh my
god!”

I feel him chuckle against me. He rubs me
harder, and oh God, it feels so good. I cry out, driving back
against his hand. His tongue probes deeper into me, and I’m coming
apart now, I can’t help it, my whole body shaking with
sensation.

It’s too hot, too dark, too fucking
forbidden. It’s wrong of me to like this, to whimper and beg and
thrust my ass back against his mouth, but I can’t help it. I’m
consumed, out of my mind with the pleasure.

Vaughn stops licking me, and I cry out to
feel the absence of his tongue, but then a sharp slap rains down on
my ass and the force sends me reeling.

“You like it hard,” he gasps, ragged. “Fuck,
Keely, you’re a goddamn miracle. Tell me how you want it!”

“Like this!” I sob, thrusting against his
hand. I’m past caring how it looks, past thought, all that matters
in the world is the relentless rub of his fingers, so fucking
perfect on my clit, and the sting of pressure on my skin. “Like
this.”

“Fuck!”

Vaughn spanks me again, a stinging blow.
Again.

“Yes!” I scream, thrusting faster. I’m
climbing, cresting, oh God, I’m on the edge, I can’t take it any
longer. “More! More!”

Vaughn lets out a savage roar, thrusting two
fingers deep inside my aching pussy as his other hand cracks hard
against my ass, spanking me relentlessly.

I lose my mind.

He curls his fingers up, fucking me deeper
with his hand, spanking me again, over and over until the pleasure
and pain is too much to take I break apart, screaming his name as I
shatter, ecstasy flooding every cell in my body and robbing me of
all thought, all power, all words.

I’m done. Broken.

His.
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Fucking hell.

I inhale a rasping breath, feeling her pussy
clench around my fingers. She’s collapsed, whimpering and naked on
the coffee table as her orgasm crashes through her delicious body,
wave after wave.

I step back and watch her writhe, her naked
ass red and mottled with the imprint of my hand. Branded. Like she
should be. I’m hard as a fucking rock here, straining in my jeans,
but I want to savor every moment of her surrender.

Goddamn, this girl is heaven.

I knew she’d be sweet, but this? This is
beyond. Screaming my name, begging me to spank her. She rode my
fingers like a fucking rodeo, desperate for release. All her
inhibitions stripped away, until there was nothing but desire and
need written all over that pretty face.

She’s made for submission. And this is only
the beginning. I haven’t even gotten started on her yet. That mouth
is going to beg for me again; that tight little asshole is going to
stretch wide open for my cock.

And her cunt...

Yeah, that dripping, juicy cunt belongs to
me now. I’m going to fuck it every which way, pound into her until
she’s begging me to stop, until she’s bruised and aching and still
can’t help but come her fucking brains out when I give her the
word.

Nobody turns me down, dammit.

Keely rolls over and lifts herself up on her
elbows. Her hair is mussed, her cheeks are pink. But the way she
looks at me...

Hell, I feel it everywhere.

“Hey,” she whispers, looking bashful.

“Hey yourself.“ I drink her in, those pert
breasts all puckered and tight. The curve of her body, the rise and
fall of her chest. She’s so fucking beautiful right now, I could
watch her for days.

If my cock wasn’t demanding satisfaction
right this minute.

“That was...” Keely trails off. Her eyes
widen and I can see reality start to sink back in, that little
voice in her head reminding her she just came her fucking brains
out with my tongue up her ass.

Time to shut that voice up for good.

I reach out and yank her to her feet. “That
was your warm-up,” I growl, grabbing her hand and moving it to
cover my hard, straining cock. “This is the main course. Are you
ready for me?”

She bobs her head in an eager nod. “Yes,”
she gasps. “Vaughn, please.”

Damn, I love to hear her beg me.

“Go to the bedroom.” I point her down the
hall. “Lay on the bed, spread your legs, and wait for me. And no
touching,” I order her, slipping my hand between her legs. I give
her a swift, possessive stroke, making her moan.

“This is my property now,” I growl, watching
her eyes roll back in pleasure. “This pussy belongs to me. You
don’t come again until I’ve taken my pleasure.”

“Yes, Vaughn.” She gives me a breathless
smile, swaying against me. “Whatever you want. Just tell me what to
do.”

“Oh, I will.” I circle her clit and then
tweak it hard. She squeals with pleasure. “I’ve gone gentle on you
so far,” I warn her. “But believe me, I’m hungry now. Ravenous for
your sweet pussy. I’m going to fuck you so good, this tight little
cunt will never be the same.”

Keely looks dazed, panting for me, dripping
with desire.

Oh yeah, she’s ready.

“Go.” I order her. She turns to follow my
order, and I can’t help but land another stinging slap on that
perfect ass. Keely moans.

“Legs spread, hands above your head,” I
remind her. She scampers down the hallway to my bedroom like her
feet are on fire.

Ready. Willing.

Mine.

I go pour another drink. I could tell myself
it’s to make her wait, but the truth is, I need a moment to regain
control. I feel like a fucking teenager, so fucking horny for her
I’m about to shoot my wad the minute I slide inside of her.

Unacceptable. I want to pound that pussy all
night long.

Get your shit together, Vaughn.

I gulp down the whiskey, and take a couple
of breaths. Better. She’s probably moaning for me already, those
sweet thighs spread and trembling. Desperate to touch herself. But
she won’t. She knows better now than to test me, not after that
spanking I delivered earlier.

She’ll wait until I’m good and ready to fuck
her.

I switch the music, playing it through the
speakers I have wired all around the house -- even the shower.
Hmmm. There’s an idea. I think I’ll have to fuck her there too when
I’m done; pressed up against the glass, soap suds sliding down her
body.

We’ve got all night.

I pour another drink and turn to head back
to the bedroom. Then my phone rings, loud in the room.

I check the screen. Unknown number.
Seventeen missed calls.

Fuck.

I answer. “This better be a goddamn
emergency,” I growl before the other person can speak. “Because I’m
ten seconds away from getting laid and you do not want to fuck with
me right now.”

“As long as the lady in question is Miss
Fawes, we won’t have a problem.”

It’s the client, that slimy asshole. I feel
a brief flash of guilt that he’s the reason I’ve got Keely spread
out on my bed, but I push it away.

We’re way past that now. She stopped being
just a job to me a long time ago.

“Yeah, it’s Keely,” I answer, going to the
window. I look out at the city lights below. “I told you. Nobody
turns me down. She’s begging for it, just like I said she
would.”

“Good,” he says shortly. “Remember, I want
evidence. Photos or video. Some of her used underwear if you
can.”

Who the fuck is this guy? I think of Keely,
waiting for me in the next room, wanting me, trusting me. Mine. I
haven’t felt this way in years. I never thought I would again.

The client clicks his tongue impatiently,
bringing me back to the job at hand. “Do you want me to stand
around talking to you, or do you want me to get the job done?” I
ask.

“We’ll talk tomorrow,” he says, and hangs
up.

Finally.

I stalk down the hallway, and push open the
bedroom door with a crash. “Are you ready for me to fuck you?” I
ask, but my words die in my throat.

She’s not here.

I look around, towards the bathroom, but
there’s no sign of her. The patio door is open, night air blowing
cold.

Then I hear a car engine. I rush out the
bedroom and sprint to the front door. I throw it open in time to
see headlights. Keely reverses out of my driveway with a
screech.

“Keely!” I yell.

But she’s already gone.


 SEVENTEEN

KEELY

I drive home, tears streaming down my face,
flooding my eyes until I can barely see the road in front of me, my
heart aching so much it feels like my chest has been cleaved in
two.

How could I be so stupid?

“I told you. Nobody turns
me down. She’s begging for it, just like I said she
would.”

The snippet of conversation I overheard
echoes in my mind. His voice, so cavalier and cruel.

Who was he speaking to? How could he talk
about me that way?

I’ve never done anything even close to that.
I’d come so close to giving him everything. Letting him do all
those things to my body. It was so freeing, to give myself up to
the sensations I’d been dead to for so long. He never made me any
promises, but I thought our connection was real; that the charge
between us meant something. I couldn’t have been more wrong.

Was this just some fucked-up game to
him?

You were just a cheap slut. A filthy whore
for him to use.

I finally pull into my garage and sit there,
sobbing helplessly in the dark. The pain in my chest is unbearable.
I feel so humiliated. After I heard what he said on the phone, I
didn’t even have time to grab my clothes or purse. I’m wearing
nothing but one of Vaughn’s shirts, that I found over the back of a
chair as I bolted out the back door.

The fabric smells of him, taunting me with
memories.

Oh God, I wanted him so much. I would have
done anything he asked; totally surrendered to the moment and that
dominating glint in his dark eyes.

It was a lucky escape, I tell myself
miserably.

Finally, my sobs subside and I get out of
the car. My phone is ringing. Thank god I’d left it in the car --
Vaughn, I know before I even check the screen. I decline the call,
but seconds later, it starts ringing again.

I can’t face talking to him, so I just
switch the ringer off, fumbling for my keys as I climb the steps to
my apartment. But when I reach the front porch, there’s someone
waiting for me.

“June?” I ask, recognizing Ashcroft’s nurse.
“What are you doing here?” I hope she doesn’t notice I’m only
wearing a man’s shirt.

She steps into the light, and I can see
she’s been crying too. “Are you OK?” I ask, my own problems pushed
aside. “Come in, please.”

I unlock the door and open it for her, but
she shakes her head. “I can’t stay. If they find out I’ve been
talking to you...” She looks nervously around. “I’m going to my
sister’s tonight. She lives in Atlanta. I should be safe
there.”

“Safe from who?” My head is spinning. “What
are you talking about? Who would find out?”

“I have to tell you something before I go,”
she whispers, dropping her voice. “He made me promise to tell
you.”

“Ashcroft?” I try to follow.

June nods. A car passes by and she startles,
drawing closer to me. “He’s dead,” she tells me, wide-eyed. “He
died tonight. They say it was another stroke.”

“Oh God, I’m so sorry,” I say. “But, I don’t
understand. Why are you here? Do you need to talk to the
office--”

“No!” she yelps. “You can’t trust them.
Don’t trust anyone.” She grips my arms, her expression full of
fear. “They’ll come after you now. They won’t stop for
anything.”

“Why? June, you’re scaring me.” I try to
pull away, but she’s holding too tight. “Nobody’s going to come
after me. I’m just a paralegal. I’m nobody.”

“Not anymore.” June swallows. “He named you
his heir. In his final will, Ashcroft left you everything. Five
hundred million dollars.”

What?

My mouth drops open in shock. “I don’t
understand. I saw the paperwork. There’s got to be some
mistake.”

“He made a new version, one you never saw.
His kids won’t stop until they destroy you,” she says, fearful.
“There’s already a plan. I don’t know what, but you can’t trust
anyone!” June breaks away from me. “I’ve already said too much.
Just be careful!”

She bolts, skittering down my steps and into
the night.

As her car headlights recede into the dark
night, I try to get a grip on things, but after the night of wild
pleasure and crashing disappointment, everything blurs into a
terrible mess. I let myself in, exhausted, and sink to the floor
with my back against the door.

Vaughn. Ashcroft. The money. It whirls in my
mind until I can’t see straight anymore.

Five hundred million dollars, and I’m the
only heir? June must have been mistaken. It’s impossible. It has to
be.

And then my phone starts to ring, piercing
the dark silence. I brace myself, and answer.

“Hello?”

TO BE CONTINUED….
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THE SEDUCTION 2

Show me a woman who doesn’t like to be
dominated, and I’ll show you a fucking liar.

It’s OK, you can admit it. I won’t tell. You
want it rough and deep and dirty. You want to hear the steel in my
voice when I tell you exactly how to please me. And you want to
know, I won’t hesitate to punish you if you don’t follow my
commands to the letter.

Yeah, that’s right. I’ll punish you, and I
won’t go gentle either. I’ll bend you over and spank that sweet ass
until it’s branded with my handprint. Until it hurts so good, you
forget where the line is between pleasure and pain.

Who am I?

The Seducer.

And now I’m in way over my head.

I thought she was just a job to me, another
girl to screw. But now she’s under my skin, and I can’t just walk
away.

My secrets are spiraling out of control, but
I can’t quit now. She doesn’t realize the danger she’s facing -- or
that her biggest threat is me.

I want to protect her, but I could wind up
destroying us both.

Want to know what happens next? Sign up

for my newsletter and be the first to know!

http://eepurl.com/S-rWz

Find me on
Facebook:
https://www.facebook.com/

roxysloaneauthor

On Twitter
https://twitter.com/Roxy_Sloane

Thank you so much for your incredible support. My
heartfelt thanks goes to Holly at Holly’s Hot Reads, Marianna at A
Lust for Reading, Kimberly at Book Reader Chronicles, Christine at
Shh Mom’s Reading, Denise at Flirty Dirty Book Blog, Paula at Harps
Romance Book Review, Steph at All Tied Up, and all you lovely
bloggers who spent so much time and energy supporting writers.
Thank you. And to my readers, I love your reactions and your
passionate responses. Thank you a million times for your love and
support.
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 1

Show me a woman who doesn’t like to be
dominated, and I’ll show you a fucking liar.

It’s OK, you can admit it. I won’t tell. You
want it rough and deep and dirty. You want my cock pounding so deep
into your pussy, you see God.

Most guys, they don’t know shit. They think
you want a goddamn Hallmark card: flowers and candy and talking
about your feelings. But when you close your eyes at night, I’m the
one you fantasize about: yanking your hair back and slamming in
balls-deep from behind. Shoving you down on your knees and fucking
your wet, empty mouth with my massive cock. Spanking you until
you’re sore and dripping and begging for more.

Yeah, I know how you want it. I know all the
secret, shameful things you can’t say out loud -- laying there
silently while he jackrabbits away, scared to touch like you’d
break in two if he went any harder.

But you want to break. You want to feel my
cock buried deeper than you’ve ever felt before. You want to be
sobbing, gasping, desperate for another taste.

Because what you really want is
surrender.

To give yourself completely to my every
demand. Submit to me, body and soul. You want to hear the steel in
my voice when I tell you exactly how to please me. And you want to
know, I won’t hesitate to punish you if you don’t follow my
commands to the letter.

Yeah, that’s right. I’ll punish you, and I
won’t go gentle either. I’ll bend you over and spank that sweet ass
until it’s branded with my handprint. Until it hurts so good, you
forget where the line is between pleasure and pain.

And trust me, I’m not fucking around.

I’ll make you beg for it. I’ll make you
scream. And when you’re collapsed on the bedroom floor, tight and
aching and dripping with my cum, I’ll give you what you want.

I’ll make you come your fucking brains
out.

Because I’m the Seducer. And now I’m in way
over my head.

I thought Keely was just a job to me,
another girl to screw. But now she’s under my skin, and I can’t
just walk away. My secrets are spiraling out of control, but I
can’t quit now. She doesn’t realize the danger she’s facing—or that
her biggest threat is me.

I want to protect her, but I could wind up
destroying us both.
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KEELY

Five hundred million dollars.

Even now, I can’t get my head around it.
It’s like saying, ‘a million miles’ or ‘a thousand percent.’
They’re just numbers, zeros on the page. They don’t mean
anything.

Except this is real -- if what they’re
telling me is true.

Five hundred million dollars. And it’s all
mine.

“The first thing we do when you get the
money is take you shopping.” My best friend, Justine, arrives in a
clatter of fuck-me heels and attitude. “The seconds thing is
shopping some more. Rodeo Drive is calling your name.”

“Don’t say that.” I twist my bracelet around
my wrist. It feels like I’m standing on the edge of a cliff, about
to jump off. My life could change forever. “You’ll jinx it. We
don’t even know if June was telling the truth.”

“You said she was scared out of her mind,”
Justine reminds me. “She wouldn’t have come to see you if it wasn’t
real. This is crazy shit.”

My heart is racing, even though this should
be a breeze. A simple reading of the last will and testament, I’ve
been here a dozen times before.

Except those times, I was working on the
case. A paralegal. An anonymous worker bee. Now... Well, now I’m
the one finding out my fate, and it scares me half to death.

I’ve barely had time to get my head around
it. Three days ago, a woman showed up on my doorstep and told me
that my firm’s biggest client, billionaire Charles Ashcroft, was
dead -- and he’d left his fortune to me.

Five hundred million dollars.

I barely have a couple of hundred bucks in
my bank account right now. From a penniless paralegal to a wealthy
heiress overnight? I can’t believe it’s real.

“It doesn’t make any sense,” I tell Justine
for the hundredth time. “I barely knew the guy. I helped him with
some legal documents, that’s all.”

“Yeah, but you said, he was way too
friendly,” Justine reminds me. “Asking you all kinds of personal
questions, trying to give you that heirloom bracelet.”

“I thought he was just being eccentric!” I
protest. “I never thought for one second he would do something like
this.”

I never saw it coming, not even close. Why
would Ashcroft leave everything to me? But then, I’ve been
distracted the past couple of weeks.

This could be the biggest
day of my life, changing everything I’ve ever known. But I still
can’t get him off
my mind.

Vaughn.

Sexy and dangerous, with a filthy mouth and
a body that could make a grown woman weep with joy. And I did. He’s
the most intoxicating man I’ve ever known, and since the day he
strolled into my boss’s office, looked me in the eye, and told me
he wanted to fuck me senseless, I’ve been running from my desire,
trying my best to stay out of his reach. But I couldn’t run forever
-- not with the way he makes me feel.

Reckless. Alive. Sexy.

Even now, I blush to
remember. The way he ordered me to pleasure him. How I knelt, naked
on my hands and knees. The thrill I felt, submitting to his every
word. And the wicked, sensual, forbidden things he did with my body.
Things I can’t even whisper to myself in the privacy of my
mind.

I feel a pang in my chest, confusion and
hurt that shows no signs of fading. I was ready to give him
everything, begging for his touch -- and then it all fell
apart.

He’s been calling me ever since, leaving
voicemails, demanding answers, but I can’t bring myself to face
him.

I’m scared just one look in those piercing
blue eyes will undo my resolve. I’ll remember just how amazing it
felt to be in his arms, to feel his tongue on my body, and then
I’ll give in to the desire again and ignore all the warning signs
telling me to run.

He’s dangerous,
I tell myself. You’re
better off without him. And you have bigger things to worry about
now.

The doors fly open, and tall, dark-haired
man in his late twenties strides in.

“Oh shit,” I whisper to Justine.

“Trouble?”

“Ashcroft’s son, Brent,” I explain. “I met
him at the hospital after Ashcroft was admitted. He creeps me
out.”

“Yeah, well he doesn’t look too thrilled
with you either.”

She’s right. Brent gives me a look that
would strip paint, hostile and furious. Behind him, a slim brunette
girl on towering stiletto heels walks in, followed by a
sandy-haired guy in jeans.

Those must be his other kids, Isabelle and
Ford. Ashcroft said, they’d squandered half his fortune between
them, and barely even gave him the time of day anymore. He swore
he’d disinherit them, and I guess he followed through on that
threat.

Brent strides over. “I don’t know what you
did to my father, you little slut,” he accuses. “But you won’t get
a penny, you understand?”

Justine rises to her feet and gives him a
cool look. “Refrain from talking to my client. This will all be
settled when the will is read.”

“That will is a fucking joke,” he curses.
“She’s the one who wrote the damn thing!”

“I didn’t,” I protest. Justine gives me a
look to say shut up, but I can’t help it. “I filed the paperwork,
and helped with his typing. That’s all.”

“We’ll see about that.” Brent narrows his
eyes at me in a cold glare. “Everyone knows your reputation.
There’s no way a judge will uphold it in court.”

The three march past me, straight into the
office without knocking.

“What does he mean, my reputation?” I turn
to Justine in confusion.

“Hell if I know.” She shrugs.

The door opens, and an assistant leans out.
“We’re ready for you now,” she says.

Justine reaches for her purse. “Ready to
find out if your a multi-millionaire?”

I take a breath. “Ready as I’ll ever
be.”

* * *

Inside the conference room, Ashcroft’s kids
are sitting scowling at me. There are a few people in suits I don’t
recognize, and a few that I do, but everyone turns to look at me as
I make my way to a free seat.

I hear their whispers as I pass.

“She’s the
one...”

“Gold-digger. He left her
everything....”

I feel like an intruder as I take a seat in
the back. I’m not supposed to be here, it’s clear.

“Ignore them,” Justine whispers, loud enough
for the whole room to hear. “They’re just jealous.”

I give her a grateful smile. I don’t know
where I’d be without her -- probably still crying in my apartment
over what happened with Vaughn. She was the one who called me that
night the minute she heard about Ashcroft. She dragged me out, and
tried to distract me. Which isn’t easy, when I feel so mixed up
inside.

A stern-looking lawyer clears his throat,
standing at the front of the room. “Are we ready to begin?”

Brent stands. “I don’t know why you’re going
through with this farce. That will be thrown out the minute I get
hold of a judge.”

“Be that as it may, I’m required to read
it.” The lawyer is unmoved. “Please take your seat.”

Brent scowls, but he slumps back into his
seat.

The lawyer clears his throat, and lifts the
first page. My heart races. I sit forwards, suddenly panicked. I
grip Justine’s hand tight.

This is it.

“I, Charles Ashcroft, being of sound mind
and judgment, do hereby state my last will and testament,” the
lawyer starts to read. “This will voids all previous documents, and
is a legal and binding document.”

Brent snorts.

“To my adoptive children, Brent, Isabelle,
and Ford, I hereby bequeath a million dollars each, and voting
shares in Ashcroft Industries as set out in their trusts.”

I inhale in surprise. Adoptive children? I
didn’t know they weren’t his biological kids. Ashcroft never
mentioned it, and despite his comments about disinheriting them
all, he’s been more than generous. A million dollars each!

But when I sneak a look at them, Brent is
still scowling, like that’s nothing at all. And maybe to someone
like him, it isn’t.

“I also leave monies to several charities,
listed here--”

“Who gives a fuck what animal shelter he’s
supporting?” Brent interrupts. “Tell us the real stuff.”

“Real charming,” Justine snorts, but I can’t
even crack a smile. This is too important for jokes.

“Very well.” The lawyer picks up the paper
again. “The remainder of my estate, including all property,
savings, stock, and majority voting rights on the Ashcroft Industry
board, I leave to Keely Elizabeth Fawes, of 3020 San Vicente
Boulevard.”

I sit back in shock, listening to the hum of
gossip flooding the room.

It’s true.

He left me everything. His whole fortune,
mine.

But why?
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I’m buried to the hilt in a juicy wet mouth,
and I don’t feel a motherfucking thing.

“Yes!” the girl gasps, sucking me deeper.
She’s moaning, rubbing her clit with one hand as she jerks me off
with the other, letting out a desperate whimper with every bob of
that pretty blonde head. “I can’t wait for you to fuck me,
Vaughn!”

I growl, yanking her hair back and slamming
so deep I hit the back of her throat. Trying to distract myself.
But I can’t. It’s not her moans I hear echoing in my head, and when
I close my eyes, it’s not her face I see.

Keely.

On her knees, gasping in pleasure. Her peach
of an ass mottled red from my slaps, her pretty little voice
screaming out for dear life.

“Fuck me! Spank
me!”

Goddamn, that girl was a miracle. The screw
of the century -- and I never even got to claim her pussy. She fled
before I could fuck her for real, leaving me standing like an idiot
with my dick throbbing hard and her juices still wet on my
tongue.

This girl works my dick like a fucking pro,
her sweet tits bouncing, her tongue flicking hard, but fuck, it’s
not working.

“Do you feel that, baby? Do you?”

Not even close.

I’ve had enough of this bullshit. I haven’t
come in three fucking days, not since Keely pulled her disappearing
act. I thought this little blonde number would do the trick -- all
fuck-me eyes and a cute little mouth just waiting to be filled with
my cock, tonight, it’s not playing.

I only wants to fuck one sweet pussy, and
she sure as hell isn’t here right now.

Damn it. I swore I wouldn’t go through this
again. I pull out of the blonde’s mouth and yank my jeans back
up.

“But you haven’t come yet,” she whines. She
slides forwards on her stomach, reaching for my cock. “I can make
you feel real good.”

“Sorry, babe,” I sigh, pushing her firmly
away. “Not tonight.” I grab my jacket from the door.

I let myself out of her apartment and head
downstairs, my blood still boiling with anger and frustration.

She walked away. Keely. She fucking ran. And
nobody ever walks away from me -- especially not once I’ve shown
them what it feels like to be fucked by a real man. She came for
me, over and over again -- throbbing around my fingers, dripping on
my tongue. I gave that girl a pleasure that should make her my
willing slave for life, so what the fuck happened to make her
change her mind?

I’m heading for my car when my phone
vibrates with a text.

When are you going to complete the
contract?

I’m not a patient man.

Get it done.

I stop.

The whole reason I started chasing Keely in
the first place is my mysterious client. The creepy fucker who
hired me to seduce her. Keely is way more than a job to me right
now, but that doesn’t mean the client isn’t on my case night and
day to close the deal.

This time, we’re both in perfect agreement.
I need to be buried to the fucking hilt in her tight little cunt
before I lose my mind.

Fuck it. I start the engine with a growl.
I’m going to find her. I need to, and this time, I won’t let her
get away.
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KEELY

I ride home in a daze.

Justine keeps chattering in the driver’s
seat about shopping and designer clothes and luxury vacations on a
tropical beach somewhere, but I can’t hear a word. All I can focus
on is the uneasy feeling in my chest, like something is seriously
wrong.

When she pulls up outside my apartment, I
don’t get out. I sit there, staring at the printed copy of the will
that’s heavy in my hands.

“I can’t take it,” I say quietly. “The
money. His kids are right. It doesn’t belong to me.”

“Hello?” Justine stares at me like I’m
crazy. “We just sat through an hour of boring legal shit that
proves you do.”

I shake my head. “Something doesn’t add up.
It wouldn’t be right. Besides, what am I going to do with it all? I
can’t run a company, or a multi-million dollar foundation!”

“That’s why you hire people to do it for
you!” Justine sees the panic on my face and stops. “Look, it’s a
shock, I get it. But this is a good thing. Don’t you realize? That
kind of money, you can have anything you want. Anything!”

But as I say goodbye and get out of the car,
a little voice whispers.

Not anything. Not Vaughn.

I trudge up the stairs to my apartment,
still thinking of his piercing blue eyes and that delicious filthy
mouth. I can’t get him out of my head, no matter how hard I
try.

I’ve never felt like this about anyone.
Never had someone crash through my defenses. Ever since my parents
died, killed in a car accident when I was eighteen, I’ve felt shut
off from the world. Sure, I date, and hang out with friends, and
act like everything’s fine, but a part of me has always felt closed
off. Numb. Unable to make a connection with someone and be real,
right there in the moment with them.

Until him.

“I’ve been looking for you, babe.”

Vaughn’s voice filters through my thoughts,
and for a moment, I think I’m imagining him. But no, there he is,
leaning against my door with his arms crossed, looking good enough
to eat in a white button-down and dark denim jeans; stubble across
his jaw.

And you’d know how he tastes.

Delicious.

“I don’t like it when you ignore my calls.”
Vaughn’s mouth twists in a wicked smile. “I’ll have to spank you
for that.”

I feel a bolt of lust shatter through me,
but I fight to keep control.

“I thought you’d get the hint,” I tell him,
gritting my teeth. “I don’t want to see you ever again.”

I try and push past him to open the door,
but Vaughn is six foot two of taut muscle, and he doesn’t move an
inch.

“What the hell happened, Keely?” The
laughter drops from his tone. “One minute, you were begging me to
fuck you, and the next, I couldn’t see you for dust.”

My cheeks burn. I look away. “I realized I
shouldn’t be there.” I lie, “I changed my mind.”

But Vaughn won’t accept it. His hand flies
out, taking hold of my arm. “Look at me,” he orders.

The commanding note in his voice makes my
knees weak.

I look.

Damn, he’s gorgeous. Shadowed here in the
dark of my front porch, his face is all chiseled lines and intense
gaze. And that mouth... My stomach twist in knots, remembering the
pleasure he’s given me with those lips, that hot tongue...

“Tell me the truth,” he demands. “Why did
you run?”

I gulp, the humiliation crashing back. “Why
do you even care?” I wrench free, fumbling with my keys to open my
door. “Don’t try and pretend it meant anything to you.”

“Dammit, Keely,” Vaughn curses. “Stop
playing games. Just tell me what the hell I did wrong.”

I step over the threshold and whirl around.
“I heard you, on the phone.” My voice rises, twisting with pain.
“Talking to your friend. I know everything, so don’t even try and
pretend you care.”

Shock flashes on Vaughn’s face, then his
expression smoothes over. Cautious.

“What did you hear?” he asks.

“You boasting about getting me into bed.” I
feel a pang in my chest just thinking about it. “You said I was a
done deal, that I was begging for you. You made me sound like some
kind of cheap slut.”

Vaughn exhales. He almost looks relieved.
“That’s it?”

I gape at him. “That’s plenty. Now leave me
alone.” I try to slam the door in his face, but Vaughn shoves it
back, stepping inside.

“Listen to me, you’ve got it all wrong.”

“No--” I try to argue, but Vaughn talks over
me.

“What you heard, it’s bullshit. I was
messing around with a buddy. I just wanted to get him off the phone
and get back to you,” Vaughn explains, taking another step towards
me. “I’m sorry.”

I falter. Up close, his presence is
overwhelming. “You can’t talk about someone like that,” I protest,
backing away.

“I know,” he says calmly, moving closer. “I
never thought you’d hear. He’s been giving me grief for weeks,
about how I’m chasing after you. I guess I was trying to make him
jealous. Haven’t you ever bragged about something to your
friends?”

“No.” My voice trembles. I take another step
back, but then I feel the wall behind me. There’s nowhere left to
go.

“You didn’t tell anyone about me?” Vaughn
quirks an eyebrow. He stops just inches away from me, so close I
can feel the heat from his body.

Oh God, he smells so good.

I shake my head, not trusting myself to
speak.

“That’s right.” Vaughn’s voice turns amused.
“I’m your dirty little secret.”

He leans in, pressing his hands against the
wall on either side of my face; his body not touching mine, but
still, pinning me in place.

“You don’t want anyone to know, do you?” he
whispers, raw. “How you’re wet, just thinking about me. How you sit
at your desk all day, fantasizing about my tongue sliding up your
cunt.”

He strokes his thumb across my lips. I let
out a whimper.

I should push him away. He could still be
lying. My mind is telling me not to trust him, to turn him away. To
tell him no. But this is my undoing: his wicked, wicked words.

“Or maybe you don’t want to come over my
mouth,” he muses, trailing lower. “Not when there are so many ways
I can fuck this gorgeous body. Ways you can’t even dream of
yet.”

My head spins as he takes my breasts in both
hands, squeezing in a firm, delicious grip. His thumbs pinch hard
around my nipples, and I mewl with pleasure.

“Here would be fun,” Vaughn pauses, his eyes
glittering and dark. He pushes my breasts high together, making a
valley between the flesh. “I’ll shove my cock right there,” he
says, squeezing with every word. “So you can lick the head while I
fuck your tits. Yeah, you’d look damn good with my cum dripping off
your sweet nipples. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?

I gasp for air, sensation flooding through
me. A deep pressure is building between my thighs, aching for him,
the way I ache late at night, with nothing to comfort me but
memories, and my own reaching fingers.

But now, with Vaughn so close, murmuring
such dirty things in my ear, the ache is unbearable. Hungry for
him.

“No, I think you want me here.” Vaughn pulls
away, and suddenly reaches between my thighs, pressing hard against
me with a deadly accuracy that sends a moan crying from my lips.
“Right. Here.”

His fingers drum a torturous rhythm, hard on
my swollen clit. Even through the fabric of my skirt and panties,
it’s enough to send pleasure ricocheting out across my body.

My legs give way. I sink back against the
wall.

“You want my cock driving deep inside you,”
Vaughn growls, circling swiftly, driving me higher. “You want every
fucking inch of it, all the way to the hilt. I’ll bend you over,
and fuck you right here against the wall until you’re screaming out
of your goddamn mind. “The neighbors will call the cops, you’re so
loud,” he continues, holding my gaze, rubbing me faster. “But you
won’t care, will you? Because it feels so good. They’ll find you on
your knees, with my cock buried down your throat, but you won’t
stop sucking me, you won’t break position, until I say because I’m.
Not. Done. With. You. Yet.”

His fingers pulse harder with every word
until suddenly he pulls away and I cry out in frustration. I’m
close to the edge, my body shaking, needing his touch.

“Vaughn,” I pant, grasping hold of the wall
for support.

“What?” he demands, his face dark.

“Please,” I beg, not caring that a moment
ago, I swore never to forgive him. All I can think about is the
ache in my body, the hungry need possessing me.

“Please what?” he murmurs softly.

“Touch me. Anything!”

Vaughn yanks my skirt up and shoves my
panties aside, burying his finger deep inside of me.

I cry out in pleasure, bucking towards his
hand. His finger curls deeper, his thumb rubs hard against my
clit.

Oh God.

I thrust my hips, desperate to find a
rhythm, and I’m rewarded with another finger sliding into me,
pulsing up against my walls, driving me headlong towards the
edge.

“Remember what I told you,” Vaughn growls,
using his other hand to grip my jaw tight, forcing me to look at
him. “This pussy belongs to me now, and don’t you ever forget
it.”

His lips crash down in a
brutal kiss as -- fuck -- he thrusts a third finger inside me, stretching me tight
with a brutal pleasure as his palm grinds my clit and his fingers
surge higher and I explode in his arms with a scream.

“You’re mine.”
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VAUGHN

She stumbles back against the wall, looking
like she just saw God.

Not yet, baby, but soon.

I withdraw my fingers and suck them in my
mouth. “Sweet as sugar,” I drawl, licking her juices clean.

Fuck, I need to be balls-deep in that pussy
right now.

Keely pulls herself upright. “You need to
go.”

What. The. Fuck?

She gulps, looking away from me. “I can’t...
I can’t do this right now. It’s all too much. This day... This
week...”

I’m seconds away from bending her over the
couch and showing her what a real cock feels, but something makes
me stop.

I see the shadows under her eyes for the
first time. She’s pale, shaking. And it’s not just because I gave
her a damn good finger-fuck.

Something’s wrong.

“What’s going on?” I ask, fighting to
control the raging hard-on in my pants.

She hugs her arms around herself. “It’s
just... Stuff with work, that’s all.”

“That Ashcroft guy?” I demand, alert.

Her eyes widen. “How did you know?”

It is him, the bastard. “What did he do to
you?” I demand.

“It’s not like that.” She stops. “He’s
dead.”

The world crashes in on me.

“What?” I struggle to stay cool, so she
doesn’t know the emotions storming in my chest -- emotions I’ve
spent the last twenty fucking years fighting to keep under lock and
key. “When?”

“Three days ago.” Keely swallows. “It’s…
complicated. I’m under a lot of stress right now. I’m sorry,” she
adds in a small voice. “I can’t do this right now.”

She lifts her eyes to me, plaintive.

I step back. For once, claiming her body is
the last thing on my mind.

“I understand,” I say curtly. “I’ll go.”

Keely frowns, like she’s sorry I’m leaving.
She looks so lost and confused standing there, I feel a surge of
something unfamiliar.

Concern.

“You should get some sleep,” I tell her,
softer. “When was the last time you ate?”

“I don’t know,” she replies slowly.
“Yesterday, maybe...”

I pull out my cellphone and speed-dial my
regular Thai takeout place. “Yeah, I need your combo platter. Extra
rice and wontons.”

“Vaughn--” she protests.

I ignore her, giving the directions to her
place and telling them to put in on my tab. I hang up.

“Eat. Sleep,” I order her. “I’ll call you in
the morning.”

I head for the door.

“Thank you.” Her voice comes, soft behind
me, but I don’t turn around. I get the fuck out of there before she
can see what her Ashcroft bombshell has done to me.

Before she can see the truth.

* * *

Ashcroft is dead.

The words echo in my mind as I speed up
through the Hollywood Hills to my place. I park and let myself in,
heading straight for the bar to pour myself a drink.

I gulp down the whiskey straight from the
bottle, ignoring the burn in my throat. The city lights are spread
down in the valley, a million-dollar view, but I don’t see a thing
but darkness and bitter fucking regret.

All these years, I swore I’d have my
revenge. That I’d make the bastard pay for what he did to my
family. One day, I promised myself.

One day.

But I’m too late. That day has passed, and
Ashcroft is gone. He never suffered the way I did. He never had
everything he loved ripped away from him.

I waited too long. I failed.

And now there’s no going back.
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After Vaughn leaves, I feel a strange stab
of regret.

It’s crazy, I know: I ordered him to leave,
but a part of me wishes he had stayed. To keep doing those
incredible things to my body, blocking out the chaos that is my
life right now, making it so I could stop thinking and worrying,
and just let him take control.

I crumple to the floor, lost in thought. Too
much has happened for me to process, and right now, my body is
betraying me: wet and aching for him despite all my doubts.

I still don’t trust him.

Whatever mystery he’s hiding, I know he’s
dangerous. The devastating effect he has on me. The dark power he
wields over my body, his way of making me submit. I’ve never been
this way with any other man, but just one steely look from Vaughn’s
blue eyes makes my knees weak and sends all logic flying from my
mind.

His filthy words. His commanding voice.

I want to surrender.

I catch my breath, still feeling the rough
grip of his hands on me. Hard and dominant; precise and controlled.
God, that man is a miracle. He knows just what buttons to push, the
way to touch me, the dirty, shocking words that make me so utterly
hot. He can drive me to the edge of intense pleasure in moments --
and keep me there until I think I’ll lose my mind.

But what is he hiding?

The doorbell interrupts me. It’s the food
Vaughn ordered for me, enough to feed a dozen people. I lock the
door behind the delivery guy, and spread it out on the coffee
table. It looks delicious, the scent of ginger and garlic hitting
me square in the gut. I dig in, suddenly ravenous.

I flick on the old TV, channel-hopping for
some distraction, but I keep coming back to the phone call I
overheard with Vaughn, the one that made me run.

“I told you, nobody turns
me down. She’s begging for it, just like I said she
would.”

Even now it hurts to remember, but his
explanation makes sense. Bragging to a buddy, guys do it all the
time, and although I don’t like it, I can already feel my resolve
start to slip.

He said he was sorry. Everyone makes
mistakes. We all say things that we later regret.

Do you believe him?
a voice argues. Or do you
just want him back -- whatever the price?

Either way, I know, it doesn’t matter.
Vaughn made it clear, he won’t stay away any longer. He may have
given me a temporary reprieve tonight, but I’m under no illusions
that this cat and mouse game will end in only one place.

His bedroom.

I shiver, thinking of the last time I was
there, just days ago. When he made me get on my knees, and submit
to him: do the kind of filthy things I’d only ever dreamed about. I
should be ashamed, but instead, my heart is racing, counting down
the minutes until I’ll see him again.

Soon, he promised, he would show me what a
real man was made of.

Soon can’t come fast enough.

* * *

I spend a sleepless night thinking of
Vaughn, tossing and turning in my crappy Craigslist hand-me-down
bed.

I wake up with my back aching and yawn. The
first thing I do when I get any money is buy a decent mattress. And
some pillows. And maybe even some fancy linen sheets...

I stop dead. It hits me for the first
time.

I could be rich.

I know I’ve had days to process it, but for
some reason, it hasn’t been real. It’s all legal papers and lawyers
arguing, but now, right now, I get it.

Five hundred million dollars.

Holy crap.

That’s life-changing money. I could do
anything with it. Pay for law school and an army of tutors to get
me there. Donate to charity, set up foundations to help
under-privileged kids -- and still have more than enough left over
for a house, a car, new clothes...

I gulp, overwhelmed. For a blissful few
minutes, Vaughn made me forget about Ashcroft and the will, but
that time has passed. The real world is still out there, with me
dropped bang in the center of a bitter legal battle. And judging by
Brent Ashcroft’s angry outbursts in the meeting yesterday, he’s
going to fight me to the bitter end.

I drive to work, still thinking about the
money. I’m not shallow, but I’ve spent too many years scraping by,
paying attention to every dollar not to relish the thought of
suddenly being wealthy beyond my wildest dreams.

No more silent prayers that my paycheck will
clear before the rent comes due. No more sweltering in the summer
heat because I can’t afford AC. No more buying produce at the end
of the day when it’s cheaper, or skipping out on dinner plans with
friends to avoid the embarrassing moment when the check comes.

My parents never wanted me to live like
this. They were the kind of people to plan ahead: they had a modest
life insurance policy, and when they died, it seemed like I would
be set. But college tuition doesn’t come cheap, and with their
credit card debts to clear and a mortgage to pay off, it didn’t
last long. I’ve learned to get by with my wages as a paralegal,
tutoring a little on the side, but I have to admit, I’ve watched
the partners at the firm with envy -- their designer clothes, and
expensive dinners, and vacations to exotic foreign cities I’ve
never been.

London. Paris. Rome. I feel a shiver of
excitement. I could go anywhere, do anything.

But only if it’s really mine.

* * *

The moment I walk into the office, I can
tell something’s wrong. People stop to stare as I pass, whispering
the minute I’m out of earshot.

I feel a surge of dread.

Justine is over by her office. I walk fast,
pulling her aside. “What’s wrong? Why is everyone looking at
me?”

She looks around, leaning in to drop her
voice. “They know.”

“About Ashcroft?”

She nods. “There was a partner meeting,
first thing. I don’t know what happened, everyone’s keeping quiet.
But they’re not happy.”

“Oh shit.”

My stomach lurches. I knew it would come out
eventually. After all, Hudgens, Cartwright and Abrams were
Ashcroft’s lawyers on the case: they prepared the original will,
and even if Ashcroft had my name added after without anyone
knowing, news like this would travel fast.

“What should I do?” I ask, panicking.

“Stay calm. I have court this morning, but
I’ll come find you later, see what I can find. The secretaries
always talk,” Justine adds, with a comforting grin.

“Thanks,” I say. She picks up her briefcase
and heads out, leaving me alone to face the whispers and
gossip.

I force myself not to react, walking slowly
to my office cubicle with the other paralegals. But I haven’t even
booted up my computer when my phone rings. It’s my boss,
Carter.

“Get in here, now!”

He hangs up.

Oh crap.

I get up, and head down the hallway to his
office, feeling like I’m walking to my execution. With every step,
my nerves grow, until by the time I reach his door, I swear my
hands are shaking.

“Miss Fawes.” Carter is waiting for me, with
a weird smug smile on his face. He gestures me ahead of him with
mock-politeness. “After you.”

I step inside the room. Usually Carter
doesn’t come in until noon, after his racket-ball game and
appointment with his personal ‘masseuse.’ But it’s barely nine AM
and he’s wide awake and leering at me like I’m the entertainment of
the day.

This is bad. Really bad.

“Do you know why you’re here?” Carter asks,
sitting back in his chair and resting his feet on the desk.

I shake my head, not trusting myself to
speak. It’s something to do with Ashcroft, I’m sure, but I have no
idea what.

“One of our clients has brought a serious
charge against you,” Carter sneers. “Brent Ashcroft says you
exerted undue influence over his father. His weak, invalid
father.”

“That’s not true.” I speak firmly. “I didn’t
even know he was putting me in the will.”

“Sure,” Carter sneers, clearly not believing
me. “That’s why he cut off his devoted children and left his
fortune to you, a young, nubile assistant he’s barely known a few
months.”

“It’s not like that--” I try to interrupt,
but Carter doesn’t stop.

“I don’t know what you did to get in that
old man’s good graces.” His eyes slip down over my body, making my
skin crawl. “I can only imagine you have a few tricks up your
sleeve. It’s a shame you didn’t bring some of the same diligence to
work,” he adds with a leer.

I shudder. God, he’s a pig.

“It won’t affect my job.” I try to change
the subject. “I still have work to do on your cases, and they tell
me it might take months, or even years to settle. I’m not going
anywhere.”

“Are you serious?” Carter stares at me, then
bursts out laughing. “You really think you’ve still got a job?
Honey, you’re done here. Finished. Fucking a client to steal his
money is a deal breaker with the partners.”

I don’t believe it. “But I didn’t sleep with
him! I didn’t do anything wrong, I swear.”

“Tell that to the security guys clearing out
your desk as we speak.” Carter is clearly relishing this. “You’re
fired.”

“No,” I whisper, reeling.

“The Ashcroft kids will get the will thrown
out of court, but you, you’ll never work in this town again. And
don’t even think about law school,” Carter smirks. “I can make a
call to any dean in the country, and have you blacklisted for
life.”

“Please...” Tears sting the corners of my
eyes, but I try my best not to cry. “You can’t do this. You don’t
have proof, anything but Brent’s complaint!”

“Not just Brent,” Carter replies. “We’re
reviewing all the clients you worked with. And if we find even a
hint of improper behavior, you won’t just be blacklisted, we’ll sue
you for breach of contract and Hudgens, Cartwright and Abrams.
We’ll take everything you have, and then some.”

I freeze.

Vaughn.

He came to the firm as a client -- and wound
up pinning me to the library stacks with his face between my
thighs. If they find out what happened, it could ruin me.

“Anything you want to say?” Carter demands.
I silently shake my head.

“Good. Now get the fuck out!”

I stumble from the office, my mind racing.
Losing my job here is suddenly the least terrifying thing that’s
happened today. I can see security heading my way to escort me from
the building, so I grab my phone and dial.

“Vaughn? I need to see you. Now.”
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I meet her at a park downtown. She’s pacing
when I arrive, nervous as hell with her hair scraped back and
another of her prim work outfits hiding that luscious body.

Still, the first thing I think of is those
juicy lips wrapped around my cock.

“Public places, huh?” I tease her, looking
around at the scene. Nannies pushing strollers, some college kids
hanging out on the steps. I grin. “I didn’t know you were so kinky,
but sure, we can give it a try.”

I pull her into my arms, but Keely pushes me
away.

“Did you talk to Carter?” she demands.

“Who?”

“My boss at the firm.” She looks around
anxiously. “Did you tell him about... About us?”

I shake my head, confused as fuck. “What the
hell does that jackass have to do with anything?”

Keely exhales, clearly relieved. “They fired
me. Said I’d been having an inappropriate relationship with a
client. That they were investigating to see who else I’d been
seeing.”

“You fucked another guy from work?” I grip
her arm, suddenly mad as hell.

“No!” Keely’s eyes are wide, upset. “It’s
all a lie. But if they find out about you, they say they’ll sue me.
I could lose my future, everything.”

I don’t know what the hell she’s talking
about, but I can tell, she’s in desperate need of a release. The
girl is wound so tight, she’s about to implode.

“Relax,” I order her, holding her tight
against me until I can feel her calm down. “I haven’t said a thing.
I’m your dirty little secret, remember?”

I trace my hand down the front of her body.
I pluck her nipples, and I’m rewarded with a yelp of pleasure. Her
eyes dilate, but Keely tries to pull back.

“What are you doing?” she gasps. “There are
people here.”

I reach for her again, but
Keely pushes me away. “I’ve been thinking about it,” she starts,
sounding determined. “And if this thing is going to keep happening, we
need to set some ground rules.”

“Aren’t you forgetting?” I say, hard. “You
don’t make the rules. I do. And rule number one is, I fuck you when
I want, where I want, and all you get to do is beg for more. Unless
you want to be punished again.”

“I can’t,” Keely says, but she bites her
lip, a tell-tale sign she’s turned on.

