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Crime


Fuck him. Fuck my mother too, for that matter, and her ridiculous rules about dating boys. I stomp through the mall, seething at how unfair this whole situation is. I haven't had a good fuck in months and now I have to watch as my mom gets railed by the hottest piece of ass I've ever seen.

Well, I don't really watch them, but I can imagine what they are doing on their 'dates', all the while I have to stay at home and study. Back in Nigeria, I could fuck to my heart's desire, but ever since we moved to the US six months ago, she won't let me date.

There he is now, the object of my frustration - and my deepest desires. Richard, my mommy's new boyfriend. Just the sight of him makes my pussy clench with need. His broad shoulders strain the seams of his tailored suit jacket, and those piercing blue eyes scan the room, alert and predatory. I wonder how many women have sunk to their knees just from a single glance from him. Never cared for white men before, never cared for older men before, but there is something in Richard that I just can't resist.

I duck behind a pillar, heart pounding. Our eyes meet across the mall and a slow, knowing smile spreads across his face. He strides toward me with purpose, and I'm paralyzed in place, arousal and anger warring inside me.

"Aaliyah," he purrs, stopping just inches away. His cologne envelops me, rich and masculine. "Your mother has been looking for you."

"I don't want to talk about my mother," I snap. I can feel the heat radiating off his body, and I clench my thighs together, desperate for friction.

He reaches out, grasping my chin and tilting my face up to his. "No? What do you want to talk about then?" His eyes darken with lust. "Or perhaps we could skip the talking altogether."

I suck in a sharp breath. "We can't. You're with my mother."

"Rules were made to be broken," he says softly. His thumb brushes over my lower lip and desire rockets through me. "I can give you what you need, Aaliyah. You know I can. Just say the word."

Every inch of me is screaming yes. I want to throw caution to the wind and give in to this man - this man who makes me feel things I've never felt before. But he belongs to my mother. I shake my head mutely, torn between duty and passion.
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