
        
            
                
            
        

     
	About Curve Lullaby
	Curve Lullaby
	Now That You're Done
	Pesky Legal Junk




About Curve Lullaby
Big girl Starla Parks has spent two frustrating years working for wealthy philanthropist Cole Mason as his personal assistant. Don't get her wrong, the man is a saint -- with the body and face of a very dirty angel. Deep down, however, she is certain no matter how egalitarian and sweet Cole really is, he's just too rich, too handsome, too everything to notice the way his plump Girl Friday feels about him. She's just happy to work by his side and entertain a few choice fantasies after hours.
Happy, that is, until she stumbles across a secret folder on his laptop, one filled with plus-size sleeping beauties ravished as they slumber. When Cole requires Starla to spend that very weekend at his private estate on a rush charity project, she begins to wonder -- what would happen if she staged her own sleep in? Could his secret kink make her fantasy finally come true?
********************
Sign up for the Wicked News newsletter (click or visit loveatanysize.com/wickednews) and I promise to fill your lovely (in)box only when I have a new release or a gift for you! And you can still hang out with me on twitter/wickedchrista and facebook/christa.wick.1
 
 



Curve Lullaby
 
If she be up, I'll speak with her; if not, 
Let her lie still and dream. 
 
Cloten, from William Shakespeare's Cymbeline  
 
With my cellphone caged between my ear and shoulder, I jabbed at the keyboard of my boss Cole Mason as I searched his computer for the preliminary report on the South Bend redevelopment project. Not helping my concentration, Cole nattered in my ear about the Chicago conference he had just attended as a keynote speaker. His words blended with those I typed, his deep rumbling baritone like a warm hand against the back of my neck.
He'd been out of the office for three days and I missed him like hell. My ears missed him, my eyes missed him, my nose missed him. Only faint traces of his scent remained in the room, just a teasing hint of citrus and vanilla that clung to his leather office chair from the long hours he spent in it. 
I turned into the chair and quietly inhaled like a junkie sniffing a line of coke. I expelled the air in a question. "Are you sure you downloaded the file? What did you name it?"
"Something South Bendy." 
The engines on the jet muted his laugh, but I felt the same familiar heat spark deep in my gut as if his lips were against my ear. He did that sometimes, his lips against my ear, a conspiratorial whisper dripping from his honeyed tongue. He forgets who he is, who I am, makes me forget. Billionaires aren't supposed to whisper in the ear of their plump Girl Friday, especially when the billionaire in question has the face and body of a very, very dirty angel. 
"South Bendy," I repeated as I typed SB in a last ditch attempt to locate the file. A folder popped up in the search results. "Eureka!"
I double clicked on the folder’s icon. A password request appeared. 
“It’s locked.” I mumbled the words, surprised that the file was protected. 
“Must have done that by accident,” he laughed then fired off a string of numbers I partially recognized.
“You’re not supposed to have your birthday as part of a password,” I scolded, my mind trying to make sense of the remaining numbers. They seemed random, the smallest numbers listed first and progressing in order.
“You can spank me later.” His voice dropped low, its weight settling deep inside my belly. 
Damn him for not knowing the effect he had on me when he spoke in that tone. Bad enough he could melt my panties in an instant when he sounded raspy, but he had to mention spanking, as well. 
My ass wiggled in his expensive leather chair as I thought of a retort. Nothing came to mind other than the image of his hand landing roughly on my extra-wide and very bare bottom. I wiggled again and bit at my bottom lip as my eyes and legs squeezed tightly together. I blew a bit of hot air at the receiver. 
Cole chuckled. “Why do I have the feeling you’re plotting something evil, dear Starla? You won’t have Ben there to carry out the task, will you?”
“Um, no.” All the heat left my lower body at the idea of Ben Fielding, our should-have-retired-a-decade-ago security guard, spanking anyone’s bottom. Old Ben was round like me, but with wrinkles, white hair and a rather outrageously long beard. “Security Santa would never put you on his naughty list, anyway. He knows you’re goody-goody through and through.”
Another chuckle rumbled over the phone. “Plane just started to taxi. I’ll have to disillusion you on how good I am another time, sweetling. See you when I get back.”
With that, he was gone. 
I sat there a few minutes, eyes glazed over in thought. My two-year anniversary as Cole’s assistant had passed a few weeks before. In all the time I had worked for him, he’d never given me the slightest reason to think he wasn’t a great guy. Certainly, he could be stern. That usually happened with vendors who thought they could swap quality materials they’d listed in a bid with cheap ones just because it was a charity project. They didn’t expect Cole to show up on site, knowledgeable about every last detail of the build and ready to stand off against a bulldozer to make the contractors follow through.
I sighed as one of my favorite memories of my boss surfaced. Dressed in jeans, a tight red t-shirt and a hard hat, he really had gone toe-to-toe with a bulldozer and the angry foreman driving it while I had frantically called the police. I learned that day and countless others that no one wins a game of chicken with Cole Mason.
Smiling at the ridiculous assertion that he was anything other than an excessively virtuous do-gooder, I double clicked the SB folder. Sub-folders populated the screen and I started a small prayer that I didn’t run into any more passwords. 
Finally reading the names on the sub-folders, the prayer died on my lips.
Betty
Charlotte
Gabrielle
Pulse accelerating, my body grew warm again. Clearly, this was not the South Bend redevelopment folder but something else entirely. My finger hovered over the computer mouse as I struggled with which impulse to follow: the one that urged me in strident tones to X out of the entire SB folder and find the South Bend file or the low rumbling whisper urging me to click on the folder named “Betty.”
Betty won, of course. How could I not click on a folder on my boss’s computer with a woman’s name when I had been crushing hard on him for the last two years?
Inside the folder, I found a video file and another folder marked JPEGS. Heart racing ever faster, I click the JPEGS. Thumbnails greeted me. Even at their small size, I could tell most of the pictures were X-rated. 
I closed my eyes and asked myself if I really wanted to open one of the image files. For two years, I had entertained a series of fantasies about Cole. What heterosexual woman wouldn’t make him the star of her dirty dreams if she had to work with him day after day? He had a swimmer’s body, powerful across the chest, arms and legs with a narrow waist to form a sexy, but masculine, hourglass. 
Even if I had only ever seen him in business attire, I would have daydreamed about licking all over his body. But I also saw him in work clothes at build sites, veins bulging on his thick biceps as he wrangled jackhammers. At least three times a week, I saw him in the office on his way to or from the building’s gym, drool dripping onto my desk from the way the clingy t-shirts and shorts hugged his muscles. 
His face was every bit as gorgeous as the rest of him. Steel gray eyes threatened to paralyze me whenever I met his gaze. The large, mobile mouth that was invariably thinned in contemplation or broadly grinning made my pussy ache. I wanted to thread my fingers in his wavy, dark chocolate hair and bring his mouth to my cunt, putting his too clever tongue to better use than verbally sparring with me. 
My crush on Cole ran so deep, I only survived working for him because of a single factor -- I didn’t know his preferences. From what I could tell before today, the man was a monk. Certainly, he’d been photographed with women before. Big name models and actresses, most of them no larger than a size six, could be seen on his arm in old press clippings. 
But those women never re-materialized in the two years I had worked for him. Even though Cole had doubled, then tripled the charity efforts his company funded he went to outside events alone. When he threw his own fundraiser, he had me serve as hostess. 