“Are you sure?” I slide my hand down her
back and over her delicious ass. She shivers against me. “You
remember how good it felt the last time. How you begged me to spank
you harder, like the naughty girl you are.”

Quickly, before she can react, I spank her
once, hard.

Keely gasps, looking around in panic.

“Don’t worry, sweetheart,” I laugh.
“Nobody’s watching. And even if they did, they’d just know you’ve
been a bad, bad girl.”

“Please.” Keely grits her jaw. “Can you quit
that for one moment?”

“Getting your panties in a twist?” I
tease.

“My panties are just fine.” Keely takes a
deep breath. “Look, I want to see you. I want... to keep doing
this. But I don’t know anything about you.”

“So what do you propose?” I scowl. “Twenty
fucking questions? Believe me baby, we’ve got better things to do
than talk.”

“No,” Keely shuts me down. “I’ve decided,
before anything else happens, we have to go on a date.”

What the fuck?

“A date?” I repeat, frowning. “Like dinner
and a fucking movie?”

“Just dinner would be fine. One hour where
you sit and talk to me like a real human, instead of trying to rip
my clothes off.” Keely gives me a faint smile. “That wouldn’t be so
bad. Would it?”

I pause. I don’t do dating. As far as I’m
concerned, all that bullshit is for pussies who can’t get a woman
into bed the easy way. Sitting around, talking all night. It’s a
waste of fucking time when I could be balls-deep in pussy instead,
her breasts bouncing with every jackhammer thrust.

Fucking is simple. Talk is dangerous.
Especially when you’ve got secrets like mine.

“Please, Vaughn. This is the only way.”

Keely looks like she means business this
time. We’ve been fucking around for long enough. I can see the
determination in her eye though, and I can’t risk her running
again.

“Sure thing, sweetheart.” I shrug, like it’s
no big deal. “Dinner. Tonight. Your rules.”

She relaxes into a smile so bright that some
poor skateboarding schmuck falls off his board looking. “Thank
you!” she bobs up on her tiptoes and kisses me on the cheek. “It’ll
be fun, I promise.”

What’s fun will be fingerbanging her under
the table while she tries not to scream the whole damn restaurant
down.

My cock twitches at the thought. Suddenly,
dinner doesn’t seem like such a chore. Keely wants to get to know
me, but I’ve got a different plan in mind. I’m going to make that
girl come her brains out -- in front of everyone, right there for
them all to see. She’ll be begging me to fuck her hard and dirty
before I’m done with her.

And I’ll savor every fucking minute of
it.
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The prospect of a date with Vaughn is enough
to distract me from the fact my career might be over before it’s
even begun. When he comes to pick me up at my place later in the
evening, my stomach is tied up in knots.

As I watch him climb out his silver sports
car and confidently climb my steps, a rebellious part of me wonders
why I’m insisting on this charade of dinner. We both know, I won’t
resist him anymore. All it would take is a couple of filthy words,
murmured low in my ear, and I’d be on my knees for him, sucking him
deep, reveling in the freedom of surrender.

And that’s just for starters...

I push the tantalizing images away as the
doorbell sounds. I take a deep breath, and answer.

Holy crap.

“Cat got your tongue?” Vaughn looks amused.
And sexy as hell. Fuck, he’s wearing a crisp white shirt, open at
the collar to show his golden tan. Navy pants, and dress shoes,
he’s made an effort.

“I’m fine.” I finally recover the power of
speech. “Come on in, I just have to get my purse.”

Vaughn steps inside, and looks around.

It’s weird to imagine the place through his
eyes. I’ve done what I can with thrift store finds and cheap
decorations, but I’m painfully self-conscious about the gaping
chasm between this humble apartment and Vaughn’s incredible hilltop
home.

He doesn’t say a word, so I find my purse
and take a final look in the bedroom mirror. Without work to keep
me occupied, I had all day to obsess about this date. I even went
window shopping in some of the stores downtown, but I couldn’t
bring myself to splurge on a new outfit just yet. I can’t believe
the Ashcroft money is real, and until the estate gives me access to
his accounts, I’m not spending a penny more than I normally
would.

Especially since I’m fired from work, and I
may never find another job. But I decided, I’m not going to think
about this tonight, I need to distract myself from the enormity of
what is going on and just try to live a little. So, I focused on
the things I can control right now: picking out one of my favorite
dresses, a simple sheath in navy blue silk, and styling my hair to
flow in messy waves. Remembering Vaughn’s instructions to me last
time, I even wore garters and stockings, a secret whisper of lace
against my thighs that puts a swing in my step as I head back out
into the living room.

“All set,” I tell him.

Vaughn gives me a smoldering look. “Sure you
don’t want to change your mind?” he asks, his voice shivering
through me, low and rasping. “We could stay here instead. See how
long that headboard of yours lasts once you’re tied down, and I’m
fucking your sweet pussy with my tongue.”

My heart stops. “Vaughn,” I whisper, heat
flooding between my thighs.

“Or we can go back to mine.” He comes
closer, taking hold of my jaw. “I’ve got a gift for you, a special
surprise.”

I start to protest, but he pushes his thumb
into my mouth. His skin slides rough against my tongue. I have to
hold back a moan.

“You like it when I fill you up, don’t you?”
he murmurs, watching me. “Your wet little mouth. Your tight
dripping cunt...” A wicked smile spreads across his mouth. He
slides his thumb deeper, forcing me to suck as he leans to whisper
in my ear.

“Has your ass been lonely without me?”

Oh. My. God.

I wrench away, blushing. “Dinner,” I insist.
My head spins. “You promised.”

Vaughn smiles, standing aside to let me
pass. “Very well. But don’t think for a moment I’m letting you off
easy. You’re my dessert, Keely, and I’m going to eat you for
days.”

* * *

We drive across the city, the streets
disappearing smoothly under the wheels of his sleek car. I slide
lower in the leather seat, noting the luxurious interior and way
the car glides through traffic.

“This is an amazing car,” I tell him. “I’ve
never been in anything like it before.”

Vaughn smiles. He’s casual in the driver’s
seat, looking like he’s in some commercial. “I grew up dreaming
about owning one, I had a model, a toy thing. First big paycheck I
got, I went straight down the dealership and took it for a
spin.”

“That wasn’t hard now, was it?” I say with a
smile. “I asked you a question, you shared something about
yourself.”

“Believe me, baby. I’m plenty hard.” Vaughn
grabs my hand and moves it to his crotch so I can feel the outline
of his cock pressing through his pants.

He’s so big, I can’t believe it.

Big, and hard and hot.

I inhale in a rush, remembering it all. The
thick spear of muscle, rearing up in front of me. How good he felt
in my hands.

How good he
tasted.

Vaughn guides my hand, massaging him through
the fabric. I know he expects me to pull away, scolding again, but
I feel a surge of rebellion.

I close my hand around him and stroke.

Vaughn makes a strangled noise.

I bite back a smile, and explore some more.
Light, teasing strokes along the length of him, swirling my
fingertips over the outline of his shaft.

“Damn, baby...” Vaughn growls. “Harder.
Fuck.”

I increase the pressure, finding a rhythm,
then pull back again. I scratch my nails lightly down the inside of
his thigh, and Vaughn slams on the brakes.

I lurch forwards in my seat with a cry.

Red light.

Vaughn turns to look at me, heavy-lidded
with lust. “What the fuck are you playing at? You’re going to get
us both killed.”

“Me? Nothing,” I recover and give him a
teasing smile. “I’m just giving you incentive. Behave this evening,
and maybe it’ll be worth your while.”

Vaughn’s eyes narrow. His smile turns steely
as the lights change and he puts the car in drive. “You should be
careful what you wish for, baby. You don’t want me to behave.”

“Maybe I do,” I reply.

“I don’t think so. Because if I was
behaving, I wouldn’t tell you that I’m going to fuck you over the
hood of this car.”

My thighs clench.

Vaughn smirks. “See? You like me bad.
Because if you couldn’t blame me for corrupting you, you might have
to face the truth.”

“And what truth is that?” I retort.

He pulls over suddenly, yanking my hand from
his crotch and pulling me in so I’m staring straight in his
eyes.

“You’re filthy,” he whispers softly.

I flush.

“You want it hard, you want it deep, and you
want to beg for mercy.” Vaughn’s eyes never leave mine. They see
through me, to all the dark fantasies I’ve been hiding inside.

“You forget, I’ve seen you on your hands and
knees, my handprint branding you, my cum dripping off your lips.
This good girl bullshit is just an act. Inside that innocent shell,
there’s a wild beast just waiting to be let free.”

“You’ve never met a man up to the
challenge,” Vaughn continues. “Well, I’m not like the others. I’m
going to push every boundary that you’ve got until you’re screaming
for mercy. I’m going to tame you, baby. I’m going to break you
apart.”

He looks past me, his intense stare breaking
into a smile. “But first, I’m going to buy you dinner.”

My head is still reeling when my door
suddenly opens. It’s the valet, reaching to help me out of the
car.

We’re here.

Be careful what you wish for.

I stumble to my feet, inhaling a lungful of
cool night air. Vaughn casually climbs out and tosses him the keys,
striding for the front entrance.

I don’t know how he can be so cool and
collected. My body is aching. My legs feel weak. I’m still caught
up in the wicked promise of his words -- and the fierce
determination in his stare.

He’s not fucking around. He means every
single word.

“Shall we?” Vaughn holds out his arm, a smug
look on his face like he knows exactly how flustered I’m feeling. I
refuse to give him the satisfaction, so I force myself together and
reach to tuck my hand in the crook of his elbow, following him
inside -- trying my hardest not to trip on my heels.

The restaurant is beautiful, a classy French
place I’ve read about before. Apparently, it takes weeks to get a
reservation here, and I can see why. There’s a pretty courtyard
filled with candlelit tables, and everyone here looks like they
just stepped out the pages of a fashion magazine. I even spot a
Hollywood star in the corner, with a girl half his age.

“Table for two,” Vaughn informs the hostess,
who practically drools all over him.

“Right this way,” she breathes, sliding her
hand along his arm as she guides him ahead of her.

I feel like yanking her away. I’m standing
right here!

She leads us to a table on the edge of the
courtyard, set with white linens and antique-looking silverware.
“If there’s anything you need, you just let me know,” the hostess
adds, making sure to lean over to give us an eyeful of her
cleavage. “Anything at all.”

Vaughn ignores her, pulling out a chair for
me. I sit down, aware of the looks coming in our direction. Every
woman in the place is checking him out -- and sending me a glare of
jealousy.

I sit up straighter, and flash one of the
blonde bitches a bright smile.

That’s right, ladies. He’s with me.

“We’ll take a bottle of the Cristal,” Vaughn
instructs the sommelier. I catch a glimpse of the wine list and try
not to pass out. That’s a five hundred dollar bottle of
champagne!

The server brings the bottle, and pops the
cork for us. Vaughn dismisses him with a look, and pours my glass
full of the sparkling amber liquid.

“We should toast,” I say, feeling out of my
depth. Everything here is so perfect and romantic.

Vaughn raises his glass, his smile almost
mocking me. “To a perfect date. That’s what you wanted, isn’t
it?”

“No.” I frown. “I want to get to know you.
You realize getting any kind of personal information out of you is
like pulling teeth. Don’t you ever let anyone in?”

Vaughn’s smile drops. “Not as a rule,
no.”

I take a sip of champagne and press him
more. “Friends? Exes? Family? Come on, there must be someone who
knows your deep, dark secrets.”

“My friends know better than to dig around
in my life.” Vaughn shrugs. “And I don’t have relationships. I
prefer to keep things simple.”

“It sounds lonely to me,” I remark. Vaughn
just gives a steely look.

“I get along fine on my own.”

He’s a fortress. A sexy, controlled
fortress. And dammit, I need to know more.

“What about your family?” I try. “Are they
still in LA?”

I know right away I’ve said the wrong thing.
Vaughn visibly hardens, a flicker of something dark racing across
his face.

“Can I tell you about our specials?” We’re
interrupted by our waiter.

I let out a sigh of relief as Vaughn turns
away. I’ve barely looked at the menu, but it doesn’t matter. Vaughn
orders for the both of us without asking: a seafood starter, and
the steak as a main course.

“What would you have done if I was a
vegetarian?” I ask, when the waiter leaves.

Vaughn cocks his eyebrow with a suggestive
smirk. “Baby, I know you eat meat.”

I laugh. “Maybe I’m just picky.”

“Then I consider myself a lucky man.” Vaughn
is leaning back in his seat, at ease again, but I can’t stop myself
dragging the conversation back to him, and all the things I don’t
know.

“Where did you grow up?” I ask.

He sighs. “On the east coast. One brother.
Dead father. Mom prays for my soul every Sunday in church. Is that
enough information for you?”

He gulps his champagne, draining the glass,
then pours another.

I feel a stab of guilt.

“I’m sorry,” I say quietly. “You’re right. I
shouldn’t have pried. My parents are dead too,” I add. “It was a
car crash, when I was eighteen.”

Vaughn looks up. For a moment, his scowl
softens. “That’s tough. My dad blew his brains out when I was eight
years old.”

I gasp.

“Don’t.” He stops me before I can say
anything else. “It’s ancient history. And we’ve wasted long enough
talking about it. No more.”

Regret takes over. I should have known there
was a reason he didn’t want to talk about himself. I just wanted to
get closer to him, to know who he is and what makes him tick. But I
had to push him -- too far.
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Dammit, she had to go digging. She couldn’t
just let it slide.

I clench my fist under the table, fighting
to keep back the suddenly flash of memory.

A half-open door. An unfamiliar pool of red.
A young boy who didn’t even realize what he was seeing, not at
first.

And then nothing but the gates of hell.

“Vaughn?”

Keely’s whisper breaks me out of the past.
She’s staring at me across the table, wide-eyed with clear concern.
For a reckless moment, I think about telling her everything.

She sees through me. She would
understand.

In a way, she’s just like me.

“I’ll be right back,” I tell her abruptly,
leaving the table and striding back towards the restrooms. I don’t
go in, I just pace in the hallway, hating the way my heart is
pounding.

The damn weakness that pulls me under, every
time.

What the fuck are you thinking? Get a
fucking grip.

I take a few sharp breaths. Better. It’s
been a long time since I let myself revisit the past, but with the
Ashcroft shit bringing everything to the surface, the demons have
been knocking louder every day.

That bastard tore my family apart, and even
now, twenty years later, I’m still dealing with the wreckage he
left behind.

“Mr. Vaughn?”

A breathy voice comes from behind me.

I turn. It’s the hostess, the brunette with
an epic rack poured into a skintight dress. Now, there’s a
distraction. She’s got legs I can already picture wrapped around my
neck, and a mouth made to suck my dick.

“Is everything alright?” she coos, licking
her lips. She sidles closer, pressing her breasts against my arm.
“I thought I told you, I can help you. Whatever you need.”

She couldn’t be more blatant if she ripped
off all her clothes and spread her legs right here against the
wall.

But I’m surprised to find my cock doesn’t
stir at the invitation. She’s way too obvious. No mystery. No
challenge. She’d be on her knees in a heartbeat, and not because
she likes the surrender. Because she’s too fucking dumb to even
think of resisting me.

Not like Keely.

“I need you to put that shit away and get us
some water refills,” I tell her curtly. Shock crashes over her
face, but I don’t stick around to see. I head back to my table,
determination growing.

There’s one thing that will wipe away the
past right now, and it’s the girl sitting right there waiting for
me. Sipping her champagne, nervously fidgeting with her napkin.

Asking for trouble.

I’ve humored her attempts to get to know me
for long enough. I’m not going to waste a damn fine evening on
chit-chat and useless bullshit.

Not when I have dirtier things in mind.

“Miss me, baby?” I reach the table. Instead
of sitting back down, I grab her face and tilt it up to me,
claiming her mouth with a hard, deep kiss.

Releasing her, I take my seat, watching her
reaction with pleasure. She’s breathing fast, her pupils
dilated.

Damn right, you missed me.

“I didn’t tell you before, you look
beautiful in that dress.” I take a drink of champagne. “Every guy
in this place is wishing he was at this table right now.”

Keely raises an eyebrow. Damn. Any other
woman would be swooning right now over that bullshit line, but not
this one.

She’s too smart for that.

“Thank you,” she says.

I lean closer.

“What color are your panties?”

Instead of looking shocked, she laughs.
“Black.” Keely gives me a flirty little smile. “To match my
garters”

My cock leaps. Damn.

I reach under the long tablecloth, and slip
a hand up her soft thigh until I hit the lacy band. ”Good girl,” I
tell her, already picturing what I’m going to do with them. Bind
her hands behind her back and fuck her brains out, for
starters.

I reach higher. She pushes
my hand away. “Oh no, you don’t.” Keely sips champagne, her eyes
sparkling. “We have a deal. You’re not doing anything like
that until dinner is
over.”

Her voice is flirty. Teasing. She thinks
she’s got the upper hand.

Big mistake.

“You’re right.” I sit back, placing both my
hands on the table. “I’m not going to touch you.

You’re going to touch yourself.”
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I choke on my champagne.

“What?” I gasp, not believing what he just
said. “No. You’re insane.”

Vaughn just watches me with that sexy,
blue-eyed stare. “The tablecloth will hide everything.” He smirks a
teasing grin. “Nobody’s going to know.”

I can’t believe he’s even suggesting it.
He’s tempted me into doing some filthy things before, but that’s
always been just the two of us. Even when he went down on me in the
library at the office, we were hidden from view. Out of sight and
all alone.

But here...?

 

I look around. We’re on the edge of the
packed courtyard, with the nearest tables surrounding us just a few
feet away. There’s a steady buzz of activity: new diners being
seated, wait staff bringing food and drink. This is a place to see
and be seen, and half the people here aren’t even paying attention
to their own dining companions, they’re all too busy scanning the
room for some kind of gossip or stars.

I feel myself blushing hot. I don’t want to
back down from the challenge, but this is wild, even for him.

Vaughn leans forwards. “Think about it,” he
murmurs, keeping his voice low. “Your fingers sliding against your
clit, stroking over and over until you can’t stop. Plunging deep
into that juicy cunt.”

My pulse kicks, and I feel a rush of damp
between my thighs. The white linen tablecloth drapes to the ground,
covering my lap. My right side is fully exposed to the courtyard,
but on my left is an ivy-covered wall, strung with tiny lights. If
I was careful and discreet...

Vaughn gives me a smoldering grin. “You want
to. You’re already wet for me, I can see it written all over your
pretty face. So do it, baby, go right ahead. Come your brains out
in front of everyone.” He winks. “I promise I won’t tell.”

I flush, but I don’t back down. He keeps
thinking he can shock me, that I’ll meekly follow whatever he says.
Well maybe this time I’ll be the one to shock him.

“Are you sure you can keep your hands to
yourself?” I ask, teasing.

“Only if you do the work for me,” he
replies.

I bite my lip, feeling a rush of
anticipation. Holy shit, I can’t believe this is happening – and
that I feel so sexy.

I slide my hand under the tablecloth, moving
my napkin in my lap so it’s hidden from view under the table.

I raise my eyebrow at Vaughn. Your move.

“Pull your dress up,” he commands
softly.

He’s taking control. I called his bluff, but
he is calling mine.

I like it.

I tug my skirt higher, until my fingers
touch my bare thigh.

Oh God, I’m really doing this.

“How does your skin feel?” Vaughn whispers,
his voice a whiskey drawl. “Stroke it, soft the way you like.”

I dance my fingertips lightly over my skin.
The sensation shivers through me, so wrong to be doing this in
front of everyone. I’m certain my desire is written all over my
face, that anyone looking over could know in an instant what I’m
doing down there.

But still, I can’t stop.

“Now go higher,” Vaughn orders me softly.
“Stroke yourself through your panties.”

Lust overwhelms my body. My breath quickens
with anticipation. I slowly creep my hand higher, until it’s
nestled between my thighs. Vaughn is watching, enrapt.

Reaching in, I stroke my index finger around
my clit, swollen and aching behind the scratchy lace of my
underwear.

Oh God.

It feels so good. I stroke again, and this
time, I have to bite my lip to keep from moaning.

Vaughn licks his lips, a glazed look in his
eyes. “Are you wet?” He asks softly.

I nod, not trusting myself to speak. I’m so
freaking turned on right now. I’m soaked through my panties, my
nipples straining at my dress.

And five feet away, a couple is eating their
dinner, completely oblivious to the wicked things I’m doing, right
under their noses.

“Yes, Keely.” Vaughn’s voice is rougher now,
hoarse. “Keep stroking. Harder.”

I do as he says, applying more pressure to
the tight knot of nerves. Pleasure races through my bloodstream,
heat suffusing my whole body.

“Now slide your hand under your panties,”
Vaughn orders me. “Feel how wet you are.”

I’m so conflicted to be doing this right now
-- feeling so damn good, even though it’s bad. But I can’t stop. I
push my underwear aside and slide my fingers underneath them, cool
against my hot, slick flesh.

I’m wet. I’m aching.

“That’s right,” Vaughn murmurs. “You want me
so bad, don’t you? You want my hands right there touching you. My
fingers fucking your dripping cunt.”

I shudder against my hand. I do, I want him
so much. My rubbing isn’t enough, I need more. Possessed by lust, I
angle my hand down, pressing my palm against my clit as I slide a
finger inside my pussy.

God, yes. Right there.

“How are we doing this evening?”

A voice shatters my daze. It’s the waiter,
bringing our food.

Shit.

I freeze, guilty. I have my left hand
trapped between my thighs, one finger curled up inside me.

Shit, shit, shit.

“We’re doing great.” Vaughn smiles broadly.
“Thanks. This looks great. Don’t you think, Keely?”

I murmur a weak response, flushing hot. I’m
certain he can see what I’m doing. It must be written all over my
face, but the waiter seems oblivious. He deposits our plates and
then hovers by the table.

“Can I bring you anything else?”

“Hmm, I don’t know.” Vaughn pretends to
think. His eyes glitter with wicked mischief. “Keely, do you need a
hand with that?”

He’s enjoying this. The bastard.

“No, thank you.” I manage to reply. “I’m
good.”

“We’ll let you know.” Vaughn dismisses the
waiter. When he’s gone, I start to withdraw my hand, but Vaughn
stops me with a commanding look.

“Don’t even think about it.”

I pause.

“You’re not stopping until you come,” he
continues, and it’s clear, this time it’s an order. “Not until that
pussy is clenching around your fingers, hot and dripping, and you
have you bite your tongue to keep from screaming.”

I’m stifling a scream already. This is so
mind-blowingly hot.

He picks up his knife and fork, and slices
into his steak. “Well?” He raises an eyebrow, teasing me. “What are
you waiting for? You better make it fast, your food is getting
cold.”
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I lounge back in my seat and take a bite of
my steak. It’s rare and tender, fucking delicious.

Just like Keely’s pussy right now, I’ll
bet.

“Fuck the food,” Keely says, breathing fast.
Her face is flushed. “Let’s go, right now. Your place.”

I pause, torn between watching her come her
brains out for me right here, or claiming that tight cunt once and
for all.

My balls tighten, imagining her dripping
pussy my cock plunging all the way to the fucking hilt. I already
know how tight she is, how perfect and sweet, and now she’ll be
aching for me, desperate for every thick inch.

But that can wait. I’m not going to rush our
pleasure. Not when it’s too much fun driving her wild right now,
this sexy game we’re playing. I never thought she’d go this far,
and I won’t be the one to back down.

“No deal,” I tell her. I slice off another
piece of meat and chew, savoring the rich flavor -- and the epic
climax she’s about to unleash. “I want to see if you can keep it
together when you come.”

Keely inhales sharply and gives me a look,
like my challenge is accepted.

“It’s not me I’m worried about,” she purrs.
“You’re the one who’s going to be finding it hard to keep your
hands off me. Very hard.” Her arm begins to move again. Such a
slight motion, but I know exactly what it means. She’s getting
herself off, rubbing furiously at that slick nub, imagining my
thick fingers driving deep inside.

Fuck, that’s hot.

“I’m so wet,” she whispers, a gleam in her
eyes. “I want you inside me.”

My hard-on grows to epic proportions under
the table. Damn.

But two can play at that game.

“Put your fingers up that sweet, wet pussy,”
I order her in a low voice. “Now rub your clit. Can you feel that,
baby? Harder now, I know you like it rough.”

I watch her, our eyes locked in a private
battle. She lets out a low moan and it makes me want to shove the
plates to the floor and bury my cock in that gasping mouth.

“I’m aching for you,” she whimpers. “I need
your fingers here, filling me up. Your cock in my mouth…”

Oh hell. I grip the table hard to keep from
reaching for her. She looks so ready to be fucked: her cheeks are
bright red, her tight nipples straining against her dress. She’s in
a secret frenzy, desperate for release, but not able to push
herself over the edge.

“You’re close, baby. I can see it.” I fight
to keep control. “It’s written all over your face. But you made the
rules, remember? You’re the one who said no touching during
dinner.”

She whimpers.

I catch sight of the hostess across the
courtyard. I beckon her over to us. Time to make things
interesting.

“Yes, Mr. Vaughn?” The hostess arrives.
Keely’s eyes flare with shock, her mouth falls open.

“I have a question,” I begin, keeping one
eye on Keely and her jerking hand.

“What do you need?” the hostess asks me
eagerly, leaning in to show off her rack. I ignore it.

“My friend here was wondering, where did you
get that dress? You wanted to know, isn’t that right,
sweetheart?”

I look at Keely, and the hostess turns
too.

Keely’s reeks of sex, anyone with half a
brain could take one look and know what she’s doing there under the
tablecloth.

She’s lucky our hostess is so fucking
dumb.

“Don’t be shy, baby,” I add, pushing it.
“You know you want it.”

Keely pupils are dilated, the skin on her
chest mottled red. She looks like she’s about to come her brains
out. Which is exactly what I want.

“It’s Versace,” the hostess tells her,
oblivious. “From a store on Robertson.”

I feel a kick under the table. Keely glares
at me, trying to keep her cool. But she can’t act for shit, her
lust is written clear on her face.

Fine.

I relent, turning on my charm. “It fits you
perfectly,” I say, and the hostess snaps her head around, focused
on me again. I give her a flirty grin, glancing past her in time to
see Keely gripping the lip of the table with one hand, her knuckles
turning white as her eyes roll back in her head. She climaxes with
a delicious shudder, jerking hard enough against the table to send
her water glass crashing to the ground.

The hostess leaps back.

“I’m so sorry,” I say smoothly. “Why don’t
you send someone to wipe that up?”

The hostess leaves us. Keely recovers,
breathing hard.

“You alright there?” I ask, smirking.
Victory is sweet.

She giggles. “You think you won, don’t
you?”

I pause. “In case you didn’t notice, you
just came.”

“I know.” She slides her hand out from under
the table. It’s glistening, slick with her juices. She slides one
finger between her lips and sucks.

Fuck. My hard-on rages, fucking agony.

“I came, not you,” she murmurs with a wicked
smile. “You’re still stiff as a fucking board, aching to be inside
me. I’d say that’s a point to me.”

Damn, this girl has balls. I narrow my eyes,
wanting her even more. “One point, maybe. But I’m going to take the
game, set, and fucking match. Just you wait.”
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I barely say a word for the drive home, my
body still reeling with pleasure from the crazy intense orgasm I
just had.

I never come that hard alone, not even
close. But with Vaughn’s eyes on me, his dirty words urging me
on…

God, it was hot.

I should feel ashamed right now, having done
something so brazen and wrong. To touch myself like that, right in
front of everyone. And when he called the hostess over...?

I came right in front of her. I didn’t stop
for a second. I couldn’t -- I was way past the point of no
return.

But I liked it. I liked her eyes on me,
Vaughn watching too. I liked the secret I was hiding under the
table, how illicit and forbidden it really was.

I look at Vaughn, cool in the driver’s seat.
How does he know how to push my buttons? To drive me out of my
mind, indulge all my darkest desires?

Vaughn pulls up outside my apartment and
parks without a word. He gets out. opens my door and then walks up
to my apartment, leaving me to grab my purse and scramble after
him.

I catch up on the landing outside my door.
Vaughn holds out his hand for my keys, and I give them to him to
unlock.

Still, he doesn’t speak.

I feel a tremor of nerves. I wonder if he’s
mad at me. I know I teased him, but I was just giving him back what
he was dishing out to me. I wonder if this is about what he told
me, about his family. There had been something angry in the way he
looked at me back at the restaurant, a dark glare in his eyes that
scared and thrilled me in equal measure.

Now, I wonder what’s going on.

Vaughn opens the door and walks inside. I
follow, my anxiety growing. I thought tonight would bring us closer
together, and make this strange relationship more normal. Now, I
don’t know what the hell I was thinking.

Vaughn isn’t the kind of man who chats about
his favorite movie and childhood pets -- and I’m realizing now,
maybe I don’t want him to be. There’s a darkness lurking deep
inside him that scares me, every time I see a glimpse, but it’s a
turn-on too.

A normal man wouldn’t drive me to do these
things. He wouldn’t make me crazy with wanting him -- or send my
body flying to such mind-blowing heights.

“Do you want a drink?” I ask, finally
breaking the silence. My heart is in my throat. I watch him for
some sign of what he’s thinking.

But Vaughn’s face is unreadable as he strips
off his jacket and folds it neatly over the arm of a chair.

“I have some wine, I think, and vodka,” I
say nervously.

Vaughn turns back to me. He looks so hot and
commanding.

“Down.”

He points to the floor in front of him
without another word.

I remember how I felt at the restaurant, how
much I wanted him. How much I still want him. My body clenches.

He’s already unzipping his pants, yanking
them down to pull out his cock. It strains, massive in his hands,
and I have to keep from moaning.

He has such power over me. It’s his gift. I
don’t have to make a single decision, no thoughts or doubts, just
the aching need that possesses my body, and the single,
overpowering craving.

To obey.

I fall to my knees in front of him. He
plunges his dick into my mouth in a single stroke, hitting so deep
at the back of my throat, I almost gag. But he doesn’t stop, not
for a second, just grips my hair in his fist and thrusts again,
savage and fast, filling me up, setting my body on fire with
lust.

This isn’t a blow-job, steady and rhythmic.
Vaughn is fucking my mouth. Thrusting into me, hard and deep.
Yanking my head closer, pulling at my hair.

And God, I want it all.

I suck him deeper, flicking my tongue
against the underside of his shaft as he pulls out and pumps into
me again. This time I’m ready to take him all the way, feeling his
huge head pushing against the ridges of my throat. I’m dizzy,
gorging on him. It’s too much, too deep, overwhelming every sense
until there’s nothing but my desperate sucking and his savage
grunts -- and the flood of desire pooling between my thighs.

I’m so turned on, I can barely breathe.

Vaughn’s body tremors. He eases his grip on
my hair, backing off just a little. But I don’t want it soft; I
need every harsh thrust. I’ve gone long enough without his hands on
me. This is what I was imagining in the restaurant, and it’s even
better than I could dream.

I reach up, grasping at him. I find his
hands, and pull them back down on my head again, forcing him to
yank me closer again.

I feel his cock leap in my mouth as he
realizes what I’m asking, and then suddenly he’s tearing free,
grabbing me and throwing me down on the couch.

I gasp, not able to recover before he bends
over, positioning himself so his cock is thrust up against my face,
his body is leaning over me. He hikes up my dress, yanking the
black lace to the side, and buries his face between my thighs.

His tongue licks up against my clit and I
scream, muffled by his cock.

Vaughn devours me, lapping, licking,
suckling me between his lips.

Jesus. More.

I take him deep into my mouth, licking the
length of his shaft to the head. He thrusts harder, and now I’m
delirious with the pleasure. I can’t take it, it’s too much to
process, the demands of his cock thrusting down my throat, and his
mouth gorging on my pussy.

Pleasure crashes through me. I cling on to
his firm ass, bobbing my head into his crotch with a new intensity
as my body twists tighter and I hurtle close to the edge.

Vaughn licks down to my aching lips, and
plunges his tongue deep inside me.

Fuck.

I buck against him with a cry. He fucks me
with his tongue, relentless, fingers biting into my thighs, forcing
my body up to meet him as he thrusts inside me.

I start to quake, my orgasm building, but
then he moves back to my clit, nipping painfully to stem my
explosion. I whimper, arching into his mouth, needing release so
bad I think I might die. My whole body is pinned in place, his hips
thrusting down against my face to bury his cock in my mouth. I
can’t move, I can’t speak, I can barely breathe, but it doesn’t
matter, not with my body controlled by such need. All I can do is
buck against him.

Please.

As if answering my whimpered prayers, Vaughn
slips a finger inside me. He pulses quick and hard as his tongue
circles my clit with devastating precision, finger curling up to
hit my sweet spot, high inside. Then his hand is gone and his
tongue is back, plunging inside, fucking me with relentless
pressure and this time, I can’t hold back.

I come with a cry, choking on his cock as my
body explodes around his tongue. The spasms ricochet through my
body, my most intense orgasm ever, but he’s not done with me
yet.

I’m in freefall when I feel it, an intrusion
at my asshole. I tense in panic, but I’m too far gone to stop, I
can only shudder through another shockwave as Vaughn pushes his
finger into me back there, slick with my own juices.

Holy shit.

The feeling is incredible, a deep,
glittering pressure. I’m stretched, it’s too tight, too much, but
my body is a slave to the sensation. Another orgasm rips through
me, more intense than ever, and Vaughn uses the tremor to sink his
finger all the way in to the knuckle.

He pulses it inside of me and fuck, the
world implodes.

I come screaming. Ecstasy slams through me.
Vaughn’s thrusts grow frantic, and then he tears himself from my
mouth with a savage cry, exploding in a hot spurt of milky liquid
over my face, my dress, my belly. He pumps hard, riding out his
climax with a roar of abandon as I lay shuddering beneath him,
spent and gasping and totally undone.

His.
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I drive home through the dark city, still
tense as hell despite the epic load I just shot all over Keely’s
luscious body.

Damn, that girl looks good with my cum
dripping off her gorgeous tits.

I drive fast, gripping the steering wheel as
I speed angrily down the midnight streets. I know why I’m so
fucking stressed, and it’s got nothing to do with dinner anymore.
This one is all on me.

I failed.

I should have taken her tonight. I should
have buried my cock deep inside her, instead of my tongue. I should
have shoved her down and fucked her into submission the way I’ve
been planning all along.

But instead, I held back, forcing my
pleasure in her warm mouth instead of her tight cunt. Now I’m
driving home with a stiff cock when I could be spreading her wide
for another round: pinned up against the wall with my dick buried
balls deep hammering her from the inside out.

What the fuck is going on?

I’ve been promising her the fuck of the
century since the day we met, and it was right there for the
taking. Her pussy was soaked, her eyes begged me to take her hard.
Just nine inches sliding in the right spot, and this would all be
over. Another client happy, another contract done.

I’d never have to see her again.

And that’s the fucking problem.

I slam the steering wheel in frustration,
tires screaming on the road as I pull a U-turn and screech to a
stop outside one of my regular bars. I need a drink, and a dirty
fuck, and this is the place to find both.

Inside, the bar is dark, and crammed
wall-to-wall with hot chicks. That’s more like it. I head for the
bar, checking out the scene, but not a single head turns in my
direction.

What the fuck?

“Dude, what are you doing here?” My
assistant, Maggie, is sitting on a bar-stool, wearing a tight skirt
and low-cut top.

“Getting laid,” I growl, gesturing to the
bartender. I’m a regular, so he reaches straight for the Jack,
passing me a generous measure. I slam it down. Hit me again.

“Then you’re in the wrong place.” Maggie
smirks. “Tonight’s ladies night.”

“And?” I look around the room, locking on to
a hot blonde piece of ass in the corner. I’m not here to make
small-talk with Maggie. I want to be alone -- alone in a wet pussy,
that is.

Maggie follows my gaze. “Dream on. You don’t
stand a chance. Me, on the other hand...”

She waves at the blonde, who waves back. It
hits me. Ladies night.

Fuck.

The blonde looks back and forth between us,
and gives a flirty smile.

“We could always share,” Maggie suggests.
“She looks game. Hell, I’ll even let you have her mouth.”

I’m tempted. The blonde is coming our way
now, her tits bouncing. And Maggie may prefer licking pussy, but
she doesn’t mind a good hard dick shoved up her cunt while she does
it.

Yeah, the two of them could be fun tonight,
and fuck knows I need the distraction.

But something stops me. Keely’s face.

“No thanks,” I say with regret. “I’m not
feeling it.”

“Your loss.” Maggie shrugs, hopping down
from the stool. “Oh, I forgot to tell you, that client’s been
calling non-stop, the one about the Keely Fawes case.”

“What?” I tense.

“He’s threatening to demand a refund if you
don’t close the deal with evidence by Monday.” Maggie rolls her
eyes. “What’s stopping you?”

Fuck if I know.

“Do it,” I decide suddenly. “Give him his
money back. I don’t need him riding my ass all the fucking
time.”

“All of it?” Maggie looks shocked. “It was a
ten thousand dollar retainer. Hell, for that, I’ll seduce her
myself.”

“Don’t you dare talk to her,” I growl.
Maggie backs off.

“Whoa, easy Tiger. I’m just kidding with
you. Although, if she swung my way, it might explain why she’s held
out on you for so long.” Maggie must see the fury in my eyes,
because she quickly adds. “Fine, I’ll call him tomorrow. Full
refund.” She salutes, and then heads out to go score with the
blonde.

I down the rest of my drink, on edge. This
hasn’t been about the money with Keely for a long time, but
somehow, even getting the client off my back doesn’t make me feel
any better. Without the contract, I’ve got no pretext to keep
pursuing her.

Nothing except the fact I need that pussy
more than anything in years.

Fuck.

I have the bartender pour me another, but
all the whiskey in the world won’t change a damn thing. It’s not
just about the conquest, she’s under my skin now, and I can’t get
her out, no matter what I do. Those innocent eyes. That smart
mouth. I goddamn like the girl and that’s against every rule in my
book.

I swore I would never let myself care about
anyone again, and for years, I’ve been a fucking machine.
Literally.

No feelings. No commitments. Nothing but
hard cock and wet pussy -- that’s the way I like it. My work
provides a steady stream of willing bodies -- with a built-in
expiration date. I don’t get involved long enough to form an
attachment, and I don’t think about them for a second after I walk
away. It sounds harsh, but that’s how I’ve chosen to live my
life.

Finding your brother balls-deep in your
fiancée will do that to a man.

I peel off a couple of twenties and slam
them on the bar. I find Maggie nestled against those tits in the
corner, but I drag her away. “If I wanted to find some information,
where would I look?”

Maggie glares at me. “Google, dumbass.”

“No, I mean stuff not available to the
public. Legal shit, court documents.”

“Everything’s online, if you search hard
enough.” Maggie shoves me aside. “Now get the fuck out of here,
mama has a date with that girl’s clit piercing.”

I let her go, heading back to my car with a
new mission. I’ve been ignoring the past long enough. It’s time I
made sense of this whole damn clusterfuck.
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I meet Justine for breakfast at a cafe near
the office. Even though I’m technically her client now, I can’t
bring myself to go in for a real meeting. I know how fast gossip
spreads in that place. By now, everyone will know I was fired --
and the terrible accusations against me.

“I met with the executors of Ashcroft’s
estate, and went through this thing from top to toe a dozen times.”
Justine nods at the thick legal document on the table between us.
“You can thank me later, by the way. I had to turn down a date with
Ricardo, that architect I met the other week.”

“You’re the best,” I tell her gratefully.
The sooner I figure out this inheritance mess, the better. “So
what’s the verdict?”

“You, my dear, are freaking loaded.” Justine
passes me a portfolio with a grin. “Take a look. Ashcroft left you
majority stake in the company, that’s where most of the cash is
locked up. You can sell the shares, or use your voting rights,
whatever you like.”

I flip through the papers, still not
believing this. Ashcroft Industries is a huge corporation, with
divisions in shipping, lumber, pharmaceuticals... And I’m the boss
now?

“The old man liked to travel, so you’ve got
property all over the world,” Justine continues. “Houses in London
and Paris, a beach-front mansion in the Caribbean. The main
Ashcroft estate is on the East Coast, some fancy big house with
stables and a lake. And then there’s a crap ton of other rich
people stuff. You know, art, jewelry, a yacht...”

I don’t know. I stare at the pages in a
daze. I feel like I’m looking at a glossy fashion magazine showing
the glamorous life of some complete stranger.

But it’s mine now.

“What about Brent?” I look up, still not
believing this could actually be real. “You heard him. He said he’d
get the will thrown out in court.”

“He can’t. This thing is iron-clad.” Justine
munches on some bacon. “Ashcroft probably knew his kids would flip
their shit, so he covered all his bases. Had three different
doctors sign affidavits to his mental state and judgment, so nobody
can claim he was off his rocker when he named you heir.”

“But that’s great, right?” I feel a rush of
relief.

Justine makes a face. “There’s one thing I
don’t like. The morality clause.”

I blink. “The what?”

“Yeah, it’s kind of weird,” she agrees.
“Basically, if any of the heirs ‘pursue activities that are against
the moral code of the company,’ they’ll be disinherited and left
with nothing.” She quotes from the paper.

“I don’t get it.”

Justine explains, “Ashcroft didn’t want the
company getting involved in any kind of shady business practices or
morally bad shit. You know, having their drug companies do creepy
human trials, or get child labor orphans in the Third World to make
their products. I get it. I mean, he built the business from
nothing, and didn’t want to see it used for evil.”

“That’s great.” I smile at the thought of
Ashcroft caring enough to make sure his legacy wasn’t
corrupted.

“Yes, but the language is way too flexible.”
Justine points out. “It could cover stuff you do in your personal
life, not just Ashcroft Industries. And who says what’s moral or
immoral? Is Brent going to take you to court if you get a speeding
ticket, or, like, get arrested for something totally bogus? Not
that you need to worry about that,” she adds with a smirk. “You’re
as squeaky clean as they come.”

Except I’m not.

I stare at her in horror, realizing for the
first time what Brent is playing at filing those complaints about
me at work.

“The law firm,” I gasp, my heart racing with
dread. “You know they suspended me.”

Justine waves her hand. “That’s bullshit.
You don’t need them anyway, not anymore.”

I shake my head. “You don’t understand,
they’re investigating me for having inappropriate relationships
with the clients. My employment contract, it has a morality code
too. That’s what they’d use as ground for dismissal.”

“Oh shit.” Justine’s eyes widen as it clicks
into place. “That was the plan all along. If the firm fires you for
unethical behavior, that sets a precedent for Aschroft’s kids. They
can just point to what happened at work, and the decision is
already made.”

“Proof that I’m an immoral slut, even if
nothing happened with Ashcroft,” I whisper, finishing for her. I
can’t believe that they would be so underhand -- or that they’re
probably going to get away with it. “What can I do?”

“I don’t know. At least, not yet,” Justine
adds, seeing my face. “We’ll figure something out, don’t
worry.”

I pause, wondering what can be done. A man
like Brent would stop at nothing, no wonder he looked so smug every
time I met him. He was probably planning this the moment he heard
about the will.

“You know, I didn’t even want this.” I nod
to the folder detailing Ashcroft’s estate. “I didn’t feel like I
deserved it. I don’t know why Ashcroft wanted me to have
everything, But now... “ I feel a spark of determination. “They’re
playing dirty. And that makes me want to fight.”

“Atta girl.” Justine grins. “I’ve got a
couple of ideas up my sleeve that might shut them up.”

“Like what?”

“Nothing I can talk about yet,” she replies
mysteriously. “I’ll let you know as soon as something works
out.”

* * *

Justine has to get to work, so I find myself
totally free in the middle of the day for the first time in years.
I drive over to Beverly Hills and park near Rodeo Drive, strolling
the sunny, palm tree-lined streets in a daze. The people here are
all glossy and chic, in designer clothes and fancy sunglasses, even
if they’re just in work-out gear going to grab a coffee.

This could be me soon. Not that I’d ever
spend two hundred bucks on a pair of yoga pants, I decide. But the
rest of it: the freedom, the security...

I’ve never had a safety net like that, and
ever since my parents died, it’s all been on my shoulders. Rent,
expenses, my job, loans. Juggling it all, just trying to get by. In
one stroke of his pen, Ashcroft could have lifted all the weight
from my shoulders.

And I still don’t know the reason why.

Except there’s one thing that could ruin it
all. Vaughn.

I feel my body tense up at his memory,
already alert, remembering the other night and how he drove me
crazy. My fingers sliding frantically against my own slick nub. The
steel in his tone when he ordered me to my knees with a single
word. And the feel of his massive cock plunging deep into my
throat, so big, I could barely breathe, sobbing over the relentless
spear as his mouth devoured my pussy.

Sweet Jesus, that man makes me scream. But
something was off -- after the scene back at my apartment, he took
off, barely saying a word. And now it’s been almost twenty-four
hours, and I still haven’t heard from him.

Usually, he’s not a man to ever back down.
He still wants to possess me completely, and after the way he’s
chased me, I half-expected him to be calling every five minutes.
Texting, sending flowers. Doing anything it took until I surrender
it all.

I check my phone. No messages.

My thumb moves to the ‘call’ button. I feel
an overwhelming urge to be the one to reach out to him this time. I
tell myself it’s because I need to check about Brent and the
Ashcroft situation: make sure they haven’t tracked down Vaughn and
learned the truth. After all, it’s not just about my job at the law
firm anymore. This is the whole inheritance on the line.

But deep down, I know the truth. I can’t
wait to see him again. Whatever it is that man has that sends me
into such a spin, I crave more of it. I need another fix.

Suddenly reckless, I dial his number. It
rings and rings, and then, voicemail.

“You’ve reached Vaughn.” His voice is sexy,
even on the other end of a phone line. “You know how this shit
works.”

Beep.

“Hi,” I start, feeling weirdly nervous.
“It’s me. Keely.” I pull it together and make my voice calm, “It
would be great to see you again. Maybe dinner--” I stop,
remembering what happened the last time I made him sit through
dinner. “Or not,” I add, laughing. “Unless we want to get arrested
for public indecency. Either way, give me a call.”

I hang up, wondering why he hasn’t called.
This isn’t like other relationships I’ve had with guys, when I’ve
tried to seem like I’m in control, like I could take it or leave it
whenever I like.

We both know that’s a lie.

So where are you, Vaughn? Why won’t you pick
up the phone?
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“Either way, give me a call.”

Keely’s voice is teasing and flirty on my
voicemail -- just the thing I can’t deal with right now.

I toss my phone down, and turn back to the
computer screen. Twenty-four hours of research and strong coffee,
and I wish I’d never started this damn chase again. Down the rabbit
hole, with nothing but bad memories to drive me on.

New company with its sights set on
success...

Ashcroft and Partners forge new path for
industry...

Takeovers by Ashcroft and Partners tip them
for the top..

The newspaper print-outs litter the room.
Headlines that track the history of the multinational corporation
back forty years, to when it was just two guys in an office in
Queens, with dreams of making their mark on the world.

I stare at the photo of Ashcroft taken way
back then, when he was still a young man. He’s proudly posing in
front of his first new office with his arm clasped around his
business partner. His friend.

My father.

Fury burns in my chest, or maybe that’s just
the whiskey. Looking at that photo, you could never guess what
would happen to them. How my dad would lose it all, betrayed by the
one man he trusted.

How Ashcroft would destroy him, take
everything from us and never look back.

I force myself to keep reading, filling in
the blanks of what I already know. They started out together.
College buddies, setting up shop on their own. They brought in a
third partner with the cash, and soon, they expanded. Cargo,
shipping -- if you had it, they’d move it.

