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        Samair Jones is fed up with being a pushover for her boss and for her two-timing boyfriend. All she wants is to live by her own rules. Then she meets hot nightclub owner Valentine Ward and the decadent possibilities of answering only to herself become daringly clear. Especially when Valentine is willing to indulge every one of Samair's fantasies—no strings attached.

        

At least none that Samair can see. Then she meets Valentine's powerful, jealous, and dangerously manipulative ex-wife, Vera. Vera's about to throw a new kink into Samair and Valentine's games, and this one could be trouble.
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        What readers are already saying about TROUBLE:

      

      

“I REALLY loved this book. TROUBLE by Sasha White is very hot, erotic, but it is also a lot of fun. The characters are well developed and, with the exception of Val’s ex wife, the type of people that you would like to hang out with and be friends with. I loved Samair’s friend Joey, she really needs her own story as well as Val’s friend Karl.

       

      RUN TO THE STORE, when TROUBLE hits the stands!!”

      ~Barb Hicks, The Best Reviews

      

“Trouble is the perfect name for this new romance by one of my favorite authors, Sasha White… Trouble was rife with hot sex, rich and compelling true-to-life characters and a story that caught and completely held my attention. Sasha has again managed to pull off a sensual, erotic romance with the sexual and emotional tension building and building throughout the story until its resolution brought a most satisfying afterglow. This is one of my favorites of Sasha’s books to date but I’m eagerly awaiting her next story. If you like a little Trouble in your life, you need to read this book. It instantly went into my keeper pile.”

      ~Maura Anderson. Joyfully Reviewed
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      It was easy for Samair Jones to stride past the crowd lined up outside the nightclub Risqué and through its front entrance. All it took was a confident stride and a sultry smile for the doorman, and she was in.

      Okay, so it was more than just the smile. It was the attitude behind the smile. And the happenings of the last few hours had given her the kick in the ass she needed for an attitude adjustment.

      For the past three years she’d been a good girl. She’d worked a “proper” job, had a “proper” relationship, and a boring, uneventful life.  Now it was time to remember how to live.

      She looked out over the dimly lit dance floor. It was Friday night and the place was packed. Bodies of all shapes, sizes, and sexes filled the club in varied levels of dress—or, in some cases, undress—undulating to the music, and an almost forgotten spark of energy flowed through her.

      Samair knew there were times when the image she showed to the world shifted and a certain energy emanated from her—an energy that made people sit up and take notice. It was something she used to hate.

      The energy was from deep within, and one she hadn’t felt it in way too long. It was the same energy that had made teachers single her out as the troublemaker in school, and her parents berate her for being too flamboyant. But tonight, she’d decided to give it free rein.

      To give herself free rein, and Risqué was the perfect place to do it. The club had a repuation as exotic, erotic, and top-notch, and she could see why.

      Tension eased from between her shoulders as the steady throb of a heavy bass beat seeped into her through the floor, her pulse starting to throb in time with it. She turned from the railing and started for the stairs. Three steps from the top she spotted a hottie on his way up. She smiled at him, held his heated gaze as they passed, and felt the thrill of the hunt shoot through her.

      The time had come to stop kidding herself and embrace who, and what, people had always told her she was.

      Trouble.

      

Valentine Ward noticed her as soon as she set foot in Risqué. From the vantage point behind the one-way-mirrored wall of his office, he could see everything that happened on the floor of his club. He liked it that way. He needed to know what was happening at all times.

      He studied the contradiction of the pretty blonde. The sinuous way she moved had caught his attention, but the longer he gazed at her the more a subtle air of innocence seemed to come through. “Val, are you listening?”

      “Not really,” he murmured.

      Karl Dawson came up behind him and looked over his shoulder. “Ah, now I see why. A playmate of yours?”

      Val watched as she stepped to the side of the landing and surveyed the club from the top floor. She was less than fifteen feet from his office so he got a good look at her.

