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      Welcome to the Mistress Auctions! 

      The Mistresses have been bundled together and now include the novella His First and Only, which was in the For the First Time bundle. 

      This book includes the entire BUY ME series, featuring a menage, a light BDSM story, a virgin hero and heroine, and a winter/summer romance. 

      There's a taste for everyone in here, so go on and take a bite. 

      

      Warning: BUY ME is full of alpha heroes, sassy heroines, and lots of gooey steam. It's sweet enough, dirty enough, and gosh darn it, people love it. 
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        Thank you for going on this journey with us. We hope you’ve enjoyed The Mistress Auctions and all the characters inside. We are sad to see this world come to a close, but our motto has always been leave the party while you’re still having fun. 

        

        Please enjoy all the stories from this series in one place, including the bonus story His First and Only, which was featured in the For the First Time bundle. 

        

        We love Vegas, so we may bring back little glimpses of these characters again one day. So instead of goodbye, it’s just a pause until our next meeting. 

        

        <3 AR 
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      The Cortez brothers have found the one, and they’ll do anything to own her…including buying her.

      Their obsession has driven them to the point of deceit, but they didn’t get to where they are today without getting their hands dirty to get what they wanted, and they’ll do anything to have her.

      Stella is desperate, and selling her virginity is her only option to save the family land. The Mistress Auction is her last hope, but when she sees the two men who buy her, she’s worried her heart won’t make it through the thirty days.

      Warning: This ménage has two consumed brothers, a virgin selling her body, a Vegas casino, and a reality TV star trying to cause a scene.

      

      Author note: Totally responsible for turning you on.

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2016 by Alexa Riley. All rights reserved.

      No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, email to riley_alexa@aol.com

      http://alexariley.com/

      Publisher’s Note: This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination. Locales and public names are sometimes used for atmospheric purposes. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, or to businesses, companies, events, institutions, or locales is completely coincidental.

      Edited by Aquila Editing

    

  


  
    
      To Neda at Ardent Prose

      Your support, encouragement, and motivation were there when we needed it most.
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        Stella

      

    
    
      “No, try the white or cream nightie and tone down the makeup. She looks more like a showgirl than an innocent virgin.” The woman named Samantha is barking orders at the girl who is getting me ready. The assistant hops to and races off to find the right outfit, her long, curly red hair bouncing behind her.

      I cringe inwardly at the comment. I'm not sure I want to look like a showgirl or an innocent virgin, but what choice do I really have? I’ll do whatever will get me the most money at this point. I've made my bed and now I have to lie in it. Figuratively and literally. Maybe it wasn’t me exactly who made the bed, but I sure helped tuck myself right into it. If I’m doing this, I might as well get all I can out of it. If switching out a nightie and playing up my virginity will do that, then that’s what I’m going to do.

      “She's right.” At her words, I look over to the woman standing at the station next to me. She most definitely looks like a showgirl, but I'm pretty sure that's what she's going for. “Innocent virgin will get you a whole lot more money.” She winks at me and starts applying more lipstick to her already very red, plump lips. The lipstick makes her big blue eyes pop, and I can’t help but be envious of how utterly gorgeous she is. It’s like she stepped right off the pages of Maxim magazine. She has to be at least five feet nine, and if she wears the heels she has sitting on the ground next to her, she’ll be well over six feet and almost all legs. Her shoes look like they cost a couple thousand dollars, making me wonder why she’s even here if she can afford shoes like that.

      Slipping off the topaz dress, I examine the white nightie the redhead brought back.

      “How much more?” I ask, unable to help myself. I need a hundred grand for this to actually be worth it. That’s the amount that will keep my father from losing our land, which he so easily gambled away. A piece of land that my mom fought to keep alive, gone after one poker game my father should’ve never been in. How could he be so stupid? Or does he just not care? I wonder what he’d think if he knew what I was doing to get the money back. I’m sure he’ll find out soon enough, when I’m not home in the morning. Come tomorrow, I’ll be owned by some random man and I’ll no longer be a virgin.

      “Hmm.” She stops applying her lipstick, giving me a full once over. “Virgin, right?”

      I nod my head, wondering if it’s that easy to spot a virgin. Is there, like, a sign on my forehead that I’m not seeing?

      She gives me a wicked smile. “They always go to the highest bidder, and you’ve got the whole ‘innocent’ thing going too. Men eat that shit up. I'd say at least two hundred thousand.”

      I'm sure my eyes bug out, because she laughs at my response.

      “I'm Kim.” She reaches her hand out and shakes mine. She’s got such soft skin and her nails are perfectly polished. I look her over. She’s so put together she looks like she’s not entirely real.

      “Stella,” I reply.

      “I gather that, as you’re a virgin, this is your first time at the Mistress Auction?” She arches an eyebrow at me, a half-smile playing across her red lips.

      “All around virgin you could say.” I try to joke to help with some of the fear snaking up my spine. It’s an eerie feeling, knowing there is a group of men not far away, waiting to buy my body. Waiting to buy me.

      “This is my fourth. The same guy just keeps buying me. When our contract is up, I always come back, and each time I go up he buys me again.”

      I can't tell by her tone if she likes that or not. “Sounds kinda sweet in a weird kind of way. Why not just go ahead and extend your contract with him?”

      Each person who is bought as a mistress is locked into thirty-day contract. You get half your money up front and the other half when the thirty days are over. The buyer has to pay an additional ten percent to the house so the mistress isn’t responsible for fees. That’s what I gathered from the mountains of paperwork, non-disclosures, and extensive medical exams I had to endure to enter into the Mistress Auction. If it wasn't for all of that, I’m not sure I would be doing it. Everything seems to be done to protect everyone, and though I’m desperate, I’m not willing to risk my life. When your contract is up, you can enter into a longer Mistress agreement at a newly negotiated price with your current buyer, but if it wasn't a good fit you’re able to enter the Mistress Auction again if you like. I didn't want to be anyone’s mistress, though the perks do seem rather nice. Your every need will be met, and your only requirement is to be ready and willing when your buyer comes knocking on the door of wherever he’s put you. I want to be more than someone’s property, so I know this will be my one and only auction. When the contract’s up, I’ll be going my own way.

      “Got to keep him on his toes,” Kim says, breaking into my thoughts. She gives me a wink like I should know what that means. It all seems a little silly to me, but now I know how she afforded the expensive shoes.

      “What if he doesn’t bid on you?” She seems so confident, but I guess if I looked like she did I would be too.

      “Oh, he will. Men love a good chase, and I love being chased. I think it’s just part of our game now, and Samantha doesn't seem to care. She keeps getting her ten percent, and we keep having a good time.” It’s then I see something like a twinkle in her eyes.

      “And if someone else outbids him and wins you?”

      “One thing I can tell you about the men out there is Samantha knows what she’s doing. She makes sure the girls being auctioned off are high quality, and ensures bidders are of an equally high standard”

      The word ‘quality’ makes my stomach turn. It’s almost like I’m at a cattle auction or something. If the men out there are such great catches, what are they doing here?

      “If these men are so good why can’t they find women on their own? I know why I’m doing this; I need the money. But I’m sure if they’re rich enough to spend fifty thousand dollars on a mistress for a month, they could easily find a woman on their own who wouldn’t cost them so much.”

      “You really are quite innocent aren't you?” The way she says it doesn't seem mean or hateful, more like she’s come to a realization. “Likely most men would end up paying the same price either way. Gifts, dinners, and trying to get a woman into bed, it adds up. Here, things are simple and to the point and wrapped up rather nicely. They don’t have to worry about missing a date with you or calling you every day. They can come and go as they please, and we aren’t supposed to question that. Everyone here knows what they’re getting, and this isn't necessarily about finding love. You’re about to be bid on by some the richest and most powerful men in the world. They like discreet, and Samantha makes sure they get that.”

      Adjusting the straps of the white nightie, I look into the full-length mirror. I look...sexy. Not something I ever really think when I look at myself. I’m more a jeans, shirt, and cowboy boots kind of girl. I like functional and comfortable.

      My black hair hangs in waves down my back, almost to my ass. I actually forgot how long it really was because I always keep it in a ponytail and out of my face. The eye make-up Red put on me makes my silver eyes seem to shine, and whatever she put on my lips makes them look plump and full. Maybe they’re that way on their own and the lipstick makes them more noticeable. I see myself in the mirror but it doesn't feel like me.

      I grew up working on our farm on the outskirts of Las Vegas, manly raising sheep and a few hogs. I wonder if whoever buys me will have me accompany them to events or if I’ll just be stored away in a condo somewhere. I know nothing about going to formal events, or even wearing heels. I could possibly kill myself in them.

      I wanted to go to school, but I had to do my part since my mother passed away three years ago. I realized over time that she took so much more with her than just herself when she died. The farm has slowly been slipping through my fingers. It’s hard keeping a farm functional in the desert, and no matter how hard I try, I can’t hold on to it. My father talked me into not going to college, saying he needed all the help he could get, and once it was all settled, I could try to enroll. I just couldn't say no. He’d always bring up my mother and talk about how hard things were now that she’s gone.

      I'm second guessing myself and this decision as I wonder if I'm just delaying the inevitable downfall of the family farm.

      I shake off the negative thought. I can use this money to pay off the farm loan he owes the casino or I can use it to start somewhere fresh. Or maybe, just maybe, I can get enough to do both. Pay off the loan, wipe my hands clean of everything, and move on.

      My father keeps dragging himself into the city every night to gamble and drink until he can't even walk. I have to go pick him up at least four times a week, and oftentimes I need help getting him out to the car. He’s a big man, and I’m barely five feet four. I may weigh a little more than I should, but that sure isn't muscle adding to the pounds. All my extra weight seems to go to my ass, hips, and boobs, and that does nothing to help me. The last time I had to go get him was the worst. He didn't have the money to pay for the private poker tournament he’d entered, and the debt needed to be paid or they'd be taking the farm. I‘d been busting my ass trying to keep that place from the bank to begin with, barely making ends meet, and my father just pissed it all away in one night like it was nothing. Like we didn't have other families who also depended on that farm to make a living. He didn’t think about the salaries we needed to cover, and that it wasn't just about us. If the farm was only about us, I’d have left years ago.

      I was just thankful it wasn't the Cortez Casino that I got the call from this time. Maybe he wasn't even allowed there anymore, because it had been a while since I'd gone there to get him. Each time was more humiliating than the last. The owners, Aaron and Justin Cortez, always looked at me with sad eyes, then it would follow with one of them asking me to dinner in one of the fancy restaurants they had at their casino. They would openly hit on me in front of each other, and I was starting to think it was a game for them to see who could get to me first. I had no plans to do anything with either of them. They’re the richest men in the city and have a reputation that goes with that. I didn't need their pity or to be a part of any games they were playing. I didn’t understand what they were getting at, but I didn’t have time for it. They’d ask if I needed someone to talk to, and hell, I probably did. Over the years my friends seemed to slowly drop off one by one. Some going away to college and others frustrated with the lack of time I had to spare to hang out with them. But I didn’t want the Cortez brothers pitying me, and I didn’t need their charity, I needed a father who could pull it together. I didn’t have anything other than the farm, and it’s probably why I’m still a freaking virgin.

      I wasn't trying to save it, but I wanted to give it to someone I loved, and if you're too busy working, you sure aren’t going to find time for silly things like love. There is no one even close to my age at the farm. I spent most of my days with Tim, who just mainly grunts his responses. He puts just as much work into the farm as I do, working hard for his own family. I don’t think I could handle things without him, but I know if we don’t start turning a better profit that I could end up losing him.

      “So what do think?” I ask, looking at Kim through the mirror. She’s clearly a pro at this, and I’ll take any advice she can give me.

      “You look like you're going to make a killing.” She winks at me again, and then goes back to fluffing her hair.

      The double doors burst open, and Samantha comes strutting into the dressing room. She checks over all the girls one by one, her redheaded assistant running around, frantically trying to make sure it all looks perfect for her. Samantha’s quite interesting to watch; I can’t help but be in awe of her and this business she’s built. I feel like there’s a really good story there, but I’m sure with the kind of secrets she keeps, she’d never tell it. She’s stunning and looks almost like a Stepford wife, but I don't see a ring on her finger. Her shiny blonde hair is pulled back into a perfect chignon with not a strand out of place. She has very little make-up on, and her outfit, though just a simple black dress, looks like it cost more than I can imagine. She oozes class and sophistication, which is odd because she’s basically running a high-class prostitution service, if you were to call it what it really is.

      Meeting Samantha was a stroke of luck. She was at the private poker game when I came to get my father. I'm guessing she was there to get business from the high rollers for the Mistress Auctions. When she saw me, and the bind I was in, she pulled me to the side and told me how she could help.

      She said if I met all the requirements, I’d go up on the auction block and would be given to the highest bidder. She collects a percentage of all sales, but insisted there were lots of rules and guidelines to protect everyone. She told me a few of the rules that first night, and the one that stuck out the most was the virgin clause.

      In the agreement, virgins must have their first coupling on the property right after purchase. Maybe they wanted to be sure the girl was really a virgin, but I thought the extensive physical should have proved that. Either way, that rule stuck out in my mind because I knew once the hammer went down on ‘sold’, it was time to pay up and put out. The thought terrified me, and I tried not to dwell on it. If I did, I’d be out the door in three seconds flat.

      Samantha looks over all the girls, inspecting every detail, and when she gets to me she stops. She looks me up and down and nods. “You’re first.” Her smile is wicked, and she seems a little smug. “You're going to make me a fucking killing. I’m thinking those two would pay anything.”

      I give her a questioning look, thinking someone is already set to bid on me. Maybe they gave out our pictures when people first arrived or something.

      “I should’ve put in a decoy to jack up the price,” she mumbles, clearly talking to herself as she walks away.

      “Drink it,” Kim says, shoving a glass of champagne in my face.

      “I’m not old enough.” I push the glass back from my face, needing to keep my head straight tonight.

      “Yeah well, it’s not really legal to sell your virginity either, but here you are. Drink it. It’ll help calm your nerves. You look like you might pass out.”

      She’s right. The time has come, and I do feel a little faint. Part of me wants to flee the room, but I’m not sure I can move my feet right now. I take the glass from her hand and drink it in three big gulps. It’s crisp and extra cold, making my eyes water for a second. I take a breath, and I do feel a little better by the time the drink hits my stomach.

      “Let’s go.” Samantha’s assistant takes my wrist and pulls me down the short hallway with Samantha leading the way.

      I look back over my shoulder, and see Kim mouth ‘good luck’ at me, and I turn back around, trying to keep my feet from tripping over nothing. We stop short of a thick black curtain, and I suddenly feel like I’m in The Wizard of Oz, wondering what’s sitting on the other side of the curtain. I’m definitely not in Kansas anymore.

      Red places me dead center in front of the curtain, and then backs herself off to the side. Samantha walks over and pulls some of my dark curls over one shoulder, but makes sure they’re not covering my breasts. The white nightie hides nothing at all, sheer fabric from my breasts down to my mons. Red tried to get me to put a thong on, but I told her it wouldn't look too hot if I was picking my ass the whole time I was on stage. The compromise was no underwear, so I’m sure whoever is on the other side of the curtain is about to see all of me. I feel a chill, and the cold champagne I drank so fast has turned my nipples rock hard, making them easy to see through the thin fabric.

      Samantha straightens my appearance, and makes a tutting sound when she looks down at my feet. It’s then I notice I don’t even have any shoes on. Shit, I forgot the stupid heels. Probably for the best anyway, I would likely fall off the stage in them.

      “Remember, Stella, this is all for the money. Don’t let them see your fear.”

      I nod, and she walks to the side of the stage. A male voice fills my ears, and I know the time has come. “Let’s begin, gentlemen. The girls are ready, and tonight we are starting off with a rare treat. Normally we’d save something like this for last, but I thought we’d give each of you an opportunity to bid before you made other purchases. This rare gem has something you all want.” There’s a pause, and I hear a lot of mumbling. “Tonight I offer you Stella, the twenty-year-old virgin.”

      The curtains part.
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        Aaron

      

    
    
      Leaning against the back wall, Justin and I wait impatiently for the auction to start. He looks over and smiles at me. He’s so excited, and I can’t help but smile back. This is a moment we’ve been waiting for, and it can’t come soon enough. I start to think about everything it took to get to this point, and how lucky we are.

      Getting into the casino business is tough. It’s even tougher when you’re young. People don’t want to take you seriously, but if you’ve got money, suddenly everyone’s your friend. My brother Justin and I have been in the business since we were old enough to work, bussing tables for Antonio Cortez aka Don.

      Justin and I were foster kids bouncing all around Nevada. We had a knack for hustling as kids, and it turned out to be useful as we got older. Justin is younger than I am, but only by eleven months. Most people called us Irish twins, though we weren’t related by blood. We were closer than brothers, and being thrown into foster care made us the same in a lot of ways. Neither of us had a family so we became each other’s.

      We sometimes ended up in the same grade, but that depended on what school system we were in. After we graduated together and got our high school diplomas, we made our way to Vegas. We knew a guy in our old neighborhood who had connections and got us jobs as busboys at the Gold Peacock casino, right on the strip. It was owned by Don. We got a dirt cheap apartment a few blocks away, and ate ramen noodles for months at a time. We didn’t start out with much, but we knew if we worked hard and met the right people, luck would find us, and we could go places. Justin and I dreamed big, and money motivated our every move.

      After about six months at the Gold Peacock, we got our first break. One night six whales flew in for a private poker game. Not a normal private game where they’re roped off in the back and people can still see. No, this was full-on discreet. Nobody in or out, unless completely vetted by Don. Lowly busboys like us wouldn’t have ever known about this event if it wasn’t for a certain whale getting some fresh air.

      Justin and I were out back on a break, waiting for our midnight-to-morning shift to start. Justin was leaning back against the brick wall, smoking a cigarette, when a big guy in a suit came out the back. He was on his phone and speaking some language I didn’t recognize. We ignored him because we knew better, and went back to our conversation about betting on the Super Bowl, and bitching about Vegas not having their own team. After a few minutes, the guy walked over and nodded at Justin’s cigarette.

      “That Turkish?” The guy’s accent was thick, but he was breathing deep and smelled the spice from Justin’s smoke.

      Justin nodded at him and pulled out his pack. He opened it up and offered him his last one. “Tough as shit to get out here, but worth the wait.”

      “You only have one left.”

      “No worries, man. It’s all you.”

      “Thank you.” The guy tipped his head and Justin lit it for him. He took a long pull and closed his eyes, like it had been years since he had one and he was loving the taste. “My wife would kill me if she saw me smoking, but I can’t pass up a Turkish spice like this.”

      I laughed and rested my shoulder on the brick wall next to Justin. “We can keep a secret.” It was a throwaway comment, but the guy looked us both up and down for a second as if sizing us up.

      “Actually you might be just what I need tonight. I’m in a bit of a bind and I need a runner. You guys got a few minutes before you have to be back in?”

      Justin looked at me, and I nodded. We both knew we had about fifteen minutes before we had to be ready for our shift. If we weren’t we’d lose our jobs. Vegas is a big city, but everyone knows everyone. And if you burnt a bridge at a casino like this, all the other casinos on the strip would hear about it. From pit boss to busboy, your reputation and work ethic follow you. I knew this, and I also knew that this opportunity was a gamble, but we’d been waiting for this kind of opportunity. It was one that could get us in a lot of trouble or it could be one that paid off. Justin nodded back at me, and I looked at the guy. “We’ve got time. What can we help you with?”

      The guy smiled at us and gave us instructions on when and where to pick up a package and bring it back. After he gave us the basic details, we made our way out.

      We met up at the exchange spot, and I handed over an envelope the guy gave us. The dude in the truck handed us a small box, and we sure as fuck didn’t ask what it was. I took it, stuck it in my back pocket, and we got the fuck out of there.

      When we got back to the casino, the guy with the accent and Don were waiting for us in the back of the kitchen. It was just the two of them, and it was intimidating as fuck. Justin and I were thirty minutes late for our shift, and seeing Don there wasn’t a good sign. I didn’t bother with excuses; I just started with an apology. “I’m sorry, Mr. Cortez. My brother and I got caught up on the way to work. It won’t happen again.”

      “I come out back to find my good friend Mr. Florence having a smoke, and then the kitchen manager comes out to complain about two guys skipping a night shift. I’m guessing you’re those two guys.”

      “Yes, sir. We were running late. I apologize. It won’t ever happen again.” I didn’t make eye contact with Mr. Florence. I didn’t mention the reason for being late, and I pretended like the big fucker wasn’t even in the room. And I absolutely didn’t mention the small box in my back pocket.

      Don looked us both over, and then looked back to his friend and nodded. The two of them turned and left the kitchen without saying a word.

      Justin looked over at me, and I shrugged. “Let’s get to work.”

      Eight hours later it was nearly 9 a.m. and we were done. The graveyard shift sucked, but it’s Vegas and people never really sleep. So even first thing in the morning, the casinos are hopping.

      As we made our way out of the kitchen, we spotted Mr. Florence at a table, having breakfast alone. I walked by, casually took the box out of my pocket, slipped it under his napkin, and kept on walking, never breaking my stride.

      When we got back to the apartment, we both passed out, and didn’t talk about what happened. We had about six hours before our next shift, and we used the time to sleep.

      Later that day, we headed back to the Gold Peacock for our next shift. When we walked to the back of the kitchen, Don was there, waiting on us.

      “Mr. Cortez, what can we do for you?” I was nervous as shit because I had no idea what he was going to say.

      He pulled out a fat manila envelope and handed it over to us. “Mr. Florence wanted to thank you for your discretion.”

      I nodded my head in acknowledgement and passed the envelope to Justin. He put it in his bag, and neither of us said anything. When you grow up doing ‘favors’ for guys and running packages, you learn to keep your mouth shut, even when someone is talking to you. Let other people do the talking.

      After a moment he smiled. “I’d like to talk to you both about a promotion if you’re interested in doing some work for me.”

      It was the moment we’d been waiting for, and I was all ears. “Yes, sir, Mr. Cortez.”

      “Call me Don.”

      

      Thirteen years later Don helped us finance our first casino, and two years later we paid him back in full. We owe every opportunity to Don, and he’s like a father to us.

      Don was the one who helped us become brothers legally and even gave us his own last name. We were like our own little makeshift family. He set up our attorney and filed the paperwork. Although we were adults, we still wanted it. We decided early on that we were a family and always would be. So we went through the process and changed our last name to Cortez. When that was complete, it felt like we’d sealed the deal and made one of the final steps we’d always planned on as kids. Don helped us become a family, and we were eternally grateful for that.

      So when he called and said we had a problem in our casino, we listened.

      Frank Johnson is a gambler, and not a very good one. He’s been lucky for a while, but it seems his luck isn’t going so good these days. He’s bouncing around from casino to casino, jumping in high roller games and betting big with money he doesn't have. Mostly he gets so sloppy, he can’t play his cards, so we cash him out and send him on his way. He hit the Gold Peacock twice this week, and when I check our cameras I see him down in our pit, making waves.

      Our casino, The Cortez, is high end, and caters to an older crowd. We don’t have dance clubs or pool parties. We like to keep things classy. The Cortez is known for this and welcomes wealthy weekenders looking for a low key Vegas experience. If you’ve got money and don’t like flashy, chances are you’ve stayed with us.

      Seeing Frank down in the pits isn’t good for the casino atmosphere or for business. I look over at Justin and we nod, deciding to handle this ourselves. Don said Frank used to be a friend, and he recently lost his wife, so he’s been floating him for a while. But it’s been happening for over two years, and the float isn’t in place anymore. When Don calls in your debts, it’s time to pay up or get out.

      We make our way down to the pit, and the floor boss shakes our hands. Seeing us down here isn’t unusual, but thankfully Mark is always on his toes. Justin and I move to Frank’s table, and gently pull him away. I nod to Angela who’s working the table to let her know to take his cards.

      “Mr. Johnson, Mr. Don Cortez asked us to call you a cab and make sure you arrive home safely. Don’t worry about tonight’s debt, it’s on the house.”

      Frank looks up at me with sad eyes, and nods. He pulls a piece of paper out of his pocket and hands it to me. I look down at it and pass it to Justin.

      “Stella?” Justin asks.

      “She’s my daughter. Call her.” His words are slurred, but we get the picture.

      Justin and I walk him over to a private part of the casino and I make the call while a server brings some water over. It’s two am and I’m not sure if she’ll pick up, but after just the first ring the line connects.

      “Hello?”

      Her voice is raspy with sleep, but hearing just that one word instantly makes me hard. Jesus Christ. I can’t remember the last time I heard something that made me hard. Vegas is a town where women let it all hang out, and even in our casino where it’s quiet and elegant, there’s not much left to the imagination. Hearing her sultry voice murmur a single word catches and hooks me.

      “Hello?” This time she clears her throat, and I can tell she’s more awake. I blink, reminding myself to speak.

      “Yes, sorry. This is Aaron Cortez. Your dad, Frank, asked us to call you.”

      “Does he need to be picked up?” God, her voice. Something about the rasp, the slow whisper. My body tingles.

      “Yes. He’s at the Cortez Casino. Do you think you can pick him up?” I would offer to have someone take him to her, but after hearing her voice, I want to see her. No, I need to see her. I need to be close to this voice. Soon.

      “I’ll be there in thirty minutes.”

      I start to thank her, but the line disconnects. I look over at Frank, who’s asleep in the lounge chair, and then I look at Justin. He locks eyes with me and raises an eyebrow. He knows me better than I know myself, and he knows when something is different. I can’t say it yet because I don’t want to jinx it.

      We sit there for thirty-six minutes, and I know this because I check my watch every two minutes. Suddenly, I see a brunette walking in our direction, and Justin and I stand up at the same time.

      She’s short, curvy, and wearing jeans and a tight, white, V-neck t-shirt. She’s got on cowboy boots, and her hair is in a big knot on top her head. She looks like she rolled out of bed. Her face is free of make-up, and she looks a little annoyed as well as embarrassed. But I swear on our casino, she’s the best-looking woman I’ve ever seen in my life. Her body is lush, and her silver eyes have frozen me in place. I’ve never seen eyes like that before. She looks like pure sex, as if she’s just gotten out from her sheets, and all I want to do is strip her bare and throw her back in them. I feel Justin tense next to me. This is it. She’s the one.

      Before I can introduce myself, she speaks.

      “Thank you for calling me. I’m sorry if he caused any problems. Does he owe any money?” She looks at both of us, and I realize we’re like statues staring at her.

      Hearing that raspy voice sends a shiver down my spine, and I have this uncontrollable need to put her in between my brother and me and take her to the ground. Right here, right now.

      Justin, however, manages to speak. “No. He’s all yours, Missus…?”

      “Johnson. And it’s ‘Miss.’ There’s just me. And please call me Stella. Thank you for calling. If there are ever any problems, please don’t hesitate to call again. I would prefer we handle this privately.” She moves towards her father, making an attempt to pick him up. There’s no way her tiny body can lift him, and I wouldn’t let her if she tried.

      I don’t want her to leave, but I can see she’s got an urgency about her to make this situation go away. Seeing that shakes me out of my fog, and I move to help her. “Please, allow us.” I nod to Justin and we help shoulder Frank out of the casino and into her waiting truck. Once we have him inside the cab, she goes around and jumps in.

      Justin and I hustle to the other side, sensing the same thing. We can’t force her to stay, not yet, but we aren’t ready for her to go.

      She cranks up the truck and puts it in gear. She’s ready to dismiss us, something women don't usually do to us, and meanwhile we are trying to keep her here.

      “Is there anything else we can do for you tonight, Stella?” Saying her name and feeling it roll off my tongue is so sweet. It feels perfect. I grip the rolled-down window as if I can prevent the truck from moving.

      She looks at both of us standing beside her truck, and seems to blush a little. “No. Thank you for your help.”

      I would punch myself in the face right now to know what caused that blush.

      Justin leans in a little, and she blushes further. “You have our number, Stella. Please don’t be a stranger.”

      She doesn’t say anything, just nods her head. I reluctantly let go of the window, and she pulls away, leaving our casino and not looking back.

      We stand there in the parking lot, staring at where her truck was, changed by that brief encounter. I turn to Justin, “You felt that, right?”

      “Yep.”

      “She’s the one we’ve been waiting on.”

      He nods in agreement. “Let’s do a little digging and see what we can come up with.”

      Over the next month, Stella comes in seven times to pick up her dad. Almost twice a week, Frank would show up at the casino, get blitzed, and we’d have to call her to come get him. We never complained about the money we lost, eating up the debt he made when he came in. Each time she would ask what he owed and we told her there wasn't a bill. Relief would flash across her face each time. We thought it was a fair trade to get to see Stella and be close to her. Fuck, I would have paid even more than what he lost.

      Justin thought we should move slow, ask her out on a few dates, before we dropped the bomb on her about being ours and wanting to share her. The two of us learned early on we liked sharing a woman, and that one day we wanted to make that situation permanent. This is Vegas, and I’m sure you could find plenty of women willing to do that, but we wanted the one. We knew that when we found her it would hit us. For that reason, we almost never had sex. We agreed that random hook-ups, even solo ones, were unnecessary, so we decided to wait. It had been years since either of us had touched a woman, but we weren’t bothered by it. We wanted a family, and while we knew how to wrap up, we wanted to be safe rather than sorry when it came to getting the wrong woman knocked up with our kid. We wanted our family, one we had chosen. And then Stella came along. It was like our cocks had come back to life, and sex was all we could think about. We wanted inside her, wanted her at our side, her womb filled with our kid, making a family.

      We tried to be relaxed about asking her out. While we knew she was the one, we didn't want to scare her by being so intense all of a sudden. First, one of us would ask, then the other. We thought maybe she’d say yes to one of us. Obviously we would both go on the date when she showed up, but we just needed her to agree. We tried to do this like gentlemen, but no matter what we did she wouldn’t accept any of our offers. After four weeks of Frank coming into The Cortez, and us begging for a date, it stopped.

      It took a couple of calls, but we found out he was still pulling the same crap, just at one of Don’s casinos on the south side. He pressed his luck, and since this meant we wouldn’t see Stella anymore, something needed to change. Just like everything in life, my brother and I didn't stop until we got what we wanted, and we weren't afraid to get our hands dirty to get it. Sometimes the luck came to us, and sometimes we need to make our own.

      We dug around in Frank’s business after the first night we met Stella. We needed to know everything we could about her and about him. Justin and I wanted to have information in our pocket in case we needed leverage, and it was time we pulled that out.

      Frank was apparently a very loving and devoted husband, but he had some skeletons of his own in his closet before the missus passed away. It seemed around the time Stella's mom was diagnosed with cancer, Frank took up the gambling and drinking, and it only got worse after she passed.

      Not only was Frank up to his ears in debt all around town, but he’d taken a few out in Stella’s name too. From what we found, she didn’t have any knowledge of it, and that made it a thousand times worse. Not only was her dad days from a set of broken legs, but so was she. He’d taken out thousands in her name, and some at some really shady casinos. Meaning if he didn't pay up soon, as in yesterday, they’d come looking for her. Justin and I wouldn’t let that happen. Ever.

      Frank had enough debt that he couldn’t win it back at any table in Vegas, but we could make him think he could. We called in a favor with Don, and planted a few key players. We knew we wanted Stella, and the way to do it was to make it so she had no choice. It was dirty, but it was the only way we could get her. We needed to have her, and we were prepared to do anything for it. We could keep her safe, take care of any debts in her name, and not only that, if people knew she was ours they wouldn't dare to even look her way.

      We silently paid the debts in her name and made a deal with the loan sharks not to breathe a word to anyone. We left Frank with his own for two reasons. One, because fuck him for putting his daughter's life in danger. He made it clear by taking out those loans in her name that he didn’t give a shit about her. Two, in case Stella didn’t like how things went, we needed a safety net. Offering to pay off what was left of Frank’s debt was a big bargaining chip we needed in our back pocket. It may be a dirty way to hold on to her, but we never said we fought fair. Never would when it came to her.

      Once that was squared away, we had the poker game arranged and Frank tipped off. He showed up that night with the deed to his land in hand. When setting this up, we ensured the land would stay clear for thirty days because we knew Frank would bet it, and we knew he’d lose it. This man was willing to sacrifice his daughter, her future, and their lives for a poker game. He didn’t deserve her, and we were going to make sure she belonged to us after that night.

      Justin and I watched in the control room as Stella came in that night to pick up Frank. We saw the moment she realized the deed had been lost, and we saw how strong she was when she didn’t buckle at the news. Our girl was tough.

      We watched silently as Samantha walked over to her and they had a talk. After it was over, I turned to Justin and we nodded to one another. It was done.
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        Justin

      

    
    
      I can’t help it. I’m so fucking excited to see Stella. It’s been too long since we were last with her, and I’m ready. Aaron is his usual cocky self, leaning against the wall. Meanwhile I can’t be still. I’m ready to get this over with. The planning and preparation has led to this moment, and maybe once we have her, it will calm this thing inside me. Since the first moment we laid eyes on her, we knew. We’ve been patient and waited for her. She’s the one, and now, knowing we are this close, it feels like I could jump out of my own skin.

      The announcer asks us to take our seats, and I look over at Aaron. He nods, and we make our way to the reserved table. Neither of us has been to one of these auctions before. The only reason we know about them is because of Don. The old man really is like a father to us. He kept asking when we were going to find a girl and settle down. I think he realized a long time ago we had a plan to share a wife, and he never passed judgment on us for it. The only thing he ever wanted for us was success, and the only thing he ever asked for in return was grandbabies. He said he never had time for a family of his own, and that dating showgirls more than half his age kept him young. But he was a softy at heart, and wanted us to give him the grandkids he never thought possible. I guess he thought something like this would work for us, because he introduced us to Samantha a few years back. Though we never took her up on her services, sending clients to one another made for a good business partnership. We appreciated her work ethic in steering high rollers our way. So in return we mentioned her services to our clients who fit her strict criteria, so it was a win-win.

      When we approached her about Stella and what we wanted, she stayed professional and gave us numbers. The only time she ever showed a hint of breaking character was when we first gave her the plan, and she gave us a wicked smile that appeared and disappeared so fast I wasn’t sure I saw it. She moved on to money right after. We agreed to pay double the fee since Stella was going to two men instead of one, but in truth we would have paid whatever number she quoted.

      She gave us the rules before tonight. Letting us know that we could bid whatever we wanted, but Stella would go to the highest bidder. We both laughed because we wouldn’t allow anyone else to have her. No matter what. She also said that our first coupling would have to be on the property and we said we agreed, although that wouldn’t be happening. Aaron and I have our first time planned out a little differently. I won't be taking our woman for the first time in a place where maybe hundreds of others had done the same, so let’s hope it all goes to plan.

      Once we arrived, we were given one paddle with the number twelve on it. Aaron smiled at me because it’s his lucky number. We were given a list of the names of the ladies who would be up for bidding, but other than that no information was given. No picture, no bio, just a list of ten names. Samantha told us she kept the lists short to encourage lots of bidding and to keep the auctions elite. She’s close to being a billionaire all on her own, so she must know what she’s doing.

      Our table is at the front, and it’s just the two of us. There are ten tables with two men each, twenty men total. So it looks like about ten will be going home disappointed, because I doubt there are any other men bidding together like Aaron and me.

      “Let’s begin, gentlemen. The girls are ready, and tonight we are starting off with a rare treat. Normally we’d save something like this for last, but I thought we’d give each of you an opportunity to bid before you made other purchases. This rare gem has something you all want.”

      Some of the men around us talk excitedly, and Aaron looks over at me, shrugging. They’re auctioning off women, how much rarer can they be?

      “Tonight I offer you Stella, the twenty-year-old virgin.”

      “Oh fuck,” we say in unison, looking at each other. My dick instantly goes hard and I know Aaron’s is too. Oh shit. This can’t be real. Just as I’m about to say something, the curtains open and the spotlight goes on Stella.

      It takes everything inside me not to stand up and charge the stage. I grip the table, the glasses rattling from the sudden jolt, and I can feel Aaron shaking next to me. We are like starving wolves being shown a rare steak, our primal and basic urges coming forward. My teeth are clenched and I can barely hear anything around me as my heartbeat pounds in my ears.

      Stella stands there in a sheer nightgown, bathed in soft lights. Her nightgown is basically a scrap of silk thrown over her body, but allows everything to be seen. She looks so pure and young. Her dark curls lie over one shoulder, moved just out of the way to frame her breasts. I can see her pink areola as if nothing is hiding it. Her nipples are hard and the tight peaks tent the front, making her big breasts look obscene yet so innocent. The tiny silk garment ends just at her pussy, and we are close enough to the stage to see through it to her soft curls that lie underneath. Now knowing it’s an untouched virgin pussy makes it even harder to sit still and not rush the stage to carry her off caveman-style.

      My cock is so hard it’s painful, and I feel it jutting up in my slacks, trying to find room that isn’t there. I remove one of my white-knuckled hands from the table, reaching down to adjust myself. It has nowhere to go, so even moving my dick doesn’t give it any relief. I’m aching for her, and there’s nothing I can do about it right this second.

      She looks nervous, but she takes a breath and it seems to steady her nerves. If we had any idea she would be presented this way we may have done this differently. Fuck, who am I kidding? We would have done this no matter what. We have to have her, and buying her guarantees us she’s ours.

      “Take a look at this beauty, gentlemen. She’s certified pure and contract ready. We’ll start the bidding at—”

      “One million.” Aaron cuts off the announcer, starting the bidding himself. I finally take my eyes off Stella long enough to see my brother looks like I feel. He’s on the edge just as much as I am, and I’m glad he has the ability to think clearly enough to get this shit started so it can be finished. Now.

      When I look back at Stella, she’s squinting, trying to see beyond the spotlight to make out who’s bidding on her. I guess she can’t see it’s us from the stage, and that’s probably for the best right now. I think if she saw our faces she would be terrified. Our inner animals have come out and our base instincts are kicking in. We are ready to hunt and breed.

      “A million one,” someone shouts from the back.

      “A million two.”

      “A million three.”

      People are popping up in the back shouting numbers. The auction is going fast, and it’s getting away from us. “Two million,” I say, holding up the paddle.

      The announcer looks surprised, but nods at our bid, continuing with the auction, asking for other bidders. It takes a few moments, but he starts the countdown.

      “Going once—”

      “Three million,” someone in the back interrupts.

      My fist clenches around the paddle, almost breaking it in half. I don’t give a fuck about the money, I just want to know who’s stupid enough to challenge us to our woman.

      “Six million,” Aaron says, and the room goes silent.

      The announcer's voice is a little shaky as he starts the countdown again.

      “Six million to number twelve for the stunning Stella. Going once.”

      My heart is beating out of my chest, the anticipation is killing me.

      “Going twice.”

      “Six million, one hundred thousand.”

      This time I do snap the paddle in half, and we both turn around to see who the other bidder is. When I spot Charles Townsend in the back, I see red. He’s the owner of the Snake Eyes casino, and he’s a problem.

      Frank Johnson is once again fucking things up. After using up the good graces of Don and making his way to our casino, he must have thought he pushed his credit, because he moved on to someone else. Charles does business differently than we do at the Cortez, and we recently found out how much so. Not only did he extend credit to Frank, but he also gave him credit in Stella’s name too. We cleared up that debt already so our girl is no longer tied to him. From what Charles said to us, he wasn’t aware that Frank was taking out debts in her name. We believed him, but he’s here and bidding on the same girl he previously held some power over. I don’t know how, but it looks like he got wind of the auction tonight and is trying to get his hands on her.

      Aaron looks to me, and we communicate silently that we’ll deal with him later. Aaron nods to the auctioneer and holds up the top part of our broken paddle. “Ten million.”

      The announcer’s eyes go wide, and he must sense the room is about to break out into a brawl, because he grabs the hammer and starts the countdown. “Going once, twice, sold!” He slams it down before anyone else can bid.

      The curtains drop quickly, concealing Stella from everyone’s view, and Aaron and I stand up so fast both of our chairs fall back. We walk to the back of the room, towards Charles, but by the time we get there, we see him on his way out of the room. I grab Aaron’s arm to stop him from chasing after him, nodding toward the hallway on the other side. We’ve already got plans tonight.

      “You’re right, Justin. Later. We can deal with him later.” He takes a deep breath, and we walk towards the door, towards our girl.

      When we get to the door, security checks our stuff and lets us pass. I have to give Samantha credit. She runs a tight ship. The hallway is long and dimly lit. Once we are at the end, another security guard directs us to a red door. Aaron opens it and walks through. I enter after him and shut the door. I hear a beep behind us, and I assume that security is locking us in. I guess this is for our protection just as much as it is for the women. I can imagine money and bidding makes people do crazy things. Better safe than sorry.

      Looking at the room, the first thing I notice is the bed. It’s a king-size four-poster with dark blue bedding, and thick drapery hanging from the posts. The room is decorated much the same, with dark navy carpet and ornate furniture throughout. The room looks like a place a king would take his bride on their wedding night. I look to Aaron and he nods his head, confirming the plan. While this is a fine room, and they have rules for a reason, this isn’t where Stella will become ours.

      I hear a noise, and a hidden door opens on the opposite side of the room. Samantha emerges, paperwork in hand. She smiles, and I’m sure it’s because of the payout she’s about to receive.

      “Gentlemen, congratulations. If you’ll sign on the indicated tabs, you’ll be all set.”

      We each grab a pen and sign, confirming the wire transfer of ten million, plus her twenty percent commission. Half of the ten million will be sent to Stella now, and the other half at the end of thirty days. Once it’s all in order, Samantha takes the papers and goes back out the hidden door.

      A few moments later we hear the door open again, and Stella walks in. She’s still in her see-through silk, and seeing her like this makes me feel utterly out of control. She has her head down and is looking at the floor as she approaches us. She must be terrified, because she can’t even make eye contact. Seeing her fear is the one thing keeping me rooted to the spot. I don’t want her frightened of us. Especially right now when she feels vulnerable.

      Once she is a few steps away, she stops dead in her tracks, probably because she sees two sets of shoes.

      Her head snaps up and she looks me, her eyes wide with shock. “You,” she whispers accusingly, and then turns to look at my brother. “And you.” She brings her hands to her mouth, looking back and forth between us in shock.

      I slowly reach out and take one hand away from her mouth, holding it gently in mine. “You wouldn’t go to dinner with us.”

      Stella’s eyes are still as big as saucers. “So you paid ten million dollars to have sex with me?” Her shock is apparent in her voice, and I can’t help but smile.

      Aaron reaches out and takes her other hand. “We consider it a deal. We’d have paid much, much more.”

      I know he doesn’t want to scare her with the whole ‘we want you as our shared wife for the rest of our lives’ talk just this moment. So letting her think we paid to have sex with her is probably for the best right now.

      “You both heard I’m a virgin, right?” A blush creeps across her cheeks, and she looks everywhere but at us.

      I pull her hand to my mouth and kiss the palm, getting her attention, and making her look into my eyes. “We heard the good news, yes. We would have done this no matter what, but knowing we will be first is so much sweeter.” We’ll also be the last, but I don’t tell her that part.

      She looks at both of us, and fear rises in her eyes once again. “The two of you at once?” She starts to take a step back, but we hold her hands tighter.

      “Shh.” Aaron tries to calm her, attempting to stem her rising panic. “There’s plenty of time to discuss this, but not here.”

      “But the contract…” She’s referring to the first coupling, but we plan on making other arrangements.

      I go over to the hidden door and knock on it. After a second a security guard comes and I ask for Samantha. He looks in and checks to make sure everyone is okay, and then goes to get her.

      After just a moment, Samantha comes into the room, shutting the door behind her.

      “Gentlemen, is there a problem? You both seem more than excited to begin.” She discreetly nods to mine and Aaron's obscene erections, but there’s nothing we can do to hide them. At this point, people are just going to have to deal with it.

      “We’d like to take Stella home. This is obviously a unique situation with there being two of us, and we’d appreciate a little more time before we jump into things.” I look over at Aaron, who’s still holding Stella’s hand, and he nods his confirmation.

      Poor Stella looks like a baby deer in headlights, not sure what’s happening.

      “This is highly unusual, and normally I would say no and enforce our policy, but I’ve been informed you know one another. Stella?”

      She looks at Samantha and nods her head.

      “If you don’t mind readjusting your contract and allowing Justin and Aaron to take you home first, then I’ll allow it. At a nominal fee, of course.”

      “Of course,” I say, without hesitation.

      Aaron and I look to Stella, and she looks unsure. She must think she’s weighing her options but Aaron and I know it’s happening no matter what. After a moment, she agrees. “Yes, I’ll go with them instead.”

      “It’s settled then,” Samantha says, and exits the room, leaving us alone.
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        Stella

      

    
    
      Holy shit. These two just paid ten million dollars to fuck me for thirty days. I don’t think I can wrap my mind around something like that. They’re most definitely more insane than I’d originally thought. On top of that, they want to share me. Why don’t they each get a mistress? They clearly have the money to do so. I wonder if they’ll take turns with me, or take me at the same time. What if they divide their time with me: one night spent with Aaron and another spent with Justin. For some reason, the idea of having them both at the same time excites something dark in me.

      My traitorous body heats at the idea, but my brain can’t seem to catch up with everything else. Both of them stand there staring at me, making me wonder if I’m supposed to be doing something. I should’ve asked someone what the protocol is for something like this. I know I’m supposed to be polite, willing, and not ask questions. Almost as if I’m a toy they can play with when they want to, but Jesus, ten million is a lot for a toy.

      Maybe I’m completely wrong. Ten million probably means nothing to them. Hell, this could be something they do every month—hopping from one mistress to the next. Did they have a mistress the whole time they kept trying to get me to go on a date with them? Samantha said some of the men keep a mistress and also date other women, but that wasn't our business. We don’t ask the men where they spend their time when they aren’t with us. The men are free to come and go as they please, but we are to remain available to them at all times. They pay for a service, and they can use it how they see fit.

      The idea of them using me like that makes a weight settle on my chest. It was the very reason I turned them down time and time again. These two could break my heart, and I just didn’t have room or time for something like that in my life. And they most definitely would leave me in pieces while they moved on to their next conquest. My heart still hasn’t fully recovered from losing my mother, who seems to have taken my father with her.

      I don’t understand why they hadn’t already moved on to someone else since I turned them down. Maybe that’s part of the problem; I said no. Something I’m sure neither is used to hearing. Not when you own one of the top casinos in Vegas. One I’m still not sure how my father got through the front door of. I’m sure no one tells them no, and maybe me doing that only fueled their pursuit.

      I must look like a joke to them right now, turning them down over and over, and then running into them here. I’m dressed in practically nothing, selling myself to the highest bidder. I inwardly groan at myself. Maybe that’s why they bought me, to prove a point. I wish I could have seen their faces when the black curtain was pulled back and I was standing there, nearly naked. Where they shocked? Or did they think it was the perfect opportunity to show me no one says no to them?

      Why do they have to be so goddamn handsome? They’re eerily similar in looks; both have dirty brown hair, dark brown eyes, and have the same tall muscular build. I heard someone mention that they were foster brothers, but it’s funny how they still favor each other. They both have runners’ builds, or maybe they’re more like quarterbacks. Justin looks like he might have an inch over Aaron. That’s saying a lot because Aaron is easily over six feet tall. The both have that constant two-day stubble I want to rub against, and I hate how my body reacts to it.

      It’s then I realize we are all still just staring at each other. Wake up, Stella! This is your job for the next thirty days. Am I supposed to service them sexually whenever? Or do I wait for them to tell me to do something? They said they didn’t want to have sex here, so maybe they want something else. A blow job?

      At the thought, my eyes drop down to their crotches, and I’m sure my eyes bulge out even more. They look…huge. Their erections strain their pants. Both are in suits. Justin’s is nicely put together while Aaron’s has a more laid-back feel with some of buttons undone and his sleeves rolled up.

      I slowly reach my hand out towards Justin’s erection because he’s the closest. I don’t know what makes me so bold, but I’m guessing it’s knowing that this is why they bought me. Hell, they even know I’m a virgin, so it should be pretty obvious I’m not totally sure what I’m doing. The only time I’ve ever messed around with a boy was with that one who worked on our farm for a little while, and it never went passed kissing and heavy petting against the side of the barn. We did it whenever we could sneak away, but we were just kids fooling around. With Justin and Aaron, I’d already been pretty much naked in front of them. I want to laugh at the thought, because I was just pretty much naked in front of a whole room of men.

      When my hand makes contact with his clothes-covered erection, a moan fills the room. Justin pushes himself further into my hand, and I can actually feel his cock jerk against my fingers.

      “Fuck,” he growls, grabbing my wrist. “We have to get out of here. Now.”

      Before I know what’s happening, Aaron has me cradled in his arms, pulling me close to his body. We exit the room, and I’m sure my ass is on show to anyone who passes by.

      “I can’t believe I almost came in my pants, like a thirteen-year-old boy who saw a naked woman for the first time,” I hear Justin say behind us, and it makes Aaron laugh. His whole chest vibrates with it as we make our way down the long black hallway, scattered with red doors with numbers on them.

      “It’s been too long,” Aaron responds, looking down at me as if I know what that means. His voice is filled with longing, but I don’t understand. What’s been too long? Since the last time they got laid? I can’t image it would take much for the two of them to get lucky. I’m sure they could walk across their own casino floor and have women just throw themselves at them. I know the feeling, because I’d wanted to throw myself at them too, but the fear of being hurt always held me back. I didn’t want to be just another notch on someone’s belt. One of hundreds, I’m sure. Plus I wouldn’t know what to do with men like them. We are in different leagues. I’m a farm girl who's more comfortable in boots, and they’re suits-and-champagne kind of guys.

      “Way too long,” Justin agrees, shaking me from my thoughts.

      “Eyes down,” Aaron barks. He stares down at me, cradled in his arm, and I look down like he says. “Not you, Lucky.”

      He says the last part so softly I almost don’t hear him. It’s then I realize he was talking to the giant buff guy dressed all in black who’s holding the door open for us. I don’t have time to worry about my nudity in the cold air of an October night. I’m in the back of a limo faster than I can blink. I suddenly find myself sitting across Aaron's lap with my bare feet resting on Justin’s thighs.

      “I can’t wait.”

      “Me neither.”

      They say it in unison as Aaron buries his head in my neck, and Justin spreads my legs wide, falling between them. I don’t have time to adjust to what’s happening. I’m overwhelmed by sensations. Aaron sucks and kisses my neck, and I feel Justin’s hot breath against my pussy. It’s like they’re everywhere all at once.

      I’ve gone from being carried down a hallway to being in the back seat of a limo with pleasure running through my body. I wasn’t prepared for this, but it feels so good.

      Aaron takes a fistful of my hair in his hand, guiding my head how he likes, giving him full access to my neck as he bites and sucks on me. When he pulls back to look at me his eyes look wild. The brown hue almost seems darker than moments before, and it’s a look I’ve never seen on a man. It’s like I’m frozen in a trance, but then I feel Justin’s mouth land on my exposed pussy, and a sound between a gasp and moan leaves my lips.

      Aaron uses the opportunity to take my mouth, slipping his tongue right in. It’s as if he’s devouring me. Both of them seem like they’re starving for me, as though they can’t get enough. They both eat me with such ferocity that my body bucks against them. All my nerve endings feel like they’re on fire and my body is on sensory overload. It’s too much, and it feels like something is building. I’m close to something and I’m praying it’s not a heart attack. I need to breathe and try to get it under control, but I’m lost to the feeling.

      There is nothing smooth or soft about this. It’s not gentle and there’s no easing into it. It’s overwhelming and I jerk against them again, not sure if I want them to stop or if I want them to keep going. My body doesn’t know what it wants, but they only hold me tighter. Justin’s hands lock around my thighs, holding them open, while Aaron’s grip on my hair tightens, as if they’re wordlessly telling me I’m not going anywhere. They’re telling me I’m there for the taking, and I suppose I am. This is, after all, what they paid for.

      Releasing my mouth, Aaron latches onto one of my nipples through the thin material of the nightie. At the same time, Justin sucks my clit into his mouth. It’s then that my body gives up the fight, and I cum. I tense from head to toe and try to buck against them again, but I’m held too tightly, and I can’t move even a little bit.

      “Stop, please stop, I can’t take it.”

      I’ve cum before when I’ve secretly touched myself at night, but this is nothing like anything I’ve ever experienced. Coupled with how fast it happened, it’s like my body and mind are trying to play catch up, and I feel a tear leak down the side of my cheek.

      The orgasm was incredible, and it took me by surprise. It was the most incredible and intense thing I’ve ever felt in my life. Maybe a month of this won’t be so bad after all. I just have to safeguard my heart from them. I need to keep my distance as best as I can, while still doing what I’m being paid to do.

      Suddenly, both of them release me. I’d wanted to bury my face in Aaron’s neck to try to get myself together, but I’m pushed from his lap and deposited on the seat between them. The leather sticks to my bare legs and puts space between them and me. When I look between them, they’re looking at each other as if they’re silently communicating. The limo remains quiet, but it feels as if there’s a conversation taking place.

      Gone is the look of hunger on their faces. Now they just looked pissed. The air even seems thicker. Neither looks at me. They’re intent on the silent dialogue between each other. After a few more moments of this, they both turn and look out the window.

      Well, shit. I swear these two have two speeds: fast and stop. What just happened? Did I do something wrong? Was I not supposed to orgasm? Then it clicks. ‘Stop, please stop, I can’t take it.’ I’d said that to them.

      The contract clearly states I’m always to be ready and willing. I’d just told them to stop. It dawns on me that I messed up. Crap. The silence is deafening, and I search for a way to make this better.

      Aaron pulls out his phone and feverishly starts typing away on it. I try to lean a little into Justin, but he jerks away. Shit. Is Aaron texting Samantha? Are they going to send me back and ask for a refund?

      “I’m sorry. I just—“

      Justin cuts me off. “We’re here.” The limo rolls to a stop, and I realize I wasn’t paying attention and don’t know where we are.

      “Mandy is waiting for us,” Aaron says, sliding the phone back into his pocket. Who the fuck is Mandy? Did he really just get someone else to take my place that fast because I said stop—a  word that I didn’t really mean and they took the wrong way?

      “Good.” Justin unfolds himself from the limo, and I’m not sure if I’m supposed to follow him after their comments.

      I get my answer when he promptly slams the limo door closed behind him. I couldn’t have followed him if I wanted to.

      “Aaron, I’m sorry. I messed up, I’ll be better. It’s just—” My words are cut off when he finally brings his eyes to mine. We just stare at each other, my apology caught in my throat. I feel the urge to cry and I don’t know why.

      “Put this on.” Justin now stands by the door he just slammed. I take the robe from him and slide it on. Then he hands me a pair of what look like hotel slippers and I quickly put them on. I’m thankful I don’t have to walk through this place completely naked. Aaron gets out on his side, slamming the door behind him, making me jump. I hate that everyone is so upset because of what I said.

      “Come,” Justin says, holding his hand out to me. I take it, and he pulls me from the limo. I see where we are. They’ve brought me their casino, the Cortez, its bright lights shining in the night.

      “Why didn’t we use the back entrance?” Aaron snaps at Justin. I’d rather use the back entrance too, if we can. I have no desire to walk through one of the nicest casinos in Vegas in a bathrobe and slippers. I probably, no, I take that back, I most definitely look like a whore who they hired for the night. I want to laugh at the accuracy.

      “The celebrity poker match is tonight, and they’re coming and going out of that entrance.” Justin’s reply is easy, as if his brother didn’t just snap at him.

      “Good call.”

      Aaron takes me by the arm, pulling me towards the entrance, while Justin shakes his head and walks on the other side of me. He makes no move to touch me, and suddenly I’m longing for it.

      I have to half-jog to keep up with Aaron, but Justin doesn’t seem to have the same problem. Their legs are nearly twice the length of mine, or at least it feels like that as I try to keep up with them. With his hand locked around my arm, it feels a little like I’m being dragged.

      The entrance doors slide open, the glass silently parting as we make our way through them. We head straight towards the casino, and I look around, feeling embarrassed. I’ve been here maybe a dozen times to pick up my father, but each time the place takes my breath away.

      Chandeliers seem to rain down everywhere, and everything is either made of glass or something that looks like a diamond. It’s breathtaking. The Cortez says classy and money without being gaudy or in your face. Everyone is dressed to match the ambience of the casino— women in evening dresses, and men in suits.

      This was a place I easily stood out in, and not in the way you would hope. As we make the long walk through the casino, multiple people try to stop and talk to either Aaron or Justin. They begin to approach, but quickly stop when the guys shoot them a stern look. Others just stare, wondering what is happening, and a few women openly eye-fuck them. I wonder if one of them might be Mandy, and I’m a little surprised at how catty that sounds.

      When we reach an elevator, Aaron releases my arm, swipes a key card and the doors open. I don’t wait for him to grab me again. I quickly enter on my own, both of them following after. I lean against the back wall as they key in a code. The doors shut and the elevator comes to life. I expect someone to say something, anything, but the silence continues. Aaron hasn’t said a word to me since I tried to apologize, and I wonder if I should try again. Maybe Justin is the one I could appeal to.

      I’m thankful when the elevator doesn’t stop at any other floors and goes straight to wherever it’s taking us. I don’t think I can take any more stares tonight. I feel like I’ve been on display for far too long, and I really just want the night to be over with.

      When we step from the elevator, I expect to head down a hallway to a room, but we enter right into a giant suite. Glass windows line the walls from ceiling to floor, overlooking all of Las Vegas. Most suites I’ve seen in Vegas look like they’re ready for a party, but this one looks warmer and more welcoming. It’s not at all what I expected from a suite in this hotel. I was picturing clinical white decor with more chandeliers. This place looks more lived-in.

      Maybe it is lived in. This could be where they keep their mistresses. Maybe they like to keep them close, and I’m sure since they both work at the casino a lot it makes it easier. I instantly feel exhausted at the thought, and I hate that I even care. I don’t want to care, and I shouldn’t care. I just want this day to be over with so that maybe after a night of sleep I can clear my head a little. I need to get things back on track and not be so off balance.

      “I…I’m sorry. Can we maybe call it a night? I’m beat,” I ask softly. I shouldn’t be asking for anything after what happened in the limo. I should be thanking them for not sending me back to Samantha where I might get auctioned off to someone else. She could probably just take the money back and kick me to the curb. I should be thanking my lucky stars that Aaron and Justin bought me, and I wasn’t just with some random guy who might be a total dick. At least with these two I know they have a soft spot in them.

      They both turn and look at me, and I can’t decipher what their look means. I guess this is beginning to be something that’s common with them. They can be so hard to read at times.

      “Please don’t send me back.” The words tumble from my mouth, sounding pathetic and filled with emotion.

      “You’re not going anywhere,” Aaron snaps in that stern voice he’s adopted since the limo incident. Yes, that’s what I’m calling it now. ‘The limo incident.’

      Justin shoots him a look.

      “Come with me, Stella. I’ll show you to your room.” Justin motions to me to follow him, and I do, not waiting for Aaron. I feel him follow me, his stare burning into my back.

      Justin slides open two double doors, revealing a massive bed in the center of the room. The room is surrounded by glass windows on three sides and even the ceiling is made of glass. Guess you can’t sleep late with a room like this. No sooner does the thought enter my head than Justin flips a switch, making drapes close around the room. With a second click, a panel comes from out of the wall, covering the entire glass ceiling. It’s amazing to watch.

      “You have clothes in the closet, and anything you might need in the bathroom. If there’s something missing or something that you’d rather have instead, just call down to the fron—“

      “No, she calls one of us. Only us,” Aaron says, cutting him off.

      Justin just rolls his eyes, and carries on. “We’re lines one and two.”

      “Which are you?” I ask, knowing that if I need something I’ll be calling Justin. He seems less angry than Aaron.

      “Two.” He flashes me a perfect smile, and I swear I hear Aaron growl. He’s probably annoyed with me, and wants out of here. I bet he thinks he just wasted a cool ten million on a virgin who has no idea what she’s doing and can’t seem to have an orgasm without shedding a few tears.

      “Thank you.”

      “No need to thank us. It’s our duty to meet all your needs.” Aaron’s response is curt and sounds rehearsed. I inwardly flinch at the comment. Was that a dig? I’m not completely sure.

      “We’ll leave you to it then.” Justin grabs his brother by the arm, pulling him from the room, but Aaron looks reluctant to leave.

      When the door slides closed behind them, I hear a click follow. I panic for a second, thinking they just locked me in and I rush to the door to check. I stop short when I hear their muffled voices through the door. I lean in closer, trying to catch what they’re saying.

      “We paid too much. Ten million. Are you fucking kidding me right now?” I can immediately tell it’s Aaron saying that. His voice is a little gruffer than Justin’s.

      “I know, I know. Shit. I think I have an idea.”

      “It better be a fucking good one,” Aaron fires back, clearly pissed. “Did you set everything up with Mandy?”

      “Yeah, she’s ready when we are.”

      “Good. I’ve got to go take care of my cock before it fucking bursts.”

      “I hear you. We should at least stop by the poker match and say hi.”

      “Fine, but I need a fucking drink first.” Aaron’s words trail off, and I can only assume they’re retreating down the hallway for Mandy to handle their cocks. I should be happy that I didn’t have to put out, but I feel pissed and a little sick.

      All I want to do is put some pjs on and fall into bed. Looking around the room, dread beats down harder on me. They have clothes for me in the closet. Do they just recycle their mistress clothes or something? The idea of wearing the clothes of someone else they fucked makes my stomach turn. So does falling into that bed.

      Shit. Get it together Stella. You’re here for a job. Put your big girl panties on. This isn’t a love story where two billionaires fall in love with the frumpy farm girl. Still, I find myself grabbing a pillow off the bed and making my way to the back of the room. There’s a small seating area with some chairs around it, and I go over, landing face first into the sofa.

      Tomorrow, I tell myself. I’ll pull it all together tomorrow.
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      I walk to the end of the hall, Justin trailing me. When I get to the guest room door, he passes me and goes into the hall bath. We’re both on edge, and I know getting off right now is a necessity. I can’t think about anything other than Stella and how fucking delicious she looked in that nightie.

      The door hasn’t even clicked shut and I’ve got my cock out. I spit on my hand and start to jerk off fast. I cup the end of my dick with my other hand to tease the head and catch my cum. I close my eyes, picturing Stella lifting up her silk to show me her virgin pussy, and I lose it. It doesn’t take thirty seconds for me to cum just thinking about how sweet her lips tasted and how pretty her pussy looked.