I was just a kid when Ashcroft cut him out.
I don’t know what happened, hell, even my dad couldn’t figure it
out, but I remember shit getting bad at work. He’d come home late,
stressed, drinking too much. They were on the verge of some big
deal, that’s what he said, and he got paranoid that Ashcroft was
going behind his back. Plotting to remove him from the partnership
before the deal went through.

My mom thought he was crazy. She reassured
him, Ashcroft would never betray him like that. They’d been working
together for years, they were friends. The man was my godfather,
for Christ’s sake.

She was wrong.

It was some legal bullshit maneuver, my dad
never saw it coming. One day, he was co-president of a booming
company. The next, he was out on his ass with nothing.

It destroyed him -- not just losing
everything, but that Ashcroft was the one who did it.

Yeah, that bastard was ruthless. Reading the
reports, I can see it all in black and white. The other partner
disappeared a couple of years later -- sent to prison on some
bullshit tax evasion charge. Ashcroft’s plotting too, I’ll bet.
Ashcroft took sole control of the company, got married, adopted
some kids. Acted like my father had never existed.

But dad couldn’t go on. Three months after
Ashcroft pushed him out, he put a shotgun in his mouth and pulled
the trigger.

I grab the whiskey and take another gulp. I
was only eight years old, too young to follow the details, but I
understood what had happened. My father had been betrayed. I swore
I’d find some way to make Ashcroft pay.

But the bastard is dead now, and all the
obituaries are fawning over what a great guy he was. A
humanitarian, all that charity work. Even Keely thinks her client
was a sweet old man.

I know the truth. That guy was a fucking
monster. And now I’ll never have my revenge.

My cellphone rings again. I snatch it up,
expecting Keely’s voice.

“Hello, Mr. Vaughn? It’s Carter Abrams.”

“Who the fuck?” I grow, pissed.

“From Hudgens, Cartwright and Abrams,” he
explains.

I remember him, the creepy fuck from Keely’s
office -- the one who treated her like shit.

“What do you want?” I stride to the windows,
looking out at the city lights.

“I was calling because we’re investigating
one of our former staff members.” His voice is smarmy as fuck.
“Unfortunately, we’ve learned she was involved in an inappropriate
relationship with a client. I wanted to make sure she hadn’t made
similar advances to you. I believe you met with her last week.
Keely Fawes?”

I tense. So this is what Keely was so
panicked about the other day. Her fuckwad of a boss is on some
witch-hunt. Well, damn if I’m going to help.

“No,” I say. I was the one who chased her
down. “She never did a thing wrong. Put me down as saying, she’s
been nothing but professional.”

“Oh.” Carter sounds surprised. “That’s...
interesting. I thought you two had become very close.”

“Yeah, well you thought wrong.” I wish he
was right here in front of me, then my fists would show him how
fucking wrong he is. “I don’t know what the fuck you’re playing at
with this, but it’s bullshit, we both know. Keely wouldn’t do
anything wrong.”

Except come her brains out all over my
tongue in the middle of the company law library.

“If you’re sure there’s nothing we need to
know...” Carter presses me again.

“I’m sure.”

“Thanks for your time.” Carter sounds
pissed. “I hope we see you--”

“Fuck off.” I hang up on him.

Damn. I pace, restless. I’m worried for
Keely now, this fucker has it out for her. And that’s a whole new
ballgame.

I don’t get worried about women. I don’t
stick around long enough to care. I forget their names the minute I
pull my spent cock out of their clenching pussy, and that’s the way
I like it.

Except I can’t shake the thought of Keely,
looking at me with those big brown eyes. Begging me to fuck her,
gasping my name as she comes.

I scroll through my phone until I reach her
number. I pause, then I force myself to hit ‘delete.’

I can’t get in any deeper. It doesn’t matter
how much I need to claim that sweet cunt of hers, give her a
pounding like she wouldn’t believe.

I already want to protect her too much. I
can’t risk the price.
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KEELY

I wait for Vaughn’s call, but it doesn’t
come. Three whole days, and I turn into the kind of needy girl I’ve
always hated: grabbing for my phone with every ring, my heart
leaping as I hope to God it’s finally him.

But it never is.

I don’t understand. He’s been relentless,
hunting me down, forcing my boundaries until finally I can’t make
it through a single minute without imagining his hands on me. His
mouth.

His massive, incredible cock.

I wonder if this is all part of a game, but
that doesn’t make sense. Vaughn has always been brutally direct
about what he wants. Me, on my knees, begging for him.

And I’m ready.

Just the memory makes my skin hot and my
nipples ache. If this really is a way to make me surrender, it’s
working. I’m craving him like never before. I still don’t know what
secrets he’s hiding, but I’m too far gone to care. Fantasizing
about all the wicked, dirty things he’s done to me is the only
thing that gets me through the day. And now I don’t have work to
distract me, that’s far too much time on my hands thinking only of
him.

I need to do something before I go out of my
mind.

Trying to snap out of my limbo, I head to
the homeless shelter downtown where I volunteer a couple of times a
month. They’re not expecting me today, but there’s always work to
do: helping to prepare meals in the kitchens, or working in the
office in back, organizing fund-raising drives.

“You mind if I pitch in?” I ask Loretta,
who’s stuffing envelopes with letters asking for donations.

“Be my guest. We need all the help we can
get.” She points me to a stack of empty envelopes. “The weather’s
getting hotter, and you know how we’re already stretched to the
limit here as it is.”

I start folding and stuffing. Summer in LA
is brutal, and people on the streets don’t get to escape into the
nice cool AC. I look around at the shabby offices and realize, if
the Ashcroft money is really mine, then I could do more than just
stuff envelopes. I could donate enough to buy another building;
serve hundreds more meals. Think of how many people I could help --
and all without making a dent in the fortune.

Maybe this was why Ashcroft left me the
money. We chatted about my volunteer work before. Maybe he knew I’d
try and use it for good.

I’m a hundred envelopes down when my cell
starts to ring. I snatch it up hopefully. Justine. I sigh. “Hey,” I
answer.

“What’s up with you?”

“Nothing.” I try to sound more cheerful.
“What’s going on?”

“Well...” She pauses, and I know right away,
something’s wrong.

“What happened?” I demand. “Is this about
the will? Did Brent get it thrown out already?”

“No, but...” Justine sounds reluctant. “I
did something, and now you’ve got to promise not to be mad at
me.”

“What?” I ask, my nerves growing. Justine is
usually joking around, but she sounds deadly serious.

“So, I was thinking about why Ashcroft named
you heir,” she says quickly. “And it doesn’t make sense, right? You
only met him a couple of months ago, and the guy was eccentric, but
not crazy, he still had his shit together.”

“Right...” I answer slowly, not sure where
she’s going with this.

“But I got thinking about what you told me,
that thing with the bracelet. He really wanted you to have it, like
it mattered to him. Anyway, I just had this hunch, so I made them
run a test, comparing your DNA to his.”

I freeze. “What? How?”

“You left your toothbrush at my house, one
time you crashed there,” Justine explains, “Anyway, I figured it
was a long-shot. I wasn’t going to say anything until the results
came back.” She pauses. “They arrived today.”

I get this feeling of dread, like something
terrible is about to happen.

“What does it say?” I whisper.

“They match,” Justine replies. “The DNA
samples. They match. It explains everything, Keely, why he named
you heir to his fortune. Ashcroft was your father.”

I sit down with a thump. “No.” I say, then
again, louder. “No, there’s got to be some mistake. I know who my
father is, he raised me!”

“I’m sorry, but it’s true, I can show you
the lab report if you want,” Justine offers.

“I don’t understand,” I say, dizzy. “My
parents were happy together, they were in love.”

“But they married super-fast, didn’t they?”
Justine reminds me.

“Because it was love at first sight,” I
whisper.

“It still might have been,” Justine tries to
comfort me. “But I checked the dates. It looks like your mom was
already pregnant when they met.”

“But with Ashcroft?” I try and wrap my head
around it. “It’s impossible.”

“I’m sorry,” Justine says. “I know this is
weird for you, but I found employment records, showing she was a
secretary at his company for a year. Then she quit and moved to
California and married your dad.”

“What? No,” I protest. “Mom would never have
an affair with a married man.”

“She didn’t.” Justine reassures me. “This
was before he met his wife. I guess it was scandalous enough,
sleeping with the boss. They broke up right around the time she got
pregnant. I don’t know what happened there.”

My head spins. My whole life I grew up
believing I knew my parents. Why wouldn’t I? But now, the things
Justine is telling me make me feel like they’re strangers.

“Are you OK?” she checks. “I know this is a
lot to process.”

“I don’t know. I don’t know what to think
about anything anymore.”

“Well, the bright side is Brent can’t really
contest the will,” Justine points out. “The DNA results show why
Ashcroft left you the money. If they can’t claim you manipulated
him into naming you in the will, then you’re safe from that
morality clause.”

For now.

But the money is the last thing on my mind.
“I have to go,” I tell her quickly. “Thanks, for...”

I stop. For what? Tearing apart my memories
of my family? Making my head ache with a hundred questions about my
past?

“I’ll call you later,” Justine promises.
“Try not to freak out.”

It’s easy for her to say. I hang up, staring
blankly around at the cartons of flyers. I need to get out of here,
so I bolt, grabbing my purse and racing back to my car without even
saying goodbye. I start the engine, but I don’t know where I’m
going, so I just drive, aimlessly circling the busy streets, too
caught up in my thoughts to care.

Ashcroft was my father. All this time, I
never knew the truth.

I wonder what my mom was thinking -- what
could have possibly driven her to lie all this time? Did Ashcroft
not want me, is that why she never told me the truth? Something
must have happened to make her run like that: move across the
country and start a whole new life with a different guy.

And dad... My father was a good man. Kind
and patient, funny and loving. I have eighteen years of happy
memories with him, and even though I know this new revelation
doesn’t take them away from me, I wonder if he knew all along. Did
he look at me and see some other guy’s kid?

Who am I now?

I gulp back the tears. My heart is breaking.
I’ve been so alone since the car accident stole my family from me
-- but all along, I had someone out there. I just didn’t know
it.

And now I’ll never have the chance to know
him.

I think back over my few brief meetings with
Ashcroft. The jokes he cracked, the stories he told me about his
life. I enjoyed our time together, but I didn’t think twice about
it. Now, I ache with the missed opportunity.

If he’d only told me, I could have known the
truth. We wouldn’t have had long together, but it would have been
something.

Why did he seek me out after all this time?
What changed? I run through the possibilities in my mind, trying to
make sense of it. Maybe there was a reason things didn’t work out
with my mom, maybe he regrets the way it ended. Or maybe he just
felt guilty after all this time, and was trying to pay me off from
beyond the grave.

So many questions. I’ll probably never know
the answers now.

All I’m left with are regrets.

I look up, paying attention to the road for
the first time. I realize that I’ve driven up towards the Hollywood
Hills. Towards Vaughn’s house.

I feel a sudden flash of recklessness. I
know I’m all mixed up, reeling from the bombshell news, but
suddenly, I crave him more than ever.

Time slips away so soon. Anything could
happen. People can be gone from your life in the blink of an eye,
and you never get a second chance.

I don’t want Vaughn to be just a memory. I
don’t want to regret missing out on this too. Nothing about the
last few weeks has made any sense. But the desire already clenching
in my body, this is something real.

Something I can hold onto.

I take the turning up through the Canyon, my
determination growing. I pull into his driveway and hurry around to
the door before I can change my mind. The entrance is set back from
the driveway, off a platform overlooking the canyon. I ring the
bell and wait, my stomach tied up in knots.

For the first time, I’m the one making the
first move. Tonight, I need to lose myself in him.

And this time, I won’t hold back.
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VAUGHN

The doorbell drags me away from my computer
screen. Fuck. I slam my laptop shut with a crash and sweep the
printouts into a drawer. I’ve spent long enough on this twisted
trip down memory lane. I need to get it out of my head before I
lose my fucking mind.

“What?” I demand, yanking the door open.

It’s her.

Keely fucking Fawes. The woman I’ve been
trying my best to push away, and she’s here in front of me. Looking
like she wants to rip all her clothes off and spread wide right
there on my doorstep. Biting her juicy lip in a way that makes me
need to drag her inside and fuck that ripe mouth until she can’t
take it anymore.

“What do you want?” I demand, my cock
already stiff just at the sight of her. I swore I wouldn’t get any
deeper, but fuck, a man can only take so much.

She blinks, frozen for a moment. Then those
wet lips form in a single word.

“You.”

Lust crashes through me. “Don’t test me,
sweetheart,” I force the words through gritted teeth. “If you know
what’s good for you, you’ll get the fuck out of here, and never
look back.”

She shakes her head. “I want you,” she says
again, the sweetest fucking sound in the world. “I don’t care what
you’re hiding, or what it is you want. I just need you. All of
you.”

Fuck yeah.

With a growl, I step out onto the deck and
shove her up against the wall before she can say another word. I
claim her mouth with a hard kiss as I yank up her skirt and drive
my fingers deep inside her wet pussy.

So fucking wet for me.

“It’s a good thing you’re already dripping,”
I growl, flexing my fingers, making her moan. “Because you know,
I’m going to tear you apart.”

She shudders, her mouth dropping wide open.
It’s just begging to be filled, so I yank my hand out and push my
fingers into her mouth, forcing her to taste her own juices. She
licks eagerly, sounding another desperate moan.

Fuck yeah, you want me baby. You need my
cock so much, you can barely stand.

I grab her hips and spin her around, bending
her over the railing. Her body tenses with shock. We’re outside,
only a thin screen of trees dividing us from the street and in full
view of any lucky neighbors watching across the canyon, but I don’t
give a damn. She’s going to come screaming right here, right
now.

I’ve waited long enough.

I grab a condom from my back pocket and
unzip my jeans, holding her down with one hand. My cock is hard and
hungry, leaping as I slide on the rubber. I hike up her skirt, yank
those panties down and land a sharp slap across her ass.

She shrieks, jolting against the balcony
railing as I spank her again. This time, the cry turns to a breathy
moan. She thrusts her ass back towards me, gripping hold of the
metal to brace herself.

More? Fuck, I’ll give you more.

I fist her hair in my hand and yank, pulling
her head back so her body is arched and ready. “You fucking love
it, don’t you?” I demand, raining another hard slap against that
peach of an ass. “You love it when I make you hurt. You want to be
sore and used by me. You want my cock so deep you’ll be aching for
days.”

“Yes,” Keely whimpers, moaning. She writhes
against me, rubbing her ass against my cock. “I want it all.”

I reach around and grab her juicy breasts,
pinching at her tight nipples. She cries out again, and fuck, if my
cock doesn’t swell another inch just to hear the desperation in her
voice.

“Beg, dammit,” I order her, struggling to
keep control. I’ve never been so close to the edge, like if I sink
inside her wet flesh, I’ll be lost forever. She’s not the one in
charge here. I am. I have to be.

“Please,” she cries, her voice echoing into
the night. “Please, Vaughn, I need you. Fill me up. Please, fuck
me.”

With a roar, I shove her body down flat over
the railing and slam inside her in a single thrust, impaling her
lush body on nine hard inches of hungry cock.

Fuck.

She’s so goddamn tight, I think I’m going to
lose my mind. Keely lets out a whimper of pain. That’s right, baby.
That’s what a real man feels like, tearing you up inside.

I thrust deeper, forcing her tight cunt
wider than it’s ever been stretched before. Goddamn, that feels so
fucking good.

But Keely is still resisting me. She can’t
cope with my thick invasion, she’s only used to limp little dicks,
not this monster of a cock. “Wait,” she gasps, Vaughn.”

I clamp a hand over her mouth and slam into
her again, grinding deeper inside until I’m buried to the hilt. I
rock my hips so my cock rubs high against her walls, finding the
knot of nerves most women don’t even know exists.

Meet your G-spot, baby. Now my dick is going
to give you a VIP tour.

Keely goes slack with shock. Then she
groans, arching back against me. “Oh my god!”

Damn right, that feels good.

I pull out, then slam into her again,
feeling every clench of her pussy around me like a fucking vice. A
shudder rocks through her body. She gasps for air.

“I can’t believe...” She tries to string the
words together. “You’re so deep.”

I’m not here for fucking small-talk, so I
thrust, sending her body slamming forwards with every stroke. Deep.
Deeper. Fuck. She climaxes with a scream, contracting violently
around my cock, her juices rushing hot and wet.

You like that, baby? I’m not done with you
yet.

Keely is still sobbing with pleasure, broken
in my arms, but I don’t wait. I don’t go slow. I fuck her rough
just like I promised. Thrusting deep into that juicy pussy, yanking
her hair back, slapping her ass bright red. Soon, she’s screaming
again, grinding back onto my cock, her tits bouncing hard,
desperate for more.

I growl against her, my balls tightening.
Fuck. This is an epic climax looming, a goddamn tornado, and every
plunge into her clenching cunt sends a new crash of power slamming
through my body. I’m going to lose it. I’m going to fucking lose my
mind.

“Vaughn!” Keely slams her ass back into me
with each new pounding. She chants my name over and over, taking me
deeper, grinding against my cock. Dear God, I never thought she
could be this good. I’ve fucked a thousand women, but never like
her. She’s slick and dripping, so fucking tight, so fucking
good.

The haze begins to take me over, tension
tight in my balls, shuddering the way up my shaft. “Yes!” she
screams, desperate for every inch of me. “Oh God, Vaughn, I’m
coming, I’m coming!”

She breaks, clenching in epic spasms around
my dick, fucking squeezing it to death. The pressure is a goddamn
miracle. I come with a roar, crashing over the edge of sanity,
unleashing a hot torrent of cum inside her, the clench of her
orgasm milking me dry as the world implodes to nothing.

Fuck. Fuck!

I grip her sobbing body tight in my arms,
until finally the tidal wave ebbs away. I pull out, tossing the
condom over the balcony. My heart is racing like a jackhammer. I
can’t believe how fucking good that was.

Keely moves against me, coming back to life.
Right now is when I’m usually done with a woman. I got what I came
for, shot my load.

End of story.

Instead, I find myself lifting her up and
carrying her inside the house. I walk all the way to the bedroom
and set her down in the middle of my bed. I strip my jeans off, and
turn to undress her, peeling her blouse and skirt from her damp
body as she looks up at me in a daze.

Her face is flushed, her pupils dilated. She
looks beautiful. Well-fucked, just the way she’s supposed to
be.

I feel something clench in my chest. I fight
it, hard. A part of me hoped that fucking her would break her hold
over me, like once my cock had claimed its satisfaction, she’d be
nothing but a wet, used pussy to me like the rest of them: ridden
hard and put away wet.

But looking into those big brown eyes, my
cock stiffens all over again. I still want her, in every position,
every way. I want her tied down to my bedposts, I want her choking
on my cock. I want to claim her virgin asshole, and show that pussy
a million ways to come.

I’m in deep now, and there’s no going
back.
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KEELY

Oh. My. God.

I lay reeling on Vaughn’s bed as he finishes
peeling my clothes off. My head is spinning, my body aches with a
deep, sweet pleasure like nothing I’ve ever known.

That was the most amazing, mind-blowing, raw
animal sex of my life.

“What changed your mind?”

Vaughn’s voice comes, pulling me out of the
afterglow. I lift my head, that’s all I can manage. He’s at the
foot of the bed, looking down at me with a hungry stare. To my
disbelief, I can see his cock already getting hard.

Again?

I’m sore and aching, I’ve never been taken
so roughly in my life. But still, the thought of him burying
himself inside me sends a new wave of desire rippling through my
body.

“You’ve been pushing me away for weeks,”
Vaughn teases. He grips my ankles, yanking my thighs apart and
smirking at the view. “Why did you show up here tonight? Couldn’t
live without my dick a single minute more?”

He traces his hands up my thighs, and
strokes up, across my clit. I gasp at the pained pleasure. “Too
soon.” I try to stop him, but he moves my hand aside.

“Your body can handle it,” he tells me with
a dark grin. “You don’t know it yet, but you can come a dozen times
over, and still be ready for more.”

I fall back on the bed. He strokes again,
softer, sliding his fingers around my slick nub until I’m writhing.
“So, talk to me,” he insists.

It takes a moment to remember he asked me a
question. “Vaughn,” I whimper. “I don’t... I can’t think when you
do that.”

“Try harder.”

I take a deep breath, trying desperately to
keep it together while he strokes my clit in a dizzying rhythm. “I
found out something,” I manage to say. “Something that made me
realize, I didn’t want to wait.”

He slides two fingers inside me, and I yelp,
arching up against his hand.

“What was it?”

I gasp for air. Vaughn crawls over my body,
lowering his mouth to suck on a nipple. I squeak at the sharp
pleasure, bucking against his mouth. “Answer me,” he demands,
amusement in his eyes. “Remember the rules. You give me everything
I want, or I punish you.”

I moan. God, I love it when he punishes
me.

As if reading my mind, he takes one tight
bud between his teeth and nips hard. Ouch! I shriek. “And I promise
you, baby, it won’t be so fun as the last time.”

He nips my nipple again, and I cry out at
the delicious pain. “OK, OK, I’m sorry, I’ll tell you
everything.”

He sits back, letting me get my head
together. His fingers are still stroking between my thighs, sending
ripples of pleasure through my body, but he goes slow, waiting for
my answer.

I gulp for air, and try to function. “You
know that client of mine, Ashcroft?” I ask.

Vaughn’s hand stills. “What about him?” he
asks, in a low voice.

“Well, I didn’t tell you, but when he died,
he left everything to me.” I pause, seeing his jaw clench. I know,
he doesn’t want this getting personal. He’s made it clear he’s not
interested in talking, but he asked -- and for some reason, I find
I want to confide in him.

I’ve carried all this alone since it
happened. Justine doesn’t get it, but I remember, Vaughn lost his
father too. Maybe he can understand how this news has turned my
life upside down.

I take a breath and continue. “We didn’t
know why he put me in the will, but they had a DNA test done. It
turns out, he’s my father. Ashcroft was my dad.”

Vaughn releases me. He gets to his feet,
turning away from me. I feel a lurch of regret.

“Why are you telling me this?” Vaughn
demands. He turns back, and I can see, there’s a weird tension in
his eyes. “What’s this about?”

“Nothing,” I reply, confused. I reach for
the blanket, trying to cover myself up. “You asked what happened,
and I’m telling you. Finding out about Ashcroft, it changed
everything. I realized, I didn’t want to let you slip out of my
life the way he did. I never knew my real father, it made me think,
what else I didn’t want to miss out on when I had the chance.”

Vaughn’s expression relaxes, just a
little.

“You didn’t know you were his kid?” he
demands.

I shake my head. “Never. It turns out, my
mom had a relationship with him before she even met my dad. They
broke up right around the time she got pregnant. I guess he never
wanted me around.”

I look down, feeling the sting of rejection
for the first time. I didn’t have time to think about this part:
how Ashcroft could pretend like I didn’t exist for over twenty
years.

I’m surprised when Vaughn moves to sit
beside me on the bed. “Hey, it’s OK,” he tells me, placing a gentle
hand on my arm. “You’re better off this way. Some people just go
through life wreaking havoc and destruction. They don’t care about
the mess they leave behind.”

I look into his eyes, and wonder if he’s
talking about his father. A suicide like that, it must have
destroyed him as a young boy.

“So Ashcroft left you everything?” Vaughn
exhales.

I nod, self-conscious. “I still don’t
understand it, but yes. The company, estate, it’s all mine.”

“What are you going to do?”

I give a helpless shrug. “I don’t know. The
company headquarters are in New York. I guess I should go out
there, figure out how everything works. And I should meet his
adopted kids again, face to face. Maybe I can make them see, I’m
not trying to take anything away from them. But... I’m scared,” I
admit. “This is so big, I don’t know how I’m going to deal with it
all on my own.”

Vaughn’s grip on my shoulder tightens. “You
won’t be alone,” he says suddenly. I look, and find a fierce look
in his eyes, something dark and determined.

“I’m going with you.”
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VAUGHN

Twenty years ago, my life was ripped apart
by one man’s evil plan. He drove my father to suicide, destroyed my
mother, left me to try and raise my kid brother on my own.

I swore I’d have my revenge.

But that man is dead now, beyond the reach
of justice. The only way I can tip the scales is to obliterate his
legacy, and tear down brick by brick everything he worked to
build.

Ruin the one last person that he loved.

Keely Fawes.

She’s become my obsession, my conquest, my
darkest desire. I’ve only had a taste of what her delicious cunt
can do, and now I know she’s Ashcroft’s daughter, I only want her
even more.

Yeah, this girl doesn’t know what’s coming.
I’m going to fuck her a thousand different ways, show her what it
feels like to need my cock more than she can stand. I’m going to
claim that mouth, dominate that sweet pussy, be the only man to
slide deep in her virgin ass.

And then, when she’s broken -- when her body
aches to be filled, and she can’t live a single day without begging
for my cock -- that’s when she’ll learn the truth.

I wanted to protect her, now, I have no
choice but to destroy her.

One way or another, she’s the key to my
revenge.

* * *

What will Vaughn do next?

For a sneak peek of The Seduction 3, read on....
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KEELY

The limo drives smoothly through the lush
green of upstate New York. I look out of the tinted window at the
bright sky and unfamiliar scenery, and feel the knot of panic in my
chest grow tighter. Just a few weeks ago, I was just a regular
girl. An overworked paralegal in a law firm in LA, struggling to
get by and make my dreams of becoming a real lawyer true. Then
everything changed.

My client, Charles Ashcroft, died suddenly,
naming me the sole heir to his half-a-billion dollar fortune. His
adopted kids tried to fight it, claiming I manipulated and seduced
him into changing his will, but then a DNA test revealed the truth:
I was his daughter. My claim was legitimate.

The riches are mine.

Now I’m going to meet them all for the first
time since the revelations. Ashcroft’s mansion is a couple of hours
outside the city. They offered to send a chopper for me, but the
first-class airplane tickets were dizzying enough. I spent the
whole flight in a state of terror, wondering what the hell is
waiting for me.

Now, we turn off the main road, and pause
outside a huge pair of wrought-iron gates.

Oh God.

“We’re here,” I whisper, as the gates swing
open. Ashcroft Manor, the sprawling estate my late father called
home.

I clutch the hand of the man beside me.
Vaughn. Sexy, mysterious -- and the only person in the world I can
trust right now. He offered to come with me, and face the Ashcrofts
together. I leapt at his offer, afraid to enter the lion’s den
alone. Brent Ashcroft, the eldest son, has already tried to get me
fired and disinherited. I doubt the DNA test will stop him for
long.

Vaughn squeezes my hand. “Relax,” he orders
me. “You’ll be fine. I’m right here.”

“But look at it,” I stare out the window as
we head up the long, winding drive. The mansion looms in the
distance on the edge of a lake: four stories of sandstone, glowing
in the summer sun. It’s huge, like something from a movie. “This
can’t be mine.”

“I told you to relax.” Vaughn releases me,
moving his hand to my leg. He hikes my skirt higher, and slides his
fingers deep between my thighs.

I turn to him with a gasp. He’s looking at
me with hooded eyes, and that steely, dominating smile on his
face.

“I wonder,” he muses, “If you can come
before we reach the front door.”

I gulp. The house is barely a mile away.
“Vaughn,” I breathe, but he quells me with a look.

“That wasn’t a question,” he growls. “I want
your sweet cunt clenching around my tongue in the next thirty
seconds. We’re not getting out of this limo until you come.”

In a quick motion, he yanks my legs wider,
pulling them towards him so I fall back on the seat as he buries
his face between my thighs.

Oh God.

“Look at you, gushing wet.” Vaughn smirks.
He licks me hard through my panties, already soaked wet with
desire. “And it’s only been an hour since I fucked you on the
plane.”

He nudges my clit with his nose. “Do you
want it?” he murmurs. “Do you want my tongue licking your delicious
pussy?”

I moan. How does he do this to me? “Yes,” I
gasp. “Please.”

He yanks the fabric aside and buries his
tongue deep inside my aching hole.

I let out a muffled cry, arching up against
his wicked mouth. Oh fuck. I stuff my fist in my mouth to keep from
screaming, conscious of the driver just a few feet away from us
behind the privacy screen.

Vaughn doesn’t care. He didn’t care on the
flight here: he bent me over the bathroom sink in the first class
cabin and banged my brains out until I thought I’d die from
pleasure. Now, my body aches all over again he fucks me with his
tongue, driving it in and out in a relentless rhythm that sends me
wild, hurtling to the edge. I clutch the back of his head, trying
to bring him deeper, bucking madly against his face. He pulls out
and licks up against my clit, a hard gorgeous swoop, over and over
as he buries two fingers deep inside my wetness and pumps.

“Vaughn,” I whimper, pleasure crashing
through me. The car is slowing, approaching the main house, but I’m
too far gone. I bear down on his thrusting fingers, losing my mind
at the rough, thick plunge. “Oh God, Vaughn, please.”

He growls against me, a rumble of laughter,
curling his fingers higher. He fucks me deep, licking in a ravenous
orgy of sensation. The car comes to a stop as I lose all control,
all decency as he closes his mouth around my clit and sucks, hard.
I come with a scream, jerking up from the seat so hard I bang my
head against the car door as the waves crash over me.

“Good girl.”

Vaughn pulls his fingers out, and then slips
them into my mouth. I suck, breathless, feeling the orgasm slowly
recede. “Now, pull yourself together,” he tells me smirking, wiping
his hand down. “You just look like you came your brains out in the
back of the limo.”

He pulls his jacket on, opening the door and
stepping outside like nothing just happened.

I gasp for air, quickly pulling my skirt
down and smoothing back my hair. Holy crap. I wanted to arrive calm
and collected, ready to face the challenge ahead.

Instead, I can feel the imprint of his
fingers deep inside me; the ache of my body still wanting more.

But you’re not nervous
anymore, a mischievous voice points
out. You’re too turned on to
care.

Taking a deep breath, I slide across the
seat and climb out of the car. Outside, the house is even bigger
than before: looming up in front of me in an intimidating
shadow.

Vaughn is waiting, so I grab his hand and
make my way up the front steps. “Should we knock?” I whisper,
looking around. They knew I was coming, but the place is like a
fortress: still and quiet.

Before he replies, there’s the sound of a
bolt being drawn back. The huge doors swing open.

“Keely.” It’s Brent, Ashcroft’s oldest
adopted son. He’s dressed in a designer suit, his hair slicked
back, and a smarmy smile on his face. “You made it. How was the
trip?”

“Fine, thanks.”

Vaughn has gone totally still beside me, so
I untangle our fingers and reach to shake Brent’s outstretched
hand. “Thanks for having me,” I tell him awkwardly. “I know this
must be weird for you, but, I hope we can find a way to get
along.”

“Of course.” Brent narrows his eyes,
glaring. He turns.

“I’m sorry,” I say quickly. “I didn’t
introduce you. This is my... friend--”

“I know.” Brent stops me with a smug grin.
“Vaughn, my man, good to see you again.”

What?

I turn to Vaughn in confusion. How do they
know each other?
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KEELY

The limo drives
smoothly through the lush green of upstate New York. I look out of
the tinted window at the bright sky and unfamiliar scenery and feel
the knot of panic in my chest grow tighter. Just a few weeks ago, I
was just a regular girl. An overworked paralegal in a law firm in LA,
struggling to get by and make my dreams of becoming a real lawyer
true. Then everything changed.

My client, Charles
Ashcroft, died suddenly, naming me the sole heir to his
half-a-billion dollar fortune. His adopted kids tried to fight it,
claiming I manipulated and seduced him into changing his will, but
then a DNA test revealed the truth: I was his daughter. My claim was
legitimate.

The riches are mine.

Now I’m going to meet
them all for the first time since the revelations. Ashcroft’s
mansion is a couple of hours outside the city. They offered to send a
chopper for me, but the first-class airplane tickets were dizzying
enough. I spent the whole flight in a state of terror, wondering what
the hell is waiting for me.

Now, we turn off the
main road, and pause outside a huge pair of wrought-iron gates.

Oh God.

“We’re here,” I
whisper, as the gates swing open. Ashcroft Manor, the sprawling
estate my late father called home. I never got to know him, but now
maybe I’ll learn more about who he really was.

I clutch the hand of
the man beside me. Vaughn. Sexy, mysterious -- and the only person in
the world I can trust right now. He offered to come with me, and face
the Ashcrofts together. I leapt at his offer, afraid to enter the
lion’s den alone. Brent Ashcroft, the eldest son, has already tried
to get me fired and disinherited. I doubt the DNA test will stop him
for long.

Vaughn squeezes my
hand. “Relax,” he orders me, “You’ll be fine. I’m right
here.”

“But look at it,” I
stare out the window as we head up the long, winding drive. The
mansion looms in the distance on the edge of a lake: four stories of
sandstone, glowing in the summer sun. It’s huge, like something
from a movie. “This can’t be mine.”

“I told you to
relax.” Vaughn releases me, moving his hand to my leg. He hikes my
skirt higher, and slides his fingers deep between my thighs.

I turn to him with a
gasp. He’s looking at me with hooded eyes, and that steely,
dominating smile on his face.

“I wonder,” he
muses, “if you can come before we reach the front door.”

I gulp. The house is
barely a mile away. “Vaughn,” I breathe, but he quells me with a
look.

“That wasn’t a
question,” he growls. “I want your sweet cunt clenching around my
tongue in the next thirty seconds. We’re not getting out of this
limo until you come.”

In a quick motion, he
yanks my legs wider, pulling them towards him so I fall back on the
seat as he buries his face between my thighs.

Oh God.

“Look at you, gushing
wet.” Vaughn smirks. He licks me hard through my panties, already
soaked wet with desire. “And it’s only been an hour since I
fucked you on the plane.”

He nudges my clit with
his nose. “Do you want it?” he murmurs. “Do you want my tongue
licking your delicious pussy?”

I moan. How does he do
this to me? “Yes,” I gasp. “Please.”

He yanks the fabric
aside and buries his tongue deep inside my aching channel.

I let out a muffled
cry, arching up against his wicked mouth. Oh fuck! I stuff my fist in
my mouth to keep from screaming, conscious of the driver just a few
feet away from us behind the privacy screen.

Vaughn doesn’t care
about anyone else but me. He didn’t care on the flight here: he
bent me over the bathroom sink in the first class cabin and drove
deep inside me until I thought I’d die from pleasure. Now, my body
aches all over again he fucks me with his tongue, driving it in and
out in a relentless rhythm that sends me wild, hurtling to the edge.
I clutch the back of his head, trying to bring him deeper, bucking
madly against his face. He pulls out and licks up against my clit, a
hard gorgeous swoop, over and over as he buries two fingers deep
inside my wetness and pumps.

“Vaughn!” I
whimper, pleasure crashing through me. The car is slowing,
approaching the main house, but I’m too far gone. I bear down on
his thrusting fingers, losing my mind at the rough, thick plunge. “Oh
God, Vaughn, please!”

He growls against me, a
rumble of laughter, curling his fingers higher. He fucks me deep,
licking in a ravenous orgy of sensation. The car comes to a stop as I
lose all control, all decency as he closes his mouth around my clit
and sucks, hard. I come with a scream, jerking up from the seat so
hard I bang my head against the car door as the waves crash over me.

“Good girl.”

Vaughn pulls his
fingers out, and then slips them into my mouth, commanding me with
his eyes. I suck, breathless, feeling the orgasm slowly recede. “Now,
pull yourself together,” he tells me smirking. “You just look
like you came your brains out in the back of the limo.”

He pulls his jacket on,
opening the door and stepping outside like nothing just happened.

I gasp for air, quickly
pulling my skirt down and smoothing back my hair. Holy crap. I wanted
to arrive calm and collected, ready to face the challenge ahead.

Instead, I can feel the
imprint of his fingers deep inside me, the ache of my body still
wanting more.

But
you’re not nervous anymore, a mischievous voice points
out. You’re too turned on to
care. 


Taking a deep breath, I
slide across the seat and climb out of the car. Outside, the house is
even bigger than before, looming up in front of me in an intimidating
shadow.

Vaughn is waiting, so I
grab his hand and make my way up the front steps. “Should we
knock?” I whisper, looking around. They knew I was coming, but the
place is like a fortress: still and quiet.

Before he replies,
there’s the sound of a bolt being drawn back. The huge doors swing
open.

“Keely.” It’s
Brent, Ashcroft’s oldest adopted son. He’s dressed in a designer
suit, his hair slicked back, and a smarmy smile on his face. “You
made it. How was the trip?”

“Fine, thanks.”

Vaughn has gone totally
still beside me, so I untangle our fingers and reach to shake Brent’s
outstretched hand. “Thanks for having me,” I tell him awkwardly.
“I know this must be weird for you, but I hope we can find a way to
get along.”

“Of course.” Brent
narrows his eyes, glaring. He turns.

“I’m sorry,” I
say quickly. “I didn’t introduce you. This is my... friend--”

“I know.” Brent
stops me with a smug grin. “Vaughn, my man, good to see you again.”

What?

I turn to Vaughn in
confusion. How do they know each other?
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VAUGHN

What the fuck?

It’s him. The smug
son of a bitch who hired me to seduce Keely. Standing in the doorway
with a shit-eating grin on that face of his. Brent Ashcroft.

Keely’s rival for the
Ashcroft millions. Her biggest enemy.

My greatest threat.

“How’ve you been?”
Brent smirks at me. I have to clench my fists not to smash his
fucking face in.

Keely looks back and
forth between us, her eyes wide with confusion. “I don’t
understand...” she whispers.

“We met at some
charity function, right?” I pretend like I’m just recognizing
him. “Sorry, man, so many faces at those things.”

“Right.” Brent
gives me a look, like he’s got my number. “It was a while back.”

“Oh.” I feel Keely
relax beside me. “What a strange coincidence!”

“Small world,” I
growl.

No fucking way is this
a coincidence.

Brent stands aside, and
Keely steps inside. “Wow,” she whispers, looking up at the
vaulted ceilings of the grand lobby. It’s all black and white tiled
floors and fuck-off oil paintings, with a huge staircase leading up
to the first floor.

“Albert will show you
to your suite.” Brent snaps his fingers sharply, and an old
white-haired guy in a suit hurries over. He reaches for the cases,
but I stop him. The dude has to be pushing eighty.

“I’ve got it.” I
easily hoist them over my shoulder.

“You get settled in,”
Brent tells us, still looking smug as hell. “Dinner is at eight
thirty. Nothing special, just family. Wear whatever.”

“See you later.”
Keely gives him a nervous smile. I can tell she’s overwhelmed, and
that look on her face only gets more awestruck as Albert takes us up
to the first floor and down a long corridor lined with Persian rugs.
Finally, he pushes open the double doors at the end of the hall.

“The Cerulean suite,”
he announces.

I dump our bags on the
thick carpet. The room is massive, filled with antique furniture and
an epic four-poster bed. Carved wood, a classic canopy... I run a
hand over the posts and test their resistant.

Yeah, they’ll take
her thrashing, tied up and blindfolded while I fuck that sweet ass
into submission.

“Is this to your
liking?” Albert asks politely.

“Yes, thank you.”
Keely smiles.

He nods, and backs out
of the room, closing the doors behind him.

“Can you believe this
place?” Keely exclaims. She goes to the window, looking out at the
view of lawns and fountains and -- yup, a goddamn lake. “It feels
like a fairytale. This can’t be mine.”

“But it is.” I
pause. “I left my wallet in the car,” I lie. “I’ll be right
back.”

She nods, and starts to
unpack. I walk back downstairs, my mind racing.

Brent fucking Ashcroft.
Was this his plan all along? Keely said something about a morality
clause in the will. She would get disinherited completely with any
evidence she’s done something wrong.

Am I Brent’s secret
weapon? Is that why he hired me to fuck her?

And why should I care?

You’re
here to ruin her too, remember?

As if I could forget.
Ashcroft destroyed my family. Drove my father to suicide. I swore I’d
have my revenge, but the bastard died before I could make him suffer.
Now, I’m going to tear his legacy down, brick by fucking brick, if
it’s the last thing I do.

Keely is his daughter.
His sole heir. The key to my darkest revenge. But only if she doesn’t
learn the truth about who I am.

“I have to say, I’m
surprised to see you here.”

I spin around. Brent’s
leaning against the wall in the lobby. He’s dropped the phony
smile. Now he’s glaring at me with angry suspicion.

“I figured when you
cancelled our arrangement, it meant that you’d failed.”

“I never fail,” I
shoot back. “I just don’t want to be in business with scum like
you.”

Brent narrows his eyes.
“I wonder what Keely thinks about our deal.”

I close the distance
between us in a few strides. “You don’t say a fucking word to
her.”

“Or what?” Brent
smirks, and this time I don’t hold back. I grab the lapels of his
over-priced suit and slam him up against the wall.

“I don’t think you
heard me,” I growl, my voice like steel. I twist his collar,
cutting off his air supply. “If you value you’re life, you’ll
keep that fucking mouth shut about me, do you understand?”

Brent doesn’t say a
word, his eyes bugging out of his head, so I slam him back again. He
lets out a yelp.

“Yes! I understand!”

“Good.”

I release him, and he
stumbles to the ground, gasping.

“And I’m warning
you,” I add. “Don’t fuck with Keely. She’s mine. Hurt her,
you hurt me. And you don’t want to fuck with me.”

I leave him there,
doubled over, and head straight back upstairs to Keely. I’m wound
tight as a fucking vice, but just the sight of her silhouetted in the
window makes me stop.

Fuck, she’s
beautiful.

She turns back to me,
smiling. “Find it?”

“What? Oh, yeah, my
wallet. Under the seat.” I slam the door behind me. The scene with
Brent has rattled me, reminding me just how much is on the line here.

And
how you’re in over your head with Keely.

I shut down the
whispers. I’m in control here. I’m always in control.

Keely bends over to
unzip her suitcase. “What do you think I should wear to dinner? He
said casual, but--”

“Put that down.”

My voice is even, but
Keely freezes right away. She looks up, her eyes flaring with
excitement.

That’s right, baby.
You know what’s coming.

I stroll closer, blood
rushing to my dick. Damn, this girl makes me stiff just thinking
about slamming into her. Those creamy thighs, those juicy tits.

That wet, luscious
cunt.

My cock leaps,
straining to sink into her sweet pussy. I want to throw her down on
that bed and pound her until she screams the fucking house down.

But first, I want to
hear her beg.

“Take off your
clothes. Get on your knees. Hands behind your back,” I order her.

She gives me a wicked
grin, then complies without a word of protest. Obediently stripping
off her jeans and shirt. Dropping to the floor. Assuming the
position, her bare breasts jutting out, nipples tight and begging for
a suck.

Goddamn.

I unzip my pants and
stroke myself, hard as a fucking rock. Keely watches my hand, licking
her lips. She knows what I’ve got for her, all nine throbbing
inches, and damn if she isn’t wet and ready for me.

“You know, all this
time, I’ve been neglecting that sweet little mouth of yours,” I
muse, stopping by her kneeled body. “I’ve licked your pussy,
pounded that cunt until you can’t stand straight, but those lips...
They look like they need a good fucking. Would you like that?”

“Yes, Vaughn.”
Keely bobs her head. She’s still looking up at me with that teasing
grin, like she’s the one running this show.

Not for long,
sweetheart.

“You want my cock
sliding deep down your throat,” I tell her, growling. “You want
me filling you up, you need every fucking inch of me.”

She exhales in a
shiver. “God, yes.”

“You’re wet again.”
I watch her body, the frantic rise of her chest. “Go on, feel.”

Keely slides a hand
between her legs. Her eyes close for a moment as she feels herself,
and damn, I know just how slick that sweet flesh must be.

“Taste it,” I order
her. “Lick it all, baby. Tell me how you taste.”

She flushes, pulling
her fingers out and lifting them to her lips. She’s still
self-conscious, she has to look away as she sinks them between her
lips and sucks.

“Well?” I growl, my
cock aching to be right there. In her tight pussy or buried in that
hot mouth.

“I taste... I taste
like sex,” she whispers, cheeks red.

“Not yet,
sweetheart,” I chuckle. “Not even close. You just wait until I’ve
been fucking you for an hour, when you’re raw and aching and you
can’t believe you’re still wet. You wait until I’ve got my
fingers in that tight little asshole, and my cock shoved so deep in
your cunt you think you’ll die from the feeling.”

Keely gasps. Her eyes
are glazed now, her breath coming in fast little pants.

“When my cum spills
out of you, and you’re dripping in our juices. That’s what sex
tastes like, baby, and you can bet, I’ll make you drink every
drop.”

“I want it,” she
whispers, eyes glazed with lust. “Let me taste you now.”

“What’s the magic
word?” I ask, moving closer.

“Please!” she
demands, her voice shaking. “Vaughn, please!”

I shove my cock deep
into her mouth, all the way to the back of her throat.

Keely moans, vibrating
against my shaft. Fuck yeah, like that baby. She knows how I like it,
knows just the way to work, licking and swirling her tongue over me
as I thrust deep and hard into that wet chasm.

She breaks position,
lifting her hands to grip my ass, but I can’t complain, not when it
gives her leverage to slide her lips up and down my shaft, her tight
little mouth suctioning me with piston-quick accuracy.

Goddamn, her mouth is a
miracle.

She reaches lower,
cupping my balls, stroking my taint. I groan. God yes. Right there. I
can feel the tension grow, the tremor in my root as I fist my hands
in her hair and pump harder. Goddamn, I could lose myself right here,
in the wet warmth of her lips and the eager little moans she hums
into me.

She loves it, greedily
sucking down every inch of me, and fuck that just makes me harder,
pump deeper. I’m on the edge of a fucking precipice, plunging all
the way, so deep I can feel the ridges at the back of her throat,
hitting against my head with every thrust.

It’s fucking intense.
I’m seeing red here, my body coiled tight, my balls about to
explode. And then she looks up at me, her eyes wide and lustful as
her head keeps bobbing. I watch my dick slide all the way into that
sweet mouth, in and out, and fuck, she doesn’t look away. Her gaze
stays locked on me, so I see the desperate desire claiming her body,
and how much she wants this. How much she needs every inch of me,
swallowing me deep, ravenous, even as I fuck her hard and relentless.
She takes it all, moaning, her breasts bouncing with the force of my
thrusts.

I grip her hair and
thrust one last time as my climax rips through me. I roar, unleashing
a torrent of hot cum that spills out of her mouth, dripping onto her
tits as I lose myself to the slamming hard release. Keely sucks me
dry, licking every last drop as I ride out the wave, my heartbeat
hammering like a stampede in my ears.

She rocks back,
releasing me. Her hair is messy, her lips are slick with my cum. She
gasps for air, so fucking beautiful.

So fucking mine.

I feel a chill cut
through my haze of lust. I told Brent to stay away from her, but the
truth is, he’s not her biggest threat.

I am.

But if she can unman me
like this, drive me so fucking crazy, I can’t see straight, then
how am I supposed to pull the trigger when the time comes?

How will I destroy her,
when she’s the only one I want?
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KEELY

I look up at Vaughn, my
heart racing as I watch him pant for breath. His cum is sticky on my
chest and stomach, but I don’t care. I love the look on his face
when he comes. There’s nothing like it, that feeling of power --
blotting out Ashcroft, Brent... Everything but me and him, right
here.

I may be on my knees,
but I’m the one driving him out of his mind.

“Dammit, Keely.” He
shakes his head, grabbing hold of the desk for balance. “How the
fuck do you do this to me?”

