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Chapter One

“I swear it eats things alive,” Julia’s
voice was muffled as she peered deep into her cavernous black
leather bag

The steps to her apartment were dimly lit so
she was forced to splay open her purse and practically dive in head
first in order to retrieve anything from it. As she dug around its
depths with one hand, a silky strand of her blonde hair fell like a
closing curtain across her face. Chance’s hand twitched inside his
coat pocket and he had to restrain the impulse to brush the soft
hair away from his date’s delicate face. Before he could even
change his mind and make the kind gesture, she had retrieved her
buried keys and was undoing the deadbolt.

His legs were unsteady beneath him, and, as
he crossed the threshold into Julia’s apartment, he stumbled
slightly and caught his balance on a table. “I’m fine…really,” he
exclaimed as he attempted to regain his grace. Smiling wide in
sheepish embarrassment, he smoothed back his dark hair and took a
seat on the couch.

He thought to himself, I really shouldn’t
have had that last whiskey.

“Well, I sure hope you are fine. There is a
lot more fun to have. What do you say I make you a drink? What’s
your poison?” Slowly removing her coat, Julia had adjusted to the
timbre of her voice from frazzled valley girl to smoky sex kitten.
Being this forward with a man was quite out of the norm for Julia,
who was generally more of the coy, bashful type. The new vampy
vixen persona was being mustered from some unknown source from
within. Regardless of where it came from, she was pleased that her
plan seemed to be working so flawlessly.

“Whatever you have is fine. Surprise me.”
Chance’s voice was quiet and glib. He was skilled at playing the
game in which he and his date were subconsciously engaged. Just
you try and out cool me missy. By the end of the night I
will have you begging for it. To Chance, letting Julia have the
upper hand in this tryst was unthinkable. Too bad he didn’t know
that Julia was thinking the same exact thing about him.

Grabbing the icy bottle of vodka from the
freezer, Julia looked at the calendar pinned to her kitchen wall. A
basket of tawny stripped kittens spilled over the page, batting
around colorful balls of yarn. Little did those happy, oblivious
kittens know that just below them was mapped out a secret plan that
would hopefully change Julia Fontaine’s life forever. Today’s date
was circled in pink marker with a big fat heart in the center of
the square. The other thirty days of the month were also marked
with strange symbols. Some squares were outlined in blue and others
in pink. Only the creator of the code could decipher its meaning
and at that moment Julia realized exactly what today
was.

As she tossed large square cubes of ice into
the tumbler and smiled knowingly to herself. Tonight’s the night
Julia. This is what you have been planning out for so long and you
need to make sure it all goes off without a hitch. Don’t get
nervous, everything is under control. Sit back and enjoy the
ride.

Perhaps her intense thoughts showed on her
face because as she was making their drinks, Chance coolly said,
“penny for your thoughts beautiful?”

Handing him his vodka tonic, Julia sat down
on the couch next to him and gave a slight smile. Her bare knee
grazed against his leg and she rocked it back and forth playfully.
“Um, I guess I was wondering about you. I mean…” She stammered and
sipped her drink to regain her composure. It was proving more
difficult than she had expected to turn her prying question into
something seemingly innocuous. “I just know so little about you and
I already like you so much. Tell me something intimate about
yourself.”

In actuality, Julia already knew a great
deal about Chance through work.

The day that the head of marketing position
opened up at DynaTech, Julia immediately applied. She had been
there for two years and was slowly moving up in the software
company. With the pace her career was going, it becoming clear to
Julia that opportunity does not knock often in life. Her
innovations and dedication to the company did not go overlooked and
she became the first woman to hold such a senior position. Work
became her life and her success at the office translated heavily
into her home and what little social life she had.

Fast forward five years later and though
Julia found security in the job she was so skilled at, she also was
becoming increasingly bored with the doldrums of the office. The
same view out the same window, the same mindless chatter with her
coworkers all left her craving more out of life.

Then one day something very unexpected
walked into her office building. Strolling down the hallway was a
tall, well dressed, dark haired man who she had never seen before.
Following him with her eyes, her heart raced and she instantly was
mesmerized by him. He had a deep brooding, mysterious look that she
found irresistible. After he had disappeared into the elevators
Julia quickly walked to the front desk and interrogated, Leanne,
the secretary who knew everything that went on at DynaTech.

Snapping her gum and smiling professionally,
Leanne informed Julia that, “his name is Chance Wilson and he is
temping downstairs in the design department. I think he came in
today just to sign some paper work. He starts on Monday.”

