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            Taking Her Turn

          

          By Alexa Riley

        

      

    

    
      Kingsley and Mina are newlyweds and everything in their life is perfect. Everything except one little thing.

      Kingsley loves his wife so much that it drives him crazy. He’s too big, too strong, too obsessed with her. So much so that he has to hold back. He ties her down to keep himself in control and won’t allow himself to let go.

      Mina loves her husband, but she knows he’s keeping part of him away from her. He’s broken his tightly held control only once and it was the best night of her life. Now she’s got a plan be the one on top, and there’s nothing he can do about it.

      Warning: Find out what happens when an alpha unleashes a shot of pure, hot dominance. Spoiler alert...it’s filthy.
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          Mina

        

      

    

    
      I try to concentrate on the task at hand and go over the shipments on my board. But no matter how hard I try, my eyes keep roving to the clock as I move through the warehouse checking things off my list. Normally I don’t check order inventory as they get loaded onto the trucks, but I needed something to keep me busy. I’m helping out on the floor this morning with the hope that time will fly by. So far it’s not working.

      Most of the time I’m locked away in my husband’s office. The only time I ever go down on the floor is if he’s at my side or I’m seeking him out. He’s always worried that I’m going to get hurt. Once I suggested I learn how to drive the forklifts so I could use them if extra help was ever needed. The look on his face had me changing the subject. If he could he would wrap me in bubble wrap and keep me locked inside our home. Don’t get me wrong, I love my husband’s overprotective nature, but sometimes it’s a little much.

      If he knew I was down on the warehouse floor doing this right now he’d be pissed. I smile at the idea. Maybe part of me isn't doing this out of boredom or a need to help out. Maybe I’m doing it because I like to get him worked up. I love to test his self-control, and I’ve never in my twenty years seen someone who had as much control as my King.

      Kingsley went out of town yesterday afternoon. A new company is interested in using Kingsley Shipping as their new warehouse holding center and delivery company.

      I knew it was a big deal because King doesn't like traveling anymore. Or at least that’s what I have kind of picked up on. He used to travel a lot before I came along. He’s only been away twice since we’ve been together. Each one was only one night away. Not even a full twenty-four hours.

      He wanted me to go with him on this trip, but I talked him out of it. I knew this one was a big win for Kingsley Shipping. So big we’d be opening another warehouse and expanding even more, something the little town of Elton needed. I wanted him to stay focused and not rush back to the hotel to be by my side. Or worse, make me go to the meetings and dinner and drinks after with more shop talk. He’d growl at any man who looked at me and cause a scene. I know my husband too well.

      The men at the Kingsley warehouse will hardly even look at me when they talk to me because of him. How can something be adorable and annoying at the same time? I have to bite back a smile thinking about it. God, I love that man.

      My body still tingles when I think about the last time he went out of town. When he came home I was already asleep on the sofa waiting for him. I was barely awake and he was ripping the clothes off my body like he was starving for me.

      He devoured my body and owned every part of me. He took me over and over again until I passed out, unable to move. It wasn't anything like how we normally have sex. Our sex has always been soft and sweet. So sweet sometimes it makes me cry. I don’t think anyone would have looked at King and thought he was a sweet and tender lover.

      He might own and run a multimillion-dollar company, but King is always getting his hands dirty. He’s gruff. He loves being out in the factory working on the trucks. Getting his hands dirty. You can tell from the rough texture of his hands he doesn't sit in an office all day. He never wears a suit unless he has to, preferring to be in jeans, steel-toe boots and a work shirt.

      His chocolate-brown hair is always a little messy, his beard is long and rough. People usually think he’s a lumberjack because of how big he is. He’s easily twice my size, and he’s built like the trucks he often works on. I love my big hairy husband and I understand why he always handles me with care. He’s afraid his size and strength could hurt me, but I know he never would.

      That man loves me more than anything. Heck, that was clear after only knowing him a week. The first day I walked into the Kingsley Shipping warehouse he was on me. I came in asking about the ad needing someone to get his office organized. I was hired on the spot before I barely got two words out. He wouldn't let me out of his sight. He even talked me into going home with him the first time because he said he needed his house organized, too. I didn't get much of a tour that first night. The only part I saw was his bedroom.

      But he wasn't alone in being head over heels. When I looked into Kingsley’s dark blue eyes I got lost that first day, too. He could have talked me into going anywhere. It didn't take much for him to get me in his bed and then share something with him I’d never shared with any other man before.

      It wasn't even a week later and he had a ring on my finger. He made me Mrs. Kingsley Washington as fast as he could. I went from living with my parents to living in this giant warehouse that King had renovated and made his home. You could fit five of my childhood homes into the place.

      My life has completely flipped and I love it all so much. But there’s something still hanging out of my reach, something I’ve been craving since that night my King woke me up on the couch. It was a need for me unlike anything he’d shown me before and I want it back. For the first time ever he lost control and he wasn’t so delicate and careful with me. I want it again, but he refuses. He keeps telling me it was a one-time slip. I’m craving his primal touch, but each time he’s pulled me into his arms since then it’s been soft and sweet. I see his control just on the edge in his eyes as that savage strength starts to take over, but it never stays.

      Maybe another night away would get him to break again. My nipples harden at the thought. I squeeze my legs together, trying to control the heat that rushes between my thighs. I need my King.
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          King

        

      

    

    
      I spent all day in meetings and I’m dog tired. What I want right now is to cuddle up next to my woman and fall asleep in her arms, but I’ve got a little longer before I can do that.

      Everything went better than expected and the developers are ready to break ground on the expansion. The meeting was full of people and questions, but still, Mina was in my thoughts. I can’t wait to tell her the good news. This is going to mean a ton of jobs for the town, more security for my company, and a solid future for my wife. I’ve already got good money and a nice nest egg for whatever her heart desires, but I want to give her the world. All of this is for her and means nothing without her.

      I crank up my diesel truck and turn on the radio. It’s late, but I can’t wait to get to Mina and tell her the good news. She’s my biggest champion and her excitement will be my own.

      From the moment I laid eyes on her I knew she was the one. She walked into the shop that day looking like an angel that just dropped out of the sky. She was all big eyes and smiles and I’d never felt anything so good as I did just standing in her presence. She looked up at me with her dark green eyes and I swear I can’t tell you if time stood still or it sped up. All I know is, the first time she laughed my heart was reborn. I’ve done a lot in my life, but from the first touch, the first kiss, I was remade into a man made for her.

      Hell, the first day she was with me, I got her back to my place. I didn’t think a woman as beautiful and precious as her would want anything to do with a big bear like me. But God smiled on me again and again until she finally said “I do.” I practically picked her up and ran with her down the aisle the moment she said yes, because I was terrified she would change her mind. I thought that any second she was going to realize she could do better and be out the door. But somehow, some way, she loves me. She looks at me like I hung the moon just for her, and I swear to God, if I could I would.

      She’s so delicate and soft that I constantly have to remind myself to be careful with her. I have to go slow and be easy with her little body. She’s the most important thing to me on this earth and I have to protect her. Even from myself.

      My thoughts drift back to the last time I was away from her, and when I came home. I took her like a savage on the living room couch. Flashes of me gripping her hips and biting her shoulder as I took her from behind flood me. I’d left bruises on her silky skin and felt like a bastard the next day when I saw them. I’d ridden her so hard she had carpet burns on her knees, but she just laughed them off and told me how good it was. I know she was just trying to make me feel better about how rough I took her. She’s my angel that way. Always saving me.