“I just follow your
orders, sir,” I reply with a grin. I get to my feet, a delicious
ache between my naked thighs, my breasts hanging ripe and tender.
God, it turns me on like crazy getting him off.

“I don’t even need
to ask if you’re ready.” Vaughn smirks, his controlled facade
returning. “I bet you’ll come screaming the minute I sink into
that tight little cunt.”

God yes.

“Come here.” He
beckons me, a wicked smile on his face. I take an eager step towards
him, then I catch sight of the clock on the wall. Eight fifteen.
Shit.

“I have to shower,”
I tell him, panicked. “And be ready for dinner.”

Vaughn licks his lips.
“Who says we can’t do both?”

He strides towards the
bathroom, yanking me after him. It’s another huge space, all white
marble and a massive walk-in shower -- more than big enough for two.

Vaughn runs the water,
and strips off the rest of his clothes. Lord, he’s already hard
again, jutting up in a thick rod against his stomach.

He pushes me inside,
back against the wall. My pulse kicks.

“Hands above your
head,” he murmurs, reaching for a bottle of shower gel. “Let’s
get you cleaned up, you dirty girl.”

I shudder as Vaughn’s
hands massage me, soaping up my breasts and circling my nipples until
they’re tight and aching. He touches me everywhere, delving between
my legs to wash my slick entrance, roving between my crack.

I’m wound so tight I
swear I could shatter at the smallest pressure.

“I want to fuck you
for hours,” Vaughn smirks, “But that’s going to wait. Right
now, you have ten seconds.”

What?

Vaughn slides his hands
around my ass and lifts, wrapping my legs around his waist. His cock
nudges my clit, and I moan.

“Ten seconds, baby,
that’s all.” He teases, pressing again, sinking just an inch
inside me.

Fuck, that feels good.

“So you better come
for me right now, or you don’t come at all.” Vaughn hold my jaw
with one hand, his eyes glittering with challenge. “Think you’re
up to the challenge, baby?”

I nod, my heart racing.

“Ten,” Vaughn
pounds into me, so hard I slam back against the shower wall. Oh
Jesus, he’s so big, so fucking big, splitting me open with his
thick, hungry cock. But I don’t have time to feel him before he
withdraws, then pistons into me again.

“Nine, eight,
seven...” he murmurs in my ear with every thrust.

He sounds teasing, but
I know he means it, I realize. Shit, if I don’t come right now,
he’ll stop, he’ll leave me like this.

I arch up, thrusting to
meet his next stroke.

Pinching my nipple,
Vaughn gives me a wicked grin. “You’re running out of time,
baby.”

I answer with a moan.

Six,
five…

Vaughn drives deeper,
grinding his hips into me, making my clit explode with friction.

“Four,” Vaughn
bends his head, closing his mouth around my nipple. “Three,” He
bites down, sending a shudder of delicious pain through my body as
his cock plunges into me again.

Oh God, I’m so close.

“Two...”

Just as I think I’m
not going to make it in time, I grind down on him, trying to take
every inch of his magnificent dick, thrusting to get find that
sweet-spot, the bundle of nerves high inside my walls only he can
reach. My breasts bounce, he sucks my nipple harder.

Yes. Yes. Fuck!

One.

Vaughn plunges into me
again, hurtling me closer, closer, and then he’s pulling out. No! I
clench around him, trapping him inside me, desperately gyrating on
his cock, over and over until the pressure against my clit is too
much and I shatter apart with a scream.

Vaughn sets me down on
my shaking legs and withdraws. He catches his breath, then swears
under his breath.

Shit, I realize. No
condom.

“I’m on the pill,”
I tell him quickly. “And I’m clean.” I pause. “What about
you--”

“I’m clean,”
Vaughn replies, before I can finish.

Relief crashes through
me. “So it’s OK.”

Vaughn pauses, looking
at me with an agonized expression on his face. He cups my face,
surprisingly tender. “It’s not OK,” he says, leaning his
forehead against mine. “God, Keely, you don’t even know.”

Before I can ask what
he means, he pulls away. The gentle look is gone, replaced with his
familiar control. “You better dry off,” he tells me. “We’re
due downstairs right now.”


* * *

I dress in double-quick
time. Brent said it was just casual, so I pull on a plain skirt and
top, and tie my damp hair back in a twisted bun. But when Vaughn and
I head downstairs and into the lounge area, I find Brent waiting with
a roomful of strangers.

I stop dead in the
doorway.

“There they are,”
Brent gives me a victorious smile. “We’ve been waiting. I thought
I told you eight o’clock.”

“No,” I stammer,
“You said--”

But Brent interrupts,
turning to the guests. “Keely, I’d like you to meet Chad
Hargroves, Alistair Carson, and Dick Whitford.” Brent points to
them in turn, oozing charm. “They represent hedge funds that hold
major stakes in Ashcroft Industries.”

What? Oh crap.

“A pleasure to meet
you.” The men shake my hand. They’re a blur of identical suits
and middle-aged paunch, and expensive haircuts, and I struggle to
remember who’s who.

“We’re sorry for
your loss,” Chad adds in a Southern drawl. “But as you can
imagine, we have concerns about the change in leadership at the head
of the company.”

Brent interrupts. “I
suggested we all get together for dinner, so they can talk to you
face-to-face. I’m sure once you tell them your plans for the
company, they’ll be reassured.”

I stare in panic. My
plans for the company? I haven’t even had a chance to read the full
list of Ashcroft subsidiaries, let alone grasp the basic business
facts. How am I supposed to reassure them about anything?

Then I catch Brent’s
smug grin and it all becomes clear. This was his plan, to ambush me
with important investors and leave me looking like a fool.

Bastard.

“So tell us, Keely,”
one of the men, Dick, I think, looks at me expectantly. “How do you
propose we maintain the market share for the coming quarter?”

“Will you consider
moving labor overseas?” Alistair adds. “I’m hoping you’ll be
more open to the prospect than your father was. We’re failing to
compete with emerging markets on every level.”

My head spins. “I...”
I start, uselessly.

Then I feel a calming
hand on my arm. “Gentlemen,” Vaughn speaks up, sounding amused.
“It’s a little early for the Spanish Inquisition. My daddy told
me never to talk business without a drink in my hand.”

The men chuckle. “Your
father had the right idea,” Chad agrees. “How about it, Brent?”

“Of course.” Brent
forces a smile. “Albert!”

They turn to order
drinks. Vaughn bends his head to whisper in my ear. “Relax,” he
orders me.

“But what can I tell
them?” I whisper back, still panicked.

“Just keep up the
small-talk, and remind them that the management structure is still
unchanged. They want to know there’s a steady hand at the wheel,
that’s all.”

I take a deep breath,
steeling myself as another staff member comes out to whisper in
Brent’s ear.

“Dinner is served,”
he announces. “Keely, after you.”

I meet his stare with
an even look, then walk calmly to the main doors. He thinks he can
play games with me, he’s got another thing coming.

“Oh, Keely?” his
voice comes, laughing. “Other door.”

This is going to be a
long night.


* * *

We take our seats for
dinner in the huge dining hall. Ceiling-high blue silk curtains sweep
to the polished wooden floors, and the marble slab of a dining table
could seat twenty people, easy. Staff serve the appetizers, a fancy
salad arranged on huge plates with drizzles of sauce. It looks
delicious, but my stomach is tied up in knots.

I look around, trying
to get a grip on my nerves. Brent is at the head of the table, with
his siblings on either side. Riley lounges back, looking relaxed, but
Isabelle has a bored, haughty expression on her face. She sips
champagne, looking gorgeous and polished with her hair swept back and
a pair of diamond earrings dangling over a chic silk dress.

I knew I should have
dressed up.

I’ve been seated way
down the other end of the table, with Vaughn on my right side, and
one of the investors across from me. I pick at my salad, not even
taking a single bite before Brent speaks up.

“So, now that we’ve
all got some booze in our glasses, it’s time to hear from you,
Keely.” He folds his hands, looking stern. “I should tell you,
we’re considering a takeover bid for Ashcroft Industries. Hopefully
you’ll be able to convince these gentlemen why they should put
their faith, and millions of dollars, in your leadership.”

“I’ve got to say,
we’re worried,” Chad agrees. “Ashcroft was the life and soul of
the company, and now he’s gone, we’re all having doubts about the
future. What can you tell us to put our minds at ease?”

I brace myself.
“Nothing.”

He stares, shocked. The
other men put down their forks. “Nothing?”

“Yet,” I add
firmly. “I’m going to be honest with you. I could sit here and
tell you I’ve got a handle on things, but that would be a lie. It’s
been a few days since the will was verified, and we all know Ashcroft
Industries is a sprawling corporation. It’s going to take me time
to meet with everyone and figure out the lay of the land. But you can
rest assured, I’m not going to make any snap decisions.”

Chad looks thoughtful.
“I appreciate your honesty, little lady.”

“Honesty doesn’t
change the fact that Keely has no background in business,” Brent
interrupts. “I hate to admit it, but I don’t want to mislead any
of you. She didn’t go to Harvard and Wharton like me,” he adds
with a smug laugh.

“I may not have a
fancy MBA, but neither did Ashcroft when he built this company,” I
shoot back. “Look, I inherited the title of CEO and the majority
shares, but I’m not the company -- the workers are. From the
management all the way down to shop floor workers, they’re the ones
who have made Ashcroft Industries into the company it is today, and
they’re all still there.”

I look around the
table, making eye contact with all the investors. “I can’t stop
you from pulling your investments and bolting right now, but it would
be a mistake. Give me a chance to show you that the company is in
good hands. Ashcroft is gone, but he left behind a strong legacy --
which I will do everything to protect.”

I direct my last
comment towards Brent with a glare. He can try to intimidate me and
manipulate the investors, but I just got here, and I won’t leave
without a fight.

The investors share a
look, then Chad clears his throat, breaking into a smile. “That’s
just what we were hoping to hear. We’re in no hurry to make any
rush judgments, so you get settled in, and we’ll talk about this
more. Welcome to the company, Keely.”

He raises his glass,
and the others follow in a toast.

I let out a sigh of
relief. Vaughn squeezes my hand under the table, giving me a smile. I
did it. It’s not over by a long shot, but at least I’ve bought
myself some time.
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VAUGHN

After dinner, Keely is
so exhausted that she passes out right away, but I can’t sleep. I
roll out of bed and pace the floor, caught up in anger and confusion.

She looks so peaceful,
laying there in the moonlight. So innocent -- even if I know the
truth of her dirty, delicious mind.

I want to protect her.
I need to claim her.

Lust rises in me,
insatiable despite the fact I’ve come twice in the last couple of
hours. I move closer to the bed, peeling back the covers. Her body is
splayed open, her luscious breasts jutting up in the air, her skin
barely covered by her silky nightgown.

I reach out and stroke
her hair. She gives a breathy sigh, smiling in her sleep.

What
the fuck are you doing? Watching her sleep like a goddamn pussy? Get
a grip!

I snatch my hand away
and let myself out of the room. The house is dark and silent as I
roam down the hallways, cursing Brent, and Keely, hell, even that
bastard Ashcroft for putting me in this position at all.

The hold she’s got on
me is driving me crazy. I tell myself this is all part of my plan, to
gain her confidence and later destroy her, but just one teasing look
from those big hazel eyes and fuck, I want nothing more than to slam
deep inside her and make her scream my name.

I need to dominate her,
prove I’m still in control. But somehow, even when she’s on her
knees, I’m at her mercy. Even when I’m pounding into her wet
pussy, watching her eyes roll back, hearing her scream for release, I
still feel like she’s the one calling the shots.

Fuck!

I reach the end of
another hallway when I see light coming from behind an open door. I
move closer, pushing it open to find some kind of office library --
lined with books and a heavy old desk. Brent is rummaging through the
drawers. He freezes, looking up with a guilty expression when I step
into the room.

“Oh, it’s you.”
He scowls, slamming the drawer shut.

“Looking for
something?”

“Just getting this
place cleared out.” Brent shoves some papers in a box.

I raise an eyebrow. “At
two in the morning?”

Brent doesn’t answer.
He stares at me thoughtfully for a moment, then smiles. “You know,
I think we got off on the wrong foot.”

“Oh yeah?” I glare.

“You and me, we could
be useful to each other.” Brent goes to the bar in the corner. “You
want a drink?”

I pause, then take the
whiskey he offers. Everything about this guy makes my skin crawl, but
I want to know what he’s got up his sleeve for Keely.

“See, I couldn’t
figure out why you’d blow me off and cancel our deal. But it’s
the inheritance, right?” Brent asks with a knowing leer. “You
found out what she’s worth, and you figured you’d try and play
her for a bigger piece of the pie. Smart work.” He nods. “I like
a man who aims big.”

And I like a man who
shuts the fuck up and stops talking bullshit, but I force myself to
give him a bland smile.

“Maybe I am after the
money. What do you care?”

“I can help,” Brent
says. “I promise, I won’t say anything about our little
arrangement... If you help me out in exchange.”

Now we’re getting
somewhere.

“What do you want?”
I ask.

“The company. Not
everything,” he adds quickly. “She can keep some shares, a cut of
the profits. Hell, I’ll even let her have the rest of the estate.
But I want control.”

I take a slow swallow
of whiskey. “Say I help you take control, what’ll you do with
it?”

Brent’s face splits
in an ugly sneer. “What should have been done a long time ago. My
father was sentimental. He let his heart get swayed by notions of
loyalty, and doing the right thing. Our profits could be double if we
change our way of doing business. Moved business abroad, cut worker
pensions and salaries.”

“Sweatshop labor,”
I translate. “Screwing the little man.”

“Letting the free
market decide costs and standards,” Brent corrects me. “Or are
you sentimental like him?”

I harden. “I’m
nothing like your father,” I spit.

“Good. Then do we
have a new deal? I’ll keep your little secret, and you’ll steer
Keely to settle for my proposals.” Brent holds out his hand for me
to shake.

I ignore it, gulping
back the rest of my drink. I set the glass down, and turn to go.

“You do whatever the
fuck you like,” I tell him. “But I think you’re underestimating
Keely. You saw her at dinner.”

“Three idiots who
can’t see the forest for the trees.” Brent scowls. “I’d like
to see her pull that off in front of a shareholder meeting with
hundreds of angry voters.”

“Maybe. But I
wouldn’t count her out just yet.”

I leave him in the
office and head back towards our bedroom. But with every step, an
angry voice scolds me.

Why
the hell are you defending her? Brent’s plan is exactly what you
wanted.

I want to destroy
Ashcroft’s legacy, and running his company into the ground is one
way to do it... I have no doubt that with Brent at the reins,
Ashcroft Industries would fall apart in months -- or become so
loathed that their shareholders would jump ship at record rates.

But Keely wants to save
it. And, God help me, I’m going to help her try.

For now, at least.

I tell myself it’s
the smart move. See how things play out: watch where the chips fall,
and decide if Brent’s as much of an idiot as he appears. As long as
I stay by Keely’s side, I’m right where I need to be, ready to
strike when the opportunity comes.

And if that means I get
to gorge on her stunning body in the meantime -- claim every inch of
her until she’s branded with my touch, on her knees, begging for my
cock?

Well, that’s just
fine with me too.
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KEELY

The bed is empty when I
wake. Vaughn’s left a note scribbled on the pillow.

Gone
for a run.

I put it down slowly
and take a breath, glad of the moment alone. Having Vaughn with me
24/7 is an overwhelming experience, especially with the intense
sexual chemistry blazing between us. Part of me is glad to have the
back-up and feel like I’m not all alone in this, but part of me
needs a moment to get my head together, and focus on the massive task
ahead of me -- without Vaughn’s tempting distractions.

Today, I’m going into
the city to visit Ashcroft Industry’s headquarters and meet the
main management staff. I dress carefully, in a business-like pencil
skirt, and crisp tailored blouse. It’s the most appropriate outfit
I have, but still, when I look in the mirror, I feel like they’ll
see through me in an instant.

What
are you doing? My doubts surface. Brent
was right. You’ve never studied business in your life before. How
can you run a huge corporation?

I force myself to stay
calm and remember what I told the investors last night. I don’t
have to run it: I just need to find the right people and trust them
to continue their good work.

Ashcroft entrusted his
legacy to me, and I can’t let him down.

I have time to kill
before the car collects me, and my stomach is rumbling. I barely
touched my dinner last night, I was too busy trying to keep it
together during my interrogation, so I go downstairs in search of the
kitchen.

I didn’t get a chance
to explore the house yesterday, and now I take my time, lingering in
the long hallways, and peeking into a never-ending series of grand
rooms. The decor is traditional, full of old antiques and heavy
brocade curtains. I wonder if they’re heirlooms like that bracelet
Ashcroft tried to give me: history from a family I never knew
existed.

I realize how little I
know about Ashcroft and his life. Until recently, he was just an
eccentric client to me. I listened to his stories with amusement, but
the details didn’t register with me. I feel a pang at the missed
opportunity to get to know him.

Now, it’s too late.

After wandering the
house for a while, I find the kitchen: a huge, cozy space with bright
yellow tile and a big farmhouse table set with fresh pastries and
juice. I make a beeline for the plate of muffins when I see Isabelle
curled up, half-hidden in the nook. She’s wrapped in a silk robe,
sipping espresso from a tiny china cup.

“Hi.” I pause,
awkward. “How’s it going?”

Isabella stares back at
me coolly. Without her makeup on and fashionable clothes, she looks
younger, almost vulnerable. But the icy expression is still fixed in
place on her beautiful face. “Fine, thank you,” she answers
politely. “Did you sleep well?”

“Yes, great.” I
hesitate another moment, then take a seat with her at the table and
start filling a plate. “This looks amazing. Did you do it?”

Isabelle curls her lip
in amusement. “No, the cook sets it out in the morning. I don’t
know why. Brent never eats, and Riley’s already gone.”

“Gone where?” I ask
curiously.

She shrugs. “I never
know. He does his own thing. Our father was the only one who ate a
real breakfast.”

Isabelle looks down,
and I see the sadness in her eyes. The Ashcroft siblings may not be
relatives by blood, but they were his children too -- they spent most
of their lives with Ashcroft.

“I didn’t have a
chance to say, but I’m really sorry for your loss,” I tell her
quietly. “I didn’t know him very well, but I could tell he was a
great guy.”

Isabelle looks
surprised. “He was,” she says, softening. “There’s nobody
like him in the world.”

We sit silently for a
moment, and I feel a rush of warmth for this girl. I was an only
child, and always wanted siblings. I realize for the first time that
Isabelle, Riley, and even Brent are connected to me too now. I’m
not so naive to think we will all bond overnight, but maybe, in
time...

“What are you doing?”
Brent’s voice snaps through my thoughts. I freeze, a muffin halfway
to my mouth, before I realize his anger is directed at Isabelle.

“Nothing,” she says
quickly, looking down. “Just, she came in...”

“We talked about
this,” Brent hisses. “And here you are, going behind my back.”

Isabelle seems to
crumble right in front of me. “I know, I’m sorry.” She looks
nervous, getting to her feet and scurrying towards the door.

“We were just having
breakfast,” I speak up, confused by Brent’s anger.

His eyes flick back
towards me. “The car is here,” he says shortly. “Are you ready?
You have a busy schedule. You can’t be late.”

“Of course.” I grab
my plate and a glass of juice. I can eat in the car. “It was nice
talking to you, Isabelle,” I add as I pass.

She looks down at the
floor, shoulders tense, and obediently waits for Brent to leave
before she follows him out.

Weird.


* * *

I don’t have time to
think about the strange scene with Brent and Isabelle for long. As
soon as I get in the limo, I tap a quick text to Vaughn to meet me
later, and then dive into the first of a dozen thick reports on
Ashcroft Industries. I read as quickly as I can for the drive into
New York, but by the time we draw up outside a towering skyscraper in
Midtown, I’ve still barely got my head around the company.

“Right this way, Miss
Ashcroft.” A perky secretary greets me in the lobby, ushering me
past security to a glass elevator.

“It’s Fawes. My
name,” I add awkwardly. “I was never an Ashcroft.”

“Of course.” The
secretary gets out a palm pilot device, and I swear she’s sending
out a memo about my name even as we speak. “Everyone’s excited to
meet you.”

I think she’s just
exaggerating, but when the elevator doors open on the thirty-fifth
floor, she hasn’t lied. People are lined up in the hallway to greet
me, a blur of faces all shaking my hand and welcoming me to the
company.

“Thank you,” I
mumble, my head already spinning. “It’s great to meet you too.”

“We’re like a big
family here,” the secretary explains. “If Ashcroft trusted you to
take the reins, then that means we’re all happy to have you.”

Not everyone.

As we make our way
across the office floor, I notice a few people hanging back, scowling
in my direction. I remember that Brent has been a part of the company
for years, and has probably built up his own loyal following too. No
matter what the secretary says, I’m sure there are plenty of people
just waiting to see me fail.

I don’t know yet who
I can trust.

“I’ll leave you
with Cameron McCullogh.”

I’m deposited in an
impressive corner office, decorated with modern glass and chrome
furniture, and with drop-dead gorgeous views of the city.

“A pleasure to meet
you, Keely.”

I turn. A handsome man
in his thirties gets up from behind the desk, and comes to shake my
hand.

“Mr...” My mind is
already blank, but the man just flashes an easy smile.

“Call me Cam. I was
Ashcroft’s second-in-command here. Did you meet everyone outside?”

“Yes.” I nod. “I’m
afraid I can’t promise to remember all the names...”

Cam chuckles. “Don’t
worry about it. This is all a lot to take in, but you’ve got all
the time in the world to get to know us all. Cynthie?” He turns to
the secretary. “Hold my calls for the rest of the afternoon. I’m
sure Keely here has plenty of questions to get us started.”

Cynthie nods, and
withdraws, closing the door behind her.

“Take a seat.” Cam
gestures to the couch by the windows. “Can I get you a drink, some
iced tea? Twenty years in the States and I’m still not used to it,”
he adds with a grin. “As far as I’m concerned, tea should be
drunk steaming hot with milk and sugar.”

“No, thanks, I’m
fine.” I sit down, relaxing a little. There’s something about
Cam’s smiling blue eyes and faint Scottish accent that sets me at
ease. “I’m sorry you have to walk me through all of this. I know
you must be busy.”

“Nonsense,” Cam
insists. “I’m here to help you with whatever you need.”

“Well,” I start,
pulling out my legal pad and a pen. “Maybe you could start at the
beginning, with Ashcroft’s different subsidiaries?”


* * *

Three hours, and two
cups of ‘real’ tea later, and I’m getting a headache. Despite
Cam patiently talking me through the set-up and day-to-day
operations, we haven’t even begun to touch on the real business of
the company.

“What about the
investors?” I ask, closing my notebook for a moment and stretching
out my writing hand. “Brent says there’s a takeover bid, another
company wanting to buy up the business. Do you think I should
consider it?”

Cam leans back. “It’s
certainly an option. The share price has dropped since Ashcroft died,
and this would be one way for you to relieve yourself of the burden.
But this company has tried to launch a takeover bid before,” he
adds, “And Ashcroft turned them down every time. It’s a hedge
fund, real cloak and dagger. We don’t even know who’s behind the
money.”

“But what about the
share price?” I ask. “They say it’s gone down.”

Cam gives me a
reassuring smile. “Share prices bounce around all the time. Things
will stabilize once they see it’s business as usual here.”

“I just don’t know
if I’ll be more harm than good.” I sigh, looking around. It’s
not just this office, but factory plants and offices all around the
country. Thousands of people whose jobs now depend on me.

Cam keeps smiling.
“You’ve got time. We don’t need to make any big decisions right
away. I’ve got things under control here at HQ, so you just settle
in, get a feel for things, see how it goes.”

I exhale, relieved.
“OK, sounds like a plan.”

“I’ve kept your
schedule this week pretty light,” Cam continues, checking his
tablet. “We’ll take meetings with all the department heads, so
you can hear how they’re running things. And since the gala is
cancelled--”

“What gala?” I ask.

“Oh, you didn’t
know?” Cam pauses. “Every year, the company hosts a charity
fund-raising gala. Black-tie affair, we usually raise about
half-a-million dollars for good causes. It was Ashcroft’s pet
project,” he adds with a smile.

“But you said it’s
cancelled?”

Cam clears his throat.
“Brent said it wouldn’t be appropriate this year, since Ashcroft
just passed...”

I feel a flash of
anger. Typical Brent, ignoring people in need. He’d been the one to
hurry on the reading of the will, not caring about the charity
donations Ashcroft had left.

“When was it
cancelled?” I ask. “Is it too late to change the plans again?”

Cam looks thoughtful.
“That shouldn’t be a problem. We host it in the same place every
year, and I’m sure the caterers and staff are all still available.”

“Then make the call,”
I decide. “The gala is going ahead -- in Ashcroft’s memory. It’s
what he would have wanted.”

“What about Brent?”

I narrow my eyes.
“Screw Brent. He’s not the one in charge here. I am.”

Cam looks at me, slowly
breaking into a smile. “I can see why Ashcroft picked you,” he
says with a chuckle. “You’re going to do him proud.”
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VAUGHN

I meet Keely in the
city at the Ashcroft Industries headquarters. I want to see what the
old man built on his lifetime of betrayal, and when I get there, it’s
everything I expected: a massive, fuck-off testament to lies and
deception. There’s no mention of my dad, or everything he
sacrificed to build the company. The glossy brochure in the waiting
area doesn’t even say that he started this place from nothing with
Ashcroft, it’s all boasting and puff pieces about the bastard
himself.

He deleted my father
from history so completely, it’s like he never existed.

I pace around,
impatient. Keely’s meetings have run long, and although some
assistant runs up to offer me a drink every five minutes, I don’t
want to spend another minute here more than necessary.

There’s no point in
stalking around and getting to know the place, when soon enough, I’ll
see it all destroyed.

Finally, the doors at
the end of the hall open. Keely comes out, laughing with some guy
right beside her, a tall guy in a suit.

What the fuck?

I tense, seeing the way
he leans in to murmur something in her ear. She smiles up at him, and
he rests his hand on her arm for a moment.

Jealousy slams through
me.

I stride over to them.
Keely turns, seeing me. “Vaughn!” She smiles. “This is Cam
McCullough. He was second in command to Ashcroft, so he’s been
explaining everything to me.”

I meet Cam’s eyes
with a glare. Back the fuck off,
I tell him without words, but the guy doesn’t flinch, just holds
out his hand for me to shake.

“Great to meet you,”
he says. “And Keely, I’ll see you tomorrow, bright and early.”

She laughs. “I’ll
be right here, but I’ll need something stronger than tea.”

“Whatever you need,
I’m at your service.” Cam salutes.

I bet he is. I watch
his gaze move over her body, the round globes of her ass high and
tight under her skirt, and it makes me want to punch his lights out.

“You ready to go?”
I ask Keely, fighting to keep my cool.

“I’m all yours.”
She smiles, tucking a hand through my arm. I glare at Cam over my
shoulder as we walk away.

You hear that, buddy?
Look all you want. She’s mine.

“You mind if we do
some shopping?” Keely asks as the elevator doors slide shut.

I grab her right away
and kiss her hard against the wall. I thrust my tongue deep into her
mouth and feel her body go slack against me.

That’s right, try
thinking about some other guy when all you want is my dick buried to
the fucking hilt.

The doors open. I
release her, and she stumbles, losing her balance. I take her arm and
guide her outside. “Are you done with the meetings?” I demand,
wanting to get the hell out of there.

She blinks, still
flustered. “For today, but I need to pick up a few things while
we’re in the city. I’m going to need all kinds of new clothes for
these meetings. This won’t cut it,” she sighs, looking down. “Not
to mention cocktail dresses and a gown for the gala the company is
throwing this weekend...”

“A gala?” I ask,
half-listening.

“For charity.
Ashcroft ran it every year...”

As we catch a cab to
5th Avenue, Keely talks about what a saint and a martyr old man
Ashcroft was. I blank it out, still rattled by my jealous rage
upstairs. I don’t get jealous. I never give a fuck enough to care.
But seeing that Cam guy’s hand on Keely’s arm made me see red.

What the fuck is wrong
with me? Why should I care if some dumb schmuck gets a hard-on
looking at the girl? It doesn’t mean she’s going to drop to her
knees for him. Keely’s not like that.

But
what if she is?

I feel a chill. I
trusted a woman once. I even thought I loved her, back when I
believed that love even existed. But she was just playing games with
me, tying me up in knots until the day she fucked me over and
betrayed me.

I look at Keely, so
open and sweet. So eager to please me, she’ll take my cock any
place, any time and beg for more. I want to believe she’s
different, that she would never do that to me.

But I thought that
about Julianne too, and look what the fuck happened there.

Love
is bullshit. They all betray you in the end.


* * *

We hit Saks so Keely
can grab the things she needs. The clerk ushers her into a dressing
room. I move to follow.

“Sorry, sir. No men
allowed.” The older woman stops me. “But you’re welcome to wait
here.” She gestures to a seating area, filled with other
pussy-whipped guys toting handbags and carriers.

I flash her a
panty-dropping smile, the kind that makes women fall flat on the
floor and spread their legs. “You can bend the rules, I’m sure.”

Right on cue, the woman
blushes. “I don’t know...”

“I won’t tell.” I
lean in to whisper in her ear, letting my lips brush against her
skin. “It’ll be our little secret.”

I feel her shiver. “I
suppose...” She bites her lip, looking around. “Go on, before
someone sees.”

“Thanks, doll.” I
wink, and she turns bright red. Poor woman, I bet she hasn’t been
fucked right in years. Hell, she’s probably going to lock herself
in the storage room right now and get herself off, rubbing hard as
she imagines me sinking deep in her cunt.

Don’t say I never
contribute to society.

The dressing room is
empty, except a drawn curtain at the end. I yank it open.

Keely lets out a
shriek. “You scared me,” she gasps. She’s zipping up a silky
little cocktail dress. It’s got a tight bodice that shoves her
breasts high together: two ripe peaches, just waiting for a juicy
bite.

My dick approves.

I pull the curtain shut
behind us.

“What do you think?”
Keely spins around, looking self-conscious. “It’s expensive, but
I guess this stuff is important now, so I look like I fit in.”

“I like it,” I
murmur, drinking in the sight of her. “I’ll like it more when
it’s shoved up around your waist.”

Keely catches my gaze.
Her cheeks go red. “Vaughn,” she whispers, like she knows what
I’m planning for her.

But she doesn’t know.
Not even close.

There’s noise
outside, another person being shown to a room, but I don’t care. If
anything, it makes this even better.

“Turn around,” I
tell her softly. “Put your hands against the mirror.”

Keely’s eyes flare
with excitement. She does as I say.

I watch her standing
obediently, her legs spread and waiting for me, her body arched
against the glass. I can see her face reflected in the mirror: the
glazed desire on her face.

“That’s right,
baby,” I murmur, making her wait. “I’m the one in control here.
Only me. I can make you beg, make you scream. And you know damn sure
I can make you climax like you’ve never come before.”

Keely shudders, her
breath coming in pants. My cock grows harder. Fuck, I want to be
buried deep in that wet, delicious pussy. I want to see those breasts
crushed up against the mirror with every hard slam.

How does she do this to
me? She’s turning my whole world upside down, making me feel all
this shit I never wanted to feel again. But now...

Now I can make it so
she never betrays me.

I step forwards,
leaning in close. “You look so classy like this, don’t you?
Refined. People would never guess what a dirty girl you are.” I
lean closer murmuring in her ear. “I wonder what they’d say if
they knew the truth. That you’ve come screaming on your hands and
knees with my tongue up your ass and my fingers buried deep in that
dripping cunt.”

Keely’s eyes dilate
with lust. She juts her ass back, trying to rub against my rock-hard
dick. I step back. I won’t give her what she needs.

Julianne was a lifetime
ago, back when I was a green kid who didn’t know dick about
dominating a woman. Keely will be different. I’ve only begun to
show her what it means to submit to me. She thinks she knows what
it’s like to want me, to go crazy needing my cock?

Not yet she doesn’t.

I’m going to make her
so fucking horny, she won’t have room to think of another man.

“I know, baby,” I
croon. “I know you want it now. Right here in this dressing room...
You’re wet for me, gagging for it.”

I can see her nipples
tighten, the way her legs tremble. Damn right, she’s weak for me.
Hungry for a good hard pounding.

“You act so good for
the rest of them,” I growl. “So prim and proper. But I know your
secret. Deep down, you want it dirty, don’t you? You want me to
shove you up against this mirror right now and fuck you with every
inch of my cock until you lose your mind.”

“Yes,” she
whispers, flushing. “Oh God, Vaughn, yes.”

The sound of her
begging makes everything disappear, until it’s just me and her, and
my raging hard-on and her luscious body, desperate for me.

At my mercy. It’s
simple now, the way it’s supposed to be.

I need this power. I
have to have her surrender.

“No one else makes
you feel this way,” I growl, still not touching her. “Nobody. You
belong to me, you understand? I’m the only one who has rights over
this body, and I’ll take it any way I damn please. Say it!”

“Nobody else,”
Keely breathes. “Only you!”

Damn straight.

“I want your cock
inside me.”

Her voice whispers
through me. I look up. She’s watching me in the mirror now -- her
eyes fixed determinedly on mine.

A smile plays on her
lips as she slowly licks her lips. “I want you sliding all the way
inside,” Keely murmurs. “I want to feel you, so deep, stretching
my tight, slick pussy.”

Oh shit. Blood rushes
to my dick, so hard it hurts. Hearing those dirty words from her
innocent mouth... Fuck, it drives me crazy.

Keely keeps her gaze on
me. “You know what it feels like, tight and wet for you,” she
whispers, arching her back. Showing off those ripe breasts, her
nipples straining at the dress. Wiggling that firm ass, tempting me
with her curves.

I groan. Dammit! I’m
supposed to be the one in control. I want to make her beg, and
instead, I’m panting like a fucking school-boy who can’t get
laid.

“You want me on my
knees and begging for you?” she challenges. “I want it too. I
want you to tie me down, and fuck me until I can’t walk for days. I
want your dick pounding into me, no holding back. Every inch, Vaughn,
I want to feel every single inch.”

Jesus. I suck in a
ragged breath. She’s pushing back, turning the tables, and hell, it
makes me want her even more. I need her on her knees, on her back,
bent double with my cock shoved up her ass screaming my name.

I crave her sweet cunt
more than anything. And that’s a serious fucking problem.

I wrench myself away
and stride out, leaving her up against the mirror, waiting for my
dick. I power through the department store, shoving people out of my
way. I need to put as much distance between us as possible before I
lose my fucking mind.

She’s got a hold on
me I can’t explain, and dammit, I can’t risk falling again.
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KEELY

Vaughn ignores me for
the drive back to the estate. I watch him, trying to figure out this
hot and cold routine. Back in the dressing room, there was something
going on with him, I’m sure of it. A new kind of tension when he
ordered me around.

I wanted to turn the
tables, show him what it felt like to want me. But then he freaked
out and left, and I don’t know what just happened.

“What’s going on?”
I ask, worried.

“Nothing,” Vaughn
snaps. He’s so tense, I can see it: his broad shoulders clenched
under his suit.

“The dressing room
back there...” I pause. “Something wasn’t right.”

“You mean, you didn’t
get a personal shopping session with my cock?” He smirks at me,
acting casual. “I told you, baby, I want to see you wait.”

“No, something else,”
I tell him. “You were different.”

“Quit it.” Vaughn
glares at me. “I don’t want to talk.”

“Well tough luck,”
I counter. “Because I do.”

I watch him for another
minute, thinking back over what he said. How he wanted me to admit
I’m his -- only his.
As if I could think of another man when he has this power over me.

Then I realize.

“What was her name?”
I ask.

Vaughn flinches like
he’s just been shot. “Who?”

“The woman who made
you so scared to trust anyone.”

He looks up, surprise
clear on his face.

“You must have loved
her a lot,” I add softly, “For her to hurt you like this.”

Vaughn clenches his
jaw. “I’m warning you...”

“Fine, you don’t
want to tell me, that’s OK.” I reach out and place a hand on his
arm. “But you should know, I’m not like that. I would never go
behind your back.”

There’s a flash of
agony in Vaughn’s blue eyes. “Don’t say that.”

“Why not? It’s the
truth.” I hold his stare. “And you may not trust me yet, but I
trust you. Completely.”

“Then you’re a
fool,” Vaughn grinds out. I can see a war being waged inside of
him, but I won’t back down.

“No, I’m not,” I
reply firmly. “I can choose to believe the worst in everyone, or I
can trust my instincts. And my gut says you’re a good man. You came
here with me. You’ve got my back. So I’m going to trust you
enough for the both of us.”

“Fuck, Keely...”
Vaughn tries to move away from me, so I slide closer.

“I’ll prove it to
you too,” I whisper, placing my hand on his thigh. “Tonight. I’ll
submit to you completely. Whatever you want, I’ll obey.”

“You’re playing
with fire.” Vaughn murmurs, but I can see the lust flaring in his
eyes

I smile. “Then we’ll
both get burned.”

But something tells me
he needs this from me. If he’s going to trust me, to open up the
way I want him to, he has to see I have complete faith in him.

And if that means
putting myself at his mercy...

I shiver. Already
Vaughn is looking at me like a hungry predator. I have no idea what
he’s got in store.

But I’ll take it.
I’ll take everything he demands, until he sees he can trust me too.
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VAUGHN

I feel guilty as fuck.
She doesn’t know who she’s dealing with here.

As we pull up outside
the mansion, I’m already planning the ways I’m going to make her
surrender. The limits I’m going to shatter tonight. She wants to
prove her trust in me. I’m going to test just how far she’ll go.

Her faith in me is
naive, a lie. She can’t mean it. I don’t believe her.

Nobody should trust me
like that.

We head upstairs
without a word. When we get to the bedroom, I lock the door behind
me, and go to the sound system in the corner. I pick a classical
channel, and play it loud enough to drown out the moans of pleasure
Keely’s just minutes away from sounding.

She’s going to scream
the whole fucking house down before the night is through.

Keely’s standing in
the middle of the room, watching me. She doesn’t look nervous, just
calm. Those hazel eyes fixed on me, seeing too deep beneath my
surface.

I can’t think with
her looking at me like that.

I pull my tie loose and
wrap it around my hands. “Last chance to change your mind.” I
tell her, moving closer.

Keely just smiles. “I
don’t want to change my mind. I told you. I trust you.”

I pace behind her. “You
sure about that, baby? I told you once: my cock is a fucking beast.
And tonight he’s going to tear you apart.”

She smirks. “Are you
going to keep talking, or are you actually going to do something
about it?”

I grab her hair and
yank her head back, roughly blindfolding her with my tie. “You’re
going to regret talking back,” I growl, yanking the fabric tighter.
But even with her eyes bound, she still gives me a flirty grin.

“Promises, promises.”

SMACK.

I spank her ass, hard
through the fabric of her skirt. Keely lets out a yelp of pain. “You
think you’re still in control,” I tell her, growling. “But
you’re gravely mistaken. That ended the moment I locked that door.
Now take off your fucking clothes.”

Keely scrambles to
strip, quickly taking off her clothes until she’s naked save the
blindfold. I pace around her, admiring the view. Her ass cheeks are
pale, already mottled red with my slap.

That’s right, baby.
I’ve got plans for that ass.

“Grab your ankles,”
I order.

She pauses, but when I
land another slap on the back of her bare thighs, she bends over
quick, spreading her legs for balance and gripping hold of her ankles
like I said.

Now she’s spread for
me, ass high in the air, her globes jutting out and the strip of her
cunt revealed between her thighs, already glistening and juicy.

“How do you feel now,
baby?” I murmur, stroking lightly over her ass. “You’re hot,
aren’t you? That little spanking wasn’t enough. You want more,
you want it hard.”

Keely makes a muffled
whimpering sound.

“Yeah, I know, baby.
But you’re forgetting one very important thing.”

I stand over her,
listening to her panting, watching her body brace for impact.

“You don’t always
get what you want.”

Instead of spanking her
again, I smooth my hand over her skin softly, a teasing caress. She
moans, disappointed. Her blood’s pumping now, she needs force and
power.

I’m going to drive
her fucking crazy first.

I stroke her again,
delving my fingers down to brush across her wet pussy, so fucking
wet. She gasps, but I’m already moving on, teasing down her crack,
circling the juicy curves. She pushes back against my hand, needing
more, but I won’t give it to her.

Not just yet.

“Look at you, baby,
you’re dripping,” I murmur, slipping a finger down against her
shivering cunt. I probe just inside her channel, feeling her
desperately clench around me. Fuck, I know just how she’d feel
around my cock, tighter than any damn thing I’ve ever felt before.

“It’s been too long
since I fucked you, don’t you think? You were fantasizing about me
all day long, I bet. Choking on my cock as I fuck your wet little
mouth. Guzzling my cum until you take the very last drop.”

Keely whimpers,
thrusting back against my hand, but I withdraw my finger. I suck her
slick juices clean. “Sweet as pie.” I growl appreciatively.
“Would you like me to taste you for real? How about my tongue
probing deep inside you, devouring that clit until you break. Does
that sound good to you?”

Keely bites her lip.
She’s breathing fast, straining to break position, but she doesn’t
want to beg just yet.

We’ll see about that.

In a single motion, I
lift her body and toss her down on the bed. Keely gasps in surprise,
writhing onto her back as I grab a couple of things from my case.
Then I pause to drink in the sight of her totally naked, blindfolded
and waiting for me.

Every guy’s fucking
fantasy.

Yeah, we can say we
like a woman who takes charge, and maybe sometimes that gets us off.
But a gorgeous woman, totally at our mercy? This is what makes us
rock-hard and hungry. This is what drives us out of our minds. We
want to claim you, possess you, shove our cocks so deep inside your
aching cunt you’ll be bruised and branded, you’ll never be the
same again.

It’s primal. Animal.
And tonight, I’m going to relish every damn minute of it.

I select a set of
restraints and trail the end of a strap down, over Keely’s lush
breasts and stomach. She flinches beneath me, nipples tight, body
shaking with anticipation.

“Have you ever been
tied up?” I muse, flicking the strap lightly against her thighs.
“Of course not. You’re too good for that, too sweet. I bet those
pussies you fucked before me never even held you down. They didn’t
know you want it so hard you come screaming, how that sweet little
body of yours craves total surrender.”

Her legs fall open,
revealing her swollen pussy, juicy and trembling. I stroke it lightly
with the strap and she moans, moving her hands to protect her tender
flesh.

“No,” I growl,
pouncing. I grab her hands and yank them up over her head, tying them
together and then looping the strap around a post of the antique
headboard. I fasten it tight, so her body is stretched, breasts
arching high in the air.

“You don’t get to
stop me. You don’t get to say no. You’re all mine, baby. And this
is what it means to belong to me.”

I flick her clit
lightly. Then I move down the bed, yanking her legs apart. I fasten a
tie around each ankle, and loop them around the bed-posts on either
end of the bed.

Now she’s trapped,
spread wide open, hands tied above her head. She writhes, her
blindfolded head twisting one way and the other, trying to test the
restraints.

“They won’t give,
sweetheart,” I tell her, amused. “Not one fucking inch.”

Her body stills, her
breath catching. She’s worried now, she doesn’t know what’s
coming next.

I kneel between her
open legs. Damn, I could look at her like this for days.

Her body, at my mercy.
Her cunt crying out to be filled.

I lean forwards,
resting on my hands until my mouth is just inches from her slick
pussy. I don’t touch her anywhere, I don’t need to hold her down
-- the restraints do that for me. Instead, I just breathe her in: the
musky scent of her desire. The heat radiating from her wet core.

I flick against her
clit with my tongue.

Keely jolts up off the
bed, thrusting her hips towards my mouth with a moan.

She wants more? I’ll
give her more.

I lunge forwards,
closing my mouth over her tender nub and sucking, hard. She cries
out, writhing for escape this time. The pressure is too much, I can
tell, but I don’t let up. I suck, swirling my tongue against her as
she screams.

“Vaughn! Please!”
The pain in her voice echoes as I keep sucking, taking her whole clit
in my lips, relentless. But soon the pleasure takes her over, just
like I knew it would.

Keely shudders, her
body clenching, so fast she can’t believe it. “Vaughn! Oh God!”

She comes apart with a
scream, her body convulsing with the force of her climax.

I stroke her clit
again, and Keely moans. “I can’t...”

“You can,” I sink
two fingers inside her tight channel, pulsing in time with her body’s
clench. “Believe me, you haven’t even started yet.
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KEELY

I can’t believe I
came so fast. One minute, the force of his mouth was too much, too
intense, the next, my orgasm was ripping me apart.

I couldn’t stop him.
I couldn’t pull away.

As the waves of
pleasure dissolve through my body. I feel Vaughn’s weight shift on
the bed, and then he’s gone.

Silence.

My heart races. Laying
here, my hands and feet bound, my eyes covered, I’m locked in the
darkness.

Naked. Spread. Exposed.

I gulp for air. I’ve
never been tied down like this. The anticipation is driving me crazy,
a mix of fear and excitement igniting my blood. I don’t know what
he’s planning, I don’t know what’s coming yet.

I can’t move. I can’t
fight it, even if I wanted to.

He’s totally in
control.

I feel Vaughn settle on
the bed beside me, and then a touch comes.

I flinch in surprise.
It’s not his hand, but something softer. It feels like velvet,
fitted to his fingers. A glove of some kind. He strokes my body
slowly, the softness gliding over my skin.

God, that feels good.

I moan appreciatively.
I hear Vaughn chuckle.

“Does that feel good,
sweetheart?”

“Yes,” I sigh,
blissful. He trails his hand up my arm, over my collarbone, down to
circle my breasts. The sensation is exquisite, softness and warmth,
setting every nerve ablaze. Somehow, with my eyes blindfolded, I feel
the touch more intensely, nothing but the sound of his breathing and
the music playing to distract me from the glorious feel.

He strokes slow circles
around the outside of my breasts, over and over. God, I strain
against his hand. My nipples tighten, hard and aching, but he doesn’t
touch them. His hand swoops away, over my stomach, and I whimper with
need.

“What’s that, baby?
What do you need?”

“Touch me,” I
whisper.

“Is that an order?”
Vaughn’s voice turns threatening. My stomach flips.

“No,” I gasp
quickly. He could stop at any minute, he could leave me hanging here,
and even though I just came moments ago, my body is already needy,
lust clawing low between my spread thighs. I want to feel everything
tonight. “I’m sorry, Vaughn. It just feels so good.”

He traces back up over
my breasts, stroking until I’m sobbing with need. But still, my
nipples ache for contact.

“I brought you a
gift,” Vaughn murmurs. “Do you want to know what it is?”

I nod.

He chuckles. “I think
you’re going to like it.”

Vaughn pulls away from
me a moment, but then he’s back, leaning over me, tracing the
velvet over my skin.

Something cool and hard
follows it. Steel, a slim probe.

I panic. What the hell
is this?

He strokes down between
my thighs, circling my entrance. I shudder at the unfamiliar
pressure, the coldness against my hot flesh as he dips it into my
wetness and then slides it inside of me.

I gasp. It’s bigger
than his fingers, but not anywhere near what I crave. He’s teasing
me, dipping it inside, sliding deeper, then pulling it away.

I need more.

“Not there,
sweetheart.” Vaughn chuckles, his voice laced with triumph. He
slides the metal back over my clit, still tender from his mouth’s
assault. “This little toy belongs someplace else.”

Before I can wonder
what he means, the bullet starts vibrating against my clit, so
intense I cry out.

