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        He is old enough to be my father, but his touch makes me burn like we are meant to be together.

      

        

      
        When I accepted an invite to a party with the hottest guy at her university I had no idea the night would end in heartbreak. Desperately to escape the party, I looked for a place to hide and found a secluded office. I had no idea I stumbled into Mr. Cole’s office––the father of the jerk who just made a mockery out of me. 

      

        

      
        Mr. Cole radiates something dark, but unlike his son he has a warmth about him as well, a warmth I craved. 

        As it turns out, he craves me as well, because before I know what's happening, his lips are on mine and our fate is sealed. 
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            POSEY

          

        

      

    

    
      The past thirty-six hours have been like something out of a dream. I've lost track of the number of times I've pinched myself since Dean Cole asked me to a party at his house tonight.

      Me. I didn't even know he knew my name, much less that he would ever think to invite me to step foot over his threshold.

      Just the thought of him—his chiseled features, his athletic body, blue eyes that pierce me from clear across the room—leaves me feeling fluttery and anxious. His brilliant smile makes me weak in the knees, and honestly, most of the time I’m glad he doesn’t engage me in conversation since I wouldn’t have the first idea what to say.

      Yet here I am, standing at the front window after spending hours agonizing over what to wear, hoping with everything in me that my longtime crush meant it when he said he'd pick me up tonight.

      Now I wish I had thought to meet him someplace else, anywhere but here. Dean has never attempted to hide the wealth his father has built. I'm sure the tiny, single-story home I share with my mom looks like a pathetic hovel in comparison. He probably lives in some insane mansion and wouldn’t usually drive through my neighborhood on a bet.

      Relax. Stop talking yourself down. A slow, deep breath helps cool off the frenzy of self-doubt. How can I help it? It’s not like I’m used to going to parties. Guys never ask me out. Tonight, I’m stepping into a whole other world, right down to the new dress and makeup I bought for the occasion. Who could blame me for doubting myself?

      I touch a hand to my blond waves, the slight burn on my index finger testament to how rare it is for me to use a curling iron, then run it down the length of the sleeveless light-blue dress. It’s nothing fancy, but I’ve seen girls wearing dresses like this around campus. For once, I’m trying to fit in. I only hope the effort and the agonizing and the hours spent watching makeup and hair tutorials were worth it.

      My heart lurches at the sight of a black BMW rolling to a stop at the curb. He's here. Now I wish he hadn't come because that makes this real. I have to figure out what to say to him in the car, how to act once we reach the party. Aside from recognizing them from classes, I don't know any of Dean's friends. They're all rich, though, like he is. And none of them exactly strike me as being interested in studying or getting good grades. In other words, what could we possibly have in common?

      Confidence. That's one thing I've read a lot about in the whirlwind since Dean extended his invitation. It's important to fake confidence if you don't actually have it. People will pick up on it and treat you differently.

      So instead of hurrying out to the curb with my head lowered and my shoulders around my ears, I step out into the balmy evening with my head held high and stride confidently down the cracked concrete pathway like it’s a runway in Paris. I can do this. Dean thinks I’m good enough to go to one of his parties, right? I might as well act like it.

      He opens the door, leaning over the passenger seat to do it. Immediately, the sight of his easy, gorgeous smile and the faint scent of his musky cologne leave me breathless. I almost stumble the last few strides to the curb but catch myself in time, offering a smile of my own after settling into the molded leather seat. “Hi,” I whisper before injecting a little more confidence into my voice. “Thanks for picking me up. I could’ve gotten an Uber.”

      “Like I’d make you do that. You’re my guest.” My cheeks go warm as his gaze travels the length of my body, then lingers on my face. “Wow. You look… really nice.”

      What did he expect? For me to come out wearing yesterday’s yoga pants and a milk mustache?

      “I mean, I don’t think I’ve ever seen you without your glasses,” he adds. “It’s a nice change.”

      “I only need them for reading—and I read a lot,” I add, cringing inside. What a nerdy thing to say. “I mean, I have to read in school.”

      “I guess that’s why you’re usually wearing them.” He hits the gas, shifting gears, and we take off like a rocket into the night. “Don’t worry. We’re not doing any reading tonight.” There’s a devilish note in his voice. I don’t need to ask what he’s talking about. I might never have been to a party like this, but I know what happens there.

      And he invited me. My insides jump and dance and flutter at the thought while my body flushes. I still can’t get over it.

      I wouldn’t say the energy in the car is uncomfortable, per se, but the awkwardness in the air doesn’t help my already jangling nerves. I have no idea what to say, and it’s obvious he feels the same. It’s enough to sit at his side and wish people could see us through the tinted windows. I want everybody to know he chose me out of all the girls who throw themselves at him. I’m like Cinderella, only my pumpkin carriage is a car he drives way too fast, weaving almost carelessly between lanes when the drivers in front of us aren’t moving fast enough.

      I tuck my hair behind my ear and clear my throat. “So, um, are there going to be a lot of people at the party?”

      “A few.” He lifts a muscular shoulder. “It’s pretty casual.”

      Okay. Not a real answer, but I’d only come off demanding if I pressed for more. “I’m not underdressed, then?”

      He glances my way again, and the corner of his mouth quirks upward. “You look great. Better than… you look great.”

      What was he going to say before he trailed off? Better than he imagined? Posey, you’re being paranoid. Stop overthinking this.

      I run my sweaty palms over my thighs, looking out the window and noting the way the area has changed since we left my neighborhood. Here, the sprawling homes sit far from the street behind a sea of lush, green lawns and carefully manicured trees and bushes.

      Once we turn off the wide street and onto a long, curving driveway, the pit in my stomach decides to grow three times its size while my heart attempts to dislodge itself from my chest. So many expensive-looking cars are lined up in front of an enormous mansion that gleams like a pearl, thanks to the lights positioned discreetly around the whitewashed exterior.

      It’s practically a castle. I know he has money, but this is beyond my wildest imaginings.

      He parks closest to the front entry, then makes a big deal of opening my door and helping me out of the car. The simple act of touching his hand sets off a wave of heat in my core, but I play it off with a shy smile and hope he doesn’t somehow guess what’s going on in my head.

      I can feel the vibrations from the music blaring inside before Dean opens the door, and a deafening roar almost knocks me off my feet the instant he ushers me inside the spacious entry with its marble floors and a wide, sweeping staircase directly ahead. This section of the house could fit my entire home inside.

      He leads me into the first room on our right, which I guess could be called a living room, though I can’t imagine living in it. It’s too formal, too nice, though the kids scattered around plop down on the leather furniture like it wouldn’t matter if they spilled their drinks. I guess they’re used to it.

      “There he is!” A guy I recognize from school—I think his name is Josh?—jogs up holding a beer in each hand, one of which he offers to Dean before taking a long drink from the other. I guess I don’t get one. “We thought you got carjacked or something in that shitty neighborhood.”

      The casual cruelty is like a punch to my gut, but Dean only laughs. “We made it fine. How’s it going here? Everybody show?”

      “Check it out.” Josh waves an arm over his head, getting the attention of a group of guys standing in front of a whiteboard, which one of them picks up and carries over to where we’re standing. I can’t put a finger on why uneasiness has begun tapping my shoulder and couldn’t explain if asked. I only know something feels off.

      Once I see what’s scrawled on the board, it all comes together. The entire sickening joke.

      I’m not here because he likes me or wants to get to know me.

      With a flourish, Josh uncaps a marker and writes Dean’s name at the top of a list labeled LEADERBOARD. “I thought we’d seen them all, but your date earns you a spot at the top of the list,” he announces to a roar of applause all around us. Another nine names are beneath his. Nine of Dean’s friends who also invited outsiders to the party because they’re competing somehow.

      Josh confirms it, laughing harder at what must be horror on my face. “Come on. You thought he actually wanted you here because he likes you? He did it to win the challenge. I thought nerds were supposed to be smart.”

      Dean positions himself between us, facing me. Even in the haze of my shock and humiliation, I can identify what looks like regret in the way he winces. “Don’t worry about that. Have a drink, relax. You might enjoy yourself.”

      I can’t pull my attention from the board, from the names on it. Each name represents yet another naive victim. “This is all a joke? A game for you and your friends?”

      My entire heart wishes he’d shake his head, but all he does is shrug. “Let's not make a big deal out of it.”

      “Are you for real?” I manage to sputter while fighting back tears. I’d swear there’s a fist crushing my heart. How stupid could I be? Thinking he likes me, that this was real. All the trouble I went to. I was so happy. “I want to go home. Now.”

      He winces, eyes darting around. “Give me an hour, okay? Who knows. You might end up having fun.”

      He is out of his mind if he thinks this could be fun. Everybody knows why I’m here, all of them drinking and dancing and laughing, dozens of them moving in and out of the room, all over the house. Their eyes are on me as they walk past, the girls giggling and nudging each other while looking me up and down.

      It was all a joke.

      I want to die.

      “Please just take me home.”

      Dean sighs, looking at the ground as if he can't bring himself to look me in the eyes. “Fine, give me ten minutes, and I’ll drive you back.” He doesn't give me a chance to respond before turning away and melting into the crowd.

      I’m on my own, but then I suppose I always was. Alone and surrounded by unfeeling, uncaring wolves just salivating over my humiliation.

      What do I do? I wasted my tutoring money on everything I purchased for tonight, meaning there isn’t even any money in my account for an Uber. I’m stuck here until he takes me home.

      One thing I know for sure: I’m not getting a drink or attempting to have fun. I’m not going to seek out my fellow victims, either. Everywhere I turn is another pair of knowing eyes full of contempt, laughing at me, hating me almost as much as I hate myself for believing I had any place here.

      I need to get away, which I guess should be easy in a house this enormous. Tears threaten to blind me, but I blink them back since hiding from these vicious jerks is more important than feeling sorry for myself. There must be a room nobody is using.

      The first quiet room I come to holds a large desk positioned between two big windows, books lining the walls on either side, awards and photos on the third wall. Mr. Cole’s office, I guess, and the last place anyone would think to hang out in.

      In other words, it’s just what I need. I can hide my shame in here and ponder how easy it was for Dean to break my heart.

      But I’ll wait until I’m home to let the tears flow. I won’t give him the satisfaction of knowing he hurt me.
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            KEANAN

          

        

      

    

    
      As soon as I pull into the driveway, I know my idiot son is throwing a party. That boy needs to stop thinking with his dick and jump-start his brain. When I was his age, I started my first company, and a year later, I was a self-made millionaire.

      I’m both glad and disappointed that he didn’t grow up the way I did. Yes, we were poor, and I had to step up and be a provider to my mom and sister, but that gave me the fire I needed. It made me want to be someone better, to create something that made me enough money to never again worry if I would eat dinner that day.

      My son grew up in luxury with no fret in the world. Maybe I’ve been too lenient with him. But then again, his mother died when he was a baby, and I never fully was confident in my abilities as a single parent.

      Passing six random cars parked on my lawn, I pull my Mercedes into the garage and cut the engine. I get out of my car and immediately hear loud music and laughter coming from inside the house.

      Fuck my life. I do not want to deal with this after the day I’ve had.

      Slamming my car door shut hard enough to bend the metal, I walk through the garage until I’m at the door leading into the kitchen. I burst through the door, immediately sending a bunch of teenagers into a frenzy.

      “Out of my house,” I yell loud enough to drown out the music. Laughter turns into awkward silence. The stereo turns off, and people start to scurry out of the house like they are terrified. I guess that’s not farfetched. I’m six-foot-four, wearing a black suit and an angry expression on my face.

      Dean walks into the kitchen, holding a beer. Every one of his friends might be scared of me, but not him. “You weren’t supposed to be home until tomorrow.”

      “Is that your excuse?” The nerve on this kid.

      “Come on, Dad. You were young once. We were just hanging out. Most of us are eighteen.” Most of them? Great.

      “You’re right. I was your age once, but I would have never disrespected my mother like this. You’re going to clean this house from top to bottom before you go to bed.”

      His frown deepens. “Why can’t Barbara–”

      “Barbara is here to help me keep the house clean while I work, not for you to make a mess. It’s time to take some responsibility for your actions. Now get working, or next time you swipe your credit card, it won’t work either.” Dean stares at me more shocked than anything. Yes, I've been too lenient. “It’s time to grow up, son.”

      His mouth is hanging wide open. I leave him to think about that and hopefully learn something while I make my way through the house into my office. This room has always been my solitude. The one place no one is allowed. Not even Dean or Barbara.

      My hand wraps around the knob, and that's when I feel it for the first time. Something is off. Call it a sixth sense or a premonition, but something deep inside tells me that my life is about to change. And whatever is going to change it, is behind that door… waiting for me in my office.