      I promised myself I’d never do that to her again. So tonight if I have to, I’ll jerk off in the truck before I go inside so I’m in control. I can’t take the chance of not being careful and hurting her.

      She was a virgin the first time we made love, and I thought I was going to split her in half. It didn’t take as long as I thought to work myself inside her because she was so eager and brave. I’m a big man all over, and it still barely fits inside her. Every time I get in her pussy it’s like being with a fresh cherry all over again. And again, my angel calls to me. Always wet and ready for the taking.

      I grip the steering wheel tighter and try to focus on the road. I’m too keyed up to think about fucking her right now. I need to slow down and think about making love. I sent her a quick text before I got on the road because I knew if I heard her voice, I’d ask her for phone sex. I just can’t get enough of her, and even the drive home is almost too much to bear.

      A song comes on about a father and his son and so my thoughts drift to babies. I can’t wait to have a family with Mina. She’s going to be such a great mom, and I want a baby with eyes just like hers. I never thought I’d be the kind of man that daydreams about kids and playgrounds and family vacations, but it seems it’s the only thing taking up room in my head right now and I can’t ignore it. I’ve got baby fever something fierce. Maybe it’s because it’s another way to bring Mina to me, but it doesn’t feel that way deep down. In my soul I know that she’s my other half and I’m ready for us to have it all. The house with the white picket fence, a mess of kids, and my wife on my lap.

      What more could a man ask for?

      I’m almost home and I can feel my blood pumping in my veins. I’m close to her, and my cock knows it. I reach inside my center console and pull out the pair of panties I stole from her this morning. She slept in them last night, so they smelled so good when I pulled them off of her. I picked them up off the floor before I left and tucked them into my pocket. I had to leave them in my truck today, because I didn’t want anyone else catching the scent.

      We’ve got a lot of land that surrounds the big warehouse we call home and the place is pitch black. I pull up on the back side where it’s deserted and turn off my truck. I wait a few moments just to make sure no one is around and then put the panties to my nose. I inhale deep as I free my cock and start to stroke myself.

      My mouth waters as the aroma of her sweet little pussy fills my lungs. I think about all the dirty things I’d do to her if she were here in the truck with me as I pump my cock up and down. I’d make her bend over the console and stick her ass in the air while she sucked me off. I’d push my finger into her tight little asshole and make her moan as my cock went to the back of her throat. I’d flip her over and eat her pussy until the windows fogged up, then fuck her until the frame shook.

      I take her panties from my face and rub them on my balls as I cum. Visions of her riding me and clawing at my chest fill my mind as the thick cum rolls down my shaft. The orgasm is quick and dirty and not as good as the real thing. It’s cold out here as I clean myself up, but I feel more in control then I did before. Now I won’t go inside and take her like some animal. Now I can go in and make love to my bride.

      I miss her in my arms and I’m about to go fix that.
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          Mina

        

      

    

    
      “Fuck, I’ve missed you,” I hear as he kisses my neck.

      I feel King’s rough hands running all over my body, his gruff beard scratching my soft skin as his mouth works against me. I breathe in his scent, letting it surround me. God, I missed him.

      I go to wrap my arms around him but get nowhere. “King,” I moan, knowing what he did. My eyes flutter open and the light on the nightstand gives me a clear view of him looking down at me.

      His deep blue eyes are intense, making me instantly wet between my legs. He looks tired and keyed up all at the same time. “Untie me.” I try to push against his weight, but he has my lower half pinned to the bed.

      “Can’t have you touching me right now,” he grunts out before his mouth takes mine.

      He kisses me hard, like he’s starved. I feel him take a deep breath as if he’s trying to get himself under control. All he does is kiss me and he doesn't take it any further for a long time.

      “Soft,” he mutters against my lips when he finally calms.

      I know he’s not talking to me but to himself. His mouth grows tender over mine right before his tongue licks across my lips. I open my mouth to invite him in, and he accepts. I try to deepen the kiss, wanting to have hard, rough sex, but King keeps it lazy and sweet.

      “Miss me?” he asks against my lips. I nod, trying to take his mouth again, but he’s in control. “I couldn’t breathe until I walked in this door.” His lips move down my neck. “Always such a good girl. Doing what I tell you.” I know he’s talking about me sleeping in his shirt. Maybe I do it because he tells me to, but I also do it because it reminds me of him. Smelling him around me while I sleep when he’s gone is the only way I can sleep without him.

      He grabs for the shirt, ripping it easily from my body and tossing it to the floor. He kneels between my legs and I see he’s completely naked already. My eyes go to his cock, sticking straight out. It’s tight and angry-looking on the tip as cum leaks down the head of it. I lick my lips. I want to take him into my mouth, but that’s something he’s never let me do before.

      His breathing is heavy, his chest puffing in and out. I pull at the ties around my wrists. I’m desperate to touch him. I’ve missed him so much and I need to feel him against me. I want to close the space between us and wrap myself around him. I want my hands on him, but he hardly lets me touch him when we have sex. Hence the bindings he installed on the bed. If he isn't pinning me down under him, he’s got me tied down in some way.

      I know why he does it without even having to ask. It’s all about control. It’s what he always has to have. He’s scared that, with me, it could break at any moment. I have a feeling I’m the only person who’s ever tested it. I like that, but what I like more is when it cracks. The reminder of the one time it happened has me lifting my hips and begging him to fall on top of me and brand me in every way, to leave little marks on my skin like the last time so I feel his passion on me for days. See it any time I look into the mirror.

      He gazes at the spot between my legs and this time he’s the one licking his lips.

      “King, sweetie, please let me go.” I wiggle my hips more. His big rough hands grab them to stop me from moving anymore.

      “Never,” he growls. His blue eyes look darker, then his mouth is on me.

      “Ahh!” I cry out as he goes straight for my clit, sucking it into his mouth. His hands keep me in place as he pushes me quickly towards an orgasm. I’ve been on edge since he left, so it only takes a second before I go off. The pleasure rushes through my body as I cry out, but King doesn't stop when I jerk against him. He keeps licking and sucking, pushing me towards another orgasm. He’s trying to wear me out. He’s been doing this since I’ve been testing his control.

      “Give it to me,” he demands, and I do.

      I cum harder than the last time and chant out his name as he wrings it out of me. He softly licks me a few more times before finally pulling back. My whole body is lax, and I don’t think I can move.

      “I love you so damn much, baby.” He crawls over me, and I look up at him with heavy eyes.

      I feel his big cock slip inside me and then I’m wide awake. I watch his jaw clench, and I wish I could touch him there.

      “I love you, too,” I tell him.

      He takes a deep breath before pushing further inside me.

      “Be still. Let me make love to you.”

      I want to tell him to fuck me. I open my mouth to say so, but I hesitate for a moment because I don’t think I’ve ever even said the word fuck before.

      Just when I’m about to, he kisses me again, leaving me breathless. I taste myself on him as he moves slowly and softly in and out of me. I try to meet his thrusts, but one of his hands goes to my hips, pinning me down.

      “Be a good girl and let me.”