Fuck!

I writhe, trying to
back away, but the restraints bite into my wrists and ankles, keeping
me locked in place.

The vibrations pulsate
through me, riding the knife’s edge between pleasure and pain. I
whimper, fighting it, but I can’t make him stop. My body tightens,
every nerve screaming to life, dragging me higher until I suddenly
come apart in a burst of sensation.

Jesus Christ!

I gasp for air, but
there’s no time to recover. I’m still clenching, wracked with
waves of pleasure, when Vaughn loosens my ankle restraints. He grabs
my shoulders and flips me over onto my stomach, lifting my hips so
I’m positioned face-down on my knees with my ass thrust up behind
me in the air.

“I don’t know which
view I like best,” Vaughn’s voice is low and amused. “You on
your back with your legs spread and your sweet pussy on show to the
world, or this.”

He slides the probe
into my aching channel again, slow and deep, then withdraws it. My
head is still clouded with my orgasm as he lifts my hips higher and
forces my thighs wider apart.

There’s a pause, and
fuck, my whole body shivers with uncertainty. I don’t know what’s
coming next, if he’s going to slam his cock deep inside me, or
torment me some more. Spank me until I’m sore and screaming, or rub
my clit raw.

I feel the nudge of
cool metal against my asshole.

Oh
God.

I tense in panic, but
Vaughn grips my hips tightly, forcing me in place. “Relax, baby,”
he orders me, nudging at my entrance. “This is going to feel so
fucking good.”

I take a deep breath,
but my heart is pounding like crazy with anticipation and fear. This
is so far beyond anything I’ve ever done before, I can’t believe
it’s really happening. We’re not caught up in the moment, he’s
not taking me by surprise with a wandering finger. This is
deliberate. Planned.

So fucking dirty.

I feel the metal again,
cold and unfamiliar and wet with my juices. Slowly, Vaughn eases the
probe into me, into my tightest, most private place.

Oh. My. God.

Sensation slams through
me: cold steel, and hot, tight flesh. I grip the sheets, gasping as
my body struggles to accommodate the probe. Vaughn’s other hand
slides around to massage at my clit with slow, gorgeous strokes, and
Lord, it’s too much to take. I’m filled but still aching,
stretched to breaking point but strung out with the rush of sensation
shimmering deep down.

“That’s right,
baby,” Vaughn growls. “Take it all the fucking way. I’m just
getting you warmed up.”

I groan in pleasure,
relaxing into his touch. Vaughn pushes the probe the final few
inches, until it’s buried deep in my ass. Filling me with
unfamiliar sensations. Making every clench of my pussy ripple through
my whole body.

I never knew I could
feel anything this intensely. The tension coils deeper than I’ve
ever known, building like fire raging through my body.

“How do you like
that?” Vaughn demands, stroking harder.

I sob for air,
overwhelmed. “I’m going to come again,” I gasp. “Oh fuck, I’m
going to come!”

Suddenly, Vaughn slams
his cock into my pussy from behind, landing a hard slap on my ass.

I scream. Jesus! His
cock burying deep inside and the cool steel in my ass and the sting
of sweet pain is all too much. I shatter, screaming into the pillows
as my body convulses over and over as a tidal wave pleasure rips me
apart at the seams.

When I surface, he’s
still hard inside me, the metal probe impaled in my ass. He grips my
hips, pulling me back up on all fours and readying me for more.

More?

“Please, Vaughn, I
can’t...” I gasp, still face-down, tied to the bed. My whole body
trembling and extra-sensitive, every new touch painfully intense.
I’ve come three times already, I can’t take any more!

“You will.”

Vaughn leans over me,
thrusting even deeper as he fists my hair and yanks my head up. His
voice growls in my ear, commanding.

“This pussy is mine.
I’m going to feel your hungry cunt clench around my cock a dozen
more times before I let you go. Get ready to scream, sweetheart,
‘cause we haven’t even started yet.”

He releases my head,
and I fall forwards into the covers. I gasp for air, bracing myself
for another punishing thrust.

Instead, I feel the
gentle caress of the glove again.

Oh God. My body shivers
under the velvety softness.

“You like that, don’t
you?” Vaughn murmurs. He traces down my back, slowly, delicate. I
relax into the sensation as he sweeps over me, again and again. “I
can feel you shivering from the inside out, your pussy is so goddamn
tight. Are you stretching for me, baby? Can you fit my cock all the
way in?”

He eases another
half-inch deeper, and I answer with a sob. Pain and pleasure mingles,
and every gasp makes my ass contract around the probe. Cool steel, so
unfamiliar, but now with Vaughn’s cock filling me up too, the
sensation is unbelievable. He’s not moving inside me, but God, I’m
stretched wide to breaking point, filled completely with his thick
hard flesh.

So. Damn. Good.

I hear a noise, the
rattle of a belt buckle. Then a sharp pain comes, the sudden sting of
leather on my skin.

I cry out, jolting
forwards with surprise. His belt?

“What are you--” I
struggle to ask.

“Quiet!” Vaughn
hits me again, landing series of stinging blows on my naked ass and
back that leave me smarting with agony.

Fuck. It’s sharper
than the spankings, focused and hard, and every blow makes me clench
around the probe, feeling its invasion. He rocks his cock inside me,
fighting pain with heady pleasure as he cracks his belt against my
flesh until I’m writhing at the mix.

Sharp and soft. Pain
and bliss. The leather bites into my tender skin, sending shockwaves
through my body. They spiral to meet the pressure building between my
thighs, driving me higher. Tighter.

Holy crap, this is
intense!

Vaughn pauses. I gasp
for air, pulse racing, my body quaking around his cock. He trails the
rough leather over me softly. “Have you had enough?” he croons.
Vaughn begins to rock into me. Thrusting a little, then withdrawing.
The friction is an inferno, curling low inside me. Another whip of
his belt makes me cry out. I can’t believe how much I like this.

“I can stop any time.
Just says the word, and this will all be over.”

But he’s got it all
wrong. I don’t want him to quit. I’m too far gone in this chaos
of sensation. I want more of it, not less.

I answer by thrusting
back against him, embedding his cock all the way to the hilt.

Vaughn grunts in
surprise, then his voice comes, thick with lust. “Fuck, Keely. You
want it hard, don’t you?”

I moan.

“You’re an animal,
baby, don’t think I don’t know it. You want to be fucked so deep
you pass out,” he growls, tossing the belt down and stripping off
his glove. I hear them drop to the floor by the bed. I brace myself,
my heart racing.

Oh God, what’s coming
next?

“You want my cock
ramming inside this wet, hungry cunt,” Vaughn draws out of me,
leaving me sobbing at the absence. “Because it’s mine now, isn’t
it? I can take it any time, any way I like, and still, you’ll come
screaming for more.” He swipes his fingers over my clit, pinching
painfully, tweaking the tender nub.

“Yes, please Vaughn!”
I whimper, aching for him.

“What do you want?”
he growls.

“You!” I cry out,
so close to the edge. I’m consumed, like nothing else. “I need
your cock, please Vaughn. Fuck me! Fuck me now!”

With a roar, he drives
into me, fucking me deeper than I ever thought was possible.

Yes!

I scream, arching back
against him, matching every wild thrust with my own. Vaughn yanks my
body up against him, locking me in place as he slams his cock deep,
impaling me over and over until I lose my mind. My restraints are
biting at my wrists, I can’t move against his relentless driving,
and still I beg for more.

“Harder,” I gasp,
“Vaughn, oh God!”

He reaches between our
bodies, feeling at my crack where the slim probe is still buried in
my ass. Suddenly, it starts vibrating.

Holy fuck!

The tremors crash
through me, so intense I can barely breathe. I gasp for air,
screaming and mindless now with ecstasy as Vaughn resumes pounding
into my pussy. He grinds, rubbing high against my walls, right there,
fuck, his cock
vibrating now with the force of the dildo, rubbing me from both
sides, so dirty and deep I lose my mind.

I explode with a
scream, coming and coming in a tidal wave of spasms until Vaughn
roars, pulling out of me to spurt hot liquid over my back and hair. I
collapse onto the bed in the grip of the most stunning orgasm of my
whole entire life.


10


KEELY

I can't sleep. I never
knew that sex could be like that, that my body could climb to such
intense heights. Vaughn is passed out, spent, after God knows how
many rounds, but even though my body feels like I just ran a
marathon, something keeps me awake.

I turn to look at him,
sleeping soundly beside me. For once, his cocky facade is dropped,
laying there with his beautiful lips parted, murmuring something
under his breath as he dreams. He looks peaceful, vulnerable even, a
world away from the demanding man who tied me down and shattered
every last one of my inhibitions until I thought I'd die from the
pleasure.

Who
are you really, Vaughn?

For a moment, I feel
totally alone, here in a strange house filled with people hiding all
kinds of secrets. I told Vaughn that I trust him, and it's true, but
I still don't know anything about him. Or Brent and my new siblings,
or even Ashcroft.

My father. A stranger.
A mystery.

I need answers.

Restless, I slip out of
bed and wrap myself in a robe. I step out into the dark hallway and
head past the staircase to the other wing of the house. I thought I
saw an office here when we arrived, and after taking a wrong turn, I
find it. I remember there being boxes and files, maybe something that
could tell me more about Ashcroft and why he reached out to me after
all this time. But when I flip on the lights and look around, the
room has been stripped bare.

Empty shelves, empty
desk. Even the pictures on the wall have been removed, leaving dark
squares on the old faded wallpaper.

Disappointment crashed
through me.

"Can I help you at
all?"

I spin around,
startled. It's the old butler, Albert, wearing a velvet robe. "Sorry,
did I wake you?" I apologize,

He gives me a weary
smile. "No, it's my arthritis. Joints always ache like hell
right before a storm."

"Oh." I look
around. "Do you know where they moved Ashcroft's things? I'd
love to take a look at what he was working on. Letters, maybe.
Anything?"

"Sorry, love.
Brent had everything boxes up and taken away. I don't know where."

My hopes fall.

"But if you're
looking for his personal effects, there may be some things Brent
missed." Albert gives me a sideways look. "But it depends."

"On what?" I
ask.

"On what it is you
hope to find."

Albert is watching me
warily. I tell him the truth. "I want to know more about him.
Understand why he put me in the middle of all of this."

He thinks for a moment,
then nods. "Come with me."

Albert leads me back
through the house, then up a winding set of stairs. It's dark up
here, but he knows the way by heart. As I follow him, my heart beats
faster. I look nervously around. We're far from all the bedrooms now,
out of sight -- and earshot from anyone who might be around.

"Where are we
going?" I ask, unable to keep the nerves from my voice.

Albert doesn't reply. I
wonder if he heard me -- or if he's choosing not to answer.

We climb another
staircase, creaky and old. Shadows loom all around me. I shiver,
pulling my robe tighter over my nightgown. I'm beginning to regret
ever leaving my bedroom at all when Albert finally comes to a stop at
the top of the stairs and pushes a heavy wooden door open.

"In here."

He's pointing into the
dark. Oh crap. Maybe this is all some trick from Brent. A plan to
lock me away up here like a crazy character in some gothic novel.
Nobody knows I'm here. They could tell everyone I just left, and --

Albert turns on a
light, illuminating the attic with a warm glow. It's packed with
boxes and dusty old furniture, draped with sheets. It's clear
nobody's been up here in years.

"If there's
anything left, it should be here." Albert nods vaguely at the
treasure trove of junk.

“Thank you,” I tell
him, as the old man retreats. I hear his footsteps getting fainter on
the stairs, and then I’m left alone in the creepy attic.

Where to start?

I begin peeking in
boxes, browsing through the bric-a-brac. It’s incredible what’s
been left up here to gather dust: first edition hardback books are
tossed in beside crumbling stacks of newspapers, and furniture that
looks like priceless antiques are draped with ratty old moth-eaten
blankets.

It’s overwhelming,
and sad too. This is the old man’s life, packed away. Untold
memories hidden in every object, stories I may never know.

After digging through
junk for a while, I finally hit the jackpot: a box of old photo
albums hidden under a bench. There are faded sepia photos of people I
don’t recognize, posing at family picnics and school events. But
soon, I find Ashcroft in the mix. Younger, but still recognizable.
Here he is standing proudly beside a beat-up car, a man of eighteen
or nineteen. Here he is wearing a dated suit, with bushy black hair
and laughter in his eyes.

I try to imagine the
life behind the photos, brief snaps frozen in time. There are several
of him taken with another man, his best friend, perhaps. They’re
always smiling and joking together, and there are even some with the
stranger’s family: a pretty young wife and two small boys. They
were close, I can tell: holiday photos with matching sweaters, summer
vacation playing by a lake.

I wonder who the man
is, and if they were still friends when Ashcroft died. There’s some
writing scribbled under a few of the photos of the couple -- Amy and
Jack, one note says -- and I make a note to ask around. Perhaps this
Jack can tell me more about Ashcroft. Maybe he even knows what
happened with my mom.

Then the album ends
abruptly. Empty pages, no more photos. And when I pick up the next
album, I find it’s from years later: Ashcroft looking older, with
his new wife at his side. The clothes are more expensive, the houses
look bigger. Foreign vacations and fancy cars. He’d made it -- but
there’s no sign of his old friends.

What happened?

I place the photos
aside for safekeeping, and turn my attention to the other box
nestling in the corner, almost hidden from sight. I think at first
it’s just full of moth-eaten sweaters, but underneath the rags, I
find a metal box, filled with old letters and files.

I sit cross-legged,
making myself comfortable as I dig into the papers. It’s Ashcroft’s
old correspondence, from years ago, and when I leaf through the old
company memos and purchase orders, I’m shocked to recognize the
handwriting scrawled across the page, marking Ashcroft’s typos.

My mom’s.

My heart leaps. It’s
the first evidence I’ve seen with my own eyes that she really knew
him. Aside from the DNA test and employment records, all my
assumptions about what happened between them have been just that:
speculation, with nothing to confirm Justine’s theory that they
were having a secret affair when he was her boss.

But here it is.

I eagerly scan through
the papers. It’s nothing much, just notes about lunch orders, and
phone messages, but I can just picture her at her desk, answering the
phones and typing up reports.

I feel a pang of
sadness. I miss my mom and dad every day. At first, after the crash,
the pain was unbearable. For months, I could barely drag myself out
of bed in the morning. Losing everyone I loved was unthinkable, but
then every day, it got a little easier. Now, I can think of them with
love and fondness instead of the crushing pain of loss.

I’m looking for any
hint of mom and Ashcroft’s relationship when I find a bundle of
letters addressed to her in Ashcroft’s familiar handwriting.

My heart stops as I
scan through the letters, reading Ashcroft’s note of love. Yes,
love.

I
couldn’t take my eyes off you today, you look so beautiful...

Will
you meet me at our place tonight? I can’t wait to see you.

I
think about you all the time. Your smile makes my day.

He was crazy about her.
I read his letters, and I can see how much he cared. He talked about
building a future with her: announcing their relationship so they
didn’t have to hide any more. They were together, in love, and
here’s the proof.

Then comes a final
note. Typed, business-like.

Annette
-- I’m sorry, but we can’t be together. You’re better off
without me. I’m giving you two weeks notice, then I want you gone
from the company.

I
can’t do this anymore.

Charles.

It’s brutal, the
worst kind of break-up. I can only imagine how devastated my mom must
have been to receive it -- especially if she already knew she was
pregnant.

I don’t understand.
One minute he’s telling her they’ll be together forever, the
next, he’s slamming the door in her face.

So what went wrong? It
doesn’t make any sense.

Then something slips
free from the bundle. A few loose photographs. They fall to the dusty
floorboards, and I pick them up, curious.

It’s my mom. Young,
wearing funny old fashion outfits. But there’s something weird
about the pictures -- they’re shot from far away, snapping her at
the grocery store and unlocking the front door of her apartment.
Surveillance photos.

I turn one over and
read the writing on the back.

The shipment goes
through, or somebody gets hurt.

I freeze.

What the hell?

I don’t recognize the
handwriting, but it’s there on the other photos too.

You’re running
out of time. I promise, the people you love will suffer if I don’t
get what I want.

There’s a photo of
Ashcroft’s friend too, playing in his yard at home with his two
young boys. There’s a bullseye drawn on the front in marker, the
target right over the man’s face.

I shiver.

This is seriously
creepy.

What was Ashcroft into?
And why was he being threatened?

Then I see the date on
the photos of my mom. Right before Ashcroft broke things off and she
left town.

My pulse kicks. Was
this the reason he pushed her away? Because someone was threatening
to hurt her?

I look through the box
again, but I can’t find anything else. All I have are the notes and
the chilling photographs, and a hundred new questions whirling in my
mind.

Tiredness hits me like
a ton of bricks. I feel like I could curl up and fall asleep right
here, so I tuck the letters and photos into a folder and then turn
the lights off, plunging the attic into darkness again. I close the
door behind me, and head back downstairs with my file, creeping
through the dark house.

Noise comes from down
the hallway. A bedroom door swings open, light shining in the dark.

I shrink back into the
shadows, watching from my hidden alcove. It’s Isabelle, creeping
out of a bedroom wearing just a silky nightgown, her hair mussed up.

Brent steps after her,
catching her arm. He’s in boxers and nothing else, and as I watch
in shock, he yanks Isabelle back and kisses her.

On the lips.

I stifle a gasp. It’s
not a friendly kiss, but cruel and hard. Isabelle flushes as she
steps away. I can’t hear what Brent is saying, but he’s not
happy. She bows her head, and creeps away, back to her own room.

I stay there, reeling
from what I’ve just seen. I know Brent and Isabelle aren’t blood
siblings -- Ashcroft adopted them later, first Brent when he was
thirteen, and then Isabelle a few years later. Still, he raised them
as family.

This is seriously
fucked up. What kind of twisted relationship do these people have?

I wait until Brent’s
door closes and the light turns off, then I hurry back to my
guest-room as fast as I can, my heart pounding in my chest.
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When I wake up, Keely’s
gone.

Shit, I pushed her too
far, lashing that sweet body to the bed and invading every part of
her. She said she would take anything I gave her, and fuck if I
didn’t put her to the test: driving her to the brink and back
before I eased that juicy ass wide open and showed her what it feels
like to be filled all the way to the fucking hilt.

The feel of her pussy
clenching damn near drove me insane, and with the buzz of that
vibrator rubbing through her walls? Fuck. I swore that next time,
it’ll be my cock plunging into that tight rear channel, but as I
look around at the dark, empty room, I feel a stab of remorse.

She wasn’t ready.

You fucked it up good
this time.

Then the door swings
open and Keely hurries inside. She’s breathless, checking behind
her in the hall like she’s worried she’s being followed.

“Where have you
been?” I demand, relief crashing through me. So she’s not halfway
back to LA by now.

“Just, upstairs.”
Keely checks outside again, before quietly closing the door. She
comes to sit on the edge of the bed, and pulls out a file she’s had
hidden in her robe. “I was looking through the attics for
information about Ashcroft, and you won’t believe what I found.”

She passes me the file.
I flip it open and freeze.

A photo of my father
with mom, my brother and me.

“Where did you get
this?” I snap my eyes back up. Does she know my secret? What’s
going on?

“In boxes of
Ashcroft’s stuff. Look, it’s my mom.”

Keely points to another
photo in the file, of a young woman. I let out a sigh of relief.
Shit, that was close.

Then I turn the photo
over and see the writing on the back. “What the hell is this?”

“I don’t know, but
it’s serious.” Keely curls her legs up under her. “I always
thought mom ran away because Ashcroft broke her heart. That he didn’t
want me, or something like that. But what if he broke things off to
protect her -- from whoever was sending those threatening letters?”

I grip the file hard.
My heart is suddenly pounding like a fucking jackhammer in my chest.

“What else did you
find?” I demand in a low voice, trying to keep it together.

“Just those photos,
and some love letters from Ashcroft to my mom. What do you think they
mean?”

“I don’t know,” I
answer slowly, looking through the bundle again. This time, I see
another photo of my dad.

There’s a bullseye
drawn on his face.

My blood runs cold. I
remember that day, out in our front yard. Dad had just bought home a
cool remote-controlled airplane for me, and we spent hours out there,
playing together.

Back before I lost him.
Before Ashcroft destroyed him -- or so I thought.

“I don’t know who
that is,” Keely speaks up, watching me. “He was in the family
albums too, maybe an old friend? I might try and track him down.
Maybe he knows something about what happened back then.”

“He’s dead.”

I answer without
thinking. Keely looks confused. I quickly cover. “I mean, he’s
probably gone by now, right? Ashcroft kicked it already.”

“That’s different,
the cancer got him. This guy looks in his forties there, so he must
be about seventy now. That’s not too old.” Keely sighs. “But I
don’t even know his name.”

Good.

I tuck the photo away
when she’s not looking. “Come here.” I gesture, shoving the
file aside as if its contents haven’t just turned my world upside
down. “You look stressed. And I’ve got something that can take
care of that.”

Try nine inches of hard
cock. If anything can make me forget about this bombshell, sinking
deep into her wet pussy will, but Keely snuggles up against me with a
yawn. “Too tired,” she whispers, already drifting off. “You
mind if we just sleep?”

I exhale. “Sure
thing, baby.”

She’s out like a
light in seconds, her warm curves wrapped around me. I stare at the
ceiling, my body wired tight, my dick hard and hungry for her.

What the fuck is going
on?

I always thought it was
so simple. Ashcroft screwed my dad out of the company. My dad
couldn’t take the shame and disappointment, so he put a shotgun in
his mouth and pulled the trigger.

For twenty-two years
I’ve hated Charles Ashcroft, and blamed him for my father’s
death. Twenty-two years of white-hot resentment. Twenty-two fucking
years determined to make him pay.

But now...

I pull out the photo
and stare at it in the dark. The target is scrawled in harsh black
marker, crystal clear.

I’m watching.

If Ashcroft sent away
Keely’s mom to protect her, what if he did the same to my dad: shut
him out of the company so this mystery blackmailer wouldn’t take
his revenge?

My head thunders with
questions, too fucking loud.

Everything I thought I
knew is spinning out of control, and the center of the storm is
laying right here beside me.

Keely.

She’s breaking
through my defenses, chipping away at my stone cold heart. And now
she’s unraveling the only thing I thought I was sure of in the
world.

What the fuck do I do
now?
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The rest of the week
passes in a blur. It’s like I’m living a double life. My nights
are filled with Vaughn, exploring every boundary and pushing every
limit until I’m begging for more. Then, when day breaks, I’m
plunged into my new life as CEO: meetings in the city every day,
doing my rounds of Ashcroft Industries until I’ve met with every
department head in the company.

Despite Brent’s
scorn, I’m managing to stay on top of everything. Cam guides me
through each day. He’s been a lifesaver, but even though he says no
question is too dumb, I still feel like an idiot making him translate
all the business-speak into plain English.

“You’re doing
great,” he reassures me, after a meeting about transportation
targets that couldn’t be more confusing if the whole thing had been
spoken in Swahili.

“I wish,” I try and
balance the huge binder of information on top of all my other
folders. “How’s the share price doing?”

Cam gives an easy
smile. “Creeping back up. It’ll take its time, but Wall Street is
watching. It knows we’re holding strong even without Ashcroft at
the helm.”

“You worked for him a
while, didn’t you?” I ask, walking back towards his office. I try
and smile and nod at all the assistants and secretaries as I pass. I
know from my days as a paralegal how shitty work can be if the boss
doesn’t treat you like a human being.

“Ten years,” Cam
replies. He’s clean-shaven and dressed in a designer suit: always
professional in the office. “I joined the company right out of
college in the mailroom, and worked my way up.”

We enter his corner
office, and I take the chance to put my files down. I pull a photo
from my pocket, one of Ashcroft’s mysterious friend -- without the
bullseye target. I’ve been looking in old company brochures and
photographs any chance I get, but I’m still coming up blank.

“Do you know who this
is?” I ask, showing it to Cam.

He takes the photo. I
think I see a flicker of recognition on his face, but he shakes his
head. “No, sorry.”

“He was a friend of
Ashcroft’s,” I add, hoping to jog his memory. “Back maybe
twenty or thirty years ago.”

“Before my time,”
Cam laughs. “Or are you saying I’m an old man?”

“No,” I say. “I
just thought maybe you would have seen something. If Ashcroft
mentioned him at all.” I pause. “He didn’t say anything about
me, did he? I can’t believe he would just put me in the will and
not discuss it with anyone.”

“Ashcroft was
secretive like that.” Cam shrugs. “He had his own way of doing
things.”

“But you were his
second in command,” I argue.

Cam gives me a
regretful smile. “That just meant he gave me orders and I followed
them. I mean, I kept things running around here, especially towards
the end,” he adds, “But Ashcroft was the one at the wheel.”

I sigh. Everywhere I
turn, I find more dead ends and secrets.

I shake off the past,
and check my never-ending to-do list. “Did you hear back from the
event planner?” I ask, remembering. With the gala set for tonight,
I’m worried something will go wrong at the last minute. “I had
questions about the--”

Cam hold up his hand,
cutting me off. “I told you, they have it all under control.”

“But this is a big
event,” I protest. “The biggest! You said it yourself, everyone’s
watching.”

“And that’s why you
need to delegate,” Cam counters. “Leave the details to the
professionals. Your job is to network and let everyone meet the new
boss.”

I take a breath. He’s
right. It’s not my responsibility to check the caterers are dressed
in white, or if the valet stand got permits from the city. For the
first time in my career, I’m going to be the one enjoying the party
while other people handle the work.

“I’ll let you get
back to work,” I say, preparing to leave.

“Where are you
going?” Cam stops me. “This is your office now.”

“What?” I gape at
him. “I don’t understand.”

He chuckles. “You’re
CEO now, you need a space to work out of. And I was only ever keeping
the seat warm here for you. My real office is just down the hall.
I’ll see you tonight?”

“See you later,” I
reply weakly.

He winks, and then
closes the door behind him, leaving me alone in my office.

Mine?

I look around, amazed.
It’s huge, the size of my whole crappy apartment back in LA. Sleek
furniture, expensive rugs. And the view...

I go to the windows,
breathing in the sight of New York stretched beneath me. I feel on
top of the world here, and for the first time, I realize:

I don’t want to lose
this now. Whatever the secrets behind my inheritance, I’m already
invested. In this company, these people. Ashcroft entrusted their
fates to me for a reason, and I don’t want to let him down. Not
with Brent and his scheming threatening to tear the whole company
apart.

My intercom buzzes.
“Miss Fawes?”

“Yes!” I lunge to
hit the button.

“Your next meeting is
here. Shall I send them in?”

“Yes, please.” I
settle back in the executive desk chair and reach for my tablet, but
when the doors open, it’s Vaughn who strides into the room.

“Hey!” I leap up,
happy to see him. “I thought we were meeting at the gala tonight.”

“I had some things to
take care of in the city.” Vaughn meets me with a kiss.

“Like what?” I ask
curiously.

“Things.” His reply
is blunt. As usual. I don’t know what he’s been doing while I’m
at the office all day, and when I ask, he shuts me down.

Now, he pre-empts any
more questions by placing a hand against my chest and slowly pushing
me backwards until I hit the edge of my desk.

“Nice office, Miss
Fawes,” he murmurs with a wicked glint in his eyes.

My pulse kicks. “My
next meeting arrives soon,” I tell him, but he’s already lifting
me to sit on the edge of the desk, spreading my thighs wider.

“Then they’ll enjoy
the show.”

He yanks my panties
aside and drags his thumb across my clit. I moan, clutching his
shoulders to stay upright. Vaughn strokes again, whispering in my
ear.

“I’ve been thinking
about fucking you all day long.” He sinks a finger deep into my
wetness, and I shudder at the touch. “See how wet you are, baby?
You’ve been wanting me too.”

“Yes,” I whisper.
God, I want him all the time, with a craving that scares and
exhilarates me all in one.

“Tell me how.”
Vaughn thrusts another finger inside me, pulsing slowly as his thumb
rubs around my clit. His eyes are locked on mine, and Lord, I’m
already panting, twisting, hurtling higher. “Tell me every dirty
thing you want me to do to your body. Say it out loud.”

“I want you there,”
I whisper, feeling his fingers plunge deeper, curling up inside me. I
thrust against him, needing the friction on my clit. “Inside me.”

“I already am,”
Vaughn smirks. “You’ll have to do better than that.” He starts
to withdraw his fingers, and I whimper from the motion.

“Your cock,” I
gasp. “I need your cock inside me.”

“Better,” Vaughn
murmurs, circling my clit again, his fingers slick. “How do you
want me, baby. Driving slow?”

“No.” I shudder
again, climbing. “I want you hard. Slamming into me, so deep I
scream.”

Vaughn growls, pulsing
faster inside me. “That’s right, baby. You like it rough.”

I whimper in agreement.
God, the power this man has over me. How he takes me to heaven and
back.

“I want you to tie me
up again,” I whisper, flushing red at the memory. “Hold me down
and fuck me until I can’t move, can’t speak.”

Vaughn’s eyes are
wilder now, glazed with lust. “You won’t be screaming with my
cock shoved down your throat,” he pants, thrusting his fingers
deeper, stretching me open. “You like it on your knees, don’t
you? Choking on my dick, cum gushing down your throat.”

“Yes,” I gasp,
closer now. “Yes, I want it all.”

“Everywhere,. Vaughn
rubs up against my G-spot, God, pleasure crashing through me in
waves. “You want my cock drilling into you, your clenching pussy,
that wet little mouth. But you want me back there most of all.”

I shudder at the truth
of it, but he won’t let me look away. “You want me fucking your
tight, virgin asshole, don’t you baby? You want me to stretch you
wide open and pound deep until you lose control. That show the other
night was just a taste. I’ve got so much more to give you. And
you’ll take it all, tonight.”

Tonight?

I shatter with shock,
biting down on his shoulder to keep from crying out.

Vaughn chuckles,
slipping his fingers out of me. “I thought you’d like that,” he
murmurs, tugging my skirt down. “And I mean it, baby. You’re
going to feel me tear that ass up inside, every single inch.”

My breath catches, half
panic and half with lust. Feeling that vibrator inside me was intense
enough. I don’t think I can handle much more.

“Vaughn,” I gulp.
He cuts me off with a commanding look.

“You’ve got your
dress picked for tonight?”

I nod, confused.

“Don’t wear any
panties,” he says. “I want you wet and ready for me.”

“But--”

“Don’t. Talk.
Back.” Vaughn quells my protest with a hungry look that turns my
stomach in flips. God, he’s sexy when he’s ordering me around.

“You can mingle and
do all your networking bullshit, but we’ll both know what you’re
hiding under that dress. And when I say the word, you better be ready
to hike your skirt up and show me that sweet pussy.”

My heart races. I nod.

“Good girl.”

Vaughn strolls away
without another look. I hear him chat to my secretary, and then he’s
gone.

I collapse against the
desk again. That man is a miracle. All day I’ve been so stressed
and worried about the big event tonight, but Vaughn can make me
forget it all. He knows just how to give me release, to clear my mind
and make me feel invincible.

Whatever happens, I
know this is going to be a night I’ll never forget.
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The gala is like a
who’s who of New York’s richest assholes, all crammed into the
ritziest hotel in the city paying ten thousand dollars a plate to
feel superior to the charity cases they’re supposed to be helping.
The minute I step through the door, I wish I’d never come.

But Keely wants me
here. She needs the support. And fuck it, there’s an open bar.

I head through the
crowd, elbowing my way past the Wall Street types and their
glammed-up wives.

“Can I get you a
drink, sir?” The bartender clearly knows his shit, because one look
at me, and he’s already reaching for the top-shelf stuff.

“Whiskey. Neat.”

“That’s my man.”

I turn. It’s that
asshole from Keely’s firm back in LA. Carter Abrams, looking smug
as fuck in a loud paisley-print tie.

“Great party, am I
right?” he sneers at me. “But I thought you said you didn’t
have a relationship with Keely.”

This old bullshit.

“She doesn’t work
for you anymore,” I tell him, ice-cold. “So there’s nothing
inappropriate about us seeing each other.”

“Aw, I’m just
kidding you, man.” Carter slaps me on the back and I have to keep
from punching his lights out. “I don’t care if you guys are
fucking like rabbits. Live and let live, I say.”

“You know, you’re
real lucky,” I growl.

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah. If we were
anyplace else, I would break every bone in your body,” I say
conversationally, like we’re just shooting the shit here. “I’d
smash your fucking jaw in so hard you’d be in reconstructive
surgery for a month.”

Carter goes pale.

“But that would ruin
the party, right?” I continue, grabbing my drink from the bartender
and throwing down a massive tip. “And Keely needs everything to run
smoothly. So tonight’s your lucky night, asshole. But the next time
you speak to me, I might just change my mind.”

I leave him quaking
like the pussy he is. But fuck it, I feel like punching someone now.
It’s not just Carter, it’s this whole fucking show.

Riches and excess, a
million lies.

There’s a
black-and-white portrait photo of Ashcroft mounted on the staircase,
looking down on us all. I look at it, feeling that familiar stab of
resentment and burning fury. But tonight, there’s something else
lurking beneath the simple rage.

Doubt.

Ever since Keely showed
me those threatening notes, I don’t know what to think. It was all
so simple before I came here: Ashcroft was the heartless bastard who
destroyed my father, and in return, I’d destroy his legacy. But now
I wonder, what the hell was going on back then? Who was blackmailing
him? And what did they want?

Did he cut my father
out to hurt him -- or to try and save his life?

Either way, it means
jack shit now. Ashcroft and my dad are both cold bodies in the
ground. All that’s left is this now: the company, his legacy.

And Keely.

I see her make her
entrance across the room.

Fuck.

She’s gorgeous
tonight. Hell, she’s always beautiful, but this is something else:
her hair pinned up, those eyes shining with excitement, that body
poured into a classy, sweeping dress.

She chats with some of
the guests, smiling, putting them at ease. People crowd around to
meet her, the unofficial star attraction of the night. She handles
the attention like she was born to do it, even though I know she must
be nervous as hell to make the right impression.

I feel an unfamiliar
clench in my chest. Pride. Possession.

Love.

No. Fuck no.

I gulp the rest of my
whiskey, and grab another drink from the tray.

Get a grip. I scold
myself. Just because the girl is strong, and smart, and a fucking
miracle in bed, it doesn’t mean you can think for one minute this
will ever be something real. This is just your dick talking.

You know how that ends.
You swore, never again.

I look at her again.
She’s wearing red lipstick, and I focus on that juicy mouth.
Imagining her tight red lips sliding up and down my cock, how she
whimpers with pleasure when I shove it all the way down. How her
pussy gushes, just from sucking me off.

My cock twitches. Yeah,
that’s more like it. No emotional bullshit clouding my mind, just
plain hard lust. This hold she’s got on me is just physical. It has
to be.

My heart doesn’t know
how to love anymore.

I cut through the crowd
towards her. She’s surrounded by business types, a group of old
guys hanging off her every word and angling for a better look down
her dress.

“...we can promise
you--- Vaughn!” Her face lights up when she sees me.

“Hey, baby.” I slip
an arm around her waist and flash the guys a grin. “Sorry, but I
have to steal her away for just a minute.”

I steer Keely away
before anyone has a chance to object.

“What’s going on?”
she asks me, tripping in her heels to keep up.

I lead her up the
stairs and around the far side of the mezzanine. It’s quieter here,
away from the crowds, overlooking the ballroom. “This is what’s
going on.” I push her up against the balcony, stealing a taste of
her juicy mouth. Her body yields against me with a moan.

My cock gets harder.

I pull away. She’s
breathless, smiling. “Hey,” she says again, softer. She runs her
hands over the lapels of my tux. “You look good.”

“And you look fucking
spectacular.” I grip her waist, all bound up in red satin like a
sexy birthday package. I slide my hands lower, over the ripe curve of
her ass. “Did you do what I told you?” I murmur.

“No panties?”
Keely’s gaze turns teasing. “Maybe. Maybe not. You’ll just have
to find out later,” she adds with a wink.

Later? Fuck that. I’m
just inches from her bare, dripping pussy, and there’s no way I’m
letting her go without sliding deep all the way to the fucking hilt.

Keely doesn’t realize
the hard-on I’ve already got raging in my pants. She turns to look
out over the ballroom. “It’s going great, don’t you think?
We’ve already raised so much money for charity, and the auction
hasn’t even started yet.”

“You’ve done a
great job.” I move up behind her, sliding my hands around her
waist.

“It wasn’t me. I
just told them to do it, and voila! Everything is perfect.”

I chuckle. “Enjoying
the view from the top, huh?”

“Definitely.”

She’s not the only
one. With Keely resting her head back against my chest, I have a
first-class view right down her dress. Her breasts pushed up against
the satin, straining for release. Those tight little nipples crushed
flat and caged in lace.

Later tonight, I’m
going to suck them until she screams. For now, I’ll have to settle
for something a little more discreet.

I reach between us and
unbuckle my belt.

Keely lets out a happy
sigh against me. She’s still watching the gala, oblivious to my
filthy plans. “Is it terrible if I like being in charge? I’m
still stressed about the company, but it’s amazing to have people
actually respect me for a change. When I walk into a meeting, they
all pay attention -- instead of ordering me to go get coffee,” she
adds.

“I thought you like
taking orders,” I murmur, unzipping my fly. My cock is straining,
eager as fuck to claim her right now.

“That’s different,”
she whispers. “Those are always the fun kind.”

“So how about I give
you an order right now?” I tell her softly. “Grip hold of the
balcony and don’t make a fucking sound.”

Keely’s breath
hitches. Her body goes tense. “Vaughn?” she tries to twist her
head to look at me, but I turn it to face the ballroom.

“Don’t worry,
baby.” I slide up her skirts, inching up over those silky thighs.
“The balcony’s hiding us. They can’t see anything.”

I slip a hand between
her legs, and fuck, she was telling me the truth.

Bare and wet and ready
for me.

“Nobody’s going to
know I’m fucking you deep right now.” I whisper. “Not unless
you scream. You think you can keep quiet for me, baby?”

Keely shudders as I
swipe over her slick little nub. “Yes,” she gasps. “I can be
quiet.”

She thrusts her ass
back, rubbing up against my cock, and dammit, I would have to fuck
her now even if the whole room was watching.

“Easy there, tiger.”
I position her against me, easing her thighs apart. “Just watch the
party. Don’t you make a sound.”

I thrust slowly inside
her. Keely grips the balcony, stifling a whimper.

“Oh, you like that,
don’t you?” I murmur, rocking back, then deeper, all the way
inside her wet cunt.

God dammit, she’s so
tight, so fucking good.

“I forgot, you like
it in public,” I whisper, rocking faster, feeling her clench and
quiver around me. “You like when people are watching, when they
don’t know just how dirty you are. You think anyone down there
realizes what we’re doing? That I’m balls-deep in your delicious
pussy right here, in front of everyone?”

Keely gasps for air.
Her body is shaking against me. I can feel her thrust back to meet my
strokes.

Oh fuck, she feels so
good.

“Don’t move,” I
remind her, “Somebody will see. Already, it’s written all over
your face.”

She stills, whimpering.
Now I’m the one controlling the tempo, sliding inside of her,
rocking back. My balls feel like they’re going to explode, every
slick clench is a fucking miracle.

“Please,” she begs
me, her knuckles white from gripping the balcony. I can tell it’s
driving her crazy trying to stay cool, to act like I’m not driving
deep inside her right now.

“Oh God,” she
whispers, shaking. “Vaughn, I’m so close.”

“I know you are,
baby. Because I get you there, every time.” I rock faster.

“Yes,” Keely
shudders. “God, yes.”

“This is what you
want,” I growl, reaching a hand round to tweak her slick clit. She
jolts, clenching around me. “You want every inch of me. You need my
cock like nothing else.”

“All of you,”
Keely’s breath comes fast. “It’s you, Vaughn. Only you.”

I withdraw, until just
the tip is nestled in her dripping folds. She sobs in protest, then I
ease back inside her, inch by hard, hot inch. All the way, no fucking
around this time. I impale myself to the hilt in her tight channel
until my balls are crushed up against her, then I grind up.

Keely goes slack in my
arms.

I want to get her
there. I need her to feel what she’s doing to me, how she’s the
best fucking thing I’ve ever felt before.

I hone in on her G-spot
like a nuclear missile, grinding deep, rubbing her from the inside,
over and over, until she breaks, spasming in fucking convulsions
around my cock. The pleasure slams through me, a tidal wave, and I
come, blowing my load deep inside her until her hungry pussy has
milked every drop.

I hold her tight, and I
never want to let her go.

Fuck.
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KEELY

I excuse myself to the
bathroom to straighten up, but the minute I lock the cubicle behind
me, I sink back against the wall, overwhelmed.

Oh my God.

My heart is racing from
my climax, my body on fire.

How does he do this to
me?

Vaughn is right, I am
dirty. Fucking him on the balcony, where anyone could see. Sure, we
were hidden by the barrier, discreetly nestled back in a dark corner
away from the crowd. But anyone could have come exploring, anyone
could have seen.

Maybe that’s why it
felt so damn good.

I quickly clean up and
emerge, running cold water over my wrists until my pulse slows. My
reflection stares back at me, flushed and sparkling.

That was exactly what I
needed.

So much is riding on
the gala going well. Everyone is watching to see if there’s discord
in the management: if Ashcroft Industries is about to crumble without
the man himself at the wheel. I’ve been so nervous, even chatting
with people downstairs has felt like a huge battle, but now, thanks
to Vaughn and his incredible skills, I feel refreshed and relaxed.

Ready for war.

I reapply my makeup and
head back outside. Vaughn said he was going to fetch us some drinks,
so I walk back towards the main stairs. The tribute to Ashcroft
extends up here too: exhibiting old photographs that track the
evolution of the company, capturing the many successes of his life. I
donated some pieces from around the estate, but they found others
too, from old newspaper articles and archives at the office.

“He was a great man.”
An older guy is browsing the display, leaning heavily on a cane.

“You knew him?” I
pause.

The man smiles. “Sure
did. I was one of his first customers, shipping auto parts back in
the day.”

“That’s amazing.
I’m glad you could be here tonight,” I add.

“Great guy. Him and
Jack too.” The guy shakes his head. “Tragedy what happened.”

“Jack?” I freeze.
That was the name on the mystery photograph -- Ashcroft’s old
friend.

“Great guy,” The
man nods to a photo on the wall. “They founded the company
together. I don’t know what went down, but Jack left a few years
in. Killed himself not long after, terrible business. Great guy,
devoted to his sons.” He gives me a regretful smile. “Time and
fate will get us all one day.”

The man slowly walks
away, but I stay, looking closer at the image. It’s from the early
years, Ashcroft and his buddy, but this one has an official caption
too.

Charles Ashcroft and
Jack Vaughn.

Vaughn.

Holy shit!

My blood runs cold. It
can’t be related. No, it’s a coincidence, it has to be. Plenty of
people named Vaughn.

Except Vaughn said his
father killed himself too. And every time I talk about Ashcroft, I
can see him tense up. I told myself I was imagining things, that he
was just taking my side against the man who abandoned my pregnant
mother. But now...

Now I realize, he’s
been lying to me all this time. Vaughn’s father was Ashcroft’s
partner.

But why keep it a
secret? What’s he doing here -- with me?

I hurry downstairs,
trying to keep my panic under control. There’s a simple
explanation, there has to be. I just need to find Vaughn and hear it
for myself.

Because if he’s been
fooling me for some hidden agenda, using me to infiltrate the
family...

I feel sick, but force
myself to stay calm. I look around, but it’s a sea of tuxedo and
gowns, with no sign of Vaughn in the revelry.

“Keely.” I feel a
hand on my arm. It’s Brent.

“Not now.” I shake
him off.

“I need to talk to
you, right now.”

He looks too happy. I
can’t deal with his games right now, so I keep walking. “Later,
OK?”

“Keely!” He trails
after me. “It’s important.”

“I need to find
Vaughn,” I tell him, still looking desperately through the happy
faces for any sign of him.

“You’re going to
want to hear this then.” Brent grabs me again, and this time I
stop. He’s smug, full of satisfaction. “What I have to say
concerns your friend.”

I gulp. “What is it?”

“Not here.” Brent
looks around. “I have something you need to see. Come with me.”

I pause, torn. I need
to talk to Vaughn right now, but Brent is waiting, impatient. Maybe
he knows something about Jack and Ashcroft. Maybe he has more
information.

“Fine,” I agree.
“But you better make it quick.”

Brent grins. “Oh, I
will.”

He leads me out of the
main ballroom, gesturing someone a security guard to come follow us.

My stomach flips. This
can’t be good.

Brent opens the door to
a room down the hall from the party. He instructs the security guy to
watch the door, then gestures us inside. It’s some kind of office,
with a big TV screen on one wall. Brent heads for the video system,
and slips a disc into the drive.

“Whatever you have to
say, just get on with it.” I try to sound like I’m not cold with
dread. “People are waiting for me.”

“It’s not what I
have to say, but what I can show you.” Brent turns back to me.
“Vaughn isn’t who you think he is.”

My heart pounds so loud
I think the whole room can hear. “What are you talking about?”

“I didn’t meet him
at a function, like he said.” Brent smiles. “I hired him, a month
ago.”

“Hired him...?” I
frown, confused. “To do what?”

“To fuck you.”

His words crash through
me. I gasp for air and stumble back, collapsing on a chair. “What…?
No. You’re lying,” I stammer. “I don’t believe you!”

“It’s true.”
Brent smirks, sounding amused. “Your boyfriend is actually a
highly-paid gigolo. The Seducer, I believe he calls himself. He’ll
screw anyone, for a price. His charge for you was pretty high,”
Brent adds. “But it looks like it was worth every penny.”

He hits a button on the
remote, and the huge TV screen flickers to life. It’s grainy
black-and-white footage of a bedroom somewhere.

“What is that?” I
ask, not understanding. This is all too much to take, I don’t
believe it. I can’t.

“The Seducer in
action,” Brent chuckles. He fast-forwards a couple entering the
room, then pauses.

It’s me. Vaughn and I
-- in the bedroom at Ashcroft’s estate.

I freeze.

He fast forwards again,
“This is my favorite,” he muses cruelly. “Blindfolds. And oh
look, bondage. I didn’t realize you were such a kinky bitch.”

I stare at the screen
in horror as he plays it out. The night that Vaughn tied me up, it’s
all there right in front of me in grainy footage. The spanking, the
sex, the passionate screams.

It was all a lie. I was
just a job to him, nothing more.

“Make it stop,” I
whisper, dizzy.

“But we’re just
getting to my favorite part,” Brent laughs cruelly, winding it on
again so that Vaughn is fucking me on my hands and knees. He turns up
the volume, until our animalistic noises fill the room.

Oh God.

“Stop it. STOP!” I
yell, leaping up and grabbing the remote from Brent’s hand. I rip
the disc from the machine and grind it with my heel, snapping it in
two.

Brent laughs. “I’ve
got copies. Fuck, you guys didn’t give it a rest. You really are a
dirty little slut.”

My head spins. I feel
sick, to see our private, intimate passion playing out for them to
see. God, Brent’s been watching it all. All this time!

“Why are you doing
this?” I whisper, choking back sobs. I feel so betrayed, like the
walls are caving in. “What do you want from me?”

“I want what’s
mine.” Brent’s smile drops, and I see the rage hiding under his
cruel laughter. His eyes drill into me, full of contempt. “Ashcroft
Industries should belong to me. My father must have been out of his
mind to think I’d stand by and let anyone steal my
company, my
property!”