      Dressed in black slacks and a simple white blouse, she should’ve looked out of place in the nightclub. The clothes certainly weren’t anywhere near the type of party clothes most club-goers wore. They did nothing to neither hide nor accentuate her curvy figure, and he wondered if she always dressed like that. It looked wrong. Too plain…too strict for the raw sensuality she exuded.

      Tousled dark blonde hair that reached a couple of inches past her shoulders framed a face that housed delicately arched eyebrows, a straight nose, and sensuous lips.

      Those lips were really something. Full and shiny, they formed a natural pout that gave him the urge to suck the bottom one into his mouth for a quick nibble.

      He stared, wishing she would look his way. He wanted to see her eyes. Instinct told him they held the key to if she was just a player, or if she was for real.

      Val watched those tempting lips tilt in a predatory smile as she started for the steps, and he felt the long forgotten pull of lust stir.

      “Not yet,” he finally answered Karl. “But she will be.”

      

Bodies brushed against her as she walked, and Samair felt alive for the first time in a long while. Almost as if she were waking from a deep sleep.

      She watched the pair behind the bar as they mixed drinks for the crowd. The male bartender was tall, slim, and clean cut, while the girl was the complete opposite with vivid purple streaks throughout her black hair, heavy eye makeup, and black lipstick.

      Despite being the odd-couple, it was clear they got along as they worked well in a synchronized dance behind the bar. When she was up, Samair ordered her drink and decided to do things the easy way. “Is Joey Kent here tonight?”

      “She’s here somewhere.” Purple and black curls bobbed as the bartender squeezed a lime in Samair’s drink. “If you can’t find her in the crowd, wait ten minutes and you’ll see her in one of the cages. She never breaks for long.”

      That sounded like the Joey she knew. Full of fire and never far from a dance floor.

      “Thanks.” Samair put a twenty down and picked up her drink. “Keep the change.”

      “Anytime, sweetness,” she replied with a wink and a grin that was completely at odds with her dark Goth look.

      Glass in hand, Samair started the stroll around the club. A tingle of awareness danced up her spine and she looked over her shoulder, but saw nothing unusual. She continued her walk around the club, heading for the dance floor, unable to shake the feeling that someone was watching her through the packed crowd.

      Her blood hummed as it raced through her veins. Anger, determination, and excitement all combined to give her just the push she needed to take control of her life again.

      For twenty-eight years she’d listened to her parents’ lectures and done her best to live up to their expectations. She took business in college instead of art or creative design, and she worked crappy hours in a small boutique so she could just be near what she really loved: clothes. She’d been undemanding in the bedroom, and put up with lousy sex so she could have a steady boyfriend.

      Okay, so the putting up with crappy sex hadn’t been part of her parents’ lectures, but having a steady relationship had been. And that meant putting up with mediocre sex.

      Somehow, after high school, she’d done everything proper, and it had bitten her in the ass.

      Well, she was done with it. It was time to do things her way, and she knew just the person to help her relearn what that was.

      Just as Samair reached the far corner of the room she heard a piercing rebel yell, and turned to see a striking redhead climb up into one of the platform cages on the edge of the dance floor and start shaking her ass.

      Despite the long, straight, brilliant red hair pulled back in two high pigtails, the neutral makeup, and the porcelain complexion, Joey Kent did not look innocent. Maybe it was the custom-made leather halter-top, short shorts, and knee-high boots.

      Whatever it was, it didn’t matter. All that mattered was Joey was there, and she was a friend.

      Samair chuckled and made her way in that direction. She ran her hand up Joey’s calf to her bare skin, and tickled her behind the knee to get her attention. She swung around sharply, and saw Samair.

      “Sammie!” The last vestiges of Samair’s anger and frustration slipped away at the pure welcome in Joey’s grin.

      “Hey, baby,” Samair shouted.

      “Get your butt up here, girl!”

      Without thinking twice Samair set her drink on the edge of the platform, and tossed her worn leather backpack into the cage. She gripped the bars, hoisted herself up. It wasn’t easy squeezing her curves between the metal bars into the cramped space, but it was worth it because she was instantly wrapped in her old friend’s arms.