      I don't want to be a good girl. I want to be bad. I want to be used by him. The thought has me clamping down on his cock.

      “You like being my good girl?” he asks.

      “I do,” I admit, but I like being other things with him, too. I want to be everything.

      He picks up his speed a little as his grunts fill the room.

      “Never get enough of you. My little precious girl.” His sweet words send me over. I moan out his name as his warm release fills me. He buries his face in my neck and I feel his teeth lock down on my shoulder. I lean my head back, giving him all the room he might need, but he doesn't bite down.

      Moments later he kisses the spot, then unwraps my wrists and rolls us over so I’m lying on top of him. His cock is still hard inside me. I wiggle, trying to sit up, excited because I’ve never been on top before. But he sees my plan and wraps one arm around me so I can’t move. The other strokes my back.

      “Sleep, baby. Let your pussy rest. I don’t want to hurt you.” I roll my eyes but keep my face buried in his neck. After a few moments, his breathing evens out and I snuggle into him. The strap from the bed catches the corner of my eye and I smile, hatching a plan.

      It’s time to take my own turn with my King. Tomorrow.
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          King

        

      

    

    
      I wake up with the feel of my Mina on top of me. I must have been so tired last night that I passed out right after we made love. It’s Saturday and we get to be lazy this morning. Maybe I can surprise her with breakfast in bed, then we can go to that little antique place she’s been talking about. But before any of that happens, I need to taste her pussy. I can’t start my day unless I get to kiss her between her legs and show her how special she is to me.

      My cock aches and I stretch, ready to roll her over and wake her up slowly. As I flex my arms, my eyes pop open and panic takes hold.

      “Mina?” I ask as I pull on my arms and feel the wraps tighten around my wrists. I tug at my legs and they’re wrapped as well. “Mina, what did you do?”

      I feel her hands trace the planes of my chest as she sits up and looks into my eyes. “You know how much I love you, don’t you, King?”

      “Mina, untie me. Right now,” I say, being firm but trying not to get angry. “This was a cute little joke, but undo them so I can kiss you.”

      “My King. You are the love of my life.” She leans down and kisses me softly on my chest. She trails her lips from one nipple to the next, leaving a streak of fire as she goes. “I know that you think I’m delicate—”

      “You are!” I snap, then take a breath. I need to calm down. I can probably break free if I try.

      “I know you think you’re going to hurt me.” I start to say something, but she places a finger over my mouth to silence me. “But you’re not. You’re holding back when we make love and I don’t like it. I want you all in when we’re intimate. I want you to make love to me.” She leans down so her lips are next to my ear. “And I want you to fuck me, too.”

      I squeeze my eyes closed as my cock throbs. Her dirty words send lightning all the way down to my dick. I pull at the restraints and this time I try harder to break them, but they don’t give.

      She kisses my chest again and I look at her. She doesn’t break eye contact as she moves down my naked body, her intent clear.

      “Don’t do that. Stop it, Mina.” I tug the restraints so hard the bed shakes.

      She giggles as she kisses my lower stomach, right next to where my rock-hard cock is lying. “It’s my turn to enjoy you, King.”

      “That’s my job,” I tell her and clench my teeth.

      “You’ve never let me taste you. Not even once. I was an untouched virgin when I met you, and I want to know what it tastes like. What my husband’s cum tastes like.”

      I slam my head back on the pillow and grunt at her filthy words. Never did I expect my sweet, innocent angel to be so hot and nasty. Goddamn it, she’s torturing me, and I’m getting off on it.

      “I think it’s time I learned how to give a blow job.”

      I cry out at the first tease of her tongue across the tip. It’s made worse when she moans around it as she sucks up the cum I can’t stop leaking.

      “Mina, stop, I won’t be able to hold back,” I gasp as she takes more of me into her mouth.

      She pops off and giggles, rubbing her hands up and down the shaft. “That’s the idea, baby. Just lie back and enjoy it.”

      My hips thrust up involuntarily as she goes back down on my dick. I try to hold them down on the mattress, but my legs are so tense the muscles are shaking. “Fuck!” I shout when I hit the back of her throat and she swallows. Her tongue skates down my shaft and my eyes roll to the back of my head.

      “Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck,” I chant as I try everything I can to keep from cumming, but it won’t stop. “I’m cumming,” I choke out as I try to pull away from her mouth. But she only follows my movements.

      God help me, I look down to see her swallowing all that I give her. My little virgin drinking down every drop, eager for more. I see her hand between her legs and her fingers working her pussy as she does it.

      “Goddamn,” I whisper, hearing how wet she is as she sucks me off. “Untie me, baby. Let me taste how wet you are.”

      “I’m not finished yet,” she says as she kisses her way up my stomach and chest.

      When she sits up, I feel how slick she is as she rubs her pussy on my cock. She raises her hands and slides them down her body before playing with her nipples. Her soaked pussy rubs up and down my hard length, teasing me. My entire body is wired and I know I’m going to break the frame of this bed before she’s done with me.

      “I’ve never been on top either,” she says as she sits up and holds my cock at her opening. “I want you to take me rough, King. That night on the couch when you came home, that was hot. I’m not saying it was the best, because every time with you is the best. But I’m saying I want you to lose control and stop treating me like I’m so fragile.”

      She slowly lowers herself down on my cock and I watch as each inch sinks into her. She moans and hisses as she adjusts to the size, until she’s seated all the way down. Once she’s there, I groan and she begins to move her hips. She leans forward and presses her hands on my chest as her hips work up and down my length.

      My knuckles are white as I clench my fists and my legs ache from pulling at the restraints. But the feel of her riding me is heaven and hell mixed together. Heaven because she’s touching me, but hell because I can’t touch her.

      “Now you know what it feels like,” she says, reading my thoughts. “To love the way it feels but not be able to do what you want. To have that intimacy taken away and to only receive pleasure.”

      She squeezes her walls so tight and cries out as she climaxes on my cock. I growl as I do the same, unable to control myself. I cum inside her, but I’m still hard, still unable to get exactly what I want.

      There’s a caged animal inside me begging to be set free and I don’t know how much longer I can hold him back.

      “I want it all, Kingsley,” she says, her voice breathy. “I want you to leave marks on me and make me ache. I want every ounce of your passion.”

      “Be careful what you wish for,” I say, before the bedframe snaps.
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          King

        

      

    

    
      Mina squeals as my hands go to her hips and I start bouncing her up and down on my cock. I don’t pay any attention to the broken frame or the fact that I’ve still got the restraints around my wrists. All I care about right this second is fucking my wife.

      I growl as she moans, her head falling back in ecstasy. I grip her hips so tight I know I’m going to give her the marks she was begging for. I’m rough with her as I move her up and down and jack off my cock with her little cunt. But the heat between us has been building since the first time and I’ve been trying to put a cap on it.

      “Yes, baby. More!” she cries as her body bends to my will.

      “You asked for rough. You asked me to not hold back,” I say as her body tightens. She’s about to cum again, and this time I’m not going to ease her over the edge. I’m going to throw her.

      “King!” she shouts as I reach between us and rub her clit hard and fast.

      She goes over the edge and I don’t let up. She keeps cumming as I pull out and flip her over onto her knees. I slide back inside while her pussy is still pulsing and thrust in and out. I grip her hair with one hand and her hip with the other.