Without those slim women thrown in my face on a regular basis, I could pretend that my fantasies weren’t the pathetic imaginings of a fat girl that would earn me nothing more than a gentle laugh if my gorgeous boss found out. Now, my hand shaking as I jiggled the mouse with uncertainty, I was faced with the choice of continuing to pretend Cole could be interested in a girl like me or finding out just what kind of woman he preferred.
I clicked blindly then opened my eyes. 
“Betty” appeared with long black hair curling around her shoulders. She wore a light pink negligee that stopped at her thighs. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted to display just a hint of tongue and teeth. It took several long seconds before I noticed her face or clothing because my mind was too busy taking in her size.
Generous breasts, thick but rounded hips, thighs that pressed softly into one another. 
Betty was big -- and not just fashion industry big, with their silly size eights as the standard for plus models. She had padded arms and thighs, a softly rounded face with lush lips. Beneath the sheer material of the negligee, I spotted a genuine belly roll. 
I closed the picture and clicked another one with a higher number. 
My clit started to tingle as I examined the photo. Taken from further away, I could see Betty on a divan, eyes still closed but her negligee pushed up to reveal her large breasts. Her panties were off and her legs separated so that the foot of one rested on the floor. Between her thighs, a blond haired male licked at her pussy. 
Taking a large gulp of air, I left the JPEGS folder and clicked on the video file.
Sleeping Beauty Productions appeared on the screen. I wrinkled my nose at the name. The pictures in the subfolder didn’t look like they were taken in a fairy tale setting. Betty appeared on screen, a bathrobe around her broad shoulders. Yawning, she stretched then stripped the robe off and placed it over the back of the divan. She took a seat and treated the audience to another exaggerated gesture of sleepiness. 
“Such a long day,” Betty sighed and settled against the cushion. “I’m all worn...”
Her eyes closed as she spoke, her sentenced unfinished as sleep claimed her. The camera panned over her body, starting with the lovely, full face. She had smoky eyes with fake lashes and heavy mascara. Her frosted pink lips quickly parted and her face contorted as if she had already fallen into an erotic dream. 
Little moans left her, her body squirming with need as the camera moved lower down her body. Her moans increased in volume as the wiggling intensified. A knock sounded offscreen and a masculine voice inquired if she was okay.
Seriously?
I hit pause, telling myself once more I should stop prying in a folder Cole never intended me to discover. I closed the video player and backed out of Betty’s folder. Almost out of the SB file, I swooped the mouse’s pointer left then right then left again. 
Curiosity stabbed at my chest.
Was Betty the only big girl in the Sleeping Beauty folder? 
From what little I’d seen of dirty movies aimed at males, chances were that the remaining folders were filled with Barbie proportioned blondes, the dark haired, full bodied Betty a rare exception.
I clicked on Charlotte and went to the last picture in her JPEGS folder. 
Flaming red hair spilled across a bed pillow. Pale white flesh, clearly every bit as padded as Betty’s body, was partially hidden by the muscular male body atop her. Both Charlotte and the male actor were naked. He had her legs pushed apart, his cock buried between them.
Back arrow -- PLAY.
Exhaling slowly, I tried to stop the quiver rolling through my body as the Sleeping Beauty Productions credits appeared on the screen. I watched Charlotte stop at a hotel on a dark highway. The same actor who had been fucking her in that last image handed her a key across the hotel’s front desk. I fast forwarded through her undressing and pulling a bottle of sleeping pills from her purse. I kept fast forwarding as she swallowed one and settled into a deep sleep in which she toyed with her body as the door to her hotel room slowly pushed open.
The actor peeked inside the room, his tongue wetting his lips when he realized she was masturbating in her sleep. I hit play as he slid onto the bed next to her, his hand replacing hers between the plump thighs. He kissed Charlotte in her sleep, his fingers stroking deep into her pussy as his thumb pressed up and down her clit.
So wrong. So very wrong.
I closed the video player once more, determined it was the final time. Frustrated tears brimming my eyes, I returned to the main Sleeping Beauty folder and counted how many subfolders it contained.
Fifty-eight!
My philanthropist boss -- who could pretty much have any woman he wanted -- had fifty-eight files of sleeping women, probably all of them large-bodied beauties. My cheeks flushed hot and frustrated tears escaped my eyes. 
Two years of working for Cole and not once had he looked at me in any way that wasn’t good-natured professionalism. Even if he liked big girls, he wasn’t interested in me. At least not while I was awake.
Scowling, my gaze landed on the last folder. My brain did a double take at the name. 
Sweet Titania
Cole had hired me because I was an English Lit major. The HR manager had showed her displeasure at his even interviewing me, telling me I probably wouldn’t get the job because an understanding of economics and supply chains and a billion other business sounding things were required. I had entered his office that long ago day in a cold sweat and furious I’d wasted time and money to show up.
An hour and a half later, I had walked out of his office with my first job after graduating college and at a salary twice what I expected. I also left knowing Cole was a major Shakespeare fan and I had barely bested him in an impromptu quote contest of the Bard’s works. So the name of the Queen of the Fairies in A Midsummer Night’s Dream on a porn folder jumped out at me. 
Unable to resist, I clicked straight to the movie and started watching. Unlike Betty and Charlotte, the setting wasn’t contemporary. An armored knight approached a castle on horseback. The drawbridge was down. Everywhere he passed, he encountered people who had seemingly fallen under a spell as they went around their daily business, their bodies frozen in sleep as they slouched over a harp or rested next to a broom. 
He passed lords and ladies -- beautiful, thin ladies in fine gowns, their throats and hands covered in jewels, some with their clothes in disarray. On he went, up the tower’s spiraling stairs to its highest floor. He forced a door open by throwing his suited body against it over and over until the thick wood surrendered. 
I hardly breathed as he approached the bed and pulled back the heavy silk curtains. The camera looked in on a sleeping woman. Dressed in red silk, she slept against more red silk, her blonde hair fanning across the pillow next to her.
Slowly, the knight removed his armor. When he lifted his helmet, I gasped at the dark brown hair with its thick waves because it reminded me so much of Cole. My nipples brushed against my bra and blouse as they thickened and my breathing grew heavier. I waited, rolling my lips between my teeth as the knight shed the rest of his clothing.
He had built up a sweat walking the steps and battering the door. Drops of perspiration glistened on his tan skin. I pressed pause so I could slowly devour the details of his body. Long powerful legs, a broad chest that narrowed at the waist. 
Seeing just how similar he was in form to Cole, I squirmed against the leather seat and quickly resumed watching the movie. The knight pulled the bedding away from the sleeping blonde. Seeing that her nightgown went all the way down to her ankles, he retrieved a small blade from his pile of clothing on the floor. 
Slowly, he cut the fabric from her body...
My hand dipped from the mouse to my clenching thighs. A groan escaped as I realized there wasn’t enough give in the front panel of my skirt for me to spread my legs and press against my mound through the fabric. Casting a guilty glance at the office door, I reached along Cole’s desk and clicked a button on the remote. 
Hearing the mechanical sound of the door locking, I lifted my bottom just enough to pull my skirt up to my hips. With my attention back on the computer screen, I shoved my hand down my panties just as the knight spread the blonde’s legs. 