      “Fuck,” I grunt as I fill my hand. My balls are drawn up tight, and it feels like I’m draining everything from me, but my dick doesn’t get any relief. I go to the en suite and clean up, my cock still rock hard and straining. Its veins are thick and the head of my dick is nearly purple with need. I hear a knock on the door, and Justin walks in as I straighten my clothes.

      “That was absolutely no help.” He leans against the door frame, rubbing his crotch, and I see he’s still obscenely hard.

      “Yeah, me neither. There’s not much we can do about it tonight. Put on your jacket and let’s get this over with. I’m ready to get back up here and into bed.”

      When we get into the elevator, I press the button for the casino floor. The celebrity tournament is bringing us lots of attention tonight, and not necessarily the kind we want. We don’t usually hold these, but Don asked us to do the circuit this season, so we agreed to one night. We prefer our casino to be tastefully patronized, but when you throw in reality celebrities and famous people who love drama, that pretty much goes out the window.

      “So what’s your plan to fix the money mess?”

      “I just didn’t think it through during the bidding, but if she’s got five million straight off the bat, and is looking to get another five million in thirty days, what good are we to her?”

      “That’s exactly my reason for the panic.”

      Justin nods his head thoughtfully. “We’ve got to make her stay, and from what I can come up with, we’ve got two choices.”

      “Which are?”

      “We can hold paying off her dad’s debts over her head, but with the money she’s getting that’s not really a concern anymore. We could possibly guilt her into saving his life by staying with us. We know the guys looking to take him out, so we could use that as some kind of leverage.”

      “Or?”

      “Get her pregnant,” Justin says with a glint in his eyes. Like it's a card he's had up his sleeve this whole time.

      I feel all the blood in my body rush to my already hard cock, causing me to blink my eyes a few times. “That one.” I can barely form words, thinking about impregnating Stella and binding her to us.

      “Yeah, I agree. It’s by far my choice. I still think her dad should be in our back pocket, so at least she has to agree to stay with us. Whether we get her pregnant or not.”

      I nod my head in agreement, but then a thought occurs to me. “I don’t know about that happening since her contract from the Mistress Auction states they gave her an IUD. I’m no expert on birth control, but isn’t that pretty failsafe?”

      Justin gives me a cocky grin as the elevator doors open. “I’ve taken care of that.” He walks out, and I nearly run after him to figure out what he means by that.

      When we get to the edge of the pit, Mandy walks up, halting my questions.

      “Mr. Cortez, Mr. Cortez. Good evening. I’ve got your itinerary for the evening all laid out.” She hands us packets with pictures of the celebrities and their names and quick bios. Mandy has been our assistant for years now and is extremely efficient. I doubt the girl even sleeps considering the amount of work she puts into us and this hotel.

      “Mandy, it’s been six years. You can call us by our first names now.” Justin reminds her of this daily, but she always just smiles and goes back to work. She says she likes to keep things professional because you never know who’s watching.

      We hired Mandy when she was nineteen years old and needed a job. Don sent her our way, saying she was a “friend.” We didn’t ask any questions after that, and she’s turned out to be our biggest asset. She’s tall enough to be a Rockette, and rail thin. She’s got dark hair and dark eyes, and people often mistake her for our sister. We don’t usually correct people when they say it, because keeping our casino family friendly works with our image, and we care about Mandy in a sisterly way. Nothing more. It’s worked out well as far as that goes, because she’s only ever expressed platonic feelings towards us as well. Ever the professional, she’s never mentioned a love life or if there was ever someone she cared about. We’ve never seen her with anyone, so we just assume if it happens, it’s her best kept secret.

      Once we both look over the packets, we hand them back, and she leads us over to the tables. We shake hands with a few people and pose for pictures when asked to. Mandy takes us to each table so we can meet and greet and be seen. This is the least exciting part of our job, but a necessary one. As we reach the end of the tables, one of the players comes over to Justin.

      I look at Justin and he rolls his eyes. Here we go.

      “Hey, baby. Long time no see.”

      “Natasha.” He gives her a curt nod and turns towards Mandy, making it clear that we need to be going.

      Natasha is someone Justin once had a thing with. To say it was casual is an understatement. She asked him out a few times and he finally agreed, but mostly because he thought it would end the infatuation. Natasha is a former housewife of Vegas, and is always on the front page of every gossip magazine. Her ex-husband was caught embezzling and she famously divorced him while he was in jail, and sold her story to anyone with a microphone. I don’t know how she ended up in this poker tournament, but we didn’t make the booking. We agreed to host and the other hotels already had the schedule in place.

      From what Justin said, he and Natasha had dinner one night, and she kept pushing for more. He said it was never anything beyond a dinner, but I always felt like there was more he wasn’t willing to tell me.

      Mandy seems to read the situation and moves to step between Natasha and us. “Thank you for coming out to support your charity tonight, Mrs. Woods, I didn’t know you’d be in attendance.”

      Natasha looks annoyed, but raises her chin and smiles wide. She’s always aware of when the cameras are rolling. “Yes. If you’ll excuse me.” She moves around Mandy and gets close to Justin. She puts her hands on his chest, and I see Justin shiver, and not in a good way. I’m trying not to cause a scene, but I can see he’s uncomfortable. “It’s been a while, handsome. I just wanted to come over and say hello, see what your plans were tonight.”

      To his credit, he realizes cameras are probably catching all of this, so he leans in and gives her a kiss on the cheek, whispering in her ear. Her eyes go wide at his words, and then her hands drop as she takes a step back. Her face is a picture of shock for just a moment before her practiced smile is back in place. “It’s always good seeing old friends.” She smiles at him and then looks at me, giving me a wicked smile. “I’m sure we’ll be seeing each other again soon.”

      With those words, she turns and walks back to her table, and everyone goes back to their games. We exit the event, Mandy on our heels as we go back to our personal elevator.

      “I’m sorry about that. She must have been a last minute entry into the tournament. She had to have paid to take Mr. Conway’s position. I didn’t see him at the tables. I take full responsibility for this.” Mandy hangs her head in shame like we are going to fire her for something like this.

      “Calm the theatrics, Mandy. It’s all right. Just keep an eye on her, and let Mark in the pit know she’s to remain on this side of the casino by any means necessary.” Justin pauses, letting Mandy acknowledge what he’s said. “And under no circumstances is she to stay in the hotel tonight. Understood?”

      “Yes, Mr. Cortez.”

      As Justin and I step inside the elevator, I enter our code for the penthouse. “Just make sure everything is perfect for Stella tomorrow. That’s the main priority.”

      Mandy smiles brightly at me and gives us a mock salute. “Aye,aye, captains.”

      When the doors close, I look at Justin and open my mouth. But before I can speak, he holds his hand up.

      “I didn’t want to talk about it then and I don’t want to talk about it now.”

      “If there’s something I should know, now’s the time.”

      He looks at me and then looks away, clearly trying to decide if he should tell me something. After a second he shakes his head. “It’s nothing. She’s not a problem.”

      “What do you mean, ‘it’s nothing’? What? What is nothing?”

      He closes his eyes and sighs deeply. “The night I had dinner with Natasha, something happened. I was just trying to be polite and then forget the night ever happened. I hardly said five words with how much she talked. She was so persistent, and she just wouldn’t leave me alone, so I agreed and suffered through it. I thought maybe if I ignored her, she’d get annoyed and leave. Apparently it didn’t work out that way. I swear to God I never touched her…” His words trail off, and I know I'm going to have to push him to tell me the rest.

      “But?”

      “But somehow I ended up in her hotel room naked.”

      I reach over to hit the stop button, pausing our ascent to the penthouse. “You did what?”

      “Believe me, I know how it sounds. I had one glass of wine, and all I can think is that maybe she tried to roofie me. I went to the restroom once, and then another time I had to take a phone call, so she could have done it during either time I was away from the table. I swear the chick is psycho.”

      “What happened, Justin?” I’m trying not to lose my patience, but I need to know the whole story.

      “When I came to, I was in her hotel bed, and she walked out of the bathroom in lingerie. From what I could tell, she was shocked that I was awake, and then irritated she hadn’t been able to seal the deal. I don’t think she’s too smart because between the roofie and the headache from the roofie, there was no way my guy was in working order.” He rubs his eyes, looking embarrassed and aggravated. “I grabbed my clothes and ran out of the room naked, getting dressed in the hallway. I couldn’t get away from her fast enough. There’s no way I touched her, and I know she had to have help carrying me up to her room.”

      “Didn’t you check the cameras?”

      He looks at me like I’m an idiot. “Don’t you think that would’ve been the first thing I did? Unfortunately we weren’t here.”

      I feel the tension crawl up my neck. “So call in a favor to the other hotel and ask for the camera footage. Find out what happened.”

      “And therein, big brother, lies the problem. We were at the Snake Eyes.”

      “Fuck.” I clench my teeth together. I can’t believe this is the first time I’m hearing about this. It had to have happened over a month ago because no way would Justin have agreed to have dinner with Natasha after we laid eyes on our Stella.

      “Hence why I haven’t found out exactly what happened that night. And if Charles doesn’t know about it, I really don’t want to bring it to his attention,” he says. I can see how torn up he is about this. We don't keep shit from each other, and I bet this has been riding him hard.

      “You really think he doesn’t know anything?”

      “I don’t think he would keep company with someone like Natasha, but who knows. What I do know is that it happened about four months ago, and I haven’t received any backlash from it so far. I think someone like her wouldn’t be able to sit on information that could potentially make her money, so it leads me to believe she doesn’t have anything.” I can see the hope in his eyes, but you can never be too safe.

      “It’s a long shot, and I don’t know that I’m willing to take that risk. We need to meet with him tomorrow. After his showing up at the auction and bidding on Stella, I don’t want to leave that as a loose end.”

      He looks at me for a second and then nods his head in agreement. “I’m sorry, I just wanted to pretend it never happened.”

      “Believe me, I understand.” Reaching over, I hit the code and the elevator starts to move again. “We’ve got bigger things to deal with tonight. All that shit can keep for one more day.”

      When we reach the penthouse, the elevators open, and we walk straight to our room. To our girl. Justin and I usually crash here after late nights at the casino, but we’ve never brought a woman here before. We knew Stella was different and we wanted her to be the first and the last in our bed.

      When we reach the door, I try to open it quietly so we don’t wake her up. I look at the bed and see it’s empty and untouched. Panic shoots through my whole body and I go to the bedside phone. Just then Justin grabs my arm and points to the back of the room.

      Stella is curled up on the couch, with her arms wrapped tightly around herself. She’s still wearing the nightie from the auction and nothing else. Her skin is covered in goose bumps, and she looks like she’s freezing.

      “Why is she on the couch?” I whisper my question to no one in particular. It’s obvious Justin doesn't know either.

      “Pick her up. I’ll get the bed ready.”

      He moves back to the bed, and I look down at Stella, seeing how perfect and innocent she looks in her sleep. I take off my suit jacket and let it fall to the floor. I reach down and scoop up Stella. She’s so tiny, and once I have her in my arms, she curls into me further for warmth. I don’t understand why she was on the couch, but while she’s here, she’s in our bed with us. I don’t care if she doesn’t want to have sex, I’ll hold her every night. I just want her against my body and between us in our bed, right where she belongs.

      When I walk over, Justin has the covers pulled back and he’s taking off his clothes. I slide her in, and she sleepily goes to the middle of the bed, curling up again. She hasn't so much as twitched an eyelid, so I know she must have been exhausted. Once Justin slides in with her, she clings to him, wrapping her arms around his body. He smiles up at me, and I undress quickly, needing to be against her too.

      When I’m naked, I get into bed, spooning behind Stella. To my surprise, she pushes her ass against me and tangles her legs with mine. She’s so thick around her waist and hips that when I reach down and grab her there, I can get a handful of her. It makes my already hard cock unbelievably painful as I grip her body like this and think about how hard and deep I want to sink inside her virgin body.

      I push her nightie up, just wanting as much skin-on-skin contact as possible. Justin seems to have the same idea and he helps me remove it completely. Stella sleepily complies, moaning a little when we pull the silk up around her tits.

      It’s hard to maneuver the material over her without waking her up, and just as I have the thought, I hear the silk rip, and Justin smiles at me. After that we easily remove the pieces, and she’s sandwiched between us, completely naked.

      I moan into her shoulder at the feeling of her lush ass pushed against my dick. No way am I going to be able to sleep with this thing.

      Again, it’s as if Justin reads my mind. “You thinking what I’m thinking?”

      “What if she wakes up? I don’t want to freak her out.”

      We whisper over her, but the only thing Stella does is move a little between us. She pushes her ass against me, and rubs her nipples against Justin’s chest. She’s fully asleep, but her body responds to the stimulation.

      “Just be quick, and quiet.”

      I nod my head in agreement. I’ve got to get off, and her young body is just begging me to do things to her. Taking my hard cock in my hand, I stroke it a few times, as Justin lifts her leg, and pulls it over his hip, opening her up to us.

      Stella is on her side, facing Justin, so I pull up on her ass cheek a little and put my cock there, the tip just at her virgin opening. When I let go of her ass, it squeezes my cock, and Stella lets out a moan in her sleep. She pushes back against me, and I close my eyes tightly, feeling them roll to the back of my head at the sensation. Just being pressed against her warmth is so fucking perfect, but having her body push against me is so good. Letting the tip of my cock kiss her sweet center, I rock back and forth a little. Just enough to move, but not enough to wake her up.

      After a second, I feel the head of Justin’s dick bump against mine. He’s got Stella’s leg over his hip, and his cock between her pussy folds, sliding against her clit and back to her warmth where I am. It’s not always easy sharing a woman, and sometimes the streams are going to cross. So in moments like this, you just have to work with what you’ve got and know that this is all to create a bond between the three of us. I’ve never had any feelings like that for my brother, and we both understand that sometimes things are going to touch. For us, it feels better when we are able to bond this way, and being able to have a wife between us is the life we want. It’s not for everyone, but it’s for us. And as we continue to bump against one another, meeting in the middle of Stella’s warm, wet virgin cunt, she moves with us, moaning in her sleep.

      Her honey leaks out of her and all over us. It helps glide us back and forth as we tease her hole without breaching it. Each of us thrust against her, as if we’re fucking her, slowly and gently using her pussy to get us off. I grab the flesh of her thigh and feel her opening leak more. Justin’s pressure on her clit is making her cunt greedy, and she’s begging for us to enter her.

      “She’s close,” he whispers, closing his eyes, and thrusting again.

      “Suck on her nipple a little. Be gentle. That should send her over, but not wake her up.”

      I watch Justin lean down and softly suckle her nipple as we both thrust against her. Suddenly, her back arches against me, and her arm extends back, wrapping around my neck. It’s as if she’s reaching for me when her orgasm starts, and the sense of power I get from this makes me cum. I feel her opening clench, as if it’s trying to suck up my cum, and then I feel the warmth of Justin’s cum too, mixing between us. The three of us peak at the same time, and I kiss her neck, humming my gratitude into her skin. She’s given us this first perfect moment, and there are so many more to come. Neither of us pulls away from her, instead leaving our cocks between her folds and covered in cum as we fall asleep. She’s marked by us, and the stickiness between us is a sign of that.

      “Goodnight, Lucky,” I whisper against her skin.

      “Night, loves.”

      Justin and I lock eyes, and then we both look at Stella. She’s fast asleep, but must have been dreaming of this to answer us back. Justin smiles and nuzzles against her fat tits, falling asleep almost instantly. I grip her round waist and press my nose to her shoulder, smelling her sweet scent as I drift off.

      We are wrapped around Stella together on our first night, and it’s how I want to end the day, every day, for the rest of our lives.
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      “Goddamn, your virgin pussy tastes so fucking sweet.”

      I mumble against Stella's skin, but she just moans, letting me know she got the message. I feel the hand she has gripping my hair tighten, and she pushes my head against her, begging me not to stop. As if I would rather be anywhere else.

      She’s on her side, her leg thrown over my shoulder, and I’m sucking her clit as Aaron eats her ass at the same time. He’s got his hands on her cheeks, pulling them apart as he licks her tight asshole, getting deep inside. She’s got her other hand on his head, pulling his hair and begging both of us to get her off.

      Stella’s probably still half-asleep, but her body is wound tight and ready to orgasm. I suck on her fat labia and lick the juices off her swollen cunt. Her clit is a hard nub begging for attention, and I bite it a little, making her squeal a little.

      I reach up and touch her opening, feeling her tight channel squeeze the tip of my finger. She’s begging to be filled, but we want to wait until tonight. We want to give her plenty of time to relax today and prepare for us. Because once we have her, we won’t be able to stop.

      As I push inside her, she lets out a long moan. I curl my fingers, hitting her g-spot, and as I rub it, she grips my hair tighter. I can feel when she fully wakes up, grinding harder against us and moaning louder.

      “Oh God! Oh God! I’m so close. It’s too much. I can’t!”

      Her pained cry of ecstasy only spurs us on. I feel Aaron grip her harder, and he reaches up, pushing a finger inside her with me. We both moan as she releases more of her sticky juice, her cunt just begging to be fucked.

      “Cum for us, Lucky. Make that sweet pussy pop,” I hear Aaron say. I'm not sure how he can even talk right now or pull his mouth from her.

      I feel her bear down on our mouths, and with us both fingering her, she finally lets go and screams out, cumming all over us. We both suck her honey up, not wanting to miss a single drop. That young ripe pussy flows with nectar, and we are both ready to get inside it.

      After she comes down from her peak, and starts to breathe normally again, we both pull our fingers out, giving her gentle kisses as we sit up. Aaron and I are both rock hard, but we want to save it for tonight.

      “Good morning, Lucky.” I like that Aaron called her that because she really is magically delicious. I kiss her lips, feeling her wetness on my face rub between us. Being able to kiss her and taste her pussy at the same time drives me fucking wild. I pull back and look down at her, trying to keep myself from cumming from just the kiss.

      “Good morning, Lucky.” Aaron echoes, and leans down, licking her neck and sucking it a little. When he pulls back, there’s a small red mark there. I love seeing it on her. It will fade in an hour or so, but it makes me think we should give her more marks. I like people being able to look at her and know she belongs to us.

      Stella looks between us with big eyes, and then down at her naked body, blushing beet red from head to toe.

      “Now is not the time to be shy. We want you to relax and enjoy the bed for a bit longer, and then Mandy will be here to take care of you.” Aaron smiles happily at her as he makes a move to get up.

      “Take care of me?”

      Aaron leans down, sucking on Stella’s nipple, letting it go with a pop before he gets off the bed. His cock is hard and strains upward, and she looks at it with a mixture of fear and longing.

      “Tonight, Stella,” I whisper in her ear as Aaron heads to the shower. I hear the water turn on, and I get up, knowing that if I stay, I’ll just want to eat her cunt again.

      “How did I end up in bed?” she says, looking around the room.

      I smile down at her. She really is a deep sleeper. “We moved you to it. Why were you on the couch?”

      She doesn’t make eye contact. “I didn’t know how many people slept in this bed. Germs freak me out.”

      I laugh, and she snaps her head at me, giving me an evil eye. It makes me want to laugh harder, so I bite my lip to keep from doing it. “Stella, the only people who have ever slept in this bed are Aaron, you and myself. That’s it. So unless our germs freak you out, you should be okay sleeping in the bed.”

      “No one else?” She eyes me skeptically but I can tell she wants my words to be true.

      “Nope. Just you. Also, we told you about the clothes last night, but when we got back you were still in the nightie. Did you want to keep that? Because it may have come to an untimely demise.” I motion to the pile of silk on the floor next to the bed. When her eyes spot it, she looks at me with confusion, and then blushes even deeper.

      “I wasn’t sure who those clothes belonged to.”

      “Whose clothes? Stella, they're yours. We bought them just for you.”

      She looks around the room in confusion again, before her gaze comes back to land on me. “Oh,” is all she says, and she looks around the room again.

      “So you haven't done this here before?”

      “Done what? Stella, we’ve never brought someone into any of our homes before. You’re it.” I don’t tell her that she’s the first and the last, because I’m sensing she’d freak the fuck out right now. But we’ll get there.

      Aaron walks into the room with a towel around his waist, and I head to the bathroom, needing a quick shower before we have to go. We’ve got a couple of meetings with casino business this morning, and then we need to meet with Charles this afternoon.

      Aaron’s phone beeps and he goes over to check it. “Mandy should be here in about an hour.”

      “Okay, someone tell me who Mandy is,” Stella says, annoyed. I smile because it sounds a little like jealousy.

      “She’s our assistant, and she’s going to do a few things with you today.”

      Stella opens her mouth to say something, but then snaps it shut. I look at Aaron and he shrugs his shoulder, going to the closet to get dressed. I know he's being a little short with her because he's on edge. Distant is best for him. I've been holding him back from acting like a caveman with Stella since we first meet her.

      I go into the bathroom and take a quick shower, not wanting to miss any time with Stella before we have to go. When I get out, I see that Aaron has opened the ceiling shade and the curtains, letting light bathe the room. He’s moved one of the chairs to the side of the bed and is sitting in it, and Stella is laid out naked on top of the covers. She’s got her knees pulled up and her legs spread wide open. I can see every inch of her.

      Aaron isn’t touching her, just looking between her open legs, rubbing his hand over the front of his pants. “Just wanted to admire the view,” he says, answering my unspoken question. He has all of Nevada laid out beyond those windows, yet the most perfect view is right there on the bed.

      I smile and go to the closet, pulling out a suit and getting dressed. When I look over to Stella’s side of the closet, I see a blue dress that catches my eye. I go over and pull it out, and then look back out to Aaron to make sure I was right. He and I are both wearing blue, and I want her to match us today. I lay the dress out and go to the dresser, pulling out a sheet of paper and a pen. I put the note with the dress, and I hope when she finds it later that it makes her smile.

      When I walk out of the closet, I see neither of them has moved. “You ready?”

      “To fuck? Absolutely.”

      I look at Stella and watch her blush. Goddamn. Seeing her look shy and innocent while spread open and waiting makes me want to breed her this fucking second. I walk over and lean down, kissing her on her forehead and then her lips. “Have a good day, Lucky. Remember to call us if you need anything. I’m on line two.” I give her a cocky grin, but before I pull up, I move down and kiss her pussy lips goodbye too. Fuck, I’m going to miss that chubby cunt until tonight.

      When I stand up, I move over and watch Aaron do the same thing. “Have fun today, Lucky.” Then he gives her a kiss on the forehead, a kiss on the lips, and then one on the cunt. Jesus, we are going to fucking ruin her. The two of us are going to fuck her little body until she’s overflowing with cum and begging us to stop.

      “Bye, baby,” I whisper, and blow her a kiss on the way out.
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      I feel almost paralyzed as I lie in the middle of the massive bed. Both men departed the room like nothing is strange about any of this. They both seemed so casual and relaxed, as if them both kissing me like that, one after the other, was normal.

      Justin said it wasn't, but it all seems so easy for them. The norm, even. As if we've been doing this for months. That I wake up every day between two men hungrily eating at my body, touching me in ways I’d never been touched before. When I first started to wake, I thought it had all been a dream.

      I’d had dreams about them before. Maybe not as delicious, but I’d had plenty of them. They seem to grow in intensity every time I see them. Now I lie here in their bed at a loss for words, my body still buzzing from what they did to it.

      It seemed like they knew my own body better than even I did. When I would try to find relief at my own hand, I would always be left frustrated or unsatisfied by the orgasm I pulled from my body. They seemed to be able to get me there in seconds and give me an orgasm more powerful than I thought was possible. I’d always wondered what all the talk was about. Now I know.

      Peeling myself from the bed, I make my way to the bathroom, but stop when I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror. Turning, I look at myself. For some reason I look different, or maybe it’s because I feel a little different. The Las Vegas sun pours through the windows, lighting up the entire room, and I just stand and stare at myself for a moment.

      My long black hair looks wild and untamed, my lips swollen, even my nipples have little marks on them like they have been well used. I feel sexy. Like a part of me I didn’t know existed has woken up. Before I felt like my hips were too wide, my boobs too big. Now, looking at myself, I feel womanly. Something I’d never felt before. I feel desired. Sure I’d been hit on, but I never felt a compulsion to really explore. Now I want more. I can still feel their wetness and mine mixed together between my legs, dampening my thighs.

      Maybe the next month won’t be as hard as I first thought it would be. If the Cortez brothers make me feel like that every morning this will probably be the best thirty days of my life. If I can keep my heart out of it.

      That would be the real challenge. I already care more than I should. I was holding on too tightly when Justin had told me no other women had slept in their bed, and that the clothes were just for me.

      Going to the bathroom, I can’t help but notice the set up. I’ve never in my life seen a three person sink. I can tell the middle one is for me. A pink toothbrush and hair brush sit next to it, the toothbrush still in the wrapping. Pulling my hair on top of my head, I jump into a shower that looks like it could fit ten of me. Normally I love to take baths, but the one in here looks like it might take forever to fill because of its giant size. It takes me a few moments to figure out all the knobs and buttons before I finally get the shower heads to come on.

      I don’t know when this Mandy will be getting here so I make quick work of my shower and end up just doing my hair in a simple braid so I don’t have to worry about it.

      I make my way to the closet that is bigger than my bedroom back home on the farm. Hell, this might even be bigger than the master bedroom. Half of the room is lined with suits, Justin’s and Aaron’s. It’s simple and clean. The other half of the room is lined with…my stuff, I guess. Part of it is lined with clothes—dresses, jeans, t-shirts, and nice dressy tops. When I start going through them, I notice everything is in my size. The other part of the room is lined with glass shelves stacked with shoes of all varieties, tons of purses to match all the clothes, and pieces of jewelry hang on little stands that are scattered on the glass shelves.

      What. The. Fuck.

      There are hundreds of thousands of dollars’ worth of clothes and accessories for me in here. I would have to change my outfit ten times a day to wear everything in the thirty days I am set to be here. To top it off, how did they know I was going to be here? Were they looking for a type and I just fit it? Did they go into the auction knowing they wanted a certain kind of woman and I just fit the bill? It made sense if that was so. They had been trying to get me to go out with them for weeks. They say men have a type. Or did they know I would be here?

      I’m not sure how I feel about that. Vegas is a small big city. All the important players know each other, and the Mistress Auctions are for the elite. I have no clue who else was being auctioned or the details of how the auctions work. For all I know, Samantha sends out a portfolio before each auction and maybe they had seen me on it and thought it was their chance to finally get what they had been wanting.

      I’m not sure if I should be mad or grateful. I’m thinking I’ll go with grateful, even though I kind of want to smack them a little. Men like them always get what they want. Another part of why I turned them down. I didn’t just want to be a notch on their belt, even though I had wanted them. At least I was bought by someone I kind of knew. Who knows what I could have ended up with? And now I get a taste of what I had really wanted every time they asked me to dinner and I said no.

      Making my way over to the giant island in the middle of the room, I start pulling open drawers. Each one is filled with bras, underwear (if you can even call it that) and lingerie. Picking up a soft blue bra, I read the tag, 32DD. How the hell did they know that? I almost want to laugh. It’s like they snuck into my room and searched my drawers to get all the right sizes, but maybe they just paid attention to details. You don’t own a casino like the Cortez without noticing details

      Slipping the bra on, I find the matching panties and slide them on. I’ve never worn a thong in my life. How am I supposed to walk around all day with a piece of string up my ass? Having said that, I also don’t think I’ve felt such soft material against my skin before.

      I notice a blue sundress lying on the ottoman in the corner of the closet, with a note placed on top of it.

      We thought this would look perfect on you.

      Does that mean I’m supposed to wear it? I know I’m to follow all their orders as long as it doesn’t cause me harm or put me in danger. That is what the mistress contract had stated. It’s not something I’d normally wear. I slide it over my head. It takes a little pull to get it over my breasts, but once there it fits perfectly.

      The top is tight enough that I don’t think I need a bra. Reaching in between my breasts, I unsnap the hook and pull the bra out. The dress sits snug against my stomach, but flares at my waist, stopping mid-thigh.

      I make my way over to the mirror, and have to agree. It does look perfect. But this underwear has to go. There is no way I can walk around like this all day. I quickly pull it off and toss it on the floor. Thongs are the only underwear provided, so I’ll just have to go without until I can buy some more.

      It’s then I remember I’m a millionaire. It was almost like I had forgotten for a moment, as if I was going through the motions. I could buy hordes of underwear now if I wanted to. I need to call Tim, my foreman, to let him know we have the money to pay a few bills that have piled up. Hell, we could even replace some equipment that’s been hanging on by a thread now. Tim has worked hard for the farm. He seems to have a deeper passion for it than I do, and I know he has been worried about us losing it. At times I think he loves the place more than I do.

      The farm has been all I’ve ever known. My home. I’ve been fighting to keep it alive, and now that I have money in my pocket my mind is racing with ideas. Maybe I held onto it so tightly because it’s all I’ve ever known, like a security blanket, or maybe because I thought I didn’t have any other choice. Today, it seems like I have a lot more.

      Maybe not the choice to wear this blue dress today, but in thirty days I can do anything I want. Maybe just hand the farm over to Tim, wipe my hands clean. The opportunities are now endless.

      The sound of someone clearing their throat makes me jump.

      “Sorry, I knocked, but there wasn’t an answer so I let myself in,” the tall, stunning brunette standing in the doorway of the closet says as she holds up a key card.

      “Mandy, I’m guessing?” I say, taking my hand from my chest now that my heart has stopped trying to leap from it.

      “That’s me,” she says, striding towards me, her long legs eating up the distance between us. She extends her hand, her perfectly polished dark purple nails catching the light. She’s stunning in that very uptight kind of way. Everything about her seems to be precise and in place. She is perfectly put together. From her crisp white button-up shirt to the tight pencil skirt that matches her nails and shoes to a t.

      Reaching out, I take her hand in mine, and her face lights up, a warm smile spreading across her face and revealing perfect teeth. Yes, ‘perfect’ is the word I would use to describe her. At first glance she looked like she would be cold, but looking up into her face, all I see is warmth.

      “I’m so glad you’re finally here. You’re even prettier than the pictures,” she says.

      “Pictures?” I question.

      “Oh! We’re on a tight schedule. I have you set up at the spa,” she glances down at the Blackberry in her hand, “now!” She quickly clicks some buttons, shifting from one extremely high-heeled shoe to another.

      I can tell my question is one she doesn’t want to answer, and I don’t want to make things awkward.

      “I just need to grab some shoes,” I say, trying to just change the subject.

      Her face lights up. “Now that is something I can definitely help you with.”

      She looks at my dress and starts pulling shoes off the glass shelves. “Any of these would match perfectly.”

      I eye a pair of silver heels. Maybe if I wore those Mandy wouldn’t dwarf me all day, but I’m not sure how long I’d last in them. I’d kill for some flip flops right now.

      Mandy picks up a pair of wedges. “Sit,” she says, pointing to the ottoman.

      I do as she says, and she kneels in front of me. “Heel virgin, I’m guessing?” she asks as she starts to slide the wedge onto my foot. I almost laugh at her question. I seem to be an everything virgin lately.

      “You could say that,” I respond, because I am one, unless the heels on cowboy boots count, and I’m guessing they don’t.

      “Then wedges are the perfect place to start, and the ribbons lace around your ankles, makes them sexy,” she says, giving me a quick wink before standing and pulling me to my feet.

      “Come, to the spa we must go. I’ve been given strict instructions to pamper you and not let anyone near your hair with scissors,” she tells me over her shoulder as she strides from the closet. I trot behind her, trying to keep up in the shoes. She stops in the entryway, picking up a few binders. She pops one open and hands me a little wallet and a cell phone. “These are for you.”

      Making her way over to the elevator, she slides her card in and the door opens. I follow her in.

      “Everything you need is in there. That room key does everything for you. There isn’t a door in this entire building that won’t open for you. Keep it close because I’m not kidding. There are only two other keys like it, Aaron’s and Justin’s. Not only is it your key to get everything you want in this building, you flash that thing in the jewelry store downstairs and they will load you with diamonds until they cover every inch of you.” She says it like it’s no big deal.

      I just stare dumbly at her, not quite sure how to respond to that. Why would they give me a key like that? There must be a mistake or something. Maybe when they told her to get me a key to their room, she thought one like theirs.

      “I think I just need a key to the room.”

      “Nope,” she says as the elevator doors slide open and she quickly exits through them.

      “Does everyone around here walk so fast?” I whisper, mainly to myself but Mandy hears me.

      “Sorry, I’m kind of excited about the spa. I can go anytime I want, but I’m kind of a ‘go-go’ person and never really seem to let myself find the time. Today I’ve been actually ordered to go to the spa, so I’m a little excited.” The same warm smile she flashed in the closet slips across her face.

      “I’ve never been to one before.” A virgin once again, I think, but I keep that part to myself.

      “Well, I say we order some champagne and get this started.”

      I nod in agreement.
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      While Stella is having a day with Mandy, Aaron and I have to conduct some business. We are at the point in our casino career where we’ve started to move to being a bit hands off and delegating where we can. Some things still require personal attention, and it’s part of what we love about owning the Cortez.

      Some things we don’t love are favors we do for friends. The poker tournament is going strong again in the morning as some of the games have lasted all night. Thank God today is the last day we are hosting, because the media circus surrounding it is a nightmare. Don’t get me wrong, we love publicity, but we get plenty of that without the celebrity drama.

      After Aaron and I make the rounds and avoid Natasha as much as possible, we go out front to our waiting driver. We had Mandy set a meeting with Charles, so he’s expecting us at the Snake Eyes soon. On the way over, Aaron is silent as he looks out the window.

      “You okay?”

      He doesn’t look at me when he responds, just keeps staring out of the window at the passing Vegas strip. “I just can’t stop thinking about her. Every minute we’re away, I’m counting down until we can see her again.”

      I smile so big my face hurts. When I don’t say anything, he looks at me and sees my big goofy grin. He rolls his eyes and goes back to looking out the window.

      “Try to tell me you don’t feel the same.”

      I can’t keep the excitement out of my voice. “Of course I do, I’m just not brooding about it. I’m happy as fuck we’ve got her waiting on us. I hate the time we have to spend away from her too, but doesn’t it feel amazing? Doesn’t it feel like your heart is about to burst any second because it’s so full of love?”

      Aaron looks over at me, and his smile slowly grows to mirror my own. “I never thought it would feel this good. Jesus. We’re in love.”

      I throw my head back and laugh because it sounds crazy. It is crazy, but that’s life, right? Good things take time, but great things happen all at once.

      After a moment of us sitting in silence and smiling like idiots, we pull up to the front of the Snake Eyes.

      “Get your game face on, brother. It’s time to deal with Charles.”

      Aaron follows me out of the limo, and we walk side by side into the casino. The difference between the Snake Eyes and the Cortez is like night and day. Where we are light and glass, the Snake Eyes is dark and leather. Everything in here looks sultry. It’s as if you took your darkest erotic desire and made it into a place for people to drink and gamble. Charles Townsend is a legacy casino owner, meaning his family has been in the business for decades. From what we know about him, though, he went against his father and built this casino on his own the way he wanted it. It’s hard not to respect a man willing to step away from his rich family to break off and make a name for himself. It’s probably why this casino isn’t connected to the Townsend properties throughout Vegas.

      If I wasn’t so annoyed with how Charles handed out loans to Frank in Stella’s name, and then bid on her at the auction, I might not hate him. But as it stands, he’s crossed a line, and the three of us need to have a conversation.

      As we walk through the pit, we are immediately greeted by Cupid. He’s the liaison for the Snake Eyes, and basically the know-it-all of Vegas. There isn’t anything that happens on the strip that Cupid doesn’t hear about, and when he steps in front of us with a beaming smile, I just extend my hand and wait for it.

      “My, my, my. As I live and breathe.” Cupid is a short, chubby, bald guy, and I don’t know if that’s how he got the name or if he was already named that and is destined to look this way because of it. He reaches out, taking my hand with both of his, and winks at Aaron. “Seeing the Cortez brothers grace us with a visit is something to celebrate. But may I offer congratulations on your other good news?”

      I raise my eyebrow, and his smile widens.

      “Oh, I assumed the damsel you have locked in your tower was to be the future Mrs. Cortez. Or are my sources failing me?”

      I look at Aaron, and he rolls his eyes. People think what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas. They’re sadly mistaken. Everybody knows everything. And if you’re out of the loop, you should be worried.

      Cupid doesn’t seem bothered when I don’t confirm his suspicions. “No worries. I’ll just wait for my wedding invitation in the mail. This way, gentlemen.” He turns and leads us to the back of the pit and to a set of private elevators. They are covered in black leather, and the red number above the door looks ominous. I never realized it before, but the whole casino has the feeling of hell. I think anyone wanting to come to Vegas to find sin would find it here. And from what I hear, for the right price, the casino offers a list of debauched pursuits to choose from.

      Cupid scans his pass and enters the elevator with us. Once inside, the black mirrors enclose us, and we ascend silently to Charles’s office. When the doors open, I expect to see sunlight, but again it’s how one might picture a dungeon. The room is bigger than a conference room, and Charles is at his desk at the far end. The only light comes from glowing black sconces on the wall. The walls look like they have been lined with black crocodile skin, and the carpet is blood red. Aaron and I are dressed in tan suits with light blue shirts, and it feels like we’re angels coming to meet with the devil. So be it.

      Charles is sitting at a massive desk made of shiny black wood with a black onyx top, a small laptop and his phone sitting tidily atop it. Nothing else. He leans back in his chair, and Aaron and I approach, taking the two seats in front of him. Charles just looks at both of us, and I turn to Aaron and sigh. I guess we get to start the party since we called this meeting.

      “Why were you at the auction?” I don’t want to beat around the bush because we all know the reason we’re here.

      “I was there bidding on Stella. I wasn’t the only one there that night. Are you visiting all the other casino owners who offered to pay for her as well?”

      I’m annoyed at his tone, but Aaron decides to speak first. “None of the other owners were trying to raise the price.”

      Charles leans back in his chair. It’s easy to see he’s getting angry. He’s a big guy, and not just in height. He’s as tall as Aaron and me, at just over six feet, but he’s got width and weight on us. Where we are slim, Charles is bulky. I heard he played rugby in college, and I believe it. His size, however, isn’t intimidating. When it comes to Stella, nothing stands in our way.

      I lean forward, and I hear Cupid clear his throat behind us.

      “Gentlemen. There seems to be some miscommunication happening here. Why don’t I help clear the air?” We all look at him, and then Charles waves for him to continue. “I believe when you two were here last month you cleared up everything owed in Stella Johnson's name, correct?”

      Aaron pulls out the paperwork and lays it on the desk in front of Charles. “That’s correct. We didn’t touch the debt owed in Frank’s name; that’s for him to fix. There’s no business left between this casino and her.”

      Cupid looks down at the paperwork, and then makes eye contact with Charles. Something passes between them, and Charles nods his head. “It seems Mr. Townsend isn’t of the same opinion.”

      I stand up at his words, and I’m followed by the two other men. Charles slams his fist down on his desk, and Aaron grabs my arm to keep me from going over the top of it.

      “You come in to my casino and demand things. You throw your money at people and they just do what you tell them to. Is that how you think you can talk to me?” Charles looks livid and ready to attack both of us. “You two see someone like her in trouble and you pay off the problem, only to enslave her. Is that how you think women are to be treated? I didn’t know she wasn’t aware of the loan when her father took it out. He forged her signature on the paperwork, but I only just found that out. I would never try to hold something over her to keep her for myself like the two of you have done.”

      Aaron squeezes my arm tighter, but he’s the one that answers. “You don’t know shit about us or about our situation. And you sure as fuck don’t know anything about Stella.”

      “I don’t need to know anything about her. I know what you two are capable of, because I’ve seen you do this before. You take a young innocent girl and make her beholden to you so she’s unable to get out from under your control. You two just walked into that auction and bought what you couldn’t have. I’m tired of sitting by quietly while you both getting everything you want.”

      I look to Aaron and then back to Charles. “What fuck are you talking about?” I’m completely lost.

      “I want Mandy.”

      “What?” Aaron and I say in unison, his demand coming out of left field.

      “You’ve just paid ten million dollars for Stella. Don’t tell me you need two of them. I’ve heard the stories about you two, so I know you only want one. Obviously you’re done with Mandy, and I want her.” I can tell by the look on his face he’s not fucking around.

      “You think we kept Mandy as a…what? A slave?” I say, still confused as all fuck.

      “I don’t give a fuck what you kept her as. All I know is that her time is finished with you two, and I want her.”

      “No,” Aaron grits out. She’s like a sister to us, and we wouldn’t hand her over to anyone. She’s not a piece of property.

      “You’ll do it or I’ll buy out every debt in Frank Johnson’s name, take that farm and burn it to the ground.” I look at Charles in shock. He meets my eyes. I can tell he's dead fucking serious. “And the tapes of you and Natasha Woods go public.” He lands his killer blow.

      My face must turn white, because his face is smug now, some of the anger fading from it. “Don’t worry, nothing happened. But it won’t take much editing to make it look like it did. From what I’ve seen of the video, she drugged you and had a camera guy take you to her room, but I had a man outside the door waiting to bust in as you came out. Despite my reputation, I wouldn’t have allowed that to happen to anyone, even you.”

      “But you have the video?”

      “I have it for now. As collateral.” He gives us a cocky grin, knowing he has the upper hand.

      Suddenly, Cupid comes over and lays a sheet of paper on the desk.

      “This contract states that Mr. Townsend would like to hire Mandy on a temporary basis at the Snake Eyes casino, and in turn you would hire me. Think of it as an exchange, but with a dramatic flair.” I’m surprised he doesn't throw glitter in the air as he says it.

      “Why would we do this?”

      I look at Aaron in shock. “Are you seriously considering this?”

      He gives me a look, and I understand. That farm is everything to Stella, the whole reason she was even doing this, and burning it down would be the ultimate slap in the face after her years of dedication to it. Not to mention the media scandal it would cause if that video leaked. She has known enough pain, and the need to keep her from feeling any more of it is like a driving force for us.

      Cupid lays three pens on the desk. “The terms are simple. Sadly, there are no sexual servitude clauses. I would’ve loved to have tried on the two of you.” He smiles at his own joke and continues. “One month of service to the casino. Mandy and I will be treated as any employee and made to do only the required tasks. At any time during the month, if either of us feels too much is being demanded of us or we are asked to do something we aren't comfortable with, we can terminate the contract on our own and go back to our previous employer. It’s that easy, and believe me, I know the demands you two make of Mandy, and I wouldn’t have agreed to it without a way to get out.”

      I pull my arm out of Aaron's grip and pick up the contract. It’s one page long and easy to read. There are a few rules, but they are all standard and nothing looks out of the ordinary. Still, I don’t get it. “Explain this to me, Charles. Why are you doing this? I don’t understand why you want Mandy.”

      “I have my reasons, and ultimately I want to make sure she’s happy where she is.”

      Mandy’s been with us since she was nineteen, and though she’s been wonderful, we’ve been selfish. We’ve demanded a lot from her, and she’s sacrificed everything for us and our casino. Maybe Charles is right. Maybe we have enslaved her. It’s clear he means her no harm, maybe he just wants to be near her. I understand the feeling— being willing to do anything to just be near the woman you want. I’m standing here for that reason. Plus I know Mandy can hold her own. I’m not sure he knows what he’s biting off.

      I look at Aaron and he nods his head, looking to Charles. “One month, she can leave anytime she wants, and we get Cupid as a replacement?”

      “That’s the deal.”

      I take the pen and sign the paperwork, hoping Mandy understands. Aaron grabs his pen and looks at Charles one last time. After a moment he must see something and decides to go ahead. Charles signs last and passes the contract to Cupid.

      “Now, if you two will excuse me, I have some phone calls to make.”

      Charles sits down at his desk, and Aaron and I turn to leave. Just as I do, I realize I’m still holding his pen in my hand and I turn back to drop it on his desk.

      It’s then I see a picture of Mandy on his phone. Before I can comment, he hits a button and the image disappears. His eyes meet mine, daring me to say something.

      No man would go to these lengths for a woman he doesn’t care about. I know because I’ve gone to these lengths before. It’s then I see what Aaron must have seen. His need for Mandy is raw and real, and if this were a poker game, I’d have his casino.

      I just nod my head and go to the elevator, joining Aaron. Cupid stays behind and waves goodbye to us as the black mirrored doors close.

      Once we are out of the Snake Eyes and in the back seat of the car, I look at Aaron and smile.

      “Why are you smiling now?”

      “You know, the answer to that question is another question.”

      “Which is?”

      “Think Mindy would enter the Mistress Auction?”
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      We spend the next three hours being pampered. I’ve enjoyed every second of it, except maybe for the bikini wax. Now we’re both sitting in massage chairs waiting for our nails to finish drying.

      “God, that massage was to die for,” Mandy moans next to me as if it was still happening.

      “It really was. I could get addicted to this,” I say, agreeing with her.

      “Better get used to it. The boys spend a lot of time here, so I’m sure you will too. They hardly leave this casino.”

      I wonder how close Mandy is to them. Maybe now that she is relaxed and has a few glasses of champagne, I could try to pull some info about them from her. That is what girls do at the spa, right? Gossip?

      “Why’s that?” I question and try to sound as casual as I can, like I don’t really care if she answers the question. Just making conversation. It’s only natural, right? It’s the one thing we both have in common.

      “They are like me, workaholics, but I think they will start to slow down now.”

      I feel butterflies take flight in my stomach. It’s all the little things clicking into place. The comments from both Aaron and Justin and now Mandy. It all seems to point to them wanting to be with me. For something more permanent.

      I decide to bite the bullet. Just ask what I want to know.

      “Do you know they bought me in the Mistress Auction?”

      “Yes, it’s my job to know almost everything they do. It’s what makes me good at my job.” She turns and looks at me. “And I love them, that’s also why I keep a good eye on them.”

      My heart freezes at her words, but once again her face is warm, not filled with jealousy. It’s like that every time she looks at me. She likes me. Her love for them has to be affectionate and platonic.

      “They want you. I see it in the way they talk about you. You're special to them. I think you’ll make them happy. You already have. Since you walked into their lives they seem to have come alive. The past few years have been dull. Something was missing for them, and I think they’ve found it. More importantly, they think they’ve found it.”

      The butterflies take full flight now.

      “They knew I’d be there last night at the auction, didn’t they?” I say. It’s not a question, really, because I already know the answer, but she nods, confirming what I thought. There was too much in place.

      They must have found out I’d be there somehow. In an odd kind of way it’s sweet. Almost like they came in and swooped me away, and were willing to pay ten million dollars to do so. Just to finally get their date with me.

      The nail lady comes back in to help me get my shoes back on. I got a color that matches my dress nicely. I wonder if we have plans tonight or something. My make-up and hair are fully done, and it’d be a shame to waste it.

      Mandy’s ringing phone draws my attention back to her. She's signing a slip of paper for a member of the spa staff, and she deftly juggles her phone and the pen.

      “Ms. Burch speaking,” she says in a professional tone. It seems like the phone is glued to her hand.

      “Hello? Hello?” she repeats before canceling the call, a worried look on her face.

      “Everything okay?” I ask, seeing that’s she’s somewhat disconcerted by the call.

      “Yeah, someone just keeps calling but they never respond when I answer.” Doesn't seem like that big of a deal, but I can tell this bothers her.

      “You sure you're okay?” I try again, not used to seeing the unflappable and unfazeable Mandy discomfited.

      “Everything is perfect. I just need to clear out a few things. I'm sure my Inbox is overflowing by now,” she responds, a mask slipping back into place.

      “Yeah, I'm sure you have a ton to do. I'll leave you to it. I know my way back to the room.”

      “Are you sure? It's a big casino and it’s easy to get lost. I can walk you.”

      “No, it's fine. I remember the way,” I reassure her.

      “I had a wonderful time today. I hope we can do it again soon.”

      Nodding my head, I agree. “I'd really like that.” It was wonderful. I lost touch with so many of my friends when most of them went off to college. I don't have any girlfriends anymore. My closest friend at the moment is Tim, who doesn't really care to even talk. He more grunts his responses. It's sad when a twenty-year-old girl’s closest friend is a forty-five-year-old man.

      I leave Mandy standing in the spa, typing away on her Blackberry. I didn’t even know people’s fingers could move that fast. I make my way back to the elevator that goes up to our room. Warmth floods my stomach at the idea of the room being ours.

      I feel like my brain is playing tug of war with itself. One part of me is telling me not to get attached, but the other wants to jump in with both feet. I’m truly starting to think this isn’t a game for Aaron and Justin. Maybe they really want more, and I’m sick of not doing what I want to do, so I’m going to give this a try.

      If worse comes to worst, I can cry myself to sleep on top of my ten-million-dollar bed every night. Pushing the elevator button, I can’t help but snort at the idea of sleeping on a ten-million-dollar bed.

      “What’s so funny, Lucky?” I turn to see Aaron staring down at me. His eyes are filled with hunger. I’m starting to think maybe that’s just how his eyes always look.

      I give in to what I want, doing what I told myself I would do. Jump in with both feet. Wrapping my arms around his neck, thankful for the wedges giving me the extra height, I pull him down closer. “Nothing,” I say, pressing my lips to his. Like all things I’ve noticed about Aaron, he doesn't really need an invitation. He jumps right into kissing me back. He doesn't start slow and try to work his way up. No, he pushes his tongue right into my mouth, demanding entry.

      This isn't surprising. Even when both Aaron and Justin were trying to get me to go on a date, I could see their differences. While they were a lot alike, there were small things about them that I noticed were different. Justin always tried to charm me into dates, work up to it before he asked. Aaron kind of just demanded. “We’ll have dinner Friday. I’ll send a car for you at seven sharp.” An order to which I didn’t respond. I let the car show up at seven and promptly told the driver he wouldn't be taking me anywhere.

      I hear the elevator ding behind me, and I pull my mouth from his. “Where’s Justin?” I ask, looking around for him. I wonder if they were both headed up to the room and that's why I ran into them. Still seems a little early for a date, but maybe they have something special planned. I look around to see if he is nearby, and I spot him all the way across the casino.

      A blonde woman stands extremely close to him, and I feel my gut clench. She looks familiar, but I can’t place her. Aaron’s eyes follow mine, and I feel him still next to me. I watch as Justin leans into the woman and whispers in her ear.

      “Who is she?” I ask, hoping for an answer that will help ease the heavy weight in my stomach.

      “No one,” Aaron says, pushing me into the elevator, the door closing behind him. He slides his key in, giving him access to hit the button that goes to our room.

      “Where was I?” he says, turning back to me again. “That’s right, kissing my woman.” He’s on me once again, kissing me, demanding entry to my mouth. I moan against his lips.

      “Fuck, you taste good, and you smell like roses.” He buries his face in my neck, biting and kissing me there. Who knew you could get turned on by someone kissing your neck.

      “The spa, they rubbed me down with all kinds of oils and lotions.”

      He bites my neck in response, making me squeak a little.

      “Male or female?”

      “Male or female?” I repeat, not understanding what he’s asking. It’s hard to think with him doing that to my neck.

      “Was it a male or female who rubbed you down?” I hear the jealousy in his voice, and I smile.

      “Female.”

      “They took our smell off you. We worked hard to put that all over you. I better check to see if it’s really gone,” he says, dropping to his knees in front of me.

      ‘What are you doing?” I try to halt him from lifting my dress. “There are cameras in here.” I nod towards the black ball in the ceiling of the elevator.

      “I’ll have them wiped.” He gives me a cocky grin. “And I won’t let them see anything.”

      Before I can respond, his head is under my dress and my leg is over his shoulder. I should stop him, but all rational thought leaves my head when his mouth touches my pussy.

      “You went out without panties. You’ll pay for that later.” I barely understand his muffled words from under my skirt. I want to tell him to shut up, that the panties they gave me aren’t even panties, but the only thing that pours from my mouth are moans of pleasure.

      Using the flat of his tongue, Aaron licks me back and forth, as far as he can reach, before focusing on my clit. He torments the bundle of nerves, making me cry out for more. I jerk against him, but his hands on my hips hold me in place, his fingers digging into my curves. His lips lock around my clit, sucking it softly into his mouth, sending me over the edge.

      The orgasm shoots through me, all the way to my toes. It’s so intense it forces my eyes closed. When I finally open them, I’m no longer in the elevator. I’m lying on the sofa, Aaron looming over me beside it. His lips touch mine, softly this time.

      “I’m going to run back downstairs, sweetheart, I’ll be back in a few. Then it's just you, Justin and me for the night.

      “Mmky,” is all I can say. His lips touch mine again, but he pulls away before I can try to deepen the kiss. I can tell it takes everything in him to leave me, and the feeling of power I had this morning comes back full force.

      I watch him leave, excited for his return with Justin.

      I wonder about the blonde woman again. Maybe it was nothing. They could be close friends like they are with Mandy.

      Going to the entryway, I grab the phone off the table and call Tim. I should have done this hours ago.

      “Hello,” Tim answers on the third ring.

      “Hey, it’s Stella,”

      “Hey Stella, I was starting to worry.” I feel guilty at his words. I’ve been lying like crazy to him. I made up a story about there being a farmers’ convention out in Los Angeles that I was going to this weekend. I told him I was going with the hope of meeting some investors who might help pull us out of the hole we were in. Tim is still kind of stuck in the old ways and barely uses a computer unless it’s to order something we need, so he didn't really question me much.

      “Sorry, I got caught up but I’ve got news. I got an investor, so anything you need for the farm right now you go ahead and get. The money should have been deposited, so just charge whatever to the company card that’s in my desk top drawer.” I tell him this knowing the first five million should have been deposited this morning.

      “That’s great.” His tone might seem low and flat to anyone else, but I’ve known Tim since I was little. I can hear the relief in his voice.

      “If you need any help tending to the extra work, go ahead and bring some people on. I’m going to be gone for a little longer but everything is fine now.”

      “Sounds good. I’ll hire the Wilks boys to come over and help. They are always looking for extra work,” he says, talking about the family that lives down the road from the farm.

      “They do pretty good work. And Dad?”

      Tim goes silent, and I know he is thinking of a way of telling me something, a way to phrase something without lying, but without telling me the honest truth either. This is something he never does. He’s always honest with me. Guilt weighs a little heavily on me for the lies I’ve been telling him.

      “He was home last night. He’s just still sleeping it off.” I glance over at the clock and see it’s already three in the afternoon. Jesus.

      “All right.” What else can I really say? “You can reach me at this number if you need me.” We say our goodbyes, and I feel a little bit calmer. Almost like something has been lifted off my shoulders.

      I look back at the clock and see that only a minute has passed. I wonder when they will be back. I should have brought some books or my Kindle. I make my way to the kitchen and grab a banana out of the bowl on the counter. I sit down at the breakfast bar and open the paper.

      Flipping through the pages, I stop cold on page six.

      Looks like the rumors are true! Casino hot-shot Justin Cortez and Reality Star Natasha Woods are hot and heavy.

      It’s then I realize who the woman is. She’s a famous reality star who lands on the covers of magazines around Las Vegas all the time. The same woman I saw Justin with downstairs only moments ago.

      The picture shows him leaning in close, whispering in her ear, with her pressing her body into his. She’s smiling right at the camera. The article goes on to talk about the event they were at. The one that was hosted at this casino last night. Where they went last night after they left the room.

      I can’t bring myself to read it and I drop it back down on the counter. I head back to the living room and plop back down onto the sofa.

      The mistress contract said we weren't to ask the clients about where they spent their time; it wasn't our business, but Justin made it seem so different this morning. Or maybe that was their game. They wanted a woman at home but wanted to do whatever they wanted when they were out and about. It wasn't an unheard of arrangement in Vegas.

      They are rich men who want to have their cake and eat it too. Or maybe they think since I got both of them, they should get other people too. I drop my head in my hands and force myself not to cry. I feel like I’m drowning in the grief of losing something I never even had.

      I should have listened to myself in the beginning. Men like Justin and Aaron are too good to be true. Yeah, they may want me. They may even want to keep me, but I wouldn't be the only one they spent time with and that just isn't something I’m cut out for.

      Back to plan A, which would be easier this time. I know the game for sure. Do your thirty days and be done. Put your walls back up, Stella. Guard yourself. Do as they command, and walk away with what you came for.

      I hear the elevator ding, and I look up to see Justin and Aaron exit, both with big smiles on their faces. They both stride towards me. Justin reaches me first, pulling me up into his arms. He kisses me, and I willingly open my mouth. It takes everything in me not to kiss him back, but I don't deny him access either. It is, after all, what they paid for.

      He pulls back and looks at me in puzzlement.

      “You look beautiful, baby,” he says.

      “Thank you.” My words are flat. I should at least try to pretend, but it's just too soon. The bitterness of what I lost is still too fresh.

      “What’s wrong?” he asks, looking over at Aaron, and then back to me. Aaron looks just as confused.

      “Nothing.” I pull back from his arms and drop to my knees in front of him, going for his belt. The look of shock on his face would be almost laughable if I wasn't so mad. I have no right to be, but he made me believe I could have something that I couldn't. I wouldn't be their little woman who stayed at home while the boys went out just being boys.

      But I would give them their fucking thirty days. It might rip me apart trying to stay detached from them, but I would do it.

      “What are you doing?” he demands, grabbing me by the wrist. My anger gets the best of me and I snap.

      “I’m doing what you paid me to do. I’m sorry if I’m doing it wrong, but maybe next time don’t get yourself a virgin. At least then you’ll have someone who knows what they are doing. Wait…is that why you have Natasha? Because she knows how to suck you off how you like?”

      “Fuck!”
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      When we pull in to the Cortez, there are paparazzi everywhere. “This place is turning into a zoo. Fuck, I can’t wait for this tournament to end.” I push past a few of them as security from the casino comes out and helps us through the crowd.

      Once inside, we walk past the tournament tables, but before we clear them, I’m run over as Natasha jumps out in front of me.

      “Justin, we need to talk.” She’s got her fake-ass camera smile pasted on, so they must be close by. After hearing about what happened that night at Snake Eyes, it’s all I can do not to grab her by the arms and throw her ass out of our casino.

      I don’t feel Aaron beside me, and I look over to see him walking towards the elevators. He’s walking up behind a brunette in a blue dress, and I realize it’s Stella.

      I’m anxious to get to her, so I grab Natasha’s arm, lean in, and tell her exactly what’s going to happen.

      “You are going to go back to your table, cash out your chips, and get the fuck out of my casino. Now.”

      She leans back, laughing like I just made a joke.

      “I’ve got a video of the night you drugged me and had one of your friends carry me to your hotel room. It’s enough evidence to press charges, and you better believe that’s exactly what I’m doing. I’m giving you the opportunity to get your shit and get out of here, because I don’t want any more of your reality TV filth dirtying up the place. But know that I’m filing a report today, so if I were you, I’d take this time to enjoy your freedom. I plan on using every dime I have sending you to jail for as long as possible.”

      Her eyes are wide with shock, and her practiced smile has slipped.

      “Be sure to wave to the cameras on your way out, Natasha. Wouldn’t want to disappoint your fans.”

      I drop her arm and watch her walk back to her table to gather her chips. I move to the private elevator and see Mandy coming in my direction, her phone in her hand.

      “Something wrong?” I ask as I swipe my card and wait for the doors to open.

      “No, just another hang up. Oh well. How did everything go at the Snake Eyes? How was your meeting with Mr. Townsend?”

      I struggle to find the words, knowing that we need to tell her, but wanting to wait. As I open my mouth to say something, the elevator doors open, and Aaron is standing there smiling. He grabs me by the jacket, hauls me in the elevator, and nods goodbye to Mandy. The doors close as he shouts to her. “Clear our schedule until tomorrow.” They seal shut.

      ‘What’s gotten into you?” I ask. I haven't seen him this giddy in…I can’t even remember, because ‘giddy’ is a word I would have never in a million years used to describe Aaron.

      “Lucky is ready.”

      “Really?” I feel the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.

      “Goddamn, yes. I ate that sweet pussy right here on the way up to the penthouse, and once we got inside, I knew I needed to come get you. Fuck, I’m so hard, I’ve gotta get inside her. Just smelling her on my face is killing me.”

      “Hell yeah, brother. It’s about time.” I feel my cheeks hurt from smiling as the doors open. I walk out, grabbing her body and pulling her against me. I press my lips happily to hers, but as I kiss her, something feels off. She’s opening to me, but she isn’t kissing me back. There’s none of the passion we’ve shared before.

      I pull away and look into her eyes, trying to figure out what I’m doing wrong. She looks so perfect after getting pampered all day. “You look beautiful, baby.”

      “Thank you.” Her words are clipped and cold.

      “What’s wrong?”

      I look at Aaron and he looks at Stella, with an equally perplexed look. We are thoroughly confused. I’m not seeing what Aaron was saying. She doesn't seem ready at all. Now she looks like we’ve taken a few steps back.

      “Nothing.”

      Oh shit. When women say ‘nothing,’ they mean something. As I start to speak, she wiggles out of my arms and goes to her knees in front of me. She undoes my belt, and my brain can’t process what the fuck is happening. “What are you doing?” I grab her wrist and try to stop her. This isn’t how it’s supposed to be. What’s going on?

      “I’m doing what you paid me to do. I’m sorry if I’m doing it wrong, but maybe next time don’t get yourself a virgin. At least then you’ll have someone who knows what they are doing. Wait…is that why you have Natasha? Because she knows how to suck you off how you like?”

      “Fuck!”

      

      It’s then I look over and see the newspaper on the counter. Splashed across it is a picture of Natasha and me, close together. I don’t bother reading the headline because I know whatever it says is bullshit.

      I pick Stella up off the floor and throw her over my shoulder fireman-style. She starts kicking and screaming, but I just keep walking back to the bedroom, Aaron on my heels. Once in the master, I throw her on the bed and she bounces up a bit. I hear Aaron close the door behind us, and I hear the lock click. Good, I don’t want her trying to get away.

      “I guess this is how it’s going to be. You paid ten million dollars to fuck me, might as well cash it in.” Stella spreads her legs wide, revealing her naked pussy, her skirt bunched up from tossing her on the bed, and it takes every ounce of strength not to dive between her thighs and start licking.

      Instead, I pull at my tie and start tearing off my clothes. We are going to fix this, but we are going to do it naked. I feel Aaron come up beside me also undressing. Stella’s eyes go wide as she stares between us, and it looks like she’s just realized she’s bitten off more than she can chew.

      I can practically see her heart beat through her chest, and as we both stand naked before her, I see her swallow hard.

      “Take off the dress, Lucky. It’s time we had a heart to heart,” Aaron says, as he crawls onto the bed.

      She hesitates for a second, and then I put my knee on the foot of the bed, making it clear we are both coming for her. Her shaky hands reach down and pull the dress up over her head, and her tits pop out, bouncing at the action.