      I lean down and kiss her shoulder before I give her a love bite. She shudders under me, and I feel her body move with mine, loving my treatment.

      I sit up and smack her ass, leaving a little pink on her cheek. She purrs and then pushes her ass back, wiggling it for more. I smack it again and feel her clench my cock when I do it, and I nearly cum inside her. Fuck, she’s always so virgin tight.

      “I need the smell of your pussy on my face,” I say before I pull out and grab her ass with both hands.

      I lean down and cover her cunt with my mouth, tasting the two of us combined. Her cries of pleasure are muffled by the pillow as I eat her out from behind. I suck on her clit as I sneak my pinky up to her tight little ass. I rub her there as I lick her clit and she pushes against my hand. I’ve never done this with her before, but the more I push against it, the wetter she gets. This dark need inside me to possess every inch of her…I didn’t think I could ever take her there. But now the possibility is taking hold and I want to own that part of her, too. I want to claim her ass just like I claimed her pussy, but not right this second. Right now, I want to fuck her until her legs don’t work and she needs to use my dick as a wheelchair.

      I suck on her clit until her pussy pops and gives me all her honey. Then I pull back and slide my cock inside while she’s clenching for more. I ride her hard and grip her hips with an unbreakable hold. She keeps wanting it harder and tighter, ordering me, and I’m her slave. All my control is out the window and I’m overdosing on pleasure.

      She cums three more times before her legs give out and she falls flat on the mattress. I still manage to fuck her like that, lying down on top of her and sliding in and out as I whisper filthy words into her ear.

      When I finally let myself cum for the final time, it takes everything out of me. Wave after wave of pleasure is pulled from me and I can’t stop. Nothing is in my power right now, and everything is complete chaos. My body isn’t listening to me. Instead it’s just going on its base desires. My Mina did this to me. She made me insane with lust for her and I broke all of my carefully constructed rules.

      I manage to roll off without crushing her, and fall down on the bed beside her. I’m covered in sweat, claw marks, and her sweet pussy juice. I lie there gasping for air, but I manage to pull her next to me so I can hold her.

      “I love you,” she says, her voice soft like she’s about to pass out.

      “Are you okay?” I ask, needing to make sure I didn’t hurt her.

      “I’ve never felt better,” she says, placing a kiss on my chest.

      My heart feels like it’s going to explode, but I’m suddenly exhausted.

      “I love you, too,” I answer just before sleep takes me over the edge.
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          Mina

        

      

    

    
      I walk through the warehouse. I have no idea what I’m doing. Okay, maybe that’s a lie. I know what I’m pretending to do, but my main goal is to poke at my husband, who’s driving me crazy. He has been since we woke up Saturday afternoon.

      I see a clipboard lying on one of the worktables. Picking it up, I pretend to be busy because I know my husband is going to be exploding from his office. As if my thoughts conjure him, I hear my name bellowed from across the warehouse.

      I look over to see Gabe, who’s in his early sixties, looking at me and smiling before shaking his head. I roll my eyes and keep moving.

      I snuck out on King when he’d taken a phone call about the new warehouse. I was super excited about it. It slipped my mind for a moment when I woke up alone in the early afternoon in bed and went in search of my husband.

      I found him in the kitchen making us something to eat. He came right to me and picked me up. He sat me on the kitchen counter, then pulled his oversized shirt I’d been wearing off me. I thought he was going to take me right there on the kitchen counter. I was wrong.

      He looked over my body from head to toe, staring at every mark he’d left on my skin. I loved them. Seeing them made me wet between my thighs because I wanted more of it. My King didn't feel the same. I could see the remorse written all over his face. No matter how much I tried to tell him I loved it, I couldn't make the cloud in his eyes go away. Stupid, unnecessary guilt was riding him.

      He spent the rest of the weekend being soft and sweet with me, telling me about the big deal he made. He made me dinner, and we didn't have sex again. Every time I tried he’d fall to his knees and eat my pussy until I passed out. I needed to break through to him.

      I turn when I hear his heavy steps getting closer to me and bite my lip to keep from smiling. After I tied King to the bed something shifted a little inside me. I feel bolder and it’s fun poking at his control. But I hate the guilt that eats him up. He has to see how much I love all the different ways we make love. I don’t want him to ever hold anything back from me. I want him to be himself in whatever way that comes out. I know I’ll love every one of them.

      His longs legs stride towards me, his jeans tight on his thighs. His plain white shirt has a few grease smudges on it from when he worked on one of the trucks first thing this morning. His five o'clock shadow is already showing and it’s not even noon. My core clenches when I see the look on his face.

      His eyes go to my legs, which are bare because I’m in a dress. When we left the house I had leggings on under it but took them off before coming down to the warehouse floor. This place is usually sweltering, no matter how hard we blast the air conditioning.

      “What are you doing?” he bursts out, and I shrug.

      “Whatever I want,” I say, turning and giving him my back. I start to walk away, pretending to work, but then suddenly strong arms grip my hips and spin me back around to face him. I look up into his blue eyes and my breath catches.

      “Someone isn't being a good girl,” he growls, so low only I can hear him.

      My breathing picks up at his words. He slips the clipboard from my hand, tossing it off to the side. It hits the concrete floor with a loud thud.

      “What are you going to do about it?” I ask, and his eyes flare.

      He leans down and I feel his breath on my lips. “Don’t push it. That dirty mouth you’ve picked up while I was out of town is going to get your little ass in trouble.”

      I lick my lips and he doesn’t miss the slow slide of my tongue across my lips. He sucks in a breath, no doubt thinking of the last time he had his cock there.

      “I’d love to show you again how dirty my mouth can be.” I slide a hand up his chest and I have to stand on my tiptoes to run it up the back of his neck. “You could take me to your office. Make me suck your cock to work off all this tension. Though I’m not sure that would be punishment for me being a bad girl since I love your cock in my mouth.”

      Before I can blink, I’m flying through the air and landing over King’s shoulder.

      “Get back to work!” he shouts as he moves through the warehouse faster than I thought possible. I blush. In all the fun I was having, I forgot that people were working in the warehouse. I’d gotten lost in the moment with King. His eyes always do that to me. Hell, all of him does that to me.

      He takes the stairs up to his office two at a time. The big glass window in his office overlooks the whole place. When he enters the room he slams the door behind us. He walks over to the sofa and drops me onto it, then strides over to the window and jerks on the cord to close the blinds, blocking everyone's view. Finally he goes to the door and flips the lock.

      My heart starts to pound. We’ve never had sex in his office before. I’ve tried to bait him, but every time, he’d grab me and we’d leave. He’d take me home and make love to me there. This feels dirty.

      With his back to me, he places his hand on the door and takes a few heavy breaths. He’s trying to get it together. I slip my hands under my dress and pull off my underwear. I toss them onto the floor in front of me before hiking my dress up and leaning back. I slide my hands between my legs and spread my lips.

      “King. I need you,” I moan.

      Slowly he turns and his body goes rock solid at the sight of me. I know I’ve got him once again.
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      King’s eyes go straight between my legs. A predatory smile forms on his lips, making my pulse pick up. His steps are slow but purposeful. Each one draws him closer and closer to me, making my heartbeat race with excitement.

      “Get your sweet ass to the edge of the sofa and spread those legs wide,” he commands. I rush to do as he says. He steps between my legs, wedging them even farther apart. He’s so close, his erection is right in my face. “See something you want, wife of mine?”