Time seemed to slow as he leaned over and fondled her breasts, his knee pressed between the split of her legs to rub against her mound. The woman began to move in her sleep, riding his knee as her bottom did a dance of short circles. He pulled away, smiling as she moaned in a low, mournful manner.
Lowering his head to her mound, he pinched her labia apart to show the camera how wet her pussy had become. Then he licked it, making it even wetter and earning him another moan from her sleeping lips. He licked again, his fingers exploring her wet interior as I rubbed my own frantically up and down my clit. 
Fuck!
I couldn’t remember the last time I had been so turned on. My fantasies of Cole had always been hot, but it had been harder and harder for me to come thinking about him, knowing I could never hope to interest him beyond poetry and good deeds. Now, with the dark haired knight and the blonde sleeper so close in coloring to me, my entire body was on fire with need. My ass lifted and bobbed in the chair. I wanted something in my pussy but, casting my gaze around, I couldn’t find anything. 
I rubbed harder, listening to both of the actors moaning and grunting as the knight moved up her body and pushed his thick cock into her. 
Fuck, fuck, fuck!
I pinched at my nipples as I rubbed at my clit, hoping the pain would draw me away from the deeper ache in my empty cunt long enough that I could come. The knight found relief before I did, my body still painfully aroused as he rolled the blonde onto her stomach. 
Seeing him spread the cheeks of her full bottom, a strangled cry clawed its way up my throat. His tongue pushed between the cheeks, its tip lightly stroking at her anus as he fucked his fingers into her pussy.
The chair protested beneath me as my hand picked up speed. I pressed hard against my clit, fingers moving in a blur as the knight’s dirty little backside kiss brought the sleeper’s eyes open. She cried out in ecstasy and I joined her a second later, liquid squirting from me to wet the leather beneath my round bottom. 
Too aroused to be mortified that I’d just squirted on a three-thousand dollar chair, I continued to punish my sore cunt, rubbing at it as the knight pulled the sleeper’s sweet ass onto his thick cock, roughly fucking her until her moans and delighted screams brought the entire castle awake and I squirted a second, and then a third, time.
With every bone in my body melted by the heat of my arousal, I collapsed into the chair as the naked couple made their way down the staircase hand in hand. 
A barking laugh disturbed me, more so when I realized I was the one making the harsh noise. My cream still moist on my thighs, I closed the movie and erased the file history. With the evidence of my trespass clear from the computer, I straightened my clothes and carefully cleaned Cole’s chair, blushing furiously the entire time. 
Finished, I looked at the clock, shocked at how much time had passed. I had less than ninety minutes to find the real South Bend file and get the preliminary report finished before Cole was back in the office. 
Planting my ass in his chair once more, I realized how sensitive my flesh remained, how much my cunt and nipples ached with the need for more rubbing. Blowing a blonde strand of hair obscuring my vision, I forced my hands to the keyboard and typed every variation of “South Bend” I could think of in the folder finder until I finally came upon “South Vend” and laughed.
One small typo, one giant discovery of my boss’s secret kink.
**********
Five minutes after I finished printing the report and walking it on shaky legs to Cole’s desk, he sauntered past my desk.
“I have something for you, sweetling.” 
He kept walking, forcing me to follow after him. Filled with apprehension, I watched him settle into the chair I’d made a mess of less than two hours before. His mouth dipped at one corner as he fiddled with the levers below the seat that would lower it and keep his knees from hitting his desk.
“Sorry,” I mumbled. “Forgot to put it back.”
Picking up his carry-on, he waggled his eyebrows at me as he unzipped the bag. “Seat’s still warm.”
I felt my cheeks color with an embarrassed rush of blood. If the chair was dry, I didn’t care how warm it was. Except I didn’t want him wondering why I had sat at his desk for so long. 
“I started on the art center’s project after I finished South Bend,” I lied. “But I couldn’t get the Excel file to work. I didn’t know one spreadsheet could even have that many fields!”
“I’m not sure about that project.” Reaching into his bag, he removed a small box wrapped in gold-colored paper. Placing it on the desk, he slid it toward me. “Let’s send the file to the forensic accounting team first and make sure all that data isn’t hiding something.”
Nodding, I wrapped my hand around the box. It wasn’t unusual for Cole to bring me little presents when he’d been gone for a few days. He knew I had to work extra hours when he was gone. The number of messages tripled and I often had to spend time at his desk finding one file or another to send to him or fax to someone else. Extra money found its way into my paycheck at those times, too, but the gifts were his personal way of thanking me.
Grinning at him as I unwrapped the present, I somehow managed to put aside the memory of me sitting at his desk earlier that day, skirt around my hips and my hands down my underwear. Pulling out the dark brown perfume bottle with its golden cap, the memory came back in a hot rush.
V by Clive Christian
Not even two ounces, I knew the bottle cost at least four-hundred dollars. I offered a small laugh as I started to return the perfume to its box. “Thank you, but you weren’t gone that long.” 
Stretching an arm across the desk, he stopped me. Gently, he pulled the box from my hand. The dark steel eyes glittered like the edge of a sharp blade as he settled against the back of his chair. Crooking a finger at me, he smiled. 
“Come here.”
How many fantasies of mine starring the man in front of me had started with those same words and gesture?
At least a dozen. 
Fighting the urge to blush or run from the room crying in embarrassment, I meekly rounded the desk to stand in front of him. Capturing my wrist, Cole applied a trace of the perfume to my heating flesh. 
Leaning in, he inhaled deeply, his eyes drifting shut as he did. “They say the V is for the initial of the creator’s daughter, but I think they’re lying.”
Releasing my hand, he looked up at me, mirth warming his gaze. “What do you think?”
I brought my hand up to my face and took a whiff. Orange blossom curled across my senses, followed an instant later with the deeper scent of rose and a small polish of chamomile. “It’s lovely, but you really weren’t gone that long. It was a light week overall.”
His lips pursed as he returned the box with its expensive perfume to my waiting hand. Reaching into his bag, he spoke over his shoulder at me. “But not a light weekend, I’m afraid.”
“Oh,” I answered, seeing the very thick folder he pulled from the bag. My chest deflated slightly and I realized I was disappointed. His gifts usually weren’t so personal or expensive. Subconsciously, I had read more meaning into the perfume than I was aware of. And the real meaning was that he wanted me to work at least part of the weekend. 
He handed the folder to me. “The DC area MWR sent me this.”
I nodded. MWR stood for Morale, Welfare and Recreation, an organization that worked to improve the lives of military families. I had fielded calls from their office earlier that week. 
“They had funding for temporary housing near Walter Reed for family members that fell through at the last minute.” A deep frown etched its way across his handsome features. “If they don’t replace the funds by the end of next week, they’ll lose matching funds that have been pledged.”
My stomach hollowed as I flipped through the folder. The housing was for family members of soldiers at Walter Reed for medical treatment. A lot of them were soldiers returning from the war who would need surgeries and rehabilitation before returning home. 
“Shh...sweetling.” Cole ran a comforting hand up my arm then gently squeezed. “We’ll get them squared away, but it means working through the weekend.”
“Of course. The weekend isn’t a problem.” I answered, smiling at him through my tears. Cole had hired me not only because we were both students of Shakespeare but because he had seen how ridiculously tender my heart was during the quote competition. He said he knew a woman who could tear up on a few lines of poetry she had probably read a hundred times would handle the charity’s needs with the utmost care.