      With an equal amount of fear and excitement, I push the door open to face my fate. I don’t know what I expected, but a five-foot-nothing, blond-haired angel standing by the window wasn't on my list. I know she’s an angel before she even turns around, but when she does, and I take in the most beautiful face I have ever seen, I momentarily forget how to breathe. I think my heart forgets how to beat as well.

      “I’m so sorry! I didn't mean to intrude. I was just trying to get away from the party, and this was the only quiet room I could find. I swear I didn’t touch anything. I was just looking out the window.” She keeps rambling, but the sound of her voice enthralls me, and I barely understand her words.

      Her long hair flows in soft waves down her shoulder, making me want to run my fingers through the strands. She is wearing a simple summer dress, with a hem that goes past her knees. It’s modest but sexy in an innocent way because her curves promise so much more underneath the fabric.

      Only when she starts moving toward me—looking past me at the door—do I realize she is trying to leave.

      No, no, no. Everything inside me tells me not to let her leave.

      Keep her.

      Mark her.

      Breed her.

      Make her mine.

      What the fuck is wrong with me? This girl is half my age and one-third my size. I have no business having any of these thoughts.

      Yet I can’t think of anything else.

      “Please don’t go.” I lift my hands, showing her my palms as if that would help. My hands are huge and rough. I might not be doing manual labor anymore, but I work out every day without using gloves.

      I catch her staring at my hands and quickly stuff them in my pockets.

      “Why?” Her voice is small, timid, and has a direct line to my dick. Since when are my genitals voice-activated?

      “Because…” Quick. Think of something. “I don’t even know your name.”

      “Oh. It’s Posey.”

      “Posey.” I repeat her name, letting it dance on my tongue like my new favorite song. “I’m Keanan.”

      “Keanan Cole?” Fear flares in her eyes once more as recognition sets in. “Of course, you’re Dean’s father.”

      I nod, analyzing the way my son’s name falls from her lips. There is a bitter note in her voice. For some reason she is not in fond of my son, and that fact irritates me beyond measure.

      “What did my son do?”

      She sucks in a sharp breath before spewing a lie. “Nothing. Really, nothing happened. It was all just…a misunderstanding.”

      “Don’t lie to me, Posey. What happened?” I fold my arms in front of my chest, waiting for her to tell me the truth.

      Her eyes wander to my forearms, over my chest, and back up to my face. Her cheeks flush a light shade of pink, and I wonder what the hell she just thought about.

      “He invited me to this party… as a date, but it was a joke, I guess.”

      “A joke?” I’m seriously baffled. “What’s the joke in bringing a beautiful girl to a party?”

      The pink on her cheeks turns into a deep red. She nervously wrings her hands together as if she’s trying to distract herself from doing something else with them. “You think I’m pretty?”

      “Are you kidding me? When I first walked in I thought you were an angel. Actually, I still think that.”

      “No one’s ever called me beautiful,” she admits, her eyes cast to the floor.

      Before I can help myself, I close the distance between us. Raising my hand, I gently take her chin between my fingers and lift her head, forcing her to look at me. “I guess you have to stick around, then. Or how else would I tell you how gorgeous you are until you believe it?”
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            POSEY

          

        

      

    

    
      This can’t be happening. There’s just no way that this is real. It can’t be me standing in Mr. Cole’s office with him looking at me like I’m the most beautiful thing he’s ever seen. It has to be just another cruel joke. The only thing is, it doesn’t feel like one. It feels… real.

      My brain tells me to run the other way, but the rest of my body tells me to run into his arms. His tree trunk-thick arms could protect me from the world or crush me like a twig.

      “I really should go.” The words taste bitter on my tongue, and they feel just as wrong. All I want is to stay, but I can’t deal with another heartbreak today.

      Disappointment washes over Mr. Cole’s face. “You’re probably right. The party is over. Everyone has left.”

      “Oh…” That complicates things.

      “What’s wrong? Tell me and I’ll fix it.” His voice sounds genuine, and the creases in his forehead look like real concern, but why? Why does he really care?

      I sigh heavily, deciding to tell him the truth. “I don’t have a car. I was hoping Dean could take me—”

      “I’ll drive you,” he offers without hesitation.

      I, on the other hand, think about every word carefully before I speak. “If it’s not too much trouble, I could also call my mom.”

      “It’s no trouble at all. Please, let me drive you.” There is something odd about the way he asks me as if he is truly desperate to take me home.

      Nodding, I wait for him to move away from the door. He remains standing in the doorway like an unmovable mountain.

      I don’t know what to do. He’s staring at me, unblinking, almost like a man in a daze. I wonder if it’s safe to get in the car with him behind the wheel. After what feels like an eternity spent being stared at, overwhelmed by the sheer size of him, I can’t help but ask, “Is something wrong?”

      “Not a single thing in the world.” Then he blinks rapidly like he came back to his senses all at once. “Come. I parked in the garage.” Yet instead of leading the way, he merely backs into the hall, then waits for me to join him. All at once the idea of him draping an arm around my waist tickles the back of my mind and even forms itself into an image I wish I dared go over—slowly, repeatedly.

      Not a good idea right now, when I’m in front of him, and I get the feeling he would somehow read my expression and know what I was thinking. How I suddenly can’t shake the craving for his hands on me.

      What am I thinking? If I didn’t know damn well I never touched a drop tonight, I’d swear I was under the influence.

      Mr. Cole wasn’t kidding. What was a raging party minutes ago is now deafeningly quiet. He got them out of here in a hurry. I wish I could’ve seen them scurry away. I wish even more that I could’ve seen him order them out. He must’ve been… forbidding. Even scary.

      Why does the idea send a delicious wave of heat rippling through me?

      We’re approaching the front door, the living room up ahead, when the sound of clinking bottles brings me up short. Mr. Cole’s booming voice rises over the noise. “Dean!” It’s a bark, a command, and again, I feel all hot and shaky inside—but in a good way. I don’t understand any of this.

      What I do understand, however, is the hangdog look on Dean’s face when he appears with a trash bag in hand. His party got spoiled, big time, and the sight of me turns his disappointment to pained recognition. He forgot about me. He forgot I was here.

      This is a night full of surprises. Not an hour ago, if anybody had asked me to describe my ideal guy, I would make a list of all Dean’s physical qualities. Head to toe. I have them all memorized after watching him from afar.

      How did I not see him for who he really is? Because now, I'm no longer looking at a man. He's a little boy, that's all, strutting around with his chest puffed out and acting like he's important when really, he has his father to thank for everything in his life.

      His father who, by comparison, is a grizzly bear of a man. Truly powerful and handsome in a more mature way. There's wisdom and experience in his eyes when they meet mine, not to mention warmth, which I've never gotten from his son. He’s truly dominant, commanding a sense of control without hardly lifting an eyebrow.

      How did I ever have a crush on this child?

      Dean speaks first, without being prompted, though the guilty glance he tosses his father tells me he's only anticipating what he knows is coming. “Posey, I'm sorry. I was out of line. There's no excuse for it, but I hope you can forgive me.”

      Do I forgive him? Not even close. He's only contrite because we're in front of his father, anyway. Still, while I remember being hurt—humiliated—the pain of it is far away now, like a ship sailing toward the horizon and getting smaller all the time.

      That's why I'm able to sound sincere. “It's okay. No real harm done.”

      Mr. Cole does not agree, at least if the way he snickers has any truth in it. “Posey here is a much more forgiving person than I’d be if you’d humiliated me. Don’t hold it against her,” he adds when Dean winces. “She wouldn’t have told me if I hadn't pried it out of her. You and I are going to have a long talk about this when I have the time.”

      This is baffling. Nobody's ever stuck up for me like this, especially not a man like the one in front of me. I can hardly resist the need to wrap my arms around him and bury my face against his chest. To pour my heart out, to lay my problems at his feet and know he'll make everything right.

      I have no idea where this is coming from. I only know it feels right. Needing his touch. His protection.

      “I’ll drive Posey home since you’re busy cleaning up your mess.” This time, he places a hand on my shoulder, and oh God, the thrill races through me like honeyed fire. It takes all my concentration to keep from swooning against him and begging for more.

      Before I can do something so incredibly stupid, however, he steers me through the living room, into the large and incredibly messy kitchen, then through a doorway leading to a garage filled with covered cars lined up in a neat row. The one closest to us is the only vehicle not draped, and for the first time do I understand why people describe some cars as sexy. This is an incredibly sleek, incredibly sexy car.

      And when he slides behind the wheel, graceful despite his size, my mouth goes dry even as other parts of me do anything but. Parts farther south, between my thighs where a flood has suddenly developed.

      “Your address?” I rattle it off, strangely devoid of shame. I’m not embarrassed to tell him where I live. Somehow, the idea of being embarrassed by anything in his presence doesn’t compute. There’s no logical reason for me to trust him the way I do, but that trust is there.

      Here I am again, sitting beside someone whose very presence shakes my world to its foundation. I might as well be a different girl than the Posey who arrived at the house with so much hope. I imagined leaving here with my heart nothing but a bruised, bleeding pulp, but instead, there’s a sense of something beginning. Like I see everything through different eyes now.

      And all because of the way Mr. Cole—Keanan—looks at me. He called me beautiful and sounded like he meant it. He looked at me like he’d never seen anything or anyone he wanted more.

      I wonder what his arms feel like. So thick, the seams of his jacket seem to strain thanks to their size. The same is true of his shoulders, so wide they fill a doorway. It's a good thing I'm so small since I'm not sure there would be room for both of us in the front seat otherwise.

      I bet he could pick me up and throw me around without breaking a sweat. I sincerely wish the thought wouldn't make me wetter than I already was. Much more of this, and I'll ruin this leather seat. The thought makes me clamp my thighs tighter than before, but all that does is increase the pressure that's already built between them.

      “So, Posey.” His voice is slightly choked but still gentle. So much gentler than I would ever count on from a man like him. “Tell me about yourself.”

      He's just being nice, I'm sure. Trying to make me feel better after everything that happened at his house earlier. I would never blame him for it since I'm sure what his son did is no reflection on him, but other people might feel differently. “There's really not much to tell. I know that sounds cliché, but it's true.”

      “You mean you don't have any interests? Hobbies?”

      “I read a lot. I always have.”

      A thoughtful noise, one close to a growl, stirs in his broad chest. “I appreciate that. Too few young people read actual books nowadays. It's all about social media, life in bite-sized snippets.”

      When I can't help the tiny giggle that bubbles from my lips, he glances my way, lifting an eyebrow. “I wasn't laughing at you, I promise. It's just that I've had similar thoughts myself. My mom always tells me I was born old.”

      “That's not a bad thing. You're mature. You're intelligent.” He grips the wheel tighter, the sound drawing attention to those hands of his. So powerful. What would they feel like on me? The question leaves me breathless, fighting to hide my body's reaction. “And my son is a world-class jackass for failing to see how special you are.”

      The deep rumble of his voice and the sincerity in it leave me struggling to speak. “You don’t have to say that,” I finally manage in a shaky whisper. “I really am okay.”

      “And I’m only speaking the truth, Posey.” The way he says my name. It’s like I’ve never heard it before tonight.

      That isn’t the only difference. The world seems to shimmer as we glide through it. Even my grungy neighborhood looks better, safer, cleaner.

      Only to me, though. “This isn't a safe place for you.”

      I understand without being told that he’s merely concerned, not judgmental. “It's safe enough. We've never had any trouble.”

      “You’ve been lucky so far, in other words. I hate thinking of leaving you here.”

      Then don’t. The words come dangerously close to tumbling from my lips, but I hold them back just in time to keep from making a total idiot of myself. “I’ll be okay,” I assure him, even as the idea of letting him whisk me away leaves me with a craving deeper than any I’ve ever known.

      That’s it. I crave this man. I’ve never craved someone before, but I know it in my soul. That’s what this is. I have to sit with my hands folded to keep from doing something stupid like testing the firmness of his arms.

      It should come as a relief when we reach the curb in front of my house, but nothing could be further from the truth. The sense of losing something as vital as the air I breathe washes over me and leaves me dreading the simple act of opening the door and stepping out of the car. Away from him. Something cries out inside me, but what am I supposed to do? I have to go.

      Even if he doesn't want me to. “I don't mean to offend you, but it makes me uneasy to think of leaving you here.”

      I jerk my chin toward the car in front of us. “My mom's home from work now. I won't be alone.”

      “It's just the two of you?”

      “For as long as I can remember.”

      He looks around, clearly uneasy. “I suppose a security system would be out of the question?”