He’s yelling now,
spit flying from his mouth at every angry word. I shrink back,
scared.

He’s the crazy one,
not his father. I can see it in his eyes: he’s way out of control.

Brent catches his
breath, dialing it back. “Don’t worry, I’m willing to make you
a generous settlement.” He pulls some papers from his jacket
pocket, and lays them on the desk. “This contract transfers all
your shares to me, and agrees to install me as CEO and publicly back
all my proposals for the company.”

“Like breaking it in
pieces and selling it off,” I realize in horror, scanning the
document.

“You’ll be paid a
million dollars for your troubles,” Brent adds with a sneer. “Which
is more than compensation, considering it looks like it was no
trouble at all.”

He leans closer,
sliding his hand over my arm. “If I’d known you were such a
filthy animal, we could have had some fun.”

I shudder, pushing him
away. “What if I don’t sign?” I think fast. “What happens
then?”

“Then I release these
tapes on the internet. All of them.”

I feel dizzy again, and
hold onto the desk for support. “You can’t...”

Brent gives a cruel
laugh. “Oh, I will. Journalists have been buzzing to get to know
the new heir to Ashcroft Industries. I bet they’d love to know what
a whore you are. I’m guessing a sex tape would trigger that
morality clause in five seconds flat. You’d be disinherited, and
I’d get the company anyway -- but you’d be a national scandal.”

He pushes a pen towards
me. I shake my head. It’s all happening too fast.

“I need to think
about this,” I protest weakly.

“What’s there to
think about?” Brent scowls. “Either you give me the company, or I
ruin your fucking life. You want to be a national joke? Just try and
show your face after everyone’s seen you on your knees, gobbling
cock like a common whore.”

Tears sting my eyes,
and I fight to keep from crying. He’s right. I would never live
down a scandal like this. The press has already been asking to
feature me, speculating about my life. A sex tape would ruin me
forever.

As if my heart isn’t
already destroyed knowing the truth about Vaughn.

Suddenly, there’s a
commotion outside. “Get the fuck out of my way!”

There’s the sound of
a scuffle, then the door flies open and Vaughn comes bursting in.

“Keely!”

The security guard
tries to pull him back, but Vaughn shoves him away. “What’s going
on?” he demands, “They said you were off with Brent. Are you OK?”

My heart twists. I
could almost believe the worry in his eyes is out of concern for me
-- that he’s just worried about my safety. But then his gaze slides
to Brent, and I see the panic there, like he knows a secret only
Brent can tell.

It’s true. Oh God,
it’s all true.

“You’re too late.”
Brent smirks. “I told her everything.”
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VAUGHN

She knows.

Realization slams
through me, seeing her standing between them in the middle of the
room.

Fuck. Keely knows
everything. The bastard told her.

“You can’t listen
to him.” I take a step towards her. Keely flinches back. “I can
explain.”

“Explain what?”
Keely blinks, tears in her eyes. “Is it true? Are you this seducer
guy?”

How the hell can I get
out of this one? “It’s not like that,” I try to argue, needing
her to understand, but Keely shakes her head.

“Answer me!” she
cries, her voice breaking. “Did he hire you to fuck me?”

I steel myself. She
deserves the truth now.

“Yes.”

Keely gasps, reeling
back. I can see the heartache on her face, and damn, it tears right
through my chest.

“But I broke the
contract before we slept together,” I tell her, my voice rising. “I
gave him his money back.”

Brent stands back,
holding his hands up to say, ‘keep me out of it.’ He’s watching
like we’re a fucking spectator sport, but I only care about Keely.
I take another step towards her, pleading. “Please, baby, let’s
just go talk it out.”

“I can’t believe I
didn’t see it.” Keely isn’t listening. She turns away. “Of
course you didn’t want to be with me, you were just doing your job.
God, you must have thought I was such a fool. Why else would a guy
like you want me?”

“I wanted you!” I
growl, clenching my fists. “That’s why I told him to fuck off. It
wasn’t just a job to me, you’re more than that.”

“I trusted you,”
Keely tells me, tears streaming down her face. “I can’t believe I
trusted you!”

“And I told you not
to,” I remind her, hating this guilt that squeezes tight around my
chest. “I said you should stay the fuck away. I tried to break it
off, but you came to me, remember. You’re the one who dragged me
back in!”

“So this is my
fault?” Keely stares at me, eyes wide with pain. Fuck, I can’t
bear that she’s hurting like this, and it’s all because of me.

“No, that’s not
it.” I stumble. Why the fuck can’t I find the right words? “I’m
just saying I tried to do the right thing.”

Keely shakes her head,
trying to collect herself. “Is this about your father?” she
whispers.

What the hell?

I freeze. Keely looks
at me, her face changing to disgust. “So that’s true too. Jesus,
Vaughn, is anything you’ve told me real? Or is everything about you
a lie?”

“You don’t know
what you’re talking about,” I warn her, shooting a look at Brent.

“I know that I’ve
told you everything,” Keely shoots back fiercely. “I know that I
believed the best in you, despite everything. But it was all just a
game to you, wasn’t it? A job, a way to get what you wanted, no
matter who got hurt!”

I hang my head. She’s
right. I’ve been lying to her, using her. “If you just give me a
chance to explain,” I try, but her expression hardens.

“I’m all out of
chances. We’re done.” She beckons to the guard, who enters with
another two guys. “Please remove Mr. Vaughn from the premises, he’s
not welcome here anymore.”

They step forwards,
grabbing my arms. “Get your fucking hands off me!” I curse,
struggling. “Keely!”

She turns her back on
me.

“Fuck! Keely, you
can’t trust him!” I yell, as the guards drag me out. I try to get
free, but it’s three on one, and these guys are built like fucking
mack trucks. Panic rises. She has to understand. “This was all a
set-up! He’s trying to hurt you!”

“Too late.” Keely
looks at me sadly. “You’re the one who took care of that.”

The look on her face is
like a knife through my heart. I sag, guilty as fuck, and the guard
uses the chance to slam his elbow into me. They pull me from the
room, hustling me to a side exit and throwing me out on the sidewalk.

“I’d take the
hint,” one of them laughs. “The lady doesn’t want you.”

I see red. With a roar,
I lunge at him, slamming my head into his stomach. He cries out in
surprise, and then his buddies are on me, kicking and punching in a
rain of brutal blows.

My jaw cracks. My ribs
explode in pain, and I fall back. Still I keep swinging. I need to
hit something. I deserve to hurt.

“Fuck, are you trying
to get yourself killed?” The guard finally pushes me away. I fall
to my knees, spitting a mouthful of blood onto the asphalt. “Let it
go, buddy. No one’s worth this shit.”

They head inside. The
door slams shut.

He’s wrong. She’s
worth it.

I slump to the ground
defeated. My whole body hurts like hell, but it’s nothing compared
to the pain in my chest. I remember Keely’s look of betrayal when
she realized the truth: that I’m a lying sack of shit who played
her from the start.

I did this to her. I
let her down.

But I can’t lose her,
not now I know how much she means to me. Fuck Ashcroft and my quest
for revenge. Fuck Brent and whatever mind games he’s playing. Only
one thing matters in the world to me:

Keely.

I’m going to make it
right somehow.
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KEELY

I watch them drag
Vaughn away, still yelling at me to listen, give him a chance to
explain. My heart aches watching him go. I’m so angry at his
betrayal, but even after everything, I still want to hold him, kiss
him, tell him to stay.

Everything is falling
apart, and Vaughn makes me feel strong. But he lied to me. He fooled
me about everything.

I have to do this on my
own.

“Well, now that
drama’s done, let’s get back to business.” Brent clears his
throat, pushing the contract towards me again. “Keely?”

I turn back to him.
God, he looks so smug and superior, like he has me backed into the
corner with no way out.

My haze of grief and
confusion melts away. Vaughn was right: he planned this from the
start.

“Sure, let’s do
this,” I reply. A deadly calm settles over me. I reach for the
paper.

Brent breaks into a
grin as I lift the pages up. “I knew you’d see sense.”

I stare him straight in
the eye and rip the contract in pieces. “Fuck you.”

His mouth drops open.
“What the hell...?”

“Oh, didn’t you
hear me?” I ask, my blood pounding in my ears. “I said, you can
go screw yourself.”

“Do you realize what
you’re doing?” Brent looks panicked. “I’ll release that tape
to the world, you’ll be ruined!”

“No, you won’t,”
I say clearly. “Any scandal involving me will only hurt the
company. You still have shares,” I tell Brent, “And unless you
want them to be totally worthless, then you’ll keep that video to
yourself.”

“But the morality
clause--” he blusters.

“Probably covers
blackmail too,” I point out. “Which is what you’re trying to do
right now.” His face goes red. “Yeah, thought so,” I give him a
furious smile. “So you just listen to me. I’m keeping my stake in
Ashcroft Industries, and my position as CEO. And if you dare come
after me again, I will make you suffer.”

I lean in close, so he
can see I’m not fucking around. He’s pushed me too far. I won’t
take it anymore.

“I’ve had enough of
these games,” I tell him. “I’m done playing nice. I have
limitless resources at my disposal, and a whole company that I can
dedicate to making your life a living hell. So I suggest you shut up,
go back to whatever rich-boy bullshit you were doing before Ashcroft
died, and forget about taking me down. Because this is my company
now, and I’m not giving it up for anyone.”

I turn on my heel and
walk out, leaving Brent sagging back against the desk in shock. I
mean it, every word. I’m done being anyone’s fool.

But as I hurry down the
hallway back through the party, it’s a hollow triumph. The pain
slams through me all over again. Tears stream down my face. I can’t
hold them back anymore.

Vaughn.

Oh God.

I hurry blindly into
the stairwell, stumbling up higher, away from the noise of laughter
and revelry. It all plays out in my head again, every moment we
shared together, every passionate night and thrilling day. I opened
myself up to him in ways I hadn’t imagined, and believed we had a
real connection.

It’s all a lie. All
of it.

I collapse at the top
of the stairs, finally giving in to the pain wracking my body. I weep
for everything I’ve just lost, the stupid trust I placed in a man I
never really knew at all.

I wanted to believe in
him. I thought he was a good man underneath it all.

How could I be so
wrong?

I don’t know how long
I stay, crumpled and sobbing in the dark. My head is pounding when
the tears finally fade away. I don’t know what to do now. I don’t
know how I can go on, but I muster all the strength I have and get to
my feet again.

The party is still
going strong. I have to go back out there, and pretend that
everything’s OK. For the sake of the company.

I’m trying to pull
myself together when a noise comes from behind me. The door opening,
someone stepping into the stairwell.

Shit.

I wipe my face, trying
to hide the signs of my tears. I can’t let anyone see me like this.
But I don’t even have time to turn around before I feel a hand
planted hard in the middle of my back.

The person shoves me,
hard.

I let out a scream,
losing my balance. I claw for the railings, but it’s all too fast.
I miss my footing and tumble down the stairs, my head slamming back
against the concrete.

Then there’s nothing
but black.


* * *

What happens next? Find out in the explosive final installment of THE SEDUCTION! Order now from major retailers. The shocking, filthy serial comes to an explosive conclusion. Prepare for the most thrilling seduction of all…


  There’s not a woman in the world who won’t spread her legs for me.


  Admit it, you’re already wet imagining my hands gripping tight around your wrists, holding you down, showing you what a real man’s cock feels like buried all the way to the fucking hilt.


  I was the Seducer, the best damn night of your life. But I don’t care about that any more. I only want one thing.


  Keely Fawes.


  My secrets destroyed her. My quest for revenge tore us apart. But now I know she’s in danger, there’s nothing I won’t do to keep her safe.


  This girl is everything to me, and I won’t stop until I claim her completely.


  Her body.


  Her mind.


  Her heart.



* * *
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newsletter for exclusive giveaways and release day notices.
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Thank you to the
amazing readers and bloggers who have supported me and this story. I
will never be able to express how much you mean to me! It’s been
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You want to know how a woman tastes when she comes?

Delicious.

Don’t give me that
bullshit about lockjaw. Those guys who can’t deal with going down
on a woman, they’re the pussies. A real man gives as good as he
gets, and you can be sure that if I’ve been thrusting my cock into
a pair of tight, wet lips, I’m going to be doing the same damn
thing with my tongue soon enough.

And I’m not talking
about her mouth.

Yeah, there’s an art
to making a woman scream the fucking house down, and I’m the
master. The Michaelangelo of eating pussy. See, you’ve got to make
her beg for it, tease her clit with soft, slow licks, find the
rhythm, never once let up. Probe into her cunt to taste all that
sweetness, and don’t think that’s all it’s going to take. Your
fingers are welcome to that slick, juicy party.

Hell, they’re the
guests of finger-fucking honor.

Feel the way she bears
down on you when you slide them in just right? That’s it. She’s
getting closer. Grinding against your hand, clenching your head in
her thighs so tight she could cut off air supply. But you don’t
give her what she wants, not just yet. Hold her down and take it
slow. Better yet, tie her to the bed while you torment her with more
of those long, slow licks, another deep, sliding plunge inside.

Feels good, doesn’t
it? Making her beg, feeling her body shudder at your command. Yeah,
there’s nothing submissive about being down there between her
thighs. You’re the one in control now.

And when she’s
desperate, writhing and mewling, cursing your name and demanding you
just throw her down and fuck her already? That’s when you finally
give her what she needs. Thrust your fingers deeper, stretch that
tight little pussy all the way. Devour her clit, suck it hard and
keep on sucking. Don’t let up, don’t show her mercy, and soon
enough she’ll comes screaming like she just saw God.

Because if she looked
down, she just did.

That’s the moment
that turns me on every time. Feeling her cunt clench around me, that
hot rush of sweetness. When she’s gone, out of fucking control, and
I’m the only one who got her there.

Yeah, I’ve tasted
some sweet pussies in my time. But nothing has ever been as good at
her.

Keely Fawes.

That woman can undo me
like no one else. The feel of her luscious body, the friction of my
cock buried deep inside her tight, wet cunt. But more than that, it’s
the way she looks when she’s falling over the edge, the shock of
her surrender as her body unravels, the ecstasy on that beautiful
face. It hits me every time.

She was supposed to be
just another job: a random girl to fuck, at my client’s command.
But she played hard to get; she demanded more from me than just a
night of cheap sex. She wanted to see who I really was behind all the
expensive suits and dirty talk. She trusted me when she had no
reason. She saw the good in me, the man I could have been in another
life, under different circumstance. And dammit, if I didn’t let my
defenses crack.

One tiny hairline
fracture, and it shattered my whole world.

I swore I would use her
as revenge, but she’s the one who destroyed me in the end. She
found out I was hired to seduce her; now she’s shut me out, sent me
away for good, but I can’t forget her.

I won’t just walk
away.

She’s in danger and I
have to protect her. I have to make her see I’ve changed. All for
her.

Even if I die trying.
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KEELY

“If we move the
Jurgen meeting to Thursday, can you get those notes typed up and
filed ASAP? And tell my three o’clock I need to move him to five.
Oh, and call Miami and tell them maybe on the new project, but I need
to see the projections again.”

“...Projections...
Got it.” My assistant, Sandra, scribbles quickly in her notebook.
“Can I get you anything. Water, aspirin?” She frowns at me,
concerned. “You should really be taking it easy, after what
happened.”

“I’m fine,” I
protest. “The doctors gave me the all-clear days ago. Just a few
bruises. Tell her, Cam,” I add, seeing my second-in-command enter
my office.

Cam laughs, answering
with a faint Scottish accent. “It’ll take more than a tumble to
dent this one,” he reassures Sandra with a charming grin. “She’s
made of sterner stuff.”

Sandra doesn’t look
convinced. “That hotel should be sued,” she says, “Leaving wet
stairs with no signs. It’s a wonder you didn’t kill yourself,
slipping like that.”

Cam and I exchange a
look. The truth is, it wasn’t water that sent me tumbling down a
steep flight of concrete steps. But until we know who pushed me that
night, we’re sticking to our story. Things are bad enough with the
press without them knowing there’s someone out to hurt me.

Not that my unnamed
assailant did the real damage that night. A fractured rib and minor
concussion was nothing compared to the agony of my broken heart.

Even now, I feel a
shock of pain just thinking about him. Vaughn. I still can’t
believe the man I trusted was actually a paid employee of my rival,
Brent, hired to seduce me. But I had no choice but to accept the
truth -- especially with the evidence right there in front of me in
the grainy security footage of our very own sex tape. Brent wanted to
use the video to force me out of the company, but I called his bluff
and refused to resign.

I haven’t heard from
him since, but I’m not so foolish to think he’s given up on
replacing me yet.

“She’s right,”
Cam says, as soon as Sandra leaves.

“Not you too,” I
sigh. “I told you both, I feel fine. A couple of days cooped up in
that hospital room was more than enough. I have a company to run,
remember?”

A company that can’t
risk any more negative publicity -- not with our share price still
unstable, and hostile takeover bids ready to pounce.

“No, I mean, you
could have been killed.” Cam frowns. “We don’t know who tried
to hurt you -- or why. And that means we can’t stop them trying
again.”

I give Cam a careful
look. Even he’s not above my suspicion now. He was my father’s
closest advisor, and my life support since I inherited the company,
but until I have proof who’s out to harm me, I can’t be too
careful.

“I’ve got extra
security here at the office and twenty-four-seven surveillance at my
apartment,” I try to reassure him. “Trust me, Sandra would tackle
anyone to the ground before they got through that door.”

Cam manages a chuckle.
“I can see there’s no convincing you to stay home any longer. Are
you ready for lunch?”

“Just a minute.” I
check my schedule, trying to remember if there’s anything I’m
missing. My life as CEO of Ashcroft Industries is so hectic these
days, it sometimes makes me miss the time when all I had to worry
about was transcribing notes for my asshole of a boss, Carter, or
studying for the LSAT -- for the fifteenth time.

My phone goes just as
I’m heading out the door. I glance at the screen and freeze.

Vaughn.

He’s been calling
non-stop, showing up at the office, demanding to see me. I can’t
bear the thought of being in the same room as him. When I think about
how I trusted him, how I opened myself up and let myself be
vulnerable for the first time.

The wicked things he
did with my body. The pleasure I enjoyed at his masterful command.

But it’s over. Those
days are behind me now.

I hit the button to
ignore his call, and make a mental note to change my number. Then I
tuck my phone away and turn to Cam with a bright, fake smile. “Let’s
go!”


* * *

Lunch is downtown, at
whatever the latest hot new restaurant is today. We don’t have
reservations, but just one mention of the name ‘Ashcroft’ and
we’re ushered past the line and shown to the best table in the
house.

“Not too shabby.”
Cam grins, holding out my chair for me. I sit, looking around. It’s
full of white linen tablecloths and New York’s business elite, and
just a few weeks ago I would have been nervous to be the center of
attention, feeling all eyes on me.

Now, I see familiar
faces. I smile and wave at some, acknowledge others with nods. It’s
all part of the plan, the PR offensive Cam and I designed to reassure
everyone that the new head of Ashcroft Industries is in control and
safe behind the wheel. Lunches, dinner parties, galas and mixers: an
exhausting schedule that has me shaking hands and making small-talk
with all the big investors and financiers we need to keep on board if
I have any hope of holding off those takeover bids.

A few people come over
to the table, paying their regards and enquiring after my health. “I
heard you were in a coma,” one society wife gasps, her forehead not
moving from all the Botox.

“Lord, no,” I
laugh. “Just a sprained ankle. That’ll teach me not to break in
new shoes before a big event!”

“Nicely played,”
Cam murmurs as the couple move off.

“I’m learning.” I
take a breath, hoping that the show is over, and I can have just a
few minutes to relax. But just as I’m sipping my water, a hush
falls over the restaurant. People start to whisper, looking over at
me with gossip in their eyes.

“What’s happening?”
I ask Cam in a low voice. “Do I have something stuck in my teeth?”

Before he can reply, a
shadow looms over me from behind.

“Keely! What a
coincidence,” the voice booms out. I look up, and my heart drops.

It’s Brent.

He’s dressed in a
flashy designer suit, smiling down at me with a smarmy grin. Behind
him, his adopted sister, Isabelle, and my ass of an ex-boss Carter
wait like trained puppies on their master’s command.

“How are you doing,
sis?” Brent asks, loud enough for the whole room to hear. “You
shouldn’t be out and about so soon, after a major head injury like
that. Is your memory coming back yet?” he adds, frowning with fake
concern.

“Brent, always joking
around,” I laugh, getting up. I have force myself to hug and kiss
him on the cheek, painfully aware that we’re the center of
attention here. “It’s great you’re back in the country. Wasn’t
there that nasty business with customs out of South America?”

Brent echoes my fake
laugh. “I guess this family likes living life on the edge.”

I try not to shudder. I
never knew Ashcroft was my father while he was alive, and Brent
Isabelle and I are related by law, not blood, but still it freaks me
out to hear him talk about us all as family.

Still, I know what he’s
doing: trying to show we’re all just one happy group, while
secretly plotting to kick me out of the company. He already tried to
blackmail me by recording a secret sex tape of me and Vaughn. Who
knows what else he’s capable of?

Attempted murder?

Brent leans in close,
and murmurs so that nobody else can hear. “Time’s up, princess.
At the next shareholder meeting, I’m going to call a vote for
Excaliber Finance to buy out the company.”

I gasp. “You can’t.
That will destroy Ashcroft Industries.”

Brent sneers. “No, my
father already did that, the day he named you as his heir instead of
me. Enjoy your lunch,” he adds loudly. “That dizziness will go
soon, I’m sure.”

He turns on his heel
and heads for a table at the other side of the room.

My mind races. “When’s
the shareholder meeting?” I ask Cam.

“Two week time.” He
looks stressed. “Maybe he’s bluffing?”

I look over at Brent,
toasting his friends with what I’m sure is the most expensive
bottle of wine on the menu.

“What if he isn’t?”
I can’t stand the thought. All my work, all my father’s work,
suddenly destroyed. “You know what a takeover would mean. They’d
strip the company for parts, lay off hundreds of people, move
production to sweatshops overseas...”

“Easy there.” Cam
covers my hand with his. He gives it a squeeze. “We’ve got two
weeks to figure out who the votes are and win them back. This isn’t
over yet.”

I try to take a deep
breath, but every time I look at Brent, it turns my stomach. “I’ve
lost my appetite,” I say, pushing back my chair. “I think I’m
just going to head back to my apartment for a couple of hours. I need
to figure this out.”

“Taking a rest is
probably a good idea.” Cam nods, looking worried. “I’ll call
you a cab.”


* * *

The cab lets me out at
an address on the Upper East Side, a huge old brownstone overlooking
Central Park. It’s one of the most exclusive buildings in the city,
part of Ashcroft’s estate that passed straight to me when he died.
With Brent and Isabelle in residence at his country house, I decided
to move in here to be close to the office -- and alone. There’s
twenty-four hour security, and a panic button inside my door
upstairs. Whoever’s out to hurt me--they won’t be able to do it
here.

“Afternoon, Miss
Ashcroft.”

“Hi Tommy,” I greet
the doorman as he lets me inside. “Can you please call my car in a
couple of hours? I’m not staying home long.”

“Of course.” He
tips his cap as I head for the elevators.

I’m still not used to
people calling me ‘Ashcroft’. Part of me feels like it’s a
betrayal of my parents -- the parents who loved me and raised me for
eighteen years, until they were killed in a car accident. But the
more time I spend at the company, the more I realize that the name is
an honor too. Everything I learn about my genetic father tells me
that he was a good man: the kind of boss who cared about his
employees, and the impact his work left on the world.

Charity donations, good
wages and benefits, safe working conditions -- all the things this
takeover will strip away if Brent gets his way.

I let myself in to my
apartment on the top floor, feeling a headache that has nothing to do
with my recent accident. How am I supposed to stop Excaliber when I
don’t even know who they are? Cam told me, companies like this are
a paper trail, registered abroad and filtered through so many dummy
corporations, it’s impossible to know who’s pulling the strings.

“Keely.”

I freeze, opening my
mouth to scream. Someone’s here, waiting in the shadows, but before
I can lunge for my panic button, a hand comes over my mouth, and
strong arms lock tight around me, pinning me in place.

“Don’t panic,”
the voice tells me. “I just want to talk.”

The terror melts away,
my heart racing fast -- but with desire, not panic.

I know that voice. I
recognize the scent of him. And I remember this feeling, being held
tight against his body, the way I fit just right in his arms.

It’s Vaughn.
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VAUGHN

I’ve lost my damn
mind. Creeping into her apartment like some fucking thief, grabbing
her from behind. But I don’t have any choice. She’s got paid
muscle keeping me out of the offices, a car driving her around all
day. I can’t get near her long enough to make her listen to what
I’ve discovered. This is the only way.

“I won’t hurt you,”
I promise, holding her tight as she struggles. Damn if the feel of
her doesn’t knock me for six. Her lush breasts trapped under my
arm, her peach of an ass shoved back against my groin.

Strip a couple of
layers of clothing out of this equation, and I’d be buried to the
hilt by now. Fucking her hard and slow, making her scream my name the
way she likes.

But that’s the last
thing that’s going to happen. Not until I make her see sense.

“I just want to
talk,” I say careful not to hurt her. “Keely.”

She goes slack in my
arms.

“It’s you,” she
whispers.

She knows me then. But
can she ever trust me again?

I take a chance and
slowly release her. Keely spins around and shoves me hard. I stumble
back, surprised. “What the hell are you doing?” she yells. “You
scared me half to death! I thought you were him!”

“Who?” I demand.

“The guy who pushed
me at the party,” she recovers, breathing fast. “He tried to kill
me.”

He what?

My blood turns to ice.
I lunge forwards, grabbing her by the shoulders. “What happened?”
I growl, searching her face for any sign of injury. There’s a
bruise I didn’t see, fading just up below her hairline. I touch it
gently, every part of me screaming with guilt and panic. “Did Brent
touch you? I’ll fucking kill him, I swear.”

“It wasn’t Brent.”
She shakes her head. “At least, I don’t think so. I didn’t have
time to see. I heard a noise behind me, and then I was falling.”
She exhales, relaxing. “I was so scared,” she whispers.

My chest hurts.

“I should have been
there, protecting you. I’m so sorry.”

Fuck. All this time, I
didn’t know. The newspapers mentioned she’d tripped on the
stairs, but they made it out like a joke, not this.

“Nobody knows.”
Keely shakes her head firmly. “Until we have proof who did it, or
what they want.”

“I can tell you right
now, it was that scumbag Brent, and he won’t stop until you’re
out of the picture.” I clench my fists. I should have broken his
fucking face the first time I laid eyes on it.

Then I realize what she
said.

“We?” I repeat.

“Cam and I.” Keely
folds her arms, stepping away from me.

Jealousy burns.

“You can’t trust
him,” I growl. “Fuck, he could be in league with them too.”

Keely glares. “I know
that. I can’t trust anyone. I found that out the hard way.”

Silence.

Fuck. I gather my
thoughts, trying to find the words to make her see. “I’m sorry.”

“For what?” she
shoots back. “Getting hired by Brent to seduce me? Lying about how
your father was Ashcroft’s old business partner? Pretending you
actually cared?” Her voice twists on the last word, and I can see
how much she’s hurting.

It hits me a hundred
times worse.

“All of it,” I
swear. “You have to believe me.”

“Why?” Keely
swallows. “Why should I believe a single word you ever say? It was
all lies, Vaughn. I thought I knew what kind of man you are, but
don’t know anything about you.”

“So we’ll talk,”
I tell her. “Right now. I’ll tell you everything, anything you
want to know. Please, Keely,” I add, desperate. “I need you to
understand.”

Part of me thinks I’m
a pussy to beg. There’s never been a woman I needed like this. I
should just walk out and leave Keely to her mysterious inheritance.
I’m better off without the drama. Hell, I wouldn’t go ten feet
down the street before I found an eager woman ready to spread her
legs and screw.

But that part of me is
dead and buried now. I’m in too deep. I need her like fucking air;
I have to have her -- and now I know someone is out to hurt her,
there’s no chance in hell I’m ever walking away from her again.

“Please,” I say.
“Five minutes, that’s all I need. That’s more than you ever
needed,” I add with a wink, trying to make her smile.

Keely tries not to
react, but I see her cheeks flush. “Fine.” She presses her lips
together. “Five minutes, but you better tell me everything. I mean
it, Vaughn.” Keely’s eyes are harsh. “No more games, no more
bullshit. I need the truth.”

I take a deep breath.
I’ve been so focused on getting her to agree to see me, I never
thought this far ahead. Now I don’t even know where to begin.

I can’t hold back
now. She deserves everything. Every fucking shameful truth.

“It’s true, you
were just a job to begin with,” I admit. “Brent hired me to fuck
you, and get him proof. I didn’t know who he was to you, or
anything about Ashcroft back then. He had the money, and you looked
like you’d be fun. It wasn’t supposed to be real.”

Pain flashes on her
face. Fuck. I’m going to need a drink for this, so I cross to the
bar cart on the other side of the room and pour myself a whiskey. I’m
surprised when Keely grabs it from my hand and takes a long slug.

“Go on,” she orders
between gritted teeth. “Don’t stop.”

So I don’t. I tell
her the whole sordid mess from beginning to end. How Brent demanded I
get compromising poof about Keely, how when I found out she was
Ashcroft’s daughter, my first thought was revenge. He’d destroyed
my father, so I would use her to demolish his legacy somehow. That’s
why I travelled with her to New York, but then things changed.

“I swear, I broke the
contract with Brent before we slept together,” I tell her.

Keely blinks. “Why?
You must have known I’d give it up to you by then. It was easy
money.” Her voice is bitter.

I shake my head. “He
was trouble. I didn’t want that for you, I tried to push you away.
But then you showed up at my place, and I couldn’t resist you.” I
exhale. “And then the Ashcroft thing happened.”

There’s a long
silence. Keely turns away from me, looking out of the windows over
Central Park. I wish I knew what she was thinking, if I even stand a
chance.

“You could have told
me,” she says quietly. “About your father. You could have said
something at any time. How am I supposed to believe this all isn’t
part of your twisted games? Get back with me so you have access to
the company again for your revenge?”

“Because I don’t
even want revenge anymore!” I exclaim. “Not if it hurts you. Not
now I know Ashcroft was being threatened.”

Keely turns. “What do
you mean?”

“Those photos you
showed me.” I move closer. “The ones with your mother in a
bullseye. You think that’s the reason Ashcroft broke things up,
sent her away for her own safety.”

She nods.

“What if he did the
same with my father?” My voice twists. Twenty fucking years I’ve
believed the worst about Ashcroft, that his greed and destruction
drove my father to suicide. But what if I had it all wrong? “You
saw the photos, there were ones of my father too -- of my whole
family. If Ashcroft thought he was in danger, maybe that’s why he
shut him out of the company. To get him away from whatever was going
on, so we’d all be safe.”

Keely’s eyes
brighten. “That must be it! I never believed Ashcroft could do that
to your father. Not if they were friends. He was a good man,” she
insists, and for the first time, hearing that claim doesn’t make me
feel sick to my stomach.

“I don’t know
what’s true anymore,” I tell her, broken. “Everything I thought
I knew is wrong. But I know I hurt you, and I’m so sorry. Forgive
me, Keely. Give me a chance to make it right. Please.”

She watches me, clearly
torn. I take another step towards her.

“You know I’m not
the kind of guy to beg, but I’ll do it,” I vow, desperate. “I’ll
get on my fucking knees, I’ll do anything you want. I’ve told you
everything, the whole truth. You’re in control, Keely. You’re the
one calling the shots now.”

I watch her, waiting
for some reply. For her to tell me it’s OK, or that I need to get
the hell out and never show my face again. My heart clenches, praying
with everything I’ve got that she lets me stay.

I’ve never wanted
anything so bad.

Finally, the conflict
on her face clears. She’s decided.

Fuck. I brace myself
for the worst, already forming another last-ditch argument. But when
she opens her gorgeous mouth, I hear the last words I could ever
expect.

“Take off your
clothes.”
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KEELY

I watch him pour his
heart out, begging for another chance. Emotion crashes through me. No
more smooth flirty lines or shocking dirty talk. No more masterful
commands, and the confident dark stare than sends me into a spin.

For the first time,
Vaughn is a real man, flesh and blood and desperation.

And God, it only makes
my heart ache even more.

Since the day we met,
this man has had such a hold on me, such power. To see it all
stripped away is humbling. It makes me realize how much more there is
to our connection. Because it’s one thing to want him when he’s
in control, but seeing him brought low, his agony clear on his face,
I realize just how much he really cares for me.

How much I need him
too.

But still, I’m torn,
not ready to trust him again.

“Take off your
clothes.”

I can’t believe my
voice comes out so even, when my insides are tied up in knots. The
words are out before I can think twice, but I won’t take them back.

I’ve had enough of
people pushing me around. Taking what they want, to hell with the
consequences.

He says he’ll do
anything for me. I’m going to put that to the test.

“Didn’t you hear
what I said?” I ask, my voice mocking him. “I gave you an order.”

Vaughn’s eyes darken.
Something flashes in the air between us, an electric pulse of desire,
and it all comes flooding back to me.

The fullness in my
tender breasts. The wet ache between my thighs. I’ve been blocking
out my desire since the moment I felt his hands on me, but now, I
feel it all over again.

He always made me weak,
made me beg. Now, it’s my turn to dominate.

“You said I was in
control,” I tell him, taking a step towards him. “You said you
were at my mercy now. So do what I say and strip.”

Vaughn’s lips curl in
a smile. “Yes ma’am,” he drawls, reaching to unbutton his
shirt.

He strips it off and
tosses it aside, revealing his muscular torso. Tanned bronze, good
enough to lick.

I feel a shudder of
desire crest through me.

Yes, this is what I
need. To use him shamelessly for my pleasure. To fulfill the craving
I’ve felt ever since he walked away.

My body wants him, even
if my heart is still confused. So why not take what I want? Why not
be the one to call the shots for once?

“Keep going,” I
tell him sharply, my blood racing hot.

Vaughn undoes his belt
and zipper, his eyes locked on mine. He drops his pants, and then
strips off his briefs too, kicking them aside so he’s standing in
front of me totally naked.

Unapologetic.
Delicious.

Mine.

I greedily drink him
in, every muscular ridge and valley. He’s already getting hard, the
impressive length twitching and rising between his legs. I try not to
lick my lips.

God, I’ve missed that
cock.

I remember how good he
feels sinking into me, how those nine inches of hard muscle drive so
deep, I lose my mind, rubbing high inside against my G-spot, making
me scream.

“I’ve been dreaming
about you,” I tell him steadily, feeling a rush of power as I watch
his dick rise. “It’s always the same. In my dream, we’re on a
rooftop somewhere, high above the city. There are people there. It’s
a party, and we’re sitting on a couch in the middle of it all.”

I move closer, slowly
walking in a circle around him, admiring every inch. I trail my
fingers lightly over his chest, his back, his arms, seeing him flinch
to my touch.

“I’m talking to
someone, I don’t know who, when you start peeling my dress off,
right there in front of everyone.” My voice turns breathy just
remembering the dream. “You undress me, and lay me out on the
couch, totally naked. Everyone’s watching us, but you don’t care.
You start going down on me, and I...” My breath catches. “I love
it. I lay back, watching the stars, feeling everyone’s eyes on us
as you fuck me with your tongue.”

Vaughn lets out a
groan. He’s totally hard now, straining and thick. He clenches his
fists at his sides, standing there as I stop in front of him, eye to
eye.

“You lick me out,
God, so good,” I tell him. My body is humming, with the memory of
the dream, and the heat of him, right in front of me, all mine for
the taking. I feel so powerful, so goddamn hot as I hold his gaze,
seeing the lust in his eyes. “You know how I like it, don’t you?
Know how I taste, all that wetness, the way I clench around your
fingers when I’m close.”

Vaughn is panting now,
rasping for air.

“You keep licking,
and then other people start touching me too. Hands, all over me,
until I don’t know whose they are. They stroke me, and tease me,
until finally you get up, and sink that beautiful dick all the way
inside me.”

I catch my breath,
sliding a hand down under my skirt, beneath my panties, until I can
feel myself, wet and aching for him. I stroke gently, feeling sparks
burst, my eyes falling shut as I remember.

“You fuck me so
slowly. You drive me crazy, an inch at a time, and they’re all
still watching. Watching your cock slide in and out of my wet pussy.
Watching me scream for more. They’re squeezing my nipples, kissing
my neck as you fuck me. Stroking my clit, their hands all over me,
your dick filling me up inside.”

I open my eyes again.
Vaughn looks like he’s in agony, eyes blazing with need. His cock
strains, vein bulging, beads of cum glistening on the tip.

I smile, stroking
myself faster. Heat is rising, my whole body is taking flight.

“I come my brains
out, even in my sleep. Sometimes I orgasm so hard, I wake myself up,”
I tell him, gasping for air. “But the best is when I stay dreaming,
when I climax, and then you pull out, and push your dick in my mouth.
I can taste myself on you as I suck you off.”

Oh God, I’m close,
I’m so close. I haven’t come since he touched me last, I’m
desperate for release.

“They’re holding me
down,” I moan louder, “and I’m sucking you, every single inch,
until I can’t take anymore, I’m choking, and I feel you coming,
hot spurts down the back of my throat. That’s how I like it best,”
I throw my head back as the climax takes me over, so good, so sweet.
“When I can see you come undone, that look in your eyes when you
fall right off the edge of the world. That’s what gets me there,
every time.”

I shatter, crying out
and shuddering against my fingers.

When I surface, Vaughn
looks like I just sent him straight to hell.

“Keely.” he groans,
his voice thick with need. “Please...”

“Please what?” I
reply, slowly sucking my fingers clean. “Please touch you? Oh baby,
I haven’t even started yet.”
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Dammit, I’m dying
here.

No, worse, I’m
already dead. Wheel me off to the fucking coroner's office, and mark
down cause of death: Keely’s dirty mind and miraculous cunt.

Fuck.

I didn’t know she was
capable of this. I have to clench my fists so hard my nails draw
blood. What I wouldn’t give to throw that sweet ass down over the
table and show her exactly what my cock can do when she’s wide
awake. Never mind sinking slowly into her pussy, I’m going to pound
that tight, virgin asshole like an animal until she’s screaming
with pleasure.

But I can’t. Fuck. I
have to hold back, even if it kills me. Because this is my test,
Keely’s way of proving if she can trust me or not.

And I’m determined to
show she can.

“What do you think it
means, the dream?” Keely smiles at me, a lazy, satisfied grin.
She’s fully dressed, but glowing from her climax, so goddamn
beautiful it takes my breath away.

“It means you’re a
goddamn miracle,” I breathe. I’m so hard it hurts, every inch of
my dick crying out for the tight grip of that juicy cunt. “Let’s
go, right now. I’ll take you up to the roof at Soho House and fuck
you ‘til they call the cops.”

She giggles. “Oh no.
I’ve still got plans for you. Starting now. Undress me. Slowly,”
she adds with a stern look.

I grit my teeth and
fight the urge to tear that blouse right off her, rip her bra until
those ripe, peachy breasts swing free.

Dammit.

I slowly reach out and
unbutton the blouse. Keely looks amused. “Good boy,” she smirks.

Fuck if that look
doesn’t turn me on even more. I’ve always demanded total
surrender from my women. I’ve never wanted it any other way. Now, I
wonder what Keely would look like in leather, some kinky heels,
digging into my back--

“Hey!” Keely’s
voice comes, sharp. I look down. In my lust-crazy state, I yanked a
button too hard, sending it flying across the room.

“I’m sorry.”

“You will be.”
Keely looks thoughtful. “I wonder, what will your punishment be?
I’ll think about it while you finish undressing me.”

I carefully peel off
the remainder of her clothing. My heart pounds like a fucking anvil.
Is this how she felt, every time I ordered her around? Fuck, I could
come right now like some teenager, just shoot my load without a
single touch.

Finally, she’s naked,
and damn, this is even more painful than before. Every inch of her
body bared to me, those lush curves, her tight nipple, the moist
sheen of her pussy...

“That’s right, look
at me,” Keely orders. “Have you missed me?”

“Yes,” I growl,
shaking with tension. Fuck, I need her, need to claim her body, brand
her with my hands. I need to lose myself in her wet, clenching
channel until there’s nothing else in the world, only her.

“I missed you too,”
she murmurs, still teasing. “I missed your mouth on my nipples.”
She brings her hands up, slowly stroking her breasts. “I missed you
touching me, kissing me.”

Keely walks across the
room, and sinks down on the couch. Just like she told me in her kinky
dream, she lays back, naked and spread to me.

“Make up for lost
time.” Her voice comes clearly. “Touch me, Vaughn.”

I lunge towards her,
but she holds up a hand. “Soft,” Keely orders. “Stroke me,
touch me everywhere. I want your hands on every inch of my body.”

My fucking pleasure.

I kneel down beside
her, memorizing the sight. Her hair spills over the dark blue couch,
her creamy flesh smooth as silk as I reach out my hands and slowly
caress over her chest and down to her stomach.

Keely lets out a
contented murmur. I stroke again.

Jesus. It’s heaven
and hell all in one. She feels like a fucking miracle, so warm and
soft under my rough hands. I want to grab and gorge on her flesh,
grip her tight, devour her whole. But I have to go slow, forcing
myself to barely touch her. I stroke with a whisper of a caress down
her thighs, over her legs, the arch of her foot, and back up again.

Her skin prickles in
goose bumps. I catch my breath. I’ve never taken the time to
worship her like this; with us, it’s always hard and fast and
furious. The only thing I wanted was my cock down her throat, my
tongue deep in her cunt, her juices spilling slick over my balls.

But now, on my knees,
under her control, I revel in her beauty, the swell of her body. I
see every shudder, not just where she feels it the most. Her
sensitive places, the soft skin that makes her tremble.

I brush over her
breasts and she moans.

Fuck.

I do it again, lust
raging inside me, demanding satisfaction. My hard-on presses
painfully against the couch as I lean over her, softly tracing around
her nipples until they’re puckered and tight. Keely arches up
against my hand.

“Lick them,” she
gasps. “I want to feel your tongue on me.”

I draw a ragged breath,
then lean to follow her command. I lick slowly around her nipple,
swirling in circles before I rasp the tip hard over her tight, aching
bud.

Keely whimpers. “Yes,”
she gasps. “Again.”

I turn my attention to
the other breast, licking and swirling before I close my mouth around
her and suck.

She cries out, her body
arching up again. And this time, I can feel where she wants me; sense
her body’s demand.

I slide one hand down
her stomach and softly stroke over her wet, swollen clit.

“Yes,” Keely gasps
again. I flick her nipple with my tongue, pinching the other bud with
my free hand. Her breath is coming in shallow pants now, and as I
slide my fingers over her, rubbing rhythmically, I know she’ll soon
be close.

I’m inside her head
now, her body. Connected like never before.

I slide down her body
and settle with my head between her thighs. She wanted it slow and
soft, and I’ll give it to her now until she’s screaming. Long,
languid licks; swirling my tongue over her clit, sliding one finger
just inside her lips. Not deep enough. Not full enough.

Keely whimpers, bucking
against my mouth. “Vaughn,” she moans, and hearing my name on her
lips again is like a fucking choir of angels. I slow my licking. She
moans for more.

Fuck, she’s
beautiful. I stop to watch, sliding my finger back inside her and
pulsing gently as she writhes. Head thrown back, hands clenching at
the cushions.

“More,” she
demands, lifting her head. Her eyes blaze with desire, her voice
breaks with need. “Vaughn, I told you, I’m in control. I’m
giving you an order!”

“I know, baby.” I
slip my finger out of her, wet and drenched in her sweet juices. So
sweet, I can smell her. Smell that musk of desire.

“I know what you want
from me,” I growl, “What you can’t find the words to say. And I
know exactly what you need.”

I shift my body so I’m
sitting beneath her on the floor, then I reach out and grab her hips,
yanking her down off the couch so she tumbles down on top of me.

Right down onto my
dick.

Goddamn.

Keely cries out,
bearing down on me. Her tight pussy stretches to take me inside, inch
by rock hard inch.

She’s so tight, so
fucking wet for me, I’m going to lose my mind.

It takes everything I
have to keep control, stop myself shooting up a hot spurt of cum
right inside her.

There. Fuck. Right
there.

Keely finds her
balance, straddling my thighs. She’s upright, her juicy tits
jutting out, her damp triangle of hair glistening where our bodies
meet. And her cunt, fuck, her slippery vice of a cunt is clenching me
tight, grinding down to take me all the way inside that dark, wet
heaven.

“Ride me, baby,” I
growl, gripping her hips tight. “This is what you want, isn’t it?
To fuck me, the way you choose. Use me, use my cock. Fuck yourself
with me, go on. I’m here for the taking.”

Keely opens her eyes,
locking on mine. Her face is flushed, her hair in a mess. But her
eyes, goddammit her eyes are alive with desire. With power. She takes
a breath, and then rocks against me.

Pleasure slams through
me. Fuck!

I dig my fingers in her
hips to keep from exploding. She rocks again, harder, and her tits
bounce with the force. Keely lets out a moan, grinding above me, her
greedy pussy clenching tight around my cock with every slippery
motion.

It’s torment. It’s
agony. It’s un-fucking-believable.

She finds her rhythm,
grinding faster, pressing her clit against me as her pussy swallows
my cock deeper. The haze takes me over. Goddamn, this girl is a
miracle. I’ve never been so close to climax for so fucking long,
and every movement, every tiny bounce just winds me tighter, until I
think I’m going to implode with nuclear force.

Keely slows now. She’s
moaning, crying out with every thrust, but her body can’t keep it
up. The sensation is too much. She falls forwards against my chest,
exhausted but still too far from the edge.

“Vaughn,” she
whimpers, trembling against me.

Please.
Her eyes beg me.

Fuck yeah, baby. “You
want me to take you there?” I growl, pistoning my hips up to thrust
inside her.

“Yes!” Keely
screams at the impact.

“You want my cock
slamming deep, don’t you baby?” I grab her hips, shoving her body
down hard to meet my next thrust. “So deep, you can’t get there
on your own.”

I pound up into her,
punctuating every promise. “You need me to take you all the way.
You need every fucking inch of me, pounding that pussy until you
can’t even breathe. You need me right here, baby. Right fucking
here.”

With a roar, I slam up
into her, harder and deeper than ever. I find her G-spot, that bundle
of magic, and her whole body jerks up. She screams. Screams, and
keeps on screaming. Every thrust, every deep piston, grinding into
her, taking it all.

“You think it’s
just my cock,” I tell her, “Just nine inches of hard flesh, but
it’s not. It’s all of me.” Gripping her wrists, I suddenly flip
her onto the floor and roll. I shove her legs up high around her ears
and plunge hard into her trembling pussy, deeper than ever.

Fuck. Goddammit that’s
good. So good. So fucking right. Here above her, holding her down.
Her body spread beneath me, right where she belongs. I let out
another roar, fucking her hard and fast.

Keely’s eyes roll
back. She’s coming, coming, but still she sobs for more.

“You need all of me,
baby.” I clench my jaw, fighting not to lose myself in the
friction, fuck, the way her body splits open for me, squeezes me just
right. “Every fucking part. The hands that hold you down while you
beg for more. The mouth that whispers all those dirty hot words you
love. The fingers that slide exactly where you want them, the
deepest, forbidden place.”