I had a heart “too soon made glad,” he had joked at the end of the interview, taking a break from the Bard as he quoted Robert Browning. That was the first time I realized how easy it would be to fall in love with Cole Mason.
Turning his computer on, Cole offered a guilty grin, the sides of his mouth going up as he bit at his bottom lip. “One small hitch.”
“There has to be.” Shaking my head, I laughed. “That’s one of the most expensive perfumes available.”
He kept biting at his lip as it slid from side to side. I stopped laughing as apprehension crept in. What kind of hitch could make Cole Mason look nervous? The man epitomized cool under pressure. 
“Come on,” I urged, going so far as to push lightly at his shoulder. “What is it?”
“I’ll need you to stay at the estate this weekend,” he answered. “I have a few deliveries I don’t want to leave to anyone else and it’s better if we’re in the same spot instead of going back and forth over the phone and instant messaging.”
I shrugged, but nothing about the gesture felt casual. If I didn’t know Cole better, I would have sworn he was blushing. His cheeks were slightly reddened, but the man never blushed. 
Seriously, he never, ever blushed. 
“Overnight,” he clarified. “There’s metro and bus line work and Theo will be out of town for his niece’s wedding.”
Theo was Cole’s driver. Occasionally, he was my driver, too, when Cole needed me to stay late at the office or visit the estate to help host a charity event. 
“Right.” My head did a little bob as I refused to think about the possibilities generated by my staying overnight at Cole’s mansion outside the city limits. “I made arrangements for the wedding gift you requested and booked Theo’s flight.”
“Good.” Smiling, he clicked on the South Bend folder then reached for the print outs I had placed on his desk. “Shall we say nine in the morning? That should give you enough time to pack for the weekend and plenty of beauty sleep.”
Tilting his head, he looked up at me, pure mischief dancing in his eyes.
**********
I left the office a little after seven. Upon arriving home, I didn’t set about packing. Instead, I flipped open my laptop, fired her up and immediately opened a search engine.
Sleeping Beauty Productions
My heart slowed in my chest as the first results page filled with kink site after kink site. 
Slumbering Sluts ... While She Sleeps ...
The list of blush-inducing URLs went on until I found the studio’s website. I clicked through the categories until I found the Sweet Titania film, which wasn’t actually named such. I opened the page, then clicked on the link for the actor that looked so much like Cole. 
Dirk Pounder...
A giggle bubbled up my throat, the sound as embarrassed as it was effervescent. Knowing I wore a stupid grin on my face, I searched through his credits on the site, my breath catching on one titled The CEO and the Sleeping Secretary.
Can I have a “Hell yes?” 
I grimaced my way through paying the thirty dollars to download the film. With the video loading, I carried my laptop into my bedroom, opened the drawer next to the bed and pulled out a large black velvet bag. Propping the laptop on some pillows, I wiggled out of my underwear and skirt. 
I crouched on the bed, my pussy so wet I didn’t need to worry about lube as I slid the nine-inch latex dildo out of its bag. As I always do, I blushed to see the thick shaft and the base of pseudo-balls that had a flat bottom and ensured that the dildo would remain upright long enough for me to slide my cunt over its textured surface. 
With the toy buried inside me, I pressed the play button and stripped the rest of my clothes off as the title screen appeared. Naked, I began to thrust the toy inside me as the honey-haired secretary finished up an exhausting day and collapsed on the couch in her boss’s office. 
I released a long, slow breath as a quiver rolled from my cunt up to my scalp, my pussy clenching around the dildo when the boss returned to the office to find his secretary sleeping.
As I watched him unsnap her bra and draw one hard nipple into his mouth, I wasn’t sure how, but I knew I had to find a way to duplicate the events in the movie. I had to have Cole discover me asleep, my clothes amenable to his hands and then his cock exploring my body. 
With that thought running through my mind, the first orgasm of a very long night slammed through me.
**********
Checking his watch, Cole shot me a quizzical glance. “You look exhausted, sweetling.”
As I so often do when he calls me “sweetling,” I rolled my eyes at him. 
“It’s not even two,” he continued. “You didn’t spend the night worrying about all these families, did you?”
I gave a noncommittal shrug. 
He blinked, the gesture slow and sensuous as a smile curved his mouth. “Or were the neighbors up late? Hmmm?”
The smile had turned into a grin best described as salacious, leaving me no room to guess at what he thought the neighbors might have been doing late into the night. Blushing, I demurely avoided his gaze as I answered.
“Maybe.”
My poor neighbors, first suffering through my muffled screams as I fucked myself silly with the dildo and watched two other movies with Dirk and a sleeping beauty and now getting the blame for keeping me up all night! 
“Maybe,” he repeated, the low tone dripping with speculation. 
My cheeks burning hotter, I tried to execute the first part of my plan by planting an image in his mind. “If I were at home right now, I’d probably be asleep on the couch, whatever book I was reading on the floor.”
I glanced at Cole to find his attention locked on the folder in front of him. A pout pushed my lips forward. He’d gone from teasing me straight back to the MWR folder. 
“But I’m here,” I finished dryly as I tapped a few keys on my laptop. “We can cover about a third of the amount from the discretionary--”
The speaker on Cole’s desk buzzed. I stopped talking and he answered it. His housekeeper informed him that the first of the deliveries had arrived. He jumped up from his desk. 
“That is a very good start,” he said, already walking toward the door of his home office. He stopped, his hand absently lingering on the door handle as he met my gaze. “This will probably take at least an hour. Since we’ve already found the first third of the funds we need, I won’t be mad if you take a little nap while I deal with this.”
Throwing me a wink, he left the room. 
It took a full five minutes before the fog started to lift from my brain. I looked around the big room that served as his study. There was a fireplace on the opposite wall. Facing it was a rather delicate couch. My pussy already wet with anticipation, I rose on shaky legs and approached the piece of furniture. 
I slipped off my shoes then eased onto my back. My head pointed towards the door and my feet at the window. I realized that wouldn’t do at all. If I wanted to arouse Cole, I couldn’t make him walk around the couch to look up my skirt. 
I flipped directions and folded my hands across my stomach. A few seconds passed before I wondered whether he would notice if I undid a button on my blouse. Half of me was certain he wouldn’t. Not once had I caught Cole Mason looking at my breasts. The other half reminded me that, embarrassed by their fullness, I’d always kept my breasts under cover around him. 
My fingers fiddled with the edge of the top button. Unable to decide, I turned my consideration toward the skirt I wore. With the weather warm, I had selected a gauzy broom skirt that fell halfway down my calf but was loose and flowing. Surreptitiously, as if he would return to surprise me at any minute, I inched the hem up until my knees were exposed. 
I wiggled against the couch’s firm cushions, searching for the perfect angle at which I should cant my hip or arch my back to emphasize my breasts. Realizing said breasts were starting to heave in anticipation of Cole’s return and certain parts located much lower down my body were growing hot and wet, I tried to turn my mind into a blank slate. No matter how much moaning and heavy breathing the sleeping actresses had demonstrated in the movies Cole watched, I could not expect him to believe I truly was asleep if it looked like I was humping the cushions. 
I ran quotes in my head to calm me down. The Tempest came first, the lines so aptly describing my feelings from the first interview with Cole
 