Three weeks had passed since Julia spotted
Chance in the hallway and every day since she tried to create new
excuses to go to his department. In all her years of working in the
office, she had only had reason to go downstairs a dozen of times
but now was driven to visit by a powerful desire and went two or
three times a day.

* * * *

It all fit nicely into her grand scheme. The
list she kept next to her bed had nearly every item checked off it.
The heading read, “Terms for Donation” and below it listed seven
different adjectives. They read:

Fit

Kind

Tall

Intelligent

Not bald

Talented

Good Teeth

Chance was a five out of seven of the
necessary requirements. Julia was unsure if he was really talented
at anything besides designing cell phone software or if he was
truly a kind man. She wanted to give him the benefit of the doubt
for the most part since her biological clock was ticking away and
he was the best candidate for donation yet.

Unable to deny her attraction for the tall,
dark, and handsome stranger, she knew that she must devise a plan
in gaining more information about him. Inviting him out for drinks
and conversation was not all that difficult other than the fact
Julia was long out of practice in the art.

It had been three months since her last
date, and as a thirty five year old professional woman, dating
opportunities came few and far between. Ten years ago, the story
was different. Before her career took over her life, the beautiful
blonde young woman was constantly going out with young business men
and entrepreneurs. Julia enjoyed being fawned over in her youth,
but as time went on the empty acts of courtship lost their glitter
and magic and all she could think of was her future. Months turned
into years and time seemed to speed up increasingly the older and
more successful Julia became. Her work provided most of her
satisfaction in life and she felt lucky to have built such a solid
career for herself. Work cannot equal life though, she would
think to herself on the lonely drives home from the office. I
want to come home to a child of my own…to somebody who loves me for
me and that’s it. I want to take care and love somebody. There
would be moments on those drives when she would see kids playing in
the backseats of big minivans and the ache in her heart would
resonate throughout her so painfully that she would burst into
tears.

When she turned thirty, Julia looked into
being artificially inseminated by an anonymous donor. Researching
the different clinics, she could not find one that fit within her
budget, and there was always a cold and alien feeling she could not
shake from the whole experience. She wanted a family more than
anything in the world but it seemed as though fate was working
against her. A sperm donor cost too much, and the harsh, clinical
feeling the experience gave her was enough for her to nearly give
up on her dream of being a mother.

It wasn’t until she was thirty two that she
discovered the perfect solution to her problem. There was one
particularly steamy date she went on with a Spanish business man
actor who was passing through town that ended in them having sex in
the backseat of her car. Raoul flew back to Spain the next evening
and Julia chalked up the experience as just a one night stand.

A month later though, her period was a week
late and the idea of being pregnant stunned her. She hadn’t taken a
pregnancy test in years, but an idea hit her suddenly as she
watched the little blue line slowly appear. She could find her own
donor. He wouldn’t have to know about it. It would be just like at
a clinic, but better. She would be able to see and meet him.

Since that brush with pregnancy, Julia had
been on the hunt for the perfect man to be the unknowing father of
her child.

“Something intimate? Well, I give excellent
shoulder rubs.” Without asking permission, Chance placed his large
hands on Julia’s slight shoulders and gently pressed his thumbs
into her soft skin.

“Oh, that’s nice. But, I was thinking of
something more…you know…secretive.” Though her tense muscles needed
the attention of his strong hands, Julia still wanted to uncover a
more vital piece of information about Chance.

Drawing aside the straps of her dress, he
slowly rubbed the palms of his hands against the firm softness of
Julia’s back. The small freckles that dotted her shoulders looked
like stars in the night sky and he could not restrain himself from
reaching down and kissing the small of her neck.

“I have no secrets. Well, I have one,” he
whispered, pressing his mouth to her ear.

“What’s your one secret?” Julia asked as she
breathed out slow. The feeling of a sudden flush and a growing
yearning from between her legs overcame her.

“I want you.” Chance slowly moved his hands
from her shoulders down to her waist and firmly squeezed her
thighs. She turned around and kissed him fiercely, unable to hold
back her unbridled desire. All those days of spying on him at work,
watching his muscles flex from underneath the tight white shirt,
dreaming of the day that this moment would come, she could no
longer concentrate on the agenda and succumbed to her lust. Their
kiss was frantic and the energy passing between them was charged
with passion. Positioning herself atop Chance’s lap she straddled
his legs and pried her lips away from his.

“I want you, too.” Her eyes narrowed and a
cunning smile grew across her face.

He reached underneath her blue satin dress
and he lightly touched the lace of her panties with his index
finger. Her skin was taught and firm, and the smoothness of her
legs and the heat resonating from between them made Chance grow
hard. Julia’s thoughts had turned from seduction to yearning as his
rough palms explored her skin. Grabbing the edges of her dress
Julia lifted it off and at sat straddling his lap in her black lace
lingerie. She could feel his body tense and she hurriedly began to
unfasten his belt.