      I have to bite the inside of my cheek to stop me from laughing. Mom can barely afford to keep the lights on some months. “I think so. But thank you for caring. Really, you've been so nice.”

      “Nice?” Out of nowhere, he locks eyes with me. I couldn't look away even if I wanted to, and I've never wanted anything less in my life. “Is that what you think this is all about? Trust me, Posey, nice has nothing to do with it.”

      My skin tingles, my insides burning up, and all at once I want nothing more than to throw myself at him. Literally. All the air has been sucked from the car as we sit and stare at each other, electricity crackling between us, making the hair on my arms stand on end.

      Until a familiar sound rings out behind me. “Posey? Is that you?”

      Dammit. Her timing is impeccable. I turn away from him, looking toward the house, where Mom stands in the doorway with her hands on her hips. “I better go,” I whisper with my heart in my throat. Why does this hurt so much? What is wrong with my brain?

      All at once, his hand is on my arm, his touch just as much a caress as the burning of a red-hot iron. Branding me, making it impossible for me to forget him. “I’ll wait until you’re inside.”

      “Posey!” Mom has the door open now and is leaning out.

      “I know better than to keep a mother waiting,” he says with a chuckle before releasing me. The thing is, I’m anything but free as I open the door and whisper my goodbye, unable to say more for fear of what else might come out. I turn back briefly—he’s watching, staring at me, and we exchange one final look before the door closes between us.

      He’s a man of his word, too, the engine only coming to life again once I’m in the house. I can’t help but turn to watch him drive away, the pounding of my heart drowning out Mom’s questions for a moment.

      Why do I feel so cold and empty as the taillights grow smaller until they disappear?
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      I feel like my insides are being ripped out of me. Every mile I’ve put between myself and Posey only makes it worse. My hands tighten on the steering wheel and my foot lifts off the gas pedal until I’m startled by the person behind me honking the horn. Looking down at the dash, I realize I’m going twenty miles under the speed limit.

      The other car speeds past me, honking their horn one more time. Normally, that would cause some major road rage on my part. Today, I couldn't care less because every part of my mind is busy thinking about the pure angel I just dropped off in a bad neighborhood.

      I shouldn't have left her there. I should turn around and pick her up, take her to my house, and never let her out of my sight. Jesus Christ. I sound like a fucking stalker. I might be going insane, but at least I still recognize how messed up my thoughts are. That must count for something, right?

      Forcing my foot down on the gas, I try my best to ignore that overwhelming need burning deep inside me. By the time I make it home, I’m sweaty and out of breath as if I ran here instead of driving.

      “Dean!” I yell for my son as soon as I enter the house. “Where are you?”

      “Here! What’s wrong?” He bursts around the corner, wearing yellow rubber gloves and a dirty towel sling over his shoulder.

      “What’s Posey’s phone number?”

      “Why?” His question makes me want to grab him by the shoulders and shake him until he gives me what I want.

      “Just tell me,” I growl. Yes, growl, like some beast from a horror movie.

      “Okay, okay. Geez.” Dean shakes his head. Pinching the tip of the glove between his fingers, he pulls one off, then repeats the action on the other side.

      Sliding his phone from his pocket, he unlocks it and starts swiping through his contacts until Posey’s name pops up on the screen.

      “Sending it to your phone now.” He hasn’t finished his sentence when my phone buzzes in my jacket.

      “Get back to work,” I murmur while saving Posey's number into my phone.

      Dean scurries back into the kitchen, and I make my way upstairs to my bedroom. My balls are aching, and my dick has been stiff since I first laid eyes on Posey. I need to rub one out before I go to bed, though I worry not even that will help.

      Me: Just wanted to check in. Make sure you are okay. -Keanan

      It doesn’t take long before the three moving dots pop up, letting me know she is typing.

      Posey: I’m okay. Thank you for driving me home.

      Me: Of course, any time. Seriously, any time! Call me day or night. Even if you don’t need anything, just call me so I can listen to your voice.

      My thumb hovers over the send button for a few seconds before I decide I’m sounding like a crazy person. I delete most of that and only send the first sentence.

      Posey: Okay, I will.

      Me: Make sure you lock the doors and windows. Your neighborhood is not the safest.

      Posey: I know. I always double-check.

      Me: Good girl.

      I hit send before I can change my mind.

      Posey: Good night.

      Me: Good night, Angel.

      Still, I’m dissatisfied. It isn’t enough to know she’s safe as I set the phone aside.

      Hours ago, I had no idea she existed. Now? Her absence has taken all the light from the world. All meaning. My work, which meant so much to me and consumed nearly every waking thought for years, has all but faded into unimportance. Who was I until I stepped into my office and found that perfect angel waiting for me?

      The thought of her—the memory of first setting eyes upon her angelic beauty—has a strange effect. On the one hand, she is all that’s good and right in the world. Every protective instinct I possess rears to life and demands I gather her up and take her away from a world which I know all too well can break a gentle spirit.

      On the other hand? I’m almost ashamed at the flood of dark, filthy, obscene desires unleashed when I picture her body. So young, so fresh, ripe and juicy and mine. She was meant for me. To be worshipped, cherished, adored. The delights I could show her. Pleasures beyond her wildest dreams. The mere idea makes me groan in pain, thanks to the barrier of my zipper against what’s now hard as steel and fighting to be free.

      Fuck. I haven’t gotten and stayed this hard for this long since I was a kid. She’s magic, turning back the hands of time, reminding me of the old excitement, the way it feels to thirst for someone. When chemistry overrides everything else, even common sense.

      Certainly, there is nothing sensible about the way that innocent angel has turned me into a caged animal, pacing helplessly, wrestling with the knowledge that nothing but her presence will calm me. I’ve touched so little of her but already the satin of her skin leaves me needing more. More touching, caressing, while her soft moans play in my ears.

      Tasting. Good lord, I need to taste her.

      In the absence of her pussy beneath my tongue to soothe my burning desire, what I need is a cold shower. It’s my only hope of a night spent doing anything but tossing and turning and losing my sanity one agonizing moment at a time.

      I strip down while crossing the bedroom, leaving my clothes where they land, that eager to get in the shower and get this over with. I need to get her out of my system—even though I know it's a fool's errand. There's no getting rid of her. I don't even want to, but I know it's necessary. At least for now, if I want to hang onto my sanity until I have her here, with me, where she belongs.

      The first touch of cold water against my overheated flesh is a shock that leaves me sucking in a pained breath through clenched teeth. It's almost enough to make me abandon the entire idea, but no, this is still better than wanting and craving and obsessing. I need to calm myself down, literally. And there aren’t many more unpleasant things than a cold shower.

      The problem is, even as I tell myself to concentrate on slow breathing to regulate my response to the shockingly cold water, my cock insists on standing at attention.

      The image of Posey’s perfectly innocent, angelic face refuses to fade.

      Her addictive fragrance, light and fresh, practically demanding I bury my face in her shining hair and inhale as much as my lungs will hold.

      Her voice, so soft and sweet. What will it sound like when she moans my name? Because she will. She will moan it, whisper it, scream it.

      I'm going to explode, plain and simple. This is going to kill me.

      I wrap my fist around my demanding cock, now dripping as if tiny razor blades of cold water aren't pelting it. I feel nothing, I hear nothing, I see nothing but her. My angel, my everything, the slice of perfection created solely for me.

      My growl echoes in the closed stall, my hand working my shaft as it has so many times before. Yet it’s never been like this and I can’t pretend otherwise. She’s magic, pure and simple, potent enough to affect me though miles stand between us.

      Miles which melt away once I close my eyes and see her, her innocent eyes widening as I know they will when I show her all she's capable of. All I can make her do, feel, want. It's her mouth on me, her hand taking a tentative touch of my manhood. Her hot, almost painfully tight pussy gripping me.

      “Posey...” Yes, that sounds good, that's right. For me to groan her name while—at least in my head—I worship every part of her, every inch of her fair, silky skin.

      Images flash in my mind's eye, overlapping, creating a veritable tapestry of blissful depravity. The things I'll make her do. The things she’ll beg me to do.

      I quicken my stroke while in my head I bury myself balls deep in her silken heat while she kneels before me, her pussy bared in silent offering. Her plump little ass jiggles, a waterfall of golden hair flowing over her shoulders and back when she tosses her head in complete, mindless abandon.

      For me. Only for me.

      I’m a king. I can imagine feeling no other way. Her ruler, her conqueror, the son of a bitch fortunate enough to lie beneath her and watch her young, lush body bounce while she learns to ride me. I have all the time in the world to teach her.

      I prop one hand against the wall for support, my entire focus narrowing, trained solely on the familiar tension, the rush of near desperation to reach the end. To come, to release what’s built in me and refuses to be ignored. I don't feel the water, the cold marble, the tiles beneath my feet. It's her, only her, her warmth and softness and sweetness, her body writhing, undulating, the heat of her pussy. Virgins arouse so easily—she'll be helpless against me, dripping nectar for my greedy tongue to catch and savor.

      My fist moves in a blur, the slapping sound of flesh on flesh drowned out only by my increasingly labored breathing. Posey, Posey, my angel. My all.

      The tingling at the base of my spine signals my impending release mere moments before my balls empty, ropes of cum painting the wall in front of me while wave after wave of sheer bliss roll through me from head to toe. I’m shaking, panting, while cum runs down the wall the way it will run down her skin once I make her mine.

      I will paint her. I will mark her. She will never belong to anyone but me.

      Just as I am already hers.

      I get the feeling this was useless, even if the all-consuming ache in my balls has eased and made it possible for me to think about anything but how much I need her. How I would gladly burn the world down if it meant ruling the ashes with her by my side.

      It's not enough to imagine or fantasize. All the fantasies in the world are nothing compared to what I know would be the divine bliss of indulging my senses in the real thing. Delighting in her reactions, teaching her, joining our souls.

      Nothing less will do.

      I don't feel the cold anymore as I quickly wash up, merely going through the motions while in my head I begin entertaining the steps I'll need to take before she's mine. Years in the business world have sharpened my instincts and made it possible for me to develop a sort of shorthand to get what I want when I want it.

      But this isn't a merger of two companies or even a hostile takeover. This is a human life, one more precious than my own, which might present a challenge if not for one simple fact I'm as sure of it as I am my own name.

      She feels it, too. There is no way she can’t.

      She will be mine, and it will be soon.

      So much for thinking I could get any sleep tonight. I'm like a kid waiting for Christmas morning as I study the bathroom, then the bedroom through new eyes. Soon, they won’t be only mine—and while I’m not a man to whom sharing comes naturally, likely thanks to the sparse conditions of my youth, every fiber of my being hums in anticipation of filling the house and my world with her.

      It can’t happen soon enough.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            5

          

          

      

    

    







            POSEY

          

        

      

    

    
      As soon as I round the corner after getting off the bus, it's clear something is wrong. Apprehension touches my heart, tightening my chest, and the sensation begins creeping up into my throat until I can hardly breathe.

      What brings it on? The sight of my mother's car, which has no business being here at this time of day. She's not usually home until at least six o'clock, sometimes seven depending on whether her boss decided to keep her late. It could be she's feeling sick, but it must be pretty serious for her to come home early. The woman has worked through fevers, all because she doesn't like using her sick time.

      There I was, thinking I had problems before this. Living in a haze the past two days, unable to focus on anything. I burned dinner last night, too busy daydreaming to think about checking the meat I was browning. Only when the smoke detector went off did I realize what I was doing.

      I was just telling myself on the bus that I might as well have stayed home the past two days. It’s not like I remember a word from the lectures. My body was there, but my brain was miles away.

      The sense of dissatisfaction is the worst. Wherever I am, it's not good enough, because I'm not with him. Keanan Cole. Instead of studying last night, I spent the time googling his name and clicking on every link I found. Poring over every last piece of information in a desperate attempt to know him.

      I have no idea what's happening to me. I only know I need to get my act together or I'll end up failing out of school. And for what? A man old enough to be my father who was only trying to be nice to me? I'm sure he's forgotten I exist, even for all his kindness. A man like him, with everything he has to think about and worry about? There's no chance he even remembers my name.

      Unfortunately for me, I still have to see his son, which only serves as a reminder of him. Dean won't look me in the eye, but then he rarely ever did. My crush on him might as well have been part of another life because I barely remember it.

      All of that—Keanan and Dean and everything else—are washed away in the shadow of the apprehension threatening to choke me as I hurry up the front path and through the door.

      My heart sinks to my feet to find Mom on the sofa, her head in her hands, balled-up tissues strewn around her. Her shoulders heave and her breath comes in hitching gasps. “Mom?” I whisper, afraid to move.