      Joey must’ve picked up on something in her hug, because when she pulled back, there was concern in her expression. “What’s wrong? What happened?”

      Samair shook her head and flashed a wicked grin. “Later,” she shouted. “For now, I just want to have a good time!”

      “Let’s do it!”

      Joey reached for the buttons of Samair’s simple blouse and started to undo them while both girls moved to the music.
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      Samair closed her eyes, listened to the music, and let herself go. Joey’s body rubbed against hers and the two girls danced as if they belonged together. As if it hadn’t been almost three years since the last time.

      Heat began to build inside her and Samair opened her eyes to scan the mass of bodies on the dance floor. “It’s a bit of a high, isn’t it?” Joey’s voice was husky as she moved closer.

      Samair lost track of time as they danced with abandon, bumping and grinding against each other, lost in the flashing lights and loud music. The heat of many eyes landed on her, and she enjoyed every minute of it. Joey’s soft and feminine hands floated over Samair’s generous curves, and she shifted closer as one of those hands slid under the cover of her hair. Joey put her forehead against Samair’s, and the women gazed into each other’s eyes.

      “It’s been a long time, Sammie.” Joey’s breath floated over her lips.

      “It has,” she replied, trailing her own hands teasingly over Joey’s bare back as she writhed against her. “I’m sorry.”

      Both of Joey’s hands cupped her head and she spoke clearly. “You never need to apologize to me. I’m just happy to see you.”

      The she kissed her. A hard kiss on the lips that lingered for just a second. When they pulled apart, it was to hoots of approval and raucous clapping.

      “Welcome back, Trouble.”

      They shifted apart, and Joey gave another piercing rebel yell. Samair’s grin was a mile wide as she slipped between the bars of the cage and dropped back to the carpeted floor that edged the dance floor. Her heart was pounding and her breath came in pants, but she couldn’t remember when she’d felt better.

      Reaching between the bars, she grabbed her backpack from the floor of the cage and snatched up the blouse she’d removed while dancing. After using it to pat her neck and upper chest dry, she reached for the drink she’d set aside earlier. The ice had melted, but it quenched her thirst well enough.

      A bead of sweat trickled between her breasts and she thought about reaching down to wipe there, but reconsidered when she felt intent eyes still on her. She might not be shy, but she wasn’t tacky, either.

      “You’d think they’d never seen a woman in a camisole before,” she said when Joey dropped down to the floor beside her.

      “It’s not that. My God, look around you. There’s more bare skin in Risqué than on the beach most of the time.” Joey laughed and threaded her arm around Samair’s. “It’s the fact that your camisole is this virginal white satin and lace thing that looks downright naughty at the same time. It’s one of yours, isn’t it?”

      Samair nodded and felt a sting of pride. She’d made the top herself. Her passion for sewing, combined with her curvy and slightly disproportionate body, had her creating clothes, including lingerie, for herself that fit and looked good since she was sixteen.

      “You don’t think it might be because you stripped me of my blouse and then kissed me?”

      “Ya think?” Joey giggled and steered her to the back wall where there was small group of people at a booth. “What can I say? I’m happy to see you.”

      While they walked the hairs on the back of Samairs neck stood up and she glanced around. Someone was watching her again. Closely.

      “Everyone, this is Samair. Sammie, this is…everyone.” She laughed and waved at hand at the five others sitting in the booth.

      “I’m Rob.” The guy closest to her held out his hand. After shaking her hand, he pointed to each of the others as he rattled off their names. “That’s Tara, Kelly, Jason, and Savannah.”

      Each of them was dressed to the nines, with a unique individual style that bared a lot of skin and cleavage. They were one sexy bunch, and obviously some of Joey’s dancer friends. The waitress arrived at the table and Joey ordered two tequila and water’s. Samair added her order of two as well.

      “One of those was for you,” Joey said as they sat down.