Hear my soul speak: 
The very instant that I saw you, did
My heart fly to your service.
 
My mind moved on until I reached a few lines from Romeo and Juliet that made me think of the full-sized sleeping beauties that filled the secret folders on Cole’s computer.
 
My bounty is as boundless as the sea,
My love as deep; the more I give to thee,
The more I have, for both are infinite. 
 
Groaning, I pushed the Bard aside and started thinking numbers. How much we needed for the current project, how much I had budgeted for the South Bend project, the seemingly limitless stream of numbers for the art center. The figures pushed down on my brain and my body until I woke surprised to find that I had actually fallen asleep.
Hearing the soft click-clack of fingers moving over a keyboard, I realized that Cole had returned. Slowly, I inventoried my body. I ran a finger across the bands of my bra. My breasts were in place, no sign that they had been fondled. Next I shifted my hips and ran a palm against both of them to find the line of my panties undisturbed. 
I flexed my thighs, hoping to find them sore from hands roughly spreading them apart. While my cunt was as hot and wet as when I first settled on the couch, nothing suggested that the aching hole had been explored.
Pouting, I sat up and looked over the back of the chair to find Cole engrossed with whatever file he was looking at on his computer.
Sensing I was awake, he looked up from the screen and grinned at me. “Half way there, but I think the rest will be a real bear to shake loose with this emergency deadline. Might need to transfer some from the corporate account.”
I stood and straightened my clothes before returning to the desk. I needed more time if I wanted to scrub the disappointment from my expression, so I disguised its source instead. “The tax department will have a fit if we draw against plan.”
“Good thing they work for me,” he teased. 
“But the board doesn’t,” I reminded him. He might be a billionaire, but a lot of the money was tied up in stock and the other shareholders, most of them Cole’s relatives, were not as eager to spend money on anything other than luxuries they could use. 
“Such negativity, sweetling.” Cole turned his laptop around and pushed it in my direction. “But you’re right. We should try to find it inside the charity first. It will take more than a week to get it cleared through corporate.” 
“Right.” I started clicking on accounts that could only be accessed under Cole’s log-in. “Let’s keep looking.”
I glanced up from the screen to find him staring at me, a loose smile parting his lips. I knew he wasn’t thinking about the soldiers at that moment. I blushed, trying to hide the fact that I knew he was looking at me and that there was nothing professional in his gaze. 
At least I hoped he was looking at me. Or at least thinking about me as his eyes took on a slightly vacant appearance. 
“How was your nap?” 
I would have to have been deaf to miss the teasing quality of his question. I tried to pretend I hadn’t noticed it. 
“Good. I didn’t even hear you come in.”
“I didn’t think so,” he answered as he partially rotated the laptop and rolled his chair to the side of his desk so we could both look at the screen. “I was going to wake you, but you seemed so peaceful.”
His words slowed as he reached the part about waking me. I shifted in my seat, my brain running circles in my head as I tried to interpret his tone. How long had he watched me sleeping? Had he been the slightest bit tempted to touch me? Had I managed to arouse him at all?
“Here.” He pointed at the screen. “We can move this disbursement to next month. That project is overfunded at the moment.”
Forcing myself to focus on the account he was pointing at, I scribbled a note on a piece of paper. “That brings us to a little over sixty percent.”
When Cole didn’t respond, I risked glancing at him. He had moved his chair slightly closer to mine and his body leaned in. He had closed his eyes at some point. The lids slowly lifted, the brows rising with them.
“You’re wearing the perfume I bought.” A pleased grin widened his face. “You didn’t say whether you liked it yesterday or what you thought the V really stood for.”
“It’s great,” I stuttered. Two years, at least a thousand fantasies involving the man beside me, and I found myself speechless at the first glimmer of physical intimacy between us. At least I thought there might be a glimmer. Maybe I wanted it too badly and had started imagining what wasn’t there. 
“You didn’t say what you think it stands for,” I finished lamely. 
He chewed at his bottom lip and I saw the second blush to ever cross Cole Mason’s cheeks in my presence. 
“It’s a very deep, wet smell,” he offered, his usually confident voice halting between words. “Like petals dressed in morning dew or drops of rain after a storm has passed.”
Realizing I was holding my breath as he spoke, I slowly released it. 
“Of course,” he teased before turning back to his computer. “There is another smell that wet and inviting.”
His tongue snaked out to lick once at his top lip. I imagined the moist tip running a firm line up my clit. I imagined it so well I could feel it, the sensation forcing my eyes shut and my bottom to shift uncomfortably against the chair. 
“What is it?” I asked, my voice as needy as my aching pussy. Was he talking about the damp scent of an aroused woman? Is that what the combination of orange blossom and roses and chamomile suggested to Cole? 
He leaned in, his lips whispering against my ear as they had at so many board meetings and charity events. “If I told you right now, sweetling, we won’t find any more money tonight.”
**********
We broke for dinner a little before seven. Cole had arranged for us to be served on the lawn behind the house. The chef had prepared grilled salmon mignons with a tomato basil relish and paired it with a perfectly chilled Rosé wine. 
With the meal starting at early twilight, the staff had lit some small candles around the perimeter of the lawn and, halfway through the meal, I spotted the first twinkle of a firefly. I turned back from tracking the insect’s path to find Cole refilling my wine glass.
“Oh, I don’t know if I should,” I demurred. “There’s still so much work to do tonight and...”
I slowed, remembering I had two goals for the weekend. The first to find the money for the charity, the second to find Cole’s hands on me, intimately placed and caressing.
“And?” he prompted.
I blushed as my overactive imagination trailed his fingers up my thigh. I shook my head, dispelling the vision as I answered. “You’ll have a hard time waking me up in the morning if I have another glass.”
Finished pouring, he leaned back in his chair and stared at me. For a second, I felt like he was staring through me, but then he smiled. “We’re at eighty percent, right?”
I nodded. But finding the money wasn’t even half of the work. Getting everything transferred into the right account, documented and released to the charity would occupy much of my work week if we wanted to make the Friday deadline.
“Well, then,” he said and paused to sip from his glass. “I think we can let you sleep in a little late. You’ll want to anyway when you see your bedroom for the night.”
I tilted my head to soften the way I clearly studied him. It would not be my first night sleeping at the estate. Many of the charity events were spread across two days, with the biggest donors housed for the night. I stayed over because I had to be present both days and my room was always the same. It was on the top floor and had housed a dozen or more governesses over the last two centuries. I had to pass through a nursery and small classroom to reach it, and I would linger on my way, imagining a much younger Cole occupying the space.
“I quite like the nursery,” I teased before surrendering to the temptation of another sip of the delicate red wine with its hint of spice and red berry. More fireflies appeared, distracting me from Cole with their otherworld beauty.