      She lifts her head, her red-rimmed eyes testament to how long she's wept. “Honey, I'm so sorry. I had no idea it was coming.”

      “What was coming?” Though I'm afraid I know the answer.

      “I lost my job out of nowhere. No warning, no severance. They're downsizing,” she sums up with sarcasm dripping from her voice.

      Maybe it's because I've spent my life wanting, lacking, but immediately, my thoughts race, playing all of it out in my head. My scholarships and grants only cover three-quarters of my school expenses at most, but that's not even the biggest problem. How are we going to pay the mortgage, the utilities? How will we afford food?

      I could get a job, but that wouldn't be enough.

      My backpack falls from my shaking hand, and I leave it on the floor in favor of going to her and wrapping my arms around her trembling shoulders. “We'll figure it out. Don't worry.”

      “Don't worry? When I’ve failed you? I always promised—”

      “This is only a setback. I'm sure your boss would give you a recommendation—six years and you never called out sick a single day? That has to count for something, not to mention the extra hours you put in.”

      “And there I was, thinking I was making myself irreplaceable. Like it meant something.” She's bitter, and I can't blame her. I know what she forced herself to work through all these years, and look where it got her.

      “It's going to be okay. And we'll look back on this, and we'll see it was all part of a bigger picture.”

      “You’re right.” She nods firmly, squaring her shoulders before gathering up the tissues. “No more feeling sorry for myself. I'd better go update my résumé.” One thing I can always say about her is she never stays down for long.

      I only wish I felt as confident as I tried to sound. Instead, I practically flee to my room, where it's my turn to cover my face with my hands and cry. Really, I have no idea what we're supposed to do now. What if it takes her a long time to find a new job? What if she can't find one that pays as well as this one did—which wasn't that well to begin with?

      What if, what if, the question is enough to drive me half out of my mind.

      If I have to skip a semester of school, so be it. I can do that much, can make that sacrifice if it means keeping our heads above water. First, I need to find a job.

      I'm already pulling out my phone and bringing up Keanan's contact before I know what I'm doing. Why is it he's the first person to come to mind? The man I want to run to for protection.

      Me: Hi, Mr. Cole. This is going to sound crazy, but do you have any job openings? Something has come up, and it's sort of an emergency.

      I don't have much job experience, but I don't need to tell him that right now. For all I know, he might be able to give Mom a position, which could solve all our problems right away. He seems like a smart man—he has to be, having built his business almost single-handedly if the information I read these past two days is to be believed.

      Almost instantly, he responds.

      Keanan: Where are you?

      A strange response.

      Me: I'm at home.

      Keanan: I'll be there in twenty minutes to pick you up. We'll talk.

      Though I'm still a little confused, I can't escape the wave of relief that threatens to knock me off my feet. He's on his way. He’s going to help me. Just like the other night, when I wanted nothing more than to seek the shelter and protection of his arms. Only this is much bigger than humiliation at the hands of bullies. This is life-and-death-level trouble.

      But I trust him. Without question.

      I run to the bathroom to wash my face so it's no longer tearstained, then put on a little mascara and lip gloss. Of all things for me to worry about, but I want to look good for him.

      As it turns out, he shows up five minutes early, so I'm not waiting expectantly by the door as I'd hoped to be. The idea here is to avoid Mom seeing him since she wasn't exactly thrilled at my being with him the other night.

      “Posey!” Her shout makes me jump, wincing. “What the hell is that car doing outside again?”

      Dammit. My excitement is somewhat tinged as I throw my phone into my purse and take it out to the living room, where she’s standing with her arms folded, glaring out the door toward the Mercedes parked outside.

      “I asked Mr. Cole for a job,” I explain on joining her. “He was nice enough to come by so we could talk about it.”

      She barks out a harsh laugh. “Talk about it? You're a smart girl. We both know what that's code for.”

      “Mom, come on. He's a nice man. And he could help us.”

      “Not if it means letting him use you for sex.”

      “He's not going to!” I insist while my cheeks burn with embarrassment.

      “He's too old for you.”

      “This is just about a job. Everything will be fine. He's going to help us.”

      I only hope I'm right as I jog out to the car and practically throw myself inside before I can lose my nerve. I can't help the flutter of butterflies in my stomach, the quickening of my pulse.

      I'm finally going to be with him again. I didn't think it would ever happen. I wish it was under different circumstances, though.

      It's like closing out the rest of the world when I close the door, leaving only the two of us together. He's just as handsome and imposing as I remember, larger than life, his eyes full of concern when they lock on me. “Tell me what happened. Tell me what you need.”

      I can't speak at first. I'm too happy just to be with him, too overwhelmed by the sheer force of his presence. Longing—deep, throbbing—threatens to make me forget why I texted him in the first place.

      “My mom lost her job today. She was there for six years, and she worked so hard. She never even took a day off when she was sick, but they let her go without warning.”

      He nods slowly, his jaw tightening as he pulls up at the traffic light on the corner. I have no idea where we’re going and I don’t care. “Too common. I'm sorry to hear that. What sort of position are you in?”

      “Well, it’s not looking good. I'm going to leave school for at least a semester to get a job and save some money. Maybe a year, I don’t know. We're pretty much paycheck to paycheck as it is, so there's nothing saved. There's nothing for the mortgage. We're going to lose the house.” Panic threatens to make my heart explode from my chest.

      “You won’t lose anything. You have nothing to worry about.”

      “But—”

      “There is nothing to worry about. I'll fix it. All you have to do is sit back and relax now. Your worries are over.”

      “You don’t owe me anything.”

      “This isn’t about owing, Posey.” There’s soft laughter in his voice, rumbling in that thick chest of his. “This is about taking care of you. All you have to do is trust me now. Do you?”

      “Yes.” It bubbles from my lips before I can think about it, but it’s the truth. Plain, simple, soul-deep.

      It’s tempting to believe things can be this easy. Just as tempting as it is to settle back in my seat and forget the rest of the world for a little while. I'm with him.

      It's not until we turn into his driveway that I even realize where we are, too busy being keenly aware of every move he makes and every breath he draws to notice our surroundings. “You brought me home?” I whisper, torn between confusion and excitement. This is so wrong, feeling like I do about him, wanting him this way.

      But he brought you to his house. That has to mean something.

      “Yes. I want you to be comfortable and away from all that stress for a little while.” He pulls smoothly into the garage before finally looking my way. “Don't worry. Dean isn't home, or his car would be here.”

      I want nothing more than to follow him and be with him. It doesn't matter that none of this makes sense, not compared to the thrill of being near him. That's all that matters. It's all that's ever mattered.

      Still... “Are you sure this is okay? My being here? You don't have to go out of your way for me.”

      He turns to me upon stepping into the kitchen, his eyes darting over my face, his chest rising and falling rapidly. I didn't notice until now that he seems to be in distress.

      Before I can ask if he's okay, he growls, “You think this is me going out of my way? That I'm doing this out of pity? I must be out of practice.”

      “What do you mean?”

      He runs one of his huge hands through his hair, tinged with gray at the temples that only makes him more appealing. “You don't know by now? Do you think I drop everything for a woman I feel sorry for? That I bring her to my house, knowing my son won't be here?”

      Suddenly, his hands are on me, grasping my arms—gentle but firm. “I brought you here because I haven't been able to think of anything for the past two days but making you come on my tongue.”

      I'm glad he's holding me, or I might hit the floor. “What? Me?”

      “You.” He pulls me a little closer and I give in willingly, eagerly, confusion and joy fighting for control. Could it be? He wants me just as much as I want him? It's like something out of a dream, though I don't think I've ever had a dream this vivid.

      He lets out a strained breath before lowering his head, his nose and his lips brushing my hair. Oh, I almost can't take it, having him this close. His warmth, his strength enveloping me, wiping out everything else in existence.

      “You,” he says again. This time, the strained throb in his voice touches part of me nothing has ever reached and leaves me wanting to melt against him, to hand myself over because I trust he won’t let me down. I don’t know how I know it. I have from the second we set eyes on each other.

      Even so, my heart’s ready to fail on me as he pulls me through the kitchen and into the quiet living room. There wouldn’t be a thing I could do to fight him even if I wanted to. Good thing I don’t. I might be nervous as anything, trembling just as much from fear as I am anticipation, but I know to my very core this needs to happen. It’s inevitable.

      And I want it. I want him.

      He lowers me to one of the buttery leather sofas and quickly sinks to his knees in front of me. This powerful man, reduced to shaking, grunting, breathing hard while running his hands from my knees to my hips. I hate the jeans I’m wearing for getting between his skin and mine.

      He must feel the same, for before I know it he’s pulling off my shoes. “Unbutton,” he grunts, and I quickly follow orders, fumbling with my button and zipper. No sooner do I have it lowered than he’s yanking the jeans over my hips and thighs, jerking hard enough to make me slide until I’m half sitting, half lying back.

      “Oh, so sweet.” He strips off his navy suit jacket and pulls off his tie, his gaze never lifting from the jointure of my thighs. When I try to close them—nervous, shy—he shakes his head. “Never hide yourself from me. You are perfect, and I’ve tortured myself for days, obsessing over having you.”

      Like I wasn’t already wet and painfully aroused, his words unlock some deep ache in my core, a hunger that leaves me parting my legs wider and shivering when his eyes narrow in obvious desire.

      “I can smell you from here.” Our eyes meet for an instant, long enough for a shudder of pleasure to ripple through me before he lowers his head and brushes his lips against my inner thigh.

      “Ohhh…” Nobody has ever touched me before or kissed me before. I had no way of preparing myself for the sudden intensity of my reaction. The way my back arches and my nipples go taut at the slightest contact. I press my lips together to muffle another moan that quickly dies when the contact ceases.

      “Don’t do that.” His fingers press into my flesh like he owns it. “Don’t hide your body, and for fuck’s sake, never hide your reactions. I want to hear every last moan and know they belong to me.”

      All I can do is nod, my ability to speak or even hold a rational thought in my head completely gone. I’m too overwhelmed and much too wet and needy.

      He continues, moving closer to where I need his touch the most, the place where my panties are now plastered to my mound. His lips move over my skin, his tongue darting out to swirl in slow circles while his hands slip under my T-shirt to cup my breasts. “Oh, yes… yes, please.” I hardly recognize the neediness in my tone. I don’t care, either. Not when this feels so good and he wants to hear me. He likes it.

      The faint scruff on his cheeks scrapes my skin in contrast with his sweet, sensual kisses. It’s all sensation, anyway, and it’s driving me out of my mind. My hips raise on their own, my pussy hungry for more. Hungry for him.

      “I smell you… so wet… fuck, this scent.” His hands close tight around me, my nipples against his palms. “Do you know how hard you make me? I can’t wait to show you, Posey.” His hot breath makes me erupt in goose bumps as much as the thought of him showing himself to me does.

      After what feels like an eternity of torture, he clearly loses his patience, running his tongue along the seam of my pussy lips, putting pressure against my swollen clit.

      Fireworks explode behind my eyelids before a stream of wordless moans pour from me. Oh my God, yes, yes, this. Always this. What I was meant for. Who I was meant for.

      I barely register the tearing of fabric before cool air touches my bare pussy. It startles my eyes open in time to watch Keanan plunge his head downward, wedging it between my thighs before locking his lips around my clit and sucking.

      What was already insane tension suddenly intensifies, my body tightening, my ass cheeks clenching as my hips shoot up in preparation for what’s already hitting me with all the force of a truck.

      “Yes! Oh, oh yes, I’m going—I think I’m going to—!” It ends on a high-pitched wail before my voice breaks, and there’s nothing to do but jerk my hips and ride out the blissful waves while Keanan continues sucking, his tongue flicking the tip of my pulsing bundle of nerves, fingers digging into my hips and holding them in place so there’s no choice but to take what he’s determined to give.

      And he is determined, his grunts deepening, his breath coming quick. He likes this. He might even love it. I didn’t think men actually liked this, but he’s eating me like a man starved, finally releasing my clit only when I sag against the couch with a strangled sigh.

      I already wanted him. Needed him. Craved and obsessed.

      Now it’s deeper than before. He’s my everything, my all, and I would do anything he asks.

      He takes hold of my shirt and pulls it off, followed by my bra. Now there’s no shame or shyness. I belong to him and I know it. I trust him with my body, my soul. All of me.

      “I want all of your orgasms.” He runs his tongue over my nipples, moving back and forth while using his fingers to deftly stroke my slick lips. Every touch makes me shudder, makes more of my wetness ooze down my crack and onto the leather. “Every single one. They belong to me now.”