      “I know, but I want two, and you’re going to keep up with me.” She met her friends’ raised eyebrows with a grin.

      “Not a problem, little girl.” Joey replied smartly. “So tell me what’s new. I haven’t talked to you in almost two months, and I haven’t seen you in— Geez! In what? Three years?”

      “Something like that.” Samair glanced around the table of strangers. Even though none of them appeared to be listening, she didn’t want to think about how her day had gone.

      Hell, she didn’t want to think about how her life had gone. She just wanted to be with someone who knew her, and have a good time. “Can I tell you about it tomorrow?”

      “Am I going to see you tomorrow?”

      “Sure, I’m staying at your place for a while.”

      Joey’s eyes widened for a split second before a huge grin split her face and she squealed happily. Samair relaxed and let out the breath she hadn’t even been aware she was holding.

      She hadn’t been a very good friend the last couple of years. Joey had been the one who’d tried to keep them in contact while Samair had been too busy to go to the bar with her or even call her back half the time. It was her fault they’d lost contact, and she was thankful Joey wasn’t the type of friend who would hold it against her.

      “Excuse me.” The waitress leaned over Samair’s shoulder and she shifted in her seat so the girl could reach the table. She pulled some cash out of her pocket and waitress shook her head. “The drinks are on the house.”

      Her eyebrows jumped in surprise. “Really?” she asked the pretty waitress. “Why?”

      “Val said so, and what he says goes.”

      The waitress walked away before Samair could even tip her. She glanced at Joey. “Who’s Val?”

      “Valentine Ward.” Joey raised her glass and nodded at the far corner. “He owns the club.”

      Samair’s head swiveled and she searched the corner Joey had pointed to. Her gaze collided with the super intense stare of the man there.

      Even dressed in crisp, pressed trousers and a tailored dress shirt, his strong masculine features softened with a small smile; he had a lean, lethal look about him. As if he was a barely tamed wild animal. Before she could get a really good look at him he stepped back, disappearing deeper into the shadows. She couldn’t see him anymore, but the heat of his gaze still stroked her skin.

      A shiver danced down her spine.

      He was the one who had been watching her; she knew it without a doubt.

      “He doesn’t mind you drinking while you work?” she asked her friend.

      “Not as long as we don’t get smashed. You’re fired if you get drunk, and he always knows when someone does.”

      

Joey watched as Sammie laughed at one of Rob’s ridiculous jokes. You’d never know it to by looking at them, the way they all laughed and joked together, but Sammie had never met the dancers Joey worked with before.

      It had always been like that. Sammie could walk into a room full of strangers and fifteen minutes later everyone was in love with her. There was just something about her that made people want to be with her.

      Everyone wanted to be with Sammie, but only the guys wanted to be with her. For whatever reason, most women didn’t like Joey. They especially didn’t like Joey around their boyfriends, which was stupid because she’d never fool around with a guy that was taken.

      Joey cringed inside. What was wrong with her? Normally she was positive and enthusiastic about everything, but … it was probably just hormones.  She’d been feeling a little off, a little lonely, lately, so Sammie’s timing was perfect.

      It would be nice to have someone around to talk to. Someone who saw beyond her flirtatious cage dancer persona.

      

A short time later, Samair came out of the ladies room just in time to see Valentine Ward climbing the stairs to the second floor. Unable to deny the impulse, she followed him.

      It was getting late, close to the end of the night, and the stairs were empty. Almost everyone was on the dance floor, or cozying up to another warm body in a dark corner. She was on the bottom step just as he reached the top, and she got a quick view of fine cotton tightening over the perfect shape of his butt. How could a man’s ass look that good in dress pants? Normally only tight denim or bare naked looked so yummy.

      Sure, her blood had been running hot all night, but that sight made her breath catch and her fingers itch.

      She climbed the stairs, her eyes tracking him as he crossed the floor. He waved at a blond guy with tattoos who sat at the bar in the small VIP section, but didn’t slow his pace. He nodded at the bouncer watching over the sectioned-off space, then turn left and disappeared down a corridor she hadn’t noticed earlier.