      “You,” I tell him. “All of you. Not just the parts you want to show me. I want it all. It belongs to me.”

      “Is that so?” In one move he pulls my dress over my head and tosses it to the ground. He slides one of his big hands into my hair and he takes a handful of it. He grips it tightly, and my lower half clenches.

      “Yes,” I moan, unable to help myself. His dominance is like a sweet lick of desire over my skin. I crave it.

      “You belong to me and I don’t like you showing others what’s mine.” His grip on my hair tightens. “You don't walk around this warehouse letting other men have small peeks of it. Don’t test me on this, Mina, or I’ll never untie you from our bed.”

      I know he’s talking about me taking off my leggings. I didn't do it to get anyone else's attention. What I wanted was for him to snap. I wanted him to do it again because this time I wouldn't be passing out afterwards. We’re having this out.

      “We’ll see.” I bat my eyelashes at him, feigning innocence.

      “That mouth again. It’s going to get you into trouble.” His nostrils flare a little as his jaw tightens.

      “Well—”

      “Hush.” The single word is slow and filled with power. My nipples tighten. “I think we’ll put that mouth to better use. Take my cock out.”

      I stare up at him in shock. He’s going to let me touch it? He always says my touch is too much and that it puts him on edge.

      “Now,” he snaps.

      My hands rush to his belt and undo it. Once that’s done I go for the button on his jeans, my fingers shaking with excitement. I fumble with the button and his zipper, but finally I get it. Reaching into his pants, I pull out his length and it springs free. Cum leaks from the tip and I lick my lips.

      I try to take him into my mouth, but he holds on tightly to my hair, not letting me move.

      “Maybe my wife has some control issues of her own.”

      I glance up at him. A small smile pulls at the corner of his lips. Maybe I do, but before this man I knew nothing about sex. Now he’s opened that box and all of this has come flooding out. I don’t want to stop it. I want to explore it all with him.

      He pushes my head forward a little and the tip of his cock is a breath away from my lips. “Lick off the cum.”

      I do what he says, greedy to taste him. I swipe across the tip of his cock, and his salty sweetness explodes on my tongue. I moan, wanting more. I try to take him into my mouth, but he pulls me back.

      “Did I say you could touch yourself? I do believe I’m punishing you.” I pull my hand from between my legs. I hadn't even realized I’d been touching myself because I was so lost in the moment.

      Leaning down, he grabs my hand and brings my fingers to his mouth. He sucks on them, making my center tingle with need. I wiggle. I want his mouth between my legs, but I also want his cock in my mouth. He bites the tip of my finger, and I still.

      “Hands behind your back. Lock your fingers together. I don’t trust my greedy girl to not touch herself. I don’t share my wife with anyone. Not even herself.”

      I put my hands behind my back, eager to please him. I want to see what he’s going to do next. I know I poke at him and that I took control in bed. I didn’t do it because I wanted to have the power. Don’t get me wrong, I enjoyed every second of it. I always enjoy everything when it’s with him, but this is the real Kingsley, the man he’s being hiding from me, just simmering below the surface.

      I want him to see that I want this, and I’ll do as he commands me. My body and my soul are begging for it.

      “Open your mouth and don’t move.” I part my lips for him. “I’m taking what I want and you’re going to sit there like a good little girl. Maybe when I’m done using your mouth for my pleasure I might give you a little of your own.” He leans down again. A smack lands on my pussy, making me gasp. “If you’re not good I won’t be playing with this for the rest of the day. You’ll sit like this until it’s time to go home.”

      “You wouldn't!” The idea seems appalling, but the wetness between my thighs doesn't agree.

      “I would. By the time we leave here today you’d have lock jaw. I’d have to fuck this mouth every twenty minutes if your pussy is out on display like it is. Now I told you to open your mouth,” he growls.

      As hot as that sounds, I know I’ll die if I don’t get to cum soon. My whole body is buzzing with need. I open my mouth and the hand on my hair tightens even more as he thrusts into my mouth.
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      She does as I ask so beautifully that I have to lock my knees to keep from falling to the ground. I never thought about how innocent and untouched she truly was until she blossomed into my sex goddess. Now she’s touching herself and wanting to explore and it’s up to me to guide her. My possessive obsession with her is unlike anything I’ve ever felt and I’ve been doing this wrong.

      I’ve been holding back when I needed to give her everything. She’s right, and as much as I hate to admit that I might have hurt her by not giving her all of me, I did. If the roles were reversed and she held back a part of herself I would climb the walls until she gave in. I’m surprised she allowed me to do it as long as I did, because I would have been a demanding monster on day one.

      Her full, pouty lips are slick as my cock passes through them and into her warm, wet mouth. She swallows and her tongue presses on the underside of my cock. I grunt through clenched teeth.

      “Fuck.” My grip on her hair loosens then tightens again as I hit the back of her throat and she doesn’t gag. She breathes through it and I pull out, rubbing the tip across her mouth.

      “More,” she whines, and I push back in, cum leaking out of my cock as I go.

      “Look at how pretty you are. Legs spread, pussy dripping wet. That sass mouth of yours stuffed, finally getting what it wants.”

      I don’t know how long I’ll last like this looking down at her, so I try to steel myself. When she whimpers and begins to writhe I know that I can’t actually let her ache for me. I might threaten her, just so she gets the feel of it, but deep down, I want to give her what she wants. Even if that means letting go of the control.

      I take a step back and my cock slips free of her mouth. She’s breathing hard and her eyes are wide like I’ve just taken her favorite toy away.

      “Stand up,” I order, and she instantly does as I ask. I lie down on the couch and then pull her to me. “I want you to sit on my face while you suck me off.”

      She bites her lip, but I see the excitement in her eyes. She bounces on her toes for a second before she climbs on the couch with me. Once I get her pussy over my mouth I grab her hips and pull her down on me. At the same time, she sucks my cock into her mouth. In this position, she can use her hands and I feel them everywhere. It’s heaven and hell at the same time. I’ve got her pretty pink pussy on my mouth and her lips wrapped around my dick.

      It’s hot and dirty and she wiggles on top of me. Her round ass is in my face as her hips work on my mouth.

      “I need you,” she says before going down on my cock again.

      I growl against her pussy as I suck on her clit one last time. Then I grab her hips and toss her on the couch so her ass is up in the air and I get behind her. I put my hand over her mouth before I thrust into her hard and deep.

      She cries out, but it’s muffled and I put my lips to her ear. “You better not let anyone hear a peep. You’re mine, and nobody gets to hear what you sound like when you’re getting fucked but me. Forever.”

      She pushes her hips back to meet my thrusts and spreads her legs wider so I can go deeper. I know I’ve been holding back, but she was made for me. She was made to take me as I am, even without my control. I was so worried about hurting her that I kept what could be the best part of us separate. But now I see how good it can be both ways, and I don’t know if I can go back to the way I made it before. Now that I’ve had a taste of how good this can be, I can’t give it up.

      Her pussy is squeezing me tight as I thrust in and out. It’s too good and I won’t last much longer.

      I move one hand off her hip and slide it around to her pussy. I play with her clit and move my lips to her ear. “You like when I’m in charge, and we both know it. But you want me taking you like a beast, don’t you?”