His soft laugh drew my attention back to his handsome face and the gray eyes glittering with the last of the evening’s light. 
“It’s my great grandmother’s room and it hasn’t changed since she occupied it,” he explained. His finger pointed lazily toward the fireflies he had seen me watching as they danced at the edge of the lawn. “There’s magic in the room, just like there is magic in their lights.”
My eyes grew damp and my chest tightened. I knew the room. Cole had always placed it off limits, even with the biggest donors. I had entered it once, at the very first event I had helped with some three months into my job. 
Heavy baroque furniture in dark colors filled the large bedroom. Bookshelves stretched along an entire wall, covering it from floor to ceiling except for the doorway. Only candles and any fire burning in the hearth lit the room when the heavy velvet curtains were drawn.
Red velvet curtains, I remembered. Red velvet on the windows and around the four-poster bed. The same deep crimson that had surrounded Sweet Titania in her tower on the video. 
“What is it, sweetling?” Reaching across the table, Cole lightly touched his fingers to my bare arm. “You look like a ghost just walked across your grave.”
“Nothing,” I lied, my head shaking absently. 
“Seriously,” he persisted, his hand massaging my arm. “Your skin is chilled and you lost all color.” 
I broke contact to rub at my eyes. “Tired and I’m chilled because it’s chilly. It’s not even mid-spring.” 
“Fair enough,” he relented. Standing, he came around the table to grab the silk stole the staff had placed on the back of my chair. Leaning over me, he wrapped the material around my shoulders. 
Once again, I was struck by the color of the fabric and how it reminded me of the video. Yesterday, with my body overriding my mind first in his office and then at home watching more videos, I had been aroused by Cole’s dirty little secret and the possibility that my fantasy of sexual intimacy between us had a chance of materializing. But did I really want Cole if...
“You’re shivering, Starla.” He coaxed me onto my feet and walked me toward the house, one hand around my shoulder and the other lightly holding the arm I pressed against his side. 
His body heat penetrated the stole and my clothing, but my slight tremble didn’t disappear, even after we entered the house. He kept his arm around my shoulder as we climbed the stairs to the second floor. I knew at the end of the hall, his bedroom awaited. Right next to it, the room his great grandmother had once occupied. 
“I should have had you over more,” he mused as he opened the door to the room in which I would spend the night. 
At some point since my arrival that morning, one of the servants had brought my overnight bag to the room and placed it on the small bench seat at the end of the bed. They also had recently started a fire in the hearth and lit several candles. 
Lifting one of the candles, Cole walked me over to the bookshelf. “My father complained that I spent entirely too much time in here as a child. But my mother was delighted she wasn’t raising some mercenary captain of industry.”
Candlelight played over antique volumes of Elizabethan authors. Not just Shakespeare, but Marlowe, Donne, Spenser and Kyd. The Romantic period filled a quarter of the long wall of books. 
“There isn’t a book newer than a hundred years old in this room,” he said as we reached the end of the shelves. “Of course, I could have your laptop brought up if you want. There are two outlets, I think.”
I shook my head, my fingers itching to open one of the Shakespearean volumes and let my senses drink in the smell and feel of the book’s age as my eyes scanned the immortal words. 
“I didn’t think so,” he chuckled. Turning, he placed the candle in my hand. He leaned in as he did so, his lips whispering across my cheek. “Sweet dreams, Starla. Don’t stay up too late reading.”
Stunned that Cole had kissed me, however innocently, I watched wordlessly as he left the room and the shut the door behind him. For the first time, I noticed there was a key inserted into the lock on the interior side of the door. Closing my eyes, I struggled for a few seconds with the dilemma of whether or not I should turn the key.
If I locked the door, I might never find out if Cole would act on his fantasy -- at least with me. If I left it unlocked, I might discover that the man I’d spent the last two years idolizing...
Shaking my head, I turned toward the bench seat at the end of the bed. Putting down the candle, I unzipped my overnight bag. It was only a little after eight. I had hours before I would turn in. I didn’t have to decide at that exact second whether or not I would go to sleep with the door locked.
With my small beauty bag in hand, I placed the candle on the table near the door and left the room. I knew only two of the rooms on this floor had their own bathroom, Cole’s master suite and the “dignitary” suite at the opposite end of the hall. The rest of the bedrooms shared the three other bathrooms on the floor.
Entering the nearest one, I brushed my teeth and argued with whether I should remove my makeup. Really, I was arguing with myself over whether I wanted Cole in my bed, making love to me as I slept. Sweet Titania had looked every bit the starlet with the long, false eyelashes sweeping across her rosy cheeks and her lips painted a juicy pink. 
Mashing my lips together, I started to cleanse my face. When I finished, I applied toner then stared at my reflection. I spent enough time and money keeping my skin clear, leaving me with a consistent pale cream tone. My brows and eyelashes were full and a shade darker than the medium gold of my hair. Pale lips disappeared against pale skin. 
Frowning, I pulled a tube of lipstick from the beauty bag. I added some to my lips, but also to my cheeks. Even if I couldn’t decide whether I wanted a nocturnal visit from Cole, I didn’t want to run into him in the hall looking like a ghost.
“You’re crazy,” I whispered to myself as I returned to the bedroom. Removing a silky red nightgown from my bag, I repeated the notion. “Really, really crazy.” 
The gown fell just above my knees. I had purchased it almost three years ago. But other than the first time I tried it on and that morning to make sure it would fit after so long a period, I had never worn it. I bought it in anticipation of a romantic weekend get away with my then boyfriend. 
Vision blurring with the threat of tears, I sat on the bed and stared at the gown. That weekend never materialized. He had gone back to his prior girlfriend, the much thinner one he didn’t mind introducing to his family or friends. I hadn’t replaced him by the time I started working for Cole and, once I had spent a few months around Cole, I couldn’t muster any interest in the men I met. 
I wiped at my tears, glad that I hadn’t re-applied any mascara. Laughing at myself, I knew I wouldn’t lock the door. I had to know if my hero had clay feet. I had to know if I could still worship him or if I needed to move on to a new job and a chance at a new boyfriend instead of the imaginary relationship with my boss. 
Angel or devil, I had to know.
I dried my eyes then stripped my day clothes off. I slid the nightgown on and the matching scrap of fabric that served as panties. Taking a candle from the nightstand, I walked along the wall of books. 
Spoiled for choice, I found my mood spiraling downward. No matter which book I chose, I would leave a wall of regret behind me. The same was true for whether or not I locked the door. 
Sliding a slim volume from the shelf, I retreated to the couch. I opened to the title page. SHAKE-SPEARES SONNETS. Neuer before Imprinted. At London 1609.
Lifting the book to sniff at the old leather and pages, I wondered how many times Cole had held it in his hands. I thumbed carefully through the pages, trying to read the words through his mind.
 