      My mouth waters seeing her hard nipples peaked and begging for a mouth to suck them. She may be a virgin, but her body is so fucking slutty for attention.

      “You listen to me, Stella. That page six shit they printed up isn't true. I’ve never done anything with that woman.” Stella's eyes look hopeful, but I want her to know the truth. “Yes, I went out with her once, but it was to be polite. I never had any interest in her, and I never touched her. During the one date I agreed to she roofied me and had me taken to her hotel room.” Stella starts to sit up, but I hold my hand up to keep her still and to let me continue. “I didn’t do anything with her, and I woke up before she tried to do anything to me. I swear to you, that picture was taken last night as I was telling her to leave me alone. Today we got the information I was looking for, and I plan on pressing charges.”

      “Why would she roofie you?”

      “Obviously because of my incredible good looks.”

      Stella snorts and I look at Aaron, then back at her. “Did you just snort?” Her face goes beet red, all the way down to her nipples, and I can’t help but lick my lips.

      Aaron crawls up next to her and touches her face. “Why would either of us want anyone else when we have you?”

      I crawl up on the other side of her and brush her hair away from her face. “You’re the only one we want, Stella. You’re the only one we’ve ever wanted. We’ve been waiting on you, and now that we have you, we won’t let you go.”

      She looks between us, and I can see it in her eyes; she’s begging us not to break her. I’d rather end my life than cause her any pain, and I certainly wouldn’t look to another woman to try to take her place in my heart.

      “You’re it for us, Stella,” Aaron says, kissing the palm of her hand. “No matter what happens, you’re ours.”

      She starts to speak, but I put my finger over her lips. “There’s time for words later, Lucky. Right now, I think it’s time we showed your body what we feel.” I take my finger away and kiss her lips gently. This time when she kisses me back, the passion that was once gone is back in full force. Her tongue presses against my lips, begging me to open for her. I gladly open my mouth, tasting her sweet nectar and feeling her need.

      Aaron kisses down her neck to her chest and latches on to one of her nipples. I break away from her lips, moving down and doing the same. Both of us suck on her at the same time while she grips our hair and starts to move her hips. I hear Aaron pop off her nipple, and I look over to him.

      He smiles wickedly. “Me first.”
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        Aaron

      

    
    
      I move between Stella’s legs and spread them wide. Justin kisses her and pinches her nipples as I look down at her unfucked cunt. It’s so tight that, though her legs are spread this far apart, her pussy opening barely shows. I can see her swollen lips and her sticky juice coating everything, but her young body hasn’t taken a man before, and she’s going to be a tight fit.

      I sit up and grab her ankles, spreading her as wide as possible. “Open her up for me, Justin. We should all watch this together.”

      Justin reaches down and spreads her pussy lips apart, showing her clit and the tiny hole we’re supposed to fit in. “Goddamn, Lucky. You’re so fucking pretty down there.” He sucks her nipples after he says this, and I can see her pussy clench at the feeling. He presses the pads of his fingers against her clit, rubbing in circles. Her need continues to grow as more of her juices drip down to her ass.

      I put one of her ankles over my shoulder, and reach down to put my dick at her opening. Fuck, this virgin pussycat is going to suck my dick off. I just put the tip against her and I can feel her sucking me in. Her cunt is pulsing with need. She’s never been fucked and she’s already so horny for it. I can’t imagine how she’s going to be once she gets our dicks a few times.

      I look up and see her eyes are locked on the spot where our bodies are about to be connected. “Look at me, Lucky.” She looks up and meets my gaze. I want to tell her I love her, and I want to ask her to be our wife, but the only thing that comes out is, “Thank you.”

      She reaches up and touches my face, nodding her head. I look at Justin, and he nods at me too, letting me know it’s time.

      My cock leaks cum, and so that, combined with all her juices coating her pussy, lets me know she’s ready. I thrust hard, breaking her virginity and seating myself fully inside her hot, slick channel. She lets out a small squeal, but I see Justin rubbing her clit and sucking her nipples to try to make her pleasure outweigh the pain.

      “Oh fuck. She’s too tight.” I start to pull out because I can’t take it. The pressure is too much, and it feels too fucking good.

      “Don’t,” Justin warns me. “Just wait. Let her adjust and just breathe through it. Rock back and forth a little.”

      “She’s so fucking tight. Oh God, it’s so good. I can’t hold on.”

      Stella wiggles underneath us, but I’m so far gone that Justin is having to pet her and help her body relax. I don’t know how one man can do this on his own. She feels incredible, and I’m having a hard time focusing on anything. I’m glad he’s here to ensure this is good for her, because I’m losing it.

      I gently rock in and out of her, and I can feel her pussy clench around me. “Fuck,” I gasp. It’s all I can manage to get out as I start to cum.

      “Goddamn, he’s already going,” I hear Justin murmur to Stella.

      I should probably be embarrassed to be cumming so fast, but the only thing I can think of is how perfect her pussy feels wrapped around my cock, and how her little pulses are sucking the cum out of my cock and into her virgin womb. I push my cock as far inside her as her tight cunt will allow, and fill it up.

      Once I’ve come down from my orgasm, I start to breathe normally again, and I can focus on what’s happening. The need to cum in her was so strong, I couldn’t process anything other than my base instinct. I start to rock into her again, and I look down to see Justin still playing with her clit.

      “I’m good to go for a few more minutes. Let’s make Lucky feel good.”

      Justin nods his head in agreement and leans down to suck her nipples again. I take longer strokes, easing out of her young pussy, watching it eat my dick up as I push back inside. Her greedy cunt just got its cherry popped and filled with cum, and she’s pulling me back in like she wants more.

      “Fuck, baby. This pretty pussy feels so good.” She clenches at my words, and I have to grit my teeth not to lose my nut again so soon. Goddamn, does she want it bad. “I think maybe Justin should get you off while I’m inside you. What do you think?”

      Stella moans and grips Justin’s hair. I lower her legs to the bed, but remain sitting up, still inside her. I lean back a little, exposing her pussy for Justin, and he kisses his way down her belly. Once he gets to her clit, I pause my thrusts, and just hold my dick still inside her, letting her feel full of me, while Justin spreads her pussy lips and sucks her clit. I feel her clench around me, but I don’t move. Justin reaches up and pinches her nipple, sucking her clit at the same time. Stella moans so loudly, I know she’s close to the edge. All I have to do is hold my dick inside her as he sucks her pussy into cumming.

      Her back bows off the bed a little, but Justin holds her down and makes her take it. She grips me so fucking tightly that I can’t even move, but I’m already starting to cum. Justin sucks her a little more and gives her gentle licks as she comes back down to earth.

      When he pulls away, I thrust twice more and cum inside her for the second time tonight. I smile to myself because there are so many more times to come.

      “Hurry up and pull out, I’ve got to get off.”

      I look down and see a puddle of cum on the bed, and it looks like Justin has already gotten off once too. But his cock is still just as hard as mine. I pull out, falling to the side while he moves into position.

      He doesn’t hesitate, and when the tip of his cock is at her cum-soaked opening, he thrusts hard and fast.

      “Sorry Lucky, but I’ve got to get off. Seeing your pussy get fucked, and then tasting it. Goddamn.”

      He throws his head back and lets out a howl, as he thrusts in hard one last time, cumming inside her. I reach over and lightly kiss her nipples. Licking them gently and touching her body all over. I look up and see Justin has caught his breath, and now his thrusts are slow and unhurried.

      I look into her eyes, brushing the sweaty hair out of her face, as Justin fuck her cum filled cunt. “You doing okay Lucky?”

      Her eyelids are half closed, but her smile is huge. “Never better.”

      I lean down and lock her lips with mine, tasting her sweetness, and loving our connection. When I pull away, I don’t break eye contact as I reach down and play with her clit. “So fucking perfect.”

      As I say the words, she closes her eyes tightly, and her back arches off the bed. She grips my arm tightly as she cums again for us.

      “Oh shit.” Justin thrusts one final time, filling her little body with his seed, and collapses on top of her.

      I look over at the two of them, both with giant smiles on their faces, and all of us cling together. It’s everything I could have dreamed of, and I want more of it.

      “Roll over, Lucky. I want it doggy-style now.”

      She looks at me with big eyes. “Again?”

      I give her my best wicked grin as Justin pulls his still-hard cock out of her and rolls to the side. “We’re just getting started.”
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        Stella

      

    
    
      The past thirty days have been the best of my life, maybe that’s why a knot forms in my stomach when I see Samantha’s name light up on my phone. Swiping my finger across the screen, I feel the knot tighten.

      “Hello,” I say, putting it to my ear.

      “Stella, I’m calling to let you know that your final five million has been deposited into your account and your contract is now complete.” That’s Samantha, always straight to the point.

      “Hmm. Thank you.” It’s all I can bring myself to say, and it almost sounds like a question. I should be jumping up and down, but the money doesn’t seem to hold the same appeal it once had, maybe because it means our time is over. I have no reason to stay now. Nothing binds me to this place.

      “Will you be continuing into another contract with the Cortez brothers, or would you like to do another auction? I have one set for next week.”

      “I…I…“ I’m not sure what to say, but I know I won’t be doing another auction. As for another contract with Aaron and Justin, that’s not something I want either, unless it’s one that has us bound by the state of Nevada. They haven’t asked me to stay either. We haven’t really talked much about why am I here. None of us really brought up the auction after the night they took my virginity.

      They said they wanted me here, they bid on me so that I would finally give them a chance. They said they had wanted me from the moment they laid eyes on me. But we never talked about what would happen after my thirty days were up. They never said they wanted me to stay beyond that.

      This didn’t feel like just some fling. Not with the way they have treated me over the past few weeks. It was like I was their everything. They became mine. Gone were thoughts of the farm, and I haven’t even gotten a call in all the time I was here to bail my father out of some kind of trouble he had gotten himself into once again. Everything has just been so perfect.

      The other night I made an off-hand joke about their time almost being up. I was waiting to see if they would ask me to stay, to give a type of reassurance that wasn’t given in the heat of the moment during sex. I’d seen a look of guilt flash across Justin’s face, but before I could call him on it, Aaron had me pinned to the wall, his cock deep inside me, telling me I wasn’t going anywhere. They both fucked me all night until I finally passed out from exhaustion.

      That’s what always happened if something about how I got here or my leaving soon was mentioned. It didn't matter where or what we were doing, they’d both be on me in seconds. But now the time has come. I don’t want to go back to the farm, I’d stay here in a heartbeat if they asked me, but they haven't even told me they love me. Maybe I’m moving too fast. It has only been thirty days. Maybe I’ll go back to the farm and they’ll date me? The idea is almost laughable. Them just dating me. We’re so much more than that. But maybe they don’t see it that way. They could be this intense with all their past lovers for all I know. Maybe they don't want to talk about the thirty days being up because they don't want to upset me. Now that look of guilt Justin had the other night sits at the forefront of my mind.

      I hear Samantha clear her throat, and I realize I haven't responded to her question.

      “No, not another auction. I’m not sure what I’m going to do next,” I tell her, because it’s the truth.

      She laughs into the phone. “I mainly called to poke at the Cortez brothers, but I guess they aren't on top of you as I thought they would be.”

      I feel myself blush at her words because she has no idea how on top of me they have been, or how on top of them I’ve been, or maybe she does.

      “Well then, why don’t you come down here and I’ll put you back up for auction, and you can see how fast they show up.”

      I smile at her words. Of course they would. I’m being ridiculous. Aaron would probably have a freaking heart attack if I put myself back up on auction, and Justin would most likely fuck me on the stage just to prove a point. Both of them are extremely jealous when it comes to me.

      A few weeks back, Justin ordered room service, and he saw the guy glance over at me, he and Aaron almost lost it. Aaron was telling him to not even look in my direction, and Justin was asking him if he liked his job. I think word got around, because now none of the staff will even make eye contact with me anymore. Brutes.

      “I’m staying here,” I say, with more confidence now. I’m letting little doubts cloud my mind and I shouldn’t.

      “Of course you are, but if you ever feel like giving them a nice poke, I’d be more than happy to oblige.”

      “Of course you would.” Samantha is a businesswoman, after all, and she has to be raking it in with her ten percent commission. I’d be easy money for her.

      After we say our goodbyes, I grab my purse off the entryway table, remembering last night how we barely made it in the elevator door after dinner before they had me pinned to it. They each took a turn with me, then carried me into the shower where they continued to worship my body.

      I was silly to think they would let me go, I shake my head at myself as I push the elevator button. It doesn't matter, because I’m going downstairs to their office, and they are going to tell me where we all stand.

      I don’t make it two feet off the elevator, and Natasha is on me. I get the feeling she was waiting for me. She has no other reason to be loitering outside Aaron and Justin’s private elevator. I hadn't even given her two thoughts after Justin told me her story, which makes me grit my teeth just thinking about it.

      It’s kind of sad actually, she is very pretty, I don’t understand why she would do such a thing as roofie a man.  I don’t think it would be hard for her to get herself a willing rich man to bed her, but I’m guessing maybe her crazy scares them off.

      “You!” she snaps, pointing her finger in my face and making me take a step back. “They always get what they want, don’t they?”

      I take another step back, trying to get a little distance from her. It’s clear she’s on something. Her eyes are a little wild, and I can smell the booze on her from here—a smell I’m all too used to coming off my own father.

      “Who?” I say, trying to playing dumb, looking around to see if I can spot a security guard nearby.

      “You know who. The Cortez brothers. They snap their fingers…” She snaps both fingers in the air, and I’m shocked that her bright red fake nails don't pop off at the action. “And just get whatever they want. Like me. They wanted me gone and…” She snaps her fingers again. I keep looking around, hoping to catch someone’s eye because she clearly needs a little help.

      “Just like you!”

      I snap my eyes back to her, and a smile spreads across her face. Yeah, she’s got my attention now.

      “What did you think? They came in and saved the day? ‘Let’s save the poor little farm girl from the Mistress Auctions. We’ll sweep her away and all live happy ever after.’ Is that what you thought? That the Cortez brothers are your knights in shining armor?”

      I can tell from the look on her face she knows something I don’t. I want to smack the smug little smirk off her mouth. I should turn, walk away, and not listen to another word she has to say, but I stay rooted to the spot, staring at her. I’m not going to ask what she knows because I can tell she is all too excited to give me the information on her own.

      “Who do you think got your drunk of a father into the poker game, hmm? You think he got to sit down at a table like that without someone getting him a seat? Someone like, maybe, the Cortez brothers? The same someone who knew he’d lose, that you’d need a pile of cash in a bad way.”

      I feel a lump grow in my throat. I’m not sure I could talk if I wanted to. The dam would break, and I don’t want her to see my tears. No, she’d enjoy them too much.

      I feel my mind start to swirl as I try to play back the events and remember how they all unfolded.

      “Starting to click together now?” Her snide remark jars my nerves. “Like I said.” She snaps her fingers once again. “The Cortez brothers wanted you and they made sure they got you. Even if it meant throwing Samantha at you. I'm sure she made a pretty penny roping you in for them. Not exactly knights in shining armor, are they? No, just your plain old johns.”

      The way she puts it makes it all so dirty now. I can't stand to be here another minute. I push past her, making my way to the exit, her laughter following me. Fuck this. I'm out of here. Fuck them and fuck her.

      I almost make it to the glass revolving doors with the Nevada lights shining through them when two figures block my path.

      I knew they'd show at any second but I’d hoped I still had a little time. I never make it far off the elevators before one or both of them show up. I'm convinced they have security alerting them of my every move.

      “Lucky, what's wrong?” Aaron says, reaching for me, but I step back, out of his reach.

      “Fuck,” Justin says, looking past me. He must have spotted Natasha. “Remove her from the property,” he snaps at a security guard standing by the door. He promptly jumps to.

      “I'm going to fucking fire someone. She shouldn't have made it in here without being spotted,” Aaron says, irritation on his face.

      “Baby, I promise you, anything she said is a fucking lie.” Justin says, looking into my face. “Fuck, don't cry. It breaks my heart.” It's then I realize my face is wet, the tears finally coming. Justin tries to reach for me like Aaron did, but I rebuff him too.

      I expect Natasha to fight the guard, to scream and yell, but she doesn't. Maybe because people might be watching. Can actually hear her now. She strolls calmly by with guard escorting her like she just didn't crash my world.

      “Did you set this all up?” I ask, squaring my shoulders. I shouldn't be having this fight with them right out in the open, but I really just don't care at the moment. They won't be able to try to distract me like this.

      They both blanch at my question, telling me all I need to know because they clearly know what I'm talking about.

      “It's not what you think.” Justin is the first to break the silence.

      “It's a yes or no question,” I throw back at him.

      Aaron just stands there, his face growing hard. He's pissed. Good.

      “Yes, but—”

      I cut him off, not caring what he has to say.

      “Then I'm done here. Our contract is up. I'm free to go.” I go to push past them, but Aaron grabs me by the arm. “I said I'm done here.” I try to jerk my arm free, but he only pulls me closer, leaning down to my ear.

      “Well we're not done with you. You think we'd let you go so easily? We'd do all this work to get you here and just let you slip through our fingers? Come on, Lucky, you're smarter than that.”

      I glare up at him. I feel Justin move in closer. They are caging me in between them, not caring who can see what’s happening.

      “You can't make me stay here,” I say, but it comes out breathier than I intended.

      Keep it together, Stella. They tricked you into being here. Made you think they saved you when they orchestrated the trouble in the first place.

      Aaron's free hand goes to my stomach, rubbing softly, and then I feel Justin's hand there too.

      “You could already be carrying our child. You haven't had your period since you've been here. ”  He presses his lips to my ear, his warm breath against my skin. “I would have noticed since we've both been inside you every day, multiple times.”

      My body starts to buzz. He's right, I haven't. But I had that IUD, so I couldn't be. Maybe that messes with your periods or something.

      “You're wrong.” I whisper my reply, but they both are so close I know they hear me. I'm oddly sad that I'm not. “Samantha had me implanted with birth control.”

      Aaron pulls back so he can look me in the eyes, but Justin is the one to speak “I wouldn't be so sure about that if I were you.”

      Before I can process his words, I’m in Justin’s arms, and he's striding across the lobby of the casino. People part to make way as Aaron bulldozes a path through. I can't even imagine the look he is giving people to make them move so quickly.

      “Put me down.” I jerk in Justin's arms, but he only holds me tighter.

      “Careful, Lucky. You could hurt the baby if you fall.”

      “I'm not pregnant you big…oh! You big…” I search for the right word, “…caveman!” I finally shout, making people turn and look at us.

      They both seem oblivious to the attention we’re attracting as they power through to their private elevator.

      “I'll be more than happy to remedy that for you.”

      “I'm not getting into the elevator with you two, I swear,” I continue, ignoring him trying to be cute. It's what he always does when he says I’m in a mood. But this isn't a mood.

      “If you say so, Lucky,” he says, a smile playing on his lips as he strolls into the elevator after Aaron, who still has a hard look on his face. Why is he mad? I'm the one who should be pissed.

      They tricked me! Not only that, but they plotted to get me pregnant. I fight the butterflies that take flight in my stomach when I think about all they have done to actually try to trap me and tie me to them.

      No. Stella, you're mad. Keep it there.

      “And you, drop that pissed look from your face before I smack it off,” I threaten Aaron, who cracks a smile.

      “Don’t smile either!” I snap again, making his stupid handsome smile grow bigger.

      “I can’t even talk to you two. I hate you both right now.”

      “Now you’re just lying, Lucky. You love us,” Justin says, placing a kiss on my cheek.

      “Do not.” My words sound childish but I don’t care.

      “That’s all right. We love you enough to make up for it.”

      Justin’s words make me heart clench. I glance over at Aaron who just stares at him. “I’m sorry you even have to look at me for confirmation of that, Lucky,” Aaron says, taking a step closer to me. “I love you so fucking much. That’s what we’ve been trying to do these past few weeks—make you fall in love with us. To show you how perfect we could be for you. I thought you could tell, I…” He glances up at Justin, “We love you more than anything. You’re it for us.”

      The elevator dings, the door sliding open to reveal our room. “Put me down.” I can see Justin's reluctance, but he does, and I walk into the living room with both men following me.

      “You tricked me and manipulated me to get what you wanted from me,” I say, turning to stare at them. They don’t even look guilty about it.

      “I’d do it again in a heartbeat,” they say in unison.

      I don’t even know how to respond to that. Part of me wants to smack them both, and the other part wants to jump around with joy and to tell them I love them too. I knew if they ever got their hands on me that I would fall for them instantly. That's why I pushed them away at first.

      “Is what we did sneaky? Yeah. But you didn't give us a choice. You wouldn't give us the time of day,” Justin says, pleading their case.

      “That’s no excuse,” I throw back at them.

      “You love us?” Aaron asks, drawing my eyes to his. I know what he's doing. Aaron is pretty direct about things. That’s likely a big part of why I’m standing here. He probably concocted the whole plan, and then Justin more than likely took off with it.

      “That’s not the point I’m getting at.” He wants me to admit it because if I do, then this fight will be over. I’m theirs. Simple as that.

      “Lucky, do you love us?” This time I see something flash across his eyes. He’s scared.

      “Yes, you brutes!” I all but yell at them, not wanting them to have any doubt that I love them.

      They both smile big, and I just roll my eyes.

      “You love us because of who we are, how we go about things, and, baby, how we handle you,” Justin says.

      He’s right. I love the way the three of us fit together. It works for us. Like we were built for each other.

      “No more tricks,” I say, pointing between them, my resolve melting away.

      Justin at least tries to look a little guilty, while Aaron just shakes his head.

      “Can’t promise you that. There isn’t a card I won’t play, pull, or use to keep you with us.” He steps forward, lifting me under my arms so that I’m at eye level with him. “Not one thing. We’d burn down the world just to keep you.”

      How can I fight with that? I can’t even find the words, so I just kiss him.
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      Aaron goes over, picks Stella up, and takes her to the bed. I join him in stripping her out of her clothes, and then we start to remove ours.

      I loom over her, looking down at her body and touching her belly. “I love you, Stella. All we ever wanted was to keep you forever. To make a family with you. To bind you to us.”

      Aaron joins me and rubs his hand on her lower belly too. “I love you too, and we’ve been trying like crazy to make our seed stick so that you could give us a baby and never have to leave us. We want to marry you together and be a family. We want you round with our baby, tits dripping with milk, and always filled with cum.”

      “How can you be sure I’m pregnant? I went to the doctor. He put in an IUD. There’s no way.”

      “Anything is possible with enough money, Stella. The doctor just gave you a normal exam and made sure you were healthy enough to be bred. Did the exam hurt, or did it feel like he put anything inside you?”

      Her face looks surprised, but not upset. “No.”

      “We wanted you, and we’d do anything to have you. Now that you’re here, we are never letting go.”

      Aaron leans down, kissing her belly, and I move to suckle her nipple. She moans at the touches, and I look at Aaron and nod my head.

      “Let us make love to you together, Lucky. It’s time.”

      She reaches out and touches both of us. “I love you both too. I’m ready.”

      I look over at Aaron. “Get the lube.” Aaron moves to the side table, and tosses me the tube. Then he gets on the bed and lies down on his back. He pulls Stella on top of him. She straddles his hips, her legs spread wide as she exposes her ass to me.

      We’ve been preparing her ass for the past month, but we haven’t both taken Lucky at the same time. We wanted to save it for a special moment, and this seems to be it. It’s the ideal way we’d like to fuck her so that Aaron and I are able to be inside her at the same time. Both of her tight holes clenching around us as we both stuff our cock inside her.

      Stella looks down at Aaron, and I can see there’s a little fear on her face. He brushes her hair out of her eyes, and kisses her lips gently. “It’s okay, Lucky. Let us love you together. We’ll make it perfect for you. You trust us to take care of you, right, baby?”

      She looks back at me and reaches up. I lean my cheek into her palm, and she nods her head, giving us her body in the last way possible. She’ll be ours completely now, and it feels so fucking perfect.

      As she leans forward on top of Aaron, his cock juts up behind her. I reach down and lift her hips a little so his cock lines up with her pussy, and she slowly sinks down on him. I drizzle the lube on her asshole, and she shivers at the touch.

      “Easy, baby. Just remember to relax and breathe. It’s just like when we use our fingers.”

      I see her relax a little, and Aaron leans down, sucking a nipple into his mouth. That should help distract her a little. I use two fingers to rub in the lube and slick up her tight hole. I’ve finger fucked her asshole a few times, but it’s still beyond virgin tight. I knew since Aaron got her pussy first, her ass was mine. I’m glad we waited to get to it, because now I won’t cum in it in five seconds like I did her cunt.

      I press the tip of my cock to her asshole, holding it there and lubing it up. I see the tight ring clench at the pressure, and my cock drips cum on her hole, begging for entry. “Relax, baby, and push back against me. Let me in.”

      Stella rocks back a little, and I barely breach the tightness. Fuck, that sweet ass is going to fight me as I try to get inside. It’s going to strangle my cock, and I leak more cum, feeling it suck me in a little more with each rock.

      After a little more pressure, I pop through her tight asshole, and we all breathe a sigh of relief. “That’s it, Lucky, open up for me. Push back on my dick and help me slide in while Aaron stays in your pussy.”

      Stella moans, loving my filthy words. She may seem sweet and innocent, but between us, she’s our dirty girl. She pushes back farther, taking more of my cock in her ass. She fucks herself on both of our cocks, slowly begging to be filled. Taking her ass virginity is so good. She’s so tight and squeezes me so perfectly that even though she lets me get off in her at least three times a day, I don’t have the stamina to last with this feeling. “It’s so tight, baby. You feel so good.”

      As she takes me all the way to the root, I hear Aaron moan at the same time I do. She’s fully seated on both of us, and leans back against my chest to take us even deeper. My hands go around to her tits, playing and pinching her nipples. Aaron and I just hold our cocks inside her, letting her young body adjust to us.

      Aaron puts one hand on her belly and moves the other to her clit, rubbing small circles, making her clench on both of us. He rubs her with both hands, reminding her of how we’ve bred her this past month. I lean down and kiss her neck, and then move up to lick the shell of her ear. “Aaron is going to fill your pussy, and I’m going to fill your ass, love. Then we are going to give you a nice long bath and take turns so he can have your tight hole back here too. It’s only fair, right?”

      She closes her eyes and nods her head as she starts to move up and down on us. Aaron and I begin to alternate thrusts, him going up as I pull slightly out.

      “I want to be able to cum in your pussy too, Lucky. You know we have to keep it even. Each of us getting our share of cum in you.”

      Aaron and I both move our hands down and I hold her pussy lips apart so he can rub her slick clit. I can feel our cocks drag against each other inside her, and knowing that we are both giving her what she needs is the best feeling in the world. I love knowing that we are both taking care of her, and that we are able to love her as one. We can be twice the man for her, because she deserves the best, and we are going to give her the best every day until the end of time.

      As Aaron and I hold onto her, I nod at him, letting him know it’s time. I bite down on her shoulder as he pinches her clit, and we both thrust into her at the same time. She comes on a scream, shattering in our arms, and we both go over the edge with her. She gives us everything her body has been holding back, and I feel the love resonate between the three of us. We are finally one, and it’s absolutely the most perfect moment of my life.

      I feel a small tear roll down her cheek, and I kiss it away, knowing exactly the emotions running through her right now.

      A whisper sounds, “I love you,” and, though I don’t know which one of us said it, we all agree.
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        Five years later…

      

      It’s been five years since we first laid eyes on Lucky, and not a day goes by that we don’t think about that.

      I look over at her and Justin playing in the pool with the twins. Our two little boys look exactly like their mother, but God help us, do they act like Justin and me. We are in for it in a few years. Stella is so pregnant, and I worry about her swimming, but she keeps saying that the water eases the pressure on her back. Her little body works hard to give us babies, so we try to make her as comfortable as possible.

      We still own the casino, but work from home a lot. Thankfully, we only have to go in one or two days a week for some basic housekeeping. Otherwise we are here with our family.

      After Stella agreed to be ours, we got married about a minute later. She was, in fact, pregnant before the thirty days were up, and Justin and I were all too pleased about it. I knew she was our lucky charm from the first moment I laid eyes on her.

      We put her dad Frank in a rehab program while we had Lucky under contract, and after he got out things were okay for a little while. She ended up giving the farm to Tim, the foreman, and gave him enough money so he never had to worry about lean years again. She said she had plenty of money, and being married to two rich casino owners had its perks. I laughed, but hey, I’d keep her any way I could.

      I think once Frank realized she’d sold the farm, he got depressed thinking about how he’d lost everything, and went back to drinking again. It took Stella a long time to see it, but in the end she realized he was too selfish to do anything for anyone but himself. We see him on occasion, but mostly he stays out of the picture.

      It may be cold, but I always thought if he was willing to put his daughter's life on the line for an addiction, he wasn’t worth having around anyway. I thought maybe when we had grandkids it would change his mind, but sadly that didn’t do it either. Justin reaches out to him a lot, so maybe one day he’ll come around. As I look at Lucky and our babies, I really hope he does. He’s missing out on a fucking great life.

      Don is beyond ecstatic we finally gave him the grandkids he’s been begging for, and he’s on his way over to grill out with us today. He’s probably got presents for them too, even though we keep telling him to stop buying them stuff. He says, “What’s the use of all this money if I can’t waste it on my babies?” The old man really is turning into a big marshmallow in his old age.

      Stella, Justin and I are living the perfect life surrounded by people we love. I couldn’t have written a better story if I tried. Well, maybe I would have left out that Natasha bullshit, but that’s life, right? There’s always a little something you’ve got to get through when it turns out this good.

      I smile to myself, thinking about Mandy and the mess we got her in back then.

      “What’s so funny?” Stella asks, swimming over to the edge where I’m sitting.

      “Nothing, baby. Just thinking about Mandy.”

      She rolls her eyes and then laughs. “You two are the worst.”

      I ignore her statement, get in the pool with her and swim us over to Justin and the boys. I smile and kiss her while rubbing her belly and thinking about how I’d have done the same thing to keep her, and still would.

      Love is crazy, and so are the two of us when it comes to Stella.
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      Welcome back to the Mistress Auction. This time it’s Halloween, and Mandy is going to have a wickedly good time.

      Working for Charles was a nightmare, and now that Mandy's time with him is up, there's only one way to satisfy her suppressed desires. The Mistress Auction can help her get Charles out of her system and start afresh.

      Charles has been watching and waiting for months. He has bided his time, and now is his chance to take what he wants. Mandy has entered the Mistress Auction, and he's got a plan to make her his. But thirty days of her cuffed to his bed won't be enough.

      What do you do when the woman you want tries to run from you? Easy. Buy her.

      

      Warning: This book plays with Dominance and submission, cuffs, spankings, lap sitting, hair pulling, crawling, and begging... If any of that turns you on, then come play with Mandy and Charles.
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        Mandy

      

    
    
      “This is freaking delicious.” I lick the rim of my lemon drop martini again.

      Tiffany lets out a snort and it somehow comes out sexy, just like everything she does. Hell, she’s one of the main attractions here at the Snake Eyes; her burlesque show sells out every night there's a show. “I'm pretty sure you said the first one tasted like ass.”

      “Well, they must have gotten a new bartender, because this one tastes like sweet heaven.” I prove my point by gulping down the rest of the drink, enjoying the sour burn at the back of my throat.

      “Hmm, it could be that. Or the fact that it’s your fourth one, but we can go with the bartender thing if you like.” Smiling at me over her own martini, she kills hers too. Tossing her perfectly manicured hand in the air, she signals for two more drinks. The young pretty-boy waiter with short blond curls hops to, hoping to get any of Tiffany’s attention that he can.

      I glance down at my outfit. Maybe I’d get more male attention if I dressed the part. It wasn’t something I’d wanted before. A long time ago I caught the wrong man’s attention, but that had been years ago. Since the two men who kind of took me under their wing and raised me fell in love with the woman of their dreams, I found myself feeling envious. Seeing what they have makes me long for something more, only no one seems to notice me.

      I’m still wearing what I wore to work today, having just met Tiffany down in one of the casino bars for a drink. I’m celebrating my final day here, and Tiff said we had to have one last hurrah. Looking over at Tiff, I see her watching me.

      “I look out of place next to you.” I can feel myself scrunching my nose as I compare the two of us.

      “No, you just need to loosen up.” Hopping down from her chair, she straightens her short dress before standing in front of me. The lights of the bar bounce off her blonde wavy hair. “May I?” she asks, but before I can agree, she does what she wants anyway.

      She pulls my dark hair down from my ponytail, letting it cascade down my back. She runs her fingers through it before giving it a nice fluff. “Wow, your hair is so long and gorgeous. Why do you keep it up all the time?”

      “So it’s not in my way.”

      I’m all about function, and a ponytail just makes sense to me. It’s out of the way, and I like things to be efficient and practical. Not only that, but when I do my job I like to blend into the background. Sometimes when people forget you’re there, you can get the upper hand on them in the future. The Cortez brothers taught me to always let other people do the talking. They’ll dig their own grave and you’ll get what you want in the end without getting your hands dirty.

      Reaching into her purse, she hands me her lipstick, and then starts unbuttoning my shirt. “What are you doing?” I make a move to stop her, but she pushes my hands out of the way.

      “Letting the girls out to breathe a little. Oh, nice, a red bra. It matches the lipstick perfectly.” She pops a few more buttons, and I should stop her, but I can't seem to find the will to care. The four lemon drops are making me feel a bit braver. If she thinks it looks hot, then why the hell not?

      “All right, stand up.”

      I hop down from my own chair and straighten my wobbly legs. She peers up at me, giving me a wicked look. “You and those heels. You have incredible legs.”

      I live for heels. They’re my one indulgence. I don’t care that I’m already a tall girl; I still wear them. They make me feel sexy, and I’d probably sleep in them if I didn’t think I’d shred my sheets. Tiffany eyes my legs as the waiter makes his way back to us, setting down the next round of drinks.

      “Hey, pretty boy. Got some scissors around here?”

      “Sure thing, Miss Foxy.”

      “How do you wrap them around your finger like that?” I ask, watching the waiter retreat quickly to do as Tiffany asked. He’s probably hoping for just a sliver of her attention.

      She rolls her eyes at my question. “They’re in love with Foxy Bow, a person I play on stage, not me.” I can hear the irritation in her words, but she smiles as she talks. I can see through what she’s saying since I’ve gotten to know her the past thirty days. I’ve been here serving out my contract and we’ve slowly become good friends in that time.

      All kinds of men flock to her, promising her a world of riches and everything she could ever want. She always turns them down, not wanting any of it. I had been a little envious of how easy it was for her to get a man’s attention, but now I can see it’s not so sweet on the other side. Most people want the fantasy of her, but no one knows who she really is. The first mistake most men make is promising her money. She has the top-selling show on the strip; Tiff is not in need of anything.

      “I’m sorry.” I try to offer her comfort, but don’t want to push it. If she wants to talk about it she will. I know better than anyone that sometimes you don’t want to talk about things from your past that haunt you. It’s best to leave them there, and maybe they’ll finally go away.

      “I don’t need to be someone’s trophy,” is all she says.

      Quickly, the waiter returns, scissors in hand. Dropping in front of me, Tiff goes to work on my pencil skirt, taking several inches off the bottom and adding a slit up my thigh on both sides.

      “Damn, Mandy. You look crazy hot now.”

      I feel my face warm at her words, but maybe it’s the alcohol coursing through my system. Glancing down at myself again, I can’t help but smile.

      “Drink up. The band starts in about thirty minutes, and you need to drink however many drinks it takes you to get on the dance floor.”

      I feel so relaxed and sexy sitting back in my chair, the slits in my skirt showing off my thighs. I take a long sip from my new drink, and lick the remaining sugar from the rim. Maybe I should have told her I don’t need another to make me dance, but I don’t have to because as soon as the first song blasts across the bar, I find myself on top of a table with Tiff as she teaches me some of her favorite moves from her shows.

      The bar patrons cheer as we lose ourselves in the music. I can’t remember the last time I had this much fun or felt this free—no responsibilities sitting on my shoulders. Tomorrow is a new day. I just can’t bring myself to care about anything other than this moment. Throwing my head back, I close my eyes and let the music take me. Until the spell is broken by the bane of my existence.

      “Get your ass down right fucking now.”

      Dropping my head forward, I open my eyes to see Mr. Townsend standing there. He looks as hard as ever, with a jaw that could crack stone. For once in my life I’m actually taller than him because I’m up on the table. It’s not often a man towers over me with thanks to my height and my love of heels, but he does. There was no way to miss it, not when he hovered over my every move while I worked for him. He acted like I was an incompetent moron who didn’t know how to do their job. He gave me projects I could do in my sleep, and still micromanaged me. He never trusted me with anything, and it annoyed me every second of the past thirty days.

      This past month has been daunting. At first, I bit my tongue because he was my boss, but then a few times I couldn’t help it and made a few snide remarks. When he seemed to like it, I decided to ignore him. It is difficult to do because even though I have the urge to kick him in the balls a few times a day, he is attractive. No. ‘Attractive’ isn’t the right word. He’s hard and gruff—so not traditionally handsome. The attraction I feel for him rubs on my nerves. I feel this draw to him, but I hate it. How can I want a man who thinks I’m a nitwit?

      “Make me, Sir.” I throw out the title he hates so much. Every time I use it, he corrects me. Well, he’s not my boss anymore, so the most he can do is kick me out of his casino. I’ll be leaving in the morning anyway, so what do I care.

      “Tiffany. Down,” he snaps at Tiff, but he keeps his dark eyes on me. Like everyone around here, she quickly jumps to his command.

      “Fine.” I roll my eyes before awkwardly getting down from the table top. I plop into my chair, pretending Charles isn’t standing there. Picking up my drink, I take three big gulps, finishing it off. Why don’t I do this more often? My whole body feels warm and fuzzy. All the stress and strain I normally carry seem to leave my system with each drink I take.

      Like always when I ignore him, he pushes himself into my space. “We have a seven o’clock meeting, and you're three sheets to the wind, Ms. Burch.” His voice is thick with irritation. Like he had to come down here and babysit me. This happens every time I stop somewhere after work and hang out for a little while. He always pops up and starts barking orders at whoever I’m with. Either that or asking me a million and one questions about his itinerary, questions he could easily find the answers to if he just opened his stupid phone and looked. A few times he would even track me down when I was having dinner, and join me without asking, just to ask me pointless questions to things he already knew!

      “No, you have a meeting at seven,” I respond, correcting him. He’s not my boss anymore. Nope. Contract complete. A contract I only agreed to because the Cortez brothers asked me, and I’d do almost anything for them. They came into my life when I needed someone, and we made our own little makeshift family. We may not share blood, but they are my brothers. I worked as their assistant for six years, so when they came to me about taking up a thirty-day work contract with Mr. Townsend, I agreed. I could tell it meant something to them, and that he must have been holding something over their heads. I didn't ask and they didn't tell me. Knowing he blackmailed them only made me more pissed at the man. But it doesn't matter now. Time's up. I did my thirty days, and I’m free to go. I don’t have to play nice anymore.

      “What the hell is that supposed to mean? Where I go you go.” He’s pissed and standing so close I can feel the heat of his body behind my chair. He did make me go everywhere with him because he didn’t trust me to do anything right. He had to oversee every detail of everything I did. I look over at Tiff and roll my eyes again. But she just keeps looking between us with a shocked look on her face. I don't blame her for not jumping in; she still works here.

      “Not anymore. Contract is up.” My face is smug as I turn to look into dark eyes. Something I noticed a lot of people avoid, but I don’t. He’s closer than I thought, leaning over where I sit. The high-top chair brings me to eye level with him, and I watch as his eyes drop to my mouth.

      “Sugar,” I say, referring to the sugar he probably sees on my lips. I’ve been licking it off all the martinis I ordered tonight.

      “Sugar?” He mimics me, pulling his eyes from my lips.

      I don’t know what possesses me, maybe the underlying attraction I feel towards him, or maybe the alcohol. Hell, maybe I just want to get a rise out of him and see what he’ll do. Mostly, I know it’s because, come tomorrow, I’ll likely never see him again. Vegas is a little city at times, but I can avoid crossing paths with him. I think all those reasons combined have me pressing my lips against his.

      At first, I don’t think he’s going to respond, his lips firm and unyielding against mine. But when I go to pull away with embarrassment, I feel one of his hands snake into my hair, grabbing a fistful and holding me in place as he makes the kiss his own.

      It isn’t soft, not that I thought a kiss from him would be. No, everything about him is hard and forceful, just like he’s kissing me now. Taking control, he grips my hair tighter, and a moan falls from my lips, making them part for him. His tongue pushes in as he hungrily eats at my mouth. I’m so overtaken by the kiss that I’m not even sure I’m kissing him back.

      Too soon, he pulls away from my lips, only to go to my neck. He trails open-mouthed kisses up my throat to my ear, like he can't get enough of me. He uses his hold on my hair to expose my neck and to take what he wants. My body seems to come to life, and a feeling washes over me like I’ve never felt before. Desire. It’s pure need, and something I’m not used to feeling.

      “Holy shit,” I hear Tiff say, and it breaks my lust-filled bubble.

      I come back to reality and realize I’m in a bar with everyone staring at us. After all, the owner of the casino just went at a girl in the middle of the room. It’s not like Charles is a man to be missed. He takes up a lot of space, and everyone knows who he is. He’s one of the richest men in Vegas.

      In the time I’d worked him, I’d never seen Charles with a woman. Oh, they threw themselves at him all right, but he always acted like it was a nuisance. Maybe he didn’t mix business and pleasure, or maybe he’s married.

      I’ve never seen a ring on his finger, but this is Vegas. Men here think they can do whatever they want, and a lot of the wives don’t mind as long as they get to keep living the life they’re used to. If I ever got married, I’d want to be my husband’s everything. Like my brothers are with their soon-to-be wife, Stella.

      I push at his chest, and he breaks away from my neck, releasing my hair.

      “It’s time to go.” It’s his classic ‘do as I say’ voice that he uses on all his employees. Once again, he has forgotten I’m not his anymore.

      “No.’ I turn back around in my chair, dismissing him. I grab my drink, but then realize I’m holding an empty glass. Did I drink it all already? Huh.

      “Come on, Mandy, let’s head out.” Tiff grabs her purse, and I can only bet Charles is shooting her a look behind me.

      “Why? I’m having fun, and he can’t make me leave unless he kicks me out of his casino. Are you kicking me out of your casino?” I have to turn to look at him again, and I can't help the arrow of desire that shoots to my pussy when I see the red smudge of lipstick I left all over his mouth. He’s always so brooding, and I can’t help but love that I smeared it on him, dulling the effect of his sternness somewhat. My mouth must look the same.

      He studies my face before a cocky grin shows on his mouth, letting me know he’s two steps ahead of me. Motioning to one of the security guards walking around, he leans over and whispers something in his ear. The guard disappears into the seething mass of dancers on the floor.

      “I’d never kick you out of my casino,” Charles says smoothly.

      Suddenly, the DJ stops the music. “Attention, ladies and gentlemen. The bar is now closed. We’re sorry for the inconvenience. Any open tabs left at the bar are covered by Mr. Townsend.” The crowd cheers for the free drinks, but I just shoot Charles a death look.

      “There are several bars across this whole casino, Charles. You can’t close them all.”

      “I’ll close the whole goddamn casino,” he fires back, his hard jaw clenching.

      I hate it because I know he will just to prove a point. He won, so I’ll be leaving the bar. I don't have the energy to fight him right now as I feel the full force of the drinks start to wear on me.

      “Goodnight, Charles. My thirty days are up, and just like you did with the past thirty days, you’ve ruined this day too. You win. I don’t know why or what made my brothers agree to your contract, but I did it. Leave them alone, and furthermore leave me alone. I’ll be gone in the morning.”

      Jumping down from my chair, I wobble a little from the effects of the alcohol. When I go to push past him, he grabs me by the arm to halt my departure, but I don’t look at him.

      “Let go.”

      He ignores my order. “What did I do to you to make you dislike me so much?”

      Blackmail my brothers, make me want you when I shouldn't, be cold to me, treat me like a dumbass… they’re all on the tip of my tongue, but what’s the point? It doesn't matter anymore.

      “It’s not important.”

      “It’s important to me.” I glance up and see a look in his eyes I’ve never seen before. Maybe it was the martinis playing tricks on me because when I blink and look again, it’s gone.

      “You had your chance to get to know me, Charles. I’ll tell you again, time's up.”

      With that, I yank my arm from his hold and walk away. I should say goodbye to Tiffany, but I’m sure she’ll understand. I’m going up to my room because tomorrow things are going to change.

      

      “Samantha?”

      The piece of paper with the number scrawled on it is now wrinkled and being shredded shakily by my nervous fingers.

      “Yes, this is Samantha. What can I help you with?”

      “Umm, this is Mandy. I got your number from Stella.”

      “Oh, yes, how is she? Well taken care of, I’m sure.”

      I smile at that because it’s true. If only I could be so lucky. I want what she and my brothers have, and it’s time I stepped out of my box and tried something new. “Yes, she’s wonderful. I’m actually calling about myself. I’ve worked for the Cortez brothers for years; you might have seen me around?”

      I try to think if I could ever remember spotting her before, but her face isn’t coming to mind.

      “Yes, of course, I remember you. What can I help you with?”

      “I was wondering if there might be an open spot in your auction.” My words are tentative and sound slightly scared. I’m terrified but desperate.

      I can almost hear the smirk in her voice when she asks, “Do you like Halloween?”
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      I cannot believe I’m doing this. Only for her would I come here again. The last and only time I’ve ever been to a mistress auction was to help torture the Cortez brothers.

      “And here he is, the devil himself. Looking the part and all.”

      Samantha looks me up and down, eyeing my costume. I’m dressed in all black, on my head sit two red horns, and I’m holding a dark red pitchfork. I thought the devil costume seemed appropriate as it’s what Mandy called me the entire time she worked for me.

      “It just had to be a Halloween-themed auction, didn’t it?”

      Samantha’s wicked smile is all-knowing, and I could chew nails at the sight of it. Samantha is dressed in black as well, but when she smiles, her blood red lips reveal fangs. “Everything is in place, Mr. Townsend. I look forward to our transaction after the auction is complete. Please enjoy your evening.”

      I watch her walk away. As she reaches the door, she is stopped by Leo Ramsey. He’s a local real estate developer in Vegas, and he’s big money. He’s a nice enough guy, and we’ve done a little business together, but he’s clean whereas I often get dirty with my deals.

      I watch as he leans into her. He’s wearing a long black robe, and as he goes over to her, he pulls the hood over his head, covering his face. I see them exchange a few words, and then he leans further into her, pressing her into the shadows. I look around and see that her security isn’t close by. I think about going over to make sure she doesn't need a hand. As the thought hits me, Leo steps back from her, and she disappears down a hallway. When he turns around, I lock eyes with him, accidentally giving him the okay to come over where I’m standing.

      “Ramsey,” I say by way of a greeting.

      “That’s not what it looked like.” His defensive words should have me second guessing him, but the look in his eyes shows me he means it.

      “Not my business.” I turn towards the stage, dismissing him, but he continues to stand next to me. It doesn't matter what it looks like. If anyone can handle themselves, it’s Samantha.

      “I mean that. I would never try to hurt her.”

      I turn back to him and look him up and down. He’s the same size as me, and I’m not a small man. He’s got tanned skin, which I assume is a product of being in the Vegas sun all the time. He wears his dark hair long, and has a short beard which is unusual for men who lives in such a hot climate.

      “Like I said, it’s not my business, Leo.” He knows I see everything and take mental notes. I’m kind of famous for it. If something is happening in this town, I know about it, and I’ve heard rumors of him and Samantha. Not that they’ve ever been together, just that he won’t quit chasing her. “One day maybe she’ll end up on the chopping block.”

      He follows my line of sight to the stage and shakes his head. “Not if I can help it.” He takes a deep breath as if to shake off a thought before turning back to me. “I hear you’re looking for something specific tonight. I think we’ve all been informed several times.”

      He’s referring to Mandy, and I clench my fingers around my pitchfork. “Goodnight, Leo.”

      “Always a pleasure, Charles. Perfect costume, by the way.”

      When he finally departs, I loosen my grip and lean against the back wall. The tables are all set, and I’ve got one reserved up front. I won’t sit there until the auction starts, and I’ve still got a lot of time. Time to stand here and observe, and time to brood.

      Samantha knows exactly what she’s doing. She called me the same night Mandy asked to be entered into an auction. I broke a few things before I was finally able to calm down enough to plan. I had to have a plan. And I only had a week to make it work. Fortunately, money makes things move as fast as you need them to.

      My assistant, Cupid, was in my office that night, making arrangements. After his thirty days were up at the Cortez casino, he came back to the ‘den of sin’ as he liked to call the Snake Eyes. He said he enjoyed working for the brothers, but preferred the debauchery of the Snake Eyes. I can’t say I blame him. I do as well.

      When I turned eighteen, my father, Howard Townsend, offered me my trust fund. He was a wealthy man, having opened and operated five casinos in Vegas by the time I was ten. I was a punk kid, but I knew one thing—I wanted to make it on my own. I signed my rights away to my inheritance and went to college to get my MBA. I ended up getting a PhD in business development, but most people don’t know that. I got a loan and opened my baby, the Snake Eyes casino the day I turned thirty. Five years later we are at nearly one hundred percent capacity every day of the year.

      My casino isn’t affiliated with any other Townsend properties, and it’s important to me that it stays that way. I appreciate how hard my father worked to give me the life he never had, but that didn’t mean I wanted to leach off him. I wanted to make a life of my own, and if my name was on the building, I wanted to be able to do whatever the fuck I wanted to do.

      I look down at my costume and think about how I’ve gotten where I am now. The only way anyone could be in this room was if they had a costume on. Samantha does have a flair for the dramatic. I grit my teeth, thinking again that there’s only one person I would ever do this for.

      Mandy.

      The first time I saw her, I was getting into a car outside Echo, having just finished a business dinner there. Cupid had the door open for me, and I looked over my shoulder and saw her. I literally stopped moving and just stared at her. She looked like a model with her slim body, long legs, and her hair pulled back from her face, but her features were soft and angelic. She was unlike anything I’d ever seen, and I was struck dumb by her soft beauty.

      “That’s Mandy Burch, assistant to the Cortez brothers,” Cupid whispered without my even having to ask.

      I started to walk over, but at that moment the brothers came out of the restaurant, each of them wrapping an arm around her. I could have breathed fire I was so angry at seeing them with her. I whirled around and got into the back of the car, letting Cupid get in after me. Once he shut the door, the driver pulled away. I chewed on my fingernail as I stared out the window, seething with jealousy. She belonged to them. I was angry with myself for having this reaction to a woman. It had never happened before. These emotions were hitting me all at once, and I felt like I was going to explode.

      “She seems quite fond of the brothers, wouldn’t you agree?”

      Cupid is trying to make me commit murder, I just know it.

      “You know, we could always use some extra help around the casino. Maybe I should get her number just in case she ever decides to leave.”

      “Yes.” It was all I could say. The thought of having some connection to her made me start to think. Maybe I could somehow lure her away. Maybe somehow I could get her to talk to me, and then I could make her see. See what, though? I doubt a stunning woman like her would have anything to do with someone like me. But I’m a selfish bastard and I play dirty. “Get her number. I’ll take care of this personally.”

      “Perfect,” Cupid confirms, and then I hear him tapping away on his phone.

      I shake off the memory, hating that I didn’t act sooner. Instead I just called her number to hear her voice on the phone before quickly hanging up. I was terrified. What would I say to a woman like her? My tastes are dark, and so are my desires. I didn’t know then how to tell her what I want to do to her. I thought bringing her into my casino and making her work with me would give me the opportunity to see if we could be together in that way. I had hoped that after thirty days of working with her, I would have found out if she could handle my demands.

      But after a month together, I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t ruin her with my desires. I tried every day to control the beast inside me, but seeing her, smelling her sweetness, I wanted to ruin her. It didn't matter if she met my needs, I had to find a way for it to work.

      She complained that I micromanaged her, that I was always hovering over her. It’s true, and it’s because I couldn’t stand to be more than a few feet from her. Having her in my office drove me insane, but if she wasn’t in my sights, I would go crazy.

      The Snake Eyes specializes in more selective needs for a more selective clientele. We have rooms outfitted for your kinkiest desires, and knowing what could happen if Mandy went to the wrong room had me on edge. What if she saw something that disgusted her, and then she never came back? What if she went into one of our group rooms and decided I was some kind of sexual pervert? I couldn’t risk it, so I kept her under lock and key while she was working for me. Her room was right next to mine, and I had cameras installed in hers so I could watch her, despite her being just on the other side of the wall from me.

      I should probably feel guilty about that, but not an inch of me does. Especially not the ten inches in my pants. I can’t tell you how many times I watched her sleep. Just sleep. I must really be fucked up in the head if watching her sleep turns me on.

      But some nights she did more than sleep.

      The first night she touched herself, I was taken by surprise. I was sitting in my home office, and all three monitors on my desk were showing Mandy laid out on her bed. I installed these cameras myself, and I was the only one with the feed. I didn’t want anyone else to see her like this, it was just for me.

      She was hot that night, and it may have had something to do with me setting the temperature in her room to the eighties. I wanted to see her sweat and possibly remove some clothes in an effort to cool down. What I saw her do was far more than I bargained for.

      I sit back in my chair and take a sip of my vodka. Most men my age drink some kind of dark liquor, but I never developed a taste for it, preferring vodka on the rocks with a twist of lemon. Sipping the cold drink, I feel it run down my throat and warm my chest. I watch as she pushes the covers off her completely, exposing her body and trying to cool off. The cameras are high definition and have night vision, but I still can’t see everything I want. As if I were there. I lick the rim of my glass, tasting the tartness of the lemon, imagining I’m licking it off her soft skin.

      Mandy’s dressed in nothing but a t-shirt and panties. I watch as she rolls over onto her back and sighs with frustration. I smile to myself, thinking I should probably adjust her temperature, but I just want to torture her a little longer.

      Suddenly, I see her hand run over her stomach and down into her panties.

      “Fuck.” I nearly choke on my vodka. I slam my glass down on my desk and sit up to get a closer look at the monitors. I was half-hard just sitting there watching her lie there in her underwear, but now that I’m seeing her do more, I’m at full attention.

      I scoot to the edge of my chair, undoing my belt and unzipping my slacks. There’s no way I’m not jerking off with her. I pull out my cock and feel its weight in my hand. I watch closely as she sneaks her hand down the front of her panties, and I see her fingers start to move. Up and down her panties go, the rubbing motion making it clear what she’s doing.

      Her long slim legs are spread wide as her other hand joins the party. I can only imagine one is spreading her sweet lips while the other strums her clit. She must be in such need to rub one out right now. God, how I wish I could take care of that need for her.

      I lick my palm and run it up and down my dick, using the cum leaking from the tip to help guide the way. I’m fucking solid as a rock right now and could cum from just watching her rub her pussy. She’s got me so turned on and twisted up inside, I could literally cum from a single touch from her.

      I squeeze my cock, rubbing in hard strokes, just waiting for her to cum. I don’t want to cum until she does. I lick my lips, wishing I could taste just a drop of the sweet nectar between her long legs. I try to imagine how sweet she tastes. I keep up with her strokes, trying to go at the same pace, but I see her get frustrated and stop. She makes some kind of growling sound, and then goes back to working her pussy again. After another ten minutes or so she lets out another grunt and stops.

      My poor girl needs help, but I can’t provide it. Not yet. I pet my hard cock, and though it kills me to wait, I will. I’m going to save it up for her. One day, I’m going to fuck her, and when I do, she’ll get this load, and every other one I’ve been holding back as I wait for her to cum first.

      I grab the remote and set her room to cool. I watch as, minutes later, she's snuggled under the blanket, sleeping.

      “Soon, Mandy. Soon.”

      So here I am at the Mistress Auction, ready to pay for it. At least this way, I’ll have her, and I’ll get what I want. Putting an exchange of money between us makes things much clearer. I’ll pay to have her the way I want her, and she can’t do anything about it. I’m sure she’ll be less than thrilled at the way I’m getting her, but I’m beyond the point of caring. She’s been eating away at me since the first moment I laid eyes on her, and it’s time I got her. She never came in all the nights I watched her touch herself. I haven’t either, so I know both of us could really use this right about now. This is something I can give her. Maybe I could make her body crave mine as much as I crave hers, dig myself so deep into her skin she could never leave me. I'd be the only person who could make her cum.

      The overhead lights dim, and I know it’s time. I make my way over to my reserved table up front, and as I sit down, two men approach me from either side, pulling up chairs. I start to protest because I specifically reserved this table for one, but when I look up, I see who it is.

      “Really?”

      Aaron and Justin smile at me as they take a seat.

      “You were kind enough to be at our auction when we got Stella, we just thought we’d repay the debt.” Aaron grabs my glass of water and takes a drink.

      They’re both dressed similarly—as big, black, round pieces of foam. I can’t help but ask. “What are you supposed to be?”

      Aaron smiles. “An Oreo. Stella’s the cream filling. We figured it was an easy costume since she’s pretty much always filled with our cream.”

      I groan at the stupid joke and raise an eyebrow at Justin. “You two have been informed of the plan for her auction, correct?”

      “Yes, yes, Samantha told us. Doesn’t mean we can’t heckle.”

      I feel my neck getting hot from the anger boiling up inside me. I’m trying to breathe and remain calm, but I feel like choking both of them.

      “Relax, Satan. We aren’t here to embarrass our girl. We just want to make sure she’s okay, and that everything goes to plan,” Aaron says, calming me a little.

      “She’s not your girl. She doesn’t belong to either of you.” I hear myself snap out the words, but I don’t care.

      “Mandy is like a sister to us.” Aaron has a hard look on his face, but I can see that it comes from a place of love. I think it’s great they see her that way, but it means nothing to me. They need to get it through their thick heads she isn't theirs.

      “She’s about to be mine.”

      Justin leans back in his chair, takes a drink of his beer and exchanges a look with Aaron. Neither of them say a word.

      I have to have her, no matter what it takes. And if suffering through an auction with the two of them is the only way to do it, then so be it. The lights dim a bit lower, and the auctioneer's voice fills the room.

      “Good evening, gentlemen. Let’s begin.”
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      “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I half-whisper into the phone, practically hiding in the corner of the dressing room while everyone else runs around getting ready for the auction. I should be doing the same, but I needed a pep talk from the person who helped talk me into doing this.

      I don’t know what came over me the other morning. After I woke up from my drunken night, I knew it was time for a change. I called Justin and Aaron, only to have Stella answer the phone. I wasn’t sure if I needed to come back right away to their casino to work or if I could take some time to myself. I thought maybe I could go away for a while and try to take some time for myself. I can’t remember a time in my life when I slowed down enough just to enjoy myself. No, I always kept moving. I was always on to the next task.

      Maybe I was still a little drunk that morning, because I found myself rambling on and on to Stella all morning about wishing I had someone in my life. This wasn't normal for me. I tend to keep to myself, burying my emotions deep inside and focusing on solving others’ problems. It was part of what I did for a living—jumping from one fire to another, but never asking others for help in putting out my own.

      I had Don and the Cortez brothers, but I wanted someone who was mine. I wanted to be treated the way Aaron and Justin treat Stella. Like I was somebody’s everything. The lengths they went to to have her might have seemed a little crazy, extreme and over the top, but to me it was the sweetest thing I’d ever seen. I wanted that so bad lately, I could almost taste it.

      I’d be lying to myself if I didn’t admit part of this has been because of Charles. This newfound need to search for my ‘one’, as Aaron and Justin call it. When I first saw Charles, desire like nothing I’d ever felt before shot through my body. It felt like I was waking up for the first time, and maybe I was. He was male perfection in its roughest form. I never thought I had a type before him, but it seems I do now. He has this dark cloud around him, and I find myself wanting to see how close I can get to him. Then I found out who he was. His name wasn’t unknown, but somehow I’d never run into him before. Maybe I’d seen his face online before, but it hadn't caught my eye. Being in his presence, there was no missing him now. But all that desire fled my body when I realized this was the man who was holding something against Justin and Aaron. For some reason I had an inkling it had to do with Stella too, which only pissed me off further. I don’t have a lot of people in my life, and part of that is probably my own fault. I’m not the most social person in the world, but the people I do have in my life, I would do whatever was necessary to protect them. Charles was a threat to my little makeshift family, and in my eyes he became the enemy.

      When that desire left my body, it was almost like an ache began. Now there’s this hole that’s wishing to be filled again. A hole he put there and that I have to fill or the ache will consume me. Maybe a little passion in my life would do that.

      “It’s fine! I was so flipping scared when I did it, and look! It turned out perfectly,” Stella says dreamily, breaking into my thoughts. It’s like she’s part of a fairytale or something. Well, maybe she is, but definitely an R-rated version of one.

      “Yeah, but yours was a set up. Who knows who will buy me?” I don’t have some guy out there who’s been pining for my attention, but the truth is that it doesn’t really matter at this point. I’m a twenty-five-year-old virgin. My romantic life is nonexistent. Maybe I’ll fall in love, or maybe I’ll just have a little fun. I’m going to spend the next thirty days playing catch up on my sex life.

      “You know Samantha only has the best to offer.” She’s trying to comfort me, but it’s the final few minutes until go time, and I’m starting to have a small freak-out.

      “I read the contract.”

      “See? Then you know you’ll be fine.”

      “Yeah, I know I won’t be stuck with some asshole, but I also read that part about keeping my mouth shut and not asking questions. And the part where they can take other lovers and that’s not my business.” I roll my eyes just thinking about it.

      “Mandy. Calm down. We talked about this. Hell, you were the one who said you didn’t have to find love. You said that it might be nice if it works out, but that you just want to have a little fun. Wanting to step out of the neat little box you’re in isn’t a bad idea.”

      Releasing a deep breath, I feel my body relax at her words. “You’re right. I’m going in circles here. I guess I’m just freaking out a little.” I don’t know why this is all flooding me right now. I’d been thinking on this for days while I holed myself up in a fancy spa that sits on the outskirts of Vegas—a spa I'd been dying to go to, but never let myself find the time. I soaked in the sun and enjoyed the nothingness. I’d gotten the contract the same day I talked to Samantha, and I went over it with a fine-tooth comb. I lounged by the pool and thought over everything, and I was actually okay with all of it. I told myself that maybe I’ll find a happily ever after, or maybe I’ll just discover a little more about myself. Either way, it was going to be fine; both involved taking my life in a different direction.