      He lifts his head, his half-lidded eyes locking onto mine. “Say it.”

      “Yours. Every one.” My hands tremble when I place them on either side of his head and twist his hair around my fingers. I can’t help it. I need to touch him.

      He groans, then rewards me with a thumb against my clit. He strums it slowly while treating my nipples to more of the same attention, sucking greedily.

      It takes nothing to turn my soft moans into needy, pleading whines once again. I’m still spasming deep inside in the wake of my orgasm, yet I’m building toward another. It’s him, it has to be. The power he has over me.

      He sucks in a sharp gasp, going stiff when I tug on his hair in my haste to come again. Like I can control him that way. Yet there’s a dark, playful smile on his lips when he releases my nipple with a soft popping sound. “That pretty pussy ready for another one? Is that what you’re trying to tell me? You’re hungry for more of what only I can do?”

      All I can do is nod since I’m not as comfortable with talking like that as he is. I wouldn’t know what to say. I only need him to know that yes, I’m hungry. I’m ready to die from that hunger, and I will if it’s not satisfied soon.

      He descends upon me with an animal sound, this time grinding his face against my sopping pussy. His tongue is everywhere—lapping up my juices, tracing my pulsing entrance, even straying breathlessly close to my asshole before sliding up to my clit.

      He wants my moans, the evidence of my pleasure, and all I can do is give him all of it. Offer all of me in return for the magic he’s weaving around us as he takes ownership of what was already his. I was already his.

      It’s building again. The tension. Bigger than before, strong enough to spark a tiny flame of fear in the middle of so much bliss.

      No. I can trust him. He wouldn’t let anything hurt me.

      The certainty of that connection is what does it, maybe even more than the fluttering of his tongue against my most sensitive places. It’s what sets me off and sends me soaring, my heart threatening to burst while the rest of me writhes helplessly.

      “I can’t…” I shake my head violently, ready to scream when trying to buck him off doesn’t work. “I can’t take it!”

      He only grunts his disagreement, grinding harder against my ultrasensitive flesh until I tug his hair hard. No, no, I can’t, it’s too much, I can’t take any more. My heart’s going to burst and my head will explode and I can’t breathe!

      That’s the last thought to go through my head before everything goes dark.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            6

          

          

      

    

    







            KEANAN

          

        

      

    

    
      This precious angel. This innocent slice of perfection.

      She's still breathing, still very much alive, but it seems the force of that second orgasm was too much. The girl is out cold.

      My girl. Mine. She was already, but now that I've tasted her, felt her on my tongue, held on to her body while she writhed and moaned like a wanton slut, nothing in the world could stop me from keeping her for myself. Now and always.

      “You rest now,” I whisper, gathering her clothes before lifting her small body with no effort at all. She’s barely heavy as a feather and fits perfectly against my chest, sleeping soundly while I carry her through the room and up the stairs.

      Mine. My soul can rest now, calm and quiet in the knowledge of her nearness. For the first time in days, I feel peaceful, contented, like everything has fallen into place.

      Barbara left the bedroom neat as a pin, as always, so I lay Posey across the foot of the bed before turning down the duvet and the blanket underneath, then gently placing her with her head on the pillow. Her golden hair fans out across the white case like a halo, and I can't help but test the silkiness by letting a strand run through my fingers. Every part of her, head to toe, is perfect.

      Setting her clothes aside, I quickly, eagerly strip down until I'm in nothing but my shorts. With one craving satisfied—the taste of her pussy, which still lingers on my tongue—another rears its head, making itself known. The need to feel her skin on mine, to wrap my body around hers and cradle her, to feel the beating of her heart while basking in her sweetness, her warmth.

      By the time I slide between the sheets, my cock stands at attention, and there's no avoiding the way it presses against her plump ass when I draw close to her. Oh fuck, this is deeper than lust. The sense of rightness that spreads through me when my body touches hers, when my angel curls up against me. Even unconscious, she craves my nearness. My touch.

      Now more than ever, I'm determined to have her. Whenever I want, wherever I want, for as long as I want. And that will be forever because there will be no getting her out of my system. She's in my blood now, in my very soul.

      I love this woman.

      I rest my cheek against the side of her head, closing my eyes and thanking whatever force brought us together. I don't know what I did to deserve her, but I'll do it again and for the rest of my life if it means having the honor and pleasure of her presence.

      After a few long, precious moments, she begins to stir, murmuring softly, sleepily. Both my heart and my cock react in anticipation of what's to come.

      “Keanan?” I shudder at the way she says my name, but the trust in her voice.

      “Right here, my angel.” As if to prove it I hold her tighter, marveling at the way she fits against me like a puzzle piece.

      At first, I assume it's accidental. The way she wriggles her ass against my crotch, the friction nearly unbearable. “What about you?” she whispers.

      “What about me?”

      “You took care of me, right?” This time, she rubs against me quite deliberately, leaving no room for doubt. “I want to take care of you. I want more.”

      All I can do is groan. “Do you realize what you’re asking for?”

      “I do. I know exactly what I want.” I'm about to explode, helpless against the power she holds over me. By the time I pull away far enough to roll her onto her back, excitement has me dripping. “Once I'm inside you,” I warn in a choked whisper, “I won't be able to hold back. I will try my hardest for your sake, but I can't promise.”

      The tenderness in her smile breaks my heart and puts it together again, reshaping it entirely. The trust, the gentleness, the understanding. Where the hell did this girl come from?

      She touches my cheek, then allows her hand to slide down my neck and across my shoulder. “I only want you. And I trust you won't hurt me.”

      How does she always know what to say? A growl rumbles in my chest while I take her jaw in my hand, tilting her face until our mouths are aligned. “I'm going to give you all of me. And you are going to take me like the good girl you are, aren't you?”

      Light dances behind her baby blues, and she nods, teeth sinking into her full lip. A lip I quickly take between my teeth and nip gently, playfully, before a rush of desire more intense than anything I've ever known sweeps over me, giving me no choice but to plunge my tongue inside her mouth, crushing my lips against hers.

      Instantly, she flares to life, her back arching until her taut, rosy nipples brush my chest. For a moment it's enough to tease her, even if I'm not sure how long I can keep this up before there's no choice but to split her in half with what's threatening to tear my shorts to pieces. I've never been this hard, so stiff I could snap in half. Instinct leaves me jerking my hips, rubbing against her thigh.

      And she moans, the sound sending ripples of dark delight down my spine. “So big,” she manages to whine between kisses. “So big all over...”

      “But you're going to take it, aren't you?” I lift my head, staring into her wide, blazing eyes. “You're going to take all of me because you want to please me. Isn't that right?”

      “God, yes.” She rakes her nails lightly across my shoulders, back arching again before she rolls her hips in a silent plea.

      “That's my good little girl.”

      I'm not even sure what I'm saying, but it feels right, and the honey now coating her bare lips is all the evidence I need of how she enjoys it. I lick my fingertips clean, groaning at her addictive flavor before going back for more. All she does is spread her thighs wider, bearing herself fully.

      Made for me. Every single part of her.

      My fingers move through her slickness, parting her lips. “You're already nice and wet for me, aren't you? So ready for this cock.” Fuck, I need her. I need her wrapped around me so tight. I need her to milk me dry.

      More than that, I need her to be prepared. I need this to be good for her.

      “Please,” she whimpers, her body straining, her hands sliding over my arms and back before she works my shorts over my ass. “Please, I'm ready.”

      “Ready for what? I need you to tell me what you want,” I whisper, planting open-mouthed kisses over her jaw, then her throat, noting the hummingbird flutter of her pulse beneath my tongue.

      “Ready for you to.. fuck me.”

      It's a triumph, breaking her down and wiping away every last barrier between us. The flush on her cheeks speaks to her nervousness just as much as it does to her desire. I'm actually proud of her, how brave she can be, how ready to accept what her body and soul know to be true.

      She is mine.

      “Spread those legs wide for me, baby. You’re so tiny, and my body is bigger. I’ll need space.” I growl, a flash of gratification racing through me when she does precisely what I ask. Her eyes bulge from her head when I kneel between her creamy thighs; her gaze focuses squarely on the thick eight inches I hold in one hand, presenting it to her like a gift.

      “Give me your hand,” I whisper, closing her fingers around my shaft when she does.

      “It's so hard but smooth,” she marvels, staring at my dripping head.

      “Now, move your hand up and down a little. That's how I feel good. And you want to make me feel good, don't you?”

      “Yes,” she sighs, casting an almost impish look up at me while she strokes. She may be unskilled, but she's eager, and that's half the battle right there.

      I cannot wait to show her what I like and how best to satisfy me. Just as I can't wait for her to experience every drop of pleasure her body is capable of.

      “I'm going to put this inside you. It will hurt at first, but it will feel so good as we go. Relax and let yourself enjoy it.”

      “I only want to do well for you,” she confesses, coaxing a fresh bead of moisture from my tip.

      “You already have,” I assure her, taking her hand from my cock and lifting it to my lips. She is too precious. “Just by being here and being ready. Now, I'm going to fill that pretty pussy, and you’re going to take every inch like the good girl you are.”

      Nothing in the world could stop me, the heat of her arousal drawing me in, promising mindless bliss. The notion of losing myself in her is intoxicating, leaving me dragging my head through her wetness until it shines with her juices.

      “That's good,” she whispers, her head falling to the side, eyes half closed. “I’m ready for you.”

      She has no idea. My heart goes from racing to standing still in the instant between placing myself against her tight little hole and breaching the barrier, my thick cock head disappearing, swallowed by her tight channel.

      Her eyes fly open, meeting mine, and I recognize fear tinging the fire. “Relax,” I grunt, grinding my teeth against the otherworldly need to sink deep all at once. “Breathe, angel. This might hurt, but it will pass.”

      It must since she sucks in a pained breath when I come up against her thin barrier. It takes nothing more than a nudge to tear it, and she gasps again before I work my way fully, until my balls touch her ass and she grips my entire length in a silken vise.

      Heaven. Pure heaven. “So tight and perfect. You hold me like a vise.”

      “Yes,” she moans, reaching for me, leaving me leaning over her so her hands grip my shoulders. “Wrap those legs around me, baby, and prepare to hold on tight.”

      Because there's no holding back now. Not even for her sake.

      The feel of her squeezing me unlocks something inhuman, something based purely on animal instinct. The need to fuck, to rut like a pair of beasts in the mud. To sully my angel.

      “Oh... oh, do that again...” Her eyes flutter open, and she begs when I pull back and surge forward. Again, again, as deep as I can go, deep enough that our bodies slap together with every stroke.

      She’s lost again, the wanton slut buried inside her surging to the surface. Moving her hips, pulling ecstatic cries from her with every breath.

      “Oh God. Oh God,” she pants.

      “You should see how good you’re taking my cock,” I grunt, finding my rhythm, losing myself a little more each time I bury myself to the hilt. Her juices coat me and run down my balls, soaking into the sheets while her firm legs press against my ass.

      She's pulling me in, demanding satisfaction.

      Knowing it, knowing how much she wants this, leaves me lost in a haze of need. I need to break her. I need to hear her sobs as she shatters under me, all around me.

      Pushing up onto my knees, I wrap my arms around her thighs, holding them firmly in place to allow me what I need most. I need to rail her, to use her, to punish her with my body in the knowledge she'll thank me for it. I know she will. I feel it because this is what she's meant for.

      And the sight of her—dear God, she is everything. Lying there, she’s splayed open, her perky tits bouncing each time I slam hard, deep. I look down at the place we are joined, transfixed by the sight of my glistening shaft pumping in and out; her juices are tinged a light pink with blood.

      Her cherry. I’ve claimed her cherry, and the visual evidence sends a surge of pride and heat blasting through me until I'm sure I'll never last as long as I need to. There's no fucking way. She's too good, too perfect.

      And she's already rippling, massaging me, drawing me deeper. I can't take it. It's too good. Nothing has ever been this good. I may as well have never fucked before because this is entirely new. I almost don't know how to contain myself.

      In a moment of near desperation, I pull out entirely, leaving her groaning in disappointment. “Not to worry,” I assure her, turning her over before she can react. Her ass—men have gone to war for less than these two perfect globes.

      And I will claim it one day, soon, but for now, I'm satisfied to dig my thumbs into her cheeks and part them, gazing down at her tight, forbidden hole and even daring to bury my face there for a moment, letting my tongue work her balloon knot until she squirms and moans beneath me.

      “There are so many things to show you,” I whisper between licks. “You have no idea the pleasure you have left to explore. The things I plan to do to your sweet little body.” Her needy whimpers reveal her eagerness, leaving me no choice but to kneel behind her and plunge my cock deep once again.