...Love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds
 
My gaze moved from the pages to the door. Firelight glinted off the metal key as if it were mocking me. When I returned to the book and read the next few lines, I knew my nerves were too raw to continue. Everything brought me back to Cole and indecision.
 
For I have sworn thee fair, and thought thee bright,
Who art as black as hell, as dark as night.
 
If I wasn’t crazy already, I would be by morning. Closing the book, I returned it to the shelf and moved slowly around the room as I blew out the candles. I opened the heavy drapes to let the moonlight in, but left the fire burning with its grate closed. The room had an odd chill about it, as if the walls insisted on pretending an English countryside surrounded them in late fall and not springtime on the outskirts of Charleston. 
Once I was under the bed’s heavy coverlet, I checked the time on my cellphone. It wasn’t even ten o’clock and I couldn’t imagine falling asleep before daybreak. I closed my eyes and tried anyway. 
 **********
Against all expectation, I fell into a light sleep aided by the precious few hours I had captured the night before and the extra glasses of wine at dinner. Sometime in the middle of the night, when the moon had climbed out of the window’s frame, a light knock at the bedroom door woke me.
I didn’t answer. My throat constricted tightly and a sudden dizziness washed over me, my head spinning even though I was on my back and motionless. The knock came again and then the door swung inward. I peeked through thinly slitted lids to see Cole enter the room and quietly shut the door behind him. 
A robe covered him, stopping at the bend of his knee. As much as I wanted to see how the material clung to him or what he looked like with the robe off, I forced my eyes shut. 
Already, the question filled my mind, leaving room for no other thought.
Should I stop him?
“Starla?” His weight dented the mattress as he sat next to me. His hand brushed a few strands of hair from my face. “Baby, wake up.”
I fought to keep my eyes closed. Surprise wanted to pry them open. Had Cole really just called me “baby” and told me to wake up? 
He tucked a lock of hair behind my ear as he leaned over me. His lips caressed the side of my face as he repeated the order.
“Starla, baby. I need you to wake up.”
I drew a deep breath but continued to feign sleep. Why was he talking to me, telling me to wake? How could I continue to pretend when he was talking into my ear?
“Baby, I can’t kiss you if you’re asleep.”
He said he couldn’t, but he did. His mouth brushed lightly over mine and then he nipped softly at my lower lip. My body tightened in need. My thighs pressed together. My nipples pebbled and I drew a slow, anguished breath.
“I can’t stroke you when you’re sleeping,” he continued, his palm smoothing against my arm and the side of my breast.
I turned slightly toward the center of the bed, my breast sliding against his palm. Cole’s moan rumbled over my throat as he gave my nipple a gentle pinch. 
“Baby, you’re killing me.” His tongue trailed below my ear then along my jaw until he whispered the words past my open lips. “I want to feel how wet you are. How hot...”
He kissed me again, his tongue slow fucking its way into my mouth as his grip on my breast became more possessive. Breaking the kiss, he buried his face against my neck and gently sucked as his hand manipulated my flesh, pulling and squeezing then finding the nipple through the fabric and drawing it taut.
My hips began to move, need making them dance. 
I stilled when he eased away and lowered the coverlet down to my knees. My body tensed as he ran a hand up my thigh and pushed the nightgown up to my hips. Fingering the edge of my panties, he leaned in once more. 
Cole kissed and nibbled at my ear, his words teasing me. “I want to taste you, Starla.”
My hips lifted and his finger slid under the band to brush directly against my skin. He trailed a line beneath the fabric. Finding the split of my labia, he rubbed his knuckle against the seam until my flesh parted.
“Mmm...” He sucked at my neck, his words a throaty whisper. “So wet, baby. Please wake up. I want to suck you here.”
“Here” was where his knuckle pressed against my clit in short upward strokes that made my ass wiggle against the mattress. My body ached with need, my nipples and clit burning with desire. My breath grew ragged as he rubbed harder.
When he stopped, I almost cried out. 
“Why won’t you wake up, baby?” 
I felt him moving and thought he was leaving. Instead, he stripped away the robe he wore and stretched his lean, muscular body against me. His hand found mine and guided it toward his cock. When he wrapped my fingers around the thick shaft, I moaned.
“Answer me, Starla.” 
His hips bobbed, the motion causing his cock to glide within the circle of my fingers. Involuntarily, I squeezed and my entire body began to shake. I couldn’t admit I was awake, couldn’t understand why he had come into my room in the middle of the night if he wanted me awake when he touched me. Didn’t he realize he could have had that all along?
Cole moved down my body, his words whispering against my flesh as he moved.
“Baby, I know you’ve seen the videos...”
He paused and I knew he was waiting for me to relent at last, to admit I was only pretending to be asleep. But how could he know what I had seen in his office? He had been on a jet while I watched and I had cleaned the file history when I was done.
“They’re your fault, you know?” His voice took on the playful tone he so often teased me with, but his hands were all business as he grabbed the sides of my panties and tightened his grip. “When you first started working for me, you were going 24/7. Sometimes I would find you asleep at your desk, upright, lips parted...”
Pressing his face against the gusset of my panties, he inhaled deeply. Releasing the air with a sigh, he began to gnaw at the fleshy lips of my sex and gently against my clit.
“I wanted to kiss you then, Starla -- from the very first time I found you like that.” He exhaled slow and hot once more, the warm air penetrating my panties to steam my already soaking pussy. “But I always went out then came back in with enough noise to wake you. I didn’t think you were ready, but know I know you are.”
He kissed my thighs, his voice turning to a growl. “I need you awake, baby.”
I shook, silent and needy, my flesh humid and aching as my hips quested upwards.
Hearing the shriek of fabric as Cole ripped my panties, I gasped but didn’t open my eyes.
He waited, unmoving, but my fear outlasted his infamous willpower. 
“Then I stumbled onto one of those videos,” he continued, his mouth in direct contact with my flesh as he peeled the ripped panties away. “There’s never any evidence in those videos. Everything goes back in place. But not here, not with us.”
His tongue slid between my labia. My hips shot up. I fisted the sheet beneath me, fighting the urge to wrap my fingers around the back of his head and hold him in place.
“You won’t be able to pretend I didn’t fuck you, baby. Not with the ripped panties, not with how sore I’m going to leave you.”
Another moan, urgent and commanding, left me, but Cole only chuckled.
His mouth covered my pussy, his top lip resting against my clit as his tongue probed at my cunt. His face nestled deeper, bobbing and licking, nipping and sucking. My thighs tensed to press against the sides his head. He pushed them further apart and then his fingers replaced his tongue to stroke inside me. 
He slurped at my wet heat, urging me once more to open my eyes. 
I couldn’t -- not if my life depended on it, not while he had his mouth between my legs, tongue and teeth devouring me as his thick fingers explored deep inside my pussy. 
“Starla,” he growled, tongue and hand moving synchronously as my body curled and whipped beneath his touch. “If you don’t open your eyes, I won’t let you--”
The threat came a second too late. The building throb in my cunt constricted to a hard knot and then I flooded his mouth with my juices. His fingers vibrated inside me as his lips fastened around my clit and he tugged left and right.
When he had wrung the last drop of release from me, Cole surged up the bed. His cock slid roughly against my labia, the thick head pushing at my flesh.
“So cruel, baby.” He kissed me, his lips and tongue transferring my taste to me. His hand played between us, rubbing his dick over my mound and near my gate without entering me. He sucked at my bottom lip, begging me to end the charade. “Tell me you want me in you, Starla. Tell me. I have to be in you. Say ‘yes,’ love.”
His endearment drew the word he desired past my trembling lips.
“Yes.”
Clinging to the frayed edges of my pretense, I still wouldn’t open my eyes.
He didn’t ask again, but pushed deep into me and buried his face against my neck. Grabbing my hands, he brought them to his body, giving me both an excuse and permission to touch him, to explore the muscled contours of his back and thighs with my fingers and nails. 
His hands captured my face to hold my head immobile. His tongue pushed into my mouth to parry strokes with the thick shaft and head that dipped and rolled inside me. My hips moved with his, thrusting upwards when he plunged deep. My thighs tensed, lifted, collapsed in a trembling heap only to repeat the motion.