      She nods and moans into my hand.

      “That’s right. It’s okay if you like it. You’re my good girl.” Her pussy tightens with my dirty words of praise and I know she won’t last much longer. “I’m done trying to pretend I’m not an animal for you. I’m done forcing myself to be calm when all I want to do is mount you on the nearest surface and rut. I’m done with holding back.”

      I place a kiss on her neck and her body arches against me before she shatters. Her orgasm pulses straight down to her cunt and she milks me dry. I hold her tight to me as we both cum, and I keep myself from passing out on top of her.

      When the last of her orgasm has been wrung out, I turn us so we’re lying on our sides on the couch. I wrap her in my arms and kiss along her shoulder as she hums in satisfaction.

      “Do you promise?” she says, and I run my nose along her neck.

      “Do I promise what?”

      “To not go back to the way things were. To stop trying to control everything when it comes to me.”

      I lean up and look into her eyes as I smile down at her. “There’s no going back with you, Mina. I tried, and it didn’t work. You’ve been breaking down my walls since day one. It’s time I realize that you know what’s best for us.”

      “I like the sound of being right,” she says, and giggles.

      “Happy wife, happy life,” I say, and rub my nose against hers. “I love you.”

      “I love you, too. My big beast.”
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Epilogue

          

          Mina

        

      

    

    
      
        
        One month later…

      

      

      I pace the kitchen waiting for King to get back home. The past month has been more than I could have dreamed of. King didn’t lie when he told me he wasn’t holding back anymore. I got every part of him, from slow lovemaking to ripping my dress off and fucking me against the nearest wall whenever he wanted, which was often.

      I’ve found out that I still like to poke at him, though. Twice more this month he stalked me down to the warehouse floor to fling me over his shoulder and carry me back up to his office. People have gotten used to it. They’ve also learned to look the other way, otherwise King will let out a string of curses. King’s punishments have been delicious, though I’d never tell him that. I have a feeling he already knows.

      He’s getting more creative and even poking back at me. Often times when we’re in public he slides his hand under my skirt, taking me to the edge and then leaving me hanging. By the time we get home I’m wrapped around him so tight neither one of us will come up for air for hours.

      When I hear the house alarm engage I rush over to the stove and stir the sauce for the spaghetti I’m making. It’s too early for dinner, but I had to do something to keep busy or I was going to wear a hole in the kitchen floor. A few moments later King comes up from behind and he wraps his arms around me. My body melts into him like always as he trails kisses down my neck. I breathe in his earthy smell that has a trace of motor oil to it today.

      “You get the truck working?” I ask, leaning back so he can kiss my neck more. It’s my weak spot and he knows it.

      He gives it a little bite. “Yeah. Got it back on the road. Delivery will still be on time. No worries.” He begins to suck and I know he’s freshening the little mark he left on me last night. I set the spoon down and turn in his arms to rub his chest. I smile when I see a smear of grease on the side of his face. “You’re dirty.”

      “Then my wife will have to clean me up.” He leans in, kissing me deeply. I moan into his mouth. “Turn the stove off.”

      I turn my body a little and flip if off. King has me in his arms a moment later and we’re moving through the house towards our bathroom.

      I kiss and bite at his neck as he moves down the hallway. I don’t want to lose what we have. The past month has been more than I could have ever imagined. I thought I was close to King before, but it’s nothing like we are now. I know everything about him. He hides nothing, not even the dark desires he has for me.

      Desires he admitted he’d never had before me, ones I brought out of him, and at first it scared him. That’s why he’d been holding back. He didn’t want to scare me, because losing me was something he could never bear. My heart melted at that. He’s spent the last month showing me every piece of him while I’ve been showing him I’m never going anywhere. Ever.

      I’m worried to tell him the news I found out this morning. Normally if he got a call to go into work on a Saturday I’d go with him. Today I faked being sleepy. What I really wanted to do was take the pregnancy test I had hidden under the sink. I wanted to be sure before I gave him the news.

      I knew he would be excited about the pregnancy. It wasn’t that. He wants a big family and so do I. Plus, with the way my King likes to mark my body and show everyone I belong to him, I’m guessing a big baby belly and a kid hanging from one of my legs is on his list of ways to mark me as claimed. I was worried that he’d go back to only sweet, soft King. I couldn’t bear having only a part of who he really is after having had all of him. It would break my heart.

      King sits me down on the bathroom sink and pulls off my tiny pink dress. It’s one I’m only allowed to wear in the house. He tosses it to the floor and I run my hands up under his shirt, dragging my fingers along his chest hair. His body stiffens under my touch.

      I look up at him. His eyes aren’t on me as his breath picks up.

      “King?” I ask, wondering what’s wrong. His deep blue eyes come back to mine. His mouth parts, but no words come out. He shuts his eyes for a moment as if he’s pained.

      “Honey? Tell me what’s wrong.” I rub my hands up and down his body, hating that he still has his shirt on. I want to be able to comfort him better, and my touch does that for him.

      “Did I ever tell you that you’re my whole world? You mean everything to me,” he says, opening his eyes. His words are deep and filled with emotion. I smile at him.

      “Every day,” I say instantly. Because he does. My husband is always giving me sweet words. He might look like a gruff caveman at times, but he isn’t shy about telling me how much he loves and needs me.

      “I’ll never be able to give you what you give me. I don’t know what I did in life to get something as precious and giving as you.”

      “King.” My eyes start to water. “I could never want more than what I have with you. You’re precious to me, too.”

      “Not like you.” His hand comes to my stomach and my heart skips a beat. He knows. He must have seen the test. Crap. I left it on the shelf in here after I took it, planning to tell him right when he got home today. “Every day you’re giving me something else. Filling something in me I didn’t know was empty.”

      I lean in and kiss the place over his heart, knowing he’s talking about his family. While growing up, he thought his family was normal, but they were cold and distant. Everything was about work and nothing more. No one spoke of feelings or showed them. I ripped that to shreds for him when he pulled me into his life and claimed me. I claimed him right back.

      “It’s not just you, King,” I remind him. “I didn't know what passion was before you. Didn't know what was underneath my shyness. You brought me out. Woke me up. Gave me more than I could have ever dreamed of. You made a queen out of me.”

      He drops his forehead down to mine.

      “Say it, Mina. I want to hear it.”

      “I love you, King, and I’m going to have your baby.”

      I barely finish the words and his mouth is on mine. He takes control of my body, lifting me from the counter. Lost in his deep kiss, I don't realize he’s moved us into the shower until warm water start to rain over me.

      My eyes flutter open as he pins me to the shower wall. He’s still fully dressed as he licks and sucks at my neck. I gasp when he pushes his cock into me in one full thrust. I didn't even feel him free himself.

      “This is going to be rough and fast. I need you,” he growls against my skin as he pounds into me with rough dominance.

      “King.” I dig my nails into him as he owns my body and takes what he wants.

      “You better get used to being pregnant,” he grunts. My pussy clamps down at his words.

      “I want as many as you’ll give me,” I tell him. “Oh god,” I moan, and his body stills. I groan, needing him to move. I’m so close to cumming.

      “What did I say about that shit? Only my name.”

      “King, please. I’m sorry,” I tell him, trying to move on his cock.

      “Oh, you’ll be sorry by the time I’m done with you,” he grunts as he starts to pound into me again.