      “Yes!” Her tiny hands clench the sheets, fists tightening the way her cunt tightens around me. The angle is insane, sending wave after wave of exquisite sensation through my shaft and down into my aching balls. I need to come. I need to fill her until she overflows with my seed.

      Yet it’s too tempting to hold on if only for the sight of her ass jiggling, the sound of her squeals each time my balls slap her clit. Her hair, so golden and shining, calls out to be touched—I wrap it around my fist and hold firmly while she cries out her approval.

      I’m a powerful man, but this is true power, knowing I hold her life, her pleasure in my hands. That I could break this little body and the spirit it contains. That she’s so eager, so ready to hand herself over to me.

      And oh, is she ever ready to cream all over me.

      “Yes… so good…” Her cries rise in pitch, tightening the way her cunt now tightens until I can hardly move. She’s wild, writhing, pushing back against me no matter how brutal I plunge into her and I love this woman, I love her, I love her with all of me.

      “Keanan! I’m… I’m going…”

      “Come for me.” I pull her hair hard, jerking her head back until she screams, allowing my body to take what it needs most.

      “Fucking come with me.”

      “Yes! I am!”

      And she does, tightening until I almost scream along with her before rippling around me. Milking me. Fuck, I can’t wait. It’s too much, the sizzling at the base of my spine expands and explodes. I’m dynamite and she’s the match that lit the fuse.

      I slam deep before the first blast of cum bursts from me and into her core.

      “Posey!” I roar, slamming into her again before another blast, then another fills her pussy. By the time I’m spent, it’s seeping out of her and around us, dripping down my shaft and onto my balls.

      Posey’s mewling like a kitten, her face in the pillow, her body heaving as she returns to reality. I have the satisfaction of gazing down as I pull out, watching in fascination as cum leaks from her with every pulse of her quivering cunt. Perfection if I’ve ever seen it.

      Before I can think twice, I take my hand and scoop it up, pushing some of it back inside, then turn her onto her side and close her legs tight.

      “My sweet angel,” I murmur before falling beside her, entirely spent. Body and soul, they belong to her, and I never could have predicted in my filthiest fantasies just how good she would be.

      Her voice is raspy when she whispers, “Did you come inside me?”

      “I did, angel.” I wrap an arm around her, stroking her tits, drawing close to her back while running my lips over her shoulder. “And I’m going to clean you up as soon as I regain the ability to move.”

      “But—”

      “Just relax.” I can only imagine her hesitation is due to a lack of birth control, and I can’t pretend I’m sorry. In fact, that’s precisely what I want most. To breed this woman, to watch her swell with the evidence of my ownership.

      My love.

      Now that I’ve had her, nothing will stop me from claiming every part of her. Forever.
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      The moment I drift from sleep into consciousness, pure happiness lights me up inside, and I roll over, eager to snuggle against Keanan and soak in the afterglow of the most perfect night I’ve ever known. One I’ll carry in my heart from now until the end of my days.

      And I would snuggle against him, too… if he was here. If his side of the bed wasn’t cold to the touch.

      He left me here. He didn’t even let me know he was getting up. I’m sure he’s too busy being big and important, moving on with his day the way he does after taking a girl to bed and coming inside her.

      Shame leaves my face burning. I can't believe it. Mom was right. This is all he wanted. One night with a young girl too stupid to understand that's all she's good for.

      How could I have been this wrong? How could I have been so naive? How can I face myself after this, when shame threatens to harden into self-hatred? That's how I feel about myself. I hate myself for making it so easy for him to take advantage of me and make me feel wanted, connected. I must really be desperate if I fell for it so easily.

      One thing I'm not going to do is stay here a minute longer than I have to. I can at least have the dignity to pull myself together and leave with my head held high. For the second time, a member of the Cole family has embarrassed me, but that doesn't mean I need to give them the opportunity to revel in it.

      The soreness between my legs once I get out of bed reminds me of how happy I was last night. I can't even think about that right now. It's a waste of time, and it will only slow me down. What matters more than anything is getting out. After that, I have all the time in the world to go over every last detail of the experience and regret being so easily seduced.

      At least he was nice enough to get my things together and leave them in here for me. I don't have to walk through the house naked to find my clothes. I pull them on as fast as I can, listening for any sounds coming from elsewhere in the house. I doubt he would leave me all alone here and dash. At least I wouldn't, not if I was so rich and had so many expensive things around. I guess he could always replace anything that gets stolen, though. What if I don't have a way to get home? This is getting worse the longer I think about it. How could I have been so stupid?

      I can barely breathe as I open the bedroom door and tiptoe slowly, so slowly fighting to be as quiet as I can.

      As it turns out, it doesn't matter.

      “Oh, hey.” My heart just about leaps out of my mouth. I'm so shocked to hear Dean's voice the moment I step into the hall. Now I know what it feels like to be a deer in headlights, frozen while a hundred panicked thoughts race through my mind.

      Yet when I dare to look down the hall toward where he lingers at the top of the stairs, I find him grinning. It’s not the smug, shit-eating grin he usually wears, but that’s not enough to ease the clenching of my insides. Why does he have to be here? Having him make fun of me might be the final straw that pushes me over the edge.

      “Dad’s downstairs, making breakfast for you,” he announces. I’m still fixed in place, my hand on the doorknob, when he adds, “He sent me up to get you before I leave for class.”

      “Oh, okay.” My voice is so small and shaky. He seems sincere, but let's face it. I don't think anybody could blame me for being reluctant to trust him after what he's already done. Yet he offers a warm, easy smile before turning around and jogging downstairs. Like this is all no big deal. I wonder if he and his father have had a talk already and imagine they probably have.

      My heart is much lighter without shame weighing it down. I head downstairs slowly, listening for sounds from the kitchen and following them through the living room. The mixed aroma of coffee and bacon makes my stomach growl and gives me hope of this morning going a lot better than I first thought.

      There’s a moment when Keanan’s back is turned to me as he stands at the stove, flipping sizzling bacon. His shirt sleeves are rolled up to his elbows, and he’s whistling softly like a man without a care in the world.

      Now I understand the appeal of a man who can cook. I wouldn’t expect someone this powerful to perform a domestic duty, but he seems right at home. It’s damn sexy, too, watching him do something as simple as scrambling eggs.

      As much as I hate to interrupt, I clear my throat. “Need any help?”

      He turns, spatula in hand, a wide smile warming me from head to toe. How could I have imagined him tossing me aside? The way he glows, it’s clear he’s as excited to see me as I am to see him. “Good morning. Absolutely not. Sit down and let me take care of you.”

      But he spreads his arms wide, even so. “First, come over here.”

      He doesn't have to tell me twice. I'm drawn to him like a magnet, already on my way across the room, my body eager to revel in the warmth and strength of his. He engulfs me in a hug, burying his nose in my hair while I press my face to his chest. I could stay this way forever. A dangerous feeling, but I can't pretend otherwise.

      He lifts my chin with one finger before pressing a light lingering kiss against my lips. That alone is enough to curl my toes, but instead of pursuing anything more, he ushers me to the granite island in front of the stove.

      “Now sit. I’ve already poured orange juice. I hope you like your eggs scrambled.”

      Even if I didn't, I would be too happy to say anything about it. “That sounds great.” I perch on a stool, where there's already a plate and silverware waiting.

      “You slept well, it seemed.”

      “I did. Didn't you?”

      “I slept like the dead for a few hours, but I don't usually get a lot of sleep in general. I enjoyed watching you sleep way too much, though.”

      The idea of anybody but him watching as I slept might come off as creepy. Instead, it warms me all over. “I hope I didn't snore or anything gross.”

      “I don't think you could be gross if you tried.” He reaches for my plate, pulling it closer, then heaping it high with more food than I think I'd eat in two or even three breakfasts. Still, I did skip dinner last night, so my appetite is raging.

      I've already devoured half the eggs and two strips of bacon before he leaves a cup of coffee in front of me, too. “How is it?”

      It's touching how he seems to hang on my response. “Delicious. Thank you. You didn't have to go through all this trouble.”

      “There's no such thing as going through too much trouble for you. You deserve the world.”

      “Aren't you eating?” I ask as he begins unrolling his sleeves after putting the pans aside.

      “I already did. This is for you.”

      It all seems too good to be true. I need to learn to relax a little and accept good things, I guess. I've never known anyone like him, so eager to make me happy. Like it's that important.

      “I did a little research into your financial issues.” When my eyes go wide, he lifts one thick shoulder. “Like I said, I don't need much sleep. I get the bulk of my work done before most people are out of bed. The point is, you have nothing to worry about. Neither does your mother.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Your tuition is paid, and the mortgage is taken care of through the end of the year.”

      The fork drops to the plate, clanging in the otherwise silent room. I can't breathe. When a few heartbeats pass and he hasn't so much as cracked a grin, I whisper, “Is this for real?”

      “Do I look like I'm joking?”

      “No, but… why would you do that?”

      “I told you yesterday, didn't I? You have nothing to worry about.”

      “But I didn't... I mean, I wasn't trying to...”

      “I didn't say you were. You need to stop assuming the worst. I know you're the furthest thing in the world from an opportunist.” From the other side of the island he leans down, elbows propped on the granite, a slow smile lighting up his face. “All I want is to give you everything. The entire world. This is nothing compared to what I have planned.”

      “What else do you have planned?” And why am I trembling? This is all so much, all at once. My brain can hardly keep up.

      “For starters.” He straightens up, palms on the counter, his expression turning serious. “I want you to move in here. Permanently.”

      At first, all I can do is gasp. Of all the things he could’ve said, that's the last I would have predicted. “Move in? Like, live here? For good?”

      The corners of his mouth twitch like he's trying to stifle his reaction. “That is what permanently means, yes.”

      Just like yesterday, when Mom told me she lost her job, my thoughts race off in all directions. I look down the road, into the future, and everything's too murky for me to make sense of it.

      Except for one important point that rings out loud and clear, cutting through the haze of confusion like a hot knife through butter. “My mom will never go for that.”

      “You are a legal adult,” he reminds me in a soft voice.

      “I know,” I murmur, chewing my lip. “But still, this is so fast. She's going to be upset, and I don't want to hurt her. Maybe it would take a little bit of time to convince her this is the right thing to do, but I have to at least try before I can make a commitment.”

      With a sinking heart, I find the courage to look him in the eye. “I'm sorry. I don't want to seem ungrateful.”

      His expression is steady, giving away nothing of what he might be feeling. “What do you want, Posey? That's all I need to know.”

      What do I want? I can't remember the last time anyone asked me that question. I don't even know the last time I asked myself. What do I really want here? What would make me happiest?

      The thing is, it all seems so sudden. And that's what I keep coming back to, what I finally have to admit. “This is really fast. I mean, I want to, but...”

      He holds up a hand, shaking his head. “No need to explain further. Take some time and think it over. I will never pressure you into anything you don't want. All I ask is that you concentrate on that—what you want, that is. What would make you happiest? That's all I'm concerned with. Everything else is secondary.”

      I feel a little giddy, dizzy. “It’s all so hard to believe.”

      “Believe it. When I find what I want, I go for it.” He reaches for me, closing his fingers over mine and engulfing them. His touch sends warmth up my arm, then through the rest of me. “And I want you. Always. I meant it when I said you’re mine.”

      It feels so right, but I can't kid myself. Everything is against us—the age difference, most especially. People will look at me as a gold digger, and they might think he is foolish for bringing a barely legal girl into his life. I’m the same age as his son!

      I wish I could forget all of that, but life has turned me into too much of a realist.

      “And I want you to know that no matter what your final answer is, I'm still going to take care of you. This isn't a quid pro quo situation. I want you to be safe, secure, and protected. Don't let that influence your decision at all.”

      “I don't know what to say.”

      “You don't have to say anything. Only that you'll give this serious thought.”

      Is he kidding? I don't think I'll be able to concentrate on anything else.

      “I can take you home,” he continues, “or call you a car if you think it would be problematic for me to drive you.”

      “Yes, I think a car would be better,” I murmur, nodding. It's bad enough I didn't come home last night. Mom might charge out to the curb swinging a baseball bat if she sees the Mercedes.

      I want to stay. I want it so badly. But I can't abandon her, either. And I can't forget the rest of the world, as much as I wish I could.

      It's one thing to talk about following your heart, but reality is another story.

      I’ve never wanted anything more than the man in front of me, who’s ready to take the very scary step of committing to me.

      I only wish I could give in wholeheartedly. I wish it so much.
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      “What the hell is wrong with these assholes?” I slam the takeout container closed before shoving it across my desk. “Get that out of here. Put it down the disposal so the onions won’t stink up the entire floor. How many times do they need to be reminded?”