I roll us again so
she’s on top, but this time, she’s crushed against my chest, her
body folded double, her gorgeous curve of an ass jutting out above
where her pussy is impaled on my dick. I can’t thrust so deep, but
I don’t need to, not when I ease apart those sweet globes and sink
my finger into the tight flesh, all the way up to my knuckle.

She breaks again,
screaming as I thrust my dick up inside her. Her body convulses
around me, and I’m close to losing it, to coming like I’ve never
fucking come before, but I hold it back, sinking deeper into that
tight, forbidden ring of nerves, pulsing my finger inside.

Keely shatters hard,
screaming louder, yelling my name over and over as I feel her body
clench and shudder desperately around my stiff cock. On and on, the
waves crash through her, and I ride it out inside her, still
thrusting, milking every fucking crest of her climax until she’s
sobbing and I can’t stop it anymore. I can’t hold this monster
climax back. Pleasure grips through my body in a fucking tsunami, and
I explode, unleashing a torrent of hot cum inside her with a
desperate yell as I’m gripped by the most fucking intense climax of
my goddamn life.
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I drag myself upright,
drunk on pleasure. Vaughn is splayed flat out, his perfect body spent
and gasping.

I feel a surge of
pride. I did that. I taught him what it’s like to need someone so
much you think you’ll die without them.

Maybe now he knows how
I’ve felt like since he’s been gone.

I walk to the bathroom
on unsteady legs, and step into the shower. Of all the things I love
in this elegant triplex apartment, this bathroom is one of the best:
duck egg blue marble and soft gold, mirrors and huge windows. The
multi-jets massage my aching limbs with warm water. My fog of desire
is already melting, leaving me energized and full of focus as I
quickly rinse off under the stream.

I’m back.

The part that’s been
missing since that terrible night at the gala has clicked back into
place now. I’ve been reeling, trying to find something solid to
hold onto in the midst of all the secrets and danger. I should have
known it would be him, all along. Something about Vaughn always makes
me feel better, stronger, braver. Like he’s the man who makes me
the best version of myself.

I wrap a towel around
me and step back into the living room. Vaughn is dressed, buttoning
his shirt.

“What happens now?”
His voice is even, eyes watching me curiously. He’s back to his old
self again, looking devastatingly handsome, but something has changed
between us.

We’re equals in this
now. Both of us scared to trust. Both of us needing each other more
than we can stand.

It’s all on the
table, and there’s only one way forward.

Together.

“Now I have meetings
all afternoon,” I tell him.

“I’m coming with
you.” A look of fierce protectiveness flashes across his face. “I’m
not letting you out of my sight now, not for one minute.”

I shake my head. “No.
I have people keeping me safe. I need you elsewhere.”

Vaughn frowns. “What
do you mean?”

“I need you on the
outside, finding out everything we can about Ashcroft and Brent, what
happened with your father, everything.” I walk over to him and rest
my palms on his chest. “We have to figure out what happened, and
who’s trying to hurt me now. Maybe they’re not connected, but
everything about this company just brings up more questions. I need
answers. We both do.”

Vaughn scowls, but he
nods. “I’ll keep digging,” he says. “I haven’t found
anything yet, but if you can get me the passwords to the archives,
security clearance to look at the old records...”

“I heard someone say
they keep all the old documents in a storage facility out in Queens,”
I remember. “They were finding things for the gala, old photos.
I’ll make a call and get you access.”

I turn away, but Vaughn
reaches out to grab my arm. “Be careful,” he tells me, his voice
low with intensity. “You can’t trust a single person in that
place. Anyone could have pushed you.”

“You think I don’t
know that?” My chest twists, just thinking that someone hates me so
much that they’re capable of causing me harm. “I’ve been over
it a hundred times, trying to figure out who it was. Brent, Carter,
Isabelle, even Cam.”

Vaughn’s face
changes. “What about me?” he asks. “Did you ever think it was
me?”

I stare at him. “What?
No. Not for a second.”

Relief crashes over
him. “How could you be so sure?” he asks, sounding hollow. “You
just found out I’d been lying to you all along, that I wanted
revenge for my father. I should have been top of your list.”

I shake my head firmly.
“Even when you broke my heart in two, I knew you would never lay a
hand on me like that. I may not have known much about you, but I know
that for sure.”

“Thank you,” Vaughn
murmurs. He brings my hand up and presses it against his chest. Over
his heart. “I promise, Keely, I won’t let you down again. You can
trust me now.”

I look into his dark
eyes, and I believe him. I know he won’t ever betray me again.

“And you can trust
me,” I whisper. “You let me in now, Vaughn. Don’t ever shut me
out again. The only way this is going to work is if we do it
together. Total honesty. I can’t take it if you pull away again.”

He chuckles softly.
“Never going to happen, baby.” Vaughn leans down and kisses me on
the lips. A searing promise of a kiss. “You’re stuck with me now.
We’re going to figure this bullshit with Ashcroft Industries out.
And I’m going to fuck you hard every night while we do it,” he
adds, with a wicked glint in his eye. “You don’t even know the
things I’ve been dreaming up for that body. I’m going to make you
come screaming for every second we were apart. Every part, every inch
of you.

“Everywhere.”
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We spend the next days
trying to unravel Ashcroft’s fucked-up past -- and figure out a way
to shut down the new threat of a takeover. I spend hours out in the
old archive facility, digging through records and papers, and my
nights claiming Keely’s body again. Branding every inch of her
tender flesh with my tongue, my hands.

My ravenous cock.

It’s different
between us now. I’ve always gotten bored of a girl’s cunt after a
few hard go-arounds: abused it mercilessly, then moved onto the next.
But I want Keely more every day. My lust only growing. My appetite
for her unsatisfied, no matter how much I gorge on her dripping pussy
or blow my load into her hungry, eager mouth.

She’s changed. The
nervous, cock-shy girl I met at the start of this all has been
replaced by a confident woman. She still blushes to hear me talk
dirty, but there’s a new power to her now. She’ll call me up in
the middle of the day and tell me how she’s rubbing her clit,
imagining my mouth on her, driving me crazy so that when she walks
through the door at night, I don’t wait a minute before throwing
her down on her hands and knees and fucking that wet slit until she
screams.

And at work, she’s
finding her feet. Determined to save the company. I have to admire
her for it. Any other girl would have taken the money Brent offered
and run, but Keely cares about saving jobs, protecting her father’s
legacy.

A legacy I had wrong,
all along. One I’m doing my best to help her save, despite the
years I spent cursing his name.

There’s movement
across the street. I snap to attention, picking up my phone and
casually aiming the camera through the restaurant window. I got sick
of the dusty boxes in storage, so I’ve been tailing Brent for a
couple of days now. Why dig through the past when I can get news
straight from the ass’s mouth?

He emerges from the
building. He’s got company. Carter, trailing behind him like a
slimy lapdog, and another guy, older. I recognize him: they’ve met
for lunch twice this week, and now here he is again.

SNAP.


* * *

“It’s the takeover,
it has to be,” I tell Keely when she steals away from work to meet
me at the apartment. I show her the photos I’ve taken. “It’s
the only thing Brent cares about right now. The vote’s coming up.
He wouldn’t waste his time on someone who isn’t involved.”

“You’re right,”
Keely says, leaning closer. She slides her arms around my waist from
behind. “Maybe he’s a shareholder, and Brent is trying to swing
his vote?”

“No, I checked. This
is an outsider. Maybe he’s from the company, Excaliber Finance. You
said the corporation is a front, that you don’t know who’s in
charge.”

“How can we find out
for sure? We’re running out of time.” Keely slides her hands over
my chest, and bites down lightly on my shoulder.

Blood rushes to my
cock.

“Easy tiger,” I
warn her, smiling.

She giggles against me.
“I missed you. All this sneaking around...”

“It’s safer this
way.” I turn to face her, sliding my hands to grip her peach of an
ass. She’s in one of her classy work outfits, all silk blouse and
tight pencil skirt, the kind I just want to rip right off her.
“Whoever’s trying to hurt you, we don’t want them to know you
have an ally now. Hopefully, they’ll fuck up and reveal
themselves.”

“But it’s so hard
without you.” Keely trails her hands lower, stroking over my
rapidly-stiffening dick. She bites her lip, a teasing glint in her
eyes. “I know I should be focused on the company right now, but I
keep wishing you could walk right in my office and fuck me over my
desk.”

Dammit.

I shove her skirt
higher and grip her thighs, lifting her up. Keely wraps her legs
around my waist, her hands already moving down between us to unbuckle
my belt and release my straining cock from its cotton prison.

“Sorry, baby, no
desk,” I growl, carrying her across the room. “You’ll just have
to settle for the wall.”

I shove her hard
against it. Keely gasps. “It’ll do.” She grins, guiding me to
her wet entrance. I piston hard, slamming inside her in a single
stroke. She cries out in shock, jerking back against the wall.

I fuck her deep again.
Keely wraps herself around me, gyrating down on my cock.

Fuck.

She’s so warm, so
wet. So tight. I slam into her, loving every scream. I drive deeper,
harder, until her body is clenching wildly around me.

“I’m close!” she
gasps, tits bouncing under their filmy blouse. Fuck it. I rip her
shirt open, baring those mounds of sweet flesh, all bound up in
virginal white lace.

“You’re playing the
innocent, huh sweetheart?” I grin, slowing my strokes. Now I’m
angling up, grinding against her clit. Keely bounces harder, using
her thighs to lift herself up and down, impaling herself on my whole
engorged shaft.

“I knew you’d like
it,” she says, panting for breath. “You love it when I look all
sweet, and fuck you like your little whore.”

I groan, so fucking
turned on to hear her talk like that. I swear I grow another inch
inside of her.

“I fantasized about
you all through an accounts meeting,” Keely adds, thrusting her
breasts against me. I close my mouth around one sweet nipple, sucking
through the lace then nipping down so hard she yelps. “I got wet,
imaging you just like this. Your cock deep inside me, so hard and
thick, filling me up.”

I piston her into the
wall again, faster now. Keely thrusts to meet every stroke. She holds
my gaze, her eyes bright with lust, urging me on. “Did you think
about me?” she demands.

I yank her bra down,
squeezing her breast hard. She moans. “I don’t stop thinking
about you, baby,” I growl, my balls getting tighter. Oh fuck, she
feels so good. “I’ve got a permanent hard-on. Nine inches, all
day long, just waiting to hammer deep into your wet pussy.”

“Harder,” she
gasps. I slam my hips, impaling her deeper. Keely’s eyes roll back,
she cries out, “More!”

My dick is happy to
oblige. I pin her back against the wall, ruthlessly fucking her
slick, willing body, holding nothing back. “Harder,” she chants,
her voice rising. “Oh God, Vaughn, fuck me! Don’t stop!”

Dammit, this girl is
perfection.

I pull out, almost all
the way, and then pound into her clenching pussy, all the way to the
fucking hilt. My cock demands every inch, shoving so deep I swear I
feel the back of her walls. Keely lets out a scream, and then she’s
coming, spasming around me in tight vibrations as I shoot a load into
the depths of her cunt with a roar of release.

I pull out and set her
down, my heart racing. “Fuck, baby.” I grin. “Now that’s what
I call an afternoon pick-me-up.”

Keely laughs,
straightening up. She heads towards the bathroom, but I yank her
back. I pin her against the wall, wrists above her head, her chest
still rising and falling in eager pants.

“Don’t clean up,”
I order her. “I want you smelling like you just got fucked.”

Keely flushes. She
looks down, and I feel a stab of power. Yeah, that’s it. It’s
time for me to be the boss.

“You’re going to
walk around all day with my cum still inside you,” I growl, running
a possessive hand over her body. I squeeze her breast, hard. Her eyes
flare. “You’re going to feel me dripping down your thighs, and
know you belong to me. And when you get back tonight, I’m going to
lick it all right out.”

Keely shudders. I
release her. Yeah, that’ll give her something to think about.

She pulls her skirt
down, taking a couple of hesitant steps. Sore, like she just took all
nine inches and begged for more.

That’s right, baby.
Feel how good I stretched that cunt.

“What about you?”
Keely tries to pull herself together. “What are you going to do
next?”

“Get answers,” I
say. “We’ve been running around playing catch-up for too long.
It’s time to get ahead of the game. Starting with Brent Ashcroft.
I’m going to take a look at what that guy’s hiding in his
apartment.”
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KEELY

I insist on going with
Vaughn to break into Brent’s place.

He flat-out says no.

“We’re in this
together,” I remind him, standing my ground. “Either you take me
with you, or I follow you on my own. Either way, we both know I’m
safer with you.”

Vaughn grits his teeth.
“Damn you. Can’t you see I’m trying to keep you out of
trouble?”

“Maybe that’s not
your job.” I take pity on him, standing there looking all noble and
protective. And dangerously hot. “Look, I promise I’ll be
careful. But I won’t just sit around while you go out and risk
everything. This is my future on the line too, you know.”

So we go together,
staking out Brent’s building in Tribeca until he leaves on the arm
of some hot, Swedish blonde. Of course he’s got a fuck-pad in the
city -- all paid for by Ashcroft Industries corporate accounts. The
same company he’s doing his best to destroy.

“Come on, stay
close,” Vaughn tells me. He grabs my hand and pulls me across the
busy street. But instead of going to the lobby, he heads around the
back of the building. “Too exposed,” he explains. “The fewer
people who see us, the better.”

He pulls a baseball cap
low over his face and gestures for me to put up the hood on my
sweatshirt. I do it, feeling a thrill of excitement. Dressing in a
disguise, sneaking in. It’s dangerous, but still, I love the buzz.

Vaughn finds the
service entrance open, propped by a trashcan. “I slipped a guy a
twenty.” He winks, ushering me inside.

“Top floor,” I tell
him. “Penthouse suite.”

“Nothing but the
best,” Vaughn drawls.

We take the stairs,
climbing fast. I shiver, remembering the last time I was in a
stairwell like this, when someone pushed me hard enough to send me
tumbling. Was it Brent? I wonder. And if it was, what else would he
do to steal the company he’s fixated on as his rightful
inheritance. He’s willing to dismantle the whole thing to keep it
from anyone else. Just how twisted is he?

Vaughn checks the
penthouse hallway. All clear. We hurry to the front door, and I pass
him the key. It wasn’t hard to get a copy. It belongs to the
company, after all. I just had to call the management, pretending to
be Brent’s secretary. I said we needed spares for redecorating, and
had them message one over to the office.

Now, my heart catches
as Vaughn swipes the card and the door clicks open. I exhale with
relief.

“Careful,” he warns
me, stepping inside. He flips the lights on, and looks around. “We
still have the alarms.”

A tell-tale beeping
comes from the box on the wall. I cross over, and tap in the code I
scribbled down earlier. I pulled the same routine on the security
company, and had them send over the info.

The beeping stops.
“We’re in!”

Vaughn sees my grin and
chuckles. “You little criminal.”

“What? I’m not
breaking any laws,” I point out. “This was part of my
inheritance. It’s all perfectly legal.”

“Tell that to Brent.”
Vaughn looks around. “Where do you want to start?”

“The office, I guess.
That’s where he’d be keeping all the business info.”

“Then let’s get
started.”

We find the office down
the hall. I flip on the lights, revealing a sleek room filled with
porny art and hi-tech computers. Vaughn tries tapping at the
keyboard, but he shakes his head. “Password protected.”

“Try ‘Brent is the
greatest’,” I joke, rifling through a cabinet. Vaughn tries out a
few combinations, but has no luck.

“We don’t want to
risk it,” he sighs. “He might have a tracker installed, to tell
him if someone tries to log in.”

We look through every
drawer and cupboard in turn. “I think I’ve found something.” I
call him over. A stash of papers in a drawer, a rough draft of some
kind of contract with notes in the margins.

“It’s with
Excaliber Finance!” I read the dense print. “Something about
establishing a partnership...”

“He’s sold you out,
just like we thought,” Vaughn says grimly. “He’s agreed to
support the takeover, in exchange for a co-head position of the new
company.”

It confirms all my
worst suspicions, but it still hurts. It’s one thing for me to have
considered walking away when I first got news of my inheritance, but
Brent’s spent years watching his father build the company. He knows
everything it means, and still, he’s happy to tear it all down.

“What about
Excaliber?” I ask. “Does it have any more information about who
that guy is?”

“There’s a
signature, right here,” Vaughn flips to the last page. “Martin
Ridley. Fuck.”

“What?” I see his
expression change. Shock, and realization.

“It’s their old
partner.” Vaughn looks at me, clenching the contract. “Back when
my father and Ashcroft started the company, they brought on a third
guy, the money. He disappeared, went to jail on tax charges. I always
figured Ashcroft set him up too, to get him out of the picture.”

“And now he’s back,
plotting with Brent.” I frown, trying to make sense of it. “And
he’s the guy he’s been meeting?”

Vaughn taps his phone,
bringing up an image search and typing in the name Martin Ridley.
“Shit,” he says, showing me the results. Martin Ridley, the guy
Brent and Carter have been sneaking around with. “I should have
checked this earlier. It’s him.”

“But what does it
mean?” I ask him, confused. “This guy has been planning to take
back the company all this time?”

“Seems so,” Vaughn
answers, putting the contract down. He goes back to searching the
room, checking the waste paper basket and smoothing out discarded
papers. “You said this Excaliber company had been trying to bid for
the company before, but Ashcroft always turned them down.”

“Which means this
Ridley guy is bad news.” I look at the contract again, leafing
through the pages. There are notes in the margins, in handwriting I
recognize as Brent’s, and another even scrawl. I try to make out
the words, looking for any clues at all about what they’ve got
planned. “We’ve got to stop him. If Ashcroft didn’t want him
back at the company, there’s a reason.”

I check every page,
looking for something, anything at all. And then it hits me. Not the
words themselves, but the handwriting.

I’ve seen it before.

“Vaughn,” I gasp,
chills running down my spine.

“What is it?” He’s
at my side in an instant.

“Look.”

With shaking hands, I
unfold the photo of my mother I’ve been carrying around in my
wallet. The surveillance photo from Ashcroft’s attic, the one with
the bullseye on the front.

You’re running
out of time. I promise, the people you love will suffer if I don’t
get what I want.

It’s the same. The
notes on the contract. The threat on the photo. Written by the same
man.

“Ridley,” I
swallow, another chill gripping my body. “It’s him. He was the
one threatening Ashcroft, promising to hurt my mother and your
father. He’s who Ashcroft was trying to protect them from. This is
all because of him.”
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VAUGHN

I want to go smash
Ridley’s fucking face in. That’ll get us some answers quick. But
Keely pleads with me not to go charging straight in.

“What will that do?”
she says, when we’re back at her apartment. “It won’t prove
anything. There are still too many questions about what went down.
Hurting him won’t solve anything.”

“It’ll make him
talk,” I growl, pacing. I’m full of restless energy, wired so
fucking tight now I’m like a bomb about to go off. This guy is the
one, the one who destroyed my father and drove him to suicide. I’ve
been waiting twenty years to have justice done. “Let’s see if he
can lie about the past when I’m breaking every bone in his body.”

“Vaughn.” Keely
tries to pull me back. “Vaughn!”

I stop, turning at the
sound of her yell. She stares at me straight in the eyes. “I know
you’re angry and confused.” Keely takes my hands, holding tight.
“This guy is the reason both of our lives turned out like this. He
set everything in motion when he threatened Ashcroft, but it’s not
enough. We have to play it smart, we can’t risk our one chance to
discover the truth.”

She’s right.

I exhale in a
frustrated bust. Fuck. Even though every part of me is burning to
beat the answers out of him, I know Keely’s making sense. A guy
like Ridley would just call the cops and have me thrown in jail, and
then where would we be?

I’d be locked up
somewhere, and Keely... Fuck, Keely would be on her own. Unprotected.
With that attacker still out there, ready to strike.

I could never live with
myself if anyone laid a hand on her again.

“What do we do now?”
I demand, still pissed as hell. My hands are tied, I hate feeling so
powerless. “Just sit around waiting. For what?”

“We get ready,”
Keely corrects me. “Find out everything about this guy, everything
that was going on back when he and Ashcroft and your dad were
partnered up.”

“He was threatening
Ashcroft over something. It has to be something big.” I scowl.

“It’s all
connected,” Keely agrees. “If we can nail him on that old
blackmail, there’s no way the board will vote to have him take over
the company. Everything’s on the line now. We need to know the
truth.”

“So how the fuck do
we get it?”

Keely flinches. I drop
my voice. “I just mean we’re no closer to a plan.”

“So we make one.”
Keely smoothes her hands over my chest. Her touch calms me, draining
the blood from my raging mind, and redirecting it in a much simpler
direction: my cock.

“I’ll call Justine
in LA. If Carter’s involved too, then maybe there’s something in
his files she can find for us. You keep watching Brent, I’ll ask
around at the office. We’ll find something,” she insists.
“Everything’s going to be OK.”

It won’t be, not
until I can look Ridley in the eye and know for sure what drove my
father to the brink. But for once, I’m not carrying the burden of
the past alone. Keely is right here too. It’s easier with her.

I’m not alone
anymore.


* * *

I trail Brent for the
next couple of days, hoping he’ll lead back to Ashcroft, but the
bastard cares more about dropping cash at designer stores and
partying until dawn than handing us a break. Again, I’m tempted to
beat the answers out of him, but I force myself to stay cool.

Keely needs me by her
side. I can’t fuck this up now.

“Come meet me for
lunch,” Keely tells me when I call in a status update. “Let’s
take a break from all this, just the two of us. I’ve been going
around in circles trying to figure it out.”

“But I could miss
something.” I stare through the window of some fancy tailor,
frustrated.

“Vaughn...” Her
voice is soft. “Come on. We can’t let this consume us.”

It’s easy enough for
her to say, she’s not the one fighting to unravel twenty years of
lies and cover-ups. But I’m hungry as hell, so I leave Brent to his
new suit, and go meet Keely at a spot in Greenwich Village.

She’s waiting at the
table when I arrive.

“Isn’t this nice?”
She greets me with a kiss. “I actually get to see you in daylight
for a change, instead of just back at the apartment.”

I’m still wound tight
as a fucking vice. “Does this place have steak?”

She grins. “Why do
you think I picked it?”

Keely takes my hand
across the table. “C’mon, baby.” She lowers her voice. “You’ve
been way too stressed. We just have to wait for them to mess up.
Brent’s too cocky, he’ll slip up soon.”

She looks so certain, I
relax a little. Certain, and sexy as hell.

“You know I can’t
resist you in those business outfits,” I tell her, sliding a hand
under the table. I find her knee and squeeze. “Stockings, hmm?” I
slide my hand higher, up that sweet flesh. “You’re going to leave
those on tonight.”

Her breath hitches.
Keely bites her lip. “Yes, Vaughn,” she coos, teasing and
obedient.

Yeah, now I’m
distracted.

But before I can tell
her what else I’m thinking, about her mouth sucking slow around my
cock, a light hand comes down on my shoulder.

“Vaughn, darling,
it’s so good to see you.”

Every muscle in my body
recoils like a fucking electric shock. Even my dick shrinks back at
the sound of that voice. A ghost. A goddamn specter.

“Get your fucking
hands off me,” I growl, not even turning to look.

I see Keely’s eyes
widen with shock and confusion. She looks up. “What’s going on?”
she asks. “Vaughn, who is this?”

Memories crash through
me as the woman lets out a laugh. “Me? I’m Julianne. Vaughn’s
ex-wife.”
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KEELY

His ex-wife?

“Ex-fiancée,”
Vaughn corrects her with a growl. “Now get the fuck out of here.”

The woman laughs. “Oh
look at you, still as blunt as ever.” She looks down at me from
beside him, curling her perfect red lipstick in a smirk. “He can be
a real beast, can’t he?”

It’s clear from her
tone, she means more than just his manners.

I can’t believe it. I
don’t know what to think as I stare at Julianne in shock. She’s
beautiful, one of those sleek, blond, glamorous women poured into a
chic black dress and towering spiked heels.

She dated Vaughn?

They were engaged?

Julianne looks from
Vaughn to me and back again, and arches a perfect eyebrow. “Oh, did
he not mention me? Whoopsie. Sorry, darling.”

She touches his
shoulder again. I see Vaughn’s whole body tense. “Anyway, I must
be on my way. You look well, darling. Give my love to your brother.”
With a smug grin, Julianne turns on her heel and sashays away.

Silence.

“Vaughn?” I finally
ask, my voice shaking. Insecurity ripples through me, ice-cold. “Is
it true, what she said?”

“Yes.” Vaughn
answers curtly, snapping back to life. He beckons the waiter over,
and orders a steak, rare, like nothing’s happened. “Keely?” he
prompts me. I blink, food the furthest thing from my mind. He sighs.
“She’ll take the salmon,” he instructs the waiter, sending him
away.

My head spins. I knew
Vaughn had a past, that there were women before me. Dozens. Hundreds.
But he always said, he didn’t do relationships. The one time I made
him take me on a real date, he did everything he could to shut it
down.

Now I discover there
was a woman in his life, for real. A woman he wanted to marry, to
start a family with.

A woman he was willing
to say vows for.

“Talk to me, Vaughn,”
I say, hating the pleading note in my voice. “I thought we said no
more secrets.”

“Julianne isn’t a
secret.” Vaughn spits out her name. “She’s the worst fucking
mistake of my life. That’s all you need to know.”

“But that’s not
enough.” I frown. “What happened? How long were you together? Why
did it end?”

“Dammit, Keely, I
said that’s all.” Vaughn scowls at me.

I take a deep breath,
suddenly feeling on the edge of tears.

I thought things were
different now. I thought he was finally letting me in. But if Vaughn
is still hiding something as big as this, what else is still lurking
in his past, undiscovered?

“Excuse me.” I get
to my feet and bolt for the restrooms. I need a moment away from him,
to pull myself together before I lose it completely.

The marble bathroom is
small and cool, and I run my wrists under the cold faucet, trying to
talk myself down.

The door flies open.

“What---” I can’t
even get the word out before Vaughn is slamming me back against the
wall, claiming my mouth in a violent kiss.

I gasp for air. He
pulls away, clutching at my body through my clothes. Groping my
breast, shoving his leg between my thighs.

“What are you doing?
Vaughn!” I protest as he yanks up my skirt. He wrenches his belt
open and frees his swollen cock.

“What does it look
like?” he growls, pushing me back against the wall. “I’m
putting my dick back where it belongs.”

He pulls my thighs
apart, panting. There’s a weird desperation in his eyes like I’ve
never seen before.

“No!” I shove him
away. “Not like this. Talk to me, Vaughn. Tell me what’s going
on.”

Vaughn lets out a
curse. He slams the bathroom wall and whirls around.

“Vaughn,” I call,
but he storms out. The door swings shut behind him.


* * *

I don’t know what to
do, I feel so confused, so I straighten up my clothes and head back
to work. The office is quiet during lunch, and I wander the long
route to my office, trying in vain to reach Vaughn on his cell.

You
know what the hell to do. Message at the beep.

“It’s me,” I say,
“Come on, Vaughn, please call me. I don’t even know what just
happened, but whatever you have to say, I’ll listen. I’m here for
you, remember? We’re a team now.”

I hang up slowly,
calmer now. This Julianne woman hurt him; that much is clear. I
shouldn’t be jealous. I just need to give Vaughn time to open up.
He’s emotional right now, blind-sided -- that’s why he tried to
blot her out in the only way he knows how.

I have to believe he’ll
talk to me in time.

“Penny for them?”
Cam’s voice cuts through my thoughts. I look up. I’m outside his
office, the door open. He’s at his desk, looking at some papers as
he eats takeout from a box.

“Give me another
week, and that’s all the company’ll be worth,” I sigh, stepping
inside.

Cam shakes his head.
“It’s not over until the fat lady sings,” he says. “Or in our
case, until the last member votes.”

I pause. I know I can’t
trust anyone here, but finding information alone has been a
challenge. I quickly weigh the risk before asking, “What do you
know about Martin Ridley?”

Cam pauses, frowning.
“I haven’t heard that name in a long time. He was part of the
company, way back years ago.”

“So you don’t know
he’s behind the Excaliber bid?” I ask point-blank.

Cam looks shocked. “Are
you serious? When did this happen? How are you sure?”

If he’s lying, he’s
doing a good job of it. “I had someone do some digging,” I say
carefully, not wanting to give Vaughn away. “And they confirmed
he’s the one behind the hedge fund.”

Cam exhales. “Shit.
That would explain why Ashcroft didn’t accept their offers.”

“So there was bad
blood between them?” I press him, looking for any hints of
deception.

But Cam doesn’t
flinch. “Real bad.” He nods. “Ashcroft wouldn’t even talk
about what happened back then. All he ever said is the guy was
rotting in jail where he belonged.”

“He’s out. And
running around town conspiring with Brent and Carter.”

“Maybe this will help
us.” Cam looks brighter. “Ridley always had the worst
reputation.”

“What do you mean?”

“Shady business
dealings, mob ties, you name it.” Cam sighs. “Ashcroft didn’t
find out until too late, they were already in deep with him. But if
the board knows he’s behind the offer, maybe that will make them
think twice. You can’t trust a guy like that. He’s dangerous.”

I gulp. “That’s not
good.”

“Not at all.” Cam
looks grim. “I heard he had a way of making threats just disappear.
Feds tried to get him on drug running charges once. Two weeks before
the trial, their star witness blew his brains out.”

I feel a chill.
“Suicide?”

“That was the
official verdict,” Cam gives me a look. “But it was too
convenient by half. The guy didn’t leave a note, just put a shotgun
in his mouth and pulled the trigger.”

Just like Vaughn’s
dad.

I stumble back,
suddenly sick to my stomach. “I... should get back,” I say
quickly.

“Thanks for the intel
on Ridley, this should help us a lot.” Cam grins, not realizing
what his words have done to me. “I’ll look into his history with
Ashcroft Industries. Maybe there’s something back then we can use.”

I nod and hurry back to
my office, mind racing. All this time, Vaughn and his family believed
that his father committed suicide, but what if that’s not the
truth?

What if Jack Vaughn was
killed -- because of this man, Ridley?

No. I can’t jump to
conclusions. Something like this is too big to just go on coincidence
and rumor. Even Cam said, they never knew about this other guy for
sure -- and I can’t dredge up Vaughn’s past for him without solid
proof.

The thought haunts me
for the rest of the day. I still don’t hear anything from Vaughn,
and when I get back to my apartment, I’m not even sure if he’ll
be there.

But he is. Sitting in
the dark staring out of the window, like he’s been there for hours.

I turn on the lights.
He doesn’t move.

I take a deep breath.
I’m feeling scared and insecure and angry over the way he acted at
the restaurant. But I won’t let him push me around now. If this is
going to be different now, I need him to let me in.

“I was worried about
you.” I cross around so I’m standing in front of him.

Vaughn looks tense and
conflicted. He gulps from the glass of whiskey in his hand. “Dammit,
Keely. Can’t you just leave it alone?”

My heart aches. I hate
seeing him like this. I wish we could just move on and pretend we
never met Julianne at all, but it’s too late for that.

“You promised me, no
more lies,” I remind him. Vaughn gets up angrily and turns to go,
but I move to stop him.

“I mean it, Vaughn.
You either tell me the truth, or you walk out that door right now.
And you don’t come back.”
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VAUGHN

Keely stands in front
of me, unflinching. She folds her arms and waits, and I know, there’s
no getting around it now.

Dammit. For a moment, I
wish we could turn back the clock to when I first met her. That Keely
wouldn’t be making ultimatums, she’d be too busy choking on my
cock right now. Yeah, that nervous, blushing woman I could distract
with filthy words, shove my fingers in her pussy and make her come
screaming so hard she forgot what she was asking in the first place.

But I already tried to
block out the truth back at the restaurant. I thought that if I could
just sink deep into her hot, wet cunt, I could wipe the memory of
Julianne’s betrayal from my mind.

I was wrong. There’s
no erasing the past.

“Vaughn.” Keely’s
voice softens. Her eyes are full of emotion. She touches me gently,
and fuck, if it’s my undoing.

Something splits open
inside me. Memories come rushing out.

“I thought she was
the one,” I tell her, hating myself for how fucking dumb I could
be. “I was young, and horny, and stupid, and Julianne... She
dazzled me, I guess. You saw her, she knew exactly how to act, what
to say. I thought she was sweet, and innocent. I couldn’t have been
more wrong.”

Keely exhales. I sink
back into the chair, pulling her onto my lap. The feel of her warm,
lush body pressed against me is soothing, like she’s the one thing
I can hold onto. Keep the harsh truth of the past from cutting too
deep.

“I was crazy about
her, I lost my head. I didn’t realize at the time she was just
playing me. She’d spin on a dime, have crazy mood swings. Be sweet
as pie one day then push me away. It was all a game to her, a way to
keep me running back for more.”

“But you loved her,”
Keely murmurs, snuggling into me.

“I didn’t know what
the fuck love was,” I clench my jaw. “She had me dancing on her
strings. All that time I was panting after her, she was screwing
around. My friends, her co-workers, but that wasn’t the worst. No,
she had a final fuck-you planned, a way to really dig the knife in
before she let me go.”

I stop. I’m numb to
it now. Totally detached. Like I’m telling a story that happened to
someone else.

“What happened?”
Keely whispers softly. She takes my hand, lacing her fingers through
mine.

“She fucked my
brother is what happened.”

I feel Keely’s gasp.
She pulls back to look at me. “Oh, Vaughn...”

“Planned it, too,”
I add grimly. “Set the whole thing up so I’d find them together.
She’s been seducing him for weeks. Telling him how terrible I was
to her, how I picked fights and pushed her around and made her do
unspeakable things in bed. None of it was true,” I add, looking
down at Keely. “I never laid a hand on that woman, I swear. And in
bed--”

“I don’t know if I
want to hear it,” Keely says quickly. I see the insecurity in her
eyes, and I have to chuckle.

“It was nothing like
this, baby. She can’t hold a fucking candle to you.”

A smile curves on
Keely’s lips, but she quickly wipes it off. “That must have been
awful for you.”

“It fucking tore me
apart.” I shake my head. “I swore I’d never let it happen
again. I’d never trust anyone like that, never give someone that
power to hurt me. I would stay in control. I would be the one making
them beg.”

Something shifts on
Keely’s face. “Is this why you need to dominate?” she asks.

I’ve never thought
about it like that. “In the beginning, maybe. But even after
Julianne was ancient history, I didn’t want to stop. It’s part of
who I am now. What I need to get me there.”

Keely bites her lip.
“Are you thinking about her, when it’s me on my knees? Is that
what it’s about for you, getting back at her?”

“Fuck no,” I growl.
“That bitch is the last thing on my mind. You think I have time for
her when you’re around?” I demand. “I’m too busy thinking
about your delicious cunt dripping around my tongue. I’m thinking
about how that tight little asshole is going to feel stretching wide
open around my cock.”

Keely’s eyes widen. I
yank her closer, so she’s straddling my lap, and close my hands
around her breasts. I squeeze at the juicy mounds, making her moan.

My cock leaps to
attention.

“You feel that?” I
demand, thrusting against her. Needing for her to understand.
Julianne never made me feel this hunger. Julianne didn’t make me
come undone like her. “That’s all for you, baby. Every last
inch.”

“But...” Keely
still looks conflicted. Why can’t she see there’s no competition?
Nobody I’ve ever been with even comes close to her.

“Are you thinking
about your exes right now?” I cut her off, plucking her nipple
through her blouse, tweaking at the tender nub.

She gasps. “No!”

“What about when I’m
inside you?” I growl, pulling her skirt up. I zero in on that wet
little pussy, easing my fingers inside. “When you’re on your
knees, begging for another spanking. Is that because some guy dumped
you back in college, and you’ve got issues?”

She gasps, shaking her
head, bearing down on my hand. “No,” she moans again. “I only
care about you.”

“That’s right,
baby.” I slide my thumb over her clit. She arches up, desperate for
another rub.

Fuck, she’s so hot
like this, so fucking beautiful.

“It’s because you
want my cock.” I growl, rubbing her slick knot faster. “Because
you’re hungry for me. Because surrendering gets you off like
nothing else. That’s how I feel when I’m with you.”

“Promise me,” Keely
gasps, holding on even as my fingers plunder her aching pussy. Even
as her nipples harden, and her body begs for more.

“I promise, baby.”
I hold her gaze, meaning every word. “Julianne is ancient history.
It’s over, I swear.”

I see something in her
break. The doubt clears from her eyes. She gives in, grinding
shamelessly against my fingers.

I chuckle. Goddamn, she
feels so good. She always does, like she was meant to be ravaged,
like her pussy was made to stretch open for me. My fingers.

My cock.

“We’re the same,
sweetheart,” I growl, my dick swelling to a painful size. “You
and me. Hard and soft. Two sides of the same dirty coin.”

I can’t wait anymore.
I need to be buried inside her and feel that body shudder from the
inside out. I unzip my pants in a hurry, pushing her panties aside
and positioning her above me. Keely braces her hands on my shoulders
and lowers herself an inch onto my waiting ramrod cock.

I groan at the feel of
her, the tight, slick wetness, but she stops, holding fast above me.
“You know you can trust me,” she whispers softly, stroking my
face. “I’ll never hurt you like that.”

My chest tightens. “And
I swear to you, baby, there’s no one else. You’re all I want,”
I admit with a groan. She lowers herself the final way, sinking down
on me, devouring my cock with her dripping pussy. I grip her hips,
ready to thrust up into her, but instead, I feel her inner muscles
grip tight around me in a mind-blowing rhythm.

Oh shit. Pleasure slams
through me. “What the hell, baby?”

She clenches again with
a wicked grin.

“No more lies?” she
demands, gripping tight, milking my shaft without a single movement.

Fuck. I feel the
pressure spark, racing from my root. “No more lies,” I gasp,
trapped in her pussy’s miraculous grip.

“Only me.” Keely
insists, grinding down on me.

“Only you, baby.” I
swear, already losing it. Fuck, I’m going to come, I can’t hold
back. I need to take her over fast so I do the one thing guaranteed
to blow her sweet little mind.

I slide a finger back
between her ass cheeks and push into the puckered flesh.

Her whole body goes
still. “Vaughn...” Keely pants for air, her nails digging into my
shoulders as she struggles to process the intrusion, but I don’t
stop. I rock up inside her, stretching her from both sides.

“Feels good, doesn’t
it baby?” I rasp in her ear. “So dirty. So tight. How do you
think it’s going to feel with my dick back there?”

She whimpers, shaking.
Quivering on my cock. Clenching her ass around my finger. Fuck, I’m
going to come. I pull her cheeks wider apart and push another finger
inside, grinding my dick hard as I curl my fingers deeper into the
hot darkness and pulse.

Keely shatters,
screaming in a hoarse cry as her body convulses. Her pussy spasms
against me, stretched to the limit, forcing me over the edge. I come
with a roar, spurting deep inside her, feeling every goddamn second
of her climax as her needy cunt milks me dry.

Goddamn.

Keely collapses against
me. “See?” she manages to speak, her face flushed with that
just-fucked glow. “Talking doesn’t have to be so bad.”

I chuckle, totally
spent. “As long as your pussy’s having the conversation, I’ll
say anything you want.”

She shifts, curling
against me, my spent dick still snuggled inside. “Nothing makes me
feel like you.” She says it dreamily, tracing over my chest and
arms.

I feel a stab of pride.

“Me too, baby.” I
fought it long enough, but she’s here now, wrapped in my arms.
She’s seen the worst in me, knows every dark secret, and still
she’s willing to take a chance.

Who is this girl, and
what did I ever do to deserve her?

“It’s never been
like this, not even close.” Keely smiles up at me. “That’s why
I need you to be honest with me, so we both hold nothing back.
Imagine what it could be like when we’re totally open. When we
trust each other completely, and can ask for anything we need.”

I stare at her.
Imagine. Fuck, I’ve
done nothing but imagine. All these years of screwing around, I told
myself I’d given up on this. That I’d never find a woman strong
enough to deal with all my shit. To take everything I needed her to
give, and still come back for more.

But she’s here, in my
arms right now. Sharing my burden, making me feel like I’m not
alone.

She deserves the world
for this. She deserves a pleasure beyond her wildest fantasies.

Keely’s breathing
slows. She gives a sleepy yawn.

“Not yet, baby.” I
gently nudge her awake. “It’s time to get dressed. I’ve got
something planned for you. A night you’ll never forget.”
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KEELY

Vaughn gets dressed and
goes out to make some final arrangements. He leaves me with a list of
instructions, and an address to go meet him at nine.

I kiss him goodbye,
happy to see him look so focused and relaxed. The dark scowl he had
when he talked about Julianne -- all those memories and pain --
they’re nowhere to be seen right now.

We fucked them all
away.

No, I correct myself,
stepping into the shower. We talked them out. Honestly, like I
wanted. I put it all on the line and he came through for me. He
showed he wants to open up and make this work.

And then he opened me
up, and showed me what it feels like to be stretched so tight every
inch of motion is a mind-blowing miracle.

I shiver, rinsing off
under the hot jets of water. It’s getting more intense now every
time we fuck. The race of uncertainty is still there, never knowing
what he’s going to try next, but somehow I feel safe too. I trust
him completely. I can surrender, knowing he’ll only bring me
pleasure. That however hard he fucks me, however tight the restraints
are at my wrists, whatever he does to ravage every part of my body,
I’ll like it.

I’ll come screaming,
every time.

That submission, it’s
a freedom like nothing I’ve ever felt before. Shutting off my mind,
giving in to the desire, until I’m nothing but sensation and
hunger. An animal, driven by pure instinct, totally at his mercy.

And only he can get me
there.

I dry off and check the
list of instructions.

Wear
the red dress. Garters and stockings. Lipstick. Heels.

I go to my walk-in
dressing room, the one that’s three times the size of my old
bedroom back in LA. I couldn’t shop fast enough to keep up with the
schedule of luncheons and parties, so I’ve had personal shoppers do
the work for me: sending over gorgeous designer outfits all sized to
fit me just right. Still, the closets aren’t even half-full.

I go to the far wall
and open a drawer of lacy lingerie. Vaughn didn’t mention
underwear, but I pick out a new set of daring black lace bra and
panties: cut high on my thigh with criss-crossing ribbons over the
bust like I’m all tied up in ropes. I roll on the stockings, and
fasten the garter belt around my waist, then I reach for the red
dress.

I pause, thinking.
Vaughn was clear about his instructions, but it would be fun to shock
him.

Make him punish me.

Rebellion crackles, a
naughty charge. Instead of putting on the dress, I reach for my new
Burberry trench-coat instead. I pull it on, shivering at the feel of
the silk lining against my bare skin. I wrap it around me, fastening
the belt. There. Nobody could tell I’m almost naked under here, but
I can’t wait to see Vaughn’s face when I peel it off and he
realizes the truth.

I finish my makeup,
carefully applying the bright red lipstick. I meet my eyes in the
mirror and have to smile. I remember getting dressed for my first
evening with Vaughn. I was so innocent back then, I felt adventurous
just putting on this lipstick. Now, I’m going out to meet him in
black lingerie, already imagining how my red lips will look sliding
down the thick, hard shaft of his cock.

I tremble in
anticipation. I wonder what he’s got planned tonight; he’s been
so mysterious. Whatever it is, I know I’m in for the ride of my
life.


* * *

Vaughn sends my driver
to meet me up at my door, so I’m not alone for a single moment as
we head across the city. The car pulls up at an office building in
Tribeca, and the driver accompanies me up to a door on the twelfth
floor. “Enjoy your evening, miss.” He tips his cap and takes the
elevator back downstairs.

I take a deep breath
and knock.

“Come in.” Vaughn’s
voice calls, and I shiver all over again.

It’s his ‘I’m the
boss’ voice, the one that means he’s in charge tonight.

Yes.

I open the door and
step inside, pausing a moment to look around. It’s an empty office
suite, with brand-new carpet and bright lights turned all the way on.
The space is on the corner of the building, and two of the walls are
made almost entirely of glass, looking out at the other downtown
buildings.

Vaughn stands at the
windows, the corner where the two angles meet. Beside him is the one
piece of furniture in the room: a low leather bench.

My heart thuds with
anticipation. What has he got planned for me tonight?

“Hi.” I close the
door behind me and go over to him, reaching up to kiss his lips.
Vaughn barely responds before he steps away. He looks down at me with
that thrilling power in his eyes.

“Is this one of the
company offices?” I ask, getting nervous and excited. “Are we
allowed to be here?”

“I made
arrangements,” Vaughn says cryptically. “What do you think of the
view?”

“It’s great.” I
turn to the windows. We’re not so high that we’re towering over
everything. Instead, we’re buried right in the heart of the city.
There are other tall buildings all around us, close enough to see
clearly inside. I can see workers staying late at their desks, people
walking around in their apartments, even a gym in a building directly
across from us: a line of people staring out of the window as they
run on treadmills. If I raised my hand to wave at them, they would
all probably wave back.

I turn to Vaughn. “What
is this place?” I ask, still confused.

“This is where I’m
going to fuck you,” he replies casually, reaching to loosen his
tie.

My heart leaps. I look
around. “But everyone will see!”

“Exactly.” Vaughn
smiles at me, wicked. “Just like your dream, baby. I’m going to
do unspeakable things to your body, right here at the window in front
of all those people. We’re too far for them to recognize our faces,
but they’ll see everything, all the ways I’m going to fuck you
senseless. And all they have to do is look.”

Oh God. My thighs
clench, just listening to him. I take another look outside. There’s
no way someone won’t notice. There are so many buildings right
there. So many windows lit up in the night. People inside. Watching
us.

Watching me.

I take a shallow
breath. We can’t. It’s so wrong. This is further than I’ve ever
gone before. Even the most shocking things have been just between us.
Hidden. Secret. But here, the bright lights will show them
everything. They’ll see everything he does to me.

They’ll
know how much you like it.

“Take off your coat
and put your hands against the window. Now,” Vaughn orders me.

My stomach twists. I’m
still not sure. “Vaughn,” I breathe, turning to look at him. “I
don’t think I can do this.”

“You’re not here to
think, baby,” he growls, striding towards me. “You’re here to
take my cock, any way I fucking choose. When I give you an order, you
goddamn follow it.”

He puts me back against
the glass, his hand closing around my throat in a gentle caress. He
squeezes slightly, cutting off my air just a little. I gasp in shock.

“I’m not fucking
around tonight, Keely,” he tells me, low and steely. His fingers
squeeze softly, making my head spin and my heart pound in my chest.
“If I tell you to suck my cock, you better be bent double choking
on the whole fucking length before I can reach for my zipper. If I
want you on all fours, you drop and fucking lick the floor. The
moment you stepped through that door, you gave up the right to resist
me in any way at all. Try it now, and I will punish you so hard,
you’ll be screaming for mercy.”

He grounds out every
word. “Your safe word is ‘peaches’, but don’t you dare use it
until you’ve had enough, because it’ll all be over. Do you
understand?”

His face is tense, but
his eyes reassure me.

“Yes.” My body
shivers, racing with adrenalin. I was all wrong earlier. I thought I
knew how far he was willing to go, but right now he’s proving we
haven’t even come close.

Holy shit, this is hot!

“Yes, I promise I’ll
obey you.”

Vaughn releases me.
“Now take off your fucking coat.”

With shaking hands, I
undo the belt. Shit. I’m regretting not following his instructions
to the letter now.

I open the coat and let
it fall to the floor. I stand there facing him in black lingerie and
heels. My heart races, looking for some reaction.

Vaughn looks at me and
slowly smiles. Relief floods through me. I jut out my hip.

“I guess we’ll have
to get started on that punishment,” he murmurs.