No longer kissing me, he bit at my ear, along my neck then more firmly against the flesh of my shoulder. “Tell me again, Starla.”
“Yes,” I whispered, pussy fluttering around his shaft as another orgasm ripped through my cunt. My throat clenched, a screaming volley of “yes” threatening as my climax crested. My muscles sucked at his cock, rolling and curling to hold him tightly inside me. 
The thick head dragged and pushed, battering deep and relentless as the force of his thrusts increased in strength. Claiming my mouth one last time, Cole froze. The only movement between us were his hands tightening like a vise around my head and his cock jerking heavily inside me as he came.
Relaxing against me, he exhaled. Heat curled against my neck from his breath and then his face, feverish from exertion, nuzzled against my throat. 
When he finally lifted his head, I tensed. 
His chest moved in a soft laugh. “Baby, what am I going to do with you?”
His hips made a few exploratory thrusts as he tested my resolve. “You didn’t Crazy Glue your eyes shut, did you?”
Crazy something...
A shaky breath left me. I was afraid of what would happen after I opened them. For two years, Cole had shown no interest in me sexually. Sure, he had been sweet, kind and thoughtful beyond reason, but if he had really wanted me for as long as he said, how could he hide it so well?
“Baby, I have a security camera in my office.” His thumbs rubbed against my cheeks. “I know you watched the videos, that you touched yourself and came from them, that you were teasing me with napping in my study and how the wine would affect you. And I know you’re awake now.”
Tears began to leak from the side of my eyes as his tone grew increasingly stern. I realized that I had allowed my fear to make a mess of the night. 
Instead of growing angry at my foolishness, Cole chuckled once more. “Baby, if you’re going to keep pretending, then I will have to completely have my way with you.”
An erotic thrill raced down my spine at the threat. 
Moving lower, Cole spread my thighs. “I’m going to do it slowly, love.”
At a glacial pace, he dragged his knuckles over my clit and down toward my dripping hole. Kissing my mound and the edges of my labia, he ran a fingertip around the circle of my cunt before pushing in three fingers wide.
“Such a sweet pussy, baby. Sweet like you.” He took a sloppy lick from the hood of my clit up to the top of its spine as his fingers flexed and pushed within me. “Not a barracuda, not a social climber, just a sweet, sweet woman genuinely invested in what we’re doing for the community.”
My hands crept down to his head in silent acknowledgement of his words. My fingers threading through the dense curls, I drew a deep breath. Holding his head in place, I risked opening my eyes. 
Moonlight played along his naked body. Broad shoulders, thickly muscled arms and thighs, a firm, proud ass -- he was so fucking beautiful. 
His head pushed upward against my grip and I quickly shut my eyes. I felt him staring at me and imagined the challenging curve of his smile. 
“I know how to break that stubborn streak, baby.” He dropped his head once more, suckling at my clit as each of his strong hands grabbed my thighs and pushed them further apart. His head dipped lower, his words a shocking tease. “I saw how hard you came watching that last kiss the knight gave his sleeping beauty.”
Oh god, he didn’t mean--
A whimper left me as the tip of Cole’s tongue came to a stop against my anus. My cunt puckered in jealousy and my butt cheeks flexed with the need to draw him deeper. His tongue still teasing that other whole, he placed his palm against my mound. The thumb parted my labia to stroke reassuringly at my clit. 
His nose poked at my cunt as his tongue became more aggressive, rimming my ass and lightly pushing against the tense circle. His thumb pressed harder against my clit, his strokes coming faster. My hips lifted, my upper body shaking with need as he quickly dragged me to the edge of another orgasm.
Everything stopped and then I felt his mouth against one thigh. 
“Baby, don’t you want to come again?”
Biting at my lip, I remained silent. 
“I see how you are,” he teased. His thumb left my clit. I heard the moist sounds of him licking the thumb then felt it push inexorably into my ass. 
I drew a ragged breath in. Never had I dared penetrate that hole. Fire fanned across my body, heating my breasts and thighs, burning my fingers and toes until they felt like ash falling away. Twisting and stroking within me, Cole licked and gnawed from cunt to clit. He devoured and ravaged until my heavy moans filled the room and I writhed between his powerful body and the mattress in my need to find release. 
He lifted his head. “Show me you want me to continue, baby.”
When I hesitated, his thumb turned roughly inside me and then his chin settled against my clit. 
“Show me, Starla.”
Slowly, I opened my eyes to find him staring into them. A victory grin lifted the right side of his face before his mouth disappeared below the horizon of my mound to continue teasing me. Softly, he kissed my clit and then his lips rumbled in a hungry growl. His thumb still firmly inserted inside the one hole, he shouldered my thighs further apart and slid two fingers inside my pussy. 
My teeth rattled against one another as a quiver possessed my body. Relentless, he curled and pumped inside me as his tongue worked my clit, bullying the hard nodule tucked inside the hood until I bucked along the mattress and cried out his name in absolute surrender.
Cole withdrew, his hands massaging my hips as he kissed a path halfway up my torso, pushing my nightgown up over my breasts.
“Remove this,” he ordered right before his lips fastened around my nipple. 
I struggled to get the gown over my shoulders without upsetting his position. Clearly, he had no intention of making it easy for me. The weight of his torso rested full against my stomach as both of his strong hands gripped my sides and held me in place while he sampled each breast and their tender, swollen tips. 
Ravenous groans vibrated against my flesh. His hands seized my shoulders, forcing me down the mattress as his body moved up. His cock speared roughly into me, the head stretching me once more. My pussy still contracted with the climax he had ripped from me, making my cunt feel impossibly full as he fucked deeper. 
Nipping and kissing, Cole moved from my collarbone to my throat to just below my jaw where my pulse thundered madly. There he sucked long and hard, his hips finding a hypnotic rhythm to calm my wildly racing heart.
“I wanted to wait, baby,” he whispered in my ear. He brushed his nose along my cheek then sucked my bottom lip into his mouth. “Twenty four is a little young to settle into a challenging relationship.”
I ran my fingers gently along his spine, my senses absorbing the way he slow fucked in and out of my cunt, the fat head of his cock moving through me like a fist. I knew what he meant by a challenging relationship -- the constant travel, the media attention and all the women who wanted to sink their hooks into a man as wealthy and handsome as Cole. 
My eyes grew moist at the idea of a relationship with Cole. Was that something he really wanted?
Cole’s hips stopped moving. His hands wrapped around my head as they had earlier and he stared down at me. He blinked and I thought I saw a small tremble cross his bottom lip before it swiftly disappeared. 
“Baby,” he asked softly. “Are you going to show me any mercy tonight?”
Closing my eyes, I released a small flood of tears onto the pillow. “What are you saying?”
His lips brushed mine and then he started moving again, gently knocking left and right until he was buried balls deep inside me. Once there, I could feel the faintest movement in his hips as his cock drew a tight circle inside me and I tightened around him.
“I’m saying, over the last two years, I’ve fallen in love with you, Starla.”
The words, so softly spoken as he moved inside me, drew a moan past my lips and then a sob. Feelings overwhelmed me. Love mixed with a hot aching lust and tender passion. 
“This isn’t one night,” he warned, his smooth, controlled strokes pushing me closer to another release. “Or a week or year.”
Lifting his torso, he supported his weight on his arms and studied they way I moved beneath him, my breasts and hips rolling in waves of desire as my cunt started to flutter and suck at his cock.
“Tell me you understand, love.”
I nodded, my lips contorting without sound as I came and he came with me, his cock jerking and flooding my pussy with his heat. Rolling onto his side, he pulled me with him, his hands roaming my body, squeezing and caressing. 
“Whatever you want,” he promised. “Just stay with me, as you are, so sweet and giving I can taste your smile on my tongue. Say ‘yes,’ baby.”
Twice earlier he had drawn the word from my lips, fear making me reluctant to speak. This time it sang from me, my body still vibrating with the chorus of our lovemaking. 
“Yes.”
**********
 
If we shadows have offended, think but this and all is mended, that you have but slumber’d here, while these visions did appear. And this weak and idle theme, no more yielding but a dream.
 

Puck, from William Shakespeare's Midsummer Night’s Dream 
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