      “See? All is going as planned.” I know she phrased her words that way on purpose. She’s trying to make me feel at ease, like everything I have set in place is going as intended, just as I like it. “Just don’t forget to snap me a pic! I wanna see what you get.”

      “I’ll do my best.” With that we say our goodbyes, and I rest against the wall, taking in a few deep breaths. I’m trying to calm myself and just breathe.

      I catch Samantha out of the corner of my eye, talking rather closely to a man I can’t make out from here. When she breaks away I can’t help but notice the smile on her face. I wonder what that’s about. Samantha only ever gives the all-business face I know too well. I’m great at that face too. Sometimes Samantha will toss in a knowing smirk, like she’s three steps ahead of the rest of us, and that’s the scariest one of all.

      When she finally reaches me, she wastes no time snapping her fingers, making her red-haired assistant pop out of nowhere. Her girl is eager and ready to take orders from the calm, cool, and collected Samantha.

      “She needs dark red lipstick to make her lips really pop, but keep the eye makeup light and simple,” Samantha says.

      I notice she’s got vampire teeth in, and it kind of freaks me out for a second. They aren’t the big plastic ones. Instead she’s wearing the ones that mold to your teeth, making them look almost real. It’s really the only thing that’s out of place on her for the Halloween-themed auction. All of the girls here are dressed up, so I’m anxious to see what my costume is going to be.

      Her assistant grabs me by the wrist and hauls me towards a makeup station. She starts to do as directed, and I see Samantha follow behind us, pulling out her phone and typing away on it before pocketing it again.

      “The wings?”

      “On the second rack to the right,” Red says instantly, not pausing in her task of applying my makeup.

      Samantha's back in a moment, holding what looks like angel wings in her hand.

      “I’m an angel?” For some reason I thought I would be something naughtier. Maybe a schoolgirl or sexy cop or a slutty nurse. I’m not sure why this disappoints me. When I was out with Tiff a few days ago and she gave me a quick makeover, I felt different. I felt a little more confident in myself, and I wanted to have a little of that today while I’m onstage.

      “Yes, it will work perfectly.” I wait for Samantha to say more, but she doesn’t and I don’t ask. I should’ve known that tactic wouldn’t work on her.

      “Done,” the redhead says, but before I can thank her she’s gone to work on another woman's makeup.

      “Where is the rest of it? All I’ve been given is this robe and a white thong. There's more than the thong and wings right?” I joke, but then think that really might be all there is for the costume, because I’m here to sell my body after all.

      “Of course not.”

      Samantha turns walking over to a cabinet pulling out a pair of high heels. When she hands them to me I can't help but stare at them. They’re beautiful four inch heels completely covered in diamond rhinestones that match the jewels that line the angel wings. I quickly strap them on like they might disappear right before my eyes.

      “I wanted to check with you one more time about the virgin thing.”

      Samantha‘s words pull me away from dreamily admiring my heels.

      “What about it? I thought we went over that already?”

      “Well, a woman's first time should be handled with care, and if the winner isn’t made aware of this before he takes you for the first time it might cause a problem. Virgins are supposed to have their first coupling here on the property, and your contract holder might not agree to that if he doesn't know. He’s not required to have your first time together be in one of our rooms to monitor for safety. And let’s not forget, virgins make a fortune out there.”

      I wonder if that’s the problem. That this is cutting into her bottom line, the more money I rake in, the more money she makes off her ten percent. She really should just call it a finder’s fee. That’s what Samantha does; she finds the women for men.

      “Is this about the money?” I ask, cutting right to the chase. I don’t want to beat around the bush; we are on a time crunch here and I’m not sure I want to go out there if she’s going to admit to everyone here that I’m a twenty-five-year-old virgin. It’s embarrassing and I’m already barely holding onto my confidence as it is. I’m surrounded by eight other beautiful women who have bodies that will play seductress better than I will. I’m not built with dips and curves in all the right places, I’m tall and lean and barely fill out a B cup. We should be focusing on getting me a push up bra right now, and not about my V card. This was settled days ago or so I thought.

      “While most things are about the money Mandy, I just want to make sure you know what you’re doing. My girl’s safety and wellbeing always come first. That’s why I had the Virgin Clause implemented to begin with, but since you’re waiving that protection, I just want to be certain you’re okay with it.”

      She doesn’t look offended that I tried to say she was all about the money. I should apologize, because everyone knows Samantha takes care of what she thinks is hers. I should respect how far she’s come in this hungry man-run city of Vegas, but she cuts me off before I can.

      “And with you, I don’t have to worry about the money.”

      What the hell does that even mean? Is she saying she doesn’t think I’ll go for much or that she thinks I’ll go fast? I'm scared of the answer, so I just don’t ask. I don’t want to take a hit like that before I go out on stage. I’ll stick to what needs to be covered right now.

      “Yes I’m sure, I’ll tell him before we…” I pause for a minute looking for the right word to reassure her I’ll be fine “you know, go at it.” I finish. Jesus I couldn’t just say fuck.

      “Alright then. You’re a smart strong woman, Mandy, I trust you’ll be able to handle anything he throws at you.”

      I hold my tongue at telling her that maybe selling myself isn't the smartest thing I’ve ever done, but the point is moot.

      “The rest of my costume?” I ask dropping my robe. I’m standing in just the white thong and heels. My brown hair is long enough cover my small breasts, but I’m still essentially naked.

      Samantha doesn’t answer my question, and goes about placing the clear straps around my arms securing the wings in place.

      “That’s it,” she says, eyeing me with approval.

      “You want me to go out like this? With no freaking top?” My question is ridiculous and I know it. This is Vegas, most women on stage around here are topless. It should be a given and it’s dumb that I’m here auctioning myself off and thinking I wouldn’t be topless myself.

      “You have legs for days and your breast are perky as hell. Your nipples are some of the best I’ve ever seen, you should be proud.” She says the words like it’s a compliment and obviously I should know this. “You don’t have to tell them you’re a virgin, but you’re not putting a top on.”

      With that, I know the discussion is final. I’ve learned working as an executive assistant when to push, and when to let things go. I knew winning the virgin argument was where it ended.

      “You’re first.” Samantha motions me to follow her, and I’m shocked.

      “First?” Jesus, I wanted to maybe stand back here and listen to a few rounds and get a little more comfortable standing around naked.

      “I’ve been doing this a long time Mandy. I know what order I should put the girls in to get the best bidding out of everyone. This is after all still a business.”

      I follow her, and then in a flash find myself standing in front of the black curtains. They’re closed, but I feel my heartbeat pick up, knowing that any moment they are going to part. Shit, without a shirt people might just be able to see my heart pounding in my chest.

      I take a few deep breaths to calm myself, and to quell the urge to bolt. I close my eyes, and it hits me; this is the most alive I’ve felt in forever. I can do this, just like I’ve done everything else I’ve ever sought out to do. I’ve lived on the streets for almost a year when I was a teenager; if I can do that, I can do anything. I open my eyes and see Samantha standing in front of me.

      “There she is. I was wondering when the girl I saw snapping orders and keeping her composure at the Cortez casino would show up.”

      I smile at her words. I’m here to try and change part of who I am, but she's right, there are some things I want to keep in place. My will to power through anything is one of those things, and keeping calm under pressure is another. I just need to shift it to other parts of my life. I need to focus more on getting the things I want.

      I gasp when I feel something cold hit my nipples, and I go to jerk away.

      “Ice. Just making them nice and hard for the boys out there.” She goes back to applying the ice to my nipples making them harden instantly. “All set.”

      She passes the ice back to her assistant, and stands in front of me adjusting my wings and hair just so. Samantha takes my shoulders and looks in my eyes, “You remind me a lot of myself, Mandy. Don’t you ever let go of the fighter inside you.”

      She walks to the side of the stage, and it’s then I hear the auctioneer’s voice from the other side of the curtain.

      “Good evening gentlemen. Let’s begin.”

      The reality of it all hits home. The curtains are parting at any second, and a room full of men will be sitting there staring at me nearly naked. I shake my head letting some of my hair fall forward to cover my breasts. I can't help but look over at Samantha who gives me a ‘really’ look. I just shrug in response and smile. Sometimes a girl needs a little bit of a buffer and my hair is all I’ve got right now.

      “Tonight, we begin with the stunning Mandy. This is her first time at the Mistress Auction. She’s new to us, and she’s eager to please.” The curtains draw open, and I can feel my breath catch, but I make myself release it slowly and calmly.

      “With this sexy angel, we’ll start the bidding at fifty thousand dollars.”

      “One million dollars.”

      At the sound of his voice, my spine goes ramrod straight. I squint my eyes to try to find the source of the voice I’ve known all too well for the past four weeks. The lights shine brightly on the stage, and it makes it difficult to see anything. I take matters into my own hands and walk to the edge of the stage so the lights no longer block my view.

      “You!” I point down at Charles who’s on the edge of his seat, looking like he’s ready to come out of it at any moment.

      “We have one million to Mr. Townsend. Do I have two?”

      The auctioneer carries on like I’m not causing a scene. I expect Samantha to come onstage and pull me back, but nothing happens. We just stand there, both of us staring at one another.

      Why is he doing this? Is this to prove some point? Is he pissed that I defied him the other night at his casino, something no one ever does, so he’s here to make an example out of me? What’s he going to do? Drag me back to his hotel and make a fool out of me or something?

      That’s when I see Aaron and Justin sitting next to him. Seeing them makes everything that much more complicated. Is he still trying to blackmail them? They aren’t jumping to outbid him to save me, so I’m going to take care of this myself.

      Pulling my eyes away from their table, I make my way to the center of the stage, but I don’t retreat back into the light.

      I look out at all the men sitting in the room, looking ridiculous in their costumes. None have yet bid against Charles, and I wonder if it’s because they’re scared of him. Most people are terrified of him, but maybe they just aren’t interested in what I’m offering.

      Pushing my hair back like Samantha had it before, I let my body do some of the work. I put it on full display, and I trying to up my own price. Either Charles is going to pay out of the ass for me, or I’m going to go home with someone else.

      Licking my lips, I give it my best shot.
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      “I can’t see her like this. I think I’m going to be sick.”

      “Stella is going to cut our dicks off for seeing Mandy naked, you know that, right?”

      I hear the brothers speaking somewhere off in the distance, because right now I feel far away. I’m on a distant planet—a giant ball of rage—and I’m the god of my world. I want to rip the skin from my body I’m so fucking angry right now. How can she be on the stage naked in front of everyone? How are all these horny fuckers able to see my gorgeous woman like this?

      She’s dressed like an angel, and goddamn, does she look the part. The angel to my devil. Clever Samantha, clever. If I wasn’t so mad, I would laugh at the contrast in our costumes.

      Her wings are large, covered with long white feathers that sparkle in the light. Her dark hair is tousled, looking like she just got fucked backstage. When she shakes her hair out of the way, it exposes her perfect breasts and hard pink nipples. My eyes roam down her trim stomach and slim hips to the tiny patch of underwear barely covering her pussy. Her white thong is too tight and it digs into her labia, making them peek out from either side. My mouth fills with saliva as I think about licking her. I have to swallow to keep the drool from running down the side my chin.

      Her long legs go on for a mile, and end with killer white heels strapped around her ankles. She looks like a cross between a gladiator and a Victoria’s Secret Angel. My cock is so hard, I feel the seams of my slacks stretching, barely able to contain it. I don’t have any more room for it to go, so I adjust it, letting its solid weight run down my thigh. I rub it there while looking at her, up and down, teasing myself with what’s in front of me.

      As I look at every inch of her, I forget my anger and drink in her sexual magnetism. Mandy is pulling me to her like nothing ever has. I feel like at any moment I’m going to get up with no conscious thought and go to her. She’s like a siren and I’m being lured to my death at her feet. I feel myself smile wickedly, all too willing to go.

      She squares her shoulders, licking her lips, and I rub my cock gently, thinking of what I’m going to make that mouth do. I run the palm of my hand down my inner thigh, feeling the heat through my slacks. I’m burning for her, and I don’t know how much longer I can wait.

      Taking a step, Mandy spreads her legs, showing me exactly what I want, what I’ve been craving. She puts her hands on her hips, and I’m still slowly stroking myself, loving the show. When she opens her mouth to speak, I’m snapped back to reality and conscious of what’s happening around us.

      “All right, boys, I’m looking for a little more than that. Any other bidders?”

      I sit up in my chair and slam my fist on the table, making the glasses clang. “Two million!” I don’t care if I’m just bidding against myself. If she wants more, she can have it. She’s coming home with me. No matter what.

      “Um, that’s two million to the same bidder in front,” the auctioneer says.

      She doesn’t even look at me as she rocks from hip to hip, then turns to the side to show her ass to the crowd. The men behind me start letting out catcalls, and I have to close my eyes to keep from breathing fire and burning this fucking place to the ground.

      “Come on, gentlemen, don’t let me go so easily. I’m a yoga expert.” She tosses the words over her shoulder as she bends over, spreading her legs further apart.

      “Three million,” I grit out, still only bidding against myself.

      “So, yeah, the same guy. Three million,” the auctioneer seems somewhat confused, but is just going with it.

      After Mandy’s drunken night at the bar in my casino, I watched the monitors as she went to her room and passed out. I went to bed myself, thinking she’d be hungover and sleeping it off when I woke. When I got up and checked, she was already gone. All of her things were out of her room and no one knew where she went. By the time I got to the lobby, Cupid was there talking to the doormen and trying to track her down.

      “She’s gone. She left at four this morning in a town car. The doorman didn’t know the driver, and when we pulled the surveillance cameras, we saw it was an unmarked car. I’m so sorry, Charles. She took everything with her, and we can’t seem to locate her.”

      “Fuck!” I shout, punching the wall beside me. When I pull my fist away, I see the damage I’ve done, both to the wall and to my hand, but I don’t feel a thing. I’m completely numb. She got away from me. “You find her, Cupid. Now. And have that wall fixed.”

      As I walk towards my elevator, I feel my phone vibrate. I pull it out of my pocket and see it’s a number I don’t recognize. Thinking it might be Mandy, I answer it in a panic.

      “Mandy?”

      “I thought you might be interested to know that your former employee has signed up for my October Mistress Auction.”

      “I don’t have time for this shit, Samantha.”

      “You’re not listening, Mr. Townsend. Mandy has requested to enter the Mistress Auction next week.”

      I’m stone still at her words, thinking about everything that sentence means. My brain isn’t fast enough to process her words and the pain they cause at the same time. What has she done? What did I do?

      Samantha clears her throat, bringing me back to the moment.

      “Whatever it takes. I want her. I’ll buy out the auction.”

      “I thought you might say that. You know I’m always willing to help a friend. For the right price, or course.”

      “Of course. Name it. I don’t give a fuck. I have to have her. Only me bidding, and I need a guarantee.”

      “I’ll work up the numbers and email you the details. I’ll have the other gentlemen attending the auction sign an agreement not to bid”

      “Done.”

      “Always a pleasure working with you, Mr. Townsend.”

      Before she can hang up, I stop her. “Samantha, where is she?”

      “Oh, Charles, you should know by now, every girl needs her secrets.”

      The line goes dead, and I’m left standing there with my phone in my hand, and no way of finding her. One week and she’ll be mine.

      It’s been absolute hell waiting until now to have her. And having to see her like this, displayed for everyone, is tearing me to pieces. Hearing me yell out my last bid of three million has Mandy turning around and looking at me with hard eyes. She’s not willing to concede yet, and she struts along the front of the stage, arms spread wide.

      “Gentlemen, gentlemen, let’s be reasonable. Are you going to let him have me all to himself? I’m willing to spend the next thirty days on my knees, thanking you for spending your hard-earned dollars on me.”

      That last sentence spins me into a rage I’ve never felt before. I stand up so fast, my chair topples over.

      “Five million. Call the auction. Now!” I slam my fist down on the table, sending the drinks crashing to the floor. I’m the only one for whom she’ll ever be on her knees. The idea of her at someone else's feet nearly sends me over the edge.

      “Once, twice, sold!” The auctioneer slams down the gavel and the curtains close, sealing Mandy behind them.

      “Can we look now?”

      I look down at the table and see that Aaron and Justin have their hands covering their eyes. They look ridiculous, but if it’s two fewer people seeing Mandy naked then I’m all for it. “She’s gone.”

      Aaron breathes a sigh of relief at my words. “Thank God. We need to call and tell Lucky what happened before she finds out and stabs us to death.”

      I see Justin pull out his phone. “Let me do it. You’ll just mess it up.”

      “Maybe we should go home and tell her while we’re fucking her so she can’t get mad. God, this didn’t go anything like Lucky’s did. Why was Mandy naked? Gross.”

      Justin smirks as me. “Hey, at least he had to pay what we did. Five million each was a steal for Stella.”

      While Justin and Aaron are arguing, I look around the room and see the door I need to go through to claim Mandy. I start to walk away, and I feel a hand on my arm. I turn back to see the brothers standing there looking at me.

      “Don’t hurt her.”

      My first reaction is to tell them to fuck off, but I understand she’s like family to them, so I try to make it as polite as possible.

      “I would never hurt her. Ever.”

      Aaron lets go of my arm, and I walk toward the door. When I reach the security guard, he scans my pass and talks into his headset, triple checking that I’m clear for entry.

      “Your mistress is in room fifteen, sir.”

      Once past the guard, I walk down a long hall lined with bright red doors. At the end of the hall is room fifteen. I open it and step inside.

      The room is basic, with blues and creams covering everything. I think it’s meant to soothe anxiety, but that seems to be impossible for me at this moment. A hidden door on the far wall opens silently, and out walks my angel. Immediately I see the room’s color palate has done nothing to soothe her mood as she walks toward me. ‘Walk’ might not be the right word. She stomps across the room, clearly in a fit of rage.

      “You!” She points at me accusingly, and then pokes my chest. She’s taken off her wings, and a white robe covers her. I feel somewhat at ease now that she’s no longer naked for everyone to see.

      “Thank you for your generous bid, Mr. Townsend.” It’s then I notice Samantha behind Mandy, contracts in hand. “If we can just settle this last bit of paperwork, you will both be free to leave the property.”

      She pauses, giving Mandy a hard look, and I see something pass between the two of them. Mandy shakes her head and Samantha nods, looking back at me.

      “Very well, Mr. Townsend. Your signature please.”

      I take her pen and sign the wire transfer agreements.

      “As discussed, half of the money will be wired to Mandy now, and the remainder of the funds will deposit at the time the contract expires.”

      Once I finish signing all the pages, I turn to look at Mandy. I haven’t spoken a word since I entered this room, and I feel like if I do so now, I might spit fire. Instead, I hold out my and wait for her to take it.

      She looks at it, and then looks back at Samantha. After a moment, Samantha hands her a small suitcase. Mandy nods, taking it from her. She then turns to me and shakily reaches out her hand, placing it in mine.

      I lead her from the room and down the hall. I keep ahold of her hand as I tuck her behind me, shielding her from view. I would carry her out of here, but these men have seen enough of her ass tonight.

      Once we are at the side of the building, I see my driver waiting and holding the car door open. I help her inside the back seat, and then go in after her, slamming the door shut behind me.

      The car has barely moved an inch before she turns and starts to accuse me. “You set me up.”

      “I did.”

      She stops, taking a breath, somewhat shocked that I admitted to it.

      “You’re not even sorry, are you?”

      “No.”

      “You don’t care that I don’t want you?”

      “No.”

      I do care that she doesn’t want me, but I’m not about to admit that. I’ll do whatever it takes to make her want me.

      She looks at me like she’s making up her mind about something, and then gives me the fake smile she reserves for problem guests at the casino. I've seen it on many occasions.

      “Fine. You bought me. I guess you can have me.”

      She gets off the bench seat beside me and kneels in front of me. I’m so shocked by her move, I don’t try to stop her. When her hands go to my waist, I grab her wrists with both hands. I don’t say anything. I just hold them there, feeling her steady pulse.

      After a moment, she looks up at me through her lashes.

      She’s kneeling in front of me in the exact position I’ve always envisioned her in. I let the power I feel flow from my hands to her delicate flesh. After a moment, I feel her pulse start to pick up, and I see her pupils slowly dilate. She’s showing me what I always knew was inside of her—a submissive.

      Leaning in close, I see her eyes lower to the floor. I let go of one of her wrists, moving it to my other hand. I move my finger under her chin and tilt her head until she makes eye contact with me.

      “I’ll have you the way I want you, when I want you. I paid for it and you’ll give it to me.”

      She looks to the left, trying to break eye contact and break my control, but I squeeze her chin a little until we lock eyes again.

      “Eyes always on me, kitten. Always.”

      After a moment she nods her head, but that’s not enough.

      “Say it.”

      “Yes, Mr. Townsend.”

      I’m irritates me that she didn’t call me Charles, or Sir, but I let it go. I won’t force her to say something she doesn’t want to. Titles are earned, but from all my hours with her, I’ve seen the need. She has the outer discipline and strength that makes the perfect inner submissive. She will fight to the end before she admits it, even to herself, but it’s there.

      “Now take a seat beside me. Sit with your legs open until we get home.”

      “Are you kidding me?”

      Her sassy mouth is going to get her in so much trouble, and I am going to love every second of it. I lean forward more, and put my lips to her ear. I can feel the chill run down her spine when I whisper, “Now.”

      After a moment of hesitation, she climbs onto the seat beside me. Once she’s there, I can see the hesitation, but it only lasts a moment before she does as I ask. She spreads her legs and shows a little of her pussy. But it’s not enough.

      “Wider.”

      She looks out the window, away from me, but I see the blush creep up her neck and across her cheeks. I don’t like it when she doesn’t focus on me, especially when I just asked her to do something. I want all of her attention. Every second of it.

      “Eyes on me.”

      Slowly, she turns her face and meets my eyes. Her cheeks are flushed red, and I can see her pulse beating at her throat. She’s turned on and she hates it. I don’t repeat myself, and we sit, eyes locked, as I wait for her to spread her legs. She searches my eyes for something, and after a moment she finally does as I ask and spreads her legs further apart. I look down, seeing her pussy fully now, and the sight makes me lick my lips.

      “Good girl.” When I look up, she shoots me daggers, but she doesn’t say a word. I raise an eyebrow, challenging her, but she stays silent, deciding to choose her battles. I’m sure she has a list of things in her head she wants to call me, but I’d much rather her use that mouth for other things.

      I look her up and down and see that her robe has spread open, revealing some of her perfect body to me. The robe is tied at the waist, so her breasts aren’t showing, but her nipples are hard and poking through. Her longs legs are spread, and I can see the tiny thong exposing her pussy lips on either side. The white material covers her clit, and I can see the tiny swatch of fabric is damp from her excitement. She may not want to admit it, but she’s turned on from this.

      Reaching down between my legs, I rub my cock slowly while I look at her pussy. I’m teasing myself, but I don’t care. I need to do this. As I continue to rub myself, I see her hips move a little, and I look up to see her lick her lips. It’s a small unintentional thing, and I’m sure she’s not conscious of it, but it takes everything in me not to attack her right here, right now. I want to savor our first time together, and I want this to go according to plan.

      Since I found out she was going to be in the auction, I made sure to arrange everything to be perfect. I don’t want all those plans to go to waste because I can’t control myself. I’ve been obsessing over her for so long, and I’m almost there. Just a little longer.

      We pull up outside the Snake Eyes casino. I get out of the limo first and offer my hand to Mandy, helping her step out. She still has the bag that Samantha gave her, and I grab it for her. She’s still only in her robe and heels. She’s covered, but I don’t like how exposed she is. I walk with her as before, holding her hand behind my back, letting her follow behind me, shielding her from view. I move us quickly through the casino, not wanting to risk anyone seeing her dressed like this. I pull her to the private elevator that leads to the floor she stayed on during her tenure with me, but this time instead of going to her room, I’ll take her to mine.

      Pulling her into the elevator, I turn around and see Cupid watching us from the lobby. He nods as the door closes, letting me know all is taken care of. We ride in silence to the top floor, and I hold her hand the entire time. Once we stop, I pull her out of the elevator and down the small hallway to my door.

      I close the door behind us and lock it, pulling her to through my home to the master bedroom. I can’t focus on anything but getting her where I want her.

      I open the door and let Mandy walk through. My bedroom is a lot like my office—blacks and reds everywhere. The carpet is a thick black shag that is soft enough to sleep on. The walls are draped in blood red fabric, and a four-poster bed is in the middle of the room, covered in the same material. Hidden in each post of the bed is a range of harnessing devices and accoutrements. Above the bed is a giant mirror surrounded by a black metallic frame. The only light in the room comes from the dimmed chandelier hanging above us. The windows on the back wall are blacked out, keeping hidden the lights from the bustling city below.

      I had the room designed with the two of us in mind. When I found out she was entering into the Mistress Auction, I had this room completely renovated for her. I want everything to be perfect when I take her for the first time.

      Mandy walks over and stands in front of the bed, and I open the bag Samantha gave her, removing the angel wings. I had requested whatever costume she was dressed in to be sent with her, and this is all too perfect. I’m dressed as the devil in a room that looks like Satan’s sleeping chamber. And I intend on spoiling this perfectly innocent angel before me.

      I slowly walk up behind her and get as close as possible without touching her.

      “Remove the robe, kitten,” I whisper against her neck.

      I practically see the chill move down her body, and with just a slight hesitation, she does as I ask. I hold out the wings and help her put them on, and then take a step back.

      “Turn around.”

      When she does, I feel a sinister smile creep across my face as I stand back and look at my prize.
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      I’m fucking livid, but even worse than that, I’m more turned on than I’ve ever been in my whole life. I wanted to smack him right across the face when we got into the limo. Then I thought I should give him what he wants before he can order me to do it. I wanted to beat him to the punch and have it be on my terms. When he stopped me from trying to give him a blow job, I was so embarrassed, and a true moment of uncertainty hit me. Maybe sex wasn't part of why he bought me. Maybe he didn't want me in that way. I thought maybe this was still all about my brothers. But then he started snapping orders, and a whole different feeling came over me.

      His tone was unlike his normal one. I’d heard him be short with people on multiple occasions when I worked for him, but this was different. Each command shot through my body as if each vein were a live wire. I didn’t want to do what he said, but my body betrayed me. Maybe it’s because I now belong to him. He owns my body this time around, and if he wants to use it he can. I wonder if I would have felt this way if someone else had bought me. The idea of being owned seems to turn me on more. I don't know why I never considered it that way before I went on stage, but now it’s all I can think about. I’m his to do with as he pleases, and the thought makes me clench my jaw.

      His eyes roam over my body, and my nipples respond to his stare. His look is hungry, and I suddenly feel like I’m being stalked. My reaction to him is unsettling because I don’t have any control over it. I must have starved my body of sexual attraction for too long and now it’s going crazy. It doesn't help that no one has ever looked at me the way he does. Seeing his reaction feels a little empowering.

      I fight the urge to cover myself with my hands, knowing he’ll only make me remove them. He would give me an order that I would instantly follow, and then wonder why it turned me on. I’m quicker to jump to his commands, and this makes me uncomfortable. I’ve always felt attraction to Charles, but now it seems my body is dying to get closer to him. It’s the exact opposite of what I was doing when I worked with him.

      Pulling my eyes away from him, I try to stem these feelings rushing through my body. Just like everything else in the casino, reds and blacks cover the room. I now realize this is his place; it was right next to mine when I stayed here. We always seemed to be coming and going at the same time, but I’d never been inside his home. Seeing his bedroom somehow calms me instead of frightening me.

      I examine the massive four-poster more closely, and I notice black cuffs hanging from each of the posts. Is this like his fuck pad or something? Maybe that’s why I’ve never seen him with a woman. He must bring them up here for whatever it is he does, but I'd never seen one slip out before. I wonder if he likes to dress them up too. I look up, seeing the mirror above the bed, and I want to roll my eyes. I guess he likes to watch himself fuck. I let the thought roll off me, and try to focus.

      Having the angel wings back on makes me feel like an innocent trapped in the devil's lair. His sole mission is to corrupt me and bring me over to the dark side with him. Maybe it’s his kink. I hate that my body warms to the idea of all the dirty things he wants to do to corrupt me.

      “Mr. Townsend, you can’t be so bad in bed that you have to restrain women to get them to stay.” I poke him because I need to get myself back on a level playing field. In the past if I landed a few jabs he would storm out of the office, so maybe I can get him to storm out of this love nest.

      “With you I wasn’t sure. You seem to be good at giving me the slip. I have to make sure my property stays where it belongs.”

      “Property?” I fire the word back at him with distaste, hoping that maybe that will make me hate the idea of being his property. All he does is smirk, like it's cute that I have a problem being owned. “I never gave you the ‘slip’,” I say, stressing the word to highlight its ridiculousness. “I did my thirty days and I left. Is that what this is all about? You think I shorted you a day?”

      I truly thought he would be grateful when I was gone. The night in the bar before I left was strange. I thought maybe my drunken mind had made it all up, but the call from Tiffany confirmed it. So did the picture that ended up in page five of The Las Vegas Tribune.

      He was always so short with me when we were together. Most of that time consisted of his hovering over me as I did my work. It was absurd, because he gave me projects an eighth grader could do.

      “I wasn't finished with you yet.”

      “You weren't finished with me yet?”

      “That’s what I said.” He lazily starts to circle me, walking slowly around where I’m standing. He looks like he’s inspecting what he paid for.

      “I could break my Mistress Contract and leave. I could give the money back. Then you’d have to be done with me.”

      Something sparks in his eyes at my words—something that looks close to anger. I want to know why he’s pushing this and dragging me back here. Is this about that night in the casino? Me telling him no and making him look like a fool? Men and their egos can be a real bitch. I run into a lot of men like that working at the casino. Men like that don’t like when a woman takes them down a peg or two. But for some reason I don’t think Charles is the type of man who would care what other people think. He doesn't have an ego. He just is who he is, take it or leave it. If it’s not about his pride, it means this whole thing could have something to do with my brothers, and that problem has the potential to make me stay. If I can't get some information from Charles, I’m finally just going to have to ask my brothers what he has over them.

      “But you won’t. No, you’d never go back on your word.” It’s eerie how well he knows me. Saying I would break the contract was just a way for me to try to get some information from him. I want to find out his endgame without losing myself in the process, because I’m starting to think Charles Townsend is someone I could easily drown in.

      “Fine, you win. Do with me as you like. Do I strap myself in or is that your job?” I try to make my tone as flat as possible as I walk toward the bed, careful not to brush against him.

      “Mandy, while I will have you in those straps soon enough, first we need to go over the rules of your Mistress Contract.”

      “I read the contract several times. I know all the rules. I’m to keep my mouth shut, my legs spread, and I’m never to ask questions about your life outside of our time together.” I turn to face him, trying to pretend the rules don’t bother me in the least.

      “Yes, those are the standard rules for all contracts, but each buyer is allowed to add a set of their own. Did you not see that in the contract as well?”

      I did, I just forgot. This takes me by surprise, and I stop. “Yes, I’m sorry. It did say something about the buyer being allowed to add their own as long as they are approved by the auction house.” I visibly swallow when I finish. I don’t know why this has my heartbeat picking up, but it does.

      Pulling out a piece of paper from the inside pocket of his jacket, Charles walks to the corner of the room, takes a seat in a chair and lazily leans back in it. I expect him to start listing off the rules, but he just pats his leg, signaling for me to come sit on it.

      I roll my eyes, but do as I’m instructed. I stroll over to him, my heels sinking into the lush carpet, and I sit, making sure I plop down heavily on him in the hopes of hurting his leg a little. I may not weigh much, but maybe my bony ass will leave a bruise. He makes no sign of distress at this. He just wraps one arm around my waist to pull me closer, pressing me into his erection. At the feel of his cock against my thigh, I’m the one who ends up gasping.

      He’s huge all over, evidently—something I really do enjoy about him. He makes me feel feminine when I'm near him. His height means he always towers over me, even when I wear my most ridiculous heels. Not only that, he easily has to weigh more than two of me. Not many men make me feel small and delicate, but Charles does.

      He leans in, taking my earlobe in his mouth, nuzzling me and making my eyes fall closed. It’s a sweet soft contact, but he soon bites me, making me jump and my eyes pop open.

      “You fully belong to me.” He proves his point by using his free hand to cup my thinly covered pussy. “When you act like a brat, I don’t have to storm out of the room to control myself. No, now I can bend you over the nearest surface and fuck you until you apologize, and until you beg me to let you cum. I’ll make you promise to be a good little girl or I’ll keep punishing you.”

      I moan at his words, pushing myself into his hand. “You like that kitten? Because I’ll fuck you on every surface of this goddamn casino until you scream the place down.”

      I’m so lost in his words and in this sensation that all I can do is beg. “Please.” How does he keep doing this to me? One second I want to smack him, and the next I want him to make good on his threat. I'm going with being completely under-sexed as the reason for this. My body is ready to go and doesn’t care that my mind can't seem to keep up with it.

      “Already begging. I knew you would. It’s who you are.” Before I can ask what he means, he pulls his hand out from between my legs. I bite my lip to stop myself from protesting, and watch as he picks up the paper he dropped down in the seat next to him. Pulling me a little closer, his arm tightens around me before he starts reading.

      “Number one, you will at all times carry a cell phone with which I will provide you. Whenever I text or call you, you will respond immediately.”

      That doesn't sound too bad. I always have my phone glued to my hand.

      “Number two, you will always wear skirts or dresses with no underwear. I want nothing coming between me and what’s mine.”

      I just nod my head in agreement. I also always wear skirts; it’s the best way to show off my heels, but I’ve never gone without underwear. I guess I should be thankful we live somewhere warm.

      “Three, all meals are to be eaten together, and by my hand.”

      “Like, you make them?” I ask, wondering about his strange wording.

      “No, kitten, I mean you sit in my lap and I feed you.”

      I’m starting to think I’m not going to like some of the Mistress Contract rules.

      “Four, where I go, you go.” And there it is. I wouldn't have to wonder what he was up to. I would know if there was another woman, though I don't really think there would be. I’d never seen him with one before, even though they were always throwing themselves at him. But in all fairness, I didn't think he was going to bust out all this kinkery either. “Unless I tell you to be someplace else,” he finishes.

      “So you want me to pretty much be your assistant again, but this time you get to fuck me when I annoy you.”

      “Watch your mouth, kitten.”

      It takes everything in me not to roll my eyes. Instead I just glare into his dark eyes, making him flash his perfect white teeth at me. It’s then it hits me that I’ve never seen him smile like that before, and I can't help but stare.

      “No, you're not my assistant, I have someone for that. You’re my submissive, and I’ll want you by my side for whatever I might need—reading me my emails while I eat your pussy, sneaking you under my desk to suck my cock to get me through boring meetings, or just laying you naked across the couch in my office so I have something beautiful to stare at all day.”

      I’ve heard of Dominant/submissive couples before, but that seems a little over the top, even if my body seems to find the concept intriguing. This is Vegas; everything happens here. Sex is openly talked about, and no subject is taboo. And for some reason, the first thing that pops out of my mouth is, “Do I have to wear a collar?”

      I can't decide whether I want him to say yes or no. He sits and studies my face for a second.

      “Yes.”

      Yet another question pops out my mouth, and I wish I could take back. “Do you always collar your women?”

      “No, I don’t have women.” He says the word in a tone that implies he’s annoyed I asked. “And no, I’ve never collared anyone before, but with you I seem to be a little more possessive.”

      He traces his finger along my neck where the collar would be, and for some reason it makes me wish I had it on now. I’m curious how the weight of it would feel, and what it would be like to be possessed in that way.

      “Speaking of the possessive tendencies I seem to have around you, that leaves me with my final two rules. You’re never speak to another man unless I grant you permission…” Before I protest, he finishes my thought for me “…Except those men you consider your family.” I should object, but those are the only men I talk to unless I’m working, and I seem not to be doing that for the time being, so the point is moot. It’s best to pick my battles with a man like Charles.

      “Lastly, when we are around other people, if I don’t have a hand on you, then you must have a hand on me.” His finger continues to trace my throat like he’s outlining the collar I’ll soon wear.

      “So I’m glued to you unless you dismiss me? Does that about sum up your rules?”

      “I would never dismiss you,” he says softly, a hurt tone in his voice. No, maybe he wouldn't, but he does like to push until I dismiss myself. Sometimes he gets mad and storms out, but he’s never told me get out or to leave a room.

      He puts the list down and wraps both arms around me, picking me up and carrying me across the room. He places me on the edge of the bed, and then removes my wings. I scoot to the middle and lie back on the soft red bedding. I’m surrounded by the silky smooth material, and my over-sensitized skin tingles at the sensation.

      “Aren't these against the rules?” I pull at the string of the thong, wondering if I need to take it off. I’m being bold and I don’t care; my body is on edge. A flash of disappointment hits me when he shakes his head. My body is screaming for me to cum.

      “Leave them on, kitten. I need something between us tonight.”

      “You're not going to…” I let the words hang in the air.

      “Not until you beg me.”

      “Hmm. Then I guess this is going to be a long thirty days for you,” I retort, but even I don't believe my words.

      “Oh, but you will beg me, and it will take everything in me not to cum all over myself.”

      It’s crazy how easily his words make my whole body come to life. It’s so different to anything I’ve ever felt before. Charles has awoken something in me; something that has been smoldering there since the first time I met him. That first spark hit, and then it almost died when I found out who he was. Now he’s feeding it again, making it burn brighter and hotter than ever. It’s almost like he can see me better than I can see myself. More importantly, he's making me feel desired. It’s like I'm the most perfect thing he's ever seen and he’s worried I could slip from his hold. Maybe that's just how a Dominant talks, but either way, I like it.

      I’m not sure what Charles is playing at, but what does it hurt to enjoy it for a little while? I want to take something for myself. I’ve spent a large chunk of my life meeting other people's needs and doing what needed to be done for others. I put myself to the back of the line, but right now, if I let myself, I could taste something I really want.

      “Open your legs, kitten.”

      I spread my legs wide, and I watch as Charles removes my heels, placing them on the floor. Circling to the back of the bed, his eyes never leave my body. I feel like he’s devouring me as he stares at me hungrily.

      He reaches for one of the cuffs and secures my wrists to the bed. “When I’m not in the bed with you, you’ll be cuffed to it. If for some reason we go to bed at different times, I want to know your body is ready and waiting for me when I join you. Once I’m in the bed with you, you won't need to be cuffed because you’ll have me locked around you.” I feel moisture flood my pussy as he spreads my legs further apart, cuffing them too. He hasn't even really touched me yet. I think he could send me over with the slightest tap.

      When he starts to walk away from the bed, I bite my tongue from calling out his name. Is he leaving me like this? I shift, trying to ease the pulse I feel in my clit, but it seems like the longer my legs are spread, the worse it gets. I have no way to stop it—only Charles can. His words about me begging for it flash through my mind, and I’m reminded of how wrong I really was.

      I hear shuffling around, and then he’s back in my view, holding a black box in his hand. He stands beside the bed and opens the box to reveal a delicate necklace. It looks like a chain of rubies with a small cluster of diamonds set along every inch. There’s a large diamond set in a buckle at the front, and the clasp at the rear looks to be almost sturdy. He takes the necklace out of the box and crawls onto the bed. Straddling me, he leans over and puts it around my neck, leaving the buckle lying against my throat. I feel the weight of it around my neck, and I hear a click as he stares into my eyes. It’s a powerful moment. I can almost feel tension leave his body at the sound of the click.

      “Your collar is now locked around your neck, and the only thing that can unlock it is the key I have around mine.” He reaches into his shirt and pulls a small key on a long platinum chain. I watch as he kisses it and puts it back under his shirt. “Now, kitten, it’s time for me to play with my prize.”
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      “I think it’s time for a kiss, don’t you?”

      She looks at me and raises an eyebrow, like she can’t believe I’m serious. I give her a wicked smile and move down her body.

      “Where are you going?” Her voice sounds almost panicked. When I said I wanted a kiss, I didn’t say where.

      Reaching up, I take off my devil horns and throw them to the floor. I’m still fully dressed, so I back off the end of the bed and get undressed. I slowly remove my suit jacket and throw it on the chaise beside the bed. She watches me with wide eyes as I unbutton my dress shirt and remove it. I unbuckle my belt. I see her lick her lips again and it makes my cock ache for her mouth. I take off my shoes, socks, and slacks, I’m left standing in a white undershirt and black boxer briefs. My cock is so fucking hard, it’s nearly creeping out of the bottom of my underwear and down my thigh. I reach behind my neck, grabbing my undershirt and pulling it off in one quick move. I think for just a second about taking off my boxers, but if I do that, this will all be over. Fast.

      Mandy never takes her eyes off me as I stand at the end of the bed, staring at her body. She’s stretched out perfectly on the king-size bed, allowing me to see every inch of her gorgeous body. I want to climb on top of her and fuck her so hard, but more than that, I want her to beg.

      The cool chain of her key around my neck is a gentle reminder that she’s mine. She may think it’s only for the next thirty days, but I don’t plan on ever releasing her. One thing Mandy doesn’t know is that this isn’t a sprint for me, it’s a marathon. I plan on taking my time with her and savoring every minute we are together, and right now, there is something very sweet on her body I need to savor.

      Climbing onto the bed, I move between her legs, leaning down slowly. I don’t break eye contact with her as I pull her panties to the side and press an open-mouthed kiss on her pussy lips. Her eyes close tightly at the contact, and that just won’t do.

      “Eyes on me, kitten.” When she opens her beautiful dark eyes, I can see the need in them. She’s already close to the edge after everything that’s happened tonight. “I want you to lie back and look up. Watch me love this sweet pussy.”

      I see her eyes travel up to the mirror on the ceiling, and I watch as she takes a breath and moans slightly. I had this installed so she could see me on top of her body. I want her eyes always focused on us. I want her to see our bodies intertwined, and I want to show her how fucking beautiful she is as she comes undone. I want the images of us burned into her brain so that every time the idea of leaving me crosses her mind, a picture of her cuffed to our bed while I eat her pussy comes to mind.

      I lick my lips and lean back down, roughly kissing her sweet cunt. I don’t want to tease her too much right now. I’ll save that for later when she’s being punished, because at some point she’s going to need to be punished.

      Her pussy is warm and sugary and she tastes like honey. I moan at the flavor, my mouth watering with every lick. It’s the best thing I’ve ever tasted, and the more I have of her, the more I want her. I close my eyes as I savor it, keeping my lips close to her cunt. It’s better than I dreamed possible.

      I hear Mandy moaning, and her hips move with the rhythm of my mouth. I look up and see her staring at the mirror, watching me. It turns me on even more. I grind my erection into the bed, but I won’t let myself cum. I’ve been saving it for over a month, since that night she was so frustrated and couldn’t get off. I’ll wait until I get inside her, and then I’ll let myself do it. Until then, this is all for her pleasure.

      She’s pulling at her cuffs, and her cries of desire are growing louder. “That’s it, kitten. Let me hear how good it is.”

      “Oh God, please.”

      “Say my name, kitten.” I lean down, nibbling her clit, and she lets out a small cry.

      “Charles!” she shouts, and I smile against her cunt.

      I suck her clit into my mouth, flicking it with my tongue over and over as she shouts into the empty room. Her hips buck off the bed, and I grab them with both hands, pinning her down as I continue to flick her sweet button.

      “Yes, please, Charles, please!”

      Just as she’s about to cum, I lean back, taking my mouth away, and slap her clit with the flat of my fingers. Her back bows off the bed, and she throws her head back, her mouth wide open as she screams her release.

      Her orgasm is fierce as it grips her, and she pulls against all four cuffs, trying to somehow control the pleasure rocketing through her veins. As the echoes of her cries bounce off the wall, I put my mouth back on her and suck the rest of her orgasm from her. I taste her sweetness as it runs from her body, her pleasure hitting my tongue and making me fight to keep from cumming.

      Feeling her cum against my face is pure heaven, and I lie there, enjoying it. I pull away just a little and rest my cheek on the inside of her thigh, rubbing my face on her soft skin there. I look at her pretty pink cunt and think about how badly I want to fuck her. But I’ll wait. Now she knows the orgasm I’m capable of giving her, and I want her addicted to that intensity. I want her to think about it non-stop, so that the next time she wants to get off, she remembers this and begs for it. Begs for my cock to give it to her.

      Kissing her pussy one last time, I pull her tiny thong back over her cunt, covering her up as much as possible. I sit up and go to her ankles, taking the cuffs off and rubbing the skin there to make sure everything is okay.

      “What about you?”

      Mandy’s voice sounds exhausted, and I smile. I doubt she could do much right now but lie here. Although, at this point, I’m so fucking hard she could blow across the tip and I would cum.

      “Not tonight, kitten.” Before I uncuff her wrists, I climb back on top of her and get close to her. She smiles shyly at me, and I see a blush creep across her cheeks. It’s so fucking innocent and adorable, and it makes our first real kiss that much sweeter. Leaning down, I close my eyes and press my lips to hers. She’s tentative at first, but when my tongue touches hers, the flavor of her pussy combines with the taste of her kiss. It’s then I know what heaven is.

      I want our kiss to go on forever, but I want to hold her too. Reluctantly, I pull away and move to the head of the bed, uncuffing one wrist, and then the other. Rubbing the delicate skin there, I check to make sure she’s totally unmarked.

      “That looks pretty painful.”

      She looks down at my cock being strangled in my underwear. Normally they aren’t this tight, but the monster has nowhere to go. I crawl in beside her and pull her to me, spooning behind her, and letting her rest her head on my arm. She fits perfectly against me, every line of her body mirroring my own. It’s as if she was made for me.

      “The next time I cum, kitten, it will be inside your little cunt.”

      I lean down, kissing her neck and shoulder, and I feel her shiver with desire. My words are dirty, but I know she likes them. I run my tongue down her shoulder blade, kissing her gently. She pushes her ass against my cock, and I grip her hip tightly.

      “Do I need to cuff you while you sleep to stop you teasing me?”

      “I believe your mouth was the one starting trouble, Sir.”

      Hearing her call me ‘sir’ has me flipping her onto her back. I crawl on top of her and grabbing both her wrists. I pin them above her head and push my covered cock hard against her pussy, letting her feel how hard I am.

      “You use that name again, it better be when you beg me to fuck you. Are we clear, kitten?”

      Her eyes are wide with shock, but she nods her head, letting me know she understands what I’m saying. I lean down and softly kiss her lips, tasting her sweetness once more.

      ‘Get some sleep. We’ve got a big day tomorrow.”

      I roll off her and spoon her body once again, holding her close to me, thinking about how perfect this moment is. I don’t want it to end.

      

      When I wake up, I’m nearly on top of Mandy, my arms and legs are wrapped around her so tightly. It’s as if my subconscious was afraid she would escape in the night so I made sure not to let her go. I detangle myself from her sleeping body as gently as possible. I want to let her sleep a little longer, and I want to take care of a couple of things before she wakes up.

      Going to the kitchen, I open the fridge and see Cupid took care of stocking it. I take out everything I need to make a simple breakfast of bacon and eggs, and I get to work. As the breakfast is cooking, I go to the other room and make sure everything is set up, coming back to turn on the coffee pot. Once that’s finished I make it exactly how she likes it and set everything up at the table.

      Going back to the bedroom, I walk in and see Mandy sitting up in bed, a sheet held to her chest, trying to cover herself up. Her look of confusion turns to a look of relief when she sees me. I go over to the side of the bed and sit on the edge beside her.

      “I thought it was a dream. I woke up in this bed and I couldn’t remember where I was, and you were gone.”

      I lean over, kissing her sweet lips, and then tuck her hair behind her ears.

      “Come have breakfast with me, kitten.”

      She blushes and tucks her chin into her chest, nodding slightly. I don’t know why some things make her blush while others don’t, but I certainly love it when it happens. I pull the sheet from her hands and help her stand up. Once she’s steady on her feet, I reach down and peel the thong from her body, leaving her completely naked. When I stand up, she looks at me shyly, but I just take her by the hand, leading her into the dining room.

      I have the table set up with one big plate of food and two coffees. I drink mine with just cream, but she likes hers so sweet it makes my teeth hurt just thinking about it. When we get to the table, I sit down and pull her onto my lap.

      “You’re really going to feed me? I’m a grown woman and I’m perfectly capable of feeding myself.”

      “That’s not the point, kitten. The point is that I want to feed you.” I don’t think she completely understands, but I have this inner need to care for her. I’m dominant in my personality by nature, but I’m different with Mandy. When I hooked up with people in the past, I was complacent and didn’t really care about what was happening. Whoever I spent my time with knew it wasn’t anything serious. With Mandy it’s the complete and total opposite. It’s as if I care too much, and I go off the deep end, caring about every second of every day.

      I’ve obsessed so much over her that I’ve even played around with the idea of trying to make it a full time Dom/sub relationship after the thirty days are up. I’m not sure how far Mandy is willing to take these rules. I want to wait and see how this contract goes, and then we can decide. The thought of her leaving me is torturous. It simply isn’t an option.

      I move her body around so her back is to my front and both her legs bracket mine. I move my thighs wider apart, opening up her naked pussy, letting me have easy access to it.

      Once I have her how I want her, I take the fork and feed her bites from the plate. I carefully hold her coffee so she can take a few sips, and then set it down on the table. I take a few forkfuls for myself here and there, but mostly I want to feed my sweetness and make sure she’s taken care of.

      After a little while of this, she relaxes against me, and I can tell she’s enjoying herself. I kiss her neck gently and pet her body all over. Her skin is buzzing with sexual heat, and my little touches throughout breakfast have her rubbing against me just like a kitten. Her body is beginning to become attuned to mine, and she’s feeling needy. Knowing what she wants, I slowly run my hand down her stomach and over her pussy, cupping it.

      “Do you need to cum, kitten?”

      I feel her nod, and I smile, knowing I’ve already got the power I need over her body. I spread her labia apart. I reach down between her legs with my other hand and start to rub circles around her clit. She moans loudly at the sensation, and I lick her neck and shoulder to heighten her pleasure.

      Her hips begin to rock up and down, seeking the right touch, and I continue to rub little circles, making it easy for her to move with me. I kiss my way up her neck, biting her as I go, letting her feel the pressure of my teeth. She’s soaking my fingers, and I pull my hand away from her labia, bringing it to my mouth for a taste.

      Once I taste her sugary sweetness, I feel wild with need. I reach down again and rub my fingers on her pussy. This time when I pull away, I bring my honey-covered fingers to her mouth.

      “Suck them clean, Mandy.”

      I hold my fingers to her lips, and after a second of hesitation she sucks them into her mouth, licking me. We both moan at the same time. She’s moaning because of the erotic taste, and I’m losing my mind as her warm wet mouth suck my fingers like I know she’ll suck my cock. I’m so far beyond blue balls right now that when I finally cum, I may never be able to use my cock again.

      I rub her clit fast, but her sucking my fingers has me so worked up. I jerk my hand out of her mouth and bring it to her breast. I pinch her nipple as I bite down on her shoulder. The myriad sensations are enough to send her over the edge, and she cums in my arms.

      Mandy shouts her release loudly as her body tenses, and then she tries to fight against my hold. She’s so fucking beautiful when she’s lost in an orgasm. She doesn’t hold anything back from me, and it makes me so goddamn hard I ache.

      “That’s it, kitten. Let it all out.” I gentle my swift rubbing motions and I pet her clit softly as she comes down from her peak.

      I give her a minute to relax, and then I pick her up and carry her to the bedroom. I’ve always thought she was just like a little kitten. She’s always so fierce and so adorable. As I carry her back to our bed, she looks up at me lazily, and I can feel myself smiling so big it hurts. What I wouldn’t give to crawl into bed with her and make love to her all day, but it’s not time yet. She’s almost there.

      I carry her over to the bed and place her in it, pulling the covers over her. “You can rest until I leave for work, and then you need to get up. Cupid will be here in about an hour to walk you through your day.”

      She must be utterly wrecked because she just nods sleepily and closes her eyes. I smile again, which is something I can’t seem to stop doing lately, and lean down, kissing her forehead. When I pull away, she tries to grab a hold of me and pull me back.

      “I wish I could stay in bed, sweet kitten, but I have a couple of meetings to go to. Afterwards, you’ll have me all to yourself.”

      She makes some sort of sound that I think is supposed to be “okay”, and then she drifts off to sleep. I sit there watching her for just another minute before I head to the bathroom.

      This is going to have to be a fucking cold shower to get my cock to go down.
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      A soft ding pulls me from a deep sleep. Rolling over, I open one eye and see a phone lying on the bed next to me. Picking it up, I see a text notification. I slide my finger across the screen to see a text from ‘Sir’ is there.

      Sir: Rise and shine, little kitten. Cupid is waiting in the living room. Dress before leaving the room, and make sure your hair is up. See you soon. Yours.

      Biting my lip, I stare at the screen, debating whether or not to respond. Before I can decide, another message pops up.

      Sir: Always respond to my messages or I'll punish you.

      Hmm. If he has to punish me, does that mean he’ll come back to the room? While I’m still unsure about Charles, I’m very sure I like what he does to my body. Looking through the emojis, I find one of a cat sticking its tongue out, and I send it.

      I find myself just staring at the phone, waiting for him to respond. When it dings, I feel my heart jump in my chest.

      Sir: You’ll be using your tongue soon enough. Out of bed.

      I smile and drop the phone down next to me. Looking up, I stare at myself in the mirror above the bed. My body warms when I think of the last time I looked up into the mirror. Charles’s head was between my legs, giving me the greatest pleasure I’d ever felt in my life.

      He went at my pussy like he’d gone at my mouth that night in the bar. Like he was starved for me, as if he couldn't get the taste of me deep enough into his mouth.

      I open my legs wider and slide my hand down between them. Closing my eyes, I think about last night, his tongue between my folds, sucking me into his mouth. My wet pussy clenches, and I feel my clit grow harder.

      I stroke myself faster, right on the edge. I hear Charles’s voice saying “say my name, kitten”, and I cum. His name slips from my mouth like he's really here commanding me. My orgasm pulses through my body, and it feels almost as if he’s here with me. I’ve never been able to get myself off, and it’s not for lack of trying, but it seems Charles has opened up another part of me. It’s frightening how quickly he’s getting my walls to crumble, like they’re nothing more than a house of cards.

      Opening my eyes, I stare up at myself. I look well used. I’ve never studied myself before, but laid out on Charles’s bed I see myself as I am now: naked, lipstick smudges around my mouth, my hair tumbling free, a collar decorating my neck, showing his possession of me…I look wild and sexy. Against the red sheets, I can’t help but think that the devil did get me to succumb to him last night. My innocence might still be intact, but I don’t think that will last much longer.

      Pulling myself from the bed, I make quick work of showering and performing my normal routine. I notice the bathroom is stocked to accommodate my needs. It makes me smile, but then the thought that he does this with all his submissives makes a cramp hit my stomach.

      “Get it together, Mandy,” I say to myself in the mirror. After last night I told myself I was done fighting this. I’m not sure why Charles bought me, but I entered the auction for me. I loved last night, and I want to do it again and again. I want to spend the next twenty-nine days in an orgasm-filled haze. It’s clear Charles has opened up something inside me that wants out, and even more importantly, I want it out too.

      I told myself this adventure would be about me. Whatever is going on between Charles and the Cortez brothers is between them. Maybe he’s using me for something, but why can't I use him back? I want to open up the floodgates to all my desires and let my sex-starved body loose on him. Last night he made me crave things I had no idea my body wanted. I wonder how much more he could show me while I’m here.

      I could walk away from this with a better understanding of who I am and what I want. It’s already clear that I like him taking charge of me and telling me what to do. The idea of not having anything to be in charge of, not having to make sure people stay on schedule, is new to me. I have a rare opportunity to just let it all go.

      Pulling my wet hair up into a tight bun, I make my way back to the bedroom. I find my bag sitting next to the bedroom door. I locate my white halter dress inside, and I slip it on, working the zipper up in the back the best I can. I can't help myself; I picked this dress so I could wear the heels from last night. I wonder when I have to return them. Maybe Samantha will let me buy them.

      Strapping them on, I look around the room for my purse. When I have no luck, I grab the phone off the bed, and a twinge of disappointment hits me when I see I don’t have a message.

      Me: Do you know where my purse is?

      Charles responded instantly.

      Sir: You don’t need it.

      Me: Half my life is in that purse.

      Sir: That’s strange because I’m your whole life, and I’m pretty sure half of me isn't in your purse.

      I can’t help but roll my eyes, even though my stomach flutters as I read it.

      Sir: Don’t roll your eyes at me, kitten. You’re already in trouble as it is.

      “What the hell?” Does he really know me that well? I guess I did spend a big portion of the time I worked for him rolling my eyes. It was a lucky guess.

      Me: What did I do? Besides be a perfect angel, that is.

      Sir: You know.

      I can’t think of anything I’ve done wrong. When he left me he had the biggest smile on his face. And I responded to his text message like he asked.

      Me: I know you’re being a pain in my butt right now.

      Sir: I’ll be more than happy to show you what a pain in the ass really is.

      What does that mean? It better not mean…

      Me: I hope you mean a spanking, because you will not be sticking that giant thing in my ass!

      Sir: Mouth, kitten.

      Grr. Whatever. Silencing the phone, I retreat from the room in search of Cupid.

      When I reach the living room, I see Cupid standing in the middle of about six racks of clothes, each one around a foot taller than he is. I wouldn't have been able to see him if not for my heels. Cupid is a short, chubby, bald guy, and today he’s dressed in a white three-piece suit. It’s almost funny how our outfits contrast with the reds and blacks that cover everything in here.

      “Hi.” I give an awkward wave, a little bit of embarrassment hitting my cheeks. I’d met Cupid a few times; he would pop in and talk to Charles when I was working here, and a few times he had to ask me questions about something at the Cortez when we traded places.

      His face lights up with a bubbly smile, which makes me smile too.

      “About time you woke up!” He pushes one of the clothes racks out of the way and runs over to hug me as if we're long-lost friends. I hug him back and giggle. His excitement always seems contagious. I wonder how such a happy giddy person could work for Charles. They’re almost like night and day.

      “Sorry if I kept you waiting. I must have been exhausted to sleep so late. That’s not like me.”

      “I'm sure he exhausted you.”

      Cupid wiggles his eyebrows at me, and I blush at his words. He busies himself with the racks of clothes, and it hits me that everyone is going to know I'm hooking up with Mr. Townsend. Everyone I've been working with, the few friends I made in the month I was here, everyone.

      Shit. Gossip in casinos spreads like wildfire.

      “Most of these should fit you. If something doesn't, leave it on the rack and I'll take it back. If you don't like something, leave that too, but my taste is impeccable so I don't foresee that.” He says it with so much certainly I believe him.

      “Hmm. Do you want me to try them on now?” I’m exhausted at the very idea.

      “No, we have spa appointments downstairs. I’ll leave them here for you to go through whenever you like.” Making his way over to a big white box on the sofa, he adds, “This is also yours. I have no idea what’s in it, and I was told I wasn't allowed to open it.” He points at it and stares at me, the silent message clear. He wants me to open it so he can see inside.

      Walking over to the box, I lift the lid, exposing lingerie. It looks like there’s something in every color. “The good stuff,” Cupid says beside me, and I drop the lid, my face turning crimson.

      I’m not sure why he bought it. One, I’m not allowed to wear panties and two, the tops of my dresses are normally tight enough that I don’t have to wear a bra. Most of them have a built-in bra, and I’m not rocking a ton of boobage as it is.

      “Turn your phone back on before you give Mr. Townsend a coronary.”

      I look over at Cupid to see him typing away on his phone. I guess I see where his loyalties lie.

      “It is on,” I say smugly, because it is.

      “Turn the ringer on,” he says without looking up at me.

      Sliding my finger along the side of the phone, I put it back on ring, but don’t bother to look at it.

      “Come on. You’ll have him storming up here in two minutes flat if you don’t respond to him.” He pauses for a moment, and judging by his reaction, he must see something flare in my eyes. “Or is that what you want?”

      Is this how it's going to be with everyone around here after they find out about me and Charles? I groan inwardly at the thought.

      “I don’t know what you mean.” I try to fake it, looking at phone and seeing four texts and two missed calls, all from ‘Sir’. I should change his name to ‘Pain in the Ass’, but he’ll likely give me a pain in the ass if I do, so I opt not to.

      Sir: I didn't mean for you to stop texting me, I meant watch the cursing, kitten.

      Sir: Kitten?

      Sir: If you don’t respond to me, I’m coming up there.

      Sir: You won’t like it when I get there.

      It should piss me off how tight a leash he has on me, but for some reason all I find myself doing is smiling down at the phone like a loon.

      “Strange. When I get yelled at by Mr. Townsend, I don’t find myself smiling.”

      I drop the smile from my face as fast as I can, biting the inside of my mouth. When I look at Cupid he’s rocking his own giant smile, which only makes me burst into giggles. Oh. My. God. I’m like a freaking schoolgirl with a crush on the boy who always picks on her at recess.

      Me: Don’t you have meetings you should be at?

      Sir: I’m in one right now.

      Me: Well, shouldn't you be paying attention and not worrying about my every move?

      Sir: I’ll always worry about your every move.

      Wow. I wonder if he knows how long ‘always’ is. It’s endearing to think of someone always thinking about me, that I’m always at the forefront of his mind.

      Me: Always is a long time, Mr. Townsend

      Sir: That’s the plan, kitten. You have appointments. Relax and think of all the dirty things I’m going to do to you when I have you back in my hands.

      I had no idea he could be this sweet; that underneath all that broodiness was a marshmallow. Okay, maybe a hard marshmallow, but at the center there’s goo. I wish I knew more about relationships. Women always say men will say anything to get into your pants, but I’m already bought and paid for. This shouldn't have to be some game to him.

      “He’s so sweet.”

      “Never heard someone call him that before,” Cupid says, making me realize I said that out loud.

      I like the idea that only I see his sweet side. That with me he’s somebody else. That only I know that side of him.

      I suddenly don’t have the urge to go to the spa anymore after him telling me about all the dirty things he’s going do to me while he kept me in his office. I want to be there now, keeping him entertained while he works. Why didn’t he take me? A surge of jealousy shoots through my body.

      “Do I have an access key?”

      Cupid reaches into his back pocket, pulling one out. He hands over the white sparkly card that has my name etched at the top. Under my name, it reads Mine in bold letters.

      “What does it open?” I want to know my clearance level.

      “Everything.”

      I bite my lip to stop myself from smiling, but I know he’s not fooled. I want to go pop in on Charles, but I know Cupid would alert him, so I'm going to have to give him the slip. The best place to do that will be at the spa.