      “I’m sorry, Mr. Cole.” Cynthia, my longtime assistant, collects the container holding what should’ve been my lunch but is now garbage. “I could take them off for you—”

      “No. It’s ruined.” I’m not even hungry, merely going through the motions as I’ve done throughout the week since Posey walked out of my life. I promised to give her time, didn’t I?

      How was I supposed to know she’d keep me waiting this long? A day, at most, is what I imagined.

      I never fathomed living without her for an entire week.

      “Should I order something else?” Cynthia asks on her way out of the room.

      “No. Just don’t bother me unless it’s an emergency.” She’s been with me long enough to know I mean it.

      Though I doubt anyone would dare knock on my door, not with the mood I’ve been in. There isn't an associate on the floor who hasn’t at least borne the weight of my glare this week—and I’ve shouted at more than one of them. I had no idea I had so many brainless morons working for me.

      There was no guess that I’d be left unable to function after Posey walked out of my house.

      She has to come back. I’m convinced she will. There is no other way this could go. She felt it, I know she did, and there's nothing in the world more powerful than the sort of connection we have. We were fated to be together.

      But she's young. She cares too much about what the rest of the world thinks. It's natural, though that doesn't mean I have to like it. Loving her means giving her space.

      Even if it fucking kills me.

      I should be handling at least a dozen things right now: my clogged inbox, contracts on my desk, and countless other tasks which would normally be a priority but have now faded to insignificance in the face of something far more crucial. Instead of focusing on business, I'm most concerned with finding ways to get through to her. To persuade her of my devotion and the fact that I refuse to allow the world's opinions to keep us apart.

      I've considered arriving at her home in a limousine and sending an entire florist shop worth of arrangements to her mother. I've even toyed with the idea of reaching out to the woman in person, speaking to her as one parent to another. I would even do that if it meant being with my angel.

      Instead, I sit here in torment, my body and soul locked in anguish. It's only been seven days. How much longer will this go on? How much longer will I be able to take it before I lose the last bit of sanity I've managed to maintain?

      I love her. I need her. All the color and meaning has drained from the world. How did I live before I first set eyes on her? What was there to live for?

      A sudden knock on the door leaves me roaring, slamming my palms against the desk as I jump from my chair. “Goddammit, Cynthia! What did I tell you?”

      She opens the door and doesn't bother looking apologetic when she pokes her head into the room. She's handled my bullshit too long to let a tantrum affect her. “You said unless it was important. There's a young woman here for you, and she insists you'll want to see her. Her name is Posey.”

      I can't hide my reaction. I don't even try.

      “Send her in! Immediately,” I demand, straightening my tie, my hands trembling. I've turned into a teenager, a kid about to see his crush after a long separation. She can't possibly conceive the power she holds over me. “And cancel everything for the rest of the day. I want my schedule cleared.”

      She doesn't keep me waiting any longer. It isn't another moment before Posey’s angelic beauty graces my office as she steps through the door and closes it behind her without being told to do so. The fact that she's wearing the same dress in which I first saw her isn't lost on me, and all those first impressions come rushing back. Her sweetness, innocence, how sexy she manages to make a rather modest dress.

      Her hair shines in loose waves cascading down her chest, her glossy, pink lips curved in what I recognize as a hopeful smile. “Thank you for seeing me.”

      I don't care whether it's right or not. I'm across the room in a flash, my hands touching any part of her they can reach, soaking her in. She's kept me starving for a week. How am I supposed to help myself?

      “What took you so long?” I groan, caught between misery and joy. “Why did you stay away so long?”

      “I needed to. I had to think.”

      I hold her face between my hands, searching for any sign of what she's thinking. “What did you decide? Tell me you're ready. I can't live without you, Posey.” I don't care that she hasn't given me an answer yet, that I might be making an utter full of myself. Things like that don't matter when you're gripped by a force stronger than anything you've ever encountered. A sheer, primal force that defies reason and logic.

      The world explodes in color once again when she smiles, her eyes welling with tears. “I came here to tell you I don't care what anyone else thinks. Not even my mother. I've been miserable without you—and really, that's all that matters. I'm just glad you still want me.”

      “Want you?” I can't say another word before the craving to taste her lips overwhelms me. I indulge in kiss after kiss, my heart ready to burst, my hands shaking with need. I'm afraid I might hurt her, but I can't stop myself. I need to touch, to indulge myself in her, to confirm she's here and she's real and not a figment of my inflamed imagination.

      “I've missed you,” she whispers when I finally let her up for air. “I’ve missed you so much. How is it possible? I didn't even know you two weeks ago.”

      “I know. It feels like a different life.” Gathering her in my arms, I hold her close, unwilling and unable to let her get too far away from me now that I have her again. I can't risk losing her. “And I suppose it was. A different life. Now, it will be our life together.”

      “Our life.” She says it with wonder in her voice, her touching innocence cracking my heart open once again. I'm going to give her the world. Anything and everything she could possibly want.

      She's already given me everything.

      “I've been keeping myself busy,” she tells me, nuzzling against my chest.

      “Doing what?” I expect her to make a joke about fighting with her mother.

      Instead, she pulls back wearing an impish grin. “Would you like to see?”

      “Yes?” I raise an eyebrow, intrigued if a little confused.

      “Sit down at your desk. I'll show you.”

      I have a feeling this is going to be a pleasurable experience, so I waste no time returning to my desk and folding my body into the chair.

      She follows, finally turning my chair toward her and standing between my spread thighs. “Call it research,” she murmurs, her lips twitching at the corners, her fingers twisting around each other like she's fighting between anticipation and nerves. “I wanted to get better at sex, so I did some online research.”

      “You mean you were watching porn?” I ask with a soft laugh.

      “Sure, if you want to put it that way.” But she's laughing with me. “You made my first time so incredibly special. I want to live up to that. I want to be as good for you as you are for me.”

      “You're already perfect.” I can’t pretend my cock isn’t jumping in anticipation, just the same.

      She slowly lowers herself to her knees, never breaking eye contact. “I want to please you. I want to know what I'm doing.”

      “And I can always walk you through it.” My entire world stops when she begins working my belt with those delicate, tapered fingers.

      “Tell me if I'm doing it right. All I want is to make you happy.” She opens the belt, then lowers my zipper. Whether she's taking her time to tease me or because she's nervous, I don't know, and I don't much care. The effect is spellbinding—and even though I'm already hard enough to cut glass, I wouldn't rush her through it for anything. I want to savor this.

      Once the zipper’s lowered, she lets her palm brush over my hardened length. I shudder involuntarily, entirely wrapped up in her, in us. Nothing else exists. We may as well be on the moon for all I care about everyone sitting on the other side of the door.

      As if she reads my mind, her gaze darts toward the door. “Are you sure this is safe?”

      “I'm the fucking boss. I do what I want.”

      “The boss,” she whispers as if testing it out. “I think that's one of the things I like about you the most. How you're always in control.”

      “That's right, angel. Keep talking like that.”

      “First, I'm going to make you feel good.” She deftly dips into my shorts and pulls me free, leaving me groaning in helpless abandon. Finally, yes, finally. She's here, filling my world with light and hope again. The promise of a future together.

      Her touch is magic. Gentle, tentative, sending ripples of pleasure from head to toe. “You're so good to my cock,” I whisper, inching my hips closer to the edge of the chair while she strokes me slowly from base to head and back down again.

      When she dribbles spit onto my tip and uses it as lube, my eyes widen. “You were researching, weren't you?”

      “Like I said, all I want is to please you.” Her sweet voice takes on a husky note, full of desire.

      “Show me some more of what you learned.” I allow her silken strands to run between my fingers before burying my hand in her hair, massaging her scalp once she begins running her tongue around the ridge of my head.

      Fuck me, I could come right now. The thrill is too much to fight. At the same time, I want to draw it out. To wring this moment of every last drop of pleasure. She's back, and she's mine, and I'm never letting her go. Not ever again.

      “Put it in your mouth,” I whisper. “Show me what a good girl you are.”

      She obeys without a word, settling on maintaining eye contact while she parts her lips wide enough to let the head slide through.

      My choked groan leaves her moaning softly, and the vibrations are sheer paradise, reverberating down to my balls. Inch by inch, she takes me until the tip of her nose finally touches my base.

      “Stay there,” I groan, breathing hard already, memorizing every detail of what I'm feeling. What I see, what I smell, what I hear. I want to hold this moment in my memory until my final breath.

      My angel, her mouth crammed full of my straining cock, so eager and ready to give me pleasure. To serve me.

      I ease the pressure on the back of her head, which she correctly interprets as a signal to continue. Using her tongue on my underside, she raises her head while maintaining the delicious suction from her glossy lips. “That's good, that's so good,” I groan between short breaths. “You’re doing so well. Make me happy. Make me come down that pretty little throat of yours. I want to see you struggle to swallow my load.”

      She moans happily, making me surge in her mouth, lost in sensation and joy in the knowledge that no matter how nervous she was, how afraid, she came back to me. Because this is where she's meant to be. With me, using my body the way I plan to use hers. Giving me pleasure, sharing it with me.

      “Is this making that pretty pussy wet, angel?” She nods, plunging down on me and pulling up quickly. Yes, I just bet it is, and I hope she knows I intend to eat her greedily as soon as she relieves the ache in my balls. But I’ve waited too long for satisfaction to be put off another minute.

      “I'm going to have you in every way possible,” I tell her while her head bobs up and down, my tip hitting the back of her throat time and again. “I'll put it between those gorgeous tits and stick it so deep up your ass you'll beg me to do it again. But right now, I'm going to fuck your face. Hard. You kept me waiting so long, this is your punishment.”

      To prove my point, I stand, still enveloped in the heat of her mouth, before taking her head in my hands. She holds on to my thighs, and in the instant our eyes meet, I can almost feel her mixed excitement and apprehension. A gentle stroke of her hair seems to ease the worst of the latter.

      That’s before I clamp down hard, holding her head in place before plunging forward, making her gag on my length. Even the sound is gratifying, a reminder of how entirely I control her now.

      I couldn't hold back if I wanted to, a week’s worth of waiting and wondering, longing and even fearing culminating in a flurry of deep, sharp thrusts. Her eyes well with tears that quickly begin coursing down her cheeks, her face going red, but she fights to hold on. Still that eager to please.

      My perfect, precious angel. So determined to please me.

      “Good girl,” I grunt, thrusting harder, losing myself, losing everything in favor of the way she makes me feel. The things she makes me want to do to her. “You suck that cock. Show me how hungry you are for me and how much you missed me. How thirsty you are for my cum. Are you, angel? Are you thirsty for my cum?” I demand in a grunt, my teeth gritted, losing my breath.

      All she can do is moan her agreement, which only spurs me on, pushing me closer to the edge. She's choking, and I know it, but I can't stop. I won't.

      Especially since I'm so close now, the tingling in my spine expanding, enveloping me in a haze of sizzling sensation.

      “Here it comes. Get ready. Swallow every drop like a good girl.” The sound of her stifled moans mingles with my heavy breathing until the roar of blood rushing in my ears blocks out everything else.

      And I explode, holding her head in place, crushing her nose against my base in the split second before the first spurt of hot jizz shoots down her throat. I can only growl like the animal she turns me into as again and again, I fill her mouth, her throat, my balls emptying, a sense of satisfaction spreading over me in the aftermath.

      And there she is, still on her knees, unmoving though I'm sure she can't be comfortable. I take pity and release her head, pulling back to allow her to breathe. I slide from her lips with a sigh of relief and deep gratitude.

      “Did I do a good job?” she asks, breathless, laughing shakily while wiping the tears from her cheeks.

      “What do you think?” I ask, breathless, spent. She is the most beautiful thing I've ever seen, so young and fresh, vibrant and sweet.

      So determined to make me happy.

      She doesn't understand she already has, simply by walking through that door.

      And she'll make me happier, still. I can almost see our future unfurling before me as I help her to her feet before placing a tender, grateful kiss on her swollen lips. “We are going to have such a beautiful life together,” I promise, pulling her in for a tight hug.

      I can't shake the sense of holding the entire world in my arms.
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      “Oh.”

      That’s all I can say, and it’s more like the sound someone makes when something hits them out of the blue. Not a word, really.

      My eyes are glued to the stick in my hand. I don’t know what made me pick up the test on the way from class. Intuition, maybe? I’ve only lived with Keanan for a month, and we only started having sex a week prior to that, but my cycle has run like clockwork from the beginning. I chalked it up to the excitement and stress of moving, along with smoothing things over with Mom.