Wait, what?

Before I can say a
word, Vaughn spins me around and shoves me face-first against the
glass. He moves my hands flat on the window on either side of my
face, and pulls my hips back, so I’m braced with my ass sticking
out. He yanks my panties down.

CRACK.

His hand smacks against
the back of my thighs in a stinging blow.

“You’ve been
getting cocky,” Vaughn growls, spanking my other cheek. I have to
lock my arms to keep from pressing into the glass.

My heart races. What
will he do next?

“It’s my fault,
baby. I’ve let you get away with murder.” Vaughn smoothes over
the tender flesh, giving me a moment to catch my breath, but before I
can prepare myself, he lands another three smacks right on my ass.

“But this should show
you, sweetheart, I’m not going to take it anymore.”

Vaughn suddenly grabs
my hair and pulls my head back. “Open your eyes,” he orders.

I do as he says. He
holds me in place, my body arched, my skin tingling. “Look,”
Vaughn growls. He forces me to look out of the window, at all the
buildings looking back at me. “They’re watching us right now.
They’re seeing me punish you. They know you’ve been a naughty
girl.”

Oh my God. My pulse
kicks, staring into the darkness. Vaughn’s fingers slide lower,
dipping in between my legs, finding my slick lips.

He chuckles behind me.
“Tell me, sweetheart, were you wet before you walked in that door?
Did you touch yourself in the car on the way over, already panting
for my cock?”

“No,” I gasp,
shuddering. My blood is racing, the sting of pain now mingling with
something sweet and hot. I arch back against his fingers, needing his
touch. “I was good, I promise. I waited for you.”

“Good girl.” Vaughn
rewards me with a swift circling of my clit. Sparks burst through the
sweet spot. I moan, relaxing.

“Just for that, I’ll
let you choose the rest of your punishment,” Vaughn says. His voice
is silky, disarmingly soft. I twist my head to look back at him,
confused.

“You can have ten
more spanks with my hand,” Vaughn smirks at me. “Or five with
whatever I’ve got stored in that bag.” He nods to the leather
duffel resting down beside the bench.

My body clenches. Shit,
what should I choose? Ten more slaps would push the limits of my pain
threshold coming after what he’s already doled out. But what would
I be risking picking the unknown?

I feel a thrill of
uncertainty. “The bag,” I decide. “I choose five.”

Vaughn breaks into a
dangerous grin. “Oh Keely, baby. Still playing with fire.”

My stomach twists with
excitement as he releases me. He leans over and reaches into the bag,
pulling out what looks like a riding crop with a long, leather strap
attached.

Oh shit.

Vaughn casually runs
the strap over his palm and then swats the air lightly. The leather
cracks.

A thrill jolts through
me. I’m nervous, but curious too. I want to know what this is going
to feel like.

“Bend over the
bench.” Vaughn orders. I quickly hurry to do what he says. I lean
down, spreading my legs and bracing my feet against the edge.

“Hold on,” Vaughn
orders me. I grip hold of the leather bench. “Yeah, spread those
legs for me, baby. Give them all a glimpse of that juicy little
cunt.”

I gulp, keeping my eyes
fixed below me. I’m parallel to the windows, arched over the bench
of it. Totally on display.

“Hmm...” Vaughn
muses, pacing around me. “Where on this gorgeous body do I want to
leave my mark?”

I feel the rough drag
of leather trailing over my back and ass. I shudder, waiting. He
slips the crop under me, swatting lightly at my breast.

The sting makes me
yelp, but it’s a good kind of pain. My nipples tighten. He
chuckles, and flicks again, harder.

I moan.

“Look at you, kinky
little bitch. You might actually enjoy this.” Vaughn trails the
crop lower, down between my open thighs. He presses up, against my
clit. I moan again.

Vaughn pauses. “I
won’t push you past where you’re willing to go.”

I still trust him. He
knows my body’s limits better than I do.

I drag an inhale and
force myself up on my hands again. “Don’t stop.” I say. “I
deserve to be punished. I’ll take it all.”

“That’s my girl.”

Without warning,
there’s a sharp crack. I feel the sting of the leather on my bare
ass. Damn, that’s intense! I cry out.

I hear Vaughn rummage
in the bag again, and then his hand is stroking over the painful
imprint of the crop, soothing me.

“Time for a little
sugar to help the medicine go down,” he murmurs.

Then I feel something
sliding against my pussy. Cool and egg-shaped. Vaughn pushes it
gently inside.

“Relax, baby,” he
tells me, as I adjust to the foreign object. “Just give in to the
pain.”

He must have hit some
kind of remote control, because the egg starts vibrating. I gasp, the
pulse rippling softly through me, igniting a hot pleasure deep
inside.

Vaughn cracks the crop
down against my ass again.

The pain is dizzying,
but the vibrations distract me, pulsing pleasure through my body to
off-set the pain.

I can take this. I can
make it through.

Three.

Vaughn lands the blows
with razor-sharp accuracy, never hitting in the same spot twice. I’m
gasping, my body drawn tight and aching in an epic battle between
pleasure and pain.

Four.

I let out an animal
groan. God, this is insane. Sharp and swelling; the fierce sting of
the riding crop and the low, deep rumblings inside me, thick and
sweet. I gasp for air, head spinning. My whole body is on fire.

“One more, baby. You
think you can make it?”

I whimper in response.
A part of me wishes this could last longer. Is that crazy? But it’s
so intense, so far beyond my boundaries.

Vaughn pauses, trailing
the crop between my ass cheeks. “You know what? I think I’ve
changed my mind. I’m going to keep going until you come.”

Yes!

He must hit the remote
again, because the egg inside me starts vibrating faster. Shockwaves
pulse through my body, God, so sweet. So good. But before I can sink
into the bliss, the crop slams down on my tender ass again, sharp and
hard.

Fuck.

“Surrender, dammit!”
Vaughn roars. “Just give in. You can do this, but you need to let
it go!”

Something unlocks
inside, pushing me over the edge. The vibrations are crashing through
my body, so good it’s like I lose all track of where the pain ends
and the pleasure begins. It’s all just sensation now, sweeping
through every fucking cell in my body, splitting me wide open,
exploding into the night.

“That’s right,
baby. Take it all!”

He brings the crop down
hard. Fuck. Yes. “Vaughn!” I cry, gasping. I’m sobbing,
shaking, out of my goddamn mind. The pulses take hold of me, my clit
exploding in pleasure with every new crack against my ass. But it’s
not enough, I need more. I need his hands on me, rough and
unyielding. I need him branding me with his body. Grabbing me, owning
every inch.

I arch back, thrusting
towards him. “Your hands,” I cry, “I need your hands on me.
Vaughn! Please!”

With a growl, he throws
the crop down. But instead of force, his hands are gentle. They
smooth over my tender skin, making my blood surge with pleasure. He
finds my clit, rubbing me over and over, taking over my ecstatic body
completely so there’s nothing left of me but pure animal pleasure
in his hands.

He kisses my neck, soft
caresses that drive me crazy, closer to the edge. “Come for me,
baby,” he murmurs. “Come for me right now.”

His words trigger
something inside me. It’s like my body has no choice to obey him,
that his permission was all I needed all along. The intense joy of
vibrations and the sweetness of his touch sweep through me like a
tidal wave, unraveling my last defenses and breaking me apart in a
shattering splinter of white-hot pleasure, so intense I see stars.
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VAUGHN

Keely is collapsed over
the bench on her hands and knees. Her pale flesh is lightly mottled
red with the impact of my hands. She looks used, ravaged, like she’s
just come out of her goddamn mind.

Mine.

I swiftly unbuckle my
belt and yank off my pants and underwear. I’ve got a raging hard-on
like you wouldn’t believe. Nine inches of hard, hungry cock that
only wants one thing now, to bury deep and impale her body so hard
she’ll belong to me forever.

I’m going to claim
that ass now, once and for all.
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KEELY

The world slowly shifts
back into focus. My whole body is trembling, electrified by the force
of my orgasm.

I feel Vaughn bend over
the bench behind me. His hands stroke softly at my tender skin,
soothing every inch of me.

I sigh in pleasure.

“What was that?” I
ask, dizzy. “I’ve never... I never thought I could feel anything
so intensely.”

He chuckles, leaning to
dip kisses along my spine. “That’s what happens when you
surrender completely. You go past the edge, into the unknown.”

“I liked it,” I
whisper, blushing.

“I knew you would.”
Vaughn slides his hand around me, down between my thighs. He slowly
strokes at my swollen clit, releasing another shiver of sparks. “And
our audience enjoyed the show as well.”

I yelp, suddenly
remembering where I am -- and just who might be out there. “Oh my
god! I can’t believe someone might be watching!”

I twist my head to try
and look out the windows, but Vaughn gently holds it in place.
“Relax, baby. They’re all wishing they were right here in my
place.”

I feel a nudge between
my thighs. He rubs the head of his cock against my wet lips, teasing
me.

“I bet they’re
jerking off at their desks right now,” he whispers, settling over
me so I’m cocooned in his embrace, both of us down on all fours
over the bench.

I shiver with lust and
excitement. Fuck, this is dirty, so wrong to be on display, but I
can’t help it. It’s making me hot.

“They’re imagining
squeezing these luscious tits,” Vaughn reaches to palm my breasts,
rolling my nipples until I’m whimpering. “They want to know what
it feels like to sink inside your warm, wet pussy. They could never
believe you’re so fucking tight.”

He nudges me with his
cock again, only dipping just an inch inside. Still teasing. I feel
an ache of emptiness, the hunger calling for him.

I grind back, taking
him deeper. “There are women out there too,” I gasp at the
fullness. So good. So thick. “They’re wishing they were me right
now. Stretching for you. Feeling every last inch sliding deep
inside.”

Vaughn groans against
me. “Then let’s give them something to remember.”

He grips my hips and
slams all the way in, spearing me with a single hard stroke.

I cry out, thrusting
back to meet him. God, he’s so big, a fucking beast inside. He
thrusts again, driving deep, rubbing up against my G-spot, grinding
thick and slow. I let out a moan, already feeling the pressure rise,
but before I can sink into his rhythm, he pulls out, leaving me
panting for more.

“Vaughn?” I
whimper, crashing to earth. I feel him shift behind me. Vaughn hits a
switch, and suddenly, the windows go tinted. “Just you and me now,
baby,” he says, low and sexy. “Nobody else gets to see this show.
It’s all mine.”

He pushes me forwards,
so my body is resting over the end of the bench.

Wetness comes, and then
I feel his tongue on me. Back there. Fuck! My body tenses, but he
spreads my ass cheeks wider apart, licking and swirling at the tight
knot of tender flesh.

I groan.

Oh God. It feels so
good, even though I know I shouldn’t like it. Vaughn nudges his
tongue deeper and I thrust my ass back, shameless. I’m shaking now,
the sensation is so amazing, I don’t want him to ever stop.

“You’re ready.”
Vaughn’s voice comes in a thick growl, his breath hot against my
ass. “You’re ready to take me all the way, baby.”

Realization crashes
through me. Oh my God!

I tense in panic, but
there’s excitement racing through me too. I know how good it feels
with his tongue back there, his fingers probing inside. How will it
feel with all of him buried inside me -- possessing me where nobody
has ever fucked me before?

I want him. I want him
to own me completely.

He takes my hips,
pulling me into position. “Relax,” he orders me. I feel something
cool and slippery spread over me, lube, and then the nudge of
pressure of his cock between my cheeks. He spreads me wider. My heart
stops.

“Just relax, and let
me in, Keely. Let me all the way in.”

I take a deep breath,
and try to do as he says. The pressure builds, and then he’s
pushing inside, breaching my tight channel with his enormous dick.

Fuck!

I bite back a cry of
pain. Oh God. He’s splitting me open. I’m on fire, stretched
tight, too big for me to take. There’s no way we can do this. It
hurts so much!

Vaughn groans. I can
hear the pleasure in his ragged gasp. “Fuck, Keely. You’re
incredible.”

He sinks into me
another half inch, and this time I can’t stop from crying out.
“Stop! I can’t... I want to, but it’s too much.”

“Breathe,” Vaughn
orders me gently. “Breathe through it, baby. I promise you, this is
going to feel so fucking good.”

He reaches between my
thighs, slowly rubbing my clit until the pleasure shudders through
me. I relax into it, focusing on the sweetness, and I don’t even
realize I’ve adjusted to his invasion until he pushes in a little
more.

Jesus. He’s so big. I
struggle for breath. A strange sensation is taking hold of me. Thick
sweetness, a tide of pleasure curling at the base of my spine. It’s
like nothing else, like a drug slowly seeping into every cell in my
body.

“Is this OK?”
Vaughn asks, softly rubbing against my clit.

I find it hard to even
speak. “Yes.” I groan, falling into the pleasure. “More,
please. More.”

Vaughn’s grip
tightens on my hips. He pushes deeper, deeper inside. Fuck, so deep
he’s filling me up, stretching me open, sending shockwaves racing
to through every nerve.

Then he rocks back.

“Oh God,” I gasp.
“Please, don’t stop.”

“Never,” Vaughn
growls. “Fuck, you feel so good!”

He pushes deeper again,
and then pulls back. The friction of his cock rubbing inside me
drives me out of my mind. The sweetness seizes hold of me, paralyzing
me in the depths of ecstasy.

“Vaughn,” I
whimper, resting my cheek on the bench.

“You feel that,
baby?” Vaughn demands. He speeds up his rhythm, rocking faster,
fucking me harder. “That’s what it feels like to give me
everything. I own this ass now, I own your sweet cunt. Every part of
you. I’m all the way there, deep inside.”

“Yes,” I moan, “I’m
yours, Vaughn. All yours.”

I can barely breathe
with the pleasure crashing through me, can’t even find the strength
to drive back the way I want. I lay there, gazing out at the dark
city, at the lights, as Vaughn drives his thick cock deeper into my
ass, all the way to the hilt.

It crashes over me, the
forbidden pleasure, the dirty thrill. All of it driving me higher,
opening me up to Vaughn’s demanding thrusts, making me moan with
every one of his animal grunts.

“Dammit, Keely,”
his voice is thick, drugged with lust. “I can’t hold on much
longer. You’re too good, too fucking tight.”

“So don’t hold
back,” I gasp, forcing myself up on my hands and knees again. I
thrust back to meet his next stroke, impaling him even deeper. Oh
God! Vaughn’s fingers bite into my skin with force. He lets out a
roar, slamming into me now.

Yes!

I’m beyond pleasure,
I don’t even know what’s possessing me now. All I know is fire
and hunger, a raw animal frenzy taking me over, burning deep inside.
Vaughn pounds his cock deeper, and I scream, feeling the force
everywhere. Pleasure and pain explode together. I’m sobbing,
chanting his name over and over, begging him to fuck me harder, push
me over the edge, make me come undone.

“More!” I scream,
as Vaughn slams inside me. I’m in free-fall, caught up in the
madness, his cock the only thing that matters in the world. Those
nine invading inches, splitting my most forbidden place wide open,
claiming me with force and power. “Give me everything! I want it
all!”

Vaughn curses a
desperate yell, and then his hands are gripping me tight, pinning me
in place as he slams his dick into me. I struggle for air, dizzy and
raw. Fuck, the intensity is out of this world, my head spinning as my
body hurtles to the brink. I can’t hold it back, I can’t even
process the sensation, I’m helpless in his hands as it crashes over
me, a pleasure so strong it blows my mind apart. I come screaming. My
body breaks and shatters into ecstasy. The waves slam through me, so
hard, so intense, I can’t take the pleasure. I scream his name
again as he comes with a spasm, and then I’m falling, falling, and
I hurtle into the dark.
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“We’re running out
of time.”

I pace the apartment,
frustrated as fuck despite the fact Keely’s just been down on her
knees, giving me a gold-star blow-job. Usually her wet little mouth
is enough to make me forget my name, but this is different. I can’t
relax. “It’s only two days left until the big board meeting.
Brent’s going to call a vote on the takeover, and if we don’t
find something to stop them, it’ll go through.”

“Vaughn, try to calm
down.” Keely gives me a worried smile. “You’ve barely slept in
days.”

“How can I?” I
demand. “Excaliber Finance will buy out the company, and Martin
Ridley -- the man who blackmailed Ashcroft and ruined my father’s
life -- will get what he’s wanted all along.”

“He hurt my family
too,” Keely reminds me. “But Ridley and Brent must have been
planning this for months. I don’t want you to take it personally if
they manage to force the vote.”

“It doesn’t matter
about the vote,” I say. “That bastard is going to suffer for what
he did to my family. I’m getting answers, no matter what.”

Keely bites her lip.
“Are you sure that’s the best idea? This has controlled your life
for so long. Maybe it’s time to let it go.”

“What are you
saying?” I scowl. “I let the guy walk without knowing the truth?”

Keely sighs. “No, I
just wonder... If the past should stay that way, that’s all. I
don’t want you getting hurt.”

“Ridley’s the one
who’s going to hurt,” I vow. “Right after he tells me
everything about my father.”

Keely doesn’t look
happy, but she doesn’t argue. “I’m going to take a shower,”
she says instead. She gives me a flirty grin. “Want to come help me
clean off?”

I exhale. “Later. I’m
going to go over the files again, see if we missed anything.”

Keely strokes my hair
softly. “Don’t stay up too late. This will be over soon,” she
adds, trying to comfort me before she goes down the hall to the
bathroom. She doesn’t realize this will never be over. Not until
I’m eye to eye with Ridley, and I know exactly what shady shit that
guy was into that drove my father to suicide.

The doorbell goes. I
check the security cameras. Cam. What the fuck is this guy doing on
Keely’s doorstep at eleven at night?

I yank the door open.
Cam looks surprised. “Vaughn?”

“What do you want?”
I demand.

“Is Keely here?” he
asks. “I want to talk to her.”

“She’s in the
shower.”

“Can I come in?” he
asks. “It’s important.”

I stare at him a moment
before letting him in. I don’t trust him, especially not around
Keely, but maybe he’s got information that can help us out.

“I didn’t know you
were still in town,” Cam says, walking into the living room.

“Surprised to see
me?” I watch him, wondering what he’s up to.

“Glad, actually,”
Cam replies. “I’m happy Keely has you with her.”

“Sure,” I snort,
going to fix a drink.

“Despite what you
think, Vaughn, I’m not your rival.” Cam sounds amused. I turn.
“Who do you think brought you together in the first place?” he
asks. “I’m the one who gave Brent your details. He hired you to
seduce her because I gave him the idea.”

Wait, what?

“You’re working
with Brent?” I demand, ready to go smash his fucking face in.

Cam quickly holds up
his hands. “I was working for Ashcroft,” he corrects me. “Back
in the months before he died, Ashcroft got nostalgic. Guilt, I guess,
wondering what happened to his old friends. He had me track down
Keely’s mother, that’s how we found out he had a daughter after
all this time. And he wanted me to find you and your family too. He
never forgave himself for what happened to your father.”

I gulp down the
whiskey, and pour another glass. “Go on,” I demand.

Cam sighs. “He knew
things would be tough for Keely, inheriting the company. He thought
maybe you could be a friend to her, watch out and protect her against
Brent and all the rest. But when I found you...” He gives me a
look. “We both know you wouldn’t have given her the time of day.
Or if you did, you would have fucked her and moved on.”

I feel a ripple of
guilt. He’s right. A couple of months ago, I would have shot a load
over Keely’s ripe tits and walked straight out the door without
another thought.

“I didn’t know how
to make it work. It was one of Ashcroft’s final wishes, that the
two of you be together somehow. So when Brent came sniffing, wanting
to get Keely out of the picture, I realized he could hire you to
seduce her.”

“That’s fucked up,”
I say shortly.

Cam shrugs. “But it
worked, didn’t it? You’re here, protecting her, just like
Ashcroft wanted. He was a few cards short of a full deck by the end.”
Cam grins. “But I guess his instincts were right about you.”

I try to process it.
Old man Ashcroft was the one behind my seduction all along? What the
fuck?

“So where does Brent
come in?” I demand. “Sounds like you guys are pretty fucking
friendly.”

Cam shakes his head.
“I’ve been trying to keep an eye on him. Ashcroft had me playing
double agent -- getting close to Brent, making him think I’d switch
teams -- then reporting back. That’s why I’m here tonight.”

“You found
something?”

“No, that’s the
point.” Cam looks grim. “Ridley’s got the vote locked down.
We’re all out of options to save the company.”

“Are you sure?”

Keely’s voice comes.
We both turn. She’s in the doorway, wrapped in a bathrobe with wet
hair.

“How long have you
been there?” I ask.

“Long enough.” She
moves to stand beside me, placing a hand on my arm. I wait for her to
say something about Ashcroft, to get mad again over how I was hired
to seduce her, but instead, she gives me a soft smile. She turns to
Cam. “Are you sure it’s over?”

“I went to Brent
myself,” he says. “Acted like I could be bought, if the price was
right. Sway some votes in exchange for a job at the new company. But
he said he didn’t need me. They had it all sewn up.”

“Dammit,” I curse.
“That’s it then. We’re fucked.”

“Maybe not.” Keely
looks thoughtful. “They might not need you on their side, Cam, but
they would definitely want me. I mean, a hostile takeover doesn’t
look good. It shows division, and could affect the share price. But
if I go to them myself and offer to strike a deal, keep the company
out of the headlines, they might take the bait.”

“And then what?”
Cam frowns.

“Then I demand to see
Ridley, to negotiate directly. Just the two of us, face to face.”

“Over my dead body,”
I exclaim. “Fuck, Keely, someone tried to kill you!”

“This guy is
dangerous,” Cam agrees. “You don’t know what he’s capable
of.”

“I’ll be fine,”
Keely insists. “We can set up the meeting so you’re right in the
next room. Don’t you see? It’s our only shot. If I can get him to
say anything incriminating about what happened with Ashcroft and your
father, then it’ll be worth it.”

I scowl. Fuck. She’s
making sense, but I don’t like it one bit.

“I’ll be right
there,” I say. “And if he lays so much as a finger on you--”

“He won’t,” Keely
decides. “Why would he? As far as he knows, I’m just some girl in
way over her head. He thinks he’s gotten away with everything. That
now Ashcroft is dead, there’s nobody to investigate what happened
back then. So let’s use that, and make him talk.”

I exhale, fighting to
control my anger and worry. Sending Keely straight into the lion’s
den goes against every instinct in my body. But we’re running out
of time. And she’s got that look in her eye like she won’t take
no for an answer.

“Let’s do it,” I
say. “But we do this my way. I’m not putting you in danger,” I
growl. “I’m going to be right there with you, as close as
possible. That bastard won’t hurt anyone again.”
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I call Brent, with Cam
and Vaughn standing by the phone to hear.

“I need to meet with
Excaliber,” I tell him, trying to sound worried. “I want to work
out a deal.”

Brent gives a smug
laugh. “Too late, sweetheart. You should have taken the million I
offered when you had the chance. Come tomorrow afternoon, you’ll be
out with nothing.”

“I can still make
this difficult,” I point out. “Make waves in the press, launch a
legal block. The share price will suffer, and who knows? Maybe some
of the board will change their mind.”

Brent is silent. “What
do you want?” he finally demands.

“I want to talk to
the person who’s really in charge,” I say. “I’ll discuss my
payoff with them, nobody else.”

Brent sounds pissed.
“Fine, I’ll see.” He hangs up without a word.

“You think that was
OK?” I ask Vaughn, nervous. He nods.

“I guess we’ll find
out.”

Five minutes later, my
phone buzzes with a text.

Crosby
Street Hotel. Room 213. 2pm.

“That’s cutting it
close,” Cam says. “The board vote is at three.”

“Then we better get
what we need from Ridley,” I reply, but my head is spinning with
doubt.

Ever since I found out
I’d been named the sole heir of Ashcroft’s million’s, I’ve
been in way over my head. Running the company, dealing with this new
world. But all of that is nothing compared with the task ahead of me
now. So much is at stake now, and it all depends on me.

How am I supposed to
make Ridley confess when I don’t even know the whole truth myself?
And what if he really is dangerous -- if he had Vaughn’s father
killed the way I suspect?

“I’ll be there,
baby.” Vaughn wraps his arms around me, like he can see how worried
I am. The touch of him soothes me, reminds me I’m not alone.

“I promise, I’ll
keep you safe.”


* * *

I don’t sleep a wink
at night, and I’m a wreck all day in the office. I stare blankly at
the wall and try to make out like everything’s OK, but really, my
heart is pounding.

This is it. The most
important thing I’ve ever tried to do.

It’s not just about
the company anymore. I want to protect the people working here, and
save Ashcroft’s noble legacy, but more than that, I want justice
for Vaughn. He’s spent his life hurting and distrustful because of
what happened to his father, and whether it was suicide or something
worse, this guy Ridley is the one to blame.

I want Vaughn to find
some peace and move on from that terrible day he found his father’s
body. I want him to be happy and free.

Free to be with me.

At one thirty, Cam
comes to collect me. “Ready?”

I give a grim nod.
“Ready.”

We ride over to the
hotel in silence. “Vaughn is already set up in the room next door,”
Cam murmurs, as if we’re being overheard. “Wear this mic, it’ll
transmit everything you say so we can listen -- and record for
evidence.”

He opens a box and
passes me a tiny microphone, smaller than a dime. I fix it to the
lapel of my blouse and arrange my hair to cover it.

“Perfect.” Cam
nods. “Now, remember, you can call for help at any time. If you
feel like you’re in danger, we’ll be there right away. But...”

“But what?”

“This is your only
chance to catch Ridley off-guard.” Cam looks conflicted. “He’s
bad news, and if he thinks for a minute he’s busted... You’ll
never have the chance to get close again.”

I shiver, realizing
what he’s saying. That even if I’m in trouble, I shouldn’t call
for help -- not until we have concrete evidence recorded. A
confession, something that will stop him for good.

“Vaughn will go
flying in there the moment he think’s you’re in danger,” Cam
adds quietly. “And then we both know, there’s no chance Ridley
will talk.”

He won’t have a
chance. Vaughn will break every bone in his body -- and risk a
lifetime behind bars.

I can’t depend on
Vaughn to save me without destroying himself.

It’s all on me.

I nod. “I understand.
But tell me something, why are you helping like this? You could have
taken Brent’s side, and made a fortune slipping him information.”

Cam gives a grin. “That
would have been the smart move, huh? But your father prized loyalty,
and I do too. Besides, I’d bet against that asshole any day of the
week.”

“Thank you. I think.”

“Good luck in there.”

The car stops. I climb
out, and take a deep breath before heading inside. I step into the
elevator and smooth down my clothes again, making sure the mic is
hidden. I get out on the second floor and slowly walk down the
hallway. I don’t know what’s waiting for me behind that hotel
room door.

213.

I look at the room
across the hall. Vaughn’s inside, I know, waiting for the word from
me. But what if something’s wrong with the transmission? We haven’t
had time to check it all.

I lean down to whisper
in the mic.

“Tap on the door if
you hear me.”

A moment later, a tap
comes from inside the room.

I exhale with relief.
He’s there. He’s listening. But still, I wish the wall wasn’t
dividing us, that he could be at my side. Where he belongs.

You
can’t risk it, I remind myself. When it comes to his
father, Vaughn is a powder keg just waiting for a spark to blow. This
is all on me right now.

I raise my hand and
knock on Ridley’s door.

It opens on Carter, my
asshole ex-boss. I should have guessed it. Wherever there’s a shady
deal or scum to represent, he’s first on the scene.

“Well look who’s
here,” he sneers. “Welcome, Miss Flaws.”

“Carter,” I say
coolly. I refuse to rise to the bait of his old nickname for me. “I
thought I said I wanted to talk to the guy who’s really in charge.”

Carter scowls at the
insult. “He’s right inside.”

I swallow back my
nerves, then follow him into the room. It’s a suite, really: a
sitting area with couches and a desk, and then a separate bedroom
with the door closed.

A man is waiting in the
armchair. He rises to shake my hand.

“It’s a pleasure to
finally meet you, Miss Fawes.”

I shiver. The photos
Vaughn snapped don’t come close to capturing Martin Ridley up
close. He’s older, in his sixties, but where my father was bright
and twinkling, Ridley is somber, with a black suit, shock of white
hair, and ice-blue eyes that cut through me.

I try to hide my fear.
“Pleased to meet you too, Mr. Ridley.”

Those shark’s eyes
register shock. He covers with a chuckle. “I thought I was
anonymous.” Ridley shoots Carter an annoyed look.

“I’ve done my
research.” I fake a smile. “After all, the future of Ashcroft
Industries is on the line.”

“How thorough.”
Ridley nods. “So, what can I do for you? We have an important
meeting at three.”

“Yes, it’s about
that.” I pause, looking over at Carter. “Can we talk in private?”

Ridley shrugs. “Why
not? Go take a walk,” he tells Carter, who looks pissed, but
follows the order.

The door closes behind
him. We’re left alone.

“Drink?” Ridley
offers me.

“Just water, thanks.”

I take a seat on the
couch and carefully cross my legs. So far, it’s going to plan. I
concentrate on taking even breaths and wonder how I can possibly turn
the conversation to twenty-five years ago.

Ridley pours me a glass
from the crystal jug on the bar. I take it and sip. Then he sits
opposite and regards me with that cutting stare.

“I suppose you’re
here to beg for a cash deal like your brother did,” he says with a
faint sneer. “What’s your price for rolling over and acting nice
for the board?”

“Brent is not my
brother,” I say harshly. “And I’m not here to beg. I have
something of value to you. That makes it a negotiation.”

Ridley slowly smiles.
“You’ve got some balls, walking in here and asking for anything.
The vote’s already sewn up.”

I hold his stare.
“That’s because they don’t know you’re behind the bid. I
wonder what the board will say when they find out Ashcroft’s former
partner is trying to buy them.”

Ridley stops. “He
told you about me? I thought the old man wrote me out of the history
books.”

I think fast. Ridley
doesn’t know Ashcroft kept his secrets -- or that we barely spoke
about the company before he died. Maybe I can use it, call his bluff.

“My father told me
everything,” I lie, my heart racing at double speed. “Before he
died, he explained everything that happened with you, and Jack Vaughn
and the company. He wanted me to be prepared. He knew you’d be back
to try and finish the job.”

Ridley’s scowl
deepens. He gets up, and starts pacing.

“So why are you here?
If you know everything, why haven’t I gotten a visit from the
cops?”

I watch him, my
excitement growing. He’s rattled. I just need to push him into
revealing what really happened, so we have it on tape.

“I figure it might be
more valuable to keep it to myself,” I say. “If you make it worth
my while.”

Ridley gives me a sharp
look. “So that’s what you’re playing at. You’re just like
Brent, after all.”

I shrug, and try to
look like a spoiled socialite. “Hey, I’m just looking out for my
future. I’ve gotten a taste of the good life. I’m in no hurry to
go back to filing and fetching coffee.”

“You’re playing a
dangerous game.” Ridley steps closer. “You know what I do to
people who stand in my way.”

“Is that why you
threatened my mother and Jack Vaughn?” I ask, crossing my fingers
at my side. “You needed to keep Ashcroft in line?”

Ridley grinned. “That’s
the number one rule of business. Find out what someone cares about,
and use it against them.”

I feel a flash of
anger. So many lives destroyed, and he’s bragging like it’s a
good thing. I fight to stay cool. We still need a confession.

“You did that well,”
I say, trying to sound impressed. “But then Ashcroft sent them
away. That kind of screwed your leverage.”

Ridley scowls again.
“He was too self-sacrificing for his own good. All he had to do was
turn a blind eye and let the shipments through. Good money for
nothing, but he had to take the high road.”

Shipments? I take a
wild guess. “Drugs, wasn’t it?” I say casually.

“Yeah, coke and meth
too. I had the trucking network all there, a couple of big deals and
I would have owned the whole region.” Ridley shakes his head. “But
your father found out I was using his drivers to move product. He
shut the whole thing down, threatened to go to the cops.”

“So you hit back and
threatened the people he loved most,” I say quietly.

Ridley nods. “Thought
I had the upper hand too. He wasn’t going to shop me to the cops.
They would have seized the company, tied the whole thing up in
investigations ‘til we went broke. But then he set the fucking IRS
on me instead. I was lucky tax evasion was all they got me for. A few
years in a country club jail upstate. I did the time and planned my
next moves.”

“And now here you
are.”

“Here I am.” Ridley
grins, a cruel smile. “Outlived him, after all. Shame,” he
snorts. “I’d like to see his face now, when I take control of his
precious company.”

My heart is pounding.
We have him on tape now confessing to drug trafficking, but will it
be enough?

“And what about Jack
Vaughn?” I say.

Ridley narrows his
eyes. “What about him?”

“It was pretty
convenient, wasn’t it?” I ask. My hands are shaking, so I grip my
water glass tighter. “The suicide, I mean. He was the third
partner. He had access to everything. You didn’t know if he’d
uncovered your plan. Once Ashcroft fired him, he could have gone
straight to the cops, he didn’t care about the company’s
reputation anymore. You don’t seem like the kind of guy to take the
risk.”

I’m bluffing like
crazy, saying the first thing that pops into my mind.

Ridley’s face
darkens. “You’re sticking your nose where it doesn’t belong.”

“Yes, but it’s true
though, isn’t it?” I push him, holding back my fear. There’s
something dangerous in his eyes, but I have to know the truth. I need
it, for Vaughn, for our future. “Jack Vaughn went crazy after he
left the company. He was erratic, depressed. Who knew what he’d
say?”

“Lady, back off,”
Ridley growls, advancing. “You’ve already taken one tumble. I can
send Carter to get it right this time.”

Carter was the one who
pushed me? I’m shocked, but I can’t stop. Ridley’s close to the
edge, I can see it. But I need to push him over.

I get to my feet, my
heart racing. “You did it before, didn’t you?” I continue,
“With that witness. I heard the stories, it was just the same. A
shotgun in his mouth, no note, nothing. They all believed it was
suicide, but it wasn’t was it? And neither was Jack Vaughn.”

“What the fuck do you
want me to say?” Ridley snapped. “That I killed him? Sure, I took
out the Vaughn fucker. He was a threat, and so I put him away. And
you better shut the hell up about this unless you want to find out
exactly what I do to people who stand in my way.”

He grabs me by the
throat and shoves me back. I try to scream, but he’s cutting off my
air. I gasp for breath, but there’s no time to think before the
door slams open with a crash and then Vaughn is on him, dragging him
back with murder in his eyes.
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I choke the son of a
bitch with everything I have.

“What did you do?”
I yell, shaking him. “What did you do to my father?”

His words to Keely spin
around my head, a red haze of anger.

I
took out the Vaughn fucker. He was a threat, and so I put him away.

All this time, I
thought my father chose the coward’s way out. I blamed him for
leaving us. I hated him for everything.

All this time, I was
wrong.

“You killed him!” I
pull back my fist and slam it into Ridley’s face. It smashes
against his bone with a satisfying crack. “I’m going to make you
fucking pay!”

I throw him down
against the ground. Keely screams, but all I hear is the roar of
blood pounding in my skull. I kick him hard in the gut, then drag his
head up to meet my fists again.

Ridley is no match for
my fury. He can’t even put his hands up before I’m whaling on him
again. I rain down angry blows into his face and torso, hitting him
with twenty years of anger and pain. Bones break, blood pours from a
gash on his face, teeth fly out. I don’t stop.

“I’ll kill you,”
I vow, closing my hands around his throat. I squeeze hard, crushing
his windpipe, making his eyes bug out in fear. “I’ll fucking kill
you!”

“Vaughn!” Keely is
screaming behind me. “Vaughn, please stop!”

I squeeze harder,
watching him gasp for his last breaths. That’s right, bastard. See
how you like it now. I won’t let you go quickly, like my father:
one shot and his brains painted over the back of the garage. No,
you’ll die slowly, struggling for every minute.

I want to make it hurt.

“Vaughn!” Hands
close around my body, trying to drag me back. Keely pulls at me,
begging. “Please, let him go. Don’t do this!”

“You heard him,” I
pant, hanging on. “You know what he did.”

“And you’ll be just
like him!” Keely is sobbing now. She goes on her knees beside me,
forcing me to look at her. Her eyes are filled with tears, begging
me. “Vaughn, you have to let him go. I can’t lose you too. I
can’t watch you throw your life away like this!”

“But my father...”
I’m dizzy, clinging to the only thing I know for sure. Vengeance,
hot in my veins. Demanding justice for all Ridley’s crimes.

“Your father would
want you to move on,” Keely pleads. “Not spend the rest of your
life rotting in jail for murdering a man who doesn’t deserve the
time of day. Vaughn, listen to me. I love you!” she cries, “Please,
don’t leave me!”

Her words cut through
the haze of fury. I look down at Ridley, thrashing weakly on the
ground. “But I can’t just let him go.”

“You won’t.”
Keely insists. “We’ve got him now, the confession. He’ll go
back to prison, just like he should have all along. But if you do
this, then you lose everything. We both will.”

I stare at her. She’s
holding out her hands, trying to pull me away. To save me from making
the worst mistake of my life.

Because it would be.
Fuck. If I do this, he still wins. He still controls everything. He’s
still calling the shots.

I release Ridley. He
falls down with a wheeze, motionless and bleeding.

“I want to kill him,”
I growl, shaking. “I want him dead.”

“I know, baby.”
Keely pulls me into her arms, holding me tight. “I know you do.”

I feel a rush of
emotion, breaking me wide open. All the bitterness, all the anger, it
finally falls away. Everything that’s made me numb all these years.

“I love you too,” I
tell Keely harshly. I grip her body to me, so fucking thankful that
she’s here. She’s safe. “I swear I’ll never let anyone touch
you again.”

“It’s OK,” she
whispers, shaking in my arms. “Everything’s going to be OK.”
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The cops come to take
our statements. The ambulance wheels Ridley away.

“He’ll be sucking
through a tube the rest of his life,” I hear one of the paramedic
mutter. I just hold tight to Vaughn, still not sure he won’t break
away and try to make good his promise.

“Just a few more
questions,” one of the cops says, but Cam interrupts.

“You’ll talk to
them later, with a lawyer present. Mr. Vaughn was intervening to
protect Miss Fawes. The audio recording will back up their
statements.”

Cam ushers us
downstairs and into a car. “Wait,” I say. “What about the board
vote?”

“They haven’t heard
yet.” He grins. “Brent is over there now, waiting to start. I
figured you could tell him yourself.”

“Thank you,” I say.
“For everything.”

“Hey, I’m just
doing my job. See you tomorrow, boss?”

“Make that next
week.” I give Vaughn an anxious look. He hasn’t said a word since
the cops arrived. “I think we need some time.”

“Just give me a call.
I’ll hold down the fort.” Cam nods.

We get into the car,
and I instruct the driver to take us back to the offices.

“Are you OK?” I ask
Vaughn softly. I take his hand, pressing it against my chest. “I
know that was tough for you back there. But thank you, for listening.
For stopping when you did.”

Vaughn takes a deep
breath. “I would have done it,” he says quietly. “I couldn’t
think straight. All I knew was that I had to make him suffer. I’ve
never felt a violence like that before.”

“But you stopped,”
I remind him firmly. “You didn’t cross that line.”

“But what if I had?”
Vaughn looks at me bleakly. “What kind of man would that make me?”

“You’re a good
man,” I argue. “You stopped. You did the right thing. I knew you
would.”

He cradles my face.
“How do you always see the best in me?” he asks, his voice
ragged.

“Because you make me
better too,” I whisper.

With a groan, Vaughn
pulls me into his lap, claiming my mouth with a hard, desperate kiss.
I fall against him, not caring about the driver on the other side of
the partition. All that matters is right here: the lips possessing
mine, the arms crushing me against his body, the thick hardness
pressing into my hips.

He pulls back, gripping
my face. “I need you,” he growls, “Fuck, Keely, I need
everything.”

“It’s yours,” I
swear, feeling a rush of wetness between my thighs. I reach between
us, unbuckling his belt and unzipping his pants. His cock surges, hot
and hard in my hands, and I feel a bolt of pure hunger claw deep
inside. I close my hands around him, pumping along the thick shaft.

“Fuck,” Vaughn
groans. He yanks my skirt up around my waist and shoves my panties
aside, burying his fingers deep into my wetness. I cry out, arching
back to thrust against his hand. He thrusts his fingers higher,
leaning in to suck at my breast through the fabric of my blouse. His
lips close around my nipple, he bites down and I gasp.

“Now,” I demand,
shocked at the need that’s racing through me. “I need you, right
now.”

A smile curls at
Vaughn’s lips. God, he looks so good, so dangerously hot. “What
are the magic words?” he teases, withdrawing his fingers. I
whimper.

“Please!”

Vaughn circles my clit
with swift, deadly strokes. Oh God.

“C’mon baby,” he
urges, breath hot in my ears. “You know what I want to hear.” He
rubs his cock against my lips, drenching them in my juices. I hang
onto his shoulders, spreading my thighs wide.

“Fuck me,” I gasp,
bucking at him desperately. “I need your cock deep inside me. I
need every inch of you, buried all the way to the hilt. Fuck me hard,
Vaughn, the way I like. Make me scream!”

“That’s my girl,”
Vaughn groans. “My gorgeous, dirty girl.”

He grips my hips and
then thrusts up with a roar, impaling me on all nine inches of his
magnificent cock. I cry out, split wide open, feeling him fill me, so
fucking thick. I rock down to meet him, clenching hard.

“Fuck!” Vaughn
slams up into me again, so hard my breasts bounce with the force of
his thrust. “Keely!”

I gasp for air,
grinding down on him, needing every inch. I lift myself up and down
on his cock, whimpering at the friction, God the way his cock rubs
against my walls, it’s driving me crazy, pleasure crashing through
me at every thrust.

“I’m coming,” I
gasp, sinking down on his cock as he slams it up inside me. Pressure
hits my clit, just right. Vaughn grips me tight, pinning me in place
as his dick drives deep inside me. “Oh God, I’m going to come!”

“That’s right,
baby.” Vaughn rocks his hips, plunging deeper, faster. “Because
you can’t get enough of my dick. Your greedy little cunt wants it
all. Take it, Keely, fuck me!”

I bounce faster, crying
out with every stroke. The pleasure is curling tight between my
thighs, I need release, God, I need it now!

“Look at me,”
Vaughn demands, grabbing my face. He holds tight, just inches away.
“Look at me, baby. I want to see you.”

I stare into his eyes,
the dark, hot depths. They’re black with lust, full of fierce
possession. The man I love.

Mine.

My climax rips through
me with a scream. Vaughn grips my hips tighter and jerks up, spurting
hot and deep inside me. “Fuck!” he yells, thrusting over and
over, riding out my orgasm with new waves of pleasure until we’re
both collapsed, spent in each other’s arms. “God, baby, you’re
going to kill me,” Vaughn chuckles against me.

“Not if I die of
pleasure first.” I breathe fast, my heart racing.

His voice comes low in
my ear. “We’ve got the rest of our lives to test that out.”

Heat floods me,
satisfaction and joy. “Promise me it’s over,” I whisper, “All
the drama and pain.”

“Nothing but blue
skies ahead.” Vaughn tucks me against him, the space in his arms I
was made to fit. “Well... except for a couple of last loose
ends...”


* * *

I have Brent and Carter
fetched from the boardroom and sent to meet me in my office. “You
tell the board the vote is off,” I instruct Cam, smiling. “Tell
them their bidder is getting wheeled off on murder charges.”

“My pleasure.” Cam
leaves, and I take my seat behind my desk, my heart racing.

“You look good back
there.” Vaughn grins. “Like you belong.”

“I guess I do now.”
I stroke the smooth cherry wood, looking around my office. “Who
would have guessed that I’d wind up here, with you?”

“Your father did.”
Vaughn crosses to stand beside me. He leans down to kiss the top of
my head. “He made some mistakes, but in the end, he knew what he
was doing, trusting you with this place.”

I blush. “And you,”
I remind him. “He wanted you here beside me all along.”

There’s a noise at
the door. Carter and Brent stride in, looking confused and pissed as
hell.

“What the fuck’s
going on?” Brent demands. “What is this, some kind of last-minute
Hail Mary? I told you, we’ve got the votes locked down. Ridley
won.”

“Ridley is currently
in surgery with five broken ribs,” Vaughn growls, “And you better
shut the hell up if you don’t want to wind up in the bed next to
him.”

Brent frowns. “I
don’t get it.”

“It’s over,” I
explain calmly. “Ridley’s busted, you have no buyer.”

Brent blusters. “That
doesn’t mean I can’t get you fired. They’ll appoint me CEO
instead when they hear about---”

“What?” I
interrupt. “The sex tape you illegally recorded of me with my
boyfriend? We both know that’s bullshit. And I’m pretty sure
selling out your own company violates that morality clause Ashcroft
wrote into the will. You’re the one who’s finished here. I want
you out of the office right now.”

“And you can pack up
your things from that company apartment too,” Vaughn adds, sounding
amused.

“Thanks for reminding
me.” I smile at Brent. “You could have sat back and lived off
your father’s hard work for the rest of your life, but instead, you
had to try and hurt me, and all the people who work here. Now you
have no place to live, no car, and you can bet I’ll be canceling
all those family credit cards too,” I add. “You have nothing now,
Brent. See how far your winning personality gets you now.”

His mouth drops open.
Fear flashes in his eyes. “You can’t do this!”

“I already did. Now
get the fuck out,” I add.

He stumbles back
towards the door, reeling. Carter turns to follow him.

“Not you.” In an
instant, Vaughn rounds the desk, yanking him back.

“I was just their
lawyer!” Carter protests, fearful. “I had no idea about anything
illegal. You can’t blame me for anything.”

“How about attempted
murder?” I get up, stalking towards him. Carter looks away, guilty
as hell. “You’re the one who pushed me down the stairs. The
police are on their way. Apparently, Ridley paid off the security guy
to lose the footage, but we offered him a bigger payout, and
surprise! He found the tape.”

Carter’s face
changes. He gulps, panicked. “They forced me into it!” he
protests weakly. “I had no choice.”

“You’re an
asshole.” I glare as he cowers in front of me. “Enjoy your time
in jail.”

I bring my knee up hard
into his groin. Carter lets out a high-pitched shriek of pain.

Even Vaughn winces.
“Remind me not to get on your bad side,” he murmurs, as Carter
hits the floor.

I turn to him, smiling.
“I’m sure you can think of some ways to keep me in line.” I
wink.

“Don’t tempt me...”
Vaughn pulls me into his arms. His hands slide down to cup my ass.
“How about we find out, in say, Bermuda?”

“A vacation?” My
heart leaps. Naked Vaughn, a sandy beach, and a fruity cocktail? Yes
please.

“Why not?” Vaughn
gives me a wicked grin. “We can leave Cam to sort this mess out,
and get away for a few days. I’ll even bring my bag of tricks.”
He squeezes my ass. I catch my breath, my body already wet and aching
for him.

“I want to try out a few things,”
he whispers temptingly in my ear. “Starting with those
handcuffs...”

THE
END

* * *

Sign
up for my newsletter for exclusive
giveaways and release day
notices.

http://eepurl.com/S-rWz

Find
me on Facebook:
https://www.facebook.com/
roxysloaneauthor

On
Twitter
https://twitter.com/Roxy_Sloane

Thank
you to all my readers. Your support of this series is tremendous.
Every kind word has meant so much to me. Seriously, you all rock and
I can’t wait to tell you what more I have in store. Vaughn has
never seen such sexy ladies and he’s loved getting to know you.
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