      “So you having stuff done at the spa too?” I ask nonchalantly.

      “I could use a few things.”

      I’m guessing not his hair, but I keep that to myself.

      “Then let’s do it. I’m excited to get a rub down.” This isn't a lie, but I don’t want to be rubbed down in the spa. I want to be rubbed by Charles in his office, in places the spa won’t touch.

      I head to the door, pulling it opening and heading for the elevator. When it arrives, I get on and put my card in so it won’t make any stops on the way down. Funny how quickly things can change. It wasn't even twenty-four hours ago I tried to keep myself as far away from him as possible. Now I’m starting to think I was so angry with him and picked at him because I hated that I was so attracted to him.

      Now I can’t bring myself to care. I’m going to have fun for my thirty days. I just have to make sure I keep my heart out of the game. Sex, Mandy. This is all about sex and great orgasms. I’m lying to myself and I know it.

      When the elevator dings, I make my exit with Cupid hot on my heels. My shoes click on the marble floor of the casino, over the sounds of the slot machines.

      I push my way through the glass double doors and into the spa, and see Kristen standing behind the counter.

      “Miss Burch, we have you all set and ready to go,” she says in a too-chipper voice.

      “Perfect. Massage first?”

      “Yes, you’ll be with Tina today in room seven. If you’ll just follow me.” She starts to come around the counter. I stop her.

      “Oh, no worries, Kristen. I know the way, and I want to use the restroom first.” I make my way past her and hear Cupid call out from behind me, “I’ll see you in the salon after.”

      “See you there,” I toss over my shoulder. When I get around the corner, I press myself against the wall and listen for Cupid’s departure. The spa clients go through a changing room, and then out into the different spa areas. Women and men have separate changing rooms that are located in two different hallways.

      When I hear Kristen tell Cupid what room he’ll be in, I wait a minute, and then peek around the corner and see the front desk is clear. Normally I would stop and snap at someone for leaving the desk unmanned, but right now I’m thankful.

      Making my exit, I head straight for Charles’s office, which is on the same floor as Security. Once there, I slide my key into his office door, opening it a crack and slipping in.

      When he said he’d be in meetings, I thought he meant on a conference call, like most of his meetings. When I was here, he never had anyone else in here with him. Ever. But when I walk into his office, Charles is standing behind his desk with his back to me, and there’s a man sitting in one of the black chairs in front of his desk.

      I think about slipping out, but I freeze at Charles’s words as he start to turn. “I think you forget there are a lot of holes in the desert, Mr. Sheridan, and I have no problem filling them with men like—” His words stop when his eyes meet mine.

      I have no idea what I should do, or if he’s going to be pissed at what I just heard. One thing I do notice is, I’m not scared. Well, maybe a little, but not of him hurting me or throwing me into a hole in the desert.

      He cocks his head to the side, a smirk lifting his lips, the hardness that was there moments ago slipping away.

      “You are a sneaky kitten, aren't you?”

      The man sitting in the chair lifts his head to see who Charles is talking to.

      “Don’t fucking look at her.”

      The man snaps his head back towards Charles, and I blush at his jealousy.

      “We're done here, Slade.” Charles goes around his desk to escort the man from his office. “Kitten, in my chair. Take the long way around.” He motions for me to pass by them on the other side of his desk.

      I go to slip around when the man finally rises and sneaks a look my way. “Got yourself a submissive, Mr. Townsend? I’d heard the rumors but—” His words are cut off when Charles grabs him around the throat and pushes him up against the nearest wall.

      The man struggles, and his eyes shoot to me, like he’s pleading for me to make him stop.

      “Don’t look at her. She won’t help you, and it only pisses me off more you have your eyes on her.”

      His eyes go back to Charles, and he tries to speak, but can't. After a moment, Charles loosens his grip a little.

      “I’m sorry, Mr. Townsend, and I’ll let everyone on the board at Brock Enterprises know.”

      “You do that. They don’t want me coming for them.” Charles lets go of the man, who runs from the room as quickly as possible, coughing the whole way as he tries to catch his breath.

      I move quickly, sitting down in Charles’s chair. I wonder if I look as imposing in the chair as he does. I used to think it was the chair. Now as I sit in the thing, I know it’s all him.

      Charles doesn't bat an eyelash as he makes his way over to me, making me gasp by picking me up and sitting me on his desk while he takes his chair back. He slides in between my legs, resting my heels on the arms of his chair, with my legs spread wide apart.

      He slowly strokes my ankles, and then my calf, making me close my eyes to enjoy the sensation. “You have the most perfect legs I’ve ever seen.” His words draw my eyes back open. After a moment he speaks again. “You’re not running from the room.”

      “Should I be?” I say lazily as he continues to rub me.

      “No, I would never hurt you.”

      “I didn't think you would.” I didn't. Not even for a second did the thought cross my mind. I was just more startled to catch Charles in action. I heard he runs his business with a firmer hand than others. I’d lived on the street for a few years before I came to work with the Cortez brothers. Seeing two men fight is nothing new to me. While we might be in a fancy hotel, men don't like when you fuck with their shit, and I'm guessing that's what happened here.

      I’d never seen him act like that until today, but I'm not a terrible judge of people. I feel like if Charles needed to make a threat, it was due. I also know Aaron and Justin wouldn't let me near him if they thought he’d harm a hair on my head, but I’m starting to wonder if they thought about my heart.

      “Do you want to ask me?”

      I do, but I just shrug, going with my ‘less is more’ rule.

      “Kitten, I’ll tell you anything if you ask.” I like that there are no games with him.

      “Why do you want to,” I raise my eyebrows, “put him into a hole?”

      “Doesn't seem so intimidating the way you say it,” he laughs, but his tone soon turns serious. “They’re after my father’s casinos.”

      “I thought your casino wasn't tied with your father’s.” I looked Charles up online before I came to work for him. I knew he owned his own casino and that his father had a string of his own as well, but they aren’t affiliated.

      “It’s not. Doesn't mean I wouldn’t step to my father’s defense if I saw someone trying to poach his casinos.”

      Leaning up, I palm his cheek, feeling his rough stubble barely breaking the skin. I rub my thumb across it. “Goo in the center,” I say, looking into his dark eyes, and he leans into my hand. Most people probably wouldn't think he cares about his father’s casinos considering how he wouldn't take any of his money. I'd read that too.

      “Goo?”

      “So hard on the outside, but all gooey and soft on the inside.”

      “I’ll always protect what’s mine.”

      I understand what he means. I’d do anything for Aaron and Justin. That is part of the reason I’m sitting here right now.

      I have to ask. I don’t want it sitting at the back of my mind where I keep pushing it, lying to myself that it doesn't matter.

      “Is this about the Cortez brothers?” I drop my hand from his face and motion between us.

      Standing up from his chair, he grips my face with both hands, making me look up at him. “Everything is about you.” He takes my mouth in a deep kiss, his tongue pushing past my lips. His hands leave my face and dig into my hair, pulling it down from the knot I have it tied in. The still-damp tresses trail down my back.

      I wrap my legs around him, trying to pull him closer, digging my heels into his ass. I want his body against mine. I want to rub myself against his cock.

      When I can't get close enough with my body because of the position preventing me, I use my hand on him instead. I grip his hard thick cock, and I have no idea how I’m going to get this thing inside me, but I’ll die trying. He jerks away from my touch like I burned him, pulling his mouth from me, dropping his forehead to mine.

      “I have no control around you.” His words are pained.

      “I thought the point of this submissive thing was that you have all the control.”

      “Never doubt that you’re the one with the control, kitten. You hold all the power.”

      “I don’t understand. I don’t know a ton about whatever this is but—” He cuts me off with a soft kiss.

      “It’s simple. I like to be in control. It gets me off when I tell you to do something and you do it. But this,” he rubs his thumb across my lips, “what we have here doesn't follow any guidelines. We’ll make it up as we go and do whatever fits us best. Just know that everything I do is for you. Every. Single. Thing. I do. Is because I know what you need, even when sometimes you won’t give yourself that.”

      I feel tears sting my eyes. The distance I was trying to keep between us falls away, and I launch myself at him. I try to crawl up his giant body to wrap myself around him. I find his mouth and I kiss him. It’s untrained and sloppy, but I just can’t help myself.

      The next thing I know, my back is on his desk and he is over me, taking control of the kiss. It’s hard and desperate. Maybe he’ll finally take me and slide inside me for the first time. I’ll beg. I don’t care anymore.

      I push at his shoulder, making him pull back from the kiss and look into my eyes. “Sir, I need more. I want you inside me.”

      “Not yet, kitten. But I’ll take the edge off for you until tonight.” With that, he slips down my body, and I drop my legs open, inviting him to take whatever he wants from me. It’s all his. He pushes my dress up, making it bunch around my stomach.

      “You seem to be able to listen to one rule today,” he says, seeing my lack of underwear, “but don’t think I’ve forgotten about the others you’ve broken. We’ll get to that later.”

      Before I can try to defend myself, his mouth is on me. I buck my hips in response. He grabs hold of them, his fingers digging into my skin as he pins them in place so I can no longer move. I’m helpless against the attack of his mouth on my clit.

      My orgasm hits fast, making me scream out his name. Having been on edge since he placed me on his desk, I was ready for some kind of release. I try to jerk away, the sensations too much, but he keeps sucking and licking. Just when I think I can’t take anymore, another orgasm hits, shooting through my body all the way down to my toes. I try to curl them, but my heels prevent me from doing so.

      “Sir, please stop, please!” I can’t take anymore, everything is so sensitive.

      He pulls his mouth from me, a smirk on his face. “Disobey my rules again and I’ll eat you to four orgasms, one right after another.”

      Dropping my legs down, I lie boneless on his desk. I don't think I could survive four orgasms like that.

      “Do you know how many times I imagined you like this in here? How hard it was to have you working for me, so close to me, but so far away at the same time?” He voice sounds pained again, and it breaks my heart.

      “I’m here, I’m yours.”

      Pulling me to a sitting position, he runs his finger along the beautiful collar around my neck. “Yes you are, and so utterly perfect.”

      “Am I now?” I tease playfully. He makes me feel so beautiful and sexy, which I never would’ve thought of myself as before. But with him it's like I'm the most perfect thing ever.

      “Yes, your neck.” He places a soft kiss there.

      “Your ears.” He grabs onto my earlobe with his teeth, giving it a little pull.

      “Your nose,” he adds, kissing the tip of it.

      “Your eyes.” I close them as he places a kiss on each eyelid.

      “Your sassy mouth.” He places a soft kiss there too.

      “I could do this all day,” I giggle in response.

      I hear the sound of a cell phone. “You better get that,” I say, placing another kiss on his mouth.

      “Fuck ’em,” he mutters before kissing me again.

      “It’s probably Cupid. I kinda gave him the slip.” I try to say it in an innocent voice, like I didn't really mean to escape.

      He reaches into his pocket and pulls out the phone. “I got her,” he says when he answers.

      After a second, he speaks again. “No. Hang on. Kitten, would you like something to eat?”

      It wasn't long ago he fed me breakfast, but the idea of him feeding me again has me ordering lunch.

      “Cream barley? Maybe a bottle of champagne?”

      He repeats the order to Cupid, and then drops his phone down on the desk with a clink.

      “You’ll crack it,” I warn, snatching it up to see if he did. When I touch the screen, my face shows up as the screensaver. It looks like a picture of me from last night. I’m wearing the collar, my hair is spread out against the red sheets, his thumb is to my lips, as if he’s feeling the softness of them.

      “You put a picture of me on your phone?”

      “Never far from me.”

      He picks me up and carries me over to the sofa, sitting me in his lap.

      “How come when I worked here you treated me like I was dumb?” I find myself asking him.

      “You thought I thought you were dumb?” he asks, sounding appalled at my question.

      “You gave me the stupidest stuff to do and hovered over me! What was I supposed to think?”

      “That if I gave you bigger projects you’d be away from me more—out in the casino, out of my reach. I wanted you close to me. I spent more time coming up with things for you to do around here,” he motions around in a circle, indicating his office, “than I did actual work.”

      My bitterness at that falls away instantly. Seems a lot of things with him happen that way, and I can't bring myself to question it. I question everything in my life and look at it from every angle. I’m just going to enjoy this.

      “Well, why don't you bring me as close as possible right now?” I move from sitting sideways on his lap to straddling him. I don’t want him to protest, so I take his mouth in a forceful kiss, the way he kisses me. Suddenly, a knock sounds at the door.

      “Kitten. Do you remember about me eating you to four? Because you’re knocking on that door.”

      I crawl off his lap and plop down on the couch, pretending to pout, but he just laughs as he goes to the door. He opens it a crack and takes a tray from someone, and then closes it again.

      Setting the tray on the table in front of the couch, he pops the champagne, fills a glass and hands it to me. I take a drink, and then place it back down on the table. He removes the lid from the steaming dish and sits back down on the couch next to me.

      “Straddle me again.”

      I don't hesitate. I crawl onto his lap. He slowly feeds my bite after bite, stopping to kiss me throughout, until the dish is empty. Everything has seemed so perfect that I just have to ask something that’s been playing on my mind. After all, he did say I could ask him anything.

      “Did you have other submissives?” I know he said he’s never collared anyone, but jealousy is a nasty bitch. I’d grabbed on so quickly to how he is different with me. I want to keep a hold of it.

      He hesitates for a second, making my heart drop. My face must show it, because he finally answers me. “Never. Not one.”

      “You don’t have to say that to make me feel better,” I whisper, looking up at him through my lashes, not wanting to make eye contact.

      He grabs my face to make me look at him. “I hesitated because I wasn't sure how I should answer. Yes, I’ve played before, but it’s been years, and never here. Also, never more than once with the same person. I didn't want to tell you because, well, I don’t want to hear about any partners you’ve had before me. That thought makes me want to dig a few more of those holes out in the desert. I didn't want you to feel that; there’s no reason for you to. There hasn't been anyone since I laid eyes on you, and there wasn’t for a long time before that.”

      Shit. I feel myself tumbling over the edge of this man, and I’m just going to let myself go. I want to reassure him too. “There is no one but you,” I tell him, and he gives me one of his rare smiles. I don’t think he gets that he’s my first everything, unless you count one terrible kiss when I was seventeen. Which I don’t.

      “What do you want to do, kitten? You can lie here on the sofa while I work, or I can take you up to the room. I did install an eBook app on your phone if you want to read.”

      “Stay here.”

      Lifting me off his lap, he sits me down on the sofa. He walks over to his desk, grabs my phone and brings it back to me.

      “Be good, kitten.” He goes back to work while I drink my champagne and play on my phone, syncing it up and looking at the books that I had pre-ordered and that have come in. When he isn't paying attention, I snap a pic of him and make it my screensaver. He asks me occasional questions about work, but the next thing I know, I’m being lifted into his arms.

      “You fell asleep. I’m taking you to our room.”

      I notice my shoes are strewn on the floor. “You can’t carry me through the casino.”

      “It’s fine. The elevator is outside the door, and I’ll carry you wherever I like whenever I like.”

      “But everyone will see.”

      “They already saw when we kissed that night at the bar, and when I dragged you back here after the auction.”

      “Yeah, but they could think that was—”

      “Don’t say anything. Trust me. They know. I’ve never acted this way before.”

      My stomach warms at his words. There it is again. I’m different. He’s different for me, with me.

      Soon, he has me naked in our bed, and he’s cuffing one wrist to one of the posts.

      “You’re leaving?”

      “I’ll only be gone for a little bit. Sleep, and when I get home, I’ll wake you up in a way you’ll never forget.”

      “But what if I need to get up before you get back?” I pull at the cuff to show I have no escape.

      “If I see you wake, I’ll be here in minutes.”

      “See me wake?” I can hear the shock in my voice.

      “I always have eyes on you.”

      “But that means…”

      “That you played with yourself this morning, and I had to watch you moan my name while I was on a conference call with ten other people? Yeah, I saw that. You’re lucky I forgot to tell you that only I get to make you cum. Do it again and I’ll spank your ass.”

      I can’t find the words to respond. I should be pissed and freaked out that he’s watching me, but all I feel is cherished.

      “Sleep, kitten,” he whispers. And I do.
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      After my last meeting, I exit my office and head home. I don’t know that I’ve ever been this excited or happy to go home before. Knowing that Mandy is there waiting on me, I can’t get there fast enough. In reality, home was a place I avoided before. There was never anyone there, and although the quiet was a retreat, after meeting Mandy, I longed for her to be there. After the first moment I saw her, I would come home and just sit and think of her.

      I’ve been watching her on the cameras the whole time I’ve been in meetings. She looked like she was starting to wake up, so it’s time I go home and take care of her. The feeling of knowing she’s there now, waiting on me, makes my heart beat a little faster and puts a spring in my step. I can’t help but feel the smile spreading over my face at my excitement. I can't remember the last time something held any excitement for me.

      When I get to the elevator, the doors open and reveal Cupid. He looks at me for just a second before he smiles too. I drop my smile after that, not needing to add fuel to his fire.

      “Mr. Townsend.” He does a little bow as I enter the elevator and slide my card for the penthouse.

      “Cupid.”

      “I had a wonderful day at the spa.”

      I want to roll my eyes at his comment, but I just make a noncommittal hum.

      “It’s too bad I missed Mandy. She was there one minute and then gone the next. I’m glad she was able to find you. Did you two have a pleasant afternoon?”

      “We did.” My blood heats thinking about how she sneaked into my office. She wanted me bad enough to seek me out. She wants me as much as I want her, and now that she’s asked for it, I’m going to give her all of me.

      “I just wanted to catch you before you knocked off for the day. The Cortez brothers have requested a meeting with you and Miss Burch to check on things.”

      I grit my teeth. After a moment I take a breath and answer evenly. “They can see her at the end of the thirty days. I want the time I paid for. She’s exclusively mine until that period is up. They should know better than anyone how important that is.”

      “I’ll inform them.”

      The elevator doors open, and I exit. Before the doors close, I turn back to Cupid. “I’m taking the rest of the day and tomorrow off. See that we aren’t disturbed.”

      “Yes, Mr. Townsend.” I see his head bow slightly, and just as the doors close I catch his grin. I don’t care if the whole world knows I’m about to fuck Mandy. She’s mine, and the more people who know it, the better.

      I punch in my code and enter. I go over to the kitchen and pull a bottle of champagne out of the chiller and grab a few things from the fridge. I want to make this moment with her special.

      I bring them with me to the bedroom and set everything up quietly while Mandy sleeps. The cuff I put on her wrist was loose enough that she could roll around in bed but not leave it. I wanted her to be comfortable, but also recognize that she is bound to what I want.

      After getting everything in place, I go to the bed and take off her cuff. Crawling over her, I start kissing her neck. She moans slightly at the warm contact, and I kiss lower down her chest, down to her breasts. I give one nipple a long lick, and then suck it into my mouth, trying to get as much of her into my mouth as possible. When I’ve feasted on one, I move to the other, loving it the same way.

      I feel one of Mandy’s hands tunnel through my hair and hold me to her. She moving under me, and I can feel how her warm soft body searches for mine. Releasing her nipple with a pop, I look up and see her sleepy eyes staring at me. She’s got a smile on her face that looks so content and happy I want it to be there forever.

      “I believe you’re naked, Sir.” She moves her long legs, wrapping them around my waist, pulling me closer to her warmth.

      Hearing her call me that makes everything in me want to explode. Especially my dick. I’m pressed against her wet heat, and all I want to do is to thrust inside her, hard and deep. But I want her begging me.

      “I wanted to feel you under me, kitten. Skin on skin.”

      I know she’s on the pill and has a clean bill of health. Every auction participant is tested, no exceptions. Something inside me ticks at her being on the pill. It’s not that I want kids right this minute, but I would like to have them someday. I already know that I’m never letting her go, and I want a family with Mandy. I want to make a life and babies with her, but I can’t tell her this because right now I’m trying to play it cool. I’m doing a terrible job at it, but I’m sure confessing my need to impregnate her might scare her off.

      She reaches up, putting her arms around my neck, so her whole body is wrapped around mine. Looking up to me with big eyes, she whispers, “Please.”

      “Not good enough,” I whisper back, burying my face in her neck and licking her there. I make my point clearer by thrusting against her, rubbing my naked cock across her clit.

      She moans loudly, and I lick down her chest again. I thrust against her once more, my slide slick with her cream. She’s turned on from all our teasing and I can feel her heat begging me to enter.

      I slide back down and move my hips so that the tip of my cock rests at her opening. I leave it there and just kiss her cunt with the cum-covered tip.

      I’ve been without an orgasm for so long that it takes everything in me not to cum just from this gentle touch. But I fight my body and hold off, not wanting to let it go yet. Feeling her pussy greedily pulsing around my head, I stay still and let her squirm under me as I bite her nipple.

      “Please!” Mandy shouts, and I smile against her breast.

      Moving to her other nipple, I leave my cock in place and hold her hips as she tries to take more of me inside her. I give her other nipple the same treatment, licking her, and then biting.

      “Please, Sir. Please, I need you. I’ll beg, I’ll do anything. I’m sorry. Please.”

      I grab her wrists, pinning them above her head and hold them there with one hand. “Oh, kitten. You beg so prettily.” I kiss her lips gently, and then smile down at her. “If this is what you want, then this is what you’ll have.”

      I thrust hard inside her, giving her all ten inches of me at once. I’m all the way in, buried to the root, when Mandy lets out a cry of pain, and I start to cum.

      “Oh God, I’m so sorry.” I choke out the words as my cock empties inside of her. I feel my body shaking as my orgasm starts, and I can’t pull out of her.

      She has a pained look on her face, and I see a tear slip down her cheek. I hold her face as I try to catch my breath. I can’t control my body, and I just keep cumming inside her. Months of pent-up longing is released, and my body isn’t my own as it goes on and on. I can’t move out of her, and I can’t stop, so she just lies there and tries to breathe through the pain.

      “So. Sorry.” My words are said through gritted teeth, and I feel myself starting to cum again. I don’t know how it’s possible, but I’m having another orgasm. Her pussy is the tightest thing I’ve ever felt, and it’s pulling every drop inside me into her body.

      Mandy bites her bottom lip and closes her eyes tightly. I lean down, kissing her tears away as my body finally seems to come down from another peak.

      I had no idea she was a virgin, but I felt her hymen break as I pushed inside her. Why wouldn’t she tell me that? My inner beast is thrilled that I’m the only one who’s ever been inside her, but this should have been easier on her. I should have handled her with more care.

      After a moment spent catching my breath, I look at her, and she opens her eyes.

      “Why didn’t you tell me?” I whisper, not wanting to embarrass or upset her. I would have had her either way, but knowing she has been touched only by me makes me ready to have her all over again.

      She just shrugs and looks away. I’m still inside her, not breaking our connection, as I grab her chin and make her look at me.

      “Tell me, kitten.”

      “I didn’t think you’d want someone who wasn’t experienced. I thought maybe you wouldn’t know, and I could just fake it.”

      “No. I don’t want you to ever fake anything with me. With us. Do you understand me?”

      She nods her head, but I wait for the words.

      “Yes, Sir.”

      “I’m lucky to be your first, Mandy. I should have eased into this a bit more. I’m a big man, no matter how you look at it.” I thrust just a little to show my meaning, and she moans quietly, getting used to my size. “I want everything from you, even the things you’re embarrassed about. I want every inch of you, inside and out. Always.”

      I take her mouth, showing her with my kiss what I feel. Right now the words would scare her. Hell, what I feel at this moment scares me.

      Thrusting a little more inside her, she starts to move with me. Her hips counter my thrusts, and soon I’m pulling almost all the way out, leaving just the tip inside, and then thrusting all the way back in. I reach down between us, playing with her clit to make it as good for her as it is for me. I came in her so much, I feel my cum leak out while I fuck her, making a ring around the base of my cock. After rubbing her clit for a second, I use my thumb to wipe up some of that cum around my dick and then bring it to her mouth, letting her suck it off.

      I stare into her eyes while she licks the cum off my thumb. She sucks me all the way into her mouth, closing her eyes and moaning at the flavor. I take my thumb away and kiss her again, tasting the two of us combined. Reaching down, I rub her clit again and feel her squeeze my cock in need.

      She’s close, and I want to cum again already. Waiting for her for so long has me aching for her like no other. As she tenses under me and falls over the edge, I can’t help but go right after her, filling her up once again as she grinds against my cock and my fingers, shouting my name as she cums.

      Watching her lose herself in pleasure and then finding my own with her is so beautiful. Being inside her is perfect, and I’ve never felt anything like it. I’ve never felt so connected to someone, so bonded. Suddenly, I realize this is what love is.

      

      “Why are you laughing?”

      “Because for so long I’ve thought of you as the devil, and here you are, Satan in a bubble bath.”

      I can’t help but smile at her description. Scooping up a handful of bubbles, I press them to my mouth and chin, giving me a foam goatee. “Do I look the part now?”

      She laughs again, and I swear I want to do whatever it takes to keep her making that sound. It’s melodic and happy, and I can’t get enough.

      After the last round, I carried her to the bathroom where I had set up a bubble bath complete with champagne and strawberries beside the tub. I’ve never used the tub before, but it felt like something she might enjoy. She didn’t get the day of pampering I had set up for her, so I wanted to treat her to some kind of indulgence. The tub is big enough for the two of us, which is saying a lot because we’re both pretty tall.

      She’s on one end with her legs in my lap, and I’m on the other, my feet bracketing her body. I pick up her foot and rub it, kissing each toe as I go.

      Sipping her champagne, she leans her head back and closes her eyes. “God, this is decadent. I can’t remember the last time I was in a bathtub. How long have we been in here?”

      “I don’t know. I forget time when you’re near.” I bite her pinky toe, and she sits up and smiles at me.

      “You’ve refilled this tub three times. We’re probably breaking all kinds of laws in this Vegas drought.”

      “I’ll have you know my hotels are energy efficient. And you weren’t complaining the three times I filled it.”

      She splashes a little water at me, and then drinks more of her champagne. We’ve just been quietly relaxing as I’ve been petting her, but now I want some answers.

      “Why didn’t you tell me?”

      She knows exactly what I’m talking about, and when I ask the question she looks away, setting her glass down. I wait for her to speak, but she doesn’t.

      “You could have used that to your advantage at the Mistress Auction.” It’s something that makes me angry to think about, and I’m glad she didn’t. She looks over at me, and I pull both her feet toward me, bringing her body close to mine. She’s straddling my hips and we are nose to nose. “Tell me.”

      “I just wanted to keep it private. It’s kind of embarrassing.”

      “I think it’s wonderful.”

      She blushes a little, and then brings her hand up to play with my chest hair. “My foster mom had a boyfriend who used to threaten to do things to me. He watched me a little too closely. I think he had a weird obsession with me."

      I stiffen at her words, my hands on her waist squeezing too tightly.

      “Nothing happened,” she says quickly, easing some of my tension. “One night, he came to my room and tried. He put his hand over my mouth and I bit him. He hit me, and my scream woke up my foster mom.” To think that a foster parent would put her in that kind of danger makes me sick. Mandy looks at my chest, still playing with the bubbles in my chest hair. It’s like she’s telling a story instead of confessing something horrible that happened to her. “As bad as it sounds, I think she was jealous. She got so mad at me after it happened. The next day she told me to get my stuff and get out. I was a week away from my eighteenth birthday. She wasn’t going to be getting a check for keeping me so I knew it was coming.”

      My heart breaks for her, but I don’t interrupt her. I want to know everything there is to know about her.

      “I left and bummed around until I had a friend who wanted to come to Vegas. I spent a year in and out of shelters and doing odd jobs until I met Don. He took me in and got me a job with Aaron and Justin; I owe a lot to both of them. I’m happy with the way my life turned out, but I guarded my body for a long time because I couldn’t forget what it felt like to have someone try to take that from me. Then when the person who was supposed to protect me blamed me and threw me out, I felt like I had done something wrong. I think that’s why I waited, never truly trusting someone with that much power.”

      I grab her chin and make her look me in the eyes. I can see the beginning of tears there, and I wish I could take the pain away. “I’m so sorry. Not because I had anything to do with it, but because I wasn’t there to stop it.” She nods her head, understanding my meaning, and I brush a stray hair away from her forehead. “Thank you for giving me that power. I promise never to use it against you.”

      Leaning in, I press my lips to hers, pulling her to me and standing up in the tub. I don’t break our kiss as I step over the rim and onto the rug. As I kiss her jaw and down her neck, the water runs off us.

      “We’re getting the floor wet.”

      “Fuck it, I don’t care.”

      Mandy laughs a little and starts to slide down my body. I move down with her, going to the floor, our bodies slippery from the bubbles. Grabbing her hips, I turn her towards the tub, so she’s bent over the side. I kneel behind her, spreading her legs wide and pulling her ass to me. “Grip the edge, kitten. I need to fuck you.”

      I need to bond my body with hers and connect us as much as possible. I need to be inside her cunt. I need to mark what’s mine, what has only ever been mine.

      Grabbing my cock, I line it up at her entrance and thrust in hard. She lets out a moan and grips the edge of the tub as I start to pound into her. I reach up and grab her hair with both hands, wanting to hold on to the reins. Her nipples press against the cool marble along the side of the tub, causing them to get harder with every stroke. I look down to where we are connected and see my cock sliding in and out of her tight channel. Every time I pull out, I can see her pussy gripping me, trying desperately to pull me back in. When I thrust back inside, I can see my cock being squeezed, and it makes me cum a little with every stroke. I’m having one long orgasm, constantly cumming as I fuck her.

      I need her to cum with me so I can feel my ownership of her pussy. I want her cunt beating out a message in Morse code—a message begging my cock for more.

      I move my hand from her hair and reach around her hip to rub her clit. It’s hard and dripping wet from the mixture of my cum and her honey. I rub her for a second before I pull my fingers away.

      “No! Please, Sir, don’t stop.”

      “I just need a taste, kitten.” I suck my fingers, tasting her sweetness as I lick them clean. I just need the flavor of her pussy in my mouth as I cum.

      Taking my fingers out of my mouth, I put them back to her clit and she moans in appreciation. I feel her clench around my cock as I start to fuck her a little more roughly.

      “Harder,” she whispers.

      “Say it louder. If you want it, kitten, let me hear it.”

      “Harder, Sir.” This time it’s loud enough to echo in the bathroom, and I give her what she wants. I thrust hard, my balls making smacking sounds as they hit her sticky pussy. I tighten my grip on her hair and pull her head back, exposing her neck while I keep rubbing her clit. I rub it hard, and then give it a pinch as I lean forward and bite her shoulder at the same time.

      Mandy tenses and her orgasm rocks through her, loud and long. She shouts my name and that’s all it takes. I hold myself inside her, cumming at the same time. We are both lost to the feeling of complete and total bliss, molding together as one.

      I don’t know how long we lie on the floor of the bathroom, connected and trying to find earth, but when I remember where I am, I smile. The devil has finally found heaven.
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        Mandy

      

    
    
      “Please, Sir, I can’t take anymore,” I beg as he eats my pussy.

      I’m cuffed to the bed and he’s been going at me for hours, but I’ve come to realize time passes in a blur when we end up tangled together in bed. Minutes have no meaning as time stands still. The outside world drops away and it’s only him and me. At least, that’s how he makes me feel.

      “You take what I give you, kitten.” Pulling away from me, he prowls up my body, kissing, sucking, worshiping me the whole way until his mouth is on mine, his cock pushing inside me.

      “God, your pussy gets so excited when I take you like this. Do you like knowing that I can do whatever I want to you? That you can’t stop me? I could leave you tied to our bed all day and just use you for pleasure whenever my cock gets hard again,” he grunts into my ear as he thrusts in and out of me.

      I stare up into the mirror above the bed, watching his big body move over mine. I’m sprawled out for the taking, just how we both like it.

      “You’d never stop fucking me. I don’t think that thing goes down.”

      “You’re right. I’d fuck my little kitten to death.” He nibbles at my neck as his thrusts grow more forceful. I can’t stop staring at him in the mirror. His ass clenches with each full thrust, like he can’t get himself deep enough inside me.

      “You’re going to come for me again.” My body seems to do whatever he commands, something I’ve come to accept over the past few weeks. He has more control over my body than I do— it does whatever he wants it to, even if I try to fight it.

      “I don’t think I can.”

      “You’ll do as you’re told.” He slips one hand between us and strokes my clit in time with his thrusts. Using his other hand, he braces himself over me, drawing my eyes to his. The intensity of his gaze throws me over, and once again my body is a slave to his demands. I toss my head back, moaning out his name and giving him the orgasm he craves.

      “Gets me every time,” he grunts, still staring down at me while thrusting his warm cum into me. “Nothing is hotter than watching you get off.” He takes my mouth in a slow sweet kiss before he pulls out of me, letting his cum slip from my body.

      “How about the time I stripped naked and crawled over to you and gave you a blowjob when you were on that Skype conference call?” I smile just thinking about that day. I had met up with Tiffany for lunch and she taught me some of her moves.

      When I was done I sneaked into Charles’s office when I knew he was going to be on a call. I did a little striptease before crawling over to him and maneuvering myself under his desk. I sucked his cock until he came, hearing the laptop slam closed at the same time he filled my mouth. Needless to say I learned what a spanking was that day. I also noticed he seemed more excited about my lunch dates with Tiffany after that.

      “You want another spanking?” he teases, biting one of my nipples, making me jerk against the cuffs.

      Reaching up, he uncuffs my arms and legs. Before I can get my bearings, he lifts me, throwing me over his shoulder and heads to the bathroom.

      I learned to stop protesting his carrying me around about a week into our relationship. Relationship. This is what we are. I’m here under contract, but what will happen after that? I know it won’t be the end. He said everything was about me, that he has wanted me for so long.

      I push the stupid thoughts from my head. It just a matter of figuring out where we go from here, not if we are going to be together. I know for him I’m different than anyone else. He hasn’t told me he loves me, but it shows in everything he does for me. He was right when he said I might be at his knees, but I’m the one in control.

      After he places me in the shower, we start washing each other like we do most mornings.

      I go to reach for his cock, and he grabs my wrist, bringing it to his mouth and kissing it. “Hands, kitten. I have plans for us today, and I already put us behind.”

      “No work today?” I ask, a little surprised. Most mornings Charles still goes to work, but he doesn’t spend long hours there like he used to before. We go out together or hole up in our room together. But one thing I’ve noticed is, I don’t hate going to work with him.

      Somedays I do odd things around the casino, or hang out with Tiff, or go to the spa. Other days I spend in his office, helping him with stuff or just lying around reading. I love this. It’s like I’ve slowed down and started to enjoy life. I’m no longer pushing through each day, trying to get as much done as possible, only to get up the next morning and do it again. This was the never-ending cycle I had let myself fall into when I worked for the Cortez brothers. I never thought I was unhappy there, but now I’m starting to think that maybe I was just content. I didn’t know any better.

      “Nope, I have a special day planned for us.”

      I make quick work of my morning routine, excited to see what he has planned today.

      I pick up the clothes he has laid out for me on the bed and hold them up questioningly.

      “Don’t these count at some kind of underwear?” I swing a pair of bikini bottoms around on one finger.

      “You won’t be wearing them for long.”

      I smile at his words. I slip on the skimpy garment and tie on the matching top. Charles comes over and helps me tie it around the neck, and then hands me a sundress.

      “You aren’t walking around in just a bikini.”

      I roll my eyes behind his back, even though I eat up his jealously about me. I put on some cream wedges to match the blue dress and I’m ready to go.

      “Hair,” he says from behind me, reaching around me to give me a hair tie. I make a little huffing noise like I’m irritated, but he just nibbles and bites my earlobe softly, making me yelp out.

      I’m used to my hair being up, and I mostly like it that way. At first I didn’t question why Charles would randomly ask me to pull up my hair. One day, when I finally asked, he told me he didn’t like others seeing it down. It was just for him. Enticing was the word he used. It was too enticing. How could I say no to that? That he was worried that someone would want to steal me from him because of my hair.

      Pulling it up, I grab my phone off the table, but he grabs it from me, putting it back and dropping his next to it.

      “No phones today. It’s just you and me.”

      “Really?” I raise an eyebrow. He isn’t always on his phone, but he usually has it close.

      “I’m going to show you what it would be like if you stayed here with me after the contract is over.”

      I’d like to say “all you have to do is ask”, but I want to see what he has up his sleeve today. He looks so laid-back in a plain white shirt and board shorts. It clear we’re going somewhere with water, and if we’re leaving our phones behind, it has to be close.

      “Where are we off to?” I ask as he pulls me out of our room and into the elevator. He hits button for the top floor, which also houses the VIP pool area.

      When the doors slide open, the normally packed pool is completely empty.

      “Where is everyone?”

      He grabs my hand, pulling me forward to one of the cabanas.

      “I closed it for the day.” He says it like it’s no big deal, and my eyes bug out in surprise.

      “I can’t imagine the hell that’s being raised downstairs by some of the guests right now.”

      “It’s not our problem. I don’t care—it’s my pool.” He pulls me in, kissing me sweetly. I had no idea this man was underneath all that hardness when I met him almost two months ago.

      “Let me spoil you while we spend the day together.”

      And he does. We spend the day making love, eating and playing in the pool. It’s utter perfection. I want to pout when the sun starts to set, the Vegas breeze adding a chill to the air.

      “Don’t pout, kitten. We can do this any day you want to. Besides, I must have exhausted you by now,” he teases, pulling me up from where I’m lying and slipping my dress back on over my head.

      “I think you’ve built up my endurance. I may soon surpass you, and what will you do then?”

      “Let you ride me while I just lie back and take whatever you want to work out of me.”

      “Yeah, right,” I laugh as he pulls me toward the elevators.

      “I need to grab something from the front desk. You want to come with, or would you like me to stop on our floor?”

      “I’ll come,” I say, nuzzling myself closer to him.

      When we hit the bottom floor, the crowds part, moving out of his way just like normal. When everyone first started seeing us together they would openly stare, not used to seeing Charles with a woman. It was even startling to see him dote on one like he does me. He’d often pull me into his lap at company meetings or at one of the restaurants. I was a little uncomfortable with all the stares at first, but I’m thinking a company email went out or something because people seem to look the other way when we pass now.

      When we reach the entryway, I see Stella arguing with one of the people at the front desk.

      “Stella? Is everything okay?” I panic thinking something might be wrong. I’d left my phone in the room with no way for anyone to get in touch with me. I look around but don’t see Aaron or Justin anywhere, and they’re normally two feet behind her. I look over and see one of the security guards who works at the Cortez Casino standing a little ways back from her.

      “Mandy! They wouldn’t tell me where you were.” She shoots a glare at the front desk clerk who looks to Charles for help. He just shrugs his shoulders.

      I break away from Charles’s hand and I feel him tighten it a little before he finally lets go. I go over to Stella and give her a hug. “I’m here. Is everything okay? The baby? The guys?” She looks over at Charles, and I see a spark of something in her eyes.

      “No, they’re fine. I just wanted to talk to you. I didn’t have your number so I knew I’d just have to come here.” She’s distressed, and I can tell something is wrong.

      “You seem upset.” I squeeze her shoulders and try to show her some comfort.

      “I am. I just want to talk to you for a minute. I kind of ran out on the guys when they told me something.”

      “Let’s go over here and chat.” I point to an empty table that sits in front of one of the coffee shops.

      She throws Charles a glare before making her way to the table. I start to follow her, but Charles grabs my arm, pulling me to look at him.

      “Charles, I have to go. She’s my family.”

      “I know, I just…” He runs his finger across the collar on my neck. “I’ll be right over here if you need me.”

      “I know.” Reaching up on my tip toes, I give him a chaste kiss on the lips. “Order us dinner to the room. When I’m done talking to Stella I’m going to crash.”

      He gives me a worried look but nods, and finally lets me go. I make my way over to Stella and join her at the metal table.

      “So, how’d you give them the slip?” I ask curiously.

      “Oh, I’m sure they’re close, letting me think I got the slip.”

      I laugh at her undoubtedly true statement. “What happened?”

      “Well, I kept asking them about you because your cell phone kept going to voicemail. I didn’t have any idea where you were and you never called. I knew they would know where you were.”

      I cringe a little, feeling bad that I never contacted her after the auction. That was selfish. “I’m sorry. I got so caught up in Charles, and everything has just sort of slipped my mind.” I expect her to smile at my words, but all I see is sadness. “Stella, you’re starting to freak me out.”

      She rubs her hands over her eyes before continuing. “I was getting worried and I kept asking them to find out where you were. I was pushing. When it didn’t work, I used some waterworks to get them to crack.”

      “Shocking.”

      Rolling her eyes, she pushes on. “They told me you were with Charles Townsend, and I remembered the name. A while back I remember them saying he was the man who bid on me against them, and that he had something against Justin. I also heard them say they didn’t understand why Charles wanted to take them down. This all happened so long ago that I’d thought nothing of it until they said he bought you. Not only that, but they were there when he did it! I can’t believe they would do that, just let him take you.”

      Her words seem to rain down on me. Each one a blow to my heart. Charles said he’d do anything to have something he wanted. Maybe using me was a means to achieve something. That this all was just another move in a game he was playing with my brothers. One I thought I’d made up in my head. One he told me wasn’t happening. That he had no vendetta against them.

      “What does he have on them? What does he want?” I can’t help but ask. What was so important that he’d rip my heart out like this? That he’d work so hard to get close to me? And for what? To use me against them? I told him about my past, something I’d never even told anyone. How could I be so stupid? Everything he’s done for me, with me, it was all so perfect. I should have known a man could never be that perfect. It was all an act.

      “I don’t know. I kind of stormed out. These baby hormones are killer,” she says in her own defense.

      “I have to get out of here.” The words are ripped from me. “I can’t be here. Please. We have to go before…” I want to say “before I start to cry”, but I can’t get the words out. If I say it, I’ll do it.

      “The car is right outside.”

      “Can you move fast? He’ll try to stop me. I can’t look at him right now.”

      “I’m ready when you are.”

      “Go.” Both of us bolt up from our seats, making a dash for the front doors of the casino.

      “Mandy!” I hear him yell behind me, “Stop!” I feel my body jerk at his command, wanting to do as he says, and a tear slips free. He’s ingrained himself so deep in me I don’t think I’ll ever be able to get him out.

      We make our way past the taxis and Stella jumps into the back of a Lincoln. I follow suit.

      “Drive. Now!”

      The driver pulls out onto the strip, leaving behind the one true happiness I thought would be mine forever.
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      I bolt out of the glass doors, just as the black sedan Mandy and Stella got in drives off, leaving me behind on the sidewalk. I turn around and see Cupid grabbing a set of keys and tossing them to me. I grab them and go to the car in front of me, getting and in and taking off. I don’t know whose it is, nor do I give a fuck. I’m going after what’s mine.

      The tires screech as I floor it out of the casino and I take the first turn. I run a red light, then another, eating up the distance between me and Mandy. I don’t know what Stella said to her, but they’re both crazy if they think they can get away from me. Mandy is mine, and I won’t have anyone trying to take what’s mine.

      I round the corner and see the front of the Cortez casino. I have to swerve to keep from hitting an oncoming truck, and I look up in time to see Mandy and Stella rushing inside. I honk my horn and the truck moves, the driver giving me the finger. I pull in and throw open my door, seeing Aaron and Justin exiting a car just beside me. Obviously, they had been following the girls too.

      Bolting out of the car, I run to the casino, but the brothers grab my arms to halt me.

      “Get your fucking hands off me now. Both of you.” I twist my arms as I try to break free, the strength of my rage helping me in my efforts.

      The two of them can’t hold me for long, and they let go, throwing me back and blocking the entrance.

      “Calm down, Charles. We want to know what the fuck is going on just as much as you do, but Stella is pregnant, and we can’t have you around her like this. It’s not safe for the baby,” Aaron says, holding up both hands in surrender.

      “I came for Mandy. Once I get her, I’m out of here.” I try to push past them, not giving a fuck who sees this. They both hold their ground, not letting me by. “Get the fuck out of my way before I burn this goddamn place to the ground.”

      Justin steps in front of me, but I can see hesitation in his eyes. “The only way you’re getting into our casino is if you calm down and come with us. We’ll let you talk to Mandy, but we will be there.”

      I weigh my options and don’t see that I have many. I need to take her, and to do that I’ve got to get next to her. “Fine.” The word tastes like dirt on my tongue.

      The brothers look at one another and they nod, turning to lead the way. I follow closely on their heels as they lead me inside the casino to a set of elevators. Once inside, I start to work out a plan, and when we hit the top floor, I take a breath to ready myself.

      The doors open and we walk into their home. I step inside behind them, and immediately I see Mandy over their shoulders in the living room with her head down. Stella walks in from the kitchen with a glass of water in her hand. She sees the three of us standing there.

      “Oh shit, that was fast,” she says, the shock clear on her face. I don’t know why she’s surprised. Like we wouldn’t find them.

      I go to move around the brothers to get to Mandy when Aaron sticks his arm out to block my way. “This is far enough.”

      Looking over his shoulder, Mandy makes eye contact with me just long enough for me to see her tears. Seeing her like this and not being able to get to her sends me into a rage. I need to go to her, but I look at the guys blocking my way and I know I need to be smart about it. They’re both as big as I am, and getting past them won’t be easy. But anger is on my side.

      “Someone explain to me what the fuck happened in my casino and why my Mandy is upset.”

      At my words, Mandy stands up and glares at me. “Our contract is up. We’re finished. You can go.”

      I start to speak, but Justin turns and looks at Stella. “Lucky, explain what happened.” She looks nervous and won’t make eye contact with me, so Justin tries again. “Lucky, tell us what you told Mandy.”

      “Nothing, just the truth. That Charles bid on me at the auction, and that he was holding something over your heads and using it to take you both down.”

      “What?” Aaron and Justin say at the same time.

      I don’t give a fuck what she told them or what her reasoning was. I won’t have Mandy taken from me.

      “It was just what you guys were telling me earlier.” Stella looks between the brothers, suddenly not so sure.

      Justin raises his hands and takes a step towards her. “Lucky, that’s not how it happened, and that’s not what we told you. Baby, I’m going to try and be gentle when I say this, but you’re in a cloud of pregnancy emotions. You scare the shit out of us half the time”

      Aaron goes over to Stella and raises his hands in defense too. “We had that all sorted out with Charles weeks ago. We were just telling you about how we knew him.” Stella blushes, looking embarrassed as they walk over to make sure she’s okay.

      It’s then I have my opening, and I take three long strides toward Mandy. I grab her and throw her over my shoulder.

      Immediately, all hell breaks loose.

      Aaron and Justin are on me, and Mandy is screaming for me to put her down. Aaron pushes me towards the couch and I’m able to toss Mandy on it as I go to the ground with the two guys.

      I elbow Justin in the face and roll over, taking a punch from Aaron. I sit up and knock him back, giving him my left hook. Suddenly, Justin is up and tackles me to the floor, but I knee him in the ribs and he goes down.

      I stand up and watch the two guys groaning on the ground. I look over at Mandy. She’s fallen off the couch in the scuffle and is on the floor, looking at me with wide eyes.

      “You’re coming with me.” I can feel the blood from my split lip running down my chin as I say this, and I’m sure I look menacing.

      She just sits on the floor, not moving, but I can see the indecision on her face. She knows me well enough to know that I won’t stop until she’s back in my bed. After another second of hesitation, I go over and pick her up, throwing her over my shoulder again.

      When I turn around, the brothers have stood up and are standing in front of the elevator door.

      I don’t have time for this bullshit so I get to the point. “Get out of my way.”

      “You’re not taking her,” Aaron says, Justin nodding beside him.

      “Get out of my way,” I growl again.

      I start walking to the elevator, and I hear Stella behind me. “Charles!”

      When I turn around, I see her standing there, holding her belly.

      “Do you love her?”

      “Yes.” My response is immediate and completely without hesitation. I feel Mandy stiffen under me, but this shouldn’t be a surprise to her. Everything I’ve done has been because I love her.

      Stella nods her head and looks to the guys behind me. “Let him go.” When they start to protest, Stella interrupts, “He’s doing the same thing you two did for me. You did it because you love me. Let them go.”

      I turn around, and after a second the guys move away from the elevator.

      I walk toward it with Mandy still on my shoulder, only now she’s silent. Once I get in the elevator, I don’t put her down. Instead I smile and flip off Aaron and Justin as they stand there, not wanting to let us leave.

      “Put me down, asshole.”

      I reach up and smack her ass hard enough to make her squeak in pain.

      “You ran from me.”

      “You used me!”

      Mandy tries to kick out and push off my shoulder, but I pull my hand back and give her three loud smacks on her ass again. This time she screams, but her body stops fighting against me.

      “You’ll listen to every word I have to say, kitten.”

      “I’m listening now.”

      “No you’re not. You ran from me. You didn’t talk to me, you just ran.”

      “Is it true?” I can hear the pleading in her voice.

      “That I love you?”

      “Yes.”

      “I’ll tell you when you’re cuffed to our bed.”

      She starts kicking again, and then the elevator doors open.

      “Listen to me, kitten. I’m about to carry you out of this very nice casino over my shoulder. If you want me to spank you the whole way I will, and if you don’t calm down I’m going to do just that.”

      “Put me down, I can walk.”

      “That’s not happening. You ran from me, so you gave up the privilege of walking. Your choice now is a public spanking or to come quietly.”

      I step out of the elevator and wait. It only takes a moment before I feel her deflate against me.

      “Fine. I’ll come quietly.”

      I carry her through the casino and out the front door, placing her in the car and locking the door. When I walk around to the driver side, I unlock it and get in, driving us back to the Snake Eyes.

      The drive is silent, and I’m doing everything I can to keep from coming apart. I want to yell and scream and hold her to me to make sure she never leaves again.

      Once we pull up, I keep her door locked until I walk around and pull her out, throwing her over my shoulder again. She starts to kick and hit my back, but we’re in my casino now, and I don’t give a fuck.

      I land three more smacks on her ass as I walk into my elevator.

      “This is so embarrassing,” she moans against my back.

      “You remember that the next time you think about running away from me.”

      When we get to the penthouse, I punch in the code and go straight for the bedroom. I don’t hesitate to throw her in the middle of the bed and jump on top of her, pinning her flailing arms down while I cuff them.

      “Let me go! I said I would talk, Charles. You can’t cuff me!”

      As the second cuff snaps around her wrist, I lean down and flash her my most wicked smile. “Looks like I just did, kitten.”

      “Start talking,” she says through gritted teeth.

      I grab her chin and make her look at me, slowly running my thumb across her bottom lip. “You forget your place, Mandy. You don’t tell me what to do.”

      She tries to shake her head free, but I just hold her steady and keep rubbing her lip, waiting for her to calm down. Eventually, my patience is rewarded and she takes a deep breath, letting some of the tension go.

      “Yes, I was at Stella’s auction. It was the first and only other auction I ever attended besides yours.”

      “Why did you go?”

      “Basically to be a dick and raise the price for them. I knew how bad they wanted her, and I used that knowledge to my advantage. I needed something from them and I needed leverage.”

      “What did you need?” She sounds hopeful but cautious when she asks, not wanting to let her heart fully believe the worst.

      “You, kitten. I needed you.”

      “But I don’t understand. You had me. You got me for thirty days from them. What happened?”

      “A while back Justin came into the Snake Eyes to have a date with some reality TV housewife, and it went bad. I ended up helping him get out of a sticky situation, but I kept the video of their encounter. I used that to blackmail them into them giving me you for a month. I was so jealous that they had you, and it consumed me. I’d never wanted anything in my life as much as I wanted you. From the very first second I saw you, I had to have you. I thought at first that you belonged to them, but after the auction and the switch, I knew the truth.”

      “Then why didn’t you do something about it when I was working here? Why did you let me go through the auction?”

      “When you worked here for me, I was so consumed with every breath you took, and I couldn’t focus on anything. I didn’t trust myself to do the things I wanted to do to you without ruining you. You seemed too perfect and too good for me. You still are.”

      “So why the auction then. Why buy me?”

      “Because I knew if I had you under contract you couldn’t say no. It’s that simple.”

      “And everything with Aaron and Justin?”

      “It was all taken care of two weeks ago. I knew that I didn’t want this to end, and I felt that you didn’t either. This past month had been the best of my life, and I wanted to make things right with them. I gave Justin the video and we mended fences. I didn’t realize they were going to tell Stella part of the story and she was going to flip out and come to try to take you away.”

      At my words, Mandy smiles, and I can see her letting her anger go. “So, you and me?”

      I climb off her body and go to my dresser. I take out a box and come back to the bed.

      “I had this made after the first time I ever saw you.”

      Opening the box, I show her the engagement ring I picked out. It’s a five carat ruby, surrounded by black diamonds. I wanted my mark on her at all times, even then.

      I look into her eyes and see tears start to form, and I lean down to kiss each one away. “I’ve loved you from the second I laid eyes on you, even when I didn’t think I could have you. I don’t know how or why, but I can’t live without you. If I have to keep you cuffed to this bed for the next fifty years, I’ll do it because for me, there’s no other option. There’s no plan B.”

      “Charles, I love you too,” she whispers, and I pull the ring out of the box and slide it on her finger.

      “I’ll love you, worship you, and own you until the day you take your last breath. I’ll never let you go, never let you leave me, and I’ll always bring you back if you try.”

      Leaning down, I press my lips to hers, saying with my body what I can’t say with words, and when I feel her legs wrap around me I know she’s saying “yes”. Good thing, because there was never a choice.
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        Five years later…

      

      “Harder, Sir.”

      “No.”

      “Please, Sir. I promise I’ll be so good for the rest of the day.”

      “You say that every time, and you never do it.”

      “This time I mean it, I swear.”

      One day I’m going to have to stop giving her what she wants. She topping from the bottom again and she knows it. If I give in she’ll do something bratty later so I’ll punish her. It’s a cycle that always leads to us naked and sated, so I shouldn’t complain too much.

      “You’re too far along.”

      “You heard the doctor, it’s totally okay. Please, Sir. I need it.”

      Mandy is due any day now with our first baby. We decided to wait a while and spend some time enjoying being married before starting a family. So when we finally decided to take the plunge, we were shocked to find out that we got pregnant on the first try. Mandy said it was all the practice, and I said it was her body telling me she wanted to breed with me. Both scenarios worked.

      “Fine, but if your water breaks while I’m fucking you and spanking your cunt, you can explain it to everyone.”

      I thrust hard and pull out all the way, smacking her pussy with the flat of my hand. Quickly, I thrust back inside her, fucking her hard a few times before pulling out and smacking it again. After the third smack I pull out and move down her body, sucking her cunt and tasting her sweetness.

      “More, Sir. More. Fuck me.”

      Her pregnancy hormones have been off the charts, and her body is always ready. When we fuck, she wants it all, and I let her have what she wants like always.

      Moving back up, I press my cock to her opening and thrust hard while I rub her clit. “You know I need the taste of pussy on my face when I cum.”

      “Kiss me,” she says, wanting to taste it too.

      I lean over her swollen belly and press my lips to hers, sharing her honey. “Your pussy is sweeter when you’re pregnant. I think we should keep you this way.” Mandy throws her head back, moaning at my words, and I sit up, rubbing her clit until she starts pulsing around my cock. “That’s it, kitten. Give me everything.”

      Her body tenses and she pulls at her cuffs, cumming hard and long. She shouts out my name, and seeing her in all her beauty sends me over the edge. As I cum with her, I can’t help but think about how gorgeous she is right now, round with my child and lost in pleasure. She gets more beautiful with every day that passes, and seeing her like this is pure paradise.

      She lies there, trying to catch her breath, and she looks up at me and smiles. “Again, Sir.”

      Goddamn, I’m a lucky devil.
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          His First and Only

        

      

    
    
      
        His First and Only

        Alexa Riley

      

      

      Ethan James has searched for her since the day they were ripped apart. He's built an empire to prove he's worthy of his first and only. After almost twenty years, he's nearly given up hope. Until he sees her...on his billboard. 

      Tiffany is the new star of the hottest show in Vegas. Men pile at her feet wanting a taste of her sweetness, but her heart was taken a long time ago. When Ethan comes storming in and literally sweeps her off her feet, will their happily ever after finally begin?

      

      Warning: This book is packed with so much cheesy goodness, it makes Velveeta jealous. This story is guaranteed to melt your heart as well as your panties and leave you in a sticky mess. Enjoy! 
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        Tiffany

      

    
    
      “Here's another,” Nora says, slamming down a flower vase so hard on my dressing room vanity, I’m surprised it doesn’t shatter on impact. The sound makes me flinch in anticipation of the worst.

      Not waiting for a response, she huffs out of the room, her high heels clicking on the tile floor.

      I’m not sure if I’m more annoyed at her or the freaking flowers. My dressing room looks like a damn florist shop. It’s bad enough I have to deal with other girls in the show hating me and wanting my spot as the main attraction, but I also have to deal with entitled rich men thinking they can buy me. Plucking the card from the flowers, I read the message.

      Foxy Bow,

      Have dinner with me this evening. I’m staying in the high roller suite.

      Brent McCloud

      I can’t stop the eye roll as I toss the card in the trash. Like I needed to know the man was staying in the high roller suite. Or how about the fact that he couldn’t even be bothered to find out my real name. Because he doesn't care what it is. He wants Foxy Bow. The showgirl who’s flirty, sexy and bubbly. Someone I play on stage. Someone who isn’t me. I’m Tiffany Smith, but no one seems to care who she is. Why would anyone care about a girl who grew up in a trailer park? A girl who lost her heart to the foster boy who lived next door. Who cares about a girl who ran away from home at fourteen years old and spent a few years on the streets? Until I was headlining a show in Vegas, nobody gave a shit about me.

      The urge to pick up the vase and throw it across the room is almost more than I can bear. Plopping down in the vanity chair, I refresh my make-up, knowing I have to be onstage in minutes. A stage I used to enjoy being on once upon a time. I worked hard to make myself the main attraction. The money is good, and it’s something to keep my mind busy. But now that I have it all, I seem to become more agitated about it every day.

      Maybe because now I have nothing to work for anymore. I have zilch to drive me on or keep me motivated. No, now I just move through the motions with no end goal in sight. It seems like I keep hitting one disappointment after the other.

      I was born into a family that never really wanted me, and they made it clear. I’d only ever known a sliver of pure happiness in my life, and it was snatched away from me at such a young age. Who knew your heart could be taken so young? But mine was, and I know it will never return.

      Dropping the blood-red lipstick back onto the vanity, I quickly change out of my robe into my first act wardrobe. Glancing in the mirror, I take myself in, making sure everything is place. Foxy Bow is always perfect and has all the men vying for her attention. Sometimes my cheeks ache from the fake smile plastered to my face. It’s drawn on as much as my make-up is, and no one ever seems to notice the smile never reaches my eyes. I feel like a doll made to look perfect.

      Mr. Townsend is the owner of the Snake Eyes casino where my burlesque show headlines. He told me I attract men because I have an air of sexy innocence. I know he’s right. I have a baby face that makes me look much younger than I am.

      My cheeks are full, with tiny dimples, and my nose is slightly upturned. My big blue eyes seem to take up most of my face, or maybe it’s just the color of them that makes them seem that way. I’ve never seen someone else with bluer eyes than mine, and people think they’re contacts I wear for the show. With the shock of color against my pale skin and white-blonde hair, there’s no missing them. To top it off, I’m not your normal burlesque dancer. I'm a little shorter than most, at five feet four. Most Vegas dancers are closer to six feet. My hips have a bit more flare to them, and my larger breasts match my shape, giving me a nice hourglass figure.

      My beauty is both a blessing and a curse. When I was young, it attracted the attention of too many men. It was happening before I could even understand what it meant, but back then I had a protector. Ethan.

      When the world ripped him from my life, I had no choice but to run. Ethan kept my father at bay, so when he was taken away, I had to go. I thought I’d have a chance on the streets. I knew what my fate would be if I were to stay at home. Once on the streets, I bounced from shelter to shelter and a couple of community centers. I picked up dancing along the way and surprisingly, I was good at it. Everyone kept saying I was a natural talent, so I did what I could to get by and tried to stay safe.

      I quickly got a gig in Vegas and moved up to lead dancer. Soon after, I was picked up to star in my own show at the Snake Eyes. I started dancing to make ends meet, and I’ve done that and more at this point. Before now dancing was all about surviving. The ache for Ethan was too much at times, but I knew I had to push through and survive. A part of my soul left with him that day in the backseat of the cop’s cruiser. He said he’d come for me, and I tried to wait, but when he never returned I had no choice but to run, fearing that the Division of Child Protection had placed him in another home. If I stayed, the girl he left wouldn’t be the same one he would come back to. She wouldn’t exist anymore. I knew my father would ruin me.

      Now that I’m standing on my own two feet and not having to worry about where I’m going to sleep or how I’m going to eat, the ache for him is stronger than ever. It’s all my mind can focus on. Being around Mr. Townsend and his wife, Mandy, isn’t helping. Seeing how utterly in love they are reminds me of something I’ll never have.

      The way he treats her reminds me so much of Ethan. Mr. Townsend is always so worried about Mandy’s comfort and happiness. The way he dotes on her and shows his affection is beautiful. You can see how he loves her so easily. It was something I’d had with Ethan. Something I knew no other man could ever come close to. We may have been really young, and only had a short time together, but I knew from the instant I met him he’d be it for me. He told me I was it for him too and there would never be another for him. He told me he’d marry me some day and give us both the family we always wanted, the family we’d talk about late at night when I’d sneak out my window and he’d take me down to the park. We’d lie beneath the stars together, talking about the day we would make that happen.

      From the house we’d live in, to the kids we’d have, we dreamed it all under the night sky. He’d tell me that soon I wouldn’t have to worry about going to sleep at night. He promised me that no one would ever get to me like my father tried to on so many occasions. Ethan threatened him with death and installed a lock on my bedroom door. He protected me and promised me he would come for me.

      “Miss Foxy, the stage is ready,” the production manager says, breaking through my thoughts.

      Shaking my head, I give my hair one last fluff, clipping my bow into place. I plaster my practiced smile on my face and push away the pain.

      Showtime.
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      “If you don’t stop, I’m going to take you back to the room and give you what you’ve been begging for. Or is that what you’re after?”

      Mandy giggles and leans into Charles, and I watch from behind them, trying my best not to eavesdrop. It’s not hard to overhear from just a few paces away, and I’m also trying my best not to look envious of the couple, but I can’t help that either.

      I clear my throat to remind the casino owner that I’m still here, and they turn to look as if surprised to see me. Mandy blushes and looks away while Charles just smiles his devilish grin. Mr. and Mrs. Townsend have built the Snake Eyes casino into something wonderful, and I’m here today to talk about some opportunities for our casinos to work together.