      Throwing her shoulders back, she sauntered behind him, flashing the bouncer a small smile. When she entered the corridor, there was an open door at the end of it.

      “Enjoying yourself tonight?” he asked when she entered the room.

      He stood behind a large wooden desk, his head bent as he slid something into a drawer. She’d been silent, but he’d known she was there. Impressive.

      “Yes, I am.” Samair replied, stepping more fully into the office and looking around. “Are you?”

      The room was very clean and modern with an overstuffed leather couch along one wall, some bookshelves, and a closed door to the right of her, and a section of floor-to-ceiling window on her left. It looked normal, yet the air in the room seemed to vibrate with an extraordinary energy. When the drawer of his desk snapped closed, she stopped fighting it and let her gaze focus on him.

      Midnight hair slicked back in a small ponytail only emphasized the strength of his features. Dark eyebrows over even darker eyes, and shadows of stubble along his jaw gave him an edgy, dangerous look. His stark handsomeness was completely masculine, except for the softness of full sensuous lips that lifted at the corner before he spoke. “I’m about to enjoy it more.”

      He looked like a wolf in sheep’s clothing, and the gleam in his eye told her she was the lamb he wanted.
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      Erotic heat surged through her and she realized that he was exactly what she needed to forget the day from hell she’d had.

      God, she wanted to wipe the past several years from her memory.

      She’d all but lost herself in the tedious day-to-day existence of trying to be someone her parents would be proud of. Someone she truly wasn’t. She knew forgetting it all was a tall order and would take both time and effort, but she was willing to start with just that day for now.

      More than willing, she was eager.

      “I wanted to thank you for the drinks you sent earlier. It was very nice of you.” She moved around the room, running a finger along the books on the shelves but not seeing the titles.

      “You’re welcome.” His deep voice sent a seductive shiver sizzling down her spine. He tilted his head, watching her with a speculative stare as she prowled the room. “What is you’re looking for, Samair?”

      That he knew her name should’ve surprised her. Yet, it didn’t. She doubted much got past this man, especially in his own club.

      More times than she could count during her partying college years, Samair would walk by a hot guy in a club, smile at him flirtatiously, and have him grin back. Then he’d shake his head regretfully and say, “Oh man, you are trouble,” before walking away.

      There were different variations on the sentence, but for some reason, the reference to trouble was always there.

      Valentine gave the impression of a man familiar with all sorts of trouble. He wasn’t a boy, or a guy, he was a man.

      And he was just what she needed.

      “Right now?” She shrugged. “Nothing. Today I figured out I wasn’t doing what I really wanted to do, so I quit my job.”

      Why’d she tell him that? It’s not like he’d care.

      Sure enough, he skipped over her answer to the heart of the matter. His full lips tilted up at one corner, and the temperature in the room inched higher. “What is it you want then?”

      “Right now…I just want to have a good time.”

      “Is that all you want out of life? Fun?”

      “No. But I don’t want to think about the rest of my life at the moment.”

      Something like triumph flashed across his features, and adrenaline rushed through her veins. She moved to the middle of the room, placed her hands on the empty surface of the desk between them, and leaned forward. “Why did you send over those drinks? Do you do that for all your customers?”

      “Not all of them. As for why… I saw you walk in here tonight. You had the look of a woman on a mission.” His wide shoulders lifted and fell as he spoke, his dark eyes never straying from their locked gaze. “I can’t resist a woman who knows what she wants and goes after it.”

      “What if I told you that the mission I’m on is to do whatever I want to do, when I want to do it? And right now what I want is for you to fuck me. Would you still be unable to resist?”

      The slight widening of his eyes was the only sign that she’d surprised him. Her sex heated and her juices began to flow. He had some tight self-control. The urge to see just what it would take to get a stronger reaction from him was secondary only to the hungry itch between her thighs.