      Finally, it hit me that I might be pregnant.

      And now, I hold the proof in my shaking hands.

      Positive. I’m pregnant. I’m going to have a baby.

      Our baby. I know he wants this—he wouldn’t come so enthusiastically inside me if he didn’t, and he’s already expressed disapproval at the idea of me going on birth control. He wants a big family.

      And so do I. God, I want it with everything in me now that I know we’ve already started.

      Even so… did he expect it to happen this soon? I thought for sure we could at least have a few months in this crazy honeymoon phase of near-constant sex. Between our moments of intimacy, he’s made it his mission for us to connect and get to know each other.

      We spend mealtimes together and even hang out with Dean on occasion. He’s not such a bad person once he gets over himself a little and drops the too-cool-for-school act. It seems like he genuinely wants his father to be happy.

      And if there's one thing I know, it's that Keanan is happy. He tells me every day, all the time. And he shows me, too, in so many ways. Gifts for no reason other than finding something he thought I'd like. Not a day goes by that he doesn't announce his decision to take me somewhere new. Manhattan, Los Angeles, Rome, Paris, Tokyo.

      He wants to introduce me to the world. To share every experience.

      Well, here’s an experience I’ve never been through before.

      Dean had plans to spend the weekend at a friend’s, and I know Keanan was looking forward to using this as an opportunity to defile every inch of the enormous house I now call home. With that in mind, I expect him home from the office at any time. He's still that excited over the idea of us being together, even after a month of pretty much having twenty-four-seven access to me.

      Will his excitement cool off once I give him the news? What if this changes everything?

      No. While it will change things—it always does, I'm sure—it won't change us. It's not a fluke that we both felt that undeniable connection the moment we locked eyes. There was no rhyme or reason. It was just there, and it just existed. You can't break something like that.

      Still, I can't help but feel a little nervous about the timing and hope he won't be disappointed as I get in the shower to be ready once he gets home. I don't want to waste a single minute of our time together. My craving for him hasn't eased, either, any more than his has for me. If anything, I'm hungrier for him than I ever was before, because I know now what to expect. What to anticipate.

      I know how he makes my entire body hum like I’m plugged into an outlet with only the slightest touch. Sometimes it only takes a look, a lifted eyebrow, and my pussy floods.

      I'm still drying off in our bedroom when I hear it. My name, echoing through the first floor. “Posey!”

      My heart’s going to burst. “Up here!” My hands are shaking. I'm so happy, so excited, so full of hope. A baby, our baby. There's so much to look forward to. Gosh, I just want him to be happy.

      “Exactly where I wanted to take you the minute I walked through the door, anyway.” By the time he all but bursts into the room, he's already stripped off his suit jacket and tie and is now pulling off his cuff links. “Fuck, today has been torture. If I didn't have all those meetings, I would have been here hours ago.”

      The sight of him does to me what it has from the beginning. I can’t help but lose my breath when I see him—he’s so gorgeous, so big and strong and powerful.

      “Then you would have been here without me,” I remind him, laughing lightly. “I do still go to school, remember.”

      “You know what I mean. I would’ve been here waiting for you.” He grabs me from behind, my towel falling to the floor as he spins me around.

      “You're in a hurry,” I observe with a soft laugh as he buries his face in my neck, inhaling deeply before practically devouring me. I cup the back of his head and run my fingers through his hair—loving him but also losing myself to the power he has over me. The power to light my body up and make me forget everything else.

      “I considered jerking off between meetings just to ease the ache.” He takes one of my hands and uses it to cup his raging erection. “You feel what you do to me? I’m walking around with a constant hard-on like a horny teenager.”

      “Is that a complaint?” I tease as he backs me toward the bed.

      “Does it sound like one? All I've been able to think about all day is this. Getting my hands on you.” He growls like an animal, which I guess I must bring out in him. And as usual, the sound of that deep rumble tightens my nipples and practically curls my toes.

      There's a special gleam in his eyes, though, when he looks down at me. My fingers worked nimbly at his buttons since now I'm just as hurried to feel his skin as he is to feel mine. “What are you cooking up in that brain of yours?” I ask, suspicious.

      “You can read me like a book.”

      “I do a lot of reading.”

      His laughter is deep, rich, while he takes me by the hips and pulls me in until I'm practically impaled by his dick. “I want to take this tonight.” He slides one hand around, stroking my ass.

      He's talked about it before, and I'm not against the idea. The few times he's played with my ass, I could understand why people like it so much. It's all sensation, nerve endings reacting to touch, and he is so good at touching me.

      It still makes my pulse flutter dangerously since this is a lot different from a thumb or even a small plug, both of which we've used. He's been working me up to this, but that doesn't mean I'm not a little worried.

      “You know I would never hurt you, angel,” he whispers even though the urgency in the way he caresses me goes against the tenderness in his voice. Like the two sides of him—loving and tender, roughen and almost brutal—are fighting for control.

      And I'm not sure which of them I want to win since I end up enjoying myself just as much either way.

      “I know you won't.”

      “Good.” He turns me again, my back to his stomach, and grinds against my ass before giving me a playful shove onto the bed. I land with my feet on the floor, the edge of the mattress lined up with my hips, the rest of me stretched out across the satin duvet.

      “You don't want me to play with you?” I ask even as he lowers his zipper.

      “No time for that.” God, he's that desperate. “I've been thinking about this all day. I've never been more ready.”

      I moan and melt against his stroke when he drags a thumb through my slit, which is already sopping wet and aching. “Looks like you're ready, too.”

      He inserts one thick digit, then a second, into my wetness, burying himself up to the knuckles. I lift my ass, baring myself to him, giving myself over to whatever he wants. He already owns every other part of me. Why not this?

      “So fucking beautiful.” With his free hand, he rubs my back, gripping my shoulder and pulling me toward him while thrusting into me. Melting me until there's nothing to do but moan wordlessly in a desperate attempt to show him how I love it. How he works me, uses me.

      He withdraws his fingers, groaning when he does. “There is not a sweeter sight in the world than your pussy when it's dripping like this.” As he speaks, he rubs his slick fingers over my asshole.

      “That feels good.” I push back, my body ready for more, my skin sizzling, my clit aching.

      “It's going to feel so much better once I fill you. God, I've been waiting for this.”

      I look over my shoulder in time to see him lower his pants and his shorts at once, his dick springing free and swaying in front of him. “Let's get this nice and lubed up, shall we?”

      His hard, sure thrust pushes me forward, pinning me to the edge of the mattress. Leaning down, he covers my hands with his, locking our fingers together, holding me firmly in place so he can deliver a quick series of sharp thrusts into my pussy that reduce me to a quivering, whimpering mess. Not a feeling in the world compares with the sense of being filled, stretched, locked with him.

      “And now you're going to give me that ass, aren't you, angel?” he rasps in my ear, his hot breath making me shiver.

      “Yes. It's yours.” I turn my head to kiss him, our tongues tangling, teeth clashing almost violently.

      “Good girl. Always my good girl. My angel. My love.” He withdraws, but only to add eye-widening pressure against my rear entrance.

      Reflex causes me to tense up, holding my breath. “No, no, baby,” he croons, pushing just a little harder, just enough to ease his head inside. I gasp, clawing at the sheets, the pressure at once alarming and oh, so sweet. “I'm going to need you to relax for me. Breathe. Trust me.”

      I do, so I do as he says, taking a deep breath and letting it out slowly, my muscles relaxing as the tension flows from me. “That's my good girl.” I can't help but glow when he praises me that way, and it's his praise that takes me the rest of the way toward relaxation. I want to please him. I want to make him happy. Because in the end, it makes me happy, too.

      Then he pushes deeper, easing himself one inch at a time. The world explodes around me as pain and pleasure create an intoxicating cocktail, leaving me moaning beneath him. “Yes,” I make sure to add, just in case he worries.

      “So fucking tight. Christ, so tight.” A glance over my shoulder gets my juices flowing stronger than ever. The sight of him utterly lost, staring down at where he's invading me while wearing a look of complete bliss. I would do anything if it meant making him look that way all the time.

      When he fills me, going as deep as he can until he's pressed tight against my ass cheeks, all other conscious thought is wiped away. All I can focus on is the feeling of fullness, the sense of being claimed. Owned.

      And it's so dirty, too, sort of forbidden. All that does is add to the growing tension in my core.

      “You ready for me to fuck this ass?” He slaps a hand against one of my cheeks hard enough that I cry out in pain, but the way he caresses the same spot a moment later leaves me melting into bliss.

      “Yes,” I moan.

      “Yes what, angel? Be my good girl and tell me exactly what you want me to do.” His teeth are clenched, his words barely intelligible as he hangs on as long as he can.

      I look back over my shoulder, our eyes meeting, and bite my lip the way I know he likes it. “I want you to fuck my ass.”

      “Oh, yes. Yes, my good girl.”

      And then I'm lost, lost to pleasure, to the force of him taking me without mercy, using me to fulfill his own dark needs.

      The thing is, he fulfills mine, as well. And that's why, after I adjust to the discomfort and there's nothing but pleasure, I push back against him, knowing it's what he needs. For me to fuck him the way he’s fucking me, for the two of us to be in this together.

      “Oh fuck, my dirty angel. My filthy girl.” But he loves it, I know he does, and the quickening of his strokes tells me so. The pressing of his fingers against my flesh, digging into my ass cheeks before he brings one of them around and begins flicking my clit in time with his strokes.

      The world explodes around me in blazing light, and I can't identify what part of me feels better. It all blends together, every last bit, creating a fire inside me that threatens to consume my every conscious thought and every ounce of my will.

      And I welcome it, working for it the way he works me, pushing back against his thrusts. “Yes, yes, just like that,” I rasp, leaving him slamming me against the bed until it almost hurts.

      It hurts so good.

      “You ready to come for me? You ready for me to fill this ass?”

      “Yes! God, yes!” Because it's so close I can almost touch it, can almost taste my release just around the corner.

      “Give it to me. Give me that orgasm, angel. Soak my balls with your cum.”

      I couldn't stop if I tried, and I wouldn't want to. All at once, it hits me, and my first spasms are a signal for him to let go, to empty himself inside me. He does, roaring in relief, in triumph, pouring every last drop into me.

      And I take it gladly, happily, even eagerly.

      Because as much as I am his, he is mine. Every bit of him.

      He collapses on top of me for a moment before falling to the side, his legs hanging over the edge of the bed. “Fuck, that was worth waiting for,” he gasps, his broad chest rising and falling with each ragged breath. “Are you alright?”

      His concern leaves me smiling weakly, my breath still coming short, my heart pounding. “What do you think? You must have felt how hard I came.”

      “And you did soak me. I think you might’ve squirted.”

      I wouldn't be surprised. It's been intense before, but that was something totally different. Something I would like to revisit. As usual, he knew exactly what I would like.

      He's quick to get up, taking his customary trip to the attached bathroom to fetch a warm cloth to clean me up. It's part of our ritual—his way of bringing me back to reality slowly. Gently.

      I've never felt so cherished. I didn't know it was possible. By the time I stretch out fully, my head on the pillow, his body closing around mine in a protective cocoon, I'm floating in sheer happiness. Contentedness. Everything is right.

      “So,” I murmur, pulling his arms tighter around me. “Would now be a good time to tell you I'm pregnant?”

      “Excuse me?” There's laughter in the question. He lifts his head and I crane my neck to look up at him over my shoulder. “Are you serious?”

      “The test said so. I wanted to tell you when you got home.”

      He doesn't leave me waiting, whooping with joy that instantly brings tears to my eyes. “A baby. A baby! Oh God, you couldn't make me happier. Thank you.”

      “I haven't really done anything,” I remind him, torn between laughter and tears.

      “You've made me the happiest man on earth. That's what you've done.” He runs the backs of his fingers over my cheek, his smile tender. “I love you. I absolutely adore you.”

      “I love you, too.”

      His eyes light up before he grins devilishly. “Maybe it's twins.”

      “Let's not get ahead of ourselves.”

      We laugh together, wrapped in each other's arms, and spend the rest of the night planning our future and imagining all the wonderful things yet to come.
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HE IS MY BROTHER’S BEST FRIEND, MY CRUSH, AND MY OBSESSION.
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      I've spent years in love with Arrow. I’m also certain he doesn’t know I exist. 

      Arrow is cold, sinister, and a criminal, but I can see the light shine through those cracks. 

      I know he can change, and I’m going to help him. 

      When he’s released from jail, and my brother asks me to pick him up, I decide to make my move.

      What happened next, I didn't see coming in a million years. 
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