      I’ve owned the Blue Diamond casino for a few years now, taking it from a downtrodden, shabby dive to a shining jewel. I’ve been looking to expand some of our entertainment venues, and Charles is looking for the same. If we are able to work together, we both look to double our revenue, and it’s hard to turn down something like that. It’s unusual for casinos to promote one another, but Charles and I are birds of a feather. We both have a head for business and a strong work ethic. Although since Charles has gotten married, I can see he’s slowed down just a bit.

      I would have slowed down with Tiffany. The thought enters my mind before I can stop it, and it hits me in the gut. I’m usually in better control of myself than that, but being close to a couple who are obviously so in love is eating away at me. My jealousy is palpable, and I have the urge to go throw up.

      For years I searched for her. Do you know how many Tiffany Smiths are in the world? Fifty-two thousand, seven hundred and fifty-nine. And that’s assuming she didn’t change her name. I’ve gone through countless private detectives and more money than a normal man could make in a lifetime trying to find her. False hope and women pretending to be her have broken me over the years. I’ve built my empire in the hopes that one day she might find me. Hell, I even named my casino after her. I’ll never forget her bright blue eyes. I see them every time I close my own. Somewhere in my heart, I always thought we would find one another, but maybe she’s with someone else, moved on. The thought makes me clench my fists and grit my teeth. I only have myself to blame. I should have found her by now.

      “You doing okay, Ethan?” Charles’s words snap me out of my angry guessing game, and I just nod, following him through the casino lobby.

      “Have you seen Foxy’s new show?” Mandy asks, obviously trying to bring us back to business.

      “No, I’m afraid I haven’t had the time. But I’ve heard great things.” We pass one of her posters for the old show, and I get a funny feeling in my stomach. It happens every time I see something that reminds me of my Tiffany. The poster is of a woman, turned away from the camera with only her head and shoulders visible. Her hair is white blonde with a pink bow pinned in it. The words Foxy Bow are emblazoned across the bottom in glitter. The picture doesn’t show her face, but the blonde hair makes me think of my girl. This is Vegas, though, and a bottle of bleach is on every street corner.

      “Oh, we need to have these changed out. They are the old promotional banners. Come around the front and see the new one. I think they installed it just this morning.”

      “Sure, sounds great.” I don’t know why I’m melancholy all of a sudden, but I think it’s because Tiffany is on my mind so much lately.

      As we walk through the casino, I try to pay attention to the conversation. Charles and Mandy are discussing plans for the casinos and what they want as far as the future of our partnership is concerned. I spend most of my life working to get noticed by someone I haven’t seen in ten years. Someone who may or may not want to see me. Someone who may or may not even be alive.

      I stop that train of thought as soon as it enters my mind. I would know if my soul was gone. I would feel it in my bones if she wasn’t still breathing. I’d know it.

      The day I was pulled apart from her was the worst day of my life. When I was put in the back of that cop car by DCP, I begged them to take me back. I knew that if I was separated from her, something bad would happen. If I didn’t have my eyes on her at all times, he would get to her. I just knew her father was waiting for his chance.

      When we got down to the police station, it turned out that they had found a relative of mine. I’d gone into foster care after my mother died. I was placed with the Mark family, who just happened to live next to my Tiffany. When I was at the darkest point in my life, it was like God sent her to me. To shine light on my dark world.

      They found my grandfather, but he had recently passed, leaving everything he had to me. A pile of money and a casino that wasn’t turning a profit. As soon as the cops let me go, I raced back to Tiffany, only to find her gone. I beat the shit out of her father but later realized he didn't know where she went either. So I started looking for her and building a life for us. Taking what my grandfather left me and increasing it tenfold. For her. For us.

      “There she is. Our star.” Mandy waves her hand up, and I follow her line of sight.

      I look up, seeing a huge banner stretched across the front entrance of the hotel, and as her ice blue eyes stare back at me, my knees go weak. It’s her. It’s my Tiffany. Clutching my chest, I nearly collapse to the floor, and Charles and Mandy rush to help me.

      “Where?” I manage to choke out, but they don’t respond. They look at one another as if they’re confused. Like my whole world isn’t about to explode.

      “Where is Tiffany?!” I bellow, and it echoes off the black marble walls.

      “She’s about to go on stage. What the fuck is wrong, Ethan?” Charles is still holding my arm to steady me, but I break free and run as fast as I can to the other side of the casino. My legs burn and my chest aches. It can’t be possible. It can’t be true. Please God, let it be true.

      I don’t know what happens, or who I knock over to get there, but when I get to the entrance, security is there to try to stop me. I feel a sudden rage come over me and I turn, punching someone who puts a hand on me.

      I see Charles out of the corner of my eye. He’s holding up his hands and telling people to let me pass. He must see that I’m in a fury that won’t be stopped.

      When I get past the entrance, I walk into a dark room, seeing the stage at the end, and I watch the curtains part. A bright light centers on the woman, and all the air leaves my lungs.

      Standing there, glowing with perfection, is my girl.
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      The cheers of the audience meet my ears as they always do when the curtains part. The stage light blocks my vision of the audience, and it’s something I’m always thankful for. I know what’s out there: a sold-out crowd, mostly men, here to see Foxy Bow.

      I start my routine, something I’ve done so many times I can do it in my sleep. I pop my hip to the first beat of the music that fills the theatre, silencing the crowd.

      I don’t hear so much as a pin drop before I’m off the ground. He had me before I ever saw him. A strong body lifts me from my feet. A squeal leaves my lips as a giant of a man tosses me over his shoulder. I've had men try to get onstage before, but no one has ever made it this far without security taking them to the ground.

      Flipping my hair out of my face, I see Charles and Mandy following behind the man who’s carrying me. Their faces don’t look worried, just shocked as the man carries me away from the crowd and through the backstage area, never breaking stride as he carries me further and further from the show.

      Maybe he’s a bodyguard and something has gone wrong. That thought quickly leaves my mind when the man’s deep voice fills my ears and makes my head spin. A voice I thought I’d never hear again in my life.

      “Bunny.” With one word, so many emotions flood my body, overtaking everything, and I feel myself go limp. All the fear I was holding inside me leaves with the simple word. If Ethan has me in his arms, I’m utterly safe.

      “Are you going to stop him?” Mandy says to Charles as they follow us out from the backstage area into the casino.

      “There is no stopping a man with that look on his face,” Charles replies, making me want to see the look on Ethan’s face. I wonder if it still looks the same as it did ten years ago, but if the size of his body is any indication, I’m guessing not. I don’t remember him being this big all over, but I was never draped on him like this either.

      “She’s mine. Back the fuck off, Charles.” Ethan’s hard voice is lethal, but it’s one I’ve heard him use before. The same one he always used when protecting me.

      “Is this, like, a thing? Do casino owners just grab women they want and declare them as theirs or something? Because I’m starting to see a trend,” Mandy comments as she shoots Charles a glare that holds no heat to it. She’s always got something smart to say.

      “Ethan, I don’t know where you think you’re going, but you can’t just take off with my employees.” At Charles’s words, Ethan stops in his tracks and turns so I can no longer peek at Mandy and Charles.

      “Call her ‘mine’ one more time, Charles, and I’ll burn this fucking building down. Then you’ll have no fucking use for employees. You won’t call them yours then.”

      “It’s like that?”

      “It’s way fucking far beyond ‘like that.’”

      No one says anything for a few moments, and Ethan turns and starts walking again.

      “Stop him,” I hear Mandy say, but Charles grips her hand, not letting her follow.

      “She’s not fighting him,” is all I can hear Charles say before he’s too far away for me to make out any more of his words. Ethan’s making a quick retreat, and I feel the Vegas night air hit my exposed skin as we step outside. Suddenly, I hear Ethan bark out an order.

      “Door!”

      I’m shoved into the back of a limo and quickly pulled into Ethan’s lap, straddling him. I have only a moment to take in his face before he grabs my neck, pulling me to his mouth.

      Ethan kissed me once when we were young. It was a soft touch of his lips to mine. It happened two days before he was taken from my life. It was my first and only kiss.

      This, however, is nothing like that first kiss, or how I thought our first real kiss would be. I’d pictured it soft, slow and sweet, but this is filled with so much more. It’s infused with the emotion and feeling pouring from both of us.

      His hands on my neck hold me tight to him while our warm lips meet and his mouth opens. His tongue presses into my mouth, demanding entry that I eagerly grant him, and I’m lost to the powerful connection. It’s not a kiss, it’s the reconnection of our souls, years after being torn apart. It’s as if I’m whole now that his lips are on mine.

      All too soon he’s pulling away from me, and I can’t stop myself from trying to follow him, to bring his lips back to mine.

      “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop,” I beg, finding his mouth again and licking the seam of his lips. His whole body jerks in response, and a low moan rises in his throat.

      “Fuck, fuck, fuck! Bunny, stop. Wait. Please.”

      I kiss his neck and chin, and I feel his body tense and shiver against me, pulling me tight to him. After a second, he’s completely lax, and he pulls back from me, his big hands cupping my face.

      He looks the same but somehow totally different. No longer does he have his boyish features. He’s one hundred percent man now.

      Ethan was never handsome like the typical boy next door, and he’s not handsome in the classic sense of the word either. His features are strong, with harsh angles that scream ‘caveman.’ His midnight hair is pulled back in a small messy knot at the nape of his neck. He’d always seemed masculine before, but now, seeing him all grown up, it’s more intense and pretty extreme.

      No wonder Charles didn’t want to go toe to toe with him. Charles is a large man himself, but Ethan is bigger. Not by much, but at their size, anything bigger takes it to another level.

      “Ethan.” His name from my lips almost sounds like a prayer. His dark eyes bore into mine as he holds my face in his hands like I might disappear right in front of him.

      “I found you,” he finally says, his eyes searching my face. Had he been looking for me? When I ran away at fourteen, I had no idea where to even begin to look for him. I’d gone to the police station and all they could tell me was that he was gone and that they weren’t holding him.

      There had been nights that I’d let myself believe that maybe he’d left without me. That maybe he took off on his own. He was so close to eighteen when the cops came for him.

      I also wondered if he left because he no longer wanted to watch over the younger girl who followed him around like a lost puppy. It was stupid of me to think that. He never treated me like that. But over the years and on lonely nights, doubt would seep in. I remember all the girls in the neighborhood always trying to get his attention, but he never gave it to them.

      His thumb traces my lips, and I can’t help but ask, “Did you look for me?”
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      “Did I look for you? Are you kidding me? Bunny, I never stopped looking for you. You have no idea the lengths I’ve gone to.” I pull her lips to mine, tasting her sweetness. I can’t form words, I’m so overwhelmed. Seeing her on that stage sent me into a spiral. I don’t know what just happened, all I know is that I saw her on the stage and now we are in the back of my limo. I may need to send Charles an apology, but that can wait.

      I run my hands down her body, feeling her lush curves and soft skin. Her costume is basically a nude bodysuit with blue sequins in just the right places. I pull her head back, looking her over once again. It’s as if I need to reassure myself she’s in my lap and she’s real. Her white-blonde hair is in big teased curls, and she’s got on tons of make-up, but I would know her big blue eyes anywhere. They have haunted my dreams for years, and finally, here they are in front of me. I pull her back to my mouth, nibbling on her soft lips and tasting her tongue against mine.

      Tiffany wraps her arms around mine, and it’s as if we can’t stand even an inch of space between us. I feel the sticky wetness in my pants, and I’m trying not to cum again. Jesus, just having her kiss me sent me over the edge earlier. I wanted our first time together to be perfect and special, but I can’t wait. I’ve waited my whole life for her, never touching another woman besides her. I’ve saved my body and my heart for her, and I can’t wait any longer.

      Pulling back again, I start to unbuckle my belt and undo my slacks. She looks down at my movements for only a second before she reaches out, grabbing my shirt with both hands and ripping it open. Buttons fly everywhere, but I don’t care. I can see the hungry look in her eyes, matching my own, and I can feel the need coursing between us. We are too close to the edge for teasing and light touches.

      I take my cock out and she looks down, past my naked chest, down to where it juts up between us. Her eyes grow big and her mouth falls open. She looks up at me and we lock eyes. She starts to shake her head.

      “I can’t, Ethan. That won’t fit inside me.”

      “I’m sorry, Bunny. I’ll go slow. It has to work. Please, I need you.” I hear the plea in my own voice. Beads of cum are running down my cock, and I want to close my eyes at the ache. But I don’t want to look away for even a second because I’m afraid she’ll disappear.

      She looks down at my nearly purple cock and then nods her head. She takes a deep breath like she’s made up her mind.

      “Okay, just go slow.” She reaches between her legs and unbuttons her bodysuit, opening the bottom for me. She looks up, giving me a shy grin and shrugs a shoulder. “That turned out to be convenient.”

      I push the bottom of the bodysuit up and over her breasts, then toss it to the floor, leaving Tiffany completely naked on top of me.

      The view is more than I can stand and I start to cum again. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I say, grabbing my dick and trying to make it stop.

      Her round breasts topped with high, pink nipples are fucking perfect. They’re perky and tight and all I want to do is suck them. My eyes roam down the soft pale skin of her stomach to her tiny pink pussy, spread open for me as she straddles my lap.

      Cum continues to run from the tip of my cock and down my shaft. I hold the base and try to make it stop. But seeing her like this, seeing her look so perfect, has me lost.

      She licks her lips and starts to reach out, but I stop her. “Please don’t, baby. Not yet. I’m not under control.”

      She nods her head and kneels up on the seat, placing her opening above the tip of my cock. She puts her hands on either side of my head on the back of the bench, bracing herself as she kisses just the tip of my dick with her pussy lips. I moan loudly as I watch her glide over the head of my cock and then ease down a bit so I’m just inside her opening. Feeling her tightness squeeze just the head of my dick, I cum inside her, shooting my seed way up in her pussy. I can feel myself squirt in her, trying to get my cum as far into her little body as possible.

      I’m still hard as a brick, all my cumming having had no effect. We lock eyes as she slowly slides down, taking more of me inside her. As she comes down about an inch, I feel a barrier, and she makes a hissing sound and stops.

      “It’s my first time,” she whispers, looking away.

      My dick grows bigger at the knowledge, and my heart nearly bursts at the confession. To think that maybe she waited on me too is almost as incredible as finding her. Almost. I would have taken her even if she’d been with a thousand men, but knowing that I’m her one and only—as she is mine—makes me want to climb Mount Everest and shout it to the world. After I make love to her, of course.

      “We’ll go slow, Bunny,” is all I can manage to choke out. I want to tell her how special this moment is for me too, but all the blood that should be in my brain is in my dick. I want to tell her that I love her, and tell her about what I’ve built for her, and ask her to marry me, but all I can do is hold her. After this, I’ll be able to get my words straight. Once we are connected in the most intimate way, I’ll tell her everything. I’m just so far beyond need that I’ve lost the ability to think.

      She nods, and she bounces up and down a little on the tip of my cock. My cum and her sweet cream act as lube and make my entry a little easier. After a second of just feeling the tip inside her, she takes a deep breath and drops down fully on my cock.

      It’s like getting punched in the stomach but in the most beautiful way possible. Having sex with my right hand for twenty-eight years didn’t prepare me for her warm, wet heaven. I groan at the sensation, and fuck, if I don’t cum again. I rest my forehead on her chest as I grunt out my release inside her and feel her tightness grip me.

      After a second, I’m under control, and I feel her arms come around me, pulling my bare chest to hers. I lean up, kissing her neck and licking the shell of her ear, and she starts to moan and move her hips a little. I feel her hard nipples scrape my chest and I want to bite them, but I don’t want to let her go. I just need this first time to be like this. To hold her, skin against skin, and be as close as possible.

      I squeeze her tighter to me, and she starts to move. She grinds against the base of my cock when she comes down, rubbing her clit against me. I slide one of my hands down her back and grab one lush ass cheek while my other arm is around her back, pulling her to me. When my lips find hers, we moan together. The sensations are taking me over, and it’s as if nothing else exists, or has ever existed. It’s just me and her. It’s only ever been me and her.

      When she comes down hard and grinds on me again, I feel her body stiffen and her pussy start to contract. She’s cumming on my cock, and the feeling sends me over the edge yet again. The sensation of having her in my arms and experiencing this beautiful moment together makes all the pain caused by our years apart melt away. The broken place in my heart disappears, and I’m whole. I put my hands on either side of her face as we kiss, and I feel tears on my lips. Maybe she shed some too, to help mask my own.
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      “This is where you live?” I take in the stark walls of the penthouse, surprised that the Blue Diamond casino’s top floor is so bare. The space isn’t typical of any casino penthouse I’ve seen, not that I’ve seen many. In Vegas they’re usually decked out to the nines, and this one feels like no one lives or even stays here.

      “This is where I crash,” Ethan says, not breaking stride as he makes his way down a long hallway into a bedroom that matches the rest of the space. It’s blank and completely white. For some reason this is not how I pictured him living. Not after all the nights we lay awake and he told me about the home he’d make for us one day. He said our place would be warm and filled with laughter and love, so much that we’d never want to leave. It was something neither of us had in our home lives, but we promised to give it to one another.

      “God, I can’t believe you’re here.” Ethan’s deep voice ripples down my spine as he removes the robe he put on me before we got out of the car. He takes it away and tosses it to the floor and then picks me up and lays me out naked on his bed. His dark eyes never leave mine as he strips out of his own clothes and throws them to the floor.

      I suddenly feel self-conscious as he stands before me, completely naked. Ethan has always been a big guy, but now he’s giant all over. This is all-new territory for me. I dance on stage in front of hundreds of people every day, and never once did I care what they thought of me. But as Ethan stands over the bed and hungrily looks me up and down, I feel my face heat.

      He stares at me like he’s starving, a look I’ve never seen on his face before. We’d always said we’d be together, but when we were younger and I tried to touch Ethan in an intimate way, he would tell me no. He said we’d wait until I was older, and when I would push for just a kiss, he would still tell me no. He said he didn’t trust himself to stop, and that’s something I found to be the truth from what just happened between us in the limo.

      “I just, I…” He stutters over his words. It’s almost laughable because it’s hard to imagine a man who looks like him stumbling over anything. “I can’t stop.” The words leave his mouth and his giant body quickly crawls onto the bed, covering mine. I should be afraid as he’s well over twice my size, but as he hovers above me, I feel shielded from harm by his big body. I haven’t seen him in ten years, but all I feel is completely and utterly safe.

      “Can’t stop what?” My words are breathy as he leans down to kiss my pale skin.

      “Touching you. I’m scared you’ll disappear.” My heart clenches at the pain I hear in his words. I don’t want him to stop. I might shatter if he does.

      “Then don’t.”

      “Never again.” He says the words against my skin, making goose bumps rise on the surface. I want to ask what he means by that, but the only thing I can seem to do is moan as he takes my nipple into his mouth. He sucks as much of my tit into his mouth as he can, and I arch my chest, wordlessly pleading with him to take more. His big hands come up, pushing my breasts together as he moves back and forth between each nipple, licking and sucking.

      After he torments my breasts until I’m begging for more, his big body slowly moves down mine. As he proceeds, he plants open-mouthed kisses along the way, leaving a trail of wet bites.

      “You’re so fucking soft and sweet.” I’m sure compared to him, everything is soft.

      His broad shoulders move down between my thighs, forcing my legs further apart as he settles there. I look down between my open legs and see him staring at my bare pussy. I’m sure the evidence of what he did to it in the limo is coating my thighs, but I can’t be bothered to care.

      “Are you tender?” he asks, looking up from my pussy to lock eyes with me.

      “A little.”

      I’m sure I’d be tender even if I wasn’t a virgin before tonight. Our love-making was fast, and Ethan’s size was sure to make anyone ache. My heart clenches at the thought of him with someone else. Has he ever made another women ache like me before? I know he was a virgin the last time I saw him, but that was ten years ago. He told me back then that he was saving himself for me and that there was no need for us to have to rush things. He said we’d have forever together, but up until hours ago I thought our forever had been taken away.

      I push the thoughts aside, not wanting to think of Ethan with someone else. All of that doesn’t matter anymore. We’ve found each other again, and I won’t let anything spoil this night. I’ll cherish every moment of it. It will last me an eternity.

      His large fingers slowly run over the slit of my bare pussy as he parts my lips and completely exposes my clit.

      “I’m going to catch you up, Bunny. You made me cum so many times in the car. I won’t stop until your orgasms double mine. I’m going to be so good to you.”

      Before I can respond, his mouth is on me, sucking my clit between his lips. He grabs my hand and entwines his fingers with mine, locking them together as he kisses me in the most intimate way. His hand squeezes mine tightly, as if he’s telling me he’s got me. Simply feeling his hand in mine as he worships my body sends me over the edge. My back arches as the orgasm shoots through my body, and I shout Ethan’s name as I shatter into a million pieces.

      He continues to eat me through the orgasm and is well on his way to giving me another. I jerk in response, but he holds me tight, showing no signs of ever letting go.

      

      I wake to warmth surrounding my entire body, the night before flashing through my mind.

      Ethan.

      I’m lying on his chest, his arms wrapped around me and holding me in place. I have no recollection of how I got here. The last thing I can remember is his mouth between my legs. I have no idea how many orgasms he gave me. They all started to blend together, and I must have passed out from all the pleasure.

      His chest rises and falls, lifting my body with his every breath. God, I dreamed of waking up like this so many times. I wondered for so long where he might be out there in the world. But today I know where he is. Beneath me.

      Slowly freeing myself from his arms, I stare down at him, taking in every inch of him. We barely talked last night. I wonder where we’ll go from here. There’s so much that needs to be said and so many years to make up for.

      I feel like I know everything and nothing about Ethan.

      Glancing over at the clock, I see it’s two in the afternoon. Holy shit. How did that happen? Leaning down, I place a soft kiss on his firm lips, and he mumbles, “Bunny.” He doesn’t wake up, but the simple utterance of the nickname he has always called me warms my heart.

      I pull myself from the bed and open his drawers, finding a pair of boxers and a shirt. I have to roll the boxers a million times to get them to stay up on my hips, but it doesn’t really matter because the t-shirt drowns me anyway.

      Taking one last look at Ethan, I leave the room quietly, not wanting to wake him. I hate that I have to go to work, but I’m under contract, and I really don’t want to be the one on the receiving end of Charles’s temper if I’m late. Especially after getting dragged off stage last night. There’s no telling how pissed he is.

      I make a quick call to the Snake Eyes and arrange for a ride. I barely have two seconds to write a quick note for Ethan before I bolt out the door. I run as fast as I can out of the casino, trying to make it to the next show on time.
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        Ethan

      

    
    
      I wake up and reach for Tiffany, but when my fingers find cold sheets I snap up out of bed.

      “Bunny!” I shout through the room, my voice echoing off the bare walls. I don’t hear anything in the bathroom, and a sickening feeling twists in my stomach. Something must have happened to her.

      Jumping out of bed, I run naked through the place, searching every room for her. When I get to the kitchen, I see a small piece of paper on the counter. I snatch it up.

      
        Late for work, chat soon.

        Foxy

        xoxox

      

      “What the fuck? Chat soon? Foxy? Oh, hell no.” I crumple up the note and throw it across the kitchen as I storm back to the bedroom. “Chat soon,” I say in a mocking voice. I can’t seem to help the anger that’s rolling off me. “Foxy.” The name tastes like dirt in my mouth.

      I go to the closet, grab a pair of jeans and throw on a black t-shirt. My shoulder-length hair is a mess, but I don’t bother doing anything about it as I get dressed. I slip on some shoes and grab my keys on the way out, feeling my anger rise more and more. After everything we shared last night and after all the years we were apart, I’ll be damned if she just slips out on me like I’m nobody.

      When I get to the front of my casino, I run to my Audi and slide in. I don’t think about anything other than getting to my Bunny as I throw it in gear and hit the gas.

      Pulling up outside the Snake Eyes, I keep my keys and give the valet a hard glare. “I’ll be back in a second. Don’t touch my car.”

      I hear him mumble, “Yes, sir,” as I walk through the entrance.

      “Took you long enough.”

      I hear Charles’s voice and turn around to see him standing just to the right of the entrance. I want to rip out his throat, but I’ll do it later. Right now I need my woman. “Where is she?”

      “She’s about to go on stage.”

      About to go on stage? I don’t fucking think so. Fine, if she wants to keep dancing I’ll just buy out every one of her shows and sit in the audience alone for every single one of them.

      Charles holds up his hand, and I stop what was going to be a tirade.

      “I’ve already canceled the show but she doesn’t know it. I thought maybe you’d like to see her in action one last time.”

      “One last time?” I ask.

      He gives me a cocky smile and tilts his head to the side. “I’ve decided to release her from her contract. Her understudy can take over.”

      I should feel guilty, but all I feel is relief. I can’t stomach the idea of her onstage every day in front of men who think about nothing but fucking what’s mine. I nod slightly and unclench my fists. “Thank you.”

      “I’ve been where you’re at. I know what it’s like to have the one you want run from you.”

      I make a move toward the stage, and Charles reaches out to stop me. “I’ll have them tell her the show is empty before she goes out because I wasn’t sure she’d be here today after what went down last night. She’ll think it’s just a rehearsal. She won’t see you because of the lights.” I nod my thanks but before I can go, he smiles at me. “A bit of advice. Use rope next time. Worked for me.”

      He lets go of my arm, and I can’t help but smile back. It’s not a bad idea. Tying Tiffany up would definitely keep her right where I wanted her.

      When I get to the empty theater, I close the door behind me and make my way down to the front. I sit a couple of rows back and in the middle so I can get the best view. After just a few moments of waiting, the curtains pull back, and the spotlight hits her.

      My beautiful woman is illuminated onstage like a diamond goddess. The crystals on her bodysuit sparkle in the light and highlight her lush hourglass shape, exaggerating her curves. I’m hard as a rock and she hasn’t even started moving. She’s wearing four-inch heels, which make her ass look even more perfect, and as the music starts, she begins to move to the beat.

      The music is simple at first with just the sound of fingers snapping. The beat flows into the song Fever by Peggy Lee, and my dick hardens. Tiffany starts to slowly swing her hips as Peggy sings about being on fire and needing to be held.

      Tiffany flips her blonde waves over her shoulder and looks out to the audience of one, winking in my direction. I know she can’t see me from here, but it feels as if she’s dancing just for me. I feel her energy from the stage, and I rub my hand over my jean-covered cock as I watch her move across the stage. I remember the way she moved against me last night. She’s pure sex on the stage, and I’m thanking God that Charles released her from her contract. No way could I stand by and let her do this for anyone but me. If she wants to keep dancing, I’ll build her a fucking stage in our house.

      She’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen in my life, and I have to hold my chest to keep my heart from escaping. It goes without saying that I have to keep my tongue in my mouth because damn, my woman can move.

      After the song ends, she comes to the front of the stage and bows her head. The spotlight goes out, and I stand, clapping and whistling as loud as any crowd of five hundred could.

      She pops her head up and makes eye contact with me before looking around in confusion.

      “Ethan? What are you doing here?”

      I run up and jump on the stage like I did so easily last night. Only this time, instead of throwing her over my shoulder, I take her hand and pull her backstage to her dressing room. It’s not hard to find. I saw it yesterday when I tore through here. I pull her inside and lock the door behind us.

      Looking around the room, I see dozens of vases of flowers, and I want to get mad, but I need to focus. “We need to talk, Bunny.”
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        Tiffany

      

    
    
      
        He came for me.

      

      Ethan pulls me over to my dressing room vanity, and with one sweep of his powerful arms he sends two vases of roses and most of my make-up crashing to the floor. Not missing a beat, he grabs the front of my costume, easily ripping it from my body. The thin material is no match for him.

      He pushes me toward the vanity. I brace my hands on the counter as he comes up behind me. I see him reach down to his waist, and I hear the sound of his belt being undone. Suddenly, I feel his cock nudge me from behind as he slowly pushes inside me, up to the hilt. Once he’s inside me fully, he leans over my back, his big body engulfing me. I look up at the mirror and see his dark intense eyes locked on mine. His fierce expression sends a chill of desire down my spine.

      One hand comes around and lies on top of mine as he locks our fingers together. The other hand brushes my hip, then slides over to my stomach, where he rubs me.

      I try to push my ass back against him, wanting him to move, but he has me pinned in place, just holding himself inside me. I’m unable to wiggle even an inch because he has me held so securely, something that seems to be so easy for him.

      “This isn’t you, and I don’t fucking like it, Foxy.” The name trips off his tongue with utter distaste. “No one knows you like I do, Bunny. We may have been apart for ten years, but if you’ve felt for me even a tenth of what I’ve felt for you over the years, then we were never really apart. You’ve been with me every second of every day.”

      I just nod my head. It’s all I can manage to do with the knot that’s forming in my throat. He’s always been with me in everything I do.

      “You hide behind your make-up and costumes, pretending to be someone else because, like me, you’re living in an empty home, keeping everyone at arm’s length. We’re not being ourselves because we can’t be ourselves. We’ve both had to be someone different because without each other we aren’t whole. The people we truly are aren’t really there unless we’re together.”

      Tears roll down my cheeks as we stare at each other in the mirror, connected in the most intimate way. He’s right. I have no idea who I am without him, and I don’t care if that makes me sound weak. I don’t want to stand on my own two feet. I want to need him, and I want him to need me just as much.

      Leaning in, Ethan places a soft kiss on my neck.

      “Don’t cry, Bunny. We have no reason for tears anymore. I want to spend the rest of my life making you smile and giving you anything and everything you’ve ever wanted.” His voice is filled with so much certainty, I know he’ll make this happen for us.

      “I’ve missed you so much. I swear, every day I was apart from you my love grew stronger and the hole inside me grew bigger,” I choke out, trying to stop the tears because he’s right. I don’t have anything to cry about. The only thing I’ve ever wanted in life is him.

      “Now I’ll give us what we’ve been dreaming about.” His hand starts moving on my stomach again, slowly stroking as he starts to slide himself in and out of me. “Our own little family.”

      My pussy clenches around his cock at his words, and I’m speechless.

      “You’re not on anything, are you, Bunny? Your womb isn’t protected from me, is it?”

      “No. I’ve never needed it,” I whisper. He should know that already after feeling the barrier of my virginity last night.

      I watch as satisfaction crosses his face, a smile lifting the corners of his mouth.

      “Do you know I waited for you too, Bunny? I’ve never so much as touched another woman. You’ve owned me since we were kids. Since the first time I saw you standing there in that little yellow sundress with hearts all over it and your sneakers covered in mud.”

      “You remember.” I can’t believe he remembers the first time he ever saw me. We were so young, and it was so long ago.

      “How do you think I’ve made it through all these years? I replay every moment we’ve ever had together over and over in my head. Just the memory of you was worth living for.”

      “I love you so much, Ethan.”

      “I love you too, Tiffany. No more running out or disappearing. You don’t go more than two feet from me without my knowing. You’ll never be apart from me ever again. I thought I died when I woke up this morning and you weren’t there. I thought that maybe I’d finally gone insane from missing you and had imagined the whole day.”

      For a brief second I see the misery of the last ten years flash across his eyes.

      “I’ll never leave you,” I promise him.

      “You don’t really have a choice.” Ethan pushes back into me, his movements becoming faster. The hand on my stomach moves down between my legs, stroking my clit. The touch makes me moan out his name as pleasure spreads through my body.

      Ethan whispers in my ear how much he’s missed me, that he’s spent years waiting for me, how much he loves me, and that he’ll never let me go. He pours out his love to me until we both scream out our orgasms and he fills me with his cum.

      “It’s time to go home, Bunny. Tell this place goodbye.” He pulls his still-hard cock from me and tucks it away. “Next time I take you, it will be in our bed.”

      I turn to look at him and cup his face in my hands. He leans down into me, pressing his lips to mine.

      “Is the Blue Diamond your home?” I question, remembering the cold penthouse he’d taken me to the night before. I didn’t think it was.

      “No, Bunny. I own the Blue Diamond, but that’s not where home is. I’m going to take you there, to the house I built for us. The house you dreamed up that night when we lay under the stars together.”

      “You built the house?” I hear the wonder in my voice, the shock that he may have actually built it, and I’m completely indifferent about the casino he owns.

      He smiles against my lips and nods his head. “I knew if I ever found you again I had to be ready. I wouldn’t waste a second.”
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      We pull up to the house and I get out, running around to the other side of the car and opening the door for Tiffany. She’s wearing a light blue wrap dress that makes her eyes sparkle even more. Her long, white-blonde hair is in soft waves down her back, and I can’t help but tuck a strand behind her ear when she stands in front of me. She looks more like herself without all the make-up covering her.

      “This is it,” I say, holding her face, not ready for her to look.

      She has tears in her eyes as she brings her hands up to my face. “Show me, baby.”

      I let go of her face and take her hand, pulling her to the house. It’s exactly what she described but with a few tweaks. It’s a gated house, nestled in the Vegas hills. It’s far enough away from the strip to give us a nice view at night but close enough that if we want to go there, we can.

      We walk through the main entrance, and I let Tiffany stand there, taking it all in. “The glass doors open right onto the patio. There’s a pool outside with a waterfall and a hot tub, just like you always said you wanted. Upstairs, there are five rooms for the kids, and our room is down here to the right.” I point down the hall, and she takes a step in that direction.

      She pushes open the door and reveals a large master suite with a king-size bed. When she sees the picture above the bed, she gasps and puts her hands over her mouth.

      “I had the artist draw it from memory. I had a basic sketch made of you when I hired detectives and tried to find you. But then I realized I wanted one for myself and had an artist do this one. It was the first thing I put in this house after it was finished. Sometimes, when missing you was too much, I would come here and just lie in the bed and stare at your picture. It was the closest I could get to you.” It’s just a sketch of her, but it’s identical to the first time I saw her. The artist did an amazing job of capturing her eyes, and I would just lie here for hours and stare at her.

      “Ethan,” she mumbles from behind her hands and turns to run into my arms. I sweep her up, pulling her to me, and start kissing her. I feel her tears on my cheeks, and I’m so happy to have her again that I feel like I might cry too. I feel her pull away and I look down at her. “Did you really say there were five rooms upstairs for the kids? You’re kidding me, right?”

      I laugh and carry her over to the bed. “You said five. I distinctly remember.” I climb on top of her, untying her dress and removing it from her body. I kiss my way down her chest and stomach, taking off her underwear and heels as I go.

      “I never said five! I said three! How can you remember every single detail except that?”

      When I get to the end of the bed and remove my clothes, I grab her foot and kiss each of her toes. “Wishful thinking?” I raise an eyebrow and start to climb onto the bed.

      “There’s no way my body can carry five children.” She smiles at me as I move up her body, kissing and licking my way to her mouth.

      Once I’m fully on top of her, she parts her legs and wraps them around my waist. “We’ll start nice and slow and build up to it.”

      Tiffany laughs and pulls my lips to hers. ‘It sounds like you’re talking about something else.”

      “I could think of a few things I could mean.” I push the tip of my thick cock against her small opening. When I feel her relax, I gently push in, not wanting to hurt her. I was rough on her earlier at the casino, but I felt like I needed to claim what’s always been mine.

      “Will we live here all the time or go back and forth between your casino?” I thrust a little harder this time, and she moans around her words. “I guess I need to get my stuff from my condo.”

      “We’ll stay here every night. I’ve got enough people to manage the casino, and I’ve been preparing to step down for some time. I was just waiting on you.”

      I lean down, taking her lips, and I feel her warm tongue against mine. I thrust in and out of her, her slick desire coating my cock. I nibble my way down her neck and run my tongue along her collarbone.

      “We’ll make our babies in this bed, Tiffany. We’ll raise our family in this house, and it will be so full of love it will be disgusting.” I smile against her skin, thinking of how utterly in love I am.

      She grips my long hair, pulling me to her breast. I bite her nipple as she moans. “Please, Ethan. Please.”

      Reaching down between us, I feel her hard clit coated in our combined passion. She’s close to the edge, and I’m just as ready as she is. I want to spill my cum inside her little body and breed with her.

      Strumming her clit, I feel her legs tighten around my waist, and her back bows off the bed. I thrust hard three more times before I’m grunting out my release inside her clenching pussy. Her pulses pull my cum inside her, and it makes me even harder.

      Once she’s come down from her peak, I quickly pull out and turn her over, helping her get on all fours. I thrust my wet cock back inside her warmth and start to fuck her from behind.

      “Again, Ethan?”

      “I heard doggy-style gives you boys. Just trying to cover the odds.”

      Tiffany laughs and buries her face in the pillow, pushing her ass against me. Leaning down, I kiss her shoulder and place small bites along her back. “Is this everything you wanted, Bunny?”

      She turns back to look at me and smiles. “It’s more than I dreamt it could be. Thank you, Ethan.”

      Holding her to me as we make love, I whisper in her ear, “You’re my first and only, love. Forever.”

      

      
        THE END
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        Buy Me 3 by Alexa Riley

      

      Antonio "Don" Cortez has been running Vegas for most of his life. After taking over the city, he's left with a lonely life, living through his family and thinking there's nothing more.

      Peaches is looking to take Vegas for as much as she can before she skips town. She's counting cards and raking in the money until she catches the eye of the owner of the Golden Peacock casino.

      What happens when something ignites inside Don that he's never felt before? What happens when this sassy southern belle finally meets her match?

      

      A virginity auction...obviously!

      

      Warning: Don is immediately lost to Peaches, and insta-love is ablaze. This story includes their over-the-top HEA and a bonus story at the end...the Madame of the Auction finally gets her turn. It's a ridiculous ride, so grip those Kindles tight!
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      To Vegas… For bringing us together and inspiring these stories. You’re a dirty bitch and we’ll never quit you.

      

      PUSH THE BUTTON!
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        Don

      

    
    
      Looking down at the computer screen, I clench my fists a little tighter. The cool glass of my desk does nothing to ease the burn running through my veins. It takes everything in me not to reach out and touch the screen.

      When I hear the door to my office open, I don’t even have to look up to know who it is.

      “Sir, she’s on the casino floor,” Dawson, my head of security, informs me. His tone is flat like it always is, never giving anything away. Finally pulling my eyes from the screen, I give him a nod, and he turns to leave. After he closes the door behind him, I finally break, reaching out to touch the screen and run my finger across her face.

      Dawson didn’t have to tell me she’s here. I knew she was. In fact, I’ve known where she was for the past three weeks. Since the day she strolled into my casino and walked right past me without a second look, her arm locked around another man's arm. I growl at the reminder.

      For the first time in my life, jealousy surged through my body. It coursed in my veins as I followed them through the casino, needing to get closer to her. Listening to the laugh that drowned out the sounds of the rest of the casino. It was infectious and so full of life. Just like she was. She pulled attention to her as she walked, chatting away, completely unaware of me. I couldn’t make out her words until I’d gotten a little closer. Her deep southern accent hit me like a shot of something strong. It burned through my body, all the way down to the pit of my stomach, warming me from the inside out and making my dick come to life.

      I knew from that moment I was in trouble. I was completely and utterly fucked. I tried to fight it, a fight I knew I was going to lose, which was something I was not accustomed to. I needed to put myself out of my misery and finally take what I needed. She was going to be a fight because I knew what she was the first night I saw her. The man she had her arm wrapped around had no idea, but I could tell. From the subtle tics of her jaw when he’d whisper in her ear, to the fake smile she gave him that he never seemed to notice. He was her bank roll. She was using him, and for some reason the idea both pissed me off and turned me on. I would enjoy her using me in any way she saw fit.

      I grab my suit jacket from the back of my chair and slip it on as I make my way out of my office. My assistant, Jen, stands, grabbing a pile of papers off her desk. Her stick-straight black hair doesn’t move as she goes to follow me to the elevator. I’m sure she wants to go down a list of items she needs to go over with me. I’m being slack at work, and it’s driving her crazy, and for the first time in my life I don’t care. I have an army of employees; they can handle it. It’s what I pay them to do.

      I hold my hand out as the elevator arrives, letting her know I’ll be taking it alone.

      “Handle it,” is all I say as the elevator doors start to close. I see a scowl form on her brow, but she quickly smooths it away, replacing it with a fake irritated smile. I know she wants to say something, but she won’t. She’s already tried once, and I quickly shut her down. I’m not sure anyone could talk me off this ledge. In fact, I’m going to jump off it right now.

      I make my way across the casino and head straight for the blackjack table. When I spot her, I stop a few steps back and watch her while she plays. She’s counting cards as she laughs with the table, everyone charmed by her. Her slow sweet accent seems to pull everyone in.

      She keeps coming back here around every three days or so. Maybe she thinks the Golden Peacock is an easy mark, and letting her win hundreds of thousands of dollars. In truth, I’ve been on to her from the very beginning, I just didn’t care. I wanted her coming back, and I didn’t care what it cost me as she stole from my casino. Furthermore, I wanted her to be comfortable and not to feel the need to have to bring in a bank roll to hide behind, because that’s what she’d been doing that first night. I know if I see her on another man’s arm I might lose it. My obsession has grown too much now. I already see her as mine.

      She plays the part of a woman who doesn’t really know what she’s doing while a high roller pays for her chips as she starts to rob us. The high roller has no idea what she’s up to. She’s probably charmed him, and he’d eaten up the idea of a night on the town with her. I could understand that, too. There wasn’t much I wouldn’t do to get close to her. For example, that night, and every night since, I made sure she went home alone. Which, oddly enough, was a room at a casino.

      I had her followed that first night, and since then all I can tell is she seems to jump from hotel to hotel. I’d finally gotten her to stay here as I had a casino host offer her a suite. I had no idea how long she planned to stay, but I’d already worked out that little kink after the first week of seeing her. She had this habit of ditching her cellphone every forty-eight hours. I’d tracked one only to have it end up in a trash can. I quickly learned where she had been getting new ones. Always the same store.

      I own two casinos, seven nightclubs, and God knows how many fucking restaurants, but this was my first cell store. I bought it, placing one of my own security team members at the counter, and every new phone she got had a little bonus just for me. Like I said, I already knew she was on the casino floor before Dawson walked into my office because I always knew where she was. Always.

      The older gentleman on the other side of the table says something to her, making her throw her head back and laugh. Her thick blonde curls bounce with the movement. I’ve lived in Vegas my whole life. Beautiful women are everywhere. You can’t turn around without running into one, even more so when you’re as rich as I am. But now, well into my forties, women don’t seem to hold the same appeal they used to.

      She’s different. She doesn’t look like any of them. She has a beauty of her own, and it’s one I’ve never seen before. Her body is lush and full of life just like her. I want to pull her curvy softness to my body and make her give me that big laugh. Feel it run through my body as her warmth molds into me. Everything about her is full. Like you could grab onto any part of her and dig in.

      She’s young, too young for me. She’s barely old enough to be in the casino. I’d told myself that was why I should stay away from her. But if she wants to play with the big boys and steal from my casino, she’ll have to deal with me.

      It feels like she’s woken me up from a haze I hadn’t realized I’d fallen into. I don’t know what her big plan is, but this time she might have bitten off more than she can chew. She may have been able to ditch other men easily after getting what she wanted from them, but that wouldn’t be the case with me. I’m going to lock myself so deep into her she’ll never escape.

      Maybe it has something to do with the fact that everyone around me is falling in love. I’d never really thought of having a woman of my own, but now it feels like my whole body needs it. Aches for her.

      It’s an ache so deep it’s starting to feel like it has no bottom to it. That all these years I’d spent building this life and working my way to the top would mean nothing if I couldn’t have her.

      I stay rooted in my spot as I watch her work. Winning hand after hand after hand.

      As if she feels my stare, she turns slightly, her eyes meeting mine. We both just look at one another, neither of us making another move. Her eyes roam over me like she’s sizing me up. I’ve always tried to make sure she never sees me, but time is up. I’m claiming what I want.

      She could spend her days counting cards in my casino all she wants. As long as she spends her nights under me as she begs me to take her, begs me to make her mine.

      The last thought knocks the air out of my lungs. I want her to be mine. Not just for a night; a night would never be enough. I haven’t even touched her and I know I’ll never get enough. There will be no sating my need for her.

      She bites her lip as her eyes meet mine. I bet I was the one thing she didn’t count on.
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      Stretching the smile bigger, I think about how all those cotillion lessons weren’t a complete waste.

      Mary-Grace Parker Livingston Montgomery Keaton would be happy to know that husband number three didn’t squander away the society training she so desperately thought her daughter needed.

      I let out a laugh and play the part all the men at this table expect from me. When people first hear me talk, they think it’s charming and polite. The way my southern accent slows things down puts people at ease and eliminates me as a threat. They think talking slow means I’m dumb, and I just let them keep thinking it.

      Little do they know that I was raised by a cutthroat southerner who taught me everything I know. Mary-Grace was the kind of mama who knew exactly how to dress and act for every occasion. She went through men like Kleenex, but never once had her reputation questioned. When she wasn’t married, men would fall to their knees to propose to her, but she would only toy with them until the bigger fish she was after came along.

      She had me when she was on her first marriage. The one she said was for love. When my daddy died, I think a piece of my mama’s heart turned to stone, and she never let anyone else in after that. I only have one memory of him. I was about three and he was holding me in his lap. There’s a picture of it in the bottom of my suitcase, and I take it with me wherever I go.

      My daddy was the one who named me. He said he and my mama fell in love in Georgia, and there wasn’t a prettier place on earth. Mary-Grace, being the true southern belle that she was, agreed.

      After he died, my mama waited for the next man like a snake in the grass. She wanted her next marriage to give her the things she thought she deserved, and she’d keep love out of the equation. Oh, don’t get it wrong, the men who chased her all fell head over heels, but Mary-Grace never felt the same.

      Husband number two was a nice man from a wealthy family. Mary-Grace didn’t realize it to begin with, thinking that his money was his own. When she got tired of him tightening the purse strings, she made her plans to move on.

      The next husband—the Senator—she worked over like a ball of dough. She caught his eye, and he nearly swallowed his tongue to get at her. He laid down a gold path of what he could give her, and she strung him along until the right moment. Mary-Grace doesn’t do anything fast or without due calculation, and she made sure I paid attention.

      “It’s only when the wolf is hungry will he hunt,” she used to tell me. “Don’t feed a stray, Georgia. If he’s worthy, he’ll bring the kill to you.” She would brush my hair every night before bed and tell me all the ways to protect myself and my heart. “Don’t ever rely on a man to give you what you need. Find one and take it from him.”

      I can still hear her words ringing in my ears every night when I brush my hair.

      In true Mary-Grace fashion, she died at home in her bed, exactly how she wanted to. She was eaten up with ovarian cancer, and doctors gave her only weeks to live. The Senator was grief stricken, and the whole state sent an outpouring of love to the two of them.

      I sat by her side nearly every hour until she passed, holding her hand and telling her I loved her. She would just smile at me and give me more of her words of wisdom.

      “I’ve made sure you’re taken care of. There’s a trust set up, and Walker will make sure you have everything you need. I took care of everything for you, Georgia, just like your daddy would have wanted. I did all this for you.”

      Squeezing her hand, I nodded in understanding. She’d lived her life so that I would never do without and never wonder who was going to take care of me. She may have gone about it the wrong way, but I knew she died having done all she could to help me.

      Little did Mary-Grace know that six months after she died, good old Walker Keaton would have his team of lawyers revoke the trust and kick me out on the street with just the clothes on my back.

      It’s a hard life lesson, but one we must learn. Never trust a southern senator.

      I learned how to play poker when I was ten. Husband number two had a small gambling problem, so he thought keeping his card addiction at home helped him control it. After poker, he taught me how to play everything. Blackjack was his go-to, and we would play all the time. After a while I realized that I was better than him. He wasn’t letting me win, I was actually beating him.

      One day he was sitting with his elbows on the table and watching me like a hawk. Suddenly, he flung his hand on the table and said, “I can’t beat a cheater.”

      I had no idea what he was talking about. I was just playing my hand like I normally did. I remember being so angry that he accused me of something like that. I felt like I was finally good at something, and there he was, trying to take it away from me.

      “I’m not cheating!”

      “You’re counting cards, Georgia.”

      “I’m what?” I looked down at my hand, thinking that I was holding two aces, and I knew one was about to land on the flop. How was that counting? That was just paying attention.

      He got up from the table and left the room. We never played cards again, and his gambling problem only got worse. By the time it got really bad, we were already out the door and moving into the senator’s mansion. Mary-Grace was always ten steps ahead.

      It wasn’t until I started playing with the security at the senator's mansion that they told me what I was doing. I guess I won too many times, and they started to see a pattern. They were nicer about it, though, telling me it wasn’t necessarily illegal, but it would get your ass kicked out of every casino in Vegas.

      Here I was with a natural ability to do something people would give anything for. Being good at something like that appealed to me. It was sneaky, and I liked the idea of thinking I could get away with it. And maybe if I was good enough, I could get away with it in Vegas.

      Those were all just silly thoughts I had when we lived with the senator. It wasn’t until my mama got sick and passed away did I start to think that idea had some legs. I could set things in motion after she died, and it only took six months for me to be out of a home, and making my way to Vegas.

      I remember the bus ride and feeling sorry for myself. But then I closed my eyes and heard Mary-Grace’s voice in my head. “Never let them see your mascara run.”

      When I got to Vegas, the first thing I did was hit a casino. It was either walk out a winner, or walk out the same way I walked in. I didn’t have anything to lose, and that’s what makes the most dangerous criminals.

      I turned twenty dollars into twelve thousand that night and was offered a room at the casino. I knew enough to know that I’d raised some flags, so I stopped and took my winnings up to my room. I had enough to last me a while, and at that moment I just needed a little peace.

      When I went to bed that night, I cried until I couldn’t shed another tear. I never let anyone see.

      “Missus…?”

      “Oh, honey, I’m far too young to be called a missus. You can call me Peaches.”

      The older man across the table from me blushes, and I give him a wink. He seems harmless, but I’m not taking any chances. I stick to my rules. Be polite, be charming, be their fantasy, but don’t let them touch you.

      I sit back in my chair, waiting for the dealer, and it’s then I feel it. His eyes are on me.

      I know before I turn around, those Sinatra-like baby blues are going to be waiting on me. And yet I can’t stop myself from doing it.

      When I lock eyes with his, everything inside me is set on fire. On the outside, I’m calm and cool. But on the inside, there’s a raging inferno that wrecks my body with need.

      My eyes roam down his suit and back up to his eyes again. He looks like George Clooney standing there with his salt and pepper hair, hands in his pockets, and that half smile of his. He’s old enough to be my father, but nothing about him strikes me as paternal.

      Biting my lips is the only way to keep the moan from leaving my lips. This is bad. This is very, very bad.
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      The dealer says something to her, drawing her eyes away from mine and back to him. I clench my jaw at the loss, at the thought of someone else pulling her attention away from me. When she looked at me, I didn’t see surprise in her eyes. I thought I’d always been good at fading into the background and not getting too close to her. But the look in her eyes felt like she’d seen me before. Maybe she actually had seen me that day she walked right past me without giving me a second look.

      Or maybe she’s done her research on the hotel she’s staying in. Probably the latter.

      I don’t wait to see if she turns to look at me again. I don’t want to see her give me one of those fake smiles she so easily gives out. It’s strange not having someone’s undivided attention. I’ve been in Vegas my whole life, worked my way to the top. Everyone who is anybody here knows who I am. There isn’t anyone in this city with a little power who doesn’t owe me a favor for one reason or another.

      Maybe that’s why I’m so drawn to her. She’s not someone who would give in so easily. I’ll have to chase her. She’ll make me work to have her. I know it’s going to be a fight, and I’m going to enjoy every bit of it. It’s been years since I’ve had to fight for anything, really work for something. Now everything just seems to drop into my lap.

      Placing my hands on the back of the vacant chair behind her, I watch as the dealer’s eyes go big before he stumbles over my name. I don’t play on the casino floor like I used to. I’d spend hours on the casino floor when I was younger, wanting my hands in everything, but I’ve learned to delegate now. It also doesn’t hold the same appeal anymore. It all started to taste the same. The excitement was gone. Empty. I had no one to share it with.

      “Look at you. Making the poor man stumble right over his words. Normally that’s the effect I have on men.” Her southern twang rolls over me. I’ve heard it before, but being this close to her while hearing it is more intoxicating than I thought it would be. I wonder what it would sound like filled with desire. The things I could get her to moan and say for me…

      I look down at her, forgetting about the dealer’s greeting. She does that to me a lot. Makes me forget about everything and everyone. She has a half smirk on her face, revealing the slightest trace of a dimple in her creamy porcelain skin. I have the urge to reach out and run my finger across it to see if she’s as soft as she looks. But I have the feeling she doesn’t like to be touched unless she invites it, and if there’s one thing I know about her, it’s that she’d be the first to let me know if she wanted me to touch her.

      “Cat got your tongue?” she says, raising one of her perfect eyebrows and reminding me I’ve yet to say a word. I’m lost in my thoughts of her once again. Her smile grows even bigger, and I can see she likes that she thinks she’s got the best of me. Maybe she has, but I don’t care.

      “Doesn’t seem to be the only thing that’s gotten me.” She has this wholesome look to her in her sundress with a little jacket on. One might think my blunt comment would make her blush, but I know it won’t.

      “You like what you see?” She turns in her chair and looks up at me, never breaking eye contact.

      “Like isn’t the word I’d use to describe what I see.” I lean in just a little, still not making a move to touch her but wanting to be closer to her. I have a strong need to know what she smells like. I’d bet my casinos it would be sweet.

      “Hmm.” She runs her eyes up and down my body. “You’re not so bad yourself. If you’re into the whole daddy thing.”

      A bark of laughter shoots from me, making her smile even larger. Her perfect white teeth are on full display, and her dimple deepens. Most women try to be all sweet and sexy; she went straight for my balls. Hitting the nail on the fucking head. I’m old enough to be her father. It was the reason I’d tried to stay away from her from the beginning. I didn’t have a daddy kink, but she could call me anything she fucking wanted if it made her mine.

      “I’d prefer if you call me Antonio.” Even more so when I get my tongue inside your sweet little cunt. “But if you want to call me daddy, by all means go ahead.”

      I move one of my hands off the chair next to her and place it on the back of hers, caging her in a little. Her long blonde curls brush against my knuckle, and I can’t stop myself from wrapping my finger around one of them lightly, unbeknownst to her.

      “I’m Peaches,” she says, reaching out and placing one of her hands on the inside of my suit, running her hand up and down my chest. Her fingers wrap around my tie, and she licks her lips. “And I’m hungry. You can take me to that fancy steakhouse you’ve got. I could use a nice piece of meat.”

      “Hold her chips for her at the cage, Mr. Roberts,” I say to the dealer, my eyes still trained on her. “After you, Sweet Cream.” I make no move to step back, still crowding her.

      She slides from the chair, her body rubbing against mine. Her eyebrows rise when she comes into contact with my painfully hard cock. It’s been that way since she strolled her sweet round ass into my life.

      No amount of cold showers or taking myself in hand lessens the need. I’m not sure anything would. I don’t even think getting her beneath me will do it, no matter how many times I take her. I’d even thought if I made her mine and got my ring on her finger, that could cool my lust, but that thought only made me harder. Thinking of her in nothing but the ring I put on her, laid out in a bed that smelled of sex and her every night… Fuck. I’ve come to the realization this will probably just be my natural state for the rest of my life. I’ll just make sure it’ll be a sweet kind of pain. One I can try and sate with her.

      “Was it that daddy comment that got you all worked up?” she teases, pushing into me a little more. I hadn’t noticed how much shorter she was, even in her ridiculous high heels.

      “You could recite the pledge of allegiance and it would make me hard. It’s you.”

      For the first time, I get a reaction out of her. I hear a little catch in her breath.

      “Well don’t just stand there. I got these curves for a reason. Are you going to feed them?”

      I finally take a step back as she slides past me, grabbing my arm as she does and locking hers around it. I can’t imagine what we look like together. I don’t mean our age either. Rich men walk around with young women on their arms everywhere in Vegas. I mean she looks like this sweet little southern belle who wouldn’t be seen wrapping herself around someone like me. My businesses might be clean, but there’s a whole lot of dirt on the way to the top, and everyone knows it.

      It’s then I look around and see a good chunk of people on the casino floor staring at us. Most likely because I don’t walk around with a woman hanging onto me. Maybe when I was younger, but most definitely not in a place I owned or worked at.

      They were probably thinking the same thing I am. Who is Miss Peaches? The closer I get to her, the deeper and deeper she seems. I will find my way to the bottom of her and latch on so hard she’ll never be free of me. I know while she might be wrapped round me now, she could easily drop me and be out the door.

      When we make it to the steakhouse not far from the blackjack table, I hold up two fingers to the hostess, who quickly grabs some menus and leads us to a booth in the back of the restaurant.

      “Don’t sit anyone at these tables.” I motion to the tables that might be within hearing distance of us. She hesitates for a moment, probably wanting to tell me about a list of reservations a mile long but stops herself.

      “Of course, sir,” she finally says, handing us both a menu. “Wine menu.” She holds up the extra menu for us, and I go to grab it.

      “No, thank you, sweetheart. Champagne for me. Your best bottle.” I bite back a smile as the hostess looks at me, eyes widening. She wants me to okay the purchase, knowing the best bottle of champagne is a bottle that’s been sitting in the steakhouse for years, far too expensive for anyone to have ever ordered it. I don’t even think she knows what she ordered. She probably thinks it costs something around $2000.

      “Whatever the lady wants, she can have,” I confirm, looking at Peaches as she studies the menu. I see her lip twitch at my remark, and I wonder what her lips will do when she finds out she just ordered a two-million-dollar bottle of champagne.
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      “If you’ll excuse me.”

      I start to stand up, and Antonio is in front of me, holding his hands up. “What are you doing?”

      “I’m going to the ladies’ room. Do you mind?” I raise my eyebrow at him and give him a smile. He slowly relaxes and lowers his hands, smoothing down his tie.

      “Of course. Just down that hall.” He points to the back of the restaurant.

      I give him a wink as I gently brush against him, walking towards the restroom. I just need a minute to get myself together. I feel like I’m falling to pieces in front of him. As I walk down the long hallway, I hear some of the noise coming from the kitchen. One of the doors I pass is open just a little, and I can hear people talking as I approach.

      “You’re joking! He wants us to pop open a two-million-dollar bottle of champagne for a nobody?” I hear a man say.

      “He owns the place. I’m guessing he can do what he wants,” I hear the hostess who seated us say.

      I stop dead in my tracks. Two million. Did that guy just say the champagne I ordered cost two million dollars?

      Swallowing the lump in my throat, I nearly run to the bathroom. When I get inside, I go to the far stall and lock myself in.

      What am I doing? I’m in way over my head, something I'm not used to when it comes to men. They think I’m sweet and sassy and find it endearing, for a while at least. Closing my eyes tightly, I take a deep breath and try to think. He’s got to know I’m counting cards. Why is he playing it so cool? God, the pull to him is unreal. I’ve never felt anything like it before. Does he feel it like I do when he looks at me?

      My mama’s words fill my heart, and I feel myself relax. I remember so many things she told me, but some stick out more than others. I step out of the stall and go over to the sink, wash my hands, and touch up my make-up.

      I look at myself in the mirror and smile. “Make him treat you like a princess. For all he knows, you are one.”

      I walk back to the table with a bit more confidence. If he wants to drop some of his cold hard cash on me, I’ll certainly let him. Whatever hidden agenda he may have, I’m sure I’ll figure it out. But until then, I’m keeping this fun. I’m going to have a good time and enjoy my dinner.

      Antonio stands as I approach the table and waits until I’ve taken my seat before he sits down.

      “I took the liberty of ordering for you. I hope you don’t mind,” he says as a waiter approaches.

      “From what I hear there’s not a bad thing on the menu, so I’ll take the surprise. Thank you.”

      The waiter approaches, wheeling over a table with the champagne on it. I can’t help but snort at the presentation. This thing ought to come out served on the feathers of angels’ wings and washed off with unicorn tears.

      “Something wrong?” Antonio asks as the waiter opens the champagne dramatically.

      “Oh, not a thing, Daddy Warbucks. Just watching this guy pour up a small country into a glass.”

      He smiles at my joke, leaning back in his chair and steepling his hands in front of him, just watching me. I absentmindedly lick my lips as the waiter puts the champagne flute in front of me.

      “After you, Sweet Cream.”

      I laugh at his nickname. It’s just as ridiculous as Peaches, and he knows it. It feels as if on one level we’re playing a game, and on another it feels as if we’re intertwining our souls. How can the two happen at the same time? How can I feel as if I’m falling in love with a total stranger who’s said ten words to me?

      I pick up the flute and hold it up in a toast. Antonio does the same, and I lean in a little to whisper. The waiter has since left, but I like the idea of sharing a secret with Antonio.

      “I only drink champagne on two occasions. When I’m in love and when I’m not.”

      Antonio laughs, and shakes his head. “Wrong Coco Chanel quote, Sweet Cream. You should have used ‘The best things in life are free. The second best things are very, very expensive.’”

      He softly clinks his flute to mine, and I can’t help the wicked smile I give him. This man knew my quote and bested me on it. I like a challenge.

      I take a sip of the champagne and close my eyes, swallowing and tasting the cold bubbly.

      “So? Worth a small country?”

      Opening my eyes and looking at him, I set the glass down and sit back in my seat. I raise my eyebrow at him, and he smiles, shaking his head.

      “It’s not bad,” I finally admit, having to give in a little. It tastes like good champagne, but I’m not sure I’d want to order another bottle.

      “Can I say that I’m a little disappointed that diamonds didn’t pour out of the bottle?”

      I can’t help the laugh that tumbles out of me. He’s too adorable, and my cheeks hurt from smiling at him so much.

      “Tell me about you, Peaches.”

      “How about you tell me why you want me to call you Antonio when everyone calls you Don?” I retort, trying to deflect. Men love to talk about themselves. Just ask the right questions and you never have to say a single word about yourself all night. Most of them don’t even remember your name. It works for someone like me, someone who needs to get what she wants, but also needs to blend in.

      “Antonio Cortez is my real name. Everyone calls me Don. You’re not everyone. Now tell me why you’re counting cards around Vegas.”

      I’m surprised at how quickly he turns the conversation back to me.

      “Do you want me to leave your casino?” I take another sip of my champagne, hoping this isn’t his polite way of kicking me out.

      “No. I don’t care if you take the house. I just want you close.”

      I nearly choke on the bubbles when I hear his blunt statement. After I swallow, I laugh a little. “You’re okay with me bankrupting the Golden Peacock?”

      “Tell me your real name.”