      The only thing that I was sorry for was that the water turned cold in the shower before he was finished with me. I’m not sure my legs will be able to work tomorrow, but I know my King isn’t holding back ever again.
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Epilogue

          

          King

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Ten years later…

      

      

      “You can’t control her,” Mina, says and I roll my eyes.

      “Like hell I can’t.”

      She takes a sip of her coffee and gives me those eyes like she knows she’s right and there’s nothing I can do about it. And I’m mad as hell because she is right and there’s nothing I can do about it.

      We’re at our favorite coffee shop having our early Saturday morning date. Mina’s parents come over on Saturday’s to have breakfast with the kids, so we get the time to have some alone time and I take my wife on a date.

      She reaches out, taking my hand, and of course I melt at her touch. But I’m still aggravated. Our oldest daughter Amy is having a spring dance at their elementary school, but she didn’t tell me about it. Instead she told her mom and kept it from me. Mina told me about it that night and asked me to keep it secret. She thinks Amy is being shy and that she didn’t want me to give her a hard time.

      “I should be able to go, that’s all I’m saying,” I pout. I know I’m being ridiculous, but I’m in a house with four females. I don’t have a choice.

      We’ve had three girls so far and I’m trying to talk Mina into one more. I’d love a boy, but I’d love a girl just the same. I’m not done with babies yet, but Mina says we’re blessed to have three healthy girls. Although she doesn’t put up much of a protest when I’ve got her under me.

      “Kingsley,” she says and narrows her eyes. When she calls me by my full name I know she’s being serious. I let out a huff, but I don’t feel better.

      “She’s my baby. Why wouldn’t she tell me about the dance?”

      “Maybe because of the way you’re acting,” she says and gives me a soft smile. “You know how Amy is. She’s a little shy, a lot like me before I met you.”

      “Well, she’s never getting married then!” I say, a little too loudly, and some people from the next table look over at us.

      “King, she’s eight,” Mina says and rolls her eyes. “And parents are not allowed to attend. The teachers will be there, and they’re all just awkward kids anyway. They’ll bounce around and do the cha-cha slide, then we’ll go pick her up.”

      “Or maybe I’ll just wait in the parking lot,” I grumble.

      “It’s her first dance and she’s really excited. I’m sure she’ll tell you when she’s ready.”

      “And what if she’s never ready?” I say, sulking.

      That’s the real problem. That my little girls might think they can’t come talk to me. I know I’m possessive of Mina and my daughters, but it’s because I love them so much. They’re my whole world. I don’t want to be on the outside of their bond and I’ve got to figure out a way to fix that.

      “She’ll tell you, sweetie,” she says, leaning over and kissing me on the cheek. “Finish your coffee, we’ve got to get back in time to take Lexi to soccer.”

      I take our cups over to the bin and drop them in. Mina waits on me and I take her hand as we walk to the truck and I open the door for her. Once she’s inside I go around and get in. I’m quiet on the way back home, but I hear Mina humming along to the radio. It’s easy for her to be in a good mood, she’s not the one having secrets kept from her.

      When we pull up to the house, Mina puts a hand on my thigh. “Remember, just be patient and she’ll come around. They always do.”

      She leans over and gives me a kiss. I hold her there, deepening it. Her hands move up my thigh and to my cock and she cups me.

      “Save this for me and meet me in the shower,” she whispers, then winks and jumps out of the truck.

      We go in the house and she giggles as I spank her ass and she runs up the stairs. “I’ll be up in ten,” I say.

      “Don’t be late,” she warns as she goes.

      I walk back to the kitchen where Mina’s parents are cleaning up breakfast and dancing with the girls.

      “How was your date?” Lexi asks as she twirls.

      “Any time I get to spend with your mom is the best,” I answer, grabbing her hand and spinning her again. “You’ve got soccer in an hour.”

      “Got it,” she says, giving me a high five and running out of the kitchen.

      I talk with Mina’s parents for a second, telling them what field the game is on so they can come. Then I kiss Amy and our youngest, Beth, on the head before I go to join my woman in the shower.

      “Daddy?” I hear just as I’m walking out of the kitchen. When I turn around I see Amy coming down the hallway.

      “What’s up, pumpkin?” I ask, reaching out and tugging her ponytail. How can my little baby be so big? Where did the time go?

      “I was wondering if while Lexi was at her game, you could take me dress shopping.”

      My mouth falls open and for a second I don’t know how to answer.

      “I just didn’t want to do it with Lexi and Beth there and I wanted a new dress for the dance next week.”

      “Um, yeah. Yeah, we can do that,” I say hoarsely, then clear my throat.

      “Okay, great, love you,” she says and runs off in the other room.

      I stand there stunned for a second before I have to turn and run up the stairs. When I get to our bedroom, I kick the door closed and run into the bathroom.

      “She asked for a dress!” I shout, and Mina looks out through the shower glass at me.

      “What?”

      “She asked me to take her dress shopping,” I say and feel relief in my chest.

      I didn’t realize I was so worried about it until she said the words, and now I’m relieved. I jump in the shower with Mina and pick her up and pin her to the tile wall.

      “I told you so,” she says smiling at me.

      “Don’t be so smug,” I say, and I thrust into her.

      She moans as her legs tighten around me.

      “After I’m done getting you off you’re going to tell me how to buy a dress.”

      Her giggle turns into another moan as I remind her who the King is.

      

      
        
        THE END!
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      Aurora Adams has had everything in her life regimented. She’s been made to eat certain foods, wear certain clothes, and only do what her mother allows…all for the sake of her dancing career. Life is lonely and cold, but she doesn’t have a choice. When her mother decides to send her away for a year of training it’s just another blow to her already fragile heart.

      Noah Hill has never had passion for much in his life. But one look at Aurora and his world ignites. From the moment he sees her on the stage, he knows she has to be his. When her mother stands in the way, he has no other choice.

      Will Aurora finally have a chance to break free, or is she trading one cage for another? When temptation leads to devotion, maybe the truth isn’t so important.

      Warning: He’s a billionaire set to kidnap the ballet dancer he sees on stage. What could possibly be any more wonderful!? Get your buns ready because we’ve got you covered!
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      To the bottle of vodka that inspired this story…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

          Noah

        

      

    

    
      I’ve never been a fan of the arts. Museums, plays, operas…all of it just sounds so exhausting. But sometimes they are a necessary evil. Especially in my line of work. A client and his wife are in town for a deal, and she begged for tickets to the ballet.

      The ballet. Could that be any more pretentious? I want to roll my eyes at having to admit that I’m going along with them. But she wouldn’t take no for an answer since I got such good tickets.

      I should have known better than to rent the whole box. Next time I’ll just get two tickets for an easy way out.

      Tonight I have no choice, and I toss back another Scotch in the limo as we pull up to the front of the theater. At least if I’m going to be here I’m going to have a few drinks to get me through.

      We are escorted to the box, and the couple sit close, looking over the edge and smiling at one another. I sit in the back next to the curtain hoping that if I fall asleep while the performance is going on, they won’t notice.

      We order drinks, and I slip the waiter a hundred, telling him to make mine a double and don’t let it get empty.

      By the time the curtains fall, I’m done with niceties and thankful for the darkness. I sit back in my chair and pray it will be over quickly. I can probably catch the tail end of the Mets game if I sneak out after the intermission.