      He arched a lazy eyebrow. “That depends on why you want me?”

      Samair thought about this as he searched her face. She straightened up and took a step back from the desk, willing to let him look his fill of her, confident in her sex appeal.

      Everywhere he looked, her skin heated. It was if his hands were measuring the roundness of her hips, the heaviness of her breasts. They hadn’t even touched, and she was almost ready to beg for his cock.

      “I read an article a while ago that said the number one fantasy among women is sex with a stranger. I believe it because I’ve recently had this fantasy as well, and you’re a stranger.” Unable to stop herself, she lifted a hand and trailed a fingertip across the top of her breast, dipping into her cleavage for a brief second before letting the hand fall to her side again. “I figure I’ll start at the top of the list and work my way down.”

      With a small nod that made her clit throb in anticipation, he turned sideways and pointed to a spot directly in front of him. “Come here.”

      The command in his voice made her head light. Enjoying the feel of her thighs rubbing together, the friction of the seam of her pants rubbing against her sensitive bits, she sauntered over to him. As eager as she was, part of her didn’t want him to know how easily he affected her. When she reached the spot directly in front of him, she was trembling with excitement.

      “Are you sure you want this?” His dark eyes were steady on hers. She wondered how he could possibly doubt she wanted this. Shit, she also wondered why she was taking orders instead of just jumping his bones. Yet, she was.

      She sucked her bottom lip between her teeth and bit down on it, her fingers working the closure of her slacks, and pushing them and her panties over her hips with a quick wiggle.

      “On the desk.”

      Hot skin met with the cool, polished desktop and a gasp escaped. She sat straight, waiting for his next command, but he didn’t speak again. Instead, he stepped forward, spreading her thighs with his hip, and cradled her head in his hands. She fought to breathe as she watched him lower his head until their lips touched.
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      Every muscle in Val’s body was hard as a rock when he got his first taste of the girl. The urge to bend her over the desk and fuck her so hard she couldn’t walk was strong, but he didn’t want to scare her away. He might be the stranger in her fantasy right now, but he already knew he wanted more than this one time with her.

      A soft whimper sounded as her hands gripped his hips and her lips parted beneath his. She tasted so sweet, and just a bit tart. Her fingers dug into his hips harder and he opened his mouth, deepening the kiss.

      Her tongue dueled with his, their panting breaths mingling as he titled her head and changed angles. Needing more, he dragged his lips away and nibbled at her jaw, her neck, her earlobe. She tasted so good. He sucked in a deep breath and his control slipped an inch at the musky scent of sweat and aroused female. His heart pounded in his chest, and his cock threatened to burst the seam of his pants.

      He skimmed his hands over her curves. Cupping the weight of her breasts he lifted them to his mouth, where he sucked at the hard tips through the thin satin of her top. As much as he liked the flimsy thing more than the blouse she’d warn earlier, it was in his way now. He pulled the edge of it down, forcing it beneath her tits so they were plumped up and naked for his amusement. With a groan, he gripped her spread thighs, pulled her to the edge of the desk, and clamped his lips around a rigid nipple.

      Her cry of pleasure echoed through the room and he reached up and clamped a hand over her mouth. Her tongue flicked against the palm of his hand and her legs wrapped around his waist, aligning her hot, wet core against his cotton-covered dick.

      He bit down on a nipple experimentally and felt her stiffen and cry out against his hand. When he raised his head to make sure he hadn’t hurt her, her big blue eyes were begging him. He removed his hand from her mouth just as she reached between them and started in on his zipper.

      “Fuck me. Now,” she panted the words. “Please.”

      Val crushed her lips with his, swallowing her whimpers as he shoved her hands aside. He made quick work of his belt and pushed his pants out of the way. Pulling back a bit he tore open the foil package he’d retrieved from his pocket, and sheathed himself. Female claws dug into his naked hips, tugging at him while she writhed on his desk.

      Christ, she was hot. She was like a virgin eager to sin for the first time in her white satin and lace top, and nothing else. He squeezed the base of his dick for a minute and reached deep to find his center. It just took a second, and his control was solid again.