      “Don’t change the subject,” I deflect again, not wanting to talk about me.

      “I will tell you anything you ever want to know about me, but I want to talk to you as you. Not as someone you pretend to be. I’ve lived long enough and made enough money that it all means nothing. It’s only money. But you, you’re real. And that I would never want to lose.”

      His words shock me and make me warm all over. There’s a heat between us that is unexplainable, and his honesty about his feeling are fast and scary. I can feel my heart beating rapidly in my chest, and I lick my lips as I try to find the words to deny him what he wants.

      In the end, I can’t do it. “Georgia,” I whisper, wanting to give him everything he asks for.

      Feeling his warm fingers on mine, I look down at my hands. He opens his hand, palm down on the table, and I slide mine into his, looking at his tanned skin against my soft white. He has calluses I didn't expect, and I feel them as his big palm wraps around mine, the muscles of his wrist flexing.

      It’s completely insane that the feel of his skin on my skin should feel so perfect. That the small touch has my whole body alive with passion I’ve never felt. Looking down at where we’re connected, it’s as if I’ve done this a thousand times, our bodies holding memories we can’t recall.

      When I look up into his bright blue eyes, I see the softness there. I want to fall into them and never come out. I want to trust him and let him hold me so that I can finally stop pretending to be something I’m not.

      “Georgia, you can have anything in this casino you want. Including me.”

      I lick my lips, trying to find words to respond to him, but I can’t.

      “I don’t know what this is, but I’ve been around a long time, and I’ve never felt this uncontrollable pull to anything.” I feel his fingertip brush across my wrist, feeling my pulse. “Tell me you don’t feel it.”

      Taking a breath, I feel myself about to take the leap. To tell him something honest and real.

      “Dinner is served,” the waiter says, breaking the spell.

      I pull my hand away from Antonio's. My fingers are suddenly very cold. I look anywhere but into his bright blue eyes, not able to do it yet. I need to square my shoulders and put my game face back on.

      I can do this. Be charming, be polite, be his fantasy. Just don’t let him touch me again. I don’t know that I’m strong enough to survive it.
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      I want to curse the waiter. I had her so close to admitting something. So close to giving me another taste of the real her. Her mask has slipped back into place, and no matter how hard I’ve tried throughout dinner, I can’t get her to open back up.

      I’ll try anything to get her to come back out as the silence stretches between us.

      “Ask me,” I say, taking another bite of my steak. She’s already eaten almost all of her rib-eye, and I can see my window is closing. Soon she’ll be done and have a reason to leave. She wants to turn the conversation back around to me. That’s fine if it will get her talking again.

      “Do you always buy women two-million-dollar bottles of champagne and let them take what they want from your casino? I’d think that would’ve left you broke pretty damn quick. Not that I’m complaining.” She raises her champagne glass in a small teasing gesture before taking another sip.

      “Can’t say I’ve ever let someone who robbed my casino walk out of here before.”

      Her eyes come to mine, and she tilts her head, making those golden blonde curls bounce again. Goddamn, seeing her ride my cock as her tresses bounced all around her would be heaven.

      “Did you just threaten me?” Her tone doesn’t sound worried. Good. I wasn’t trying to worry her. A lot of people fear me, and I don’t want her to be one of them.

      “Don’t think I can say I’ve treated them to a two-million-dollar bottle of champagne before I got the skin owed to me after they took something that was mine.” I lean in a little, taking a deep breath, disappointed that all I can smell is the food on the table.

      “But you said—”

      “Oh, I’ll be taking some of your skin tonight. In my hands, mouth, and any other way I can come up with. As for the walking out of here, never said I was letting you leave.” I smile so she thinks I’m teasing, but not a word of what I just said was a joke. No one takes something that’s mine, and she’s that. I won’t allow even her to take herself from me.

      He breathing picks up at my words, but no sassy remark leaves her mouth. I like that I shocked her, made her lose her step, but fuck, do I love when she comes back on something I’ve said. No one talks to me like she does. I think I could get off to nothing but her voice.

      She’s leaned in a little, so we aren’t too far apart across the small table. This time I reach out and wrap one of her long blonde curls around my finger. As I lift just the edge to my nose, the smell of warm honey fills my lungs and makes my cock leak pre-cum.

      “Come back to my room with me. I’ll put this champagne to use. Lick every drop of it off your body.”

      I can see the hesitation in her eyes, but she licks her lips.

      I place my hand under her chin, drawing her eyes to mine.

      “We don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do. I don’t assume that you coming back to my room means we’re going to have sex. Unless you count my tongue fucking your pussy to see if you not only smell like honey but taste like it, too.”

      Her lips part a little at my words, a small gasp leaving her. I steal the opening to pull her to me, closing the distance and taking her mouth. The taste of champagne hits my tongue, sweet and warm. I hold myself back from devouring her mouth, which is what I really want to do. I want to show her that this is all about pleasing her. Making her crave me. Showing her what I can give her if she’ll let me. She might be blunt and in your face, but I can tell she’s a runner, and I don’t want to give her a reason to.

      My tongue lazily sweeps into her mouth, and she opens a little more to me. I deepen the kiss at her invitation, and she slowly starts to kiss me back. Pulling back, I try to read her expression, but her eyes remain closed, her fingers coming to her lips like she’s savoring the kiss, almost like she’s never felt lips on hers before.

      The act is simple and so innocent. When her eyes finally open, I can see that mask is finally gone again.

      “Take me to your room.”

      She barely finishes the words before I’m rising from my chair. She grabs the bottle of champagne from the table, making me smile at her. I take it from her and grab her hand before making my way to the front of the restaurant.

      It’s then I see Samantha sitting at a corner table. She rises from her chair and moves towards me. There aren’t many female power players in Vegas, but she’s definitely in that small window, and I have great respect for her. She’s cunning and seems to always be two steps ahead of everyone else. Luckily, she’s never had anything that I needed, something I’m sure drives her crazy. Money isn’t the only thing Sam likes to collect; she likes to collect favors as well.

      Just like me, there aren’t many in this town who don’t owe her a few of those. But right now I don’t have time for whatever it is she wants to talk about.

      “Don.” Her cool eyes lock on me before they move on to Peaches. A smirk breaks onto her lips when she sees my hand locked with Peaches’. Samantha is so put together you’d almost think she was a politician's wife’s at first glance, not a woman who auctions off Mistresses to the richest men in America.

      Everything about her is always in place, and she never shows emotion. But everyone knows how well she treats the girls she auctions off. I often wonder how she is with them and if this facade is only directed at men.

      “Sam.” I give her as little as possible, not wanting to engage in conversation. This only makes her study Peaches more intently. I pull her close in a possessive move and give Sam a hard look.

      “Interesting. I didn’t think you’d be into curves with a taste of the south. I guess I always pictured you into the tall and quiet type. She doesn’t look quiet at all. Although I’ve never even seen you as much as look at a woman before.”

      “What does—” Peaches starts to say, but I cut her off, not wanting to get into it with Sam. That’s just what she wants. To know what my type might be, thinking that she could find out what I like in a woman and get a Mistress I might be interested in. Not fucking happening. There’s only one woman I’ll ever have. Even if she won’t be mine, I’ll spend my time trying to make her mine. I’m not stashing a Mistress away, wanting her to be something she could never live up to.

      “If you need to talk, call my assistant. I’m sure you have her number.”

      “You might be hearing from me sooner than you think.”

      Not likely, but I keep that to myself. She might call, but I won’t be answering. I don’t need what she’s selling. With that, I continue to lead Peaches out of the restaurant, but not before I glance over Sam’s shoulder and lock eyes with Leo Ramsey. Ramsey’s the biggest real estate dealer in Vegas and is not a man I often see out. If it doesn’t have to do with business, Ramsey isn’t there. I’ve never even seen him at any events before. It’s strange to see him here. Maybe Sam keeps him well supplied with Mistresses off in a love pad somewhere.

      When we hit the elevators, I pull her inside, and I already know what’s coming.

      “Who was that?”

      I want to tell her it doesn’t matter, but I know she’ll push, and I did tell her I’d answer truthfully anything she ever asked me.

      “Samantha is in the business of selling Mistresses to the highest bidders.”

      I look down at Peaches to gauge her reaction. She goes to step back and tries to pull her hand from mine, but I just pull her closer.

      “No, I’ve never used her services.” For some reason I want her to know that. I don’t like her thinking my interest is so easily swayed. I want to make her understand what she means to me. “But I know people who have. My two sons used her once and married the woman they bought. I’ve never used the service myself, but Sam is good at what she does. Everyone seems to get what they want.”
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      She doesn’t say anything in response. She just looks up to me with her big, green eyes and nods slightly. I’m sure she understands, but it’s a lot to take in. And it wasn’t great timing as we were on our way out of the restaurant.

      Sliding my fingers up her neck and around her jaw, I don’t break eye contact. “You feel this between us, don’t you?”

      “Yes.” It’s a whisper, but it’s there.

      “Let me love your body tonight. I might die if you don’t let me have you in some way.” Leaning in, I keep my lips just a breath away. “Please, Georgia. Just a taste.”

      She closes the tiny distance between us and presses her mouth to mine. I wrap my arms around her, still holding the champagne bottle in one hand, my other going to her lush ass. Gripping it tightly, I lift her to me, and her legs wrap around my waist.

      Before I know what I’m doing, I’m pushing her against the wall of the elevator, grinding my hard cock against her heat. Her light sundress is pushed up her thighs, and I can feel the burning warmth of her core through my slacks.

      I start to grind my hips against her as the kiss gets wilder. I feel her fingers run through my hair, gripping it hard. Her thighs squeeze my hips, and a moan escapes my mouth. My body is taking over, and all I feel is a primal need to be inside her.

      Ding.

      I move my lips down her neck, biting and licking her there. Her honey smell is so sweet, I want to rub it all over my face.

      Ding.

      As I rub hard against her covered pussy, she moans my name, and I swear to Christ I cum a little in my suit slacks. A pulse runs up my cock, and I feel a wet spot form on my pants as I hold myself to her, trying to keep from cumming more.

      Ding.

      “Take me to your bed, Antonio,” she breathes as she tries to pull me closer to her.

      “Whenever the elevator stops,” I mumble, moving my lips down her neck to her big breasts.

      “I’m no elevator operator, but that damn door has been open for ten minutes, big guy.”

      She laughs as I look up in a daze. I can see my reflection in the mirror. My hair is everywhere, and I look drunk.

      Pulling her to me, I carry her out of the elevator and hit the button to close the doors. I carry her through the foyer to the main double doors that lead to my penthouse at the top of the casino.

      I’ve lived in this building for a long time, but I’ve yet to bring a woman home. It’s been an embarrassingly long time since I even went on a date with a woman. I can’t remember the last time it was that I did more than that. Any thought of anyone else left my memory the second I first laid eyes on this little card counter.

      It’s funny how three weeks ago, I was perfectly content with being alone. But since seeing Peaches, everything has changed.

      I open the door and walk us in, kicking it closed behind us. Everything on this floor is open plan with windows showing the Vegas skyline on either side.

      “Jesus, take the wheel. This place is fancy.”

      I laugh and kiss her neck as she looks around the place. I carry her to the bedroom, feeling her neck crane to see everything.

      “Later, Sweet Cream. I’ve only got one room I need to show you.”

      Feeling her thighs tighten around me, I smile against her skin. When we reach the bedroom, I set the champagne on the table by the bed and take her to the end of it, setting her down.

      I go to stand back, but her arms wrap tighter around me. I look down into her eyes, and suddenly I see a bit of worry there.

      Putting my hands on either side of her face, I try to figure out what’s going on. “Hey. Talk to me. What’s wrong?” She blinks a few times and tries to look away, but I don’t let her. “Georgia, I won’t hurt you.”

      “I know.” Her answer is quick, and her hands come to rub on my chest. “I’ve—” She stops and bites her lips. “I just may not be as good as you’re used to, and I just didn’t want to disappoint you.”

      I’m so baffled by her words, I go to my knees in front of her. She’s sitting on the edge of the bed, so she’s just slightly taller than me. I wrap my arms around her waist and look up into her eyes.

      “You could never disappoint me. Just relax and let me do the work. All you have to do is lie back and enjoy what I do to you. That’s all I need to make this the single greatest night of my life.”

      I see the blush creep across her cheeks, and she shyly nods at me.

      Leaning up, I kiss her lips softly as I take off my suit jacket. I feel her tug at my tie as my lips move down her jaw to her collarbone. Reaching up, I push her jacket off her shoulders and down her arms. Once my tie is gone, her fingers go to the buttons of my shirt, and I reach around her back, unzipping her sundress.

      Her long blonde curls brush against my face as I rub my hands down her naked back, and I close my eyes, enjoying the slight tickle.

      When she’s finished with my shirt, I help her take it off, along with my undershirt. Looking down, I see her perfect creamy hands run along my chest, rubbing against my chest hair. There are some gray ones there, and it’s strange to see her young flawless fingers against my tanned skin.

      She’s too good for me.

      Looking into her eyes as I pull the straps of her dress down her shoulders, exposing her big breasts topped with hard nipples begging for my mouth.

      I press on her shoulders and get her to lie back on the bed as I slip the dress off her along with her shoes. I take off my shoes and slacks as well, leaving me only in my underwear. As I look down at her thick curvy body, I see she’s only wearing a lacy teal thong, and the sight is hotter than anything I’ve ever seen in my life.

      The material of my boxer briefs is being stretched beyond the laws of science, and my hard cock is nearly bursting to get out.

      I crawl on the bed on top of her, feeling her warm naked skin against mine. “I’m going to leave my boxers on. I need to keep some kind of control, and this should put you at ease. Okay?”

      She bites her lip and nods.

      Giving her lips a gentle kiss, I move down a little to kiss the soft skin between her breasts. I lick her there, and she lets out a tender moan. Slowly I make my way to each one, kissing all around her nipples, nibbling on the soft flesh and holding them in my hands.

      Her body moves under me, her need building. I move my mouth to her nipple, finally licking her there, biting down just slightly and hearing her sounds break through the silence.

      Moving to her other nipple, I give it equal treatment, feeling her squirm with need as her fingers grip my hair.

      “Antonio. Please.”

      Looking up into her eyes, I smile at her. “Beg me, my sweet. I want your voice to ring in my ears.”

      I move down her belly, kissing the softness there. I run my hands along her waist, my fingers rubbing her tender flesh. I love how every part of her is soft. As if I could sink into her curves and be molded against her. It’s what I desire most. To be so deeply embedded into her, that she can never leave me.

      Moving down her body I kiss her hips, licking each of them before going to the waist of her panties. I run my lips along the edge there, licking just inside against her warm, sweet skin.

      Her hips move up, trying to get me to do more, and I just smile against her. I put my mouth directly over her panty-covered pussy and look up into her eyes. “Beg me,” I whisper on her warmth, and I feel her shudder under me.

      “I swear to God, the devil took lessons from you.” I can hear the laugh in her voice, but the need is greater. “Please, Antonio. I’m begging you.”

      At her words, I pull her panties to the side, revealing her perfect pink lips, and lower my mouth to her naked pussy. Her sweet honey hits my mouth, and I can no longer hold myself back. I close my eyes and kiss her pussy like I would kiss her mouth, cumming inside my boxer briefs as I do so.

      Thick spurts of cum shoot out my cock as my tongue sweeps across her clit, and her sweetness rubs on my face. Just the first taste of her young pussy and I cum all over myself. What will I do if I ever get inside her?

      I feel her body move under me, and I reach up, holding her hips down to keep her from taking away the sweetest treat I’ve ever tasted. I lick down and, like I promised, fuck her tight hole with my tongue.

      Rubbing her clit with my thumb and licking inside her is enough to send her over the edge. Her body’s wound so tightly that the slight touches are enough to have her back bowing off the bed as she screams my name.

      Her sweet, sticky honey cum hits my tongue, and I lick it up, eating her orgasm like I’m a man on death row and it’s my last meal.

      Once the last of her tremors have stopped and I feel her come back down on the bed, I move up her body, kissing every inch of her on my way up.

      I get to her lips and she rubs her hands across my chest. I take her mouth in a kiss, and I feel her tongue sweep in, tasting herself on me.

      “Now that I’ve had a taste of your sweet pussy, let’s see how it is with champagne.”
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      I run my finger down Antonio’s jaw, feeling the rough grit of a day-old shave. He’s got gray hair there, and a few wrinkles around his eyes, but he’s still incredibly gorgeous. His head tilts a little like he’s trying to lean into my touch. I had no idea a man could worship a woman's body like that. Nor did I know it was possible to cum that many times. Orgasm after orgasm seemed to blend together as the night went on. Everything was about me. Like he couldn’t get enough of me. At some point I finally passed out, coming to wrapped tightly in his arms.

      Most of the men I’ve dealt with since I got to Vegas were more concerned about what I could do for them. Though I shouldn’t complain because I was doing the same thing with them. I just never let them get what they wanted from me. Antonio never tried to take me fully, and at one point I even begged a little for him to.

      Begged. A man. I roll over and sit on the side of the bed completely naked. It had taken me thirty minutes to slowly untangle myself from his arms as I desperately tried not to wake him. It felt too good being wrapped in his arms. Unwanted feelings bombarded me, and I knew I couldn't allow myself to have them. The man was making me want something I couldn’t want.

      I’ve learned there are two types of men in this world. Assholes and ones that can make you fall utterly in love with them, like my daddy did with my mama. I didn’t want either of those. Both just ended up hurting you.

      I loved my mama, but I don’t want to be her. Even though I seemed to have picked up some of her along the way. Charming men came easy, and sometimes I don’t even realize I’m doing it.

      Is that what I’d done with Antonio? Had I charmed him and now the novelty of me would soon wear off? The city boys eat up the accent at first, but like most things—even more so with rich ones—all that charm they love at first starts to not be so cute as it once was. I bite my lip. I don’t want what I’m already feeling for him to run any deeper. The things he’d said to me last night were—

      I stop myself from recalling them. Men will say anything they can to get what they want, I remind myself. I’m so far gone he could piss on my leg and tell me it's raining. I’ve learned that lesson the hard way. The senator was always sweet as sugar when mama was around, but as soon as she wasn’t, he didn’t have to fake it anymore. He only tolerated me to have her.

      I think it would be worse if Antonio got what he wanted from me, then pushed me just as quickly out the door. Suffering the loss of my mama was about as much as I could take this year. Looking over my shoulder I take one last look at him before quickly pulling my eyes away. All I want to do is crawl back into that bed and find out if all he’d said was true. My heart tries to convince me it might be worth the hurt. But my head…

      Quietly, I slip my dress back on and look for my thong, which is nowhere to be found. Giving up, I put on my shoes and grab my purse before making my way out of the penthouse. I keep my eyes down the whole time, not wanting more memories of this place than I already have. The ones I have are probably going to sweetly haunt me for years to come.

      When the elevator finally arrives, it opens and Sam, the blonde from last night, is in it. A knowing half-smile plays on her lips. I don’t want to give anything away, that my heart is aching and that I’m undoubtedly doing the walk of shame. However, I’m sure she can see it all over me because I’m breaking one of my own rules: never go out in public without make-up. I give her my best smile, trying the ‘fake it until you make it’ approach.

      “You waitin’ for me?” I have an eerie feeling she’s been looking for me.

      “I might have had a feeling you’d end up sneaking out of Don’s penthouse. You’re a runner. That’s clear as day, no matter how well you think you hide it.” Her words don’t come out smug or like she’s got something on me. It’s more like she knows the feeling. Like she’s done some running of her own.

      “Got to leave them wanting more.” The saying might be true, but I don’t mean it in this case.

      “Oh, I’m sure you left him wanting more, but you’ve got no plans on giving him that little more he’s going to chase you for.”

      I look her in the eyes and study her for a moment. Last night she seemed a bit cold, but now I can see the softness in her eyes.

      “You’re right. I’m running. A man like that,” I point towards the now closed elevator doors, remembering that I haven’t hit a button, “could break me. And I’ve had all the breaking I can take,” I finish before pushing the button to my floor. I want to get my bags and get the hell out of Dodge.

      “You’re right. Don goes through women monthly. Wines and dines them, then sends them on their way all broken-hearted. The little lies he whispers in their ears aren’t true. He says he won’t let you go until he gets his fill of you, but you know how men are when they think something belongs to them. He’ll blackball you. There won’t be a casino in town that will let you in the doors.”

      I squeeze my eyes closed at her words. Shit. He played me. Maybe that was my karma for the few men I played when I’d first gotten to Vegas. At least I didn’t fill their minds with lies or grace their bed.

      “He’s a hard dog to keep on the porch.”

      I snort.

      “I was sure you were a Yankee, but you seem to have a little taste for the south,” I say around an empty laugh because that’s how I’m feeling. Empty. I have no idea where I’ll go when I leave Vegas or how long the money I have will last me.

      “I like to have a taste for all things.”

      The elevator opens, and I make my way out. “Do me a favor. Give me a head start before you tell him I’m gone.” I have no clue where this woman’s loyalties lie. She’s too hard to read, or maybe I’m just slipping. First Antonio and now her.

      She doesn’t answer me, just follows me out.

      “Thirty million dollars for thirty days of your time.”

      I stop walking at her words and turn to look at her.

      “To be a Mistress?” I ask, remembering Antonio’s words about her from last night. He talked about her with respect, but now I don’t know what was the truth and what wasn’t from him. Could I sell myself? Wasn’t that what my mother did? She might have married those men, but she only did it for their money.

      “Thirty million dollars to be at the beck and call of one of the richest men in the world. Your contract will be the strictest, and you can help guide some of the rules. Some. Of course, you are to have sex with him. The money is more about the anonymity to these men, and the fact that you don’t ask them questions. You’re their Mistress, and they can come and go as they please.”

      “I don’t think—”

      She cuts me off before I can protest. “Only a few men will be at your Auction. I already have them in mind. I know you’re just their type. The bidding starts at thirty million. Who knows how high it will go.” She holds her hand up, knowing I’m about to chime in. “Think about it. Thirty days and you're set for life. That’s at least a million dollars a day. No more cons or counting cards. Free.”

      “The men—”

      “Vetted. I don’t make it easy for men to get into Auctions. They have to do more than pay. Never has one of my girls been hurt. I have a lot of powerful men in my pocket. Others know not to cross me, and hurting one of my girls is something that would never be tolerated.”

      “Will he know I did the Auction? That someone bought me?” I don’t have to say his name. We both know who I’m talking about. Part of me wants to do this, to be free. Thirty days and I’m set. I could go anywhere and do anything I want. The other part, the part that hurts from the things Sam told me about Antonio, wants him to feel something, too. Pissed he didn’t get what he wanted. That he thought he could use me and toss me away.

      “Yes. There isn’t much he doesn’t know in this town.”

      “Good.” This time if someone is going to use me, I’m going to get what’s mine.
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      “I want the footage of her leaving the hotel. Then I want you to track it. There are cameras all over this goddamn city. I don’t care how you get the footage, just do it. Call in favors for all I fucking care,” I growl before ending the call and dropping the phone onto my desk.

      “Fucking stupid,” I chastise myself. I should have known. I got too close and scared her off. I should have had men posted outside, ready to follow her if she tried to slip out on me, but I’d been too caught up in her to think about that. I was also sure that if she tried to slip out of bed, I would have felt it. I guess the lack of sleep finally caught up to me. I had her in my arms as I drifted off to the best night of sleep in my life, only to wake up and realize the grave mistake I’d made.

      Now I can’t even track her phone. The fucking thing is off and she hasn’t been in to try and get a new one. For all I know she’s long gone. Hopped on a bus or maybe caught a flight out of town. But I’ll find her. With as much money as I have, I can do anything. I’ll drain every cent I have to look for her.

      She was more perfect than I ever could've thought possible. Having her in my hands as she melted for me… I thought I was obsessed before, but now I might possibly go insane if I don't find her. Before her, I thought I’d had everything I’d ever wanted. Worked my ass off to get where I was, and now I think I did it all for her.

      I have everything I could ever need to make a life with her. I could devote all my time to being with her. Having a family of my own was something I didn't think I wanted. Now I can't get the image of that out of my head, and it could be slipping through my fingers with every second that ticks by.

      I’ve done my time. All those twenty-hour days, shady deals, and rubbing elbows with people I couldn't stand got me to a place where I could wipe my hands of everything. I’d set people in place. The company should be able to function on its own, but at the end of the day it doesn't matter if it does or doesn't. How did this curvy little thing slip so deep inside me?

      My eyes go to my office door as my assistant enters with a tight look on her face. Most likely because I’ve been yelling since I entered the offices.

      “Not now,” I tell her, not caring about whatever it is she thinks I should be doing. I’d fire the woman for how often she steps over the line, but sometimes I think that’s why I pay her so well. She’s good at getting shit done. In fact, it drives her crazy if things are left unfinished or if something is slightly imperfect.

      “I’m sorry, sir, but Samantha called, and she said it’s urgent.”

      “Not now,” I repeat. I don’t want to know what that woman is up to after last night. Probably has a list of Mistresses she thinks I might be interested in after she saw my Georgia. Thinks she’s finally figured out my taste. She doesn’t know I only have a taste for one woman, a taste I wish was still in my mouth.

      “I know, but she said you might say that. Then minutes ago this was delivered from her head of security.” Jen holds up a cellphone, and I immediately recognize the case. I’m out of my chair and in front of her, grabbing it from her hands, before she can blink.

      She always ditches her phone, replacing it with the same model, but she continuously uses the pink case covered in jewels.

      I waste no time powering it on and going through it, only to be disappointed. Everything is wiped from it.

      Then it rings.

      “Out,” I say to Jen, who exits quickly.

      “Peaches.” I can hear the longing in my voice. I don't know why I think it’s her. She wouldn't be calling her own phone. Jealousy hits me at the thought that it might be another man.

      “You sound like someone stole your puppy.”

      The blood rushes to my ears at the sound of Sam’s voice. This could only mean one thing.

      “I’m not a man you want to fuck with, Samantha. You’re a smart woman. Don’t tell me I got it wrong. I rarely do.” I can’t believe she’d be dumb enough to cross me. No one crosses me and gets to stay in this town. Sam might be powerful, but I have a lot of secrets on people around here. I could make her life hell.

      “Now is that any way to talk to someone who has the thing you hold dearest?” Her tone is scolding, almost like a mother speaking to a child.

      I take a deep breath, holding back what I want to say. I want to tell Sam I’ll make sure she never works in this town again. I don’t fuck around when people fuck with things that belong to me, and Georgia most certainly belongs to me. She’s belonged to me from the moment I first saw her. Having that attitude is how I made a name for myself, but I also remember Sam is about the bottom line. Why start a battle over something that could easily be solved with money?

      “Sold, Sam. Whatever the price you’re trying to get for her, I’ll double it.”

      “Oh, Don, that was just a little too easy for my liking.” Sam’s tone sounds bored, like I took all the fun out of it for her. I bite back a growl. She thinks this is a game and that I’m not about to fucking explode.

      “Sorry to rain on your fucked up parade.”

      Sam laughs through the phone. “You forgot to tell me you owe me a favor.”

      “Owe you a fucking favor? Sam, you’re one step from—”

      “I’m going to cut you off right there because I don’t want you to say something you can’t take back. I saved your ass, Don. That girl was out the fucking door and would have been at the nearest train station if it wasn’t for me. I stopped her and got her. You’re fucking welcome.”

      “I would have found her.” I half growl the words. “I’m not going to thank you for wanting to auction her off.”

      “Why wouldn’t you? I just assured you have thirty days with her. If you can’t get her to stay after than then...” Her words trail off, and I can almost see that shrug thing she does when men annoy her or she can’t even be bothered with something.

      “Is she okay?” I finally ask. I need to know. It’s driving me crazy, but if I know anything about Sam, she never lets anything happen to her girls. I grit my teeth at the thought that she’s now one of Sam’s girls.

      “She’s a runner. I know the look.” Her tone sounds a little sad.

      I hate that she ran from me. I want her to run towards me, but she barely knows me. She probably has a shit list of other men’s bullshit she’s been through. Should that be my problem? Yes. Others might think you shouldn't take out your own problems on other people, but I want her to take them out on me. I want to help her work through it. Show her I can do that for her. Would do that for her. If she would just let me in.

      “I lied to her, Don. I said the things I needed to to get her to come with me. I don’t like lying to my girls, Don. I want my favor.”

      I’ve never seen someone collect so many favors in my life. What she did with them all, I have no idea. I’m not even sure if she uses them or just likes having them. Being in a man’s world, I’m sure it’s nice to have something over all of them.

      “Fine. Have your favor, but you’re going to do something for me.”

      “Is that so?” I can hear the smile in her voice. She knows she’s won.

      I’ve got a little plan of my own. There will be no more running after I get my hands on my girl. I’ll make sure there will never be a way to leave me again. Or at least I’ll make it damn near impossible.

      I sit down in my chair and lean back. “This is how this is going to work.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          9

        

        Peaches

      

    
    
      I’m pacing backstage and trying to recall my pageant days. This is nothing like doing the Miss Teen back in high school.

      Looking around the room, I see a few other girls getting dressed. I guess you could call it dressed; some of them are wearing only a pair of panties.

      Clenching my fists at my sides, I try to close my eyes, breathing through the butterflies. This was totally the right decision. Right?

      “First time?”

      I open my eyes and see a woman getting ready in the mirror next to me turn around and raise an eyebrow.

      “Yes, ma’am. I’m trying to remind myself that I don’t have a talent portion coming up.” I laugh nervously, and she winks at me.

      “Thank God. I’d hate to hear some of these girls sing,” she says. Reaching out her hand, she introduces herself. “I’m Kim. The veteran Mistress, if you will.”

      “I’m Peaches. You’ve done this before?” I ask, playing with tie of the sheer robe I have on.

      “Oh, yes. Quite a few times. And that southern accent of yours is going to drive them wild. You need to ask for a microphone when you go on stage.” She winks at me and puts on some blood red heels, making her close to six feet tall. She’s got a body that’s looks like it belongs in a men’s magazine. And she seems completely confident as she stands in front of me in only a red thong and those heels.

      “Any advice for a first timer?” I’m trying to keep my mind off what’s about to happen. Even mindless chitchat is better than thinking about what I agreed to.

      She flips her dark hair over one shoulder and smiles, crossing her arms under her naked breasts and leaning against the counter.

      “Just remember that you’re safe. Samantha only allows in a few men to each Auction, all of whom have passed an inspection most astronauts wouldn’t make it through. The men that you could potentially end up with are healthy, normal guys looking for companionship. They have busy lives with demanding schedules, and they desire a kept woman who is waiting for them at the end of a long day. All you have to do is have a good time with them for thirty days, and then you walk away with a stack of cash.”

      “You make it sound like fishing in a stocked pond.” I try to remind myself that what she’s saying is true.

      She laughs at my joke. “Well, there are at least two fish out there that won’t bid on you, if that makes you feel any better.”

      I don’t know why, but I’m kind of offended thinking someone wouldn’t bid on me. I’m adorable. “How do you know?”

      “One of them is mine. We do this every time the contract is up. I go back up on the auction block and he has fun bidding on me. We’ve been at it for a while now. But he likes chasing me, and I like to make him work for it.” She gives me a wicked smile, and I can see she’s excited by the idea.

      I’ve seen all kinds of relationships, so who am I to judge? I guess whatever works for them. “And the other?”

      Kim leans in a little, looking over her shoulder and then back at me. “The other guy is Leo Ramsey. He’s been chasing after Samantha for years. I don’t know what they have going on behind the scenes, but she keeps him at arm’s length in public. He’s shown up to a couple of Auctions and mostly just sits in the back watching her. I think he’s secretly worried she’ll go on the stage one day and he won’t be there to claim her.”

      “That sounds kind of romantic in a way.”

      “I think Leo would see it differently. Apparently, he’s extremely private and doesn’t get seen in public a lot. These Auctions are so discreet that nobody would mention seeing him there.” She goes back over to the mirror to fix her hair but still keeps talking. “Personally, I think it’s a matter of time before it all comes out. You can only tease a man like him so much before he snaps.”

      An image of Antonio runs through my mind, but I shut it down before it can truly get going. I can’t think about him right now. I can’t let even the slightest thought of him enter my mind.

      I go to the mirror and check my hair and make-up for the millionth time. I’ve done my eyes darker than normal and put on more make-up that I’m used to, but I know what I’d look like on stage under those lights and I need some extra so I won’t look washed out. My hair is pinned up just on one side, the rest of it curled and falling over one shoulder.

      These are the things I can control, so these are the things I focus on. Hair and make-up.

      Samantha’s assistant said she would be by before the Auction to tell me what to wear. I’ve been waiting, and it’s clear she’s not going to come around until it’s almost time for me to walk on stage.

      “Who is he?”

      I look over at Kim who is looking at me.

      “Who?” I ask in confusion.

      “The man that’s got you all twisted up.” She raises a dark eyebrow at me, and I see a smirk on her face. She knows she’s right.

      I reach for the champagne glass sitting on the table next to us, taking a sip. Just as it hits my lips, I think back to the last time I tasted champagne and all the ways Antonio tasted it on me. The sweet bubbly turns sour at the reminder that I wasn’t special. That he’s done that with others, and I was just someone to pass the time with. Putting the glass down, I look back at Kim. “Nobody.”

      Just then the curly redheaded assistant comes flying through, checking on all the girls and making sure everything is in place. I look behind her and see Sam slowly walking around the room, eyeing each girl up and down. She makes small changes as she goes, telling her assistant what she wants and how to fix any minor detail not to her liking.

      When she makes her way over to us, she goes to Kim.

      “Lovely Kimberly. Back again?” Sam says, brushing a stray hair out of Kim’s face.

      “You know my Elliot loves the chase,” Kim says, winking.

      “Seems like you love getting caught. Love the new shoes,” Sam says, nodding to her assistant that Kim is all set to go. Her assistant then takes off in another direction as Sam moves towards me.

      I’m a little shocked that she’s letting Kim go on stage in only heels and a thong, and I’m praying that I get something with a little more coverage.

      Sam comes over and stands directly in front of me. After a second she walks around me in a big circle, looking me up and down. Her assistant appears magically by her side, holding out a long lacy dress for me to wear.

      “This might be the most material I’ve ever let a Mistress wear on stage. But it feels appropriate.” Sam takes the dress from her assistant and holds it out for me.

      I take off the silk robe and stand there completely naked as the two of them help me into the dress. The bodice is fitted tightly to me, but as the assistant zips me up, it feels like it fits perfectly. Like it was made for me. The assistant helps me into a pair of royal blue heels that I instantly fall in love with.

      I turn around to face the mirror and see what I’ve got on. The long dress is an off-white halter-style with lace that hugs my neck and breasts. The design continues down to my waist, where the soft, creamy material hugs my hips and thighs, flaring just slightly at my feet. The dress is absolutely gorgeous and feels handmade. It’s the kind of dress a woman dreams of wearing on her wedding day, and I’m a little surprised that I’m going to be wearing this on stage.

      “Alright, ladies. Let’s get into place.”

      Sam’s words snap me out of my daze, and I turn around to see her hand outstretched towards me. I reach out and take it, and she leads me through the room.

      We walk down a dark hallway before she guides me out onto a stage. The curtains are closed, but my heart starts to beat out of my chest, and panic begins to set in. What have I gotten myself into?

      “Relax. I don’t want you passing out before the curtains come up. You seem like one of those southern belles who did pageants. Am I right?”

      Sam’s words bring me back from the edge of panic, and I nod my head at her. I need to remember my mama’s words right now, and I take a deep breath, channeling Mary-Grace. What would she do right now?

      I know what she would do. She would own this motherfucking stage.

      “There you are,” Sam says, a wicked look on her face.

      I straighten my shoulders and pop my hip a little, getting ready to put on the performance of a lifetime. I will be bought and paid for, but in the end, I’m the one walking away the owner of my body. I’ll be the one living with my decision for the rest of my life, and nobody—and damn sure not a man—will take that away from me.

      “I want to tell you before the Auction begins that I may have said some things that weren’t entirely true.”

      Looking into Sam’s eyes, I don’t see regret. Whatever it is she’s done she certainly doesn’t feel bad about it.

      “But I’ve read the contract. I know what I’ve signed—”

      Sam holds up her hand, cutting me off, and shakes her head slightly. “No, nothing like what you’re thinking. I just want you to remember when this is all over that I’m not the one you need to put your faith in. Just listen to your heart, Peaches. You’ll feel what’s true and what’s not.”

      “I don’t understand.” I’m genuinely confused about what she’s telling me. I have no idea what she means.

      “There’s a lot one will do for love. And everything I’ve done has been for that.”

      With those words, she walks to the side of the stage and into the shadows. I hear the announcer's words echo through the room, and I feel a chill run up my spine.

      “Let’s begin, gentlemen. The girls are ready, and we are beginning with a very sweet treat.” There’s a short pause, and then he continues. “Tonight I present to you, Peaches.”

      I don’t have time to decipher what Samantha means as the curtains part and the spotlights hit me.
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      I finally get to the auction house and make my way towards the room. I’ve never been here before, but security guards are everywhere. It makes me feel somewhat at ease knowing that while Georgia has been in Sam’s custody she’s at least been well protected.

      I walk to the back of the room and stand in the shadows, waiting for the Auction to begin. I clench my fists as I look around at the men, thinking about who’s going to see my girl. I don’t know what she’ll be wearing, but from what I’ve heard, it could quite literally be nothing.

      I threatened Samantha with bodily harm if she sent her on that stage naked, but I wouldn’t put it past her to do it just to spite me.

      “I never thought I’d see the day when Don Cortez attended a Mistress Auction.”

      I look to my right and see Leo Ramsey leaning up against the wall. He’s so far from the action, he’s nearly in the dark.

      “And yet here is the reclusive Ramsey making an appearance. I guess lightning struck twice today.” I extend my hand, and he shakes it. “I saw you at dinner the other night. It’s strange that the last two times I’ve seen you, Samantha has been nearby.”

      I’m wondering if I’m jumping to conclusions, but when I see his eye twitch a little, I see that I’ve hit the nail on the head.

      “I just enjoy watching the Auctions. Speaking of, I’ve heard there might be a nice southern girl to bid on in the first round.”

      He hit his intended mark, the dig going straight to my heart. As much as I want her off that stage, I have no control over it. The one thing I do have control of, however, is how she walks out of here.

      Taking a step closer to Ramsey, I feel the need to remind him of who he’s speaking to. “You so much as look in her direction—”

      Leo puts his hands up, taking a step back. “Don’t worry, Don. I won’t be bidding on her. I think you and I have our eyes on very different women.”

      I relax just slightly, straightening my suit coat and trying to shake off the tension. I keep reminding myself that the deal with Sam is in place. Things will go according to plan, and I will walk out of here with Georgia.

      The lights brighten and then dim a little, signaling that the Auction is about to start.

      “Will you be taking a table?” I ask Leo, wanting to know if he’ll be participating in the Auction.

      He shakes his head slightly, sinking further back into the shadows. “I’m only watching to make sure the one I want isn’t up there.”

      I nod and turn, walking away from him to the front of the room. There’s definitely more to his story, but I don’t have time to dwell on it right now. I’m here for one thing, and she’s about to walk out onto the stage.

      I take a seat at the front table, the name Cortez on a place card there. Leave it to Samantha to make my presence known. I look around the room and see only a handful of men in here. It’s still too many for my liking, but I know that I’ve got the money to triple whatever their top dollar could be.

      The announcer comes out and takes his place at a podium to the side of the stage.

      I can feel my heart pounding in my chest, and I want to jump to my feet to stop this from happening. But the only thing I can do is play along until this is over. When I spoke with Sam, I agreed to bid and not to cause a scene. She said she had a bad experience at a Halloween Auction with someone bidding against himself, and she didn’t need that to happen again.

      “Let’s begin, gentlemen. The girls are ready, and we’re opening with a very sweet treat.”

      I want to punch the announcer in the face for calling my Georgia that. But I don’t have time as he continues and the curtains start to open.

      “Tonight I present to you, Peaches.”

      The curtains part, the spotlight comes on, and there she stands. The most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen in my entire life.

      I’ve been to Europe and seen the Sistine Chapel. I’ve watched the sun set over a volcano in Hawaii. I’ve looked at thousands of things in this world that are considered beautiful, but I can say for certain they all pale in comparison to the woman standing in front of me.

      Thank God I’m not standing because my knees are weak just from seeing her like this. She looks like a bride dressed in white, waiting for her groom to come and carry her away. Lucky for Georgia, I’m just that man.

      “We’ll start the bidding at twenty million dollars,” the announcer says, and I rip my eyes away from the beauty in front of me to glare at him.

      Twenty million? It should be two hundred million. How can he insult her with such a low number? There’s a hush through the crowd, but then someone speaks.

      “Twenty million!” I hear behind me, and my heartbeat picks up. No way am I going to let her slip through my fingers.

      “Thirty million!” I shout, and the room goes quiet for a moment.

      I see Georgia smile and square her shoulders, as if she’s decided that this is all a game and she’s going to start playing.

      “Thirty-two million!” I hear to my left, but I don’t turn to see who it is.

      Georgia has started to walk around the stage, as if she’s in a pageant, working those lush hips and waving to the crowd.

      What the fuck? How dare she smile at these men? Those are my smiles! I don’t care if they’re fake or not. I won’t have her throwing them around like they’re nothing.

      “Forty million!” I shout, not caring that I’m nearly screaming my bid.

      “Forty-five million!” someone to my right shouts, and I nearly come out of my skin.

      I see Georgia walk over to the announcer and tap him on the shoulder. After an exchange of words, she takes the microphone from him and walks back to the center of the stage.

      “Hey, y’all. I just wanted to introduce myself. I’m Peaches, and I’m very happy to be here. I know how to make the best biscuits you’ve ever had, and I promise I got the name Sweet Cream for a reason.”

      She walks up past the spotlights, looks right down at me, and fucking winks.

      It’s enough to send me into a fit of rage. Nobody is going to know what her biscuits taste like, and they damn sure won’t ever know why I called her that.

      “Seventy-five million!” I shout, standing up and knocking over the chair I was sitting in.

      “Once, twice, sold!” the announcer says quickly, smacking a hammer down.

      I see the smile fall from her face, realizing that the Auction is over and no one else is going to get a chance to bid on her. I see the moment she realizes she’s mine and that she isn’t getting away from me. She may not be happy with how this happened, but I’ll be damned if she’s going to anyone else.

      Walking up to the stage, I look up to where she’s standing and adjust my suit jacket.

      “Get off the stage, Sweet Cream. You’re mine.”
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      I can still feel the tension rolling through my body as I wait in the contract room for Sam and Georgia. Minutes tick by as I pace back and forth, wearing the rug thin. I’m scared she might try to run again, and all I can do is wait. I put guards on all the doors outside, just in case. I keep trying to get my nerves to calm. I can’t remember that last time I was on the edge like this. I’m always calm and collected, but Georgia has me wrapped up in a tight knot. I feel like I could break at any moment, and God help anyone standing in the way of me getting to her if that happens.

      When the door finally opens, my eyes draw up to land on Sam. She has papers in her hand and a smirk across her red lips. I still don’t know if I should be thanking her or not, but that really doesn’t matter at this point.

      “Where is—” My words die off when I see petite little Georgia behind Sam. I’m on her before anyone can protest, pulling her to me and taking her lips in a possessive kiss. She tenses against me at first, then slowly starts to melt into me. She parts her lips slightly, and the taste of her on my tongue has passion and lust beating down on me in heavy waves. I take her lips more aggressively, and her moans fill my ears. The sweetest sound I’ve ever heard. I could have lost this. Lost her. Even if I had tracked her down, it could have taken weeks, maybe months. Time for someone else to try to take her from me. I don’t know how she made it as long as she did without a man putting a ring on her finger. Or a baby in her little body.

      Sam clears her throat beside us, forcing us to reluctantly break the kiss and pull me from my thoughts of branding her as mine. I just want to get these final details down and Georgia back to our suite. I want out of here and to start erasing ever having been here. I want to forget that I let it get to this point. Georgia might have agreed to do the Auction, but if I’d done what I should’ve done, it never would have gotten to this point. She wouldn’t have made it out of my suite to begin with.

      “I know she’s bought and paid for, but I don’t need a preview of what you plan to do with her.”

      I give Sam a hard look, not liking that she thinks this is a fucking joke.

      At least I did get one thing out of it. I snatch the papers out of Sam’s hand and pull a pen from my inside pocket. I use the table next to me to sign both contracts and then wait as Georgia and Sam sign as well. Once it's done, I take them and fold both pieces of paper, placing them in my jacket with my pen.

      She’s mine. More than she even knows. A feeling of calm runs through me, and it’s something I haven’t really felt since I laid eyes on her.

      “You told him I’d be here, didn’t you?” Georgia says to Sam. Even angry, she still looks sexy, more so with her lipstick all smudged from the kiss I placed on her lips moments ago. I wonder if it smeared onto mine, too.

      The thought makes my cock grow harder than it already is, making it ache dully.

      “She wouldn’t have had to if you hadn’t run from me,” I growl at the reminder.

      “Guess you get what you want, after all. Another notch on you bedpost. At least I know the score this time. You don’t have to fill me full of your bullshit lies,” Georgia snaps at me, placing her hands on her hips as she takes a step closer to me. I don’t stop her or try to correct her. I want to hear all she has to say. She’s showing me a part of herself she normally tries to hide.

      “I’m well aware of men like you. Fake smiles and sweet words until you get what you want. You use people and make them believe things that aren’t true. At least this way, there are no more games. You want to fuck me like the line of women you seemed to have before me, fine. But you can keep the sweet talk, darlin’. I’m already knee deep in the shit you’ve been shoveling.”

      Her words are filled with so much anger and hurt that it burns in the pit of my stomach that someone would do this to her. Make her feel this way.

      “You think I’m going to hurt you.” It’s not a question. I heard her every word and felt the pain of them.

      “Bless your heart. You must be dumber than a bag of hammers,” she huffs out. I hear Sam snort at the comment. “Of course you were going to hurt me. You can’t say the things you said to a girl and expect her not to fall head over heels.”

      “I meant every word I said to you.” I take a step closer to her, needing her to understand. “Every. Word.”

      She stares me in the eyes before looking over to Sam, but I keep mine on her.

      “I told you I might have lied about a few things.”

      “But the contract—” she protests.

      I quickly pull out one of the sheets of paper from my jacket and rip it in half. She gasps at the action, but I don’t care. “Fuck the contract, Georgia.”

      Her eyes dart back and forth between us as she tries to figure out what the hell is going on. I don’t give a flying fuck about the Mistress contract. Nor do I want her to think I only want her for thirty days.

      “I lied about the women. About who Don is. In fact, I’ve never seen Don with a woman before. Which is why you caught my attention to begin with.”

      “I…” Georgia, for once, looks like she’s at a loss for words.

      “You were going to run either way. I only stopped you from making a mistake. And I made you a very rich woman in the process. You’re welcome.”

      “But he ripped up the contract.”

      Sam huffs. “Honey, I promise you, we’ll both be getting paid.”

      Ignoring her, I grab Georgia and pull her towards me, cupping her face with my hands. I make her look up at me, her skin like silk on my fingertips.

      “Come back to the suite with me. Stay with me and let me show you that you’re not some…” I take a deep breath, pissed that she ever thought she wasn’t the most precious thing I’ve ever touched. “…Some notch on my bedpost. Let me prove it to you.”

      “I’m scared,” she finally admits, and I know it took a lot for her to utter those words. Georgia always seems so sure of herself, and I can’t help but love that she’s opening up to me and giving me another piece of her. I’m going to keep grabbing each piece she gives until I have them all.

      “I’d never hurt you,” I try to reassure her. “I’m not a young man, Georgia. Hell, I’m more than twenty years older than you. I know what I want. I’ve done well with the things I’ve invested in. I see things others often don’t. It’s why I’ve been as successful as I’ve been. Some call it Vegas luck, but I don’t. I knew the moment I saw you, you were meant to be mine, and I also knew I’d have to fight to have you. I’m more than willing to do that if you make me. As you can see.” I nod to the side, indicating to the room in which we’ve found ourselves.

      “You have nothing to fear from me. In fact, you should fear for anyone who would ever harm you. Their fate won’t be good when I get my hands on them. Or when I find out who’s hurt you.”

      Her eyes water, and a tear slips out. I bend down and kiss it, stopping it in its tracks. As I do, I hear a small catch of her breath.

      “I can give you a list if you like.” Peaches gives me a teasing smirk.

      “Shit. I will not be an accessory after that fact,” Sam says, and I hear the door close behind her.

      “You coming with me?” I ask, holding my breath. I’d let her walk out of here if she asked. She wouldn’t get far, because I’d always have a man on her. And wherever her ass landed, I wouldn’t be far behind. She’d find me every time she turned around until I finally wore her down. Until she got that I wasn’t going anywhere. That I wasn’t playing a game just to get under her skirt. Oh, I wanted under there, but I wanted everything else that came with it.

      “Well, of course I’m coming with you. I haven’t even made my list of people that have wronged me,” she says matter-of-factly before placing a quick kiss on my lips and turning to leave.

      I can’t help but shake my head. Jesus, she’s going to keep me on my toes.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          12

        

        Peaches

      

    
    
      I’m showing more confidence than I feel as we walk through the Golden Peacock lobby. Antonio has my hand firmly gripped in his, and I’m as close to him as possible without him carrying me.

      My heartbeat is picking up, and I’m nervous as we enter the elevator. Seventy-five million dollars. I can’t believe he paid that for me.

      “I would have paid a hundred times that.”

      I look up at Antonio in shock, because it’s as if he just read my mind.

      As he pushes me up against the elevator wall, I’m reminded of the last time we were in here—the pleasure that followed and then the need to leave. Everything about last time flashes through my mind right before his lips land on mine. When he’s just a breath away, he whispers against my mouth.

      “A king would throw away his throne for a woman like you. If I were a king, I’d watch my country burn to ash just to have one more taste of your lips.”

      All my fears and second thoughts disintegrate as his strong hands come up to hold my jaw, and his mouth melts into mine. I taste his warm tongue against mine and feel the power of his body pressing me to the wall. The hard ridge of his cock rubs against my core, like he’s looking for some kind of release.

      I reach down and grip his cock through his slacks. When I make contact, he moans into my mouth, then grinds his hips against my palm.

      His lips move down my jaw to my throat, where he licks me there. “Easy, Sweet Cream. I’m saving that for when I get inside you.” He gently takes my wrist and brings it up to the wall, pinning it behind me. He moves down, licking between my breasts, and I can’t help but close my eyes, loving the feel of his lips on my body.

      “Antonio,” I beg, needing more of what only he can give me. I should probably be thinking about how we hardly know one another, or what our future will bring, but all I can do is feel.

      I’ve thought and planned and second-guessed my entire life. Nothing has ever made me feel this good, and I don’t want it to go away. I’ve spent years deciphering everything around me, and I’m tired of it. If being with Antonio feels like this, then I never want to leave his side. I may have gotten scared and run, but he found me. And isn’t that what every girl wants? To be claimed?

      I feel my feet lift off the floor, and suddenly I’m being carried. I barely open my eyes enough to see that we’re in the penthouse again and headed towards the bedroom.

      His lips are on me again, and I feel his teeth graze my collarbone as he lays me down on the bed. His lips go to my ear, and he whispers what he wants as his hands rub along my body.

      “I’m going to take off your dress and pin your arms above your head. Then I don’t want you to move them until I tell you to. Understood?”

      Looking up into his eyes, I see he’s on the edge of desire. It’s as if he’s at the point of exploding and he’s trying to keep control of the situation so he doesn’t lose his grip.

      “Antonio. I…” I try to tell him what he needs to hear, but the words are stuck in my throat.

      He reached to my side, unzipping the dress and unfastening the halter around my neck. He kisses me there and then looks into my eyes. “Tell me, Georgia.”

      Again, it’s as if he can read my mind and knows what I’m thinking. I reach up to touch his face, seeing the tenderness in his eyes. He’s a strong, powerful man, but to me, he’s gentle.

      “I’ve never done this before. I don’t know if that makes a difference. But—”

      He places a finger on my lips, and he looks at me intently. “I didn’t take you that first night because I knew there was something special about you. I may not have known that you were untouched, but I knew that you were precious and deserved to be treated that way.” He takes a breath, and I see the intense need back in his eyes. “You have no idea what it means to me that I get to be your first. And your last.”

      Before I question him about being my last, he pulls the top of my dress down, exposing my breasts, and his mouth goes to one of my nipples. I let out a long moan of desire as I feel his mouth suck me into him and then gently bite the tender flesh, sending pleasure straight to my clit.

      Once my breasts are free, I feel his hands take my wrists and place them above my head. He pushes down on them a little, letting me know to keep them there. I reach up and grab the headboard, knowing that I need some support to try to help me do what he says.

      His mouth moves to my other nipple, sucking as much of me into his mouth as he can before biting down, giving me a zing of painful pleasure. It’s a mixture of both, and I feel the dampness between my legs as I respond to his treatment.

      The material of my dress bunches around my hips as he pulls it down, kissing my belly as he moves lower. His tongue travels along my waist and to my bellybutton, kissing me there and making me giggle.

      I feel his mouth smile against my tummy, and I can’t help but blush, knowing what he’s about to do next. I loved him going down on me last time, and I know my face is probably red with embarrassed anticipation.

      When I feel my dress slip off me completely, I expect him to take my shoes as well, but he doesn’t. I lean up just enough to see him standing at the end of the bed, looking down at my naked body as he undoes his shirt.

      “Spread your legs, Georgia. I want to see if you’re wet for me.”

      I didn’t have on any underwear with the dress, so I’m sure my sticky desire is smeared on my thighs. I feel my blush deepen but do as he asks. I plant my royal blue heels on the bed and let my knees fall open, exposing everything to him.

      He makes a sound in his chest that sounds like a growl as he finishes removing his suit. When he’s standing there in only his boxer briefs, I watch as he removes them, exposing his thick cock. The tip is red and looks almost angry.

      “Holy shit,” I whisper, mostly to myself. There’s no way that thing is going inside me.

      He reaches down and gives it a few rough strokes, the tip gleaming with cum. “We’ll try and see if we can get it to fit,” he says as he stares at my pussy.

      He slowly prowls onto the end of the bed, his eyes never leaving the juncture of my legs. Before I can blink, he’s shouldering my thighs wider apart, and his mouth is latching on to my clit, sucking it into his mouth. I feel his hungry mouth eat me as his tongue moves down to lick inside my channel.

      “So goddamn sweet,” he mumbles against my pussy.

      “Antonio!”

      I grip the headboard tighter, already close to cumming as I feel his warm, wet mouth against me. His fingers run up my body to find my nipples as he sucks on my pussy. The slight pinch to both of them at the same time as he nibbles my clit is all too much.

      I let out a shout that echoes through the room. I’m just a breath away from an orgasm.

      “Please!” I beg, needing just one more touch.

      “Tell me you’ll never run from me again.” He says the words angrily, but his mouth is still gentle against my pussy. “Say the words, or I’ll keep you from cumming all night.”

      I look down, and his eyes meet mine. There’s not one inch of negotiation in his eyes. He would withhold my pleasure from me, not only for me to say it but for me to mean it. He wants to make me promise that I’ll never leave him.

      “I promise, Antonio. Never again.” I don’t know what tomorrow brings or what the future holds. But I know that I’ll never run from him again. After what I’ve seen of his actions, he wouldn’t let me get too far, even if I tried. Not that I want to.

      His mouth moves back to my clit, and just as he sucks on it, I feel both my nipples being pinched. An edge of sharp pleasure shoots through me, and the orgasm that I’ve been needing rockets through my body. Waves of pleasure wash over my body, stretching from limb to limb. The warm pulses of need flow through my pussy, and I feel Antonio's warm mouth there to lick them up. It’s intense and bone-shattering as I come apart in his arms.

      Before I know what’s happening, he’s kissing his way up my body and holding me to him. I feel his weight settle on me a little, and I wrap my arms and legs around him. I know what’s coming next, and I want it. I want him to give me every part of him, and I want to give him the same. I want there to be nothing left between us that is unknown, including my heart. I may not be saying the words that are on the tip of my tongue, but I can say some of what I feel.

      Pressing my lips to his ear, I whisper what I want. “Make love to me, Antonio.”
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      I lean down and kiss her lips, slipping my tongue inside and letting her taste herself. “See how sweet you are? I’ll never get enough of your pussy.”

      I move her thighs farther apart, pulling her legs up around my waist. When the tip of my cock is at her entrance, I look into her eyes and watch her as I push forward.

      The thick head bumps into her virginity, making me cum just a little. A barbaric feeling courses through my body. I want to lube her up and make my entrance easy, so I let myself cum just a bit to help it. She’s already soaked, but I don’t want to cause her any pain if I can help it. I can’t just thrust inside her at once, because my cock is too big. I’ll have to gently work him inside her tight sheath, hoping that she can relax and take me. It will be the sweetest, most painful feeling, but I’ll do it for her. I want her to see that she will always come first. Her pleasure before mine.

      Reaching down between us, I rub her clit a little to try to build her back up to a state of readiness. She’s soft and open, but I want her needy with another orgasm. Holding just the tip at her opening, I rub her clit and kiss her neck and tits.

      “I want you to beg me to put my cock inside you.” I tease her with the tip, rubbing it all over her pussy, leaving streaks of my cum behind. I can feel thick drops of cum releasing on her as I move across her swollen, pink pussy.

      I need this to help cool the fear that she will try to run from me again.

      “Please, Antonio.” Her hands let go of the headboard, and I feel her fingers run through my hair. The simple touch almost has me giving in to her. Almost. But I want more. Need more.

      “Not good enough, Sweet Cream. I want you to beg me—and only me—to enter you.” I feel a little more cum leak onto her as I rub her clit with my thumb and tease her opening with my dick. Her hips are moving up and down, welcoming me, begging me to take her. “Say it.”

      I feel her back arch under me, offering up her nipple for my mouth. I take it and give it a small bite, feeling her shiver under me.

      “Oh, God! Antonio! Please. I want you inside me. Only you.” Her words are breathy. She’s getting close to the edge, but I want more.

      “You can do better than that.” I bite down on her nipple again just as I pinch her clit, almost sending her over the edge. But not quite yet.

      “Fuck a duck, I’m close.”

      I smile around her nipple. Hearing her accent makes me impossibly harder.

      “I want you inside me. I want you and only you to ever be inside me. Now. Please, Antonio, before I die from orgasm denial, will you try to stuff that ten-pound cock into me?”

      Resting my forehead on her chest, I laugh a little. My God, there’s nothing better than hearing the smile in her words.

      I look up and lock eyes with her. “You’re mine.”

      She licks her lips and nods. But when she sees I want more, she whispers, “Yes.”

      Rubbing her clit, I press my cock into her. It’s enough to break her virginity, and I feel her tense under me for just a second. I put my mouth back on her nipple and keep rubbing her clit, and it only takes a few moments before she’s relaxed and pulling me to her.

      Her tight channel is squeezing the life out of my cock, and I watch as another couple of inches disappear into her. I have to grit my teeth and clench my jaw to keep from cumming. I was able to control it before, but being inside her now is too much. Her virgin pussy is squeezing the life out of my cock, and I know that when she starts to cum, it’s going to be even tighter.

      “More,” Georgia moans, and raises her hips. She wants more of my cock, but I’m worried I’ll hurt her.

      “Slowly, Sweet Cream. Not too fast.”

      I give her a few more inches, and she lets out another moan. I’m working slowly in and out of her and feeling her clenches on every shallow thrust.

      The ridges of my cock are rubbing the inside of her just right, and her pussy is coating me with more of her sweet juices. I look down and see the sticky syrup mixed with the faintest blush of blood—her virginity. The sight makes me harder, and I thrust into her, needing to cum.

      She hasn’t mentioned birth control, and neither have I. I hope that I put a baby in her tonight. It would be another way to bind her to me and know that I would never be without her. I’d always thought that having a family wasn’t an option this late in life. I thought that it wasn’t meant to be. But since the day I saw Georgia, all that changed. I want my baby in her, and I’m going to cum in her unprotected body to ensure that happens.

      Grinding inside her, I feel her clenches around me. “Almost there,” I say, as I give her even more of my cock.

      “Goddamn, I need to call the post office.”

      “What?” I ask in confusion.

      “That thing needs to be registered with them. It’s got to have its own zip code.”

      I feel the smile on my face as she pulls my mouth to hers, kissing me and holding me close. I thrust fully into her, giving her every inch of me. She takes all of it, gripping me tightly as our tongues taste one another.

      Thrusting in and out of her in long, deep strokes is the absolute best thing I’ve ever felt. Her slick entrance welcomes me into her, and my cum leaks out along the way. I’ve given up trying to stop it, knowing that I’ll stay hard long after my orgasm. I release thick spurts of cum into her with every thrust, our passion just one long orgasm.

      I feel her pulses start, and I pinch her clit a little to give her what she needs. She breaks our kiss, throwing her head back and shouting my name as her orgasm runs through her.

      Feeling her clamp down on my cock as she cums, I release the rest of what I have inside me into her. Her warm rush of juices runs down my cock as I put my seed in her.

      I hold her tightly to me and cling to her body as I give us what we both want. Our orgasms stretch out, hers rolling from one to the next. I feel each pulse of her pussy as she tries to draw out all of my cum.

      Just as the last of her tremors run through her body, I roll us over so I’m still inside her and she’s on top. She lies across my chest as I lazily thrust into her. I just want to keep feeling her warm pussy wrapped around me.

      “Well, I guess I finally got the answer to my question.” I can hear the smile in her words as she sprawls boneless on top of me.

      “What question?”

      “I always wondered what the Titanic felt like when that iceberg hit it. I think that was pretty much how it went.”

      I laugh at her joke, my chest moving her enough to make her look up at me.

      “The Titanic only got nailed once, Sweet Cream.” I push into her, and she moans at the feeling. “I’m just getting started.”

      I grab the thick flesh at her hips, digging my fingers in and moving her on top of me.

      “I guess I should call you Captain then,” she says, sitting up on me as she starts to ride my cock.

      “I think that could work. The Captain always goes down on the ship.”

      Her laugh turns into a moan as she takes me deeper inside her. I reach up to pinch her nipples and feel her clench around me.

      She looks like a goddess sitting on top of me like this. Her blonde hair wild around her and her green eyes looking down on me. Her big tits bouncing and her thick curves moving with her. I run my hands up her thighs, feeling her soft creamy skin as she moves up and down. Her waist dips in, and there’s a roll at her tummy. I run my hands across it. It’s where she’ll get bigger as my babies grow, and I start to cum at the thought.