      When the music starts, the lights are still low, and a soft blue glow appears on stage. A lone ballerina stands with her back to the audience, with her hair down. It strikes me as odd, because they’re usually in those tight buns at the top of their head. But long dark hair falls down in waves as her arms slowly rise over her head.

      The music remains low, almost chilling as only the strings are playing. The blue glow fills the stage now, and stars appear all around her. Twinkling lights shine against her long legs as she raises one leg above her head and holds it there.

      Her body turns, and her chin is dipped down, so I’m unable to see her eyes. But the lights brighten and the music becomes louder as she unfurls her body and stretches her arms wide.

      She raises her chin, and for a brief moment, I swear she looks right at me. Her piercing blue eyes bore straight into mine, and she pauses. It’s so fast, I don’t know if anyone noticed, but it was there.

      The drums begin, and dancers from all around the stage join her now. The music grows and the lights brighten as the brunette beauty is lost in the crowd.

      I squeeze the glass in my hand so hard it shatters, and I look down at the mess I’ve made. My client and his wife look back to me, but I grab a napkin and wrap my hand in it. I quietly tell them to finish the show, and excuse myself.

      There’s a large cut across my palm which probably needs stitches. I knot the napkin tighter as I make my way down the back stairs and to the exit.

      Several security guards try to stop my progress, but once I show them my injury they let me pass. Before long I’m at the stage entrance and off to the side in the shadows. From where I’m standing I can watch the dancers walk on and off the stage.

      It doesn’t take long for me to pick her out of the crowd.

      I spend the next two hours with my eyes on her as I try to keep my hand from bleeding. But as the show comes to a close, the rag I have around my hand is soaked and I’m too lightheaded to stand much longer.

      I text my driver and meet him at the rear exit then have him take me to the emergency room. I have to let the frustration of not being able to see her go so that I can get this taken care of.

      Besides, it’s not like I won’t see her again. I grabbed a playbill on the way out, so I’ve got her name.

      Some people have told me I have an obsessive personality. That when I want something, I will stop at nothing to get it. That when something has my attention, I have tunnel vision.

      I smile as the needle and thread go through my hand and think that everyone was wrong. One look at Aurora Adams and I was beyond obsessed.

      But I like to think of it as devotion.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Aurora

        

      

    

    
      Can a person love and hate something at the same time? How can something be the very misery of your life, but the thought of not having it is just as unbearable?

      I slip down the stairs of my parents’ home, with one location in mind. But like always I pause when I look over at the refrigerator. The padlock is firmly in place.

      My mother’s perfect kitchen looks odd, with big locks nailed into the wood cabinets and the looped chain that holds the refrigerator door closed. It’s sealed so no one can get in. No one but her. I don’t even know why she bothers. It’s not like she keeps much in there anyway. Anything worth wanting.

      Still, the pang in my stomach reminds me that I’m hungry. It makes me feel like taking anything I can get my hands on. Grabbing the lock, I give it a little pull, but nothing happens. I feel the lump in my throat and I push it away. This isn’t new. I should be used to this. I release the cold lock from my hand, and the metal hits the stainless steel of the refrigerator. I cringe, praying it didn’t wake my mother.

      I wait a second, holding my breath, but hear nothing. Letting out a sigh of relief, I head toward the back door, slipping out into the cool night air. The dampness of the grass makes my feet a little wet.

      I stop and look at the little building that at one time felt like everything to me, the place my mother had built because she finally loved me. She saw something in me that was worth loving for the first time. I’d made her proud. For a time, at least.

      Sometimes I can’t get out of that place fast enough. And other times I sneak in to be alone.

      I open the glass doors and walk in, sitting down on the cold hardwood floors of the dance studio. I stretch, trying to make my muscles not feel so tight. They ache from being overworked, and what I really need is sleep. But my mind won’t let me have it. The pain in my muscles and the hunger that lingers from missing dinner bite at me.

      I know the only thing that will give me peace is if I dance. It’s the only thing that makes everything else melt away. To dance for myself. To not think about the performance I have tomorrow. It’s when I feel most free. No one here to yell at me and tell me I’m doing it wrong. That my feet aren’t right or that I’m not trying hard enough.

      When I dance for myself I don’t care about any of that. I feel the music and let it take me. I fall into a world where there are no pressures to be something I don’t want to be, to live up to impossible expectations, no matter how hard I try or how hard I work. It’s never enough for her. But in these small stolen moments, it’s enough for me.

      And that’s all that matters. Until she wakes up.

      

      Available NOW!!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        Full Length Novels: For Her Series

        Everything For Her

        His Alone

        Claimed… Coming March 27th 2018

      

        

      
        Novellas in the For Her Series

        Stay Close

        Hold Tight

        Don’t Go

      

        

      
        Single Titles

        The Virgin Duet

        Owning the Beast

        My New Step Dad

        Their Stepsister

        Snow and Mistletoe

        Ps. You’re Mine

        Trailer Park Virgin

        Guarding His Obsession

        Beauty in Winter

        Curvy

        Untouched

        Growling For Mine

        Holding His Forever

        Tempting the Law

        Paid For

        Shielding Lily

        Wanting My Stepsister

        Stealing Christmas

        Paying Daddy’s Debt

        Her Touch

        Devotion

        Flight Risk

        Taking What’s Owed

        Unexpected Claim

        Runaway Mail-Order Bride

        Thankful for Her

        Home For Christmas

        Til Death Do Us Trope

        Keeping Her Warm

        Be Mine… Or Else

        Double the Ache… Feb 19th

        Taking Her Turn… Feb 26th

      

        

      
        Bundled Series

        Cowboys and Virgins

        Buy Me Series Bundle

        Innocent Series Bundle

        Halloween Treats

        Ghost Riders MC - Complete Series

        Forced Submission Bundle Books 1-3

        Forced Submission Bundle Books 4-6

        The Princesses

        Fairytale Shifters Bundle

      

        

      
        The Breeding Series

        Coach

        Mechanic

        Thief

        Kingpin

      

        

      
        Taking the Fall Series

        Taking the Fall Bundle

        Fall Into Place

      

        

      
        Books Written With Jessa Kane

        Taken By The Russian

        Summer Camp Captive

      

        

      
        Alexa Riley Promises

        Mr and Mrs

        Blackmailing the Virgin

        The Billionaire and His Castaway

      

        

      
        The Rebel Series

        His Rebel

        Her Rebel

        Secret Rebel

      

        

      
        All Titles

        Alexa Riley Amazon

        Alexa Riley Website

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        For all the HOT news and DIRTY details…

        sign up for the mailing list!

      

      

      
        
        www.AlexaRiley.com

      

      

      
        [image: Facebook] Facebook

        [image: Twitter] Twitter

        [image: Instagram] Instagram

        [image: Snapchat] Snapchat

        [image: Amazon] Amazon

        [image: Goodreads] Goodreads

      

    

  

cover1.jpeg
ALEXA RILEY





images/00011.jpeg
| NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR

EXA RILEY





images/00010.jpeg





images/00013.jpeg





images/00012.jpeg







images/00004.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg





images/00006.jpeg





images/00005.jpeg





images/00008.jpeg





images/00007.jpeg





images/00009.jpeg