      He stepped closer to rub the head of his cock between her swollen pussy-lips. He grazed her clit and pushed lightly against her entrance. “Put your hands on the desk behind you.”

      When she hesitated, her fingers still gripping his hips and tugging him toward her, he pulled his cock away. “If you want this, do as I say.”

      Her eyes flew to his, her flush deepening as she placed her hands behind her, bracing herself. Oh yeah, she likes to be told what to do.

      “Good girl,” he murmured.

      He placed his cock at her entrance and pushed forward gently. When she gasped and tried to rock forward, he shushed her. “You need to keep quiet. You didn’t close the door when you came in here, and if you make too much noise, John will hear you over the music and come to see what’s going on.”

      Her insides contracted around him and he stifled a groan of his own. So, the thought of getting caught turned his little sinner on.

      The music from the club could barely be heard in the office since he’d turned his speakers off when he entered, but he knew it would be loud out on the landing. He also knew there was no way his bouncer at the VIP door thirty feet away and around a corner would hear them. And even if Marc did, he wouldn’t leave his post. But instinct had made him taunt her, and it paid off.

      Gripping her hips tightly, he held her in place while he slowly eased inside her. Inch by inch, he filled her up, feeling her tight cunt stretch around him until he was in deep, her insides twitched around him. Reaching with both hands he cupped the pretty breasts that were thrust forward by her position, the flushed nipples hard and begging for attention.

      He eased out, and back in, keeping his pace slow and steady. He watched as her head fell back, her hair almost touching the desk as she clamped her lips tight and whimpered.

      “What is it, baby? What do you want?”

      He watched her eyes flutter open as she lifted her head, pleading with him silently. Her lips parted and for an instant he wanted to be fucking her mouth instead. She bit her bottom lip and another whimper filled the room. “Come on. Tell me what you want.”

      “Harder,” she gasped out.

      Val bit back a grin and thrust deep, his hips slapping against her inner thighs. She cooed her delight and he slid a hand past her breast to her shoulder.

      “You like that? You like it hard?” His hips picked up speed, slamming into her. “You like it a little rough?”

      She moaned and her cunt sucked at him, giving him an answer. His balls drew up tight and he pumped faster, harder. God, it felt good! His fingers squeezed a nipple, hard, and his other hand slid from her shoulder to her neck. His hand tightened slowly around her throat, and he watched her face carefully as he kept up a fast and hard rhythm with his hips.

      Her eyes popped open and one hand left the desk to grip his wrist when she realized her air supply was slowly getting cut off. A touch of panic flared in the depths of her blue eyes a split second before they shut again and her cunt clamped down hard on his cock and her wetness flooded him.

      He relaxed his light grip on her throat, and grabbed her hips. With one last thrust he went as deep as he could, and let go.

      

Holy shit! Samair fell back on the desk, a hand over her heart. What the hell just happened?

      Valentine pulled away slowly and she heard the rustle of clothes and his belt buckle jingle. Taking a deep breath she sat up and slid off the desk, not looking at him. Bracing one hand on the desk, she bent down and picked up her slacks. The same pants she’d worn to her hated job that morning.

      So much had happened since then.

      She stepped carefully into her pants, pulling them up over her shoes, before straightening and zipping them up. She bent down again, grabbed her panties, and stuffed them into her pocket. She was about to step around the desk when a large hand grasped her elbow and pulled her against a warm hard body.

      “You okay?” His deep voice rumbled against her ear.

      Samair nodded and wrapped her arms around his waist.

      After a minute of silent snuggling, he pushed her back gently. A warm finger lifted her chin until she was looking him in the eye.

      “You’re amazing.” He pressed a quick kiss to her lips then turned away.

      Samair took a last peek at his perfect ass then spun on her heel and sashayed out of the room. Confident, once again in control, and satisfied in a way she hadn’t ever been before.

      Trouble was back.
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