      I feel my seed splash into her as I keep my hand there. Thinking about getting her pregnant and having a piece of me inside her turns me on just as much as the sight of her on top of me.

      I move my hand down slightly, rubbing my thumb on her clit, and the soft pressure is enough to send her over the edge, too. She cums on my cock and leans forward, clinging to me as she rides the pleasure to the end.

      I don’t let her move. I keep my cock inside her as I hold her to me, rubbing her back. In this moment I want to tell her how much I love her and how I will never let her go. I want to tell her everything I did to bind her to me and confess to her what she actually signed.

      But instead, I keep petting her body as she goes limp on top of me, and I thrust into her slowly. I make love to her as she falls in and out of sleep, as I need her again and again.
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      “Shut the front door!” I stare across the table at Stella as she finishes her story of how she became married and knocked up by two men.

      I met her a few weeks ago, right after Antonio took me from the Auction. I’d been dying to ask her how she ended up with two men. I know Antonio had a big part in Aaron and Justin’s lives. He’s like a father to them, and the brothers even took his last name. Every time I saw her, the two guys were glued to her hip. This was the first time I’d gotten her alone. I had to declare a girls-only lunch.

      “These Cortez men don’t mess around. They want something, they make sure they get it. Even if they have to use a little trickery.” She says this with a giant smile on her face, not seeming to care that her men not only orchestrated her being in the Mistress Auction so they could buy her, but also intentionally knocked her up.

      She absently rubs her belly, making me think about how Antonio and I’ve never used protection before. It never even came up. As much as we go at it, it’s only a matter of time. Or maybe Antonio can’t have kids, for all I know. We hadn’t talked much about the future. Other than him grunting about how I was never leaving him.

      It’s something I rather enjoy. In fact, the last two months have been the happiest of my life. This is the first time I’ve been away from Antonio for more than a few hours. I’d started teasing him about whether he even had a job. I told him it was okay if he didn’t because I had seventy-five million we could live off. He just laughed and showed me what he said his new job was with his mouth on my body.

      “I’m starting to see that,” I laugh, not caring if Antonio is manipulating things to keep me. He’s just making more work for himself if he is, because I’m not going anywhere.

      “I’m glad there are two of us now, and with your sass, it’s kinda like there’s really three of us,” Stella jokes, making me laugh. I’m not sure my sass works on Antonio like it’s supposed to. It seems to turn him on, but now that I think about it, he’s always turned on.

      “I should get going. I have a doctor’s appointment, and I know my men will be tracking me down any moment.” She goes to rise from her chair, and her female bodyguard is suddenly at her side, popping out of nowhere like a freaking ninja.

      “Mrs. Cortez.” The bodyguard says to Stella making my heart skip a beat. She and her husbands have their own little makeshift family, and I want that, too. Just seeing them all together makes me long for something I’ve never had. If I did have it one time with my mother and father, I was too young to even remember it.

      “It was nice seeing you without the men. We should do this again. Soon.” Stella picks up her purse.

      “Agreed.” I stand and give her a hug.

      “You’re good for him. I’ve never seen him like this before. Don’t break his heart,” she whispers in my ear before pulling away. I just nod because a lump has formed in my throat.

      “Take me to them,” she tells the guard before they both depart the little café.

      Her words make me want to see Antonio. I’d learned over the past few weeks that he was sincere. He had no reason to lie to me. He’d had a contract that would’ve made me stay with him. He didn’t have to whisper the things he’s said to me.

      I rummage through my purse, looking for my phone as I make my own retreat out of the restaurant, only to run right into someone.

      Senator Walker Keaton. I just stare up at him, dumbfounded. What are the odds?

      “Call him off.”

      I look around to see who my former stepfather is talking to, but no one else is near. He’s just staring down at me. Call him off? What is he talking about?

      “Get your husband out of my fucking business, Georgia.”

      “Husband?”

      Maybe my former stepfather has lost his mind. He was a jackass, but after mama died, he was grief-stricken. Maybe it was all too much for him.

      “Haven’t you taken enough from me?”

      His eyes look a little wild, and I take a step back, putting some distance between me and crazy. Oddly, I don’t feel anger towards him like I did weeks ago. In fact, I’m not mad at all now. I just want to put him in his place.

      “I’m pretty sure you’re the one who dissolved the trust and took my inheritance. I didn’t take shit from you.”

      “I’m not talking about the money, Georgie. I took the money to get back at for what you took from me.”

      Yep. Definitely crazy.

      “Walker, I’m didn’t take anything from you.”

      “She always loved you more. You were all she really cared about. No matter how much I loved her, she just wouldn’t love me back.”

      Understanding hits me. My mother. Mary-Grace only ever loved three things: me, my father, and money. And in that order. In fact, if she had known Walker would’ve taken my inheritance, she probably would’ve cut off his balls and fed them to the dog. My mother was the best charmer east of the Mississippi, but she didn’t fuck around.

      “I’m sorry, Walker,” is all I can really say. I actually do feel sorry for him. I couldn’t imagine loving someone and them not loving me back. If Antonio didn’t love me—

      My own train of thought cuts off. Holy shit. I’m utterly, madly in love with Antonio. It would be heartbreaking if he didn’t love me. I shake off that thought. Of course that man loves me. I’ll be confirming that first thing when I see him. When he took me from the Auction, he told me he was going to prove to me what I meant to him, and he had. I knew I was it for him. That he’ll spend the rest of his life making me happy, and I plan to do the same for him.

      “If you’re sorry, then call your husband off.”

      “Walker, I’m not married.”

      “Cut the shit. I started digging when I got word someone called Antonio Cortez was making moves to make sure I didn’t get re-elected. Tried to figure out why some casino owner all the way out here in Vegas gave a shit about the Senate elections in Texas. Didn’t take long to figure out when I saw who he was married to.”

      “We aren’t married,” I try again. Not that it matters if we are or not. Either way, I’m sure Antonio’s probably gunning for him. I should’ve seen it coming. When I told him about everything that happened and how I grew up, the anger towards Senator Walker Keaton was clear. Or maybe I did see it coming and just didn’t care.

      Once I had only anger towards Walker, but now I have sympathy, too. Still, being so petty as to be jealous that a woman loved her child more than him is ludicrous. I don’t see one problem with Antonio making sure he won’t be a senator again. His priorities and ethics are clearly messed up.

      “I saw the marriage license. Not to mention it was in the paper, Georgie. A billionaire doesn’t get married without it making the news,” he barks out in that tone he uses when he’s mad but doesn’t want anyone around us to hear.

      I stand there, staring at him in shock. I didn’t get married. What the hell?

      I turn and make my way towards the elevators.

      “Where are you going?” I hear Walker yell behind me.

      I look back at him. “If I were you, I’d stay away from me unless you want to make things worse with Antonio. He doesn’t like when things upset me. This much you’ve seen already.”

      I leave him standing there without so much as much as a goodbye. He’d be wise to heed my warning, but petty men like him tend to be stupid, too.

      When I finally make it back to the suite, I head straight for Antonio’s office. I stalk over to his desk and begin to dig through the drawers. I don’t give two flying shits about being nosey.

      When I see a file with my name on it, I pull it out and open it. The first thing on the top is indeed a marriage license. A signed marriage license. The signature is mine.

      Those slick bastards. I must have missed this. When I signed the Mistress Contract, I must have signed a marriage contract, too. I can clearly see he didn’t rip this one up along with the Mistress Contract.

      I look through the rest of the folder and find a ton a pictures of me and information on Walker.

      I pick up my phone and send Antonio a text.

      

      Me: Found the marriage license. I’m packing my shit.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          15

        

        Don

      

    
    
      I’m sitting in my office and going over mindless paperwork. Anyone in my staff could handle this, but Georgia wanted to go to lunch with Stella alone. I keep thinking about her, counting down the seconds until I get to see her again.

      My assistant, Jen, walks in, and I roll my eyes. “Don’t bring me anything else for the rest of the day. I mean it.”

      “Don, I’ve got ten other people who work for you on speed dial to handle this. But if you’re here, why not just take care of it yourself?”

      She gives me a knowing smirk, and I lean back in my chair. “She put you up to this, didn’t she?”

      Jen smiles and lays the stack of papers down in front of me. “Peaches is very charming. She told me to keep you occupied while she enjoys her lunch and gets gossip about you.”

      With that, Jen walks out of the office, closing the door behind her.

      Letting out a sigh, I reach for my cell phone. I put it on the far side of my desk so I’d leave her alone instead of texting her every three seconds like I wanted to.

      I see I have a couple of missed texts from Charles, a friend who owns the Snake Eyes casino, asking about doing a husband and wives poker night. I laugh, thinking that nobody wants to go against my girl. She’ll take them all down.

      I scroll down and see I missed one from Georgia about a half-hour ago.

      

      Sweet Cream: Found the marriage license. I’m packing my shit.

      

      “Fuck!” I leap out of my chair and run for my office door, flinging it open and heading for the elevator. As the doors open, I see Jen jump up from her desk, and I turn to shout at her. “Get security by the front door! Find Georgia, and don’t let her leave the casino! Now!”

      The door opens, and I slide my card in, hitting the code for the penthouse.

      “Please, please, please.” I’m begging the elevator. Don’t let her have gone. Let me get to her in time. I can explain everything.

      When the elevator door finally opens and I walk through the double doors of the penthouse, I’m momentarily relieved to see that Georgia is standing in the entrance. Panic sets in, however, when I see bags and boxes of her stuff are sitting there. She’s packed.

      “Georgia. Please, baby. I can explain.”

      She puts her hands on her hips and starts tapping her high-heeled foot on the ground.

      “We’re rich. We should have people doing this shit for us.”

      I stand there, not knowing what she’s talking about. I open my mouth, only to close it again, not knowing how to answer that.

      “Why are you standing there like someone kicked your puppy? I’m not leaving you, Antonio.”

      The sense of relief that washes over me is so great, it’s scary.

      “Then why have you packed?” I say, pointing towards her stuff.

      “Because we’re married, and I’m not living up in some hotel like a secret side piece. No, I’m your wife. You’re getting me a house. You can afford it, so call somebody and get to it. I’m gonna be in the bathroom sorting out my make-up. That’s the precious cargo, and I need to make sure it’s packed delicately.”

      She turns around and walks towards the bathroom mumbling something about making an honest woman out of her.

      I haven’t moved from my spot. I feel like I got hit by a train named Georgia. What the hell just happened? Before I can think on it too much, my phone rings. I see it’s Jen. Thinking I need to tell her to cancel the security, I answer.

      “Hello?”

      “I’ve got a listing agent on the phone saying we have a cash offer on a house just outside the city. Would you like to make the wire transfer and have your attorney okay the sale?”

      “Tonio!” I hear Georgia call from the back of the house. “I picked a house and told them you were buying it for me as a wedding present. But you still have to get me another one because it doesn’t count if I know what it is.”

      I can’t help the laugh that bubbles up my throat as I tell Jen to approve the transaction. “Yes, go ahead. And can you send some movers here tonight to take some of our essentials to the new place?”

      “Will do,” she says and hangs us.

      I put my phone down on the table near me and walk back to the bedroom to find Georgia in the bathroom sorting her make-up.

      “I’m gonna need a mess of bubble wrap before I go any further,” she says, not looking at me. She’s focused on what she’s doing, clearly oblivious to the hell I just went through thinking she was leaving me.

      I walk over to her, pick her up, and throw her over my shoulder. Her squeal of excitement is followed by her smacking my ass in indignation.

      “Put me down!”

      “As you wish.” I toss her onto the bed and climb over her as she giggles and tries to get away.

      I grab her wrists and hold them above her head while I move between her legs, pinning her body to the mattress. My hard cock presses against her panties as her dress gathers around her waist.

      “You knew exactly what you were doing when you sent me that text.”

      She raises an eyebrow and shrugs her shoulder, pretending not to know what I mean.

      “I should’ve told you. I just couldn't risk you leaving me.”

      “You think I’d leave you again? I love you, Antonio. I’m not going anywhere.” Her hand wiggles free from my grip, and she places it on my cheek. “I love you. I’m happy that I’m married to you.”

      I know that I’ve felt it from her, and I certainly know that I love her, but hearing her say the words is everything I hoped.

      “I love you, too, Georgia. But you know that already, don’t you?” I give her a wicked smile that’s matched by her own.

      “What’s not to love?”

      This woman is going to challenge me every step of the way. And I can’t wait. Leaning down, I kiss her lips, holding her tightly to me. I grind my hard cock against her soft body, needing relief inside of her.

      I reach between us, undoing my slacks and taking out my cock. Then I pull her panties to the side and slip into her wetness. My cock finds its home and thrusts inside her tight welcoming channel.

      “That’s it, Antonio, right there,” she moans, throwing her head back and gripping the bed.

      I thrust harder, giving her every inch of me. I pull down the top of her dress, exposing one of her breasts. Immediately, I latch on to her nipple, sucking on it as I move in and out of her.

      I angle my hips so that I’m rubbing her clit with every thrust. Her pussy grips me tighter, and I’m so close to the edge. I need her with me with I cum. My deep thrusts hit her sweet spot, and in only a few perfect strokes, she’s pulsing around me and shouting in pleasure.

      Holding myself inside her as I cum, I empty every drop into her waiting warmth. She grips me so tightly it’s almost painful, and we both reach the peak of our passion and cum as one.

      Once we’ve caught our breath, I give her gentle kisses across her chest and neck. I work my way up to her cheeks and then to her lips, tenderly loving her body after our quick coupling.

      “You owe me a wedding,” Georgia says with her eyes closed and giant smile on her face.

      “Oh, I do?”

      “Oh, yeah, Daddy Warbucks. A big one.”

      I laugh at her joke and bury my face between her big tits. “Anything you want, Sweet Cream. Anything.”

      “You’re going to make one hell of a husband, Antonio.”
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      “It’s like trying to get ten pounds of sugar in a five-pound bag,” Georgia huffs as the zipper to her dress gets stuck.

      I walk over and push her hands away, helping her fix her dress. When she’s all zipped up, I kiss her exposed shoulder and let my tongue linger there. “Every inch of you is gorgeous,” I say, running my hands up and down her body. “You look absolutely stunning.”

      “If you keep that up, I’m not going to make it to dinner, and you know how much I love steak.”

      She turns around in my arms, going up on her tiptoes to kiss me on the lips. Her pregnant belly bumps between us, and it makes me smile.

      “Don’t laugh at my belly. My baby girl is hungry.” She smiles and bites my lip.

      She couldn’t stand waiting to know what we were having until delivery, so like always, I gave in to her, and we found out. We’re having a bouncing baby girl next month, and I can’t wait. I’m filled with equal parts excitement that she’ll be just like my Georgia, and dread that she’ll be just like my Georgia.

      She turns around, strutting away from me, and I rub my injured lip.

      “You keep shaking your ass like that and I’ll have to fuck you before I feed you.”

      She stops in her tracks and looks over her shoulder at me, raising an eyebrow. It’s like she’s daring me to do it.

      If I know anything about my girl, it’s that she loves a challenge. Especially when she’s on the receiving end of it.

      My eyes roam down her lush body, relishing all her curves in her tight strapless dress. Since the day we first made love, I’ve been unable to keep my hands off her. I think it’s gotten worse since she started growing with my baby. Seeing her round with our child and knowing she’s my wife makes me hard just thinking about it.

      We’ve been in this house since the day she called and bought it over the phone, sight unseen. I’ve made love to her on every available space, and now I’m working my way back through them. We’re supposed to meet our friends Ethan and Tiffany for dinner in twenty minutes, but I have a feeling I’m about to make us late.

      I move before she can react, pulling her into my arms and carrying her over to the dresser in our bedroom. I sit her on the edge and spread her legs wide, moving between them. I reach down between us and undo my slacks, giving her a cocky grin.

      “You better make this quick. I want something besides your dick for dinner.” She says the words in a sassy tone, but we both know what she really wants. “Tiffany is just as pregnant as I am, and I know she’s not going to wait to order. Ethan wouldn’t let her starve like you’re letting me.”

      “Oh, is that right? You want me to stop?” I move my fingers to her panties, feeling how damp they are on the outside. I run my index finger up and down, feeling her wetness, and wait for her to tell me she doesn’t want this.

      She moans at the light touch, moving her hips to try to get more pressure.

      “Tell me, Sweet Cream. Do you want me to stop?”

      “No.”

      I pull her now soaking panties to the side and gently touch her tender lower lips. “What was that?” I ask, making her say it again.

      “Antonio,” she whines, and I smile at her. “I’m hormonal. Don’t make me beg.”

      I plunge my fingers inside her sticky heat, and she lets out a moan. “Is this what you want? Or do you want my cock?”

      Her head falls back, and her eyes close as she sits on the dresser soaking up the pleasure I’m giving her.

      “Tell me, Peaches. Tell me what you want.”

      “Your cock,” she breathes. “Fuck me, Antonio.”

      I pull out my fingers and bring them to my mouth, licking on them as I push the tip of my cock past her sticky folds. Her flavor hits my tongue as I thrust into her fully, and I try to hold myself back from cumming. It’s almost too much—the tight feel of her pussy wrapped around me and the sweet taste of her on my tongue.

      “Goddamn, I won’t last.” I look down to where I’ve entered her, and the sight of her pussy swallowing my cock is too much.

      I reach between us and strum my thumb across her clit. I feel her hand come up and grip my hair as she moans. “Yes.”

      Bottoming out inside her, I feel her clench around me as her orgasm starts. She shouts my name as her juices coat my cock and drip down between us. The feel of her body, lost in ecstasy, is my undoing, and I thrust into her once more, cumming inside her.

      “I don’t know if it’s the hormones, but I swear to God, my orgasms get better every time.”

      I look up at her and see the after-sex glow on her face and a smile on her lips. It’s all I’ve ever wanted. To make her happy.

      “Now we can go to dinner.” I lean in, kissing her lips as I pull out and put her panties back in place. “I’ll let you leave those on and think of what I’m going to do to you tonight when I’ve got all the time in the world.”

      I watch Georgia blush as I help her off the dresser and she straightens her dress.

      “Whatever you say, Daddy Warbucks. As long as you’re buying me a steak, you can butter my biscuit any way you like it.”

      I laugh as she struts out of the room, her legs a little wobbly after our quick, dirty fun. God, I love when she speaks southern.

      I walk up beside her, take her hand, and lead her out of the house to the waiting car. When we get in the back, I make her sit in my lap so I can kiss her neck and rub her belly during the journey.

      I may have found the love of my life later than I could have imagined, but I’m not one to take such a precious gift for granted. I plan on making the most of the card-counting southern peach that busted into my casino and took the house. Not a day goes by that I’m not reminded how lucky I am, and with our newest chapter about to start, I know it’s filled with infinite happiness.
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        The surprise short story of Samantha and Leo.

        Find out if they get their Happily Ever After…

        *whispers*

        They do.

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 1

        

        Leo

      

    
    
      Her blonde hair is sprawled across her pillow in a wild mess, completely un-Samantha like. Most never see her with a hair out of place, and I’m giving her that look every night. I can still see the traces of last night’s love-making coating her thighs.

      When she arrived last night, I could tell something was off. My Samantha always worked so hard to keep people at arm’s length, only giving them what she wanted to give. But I’d been working harder for the last year to break down those walls one by one. Last night it seemed like she had rebuilt a few when she arrived home. Though she’d never call it “home” out loud, but that’s what it is.

      Her condo in the heart of Vegas sits empty now for days on end. If she wasn’t here, I’d show up there, and she knew I hated being in the city when I didn’t have to. I like living on the outskirts. The quiet is more to my liking, and Samantha knows it.

      That’s how I first knew I’d really won a part of her. She comes out here every night knowing I’d drag my ass to the city if she didn’t. I’d do it for her, though. I enjoyed having her out here all to myself. A gate surrounding my home, no one to knock on the door and bother us, no assistants showing up at ungodly hours.

      I think she likes the quiet out here, too. She just doesn’t say it. It’s why she hasn’t told any of the people she employs where it’s located. She doesn’t want to be tracked down either.

      Sitting on the side of the bed, I brush some of the hair out of her face. Her make-up from the day before is still on, just a little smudged except for her lipstick, which I’d rubbed off rather quickly. I get off on making her pass out without her performing her normal nightly routine. She’s always so ordered and precise with everything, and I love that I can make her break that routine. That I can take her so many times. Rock her body with orgasm after orgasm until she passes out.

      I still can’t believe I only met her a year ago, though I’d heard about her for years. Most of the powerful men in Vegas know who she is. It wasn’t until last year that I met her at an event. A man I’d been working a deal with at the time was the reason for my being there. Every now and then I was forced to do a little elbow rubbing. He’d seen me following her around with my eyes as she worked the room.

      She was magnificent. Something inside me that I didn’t even know was there came alive. I’d lived a dull life. Father, a Sheriff. Mother, a Sunday school teacher. I did everything I was supposed to. Went to college and graduated while I worked the whole time in construction, saving every penny I had. I took the only two things I knew, business and construction, and mixed them. And that’s all I ever really did. Worked, slept, and ate. I didn’t crave much other than that. Until I saw her. I didn’t want dull anymore. I wanted her. I liked the things she made me feel.

      Then he told me who she was. Samantha Levine, the woman who ran the Mistress Auctions. I’d also heard she wasn’t one to be crossed. That there wasn’t a person she didn’t have in her pocket. She was untouchable.

      I didn’t give a shit. I planned on touching. Even though she skirted the law…hell, who am I kidding? I’m sure she broke it when she saw fit. I’d spent my years making sure I played by the rules. I didn’t get mixed up in Vegas politics or the power games like everyone else. I didn’t have to worry about getting tangled in it. I’d built my business so I wouldn’t have to. I bought land and sold it. Sometimes I sat on it and sometimes I built on it and sold it. I’d made a killing and had done it with clean hands. Not many could say the same in a town like this. Not even the woman lying in my bed. I’d break every rule I ever lived by to keep her.

      She had me the moment I saw her, but she sealed her fate after that night. She’d given me her card and asked me to come to her office the next day. I was sure she was going to ask if I wanted to come to one of the Mistress Auctions.

      It wasn’t until I went into her office and she was on me that I knew what she wanted. I was more than happy to give her that. She’d taken me by surprise, but I think I surprised her when I picked her up, placed her on her desk, ripped her clothes from her body, and fucked her right there.

      I spilled all those feeling deep inside her, the ones I had felt that very first night. I don’t know how men treated her before, but she seemed to like me taking control in bed. My reaction to her in her office that day was like nothing I’d ever felt before. It was almost like I wasn’t me. That she’d uncovered my baser instincts.

      When she’d finally come to, she tried to pull herself from me. I only held her tighter. That seems to be our game now. She tries to pull away, and I grab hold and pull her back to me.

      What’s holding her back from me, I have no idea. I know she has her issues. She needs control, and I let her have it when we’re not in the heat of passion. I think that’s why she keeps letting me get closer and closer, a little bit at a time. She knows I won’t make her choose. I want her to choose me. To let that life go, but I want her to choose it on her own, and I think she needs that, too.

      When she told me the story of growing up with a ruthless father, a notorious mob boss, I got her. Things started making a little more sense. I also know I’m the only person who knows she was his daughter. I got the inkling she might have killed him. It was easy to read between the lines of her story. I got what she didn’t fill in, and I wouldn’t make her say anything she didn’t want to. She would if she wanted to, or maybe it wasn’t something she wanted to relive. I have no doubt in my mind my Samantha would take down any man who laid a hand on a woman. Anyone could see that with the way she treated her girls.

      I just knew her father ran a whorehouse and treated everyone in his life like shit, and she was not excluded from that list. I have a feeling she took the money he’d left behind and started the Mistress Auctions, a place where women can sell themselves if they want, but would always be safe.

      She keeps giving me all these little pieces of her, and I just keep collecting them. I’m hoping that one day I’ll have them all, and I don’t care how long it takes me to get them. A tight grip took hold of me last night when I saw her holding back from me a little. There’s something she’s not telling me.

      I lean down and kiss her softly on the lips. One hand comes up, sliding her fingers into my hair as she sleepily deepens the kiss.

      “You wore me out,” she says, pulling her lips from mine.

      “Stay in bed, love. You don’t have to be up for a few more hours.” I rub my hand across her stomach, loving the silky feel of her skin against my rough hands. Everything about us is such a contrast.

      Her breath catches for a moment. “Okay, cowboy.” She grabs the blanket, pulling it over her head and burying herself deeper into the bed.

      I still feel something is wrong. It’s coating the air. Others may not be able to read her, but I can. I notice every breath she takes, and they’re off.

      “There an Auction tonight?”

      Her blue eyes pop back open at that. I always go to her Auctions. I don’t buy. Hell, I don’t even really watch. I just worry that one day she might be up there, and I want to make sure I’m there to buy her. Hell, I’d love thirty solid days of having her all to myself. I’d never let her leave this room.

      “Hmm. Yeah.”

      There it is. Samantha doesn’t hmm.

      “I’ll see you tonight then.”

      “I’m sure you will, cowboy,” she teases, maybe realizing that I know something is off.

      “I love you,” I say, leaning down to kiss her. She kisses me back, but this time with a little more force. The same way she always does when I tell her I love her. Something I’ve been doing for a while.

      I’ll get those words from her soon enough.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        Samantha

      

    
    
      I watch as Leo’s sexy, jean-covered ass walks away from me and out of the bedroom. I have the sudden urge to chase after him and pull him back into bed and under the covers with me.

      He would stay here all day if I asked him to. If I wanted him naked and tangled in the sheets with me, there wouldn’t be a second of hesitation from him.

      Closing my eyes, I lie back on the pillow and think about him. How his forest-green eyes see right through me, and still he doesn’t push me away. I think about his short dark beard and shaggy dark hair that hits almost to his shoulders. How his big body is utter perfection, and all I want to do is cling to him. His strong rough hands hold on to me but never hold me back.

      He’s too good for me, and I know it.

      The first time I saw him was across a crowded room at a work function. I’d been invited by a member and wanted to see if there was some potential business there. I’d heard of Leo Ramsey through the years, but I’d heard that he was reclusive and not known to venture out too much socially. From the descriptions everyone gave me, I expected a hunchback. What I saw was a goddamn thoroughbred stud. I knew the second our eyes locked that I wanted him under me. I never imagined what could have happened after that first time.

      I slipped him my card that night with the intention of having a little fun and letting him crawl back to his cave. But the day he walked into my office and those dark green eyes landed on me, I knew I had finally bitten off more than I could chew. There I was, thirty-four-years old, and a man had finally managed to not only break down my shield but did it in a way I never saw coming.

      The first time he came to my office downtown, I didn’t play coy. I made my move thinking I would lead the show and he would disappear after I was finished. I’ve rarely been surprised by people in my life, but Leo surprised me. Not only did he give me the best orgasms of my life that day, but when I tried to brush off the experience and pretend like it was nothing, he wouldn’t let me. Those dark-green eyes have seen my game from day one.

      I may have had a rough life to begin with, but I’ve earned every dollar and every favor since I started the Auction. I’ve told Leo a little about my past, but there are some things even I can’t admit out loud. There are a lot of things I’d rather forget, and bringing them up won’t change them. I’ve shared with him more than I’ve ever shared with anyone, and I think he knows enough to assume what I leave out.

      My father was in the mob in Vegas and had his hands in all kinds of dirty shit. He ran a brothel, and my mother was one of his whores. When I came along, she had no choice but to keep working the house and raise me there in the back of it. I give her credit for trying to shield me as much as she could, but my father was her pimp, and he was a piece of shit.

      By the time I was seventeen, I was ready to leave Vegas. I’d saved up the money I made cleaning rooms at the brothel and had a bus ticket to California. But the night I planned to leave, everything went wrong. My father showed up high as a kite looking for my mom. This wasn’t anything new. He was constantly beating on the girls and letting whoever had twenty bucks come in and do what they wanted to them. But on this night, though, he seemed crazier than usual, and he picked my mom. It was as if he knew I was on the way out the door.

      At first he had tried to make her put me to work, but she convinced him that I made a better maid than a whore. It was one of the kindest things she ever did for me.

      The brothel was pretty much empty that night, so when he took my mother out back and started beating on her, I went to the kitchen and grabbed a knife. By the time I got to her, it was too late. He had gone too far, and I wasn’t there to save her. The one thing I was able to do was make sure that he never did it to another woman again.

      When the cops showed up, they didn’t ask a lot of questions. My father was a wanted man and was in and out of jail for years. The brothel was registered in Nevada, so it was all legal, and after the dust settled, I was declared the owner.

      Becoming at madame at eighteen wasn’t my first goal in life, but it turned out to be something I was good at. After a few years, I sold the place and made a good profit, getting into the high-end business, which paid much more.

      I’ve spend the last ten years building my empire, and now I rule the world. If you’re anyone who is anyone, I know you and you know me. If you’ve got more money than you know what to do with, I’m the woman to help you spend it. I deal only with women who are willing, ready, and discreet. But above all else, I keep them safe. I give them safety nets, security, and a way to do what they want, while making a killing. Some women enter into one contract and are set for life. Those are the success stories I love to make. Sex is natural, and women love it. If they can get paid millions to do it, then why not? I’m in the business of providing the elite to the elite, and I don’t make mistakes.

      I roll over and bury my face in the pillow. How could anyone love someone like me? Leo tells me he loves me, and I desperately want to say it back to him. But I feel like if I give him that last piece of me, then I’ll have given him everything. What will I hold on to when he leaves me? What will be left of me when he realizes that I’m not worth the effort and he’s out the door?

      Things are changing between him and me, and it’s time to come clean.

      I push myself from the bed, go to the shower, and try to wash away my fears. I’ve got an Auction tonight, and it’s a big one. I try not to think about the event and instead focus on what I can control. Like shaving my legs and washing my hair.

      I also think about how fucking sexy Leo’s body is and rub my pussy while I’m in the shower. I picture him in here like the other night when I came home and joined him. How he fucked me up against the tile and made me cum three times before he would let me out of the shower. The water was ice cold by the time I gave him what he wanted, but he got it.

      I touch myself as I think about Leo’s mouth and what it felt like last night. His warm tongue on my clit and how I came on his face. Then I eventually cum thinking about his long thick cock inside of me, fucking me hard and deep.

      When I’m out of the shower, I get ready for work. All of my things are here, and I wonder why I even bother going by my place downtown. I know I keep it as insurance, in case Leo decides that a high-paid madame isn’t what he wants after all.

      Tying my hair back, I make sure no strand is out of place. I apply my make-up and then slip on a black dress suit with black heels. It’s pretty much the same thing I wear every day, and I feel as if it’s my armor. Once I’m dressed and ready to go, I mentally pull my shields up and head out the door.

      This is a big night for the Mistress Auction, and I need all the strength I can muster.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        Leo

      

    
    
      I nod to the guard as I make my way into the Mistress Auction. He immediately recognizes me and opens the thick metal door, granting me entry.

      “She’s not in her office,” he tells me as I pass, knowing where I was headed. It’s always the first place I go when I arrive, hoping to catch her before the Auction starts. I like her knowing I’m here. I know she’s been doing this for years and has security so thick nothing could ever happen to her, but I need her to know.

      I need her to know that someone is here, not because they owe her something or they’re paid to be here. I want her to know I’m here simply to look out for her. To show that, even though I might not want her doing this anymore, I still support her.

      I look down at my watch, double-checking the time.

      “Thanks,” I say, and make my way straight to the auction area. I want to get a table in the back. Hopefully, this will go fast. I’ve had an unsettled feeling all day, and it doesn’t help that Samantha’s texts today have been short.

      No teasing, none of the nicknames she likes to give me. Simple yeses and nos, and it’s eating me up inside.

      When I hit the auction area, I stop in my tracks. The room is packed full of people. There isn't a person in the room I don’t recognize. From politicians to casino owners to CFOs of some the largest companies in the world.

      Jesus.

      Charles, the owner of the Snake Eyes casino, turns, and his eyes lock on me. His wife, Mandy, does the same. I nod politely. If anyone knows why I’m here, it’s Charles. I like to keep my life private, but he once caught me and Samantha in an intimate moment at an Auction. I’m sure he remembers, because a man like Charles remembers everything, just in case he might need to use it against you one day. But word is he seems to have softened up since Mandy’s gotten a hold of him. I know he bought Mandy from this very auction house. In fact, if I recall right, he was bidding against himself before anyone could even make their own bid.

      The thought makes me smile, and they take it as an invitation to come over towards me. I’d rather just head to the back, but maybe he knows what’s going on.

      “Not surprised to see you here tonight,” Charles says, pulling his tall wife into his body so she’s snug against him. The hand on her hip tightens in a possessive grip. I feel a small trace of jealousy bite at me.

      I’d love to do those things with my Samantha, but I know she likes to keep things looking professional to the outside world. She doesn’t want anyone to see her as anything other than a cutthroat ice queen, impervious to men’s charms.

      “Mrs. Townsend.” I greet Charles’s wife with a small nod, and she gives me a soft smile in return. “I’m a little shocked at your being here. Seeing as you're married.” I’ve heard whispers, and if the tone of Charles’s casino and the collar around his wife’s neck are any indication, they’re into some kind of kink.

      I never thought I was into a kink until my Samantha. I don’t know what drives me to take such control of her when we have sex, but I can’t seem to help myself. I can start to see why Charles might do the same thing with his wife. He just might use a few more toys and names than I do.

      Even after knowing that about them, I can’t imagine Charles is here to get a Mistress, even with his wife’s approval. He’s seems extremely possessive. I don’t think he’d want another male or female to ever see his wife in the buff.

      “Sam called in one of her notorious favors.” He glances towards the stage like he expects her to be there. She doesn’t even do the Auctions. Most of the time she just works backstage, wrapping up contracts and such.

      I glance around the room again. I don’t think I’ve ever seen this many people in here at once. She must have a long line up.

      “Oh. There are the Cortezes. I didn’t know they’d be here, too,” Mandy says, trying to pull from his grip but getting nowhere. She lets out a little huff before giving Charles a look.

      “I’ll take you over there, kitten. Retract the claws before they get you more than you bargained for.”

      She pushes into his body. “Promises, promises.”

      He smiles down at her before giving her a kiss.

      I use the opportunity to try to slip away.

      “Join us.”

      I look around and see that every table is full, so I take Charles up on his offer, not wanting to be rude. Some manners are so deeply ingrained in me I can’t seem to kick them.

      When we reach the table, I see Justin Cortez and his brother, Aaron, with their very pregnant wife, Stella, in his lap. She jumps up when she sees us and wobbles over to give Mandy a hug. Charles reluctantly lets her go.

      “You’re about to pop,” Mandy says, hugging her back.

      “I know.”

      They both take their seats in their husbands’ laps. I take one of the vacant chairs, trying not to let the sight eat me up too much.

      “Wait until you meet Don’s wife. You’re going to die,” Stella says excitedly while Aaron absently rubs her stomach, making the bite of jealousy hit me again.

      “They’re married?” Mandy half-squeals, almost coming out of her chair, but Charles locks his arm around her waist. “I just thought they were shacking up at the moment. I knew it was serious, I just didn’t know he put a ring on it.”

      “Oh, yeah, he did. You should see that rock.” Stella lifts her hand in an approximation of the ring’s size. It has to be an exaggeration because I’m not sure they even make rings that big. Or how someone would walk around with one that size on their hand.

      “Men,” Mandy sighs. “They just have to mark us. To let the whole world know we’re taken.” Her eyes roll, contradicting the dreamy tone of her words as her hand goes to the chain around her neck, making Stella smile.

      “Oh, there they are.” Stella tries to jump from Aaron’s lap, but this time he holds firm.

      “Calm down, or you’re going to go into labor.”

      More hugs are exchanged before Don and his new wife, Peaches, join us at the table. Don eyes me knowingly as his wife, too, sits in his lap. He probably remembers seeing me out to dinner with Samantha a little while back at his casino’s steakhouse.

      Everyone chitchats idly about babies and weddings. I try to ignore it, hating how I want the things they have, but I’ll only ever want them with one person. I can’t seem to get through to her, but I’ll keep trying. Even if she doesn’t want marriage and babies and all that, I just want all of her. Every piece.

      It isn’t long before another couple is joining us.

      “Aren’t you on the wrong side of the curtain, Kim?” Peaches asks the tall woman who joins us. She looks familiar, and it’s then I realize she’s one of the top lawyers in Vegas.

      “He tricked me! That last contract I filled out had a marriage license in it.”

      Peaches’ mouth falls open. “You, too?! These sneaky bastards. You have to watch out for those city boys. They’re slicker than snot on a doorknob.”

      Kim settles in next to her husband, who wraps an arm around her.

      “Guess you can only run for so long before you get caught,” Kim says, clearly not upset about being caught.

      “It really is the best part,” Peaches agrees.

      I silently agree, too. I couldn’t imagine what it would be like to finally really catch Samantha.

      “I wonder what Sam is up to. This place is crazy packed. I’ve never seen it like this before.” Kim looks around the room, voicing my thoughts.

      I pull out my phone to check to see if Samantha has texted me. Nothing since I asked if she wanted me to bring her lunch today, which I’d gotten a “no” to.

      The lights flicker, making everyone go quiet as they turn to look at the stage. I don’t see Ben, the regular announcer at his stand, but moments later, Samantha comes out from behind the curtains to stand on the stage, a microphone in hand.

      She’s in a form-fitting black dress and heels, her blonde hair pulled back. She’s dressed like she is every day when she leaves to go to her office. Everything perfect and in place. Always. I think about how I’m going to get some answers from her tonight. I’ll wipe away that polished look she has right now. I’m going to leave her spent and smelling of me.

      Samantha smiles and starts to speak. “Tonight is going to be the last Auction.” A few whispers break out, but I stay stock still. She’s quitting? Maybe that’s why this place is so packed. A last round of contracts to be had?

      “Thank you all for coming. Everyone I’ve invited here tonight has been a part of the Mistress Auction in some way.” She smiles and raises an eyebrow as she looks around the room. “And as you all know, I have a few favors that I called in. Don’t worry, your secrets are still safe with me.”

      There are a few laughs, but I just feel the hair on the back of my neck stand up. What is happening?

      “A lot of lovely ladies have graced this stage, and I have to say they’re a hard act to follow. But the reason I’ve asked you all to come here is so that you can help me end the Mistress Auction in the way I thought best.”

      You could hear a pin drop in the room with the way everyone is holding on to every word she’s saying.

      “There will only be one Mistress up for grabs,” she continues, and I feel the earth start to shake. What the fuck is going on? I can feel it, but I don’t want to believe it. I can see the unease in Samantha as she says the words. Something is wrong, and I start to rise from my chair.

      She looks at the crowd and takes a deep breath. “Tonight, I hope that the winner will be kind enough to honor our agreement. The bidding starts at ten million for the Madame of the House.”

      I’m out of my chair before she’s said the last word.

      “If one motherfucker bids on her,” I bellow as I make my way towards the stage, not giving a shit, “I’ll burn this place to the motherfucking ground.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 4

        

        Samantha

      

    
    
      Well, that happened quicker than expected.

      I watch as Leo storms through the crowd of tables and makes his way to the front of the stage, hopping up and standing in front of me. For the first time, I can’t really read his face. This isn't like him. Leo may not be shy, but he also does not cause scenes. I thought at most he might bid on me. Not go all caveman and charge the stage. Before him I would have hated that, but I have to admit I like him like this. I feel safe with him.

      “What the fuck do you think you’re doing, Samantha? No way I’m letting you do this.” I see the panic in his eyes now, and my heart starts to race.

      “Everyone here who is eligible to bid has an agreement to not honor a thirty-day contract,” I say, trying to explain the situation, wanting to see his reaction. I know I’m pushing him. He’s made it very clear from the first day he took me in my office that he wouldn't share me. I told him he didn't own me and I'd do whatever I wanted, knowing I wouldn't. He'd ruined me. No one had ever touched me or made love to me like he did. With such caring possession. He’d told me to test him and see what happens. I’d always thought that meant he’d walk away from me. So I didn’t test him until now.

      “I don’t give a goddamn if they just bid for a chance to wave at you, no way are you doing it. You’re mine, Samantha. I won’t let this happen. You may not have wanted to admit it, and you may keep me at arm’s length, but this is it. I’m done letting you have your way. You’re taking your pretty ass off this stage and coming home with me. Home. Where we live. Together.”

      I feel the tears threaten to come up. My nose burns with the need to shed them. He’s doing it. Claiming me in front of everyone; it’s what I’ve wanted for month.

      “You don’t have to do this, Leo,” I whisper, trying to let him off the hook. Giving him one last chance to not shatter me. If he takes me from here, I’ll fall so deep into him I don’t think I’ll ever get out.

      “Don’t have to do what?” He reaches down jerking the microphone out of my hand and turning to face the crowd. “I should have done this a long time ago. But if any of you know Samantha, you know she is the most stubborn, hard headed, obstinate, willful, uncompromising woman on the planet.”

      “I’d put my wife up against her,” I hear Don shout, and I feel myself smile.

      “If you know Samantha, you also know that she’s the most caring, kind-hearted, devoted, thoughtful person you’ve ever met. Which is why I fell in love with her.”

      Leo turns back to me, and it’s then I feel a tear slip.

      “She’s fought for everything she’s ever had, and she’s fought to keep people out. She’s tough, I’ll give her that, but she won’t keep me out. I’m going to fight for you. For us. No matter how much you push, I won’t ever leave you. And if a big show is what you’re looking for, then here it is.”

      My hands go to my mouth as he gets down on one knee in front of everyone and pulls a ring out of his pocket. What the fuck? How does he have a ring?

      “I bought this after the first time I came to your office.”

      There are a few catcalls from the audience, but I ignore them. I never thought I was good enough for Leo. I always second-guessed myself based on the fact that we kept our relationship a secret, but that was my request. I based it on the fact that he never took me around his family, but I always made an excuse when he begged me to. I based it on the fact that I thought he could do better than me, but that’s because I didn't think I deserved him. I had built these walls around us, not him. I’d staged this whole thing to see if he’d claim me in front of others. How hadn’t I seen this before? It seems I can see everything else so clearly except when it comes to myself.

      “Samantha, I love you so damn much, and I want the world to know it. If you’re ready to give all this up, I’ll support that decision. And even if you’re not, I’ll support that, too. I don’t give a damn about anything but having you in my life for eternity.”

      He opens the box, showing me the ring. It’s a princess-cut black diamond solitaire on a platinum band. It’s huge and gorgeous, and I’m overwhelmed.

      I deserve Leo. A man who has been honest with his feelings from day one. A man who has put my needs before his own. A man who has stood by my side when I didn’t think I needed him. But I did need him. I do need him. I’m tired of pushing him away when all I’ve wanted to do was let him love me.

      “Goddamn it, if you don’t marry me, I’m going to take you to bed and fuck you for days without an orgasm until you say yes.”

      The crowd erupts into whistles and laughter, but I ignore them as I look into those forest-green pools of love and nod my head.

      “I love you, Leo. Yes.”

      He gets off one knee, scooping me up in his arms, and the audience goes wild. Cheers and claps echo through the auction house as Leo carries me off the stage and out of the building.

      It’s a show the likes of which I’ve never seen, and it’s so over the top I’m shocked it was real. I don’t think I’ll be able to stop smiling for the rest of my life.

      When we get outside, his town car is waiting, and he slips us into the back. He’s on me the second the door shuts, taking my mouth in a heated kiss.

      “Tell me that just happened. Tell me you said yes. Tell me you’re going to be my wife. Tell me you love me.”

      I laugh at his words, hearing the excitement in his voice. “Yes, that was real. Yes, I’m going to marry you. Yes, I love you.”

      His lips move down my neck, and I moan at the sensation. God, he knows my sweet spots, I think as he places a few hungry kisses there before pulling back.

      “Why did you do it, sweetheart?”

      He cups my face, making me look at him. I feel something I haven't felt in a long time. Uncertainty.

      “I guess I just wanted to see if you’d pick me. Claim me in front of everyone.” I see the understanding and relaxation fill his eyes, but I cut him off before he can say anything.

      “It wasn't until I was up there and I saw you charging towards that stage that I knew it was stupid. Of course you’d claim me. I just…my head is everywhere, and I’ve never felt like this. No one has ever loved me, Leo, and it scares the fucking shit out of me. I’m sorry I have no idea what I’m doing.”

      Leaning in, he kisses me hard. I can feel so much in his kiss. What he feels for me.

      “I’ll always fight for you. No matter how much you push or things start to scare you, I’ll come for you. Always. I felt like I was made for you. You were dealt a shitty life that left its scars on you, and I was brought to you that night to help put you back together again. To show you that you are worthy of love. And I’m going to pour it all over you for the rest of our lives. I’ll make it so you never have to question it.”

      “I love you so much.” The words come so easily now. Words I’ve never said to another person in my whole life.

      “I love you, too, sweetheart.”

      “There’s one more thing, though.”

      He stops kissing me and looks into my eyes, waiting.

      “I’m pregnant.”

      For a second I panic, thinking that this might be too much. We never talked about marriage and babies, and I wonder if maybe this isn’t part of his plan.

      Suddenly his eyes are filled with unshed tears as he buries his face in my neck. I can’t see him, but he wraps his arms around me, just holding me close to him.

      “Leo, I know we didn’t plan on it. I’m scared, too. I—”

      He cuts me off by pulling back and locking his lips on mine. His kiss is fierce and dominant, and I melt into him. I feel just a trace of a tear on my cheek and realize that he’s happy about this news. The relief I feel knowing that he’s happy makes this so much sweeter. Knowing that Leo wants me and our little family has butterflies taking off inside my body.

      “I can’t wait,” he says, breaking our kiss and pushing up my dress. “I need you, Samantha. Now.”

      I feel the same way. It’s as if we need to seal the deal, and there’s no time like the present. Reaching down, I undo his slacks and pull out his hard cock, just as he rips my lacy thong off me. The feeling of him being in control makes all my insecurities melt away.

      Lining us up, I plunge down on him, taking his entire length inside me at once. We both let out moans at the contact, needing the connection.

      In a sudden panic, Leo tries to lift me off him. “Oh, God, the baby!” he shouts, and I have to try to hold in my laugh.

      “Shhh. It’s fine. Everything is going to be fine.” I slowly lower back down on his cock as I kiss his lips.

      I feel him grip my hips, helping me ride him, as he kisses me back. “Better than fine, Samantha. This is the greatest day of my life. In a matter of minutes, you’ve given me everything I ever could have wanted.”

      He pulls my mouth back to his, and I become a puddle in his arms. His words so loving and so tender. He’s truly the most wonderful man that ever lived. He’s perfect.

      Our bodies are as attuned as they always are, and Leo takes what he wants from me, while giving me what I need. I cum while he holds my hips and fucks me, telling me how much he loves me and how he can’t wait to spend the rest of his life making babies with me.

      I clench around him hard enough to send him over the edge, and we hold one another tightly as our passions mix.

      

      It’s not until I feel him pulling out of me that I realize that I’ve fallen asleep. He rights our clothes and holds me to him as he carries me out of the car and into our home.

      Our home.

      The thought makes me smile and snuggle more into him. The day I found out I was pregnant, I knew it was time to end the Auctions. I knew the life I had growing up, and I never wanted the same for my child. I was nervous to tell Leo, but I should have known better. He’s wanted this from the beginning, and he proved it today, if the ring he’s been carrying around is any indication.

      As he carries me inside and takes me to bed, I let all the fear and anxiety melt away. This is where I want to be for the rest of my life. In his bed and in his arms.

      “I love you, Leo,” I say, kissing his lips.

      “I’m never going to get tired of hearing you say that.” He kisses me passionately, and we make love and talk about the future all night. It’s the best day of my life and the first day on the road to our life as a family.

      I may have gone about getting my happily ever after in a not-so-traditional way, but I’ll be damned if I didn’t get it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Epilogue

        

        Leo

      

    
    
      
        A few months later…

      

      When I hear the buzz for the gate, I look up from my computer screen to see a delivery truck pulling up at the entrance. I really should just build a guard shack at the end of the driveway to accept deliveries at this point. I don’t like how Samantha buzzes them in so easily.

      Since Samantha has found out we’re having twins—a little boy and girl—the deliveries haven’t stopped. She has filled up a whole room full of stuff. I have a feeling I’m going to be donating a lot of things that have never even been opened. Not that I care. I love how excited she is about this. I never thought I could be this happy. It wasn’t even a year ago I was fighting her to spend her nights with me. Now we’re practically inseparable.

      Once she told me that she didn’t think I wanted to be seen out with her because I was embarrassed. I showed her just how proud of her I was. I love putting my hands on her in public to let everyone know she’s mine. That I have somehow made one of the most powerful—if not the most powerful—women in Vegas fall for me.

      To find out that we were both keeping our distance in front of others because we thought that was what the other needed was ridiculous. I told her we’d never go through that shit again. All cards on the table at all times, and it’s been that way since. Now we can’t seem to keep our hands off each other. At home or in public.

      Since the Auction we've been spending a lot of time with the Cortez clan and a few other couples that found their own happily ever after. And babies seem to be coming from everywhere. Samantha has a silent competition that our babies will have the best baby rooms. She’ll definitely win if the winner is whoever has the most delivery boxes in a room. Or if she sticks that assistant of hers—who goes a mile a minute—on the task.

      As I rise from my chair quickly in an effort to get to the door before her, I see I’m a few minutes too late. She’s still wearing the blue nightie she slipped on this morning after I woke her with my mouth between her legs, then flipped her over to ride me. Nothing seems to get me off more than seeing her perched over me, swollen with our babies, as she rides me. It might be barbaric, but I don’t care. To see the extent to which I’ve finally claimed her just does it for me.

      At least she slipped on the matching robe, not that it helps much. She stares down at the delivery slips while the delivery man looks over every inch of her. It’s clear she’s fucking pregnant. How much more taken can she look?

      “What the fuck are you looking at?” I bark, making them both jump. The man drops the box he was holding under his arm.

      Samantha just shrugs like, yeah who wouldn’t look at me? I step in front of her. I’m starting to notice she likes to see my jealousy. I think it gets her off. Maybe after all the times I’ve played it cool around her, she now wants to play catch up. But in all fairness she never dressed like this before, and she’s more relaxed. The cold exterior she used to always show the world has been melting away each day, and I take pride that I’m the one causing the thaw. I’m showing her that she doesn’t have to hide. I love every part of her. No matter how dark those parts might go, I’d gladly go with her.

      I go to move in front of her, blocking her from his view as he picks up the box.

      “Keep it, and don’t fucking come back here,” I growl out before slamming the door.

      “Hey, that was my breast pump. I need that.”

      I turn to see Samantha with her arms folded, pushing her breasts up so they’re almost spilling out of the nighty. Her blonde hair is still wild from this morning.

      I snatch the slip from her hand, tossing it to the ground before grabbing the front of her nightly and ripping it right down the center. Her gasp rings loud in the entryway as I crowd her, forcing her to look up at me with those dark blue eyes.

      “If you think I’ll let others see you in this shit, I’ll destroy every one of them.”

      She licks her lips as her nipples respond, growing hard.

      “I’ll pump your breasts for you, if you like,” I tease.

      She snorts.

      I lean down, taking one into my mouth and sucking. I rub my thumb across her nipple.

      “Oh, God.”

      I slide my other hand between her thighs, going straight for her clit, pushing one finger into her tight pussy and using another to stroke her clit. She starts to move her hips, my name slipping from her lips, over and over again.

      I pull back, stopping all movements.

      “Leo, please,” she begs.

      “Still need the pump, sweetheart, or you think I got you?”

      “You got me. Please just…”

      Her words die off as I suck her nipple back into my mouth and start moving my fingers again.

      Her juices coat my hand as I work in and out of her. When I feel her pussy clench around my finger, I give her nipple a little bite, applying more pressure to her clit as she comes undone. I use my arms to catch her as the pleasure rocks though her body.

      I pick her up and carry her through the house, up the stairs into the master bedroom, laying her on the bed.

      “Now I’m going to show you what happens when you make me jealous. Trust me, when I’m done with you, everyone will know you belong to someone and are very well taken care of.”
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        Samantha

      

    
    
      
        Ten years later…

      

      “Cowboy, get your pretty ass down here before I get mad!” I yell through the house as our daughter, Lori, walks by me.

      “He’s outside with Uncle Don. Hey, can I stay the night with Grace? Peaches said it was okay.”

      “Who else is going?”

      “Penelope and Ruby.”

      “I’ll talk to Peaches, and if she says it’s okay, then I’m fine with it. Go get the plates and silverware out for dinner. It’s almost time. Oh, and go track down Austin. I don’t know where he and Simon got to.”

      “Ugh. Austin may be my twin but we weren’t conjoined!” She rolls her eyes at me as she does what I say. I swear, that girl is going to get them stuck like that one day.

      I can hardly keep up with all the kids who come and go in our house nowadays. Grace is the daughter of Don and Peaches, and she’s the same age as our twins. Penelope and Simon belong to Ethan and Tiffany, and Ruby is Charles’s and Mandy’s daughter.

      We have all created this little family together, and thankfully, our kids are close enough in age that we can get together and just let them run around.

      As I make my way to the back porch, I spot Leo on the grill with Don and Charles. I walk up behind him and wrap my arms around his waist, leaning into his back. I feel his hands rub my arms, and he leans into my embrace.

      “You forgot to get me mustard at the store.”

      “Oh, damn! I’m sorry, baby. Did you need it?” Leo says.

      “No. It was only for the potato salad, so now it’s ruined and it’s all your fault.”

      He turns around and brings his fingers to my waist, trying to tickle me. The guys behind him laugh, but he’s knows I’m right.

      “Well I guess the cookout is canceled. Let’s tell everyone to go home,” Leo teases, picking me up off the ground.

      I lean into him, kissing his neck, and it’s all it takes to get him to pull me to him. We’ve been together long enough now that I know just how to wind him up and just how to cool him down. I’m lucky that I got to marry the best man I’ve ever known, and I’m thankful for him every day. Even when he forgets the mustard.

      “Tell me you love me,” Leo says, rubbing his nose against mine.

      I think after denying him the words for so long, he never gets tired of hearing it. Even after all these years, he makes me say them over and over.

      “I love you, cowboy.”

      “Damn right you do,” he says, winking at me.

      “Dinner’s ready. Why don’t you let them handle the grill and come help me set the table?”

      Leo looks over his shoulder, watching Charles and Don pull the chicken off the grill, and carries me inside the house. I wrap my legs around his waist and bury my face in his neck.

      “Oh, gross. Not again,” I hear Austin say as he leaves the kitchen.

      “Really, guys. There are people present,” Lori says on her way out.

      “We really know how to clear a room,” I say, laughing.

      “Thank God, it’s finally working. Remember when we couldn’t get them to leave us alone?” Leo says, kissing my neck as he sits me on the counter.

      “I do miss having babies, though.”

      Leo pulls back and gives me a soft look. We tried a couple of times after the twins to get pregnant again, and it never happened. But we were lucky that we got one of each, so I know that we are blessed.

      “If you need something to love on, I would like to volunteer as tribute,” he says, making me laugh.

      “Are you so deprived of attention?” I run my hands down his chest, petting him.

      “When it comes to you, I’ll never get enough.”

      I lean into his body, and his lips take mine in a passionate kiss. I have a dark past that I’ve spent my life trying to run and hide from. But all I needed was the light inside Leo to make it all go away. He fills me up with love and warmth, pushing away all the darkness that was inside me. He’s given me two beautiful babies and more happiness than I could ever dream of.

      Thankfully, I’ve got a lifetime to keep loving him and showing him just how happy I am that he came along and claimed me.

      

      
        THE END
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        Guarding His Obsession
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      When Drake Hart's security team is hired to find a stalker, he has no idea what's in store for him. However, the day Zoey Lewis' picture lands in his lap, there's nothing he won't do to save her. He's always been quiet and shy, but seeing her changes everything.

      Zoey is missing a filter when it comes to interacting with people. She's used to being lost in her computer and being taken care of by her sister. She's an oddball, and people find it hard to deal with. But when Drake Hulk-smashes his way into her world, she doesn't feel so out of place.

      When Zoey is threatened and needs protection, will Drake save the day? With a body like his, all signs point to yes!

      

      Warning: He owns a security firm. She's a little nerdy. It's a classic trope and a recipe for sugary-sweet erotica!
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        Zoey
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      “I don’t need a bodyguard,” I huff into the phone, holding it between my shoulder and ear as I dig through my messenger bag for my keys.

      “This isn’t up for debate,” my own assistant snaps through the phone. Maybe having my older sister as my personal assistant wasn’t the best idea. That’s a lie and I know it. Hell, who am I kidding, she holds my life together. I might be the brains of this duo, but she’s way more organized than I am. It probably has something to do with her modeling career and always having so many things going on in her life at one time. She’d done it from the age of seven all the way until her mid-twenties when she retired. Elle is the order to my chaos, and I need her.

      Now that I think about it, I don’t think I even hired her. She just barged in, in true Elle form, and took over. It wasn’t like she needed the job. She saved her money and I, in turn, helped her invest it in ventures I knew would do well.

      “Grr. Where are these stupid keys?” I mumble to myself, digging deeper into my seemingly bottomless bag.

      “Front left pocket.”

      I roll my eyes, only because Elle isn’t here to see it. I can hear the smug tone in her voice. I reach into the front left pocket and pull out my keys.

      “It’s creepy when you do that.”

      “No, what’s creepy is the stalker who seems to only be getting worse.” I hear the worry in her voice. I’d probably be the same way if this was directed at her. But a stalker for me just seems strange. If anyone should be stalked, it’s her. Some of the letters she would get when her modeling career was in full swing went from weird— like wanting to shave off all their hair and send it to her—to crazy, men offering her the world if they married her. Even telling her they wouldn’t make her sign a prenup. You should see the way men get all dreamy eyed around her. It’s actually kind of funny. How they follow her around like lost puppies with no brain. I’ve seen firsthand the smartest of men go utterly dumb in her presence. I’ve worked with some of the most intelligent, gifted men in America, but when Elle would show up to drop something off for me, they’d go from brilliant to incapable of putting a sentence together.

      I insert my key in the door, turn it, and the alarm to my condo starts to sound. I hit the disarm button on my keychain before dropping the keys back into my bag, not into my left front pocket. Just a little rebellion because Elle can’t see me.

      “Okay. I’ll meet with someone.” I give in easily because there really isn’t much of a choice. Fighting Elle on something she wants is like fighting a brick wall. It’s better to spend your energy elsewhere.

      I flip the lock back in place and turn, hitting a concrete wall of a man.

      “Good, he’s already there,” I hear Elle say as my eyes travel up and up an endless span of chest. Up, up, up, until my eyes finally land on a hard face with a clenched jaw.

      I blow my hair out of my face, trying to get a better look at him. Jesus. He’s hot in that oh-my-God-he-could-crush-me way. Wait, is that hot?

      It’s then I realize he has his hands locked on my shoulders, holding me in place. I likely would have landed on my ass as hard as I ran into him if he hadn’t grabbed me. My body presses against his, and I watch his nostrils flare as he takes a deep breath, like he’s breathing me in.

      His arms release me, and one hand goes to the glasses on my face, fixing them.

      “What’s he made of? Concrete and sex?” I whisper into the phone like the man in front of me can’t hear me. He has the words “Hart Security” on his chest. I watch as he takes two steps back from me.

      “Is he hot?” my sister asks, seeming to have perked up at my words.

      “Hot is putting it mildly.”

      The man in front of me narrows his eyes as they travel down my body. I’m short, with lots of curves, and for the first time in my life, I wonder if a man likes what he sees when looking at me. My sister always gets the male attention. This isn’t new to me, nor does it bother me. It is what it is.

      It’s how it's always been. She’s tall, blonde, and has the bluest eyes. She’s also skinny as hell, even though she could out-eat me. I’m the complete opposite. Short, lots of curves, with brown hair and eyes. I tend to blend in. I actually enjoy this since I’m not the best conversationalist. I have this problem where I have no mouth-to-brain filter, and that seems to make others uncomfortable. I’ve seen Elle cringe on occasion from the things that have slipped out of my mouth. It doesn’t bother me like it seems to everyone else, though.

      Just like Mr. Sex here, who has already taken a few steps back from me.

      “Wow. He’s got to be amazing. I don’t think I’ve ever heard you call someone hot.”

      My stomach flutters at her words. They ring true. No, I don’t think I can ever recall a time when I thought a man was hot. Symmetrical, maybe, but he definitely isn’t that. His nose looks like it’s been broken a time or two and a small scar runs across his right cheek.

      I wonder if he has more. I take a step towards him, wondering if he’ll let me see. I have no idea why I have the need to know if he has more. It doesn’t make sense. I always have a reason for doing things and thinking things.

      “Do you have more scars? Can I see them?”

      I hear his intake of breath, and then Elle bursts into giggles.

      “Did you just imply you wanted him to get naked?” Elle says through laughter.

      The man in front of me clenches his fists, and I wonder if this is another one of those times I’m making someone uncomfortable again.

      “I…” I pause to think about it for a second. I didn’t think about him having to undress for me to see more of him, but now I like the idea. I lick my lips.

      “Let me talk to him,” Elle says, still giggling.

      I clench the phone in my hand for a second before I pull it from my ear. I’m thankful she isn’t here in person, and I instantly feel guilty for that thought. I love my sister, but the idea of her getting this man’s attention, a man I don’t even know, bothers me. That can’t be normal.

      I hit speakerphone and let her know she’s good to go.

      “Mr. Hart, it’s Elle. We talked on the phone this morning. I just wanted to thank you again for taking the job personally and not handing it off to someone else. I’m told you’re the best.”

      “Ms. Barber, the security here is shit. I got in past the alarms completely unnoticed. The doorman didn’t even give me a second look.” His eyes lock on mine again for the first time since I was plastered to his body. “Furthermore, your sister seems to have no fucking problem with a man she doesn’t even know standing in her home.”

      The last bit comes out in a yell and makes my eyes widen.

      “I’ll call you back.” I click the end button on the phone screen before narrowing my eyes at Mr. Hulk-man over there. Where the Hulk turns green and gets all giant, this guy seems to go all red and appear even larger than his massive self.

      “Listen here, Hulk. You can take your incredible body and vacate my home. I won’t be needing your services.”

      My face warms a little at the word services.

      He takes two steps towards me, crowding my space, a space he didn’t seem to want any part of a little while ago. He lowers himself so we’re nose to nose.

      “Sorry, cupcake. Contract’s signed. You’re mine.”
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