She began to tug on the collar of his shirt
in an attempt to remove it. “Help me. I can’t do all the work,” she
begged him in a playful tone,

Obeying her command, Chance attempted to
pull his button-up over his head in a swift motion but got stuck
half way. His arms were trapped in the tight shirt and his neck was
bent at an awkward angle. He struggled for a moment or two and
Julia sat back, unable to hold back a laugh at the predicament.

“You’re hopeless,” she began to yank at the
back of his shirt to release him. She moved down from his shirt and
continued to fiddle with his belt. Chance took the chance to reach
out and feel the weight of her breasts in his hands. They were held
beautifully within the fabric of her bra and he relished in their
size and shape. Finally done with his belt, she tugged his pants
and boxers to the floor. Chance was somewhat taken aback at how
quickly she was going about the whole process. It was as though she
had somewhere else to be. Taking her lead, he pulled her panties
down around her ankles. Struggling for a moment to remove them
completely, he noticed that had become caught on Julia’s high
heels. Hoping to quickly resolve the issue by simply removing her
shoes, he yanked at the long heel of her left shoe. They did not
budge and he pulled harder until she gasped.

“There’s a strap,” she said with an
uncomfortable sigh and while still managing to kiss him, rapidly
unbuckled both shoes kicked them off and untangled her panties from
them.

She then began to slide down on top of
Chance’s impressive member, but he stopped her and held her
suspended above him for a moment, just before he had completely
entered her.

“Uh...should I, you know…uh…get something?”
It took all the restraint in Chance’s body to stop her and ask the
question. This beautiful and eager woman was something else, but he
knew he had to be polite about the situation.

“A condom? Oh no, it’s fine. I’m on the
pill.” Having always been a bad liar, Julia buried her face in the
crook of Chance’s neck and whispered the falsehood in a breathy
tone, hoping to disguise any impression of her untruthfulness. She
could hear her maternal clock ticking in her ear and knew that now
was her chance to get what she longed for. She longed for her plan
to become pregnant to work but she also longed to make love to this
handsome stranger. She began to lower herself onto him but again
was stopped once more by his powerful hands.

With his large hands Chance easily supported
Julia’s weight and suspended her above him. His deep urge for her
flooded his mind, but he could not quiet his anxieties. Overpowered
with worry, he considered what if he was moving too fast for Julia,
she may not wish to ever see him again. That was a risk he did not
want to take. “Are you sure this is okay?” He asked with the utmost
sincerity as he stared deeply into her dark brown eyes,

Annoyed with his question and at the
uncomfortable nature of the circumstance, Julia snapped at him with
a loud and harsh voice. “Yes dammit. Can we fuck now?” She grabbed
onto his thick arms and squeezed pleadingly.

Chance laughed and then, without a
responding, he held Julia close and thrust deeply into her.


Chapter Two

“What the hell did you do with my
panties?”

“I stole them and am going to sell them to
Asian business men over the internet. That’s what I do in my free
time.” Chance tried to retain as serious a tone as possible but
Julia made it obvious she was not amused by his crass remark. Her
hair was in knots and her makeup was smeared slightly down one side
of her face. Chance thought she looked especially beautiful this
way, worn and messy. Continuing her search for her missing
underwear she crawled on all fours, still naked, peering underneath
the couch. As he observed her, Chance marveled at the fact that
such a slight and delicate-looking woman could be such a wild
lover.

“Seriously, Chance…did you throw them
somewhere?” Reaching through the small opening between the couch
and floor, she inadvertently lifted her ass into the air as she
groped around for her missing panties. Admiring the perky ass
wiggling just below him, Chance started to become aroused
again.

“What’s the hurry to find them? You should
just stay naked on all fours like that forever.”

Julia quickly realized her sexy position and
stood up brushing the dust from the floor off of her knees. She was
not amused by Chance’s flirtation. The deed was complete now and
she wanted to put on her underwear, maybe talk for little while
they finished their drinks, and then give him the boot.

Giving up her search, she stood in the
middle of the living room for a moment and looked at the sweaty,
sprawled out man on her couch. There was something about him,
something mysterious and exciting that she couldn’t make sense of.
Gazing upon his face flushed from sex and his lapis blue eyes
distant and searching, Julia felt her heart start to pound in her
chest. Why is he so relaxed? Why do I want more of him?

Chance glanced over at the naked woman
staring at him from a distance. He met her eyes and neither spoke
for a moment. Slowly he lowered his bent leg to reveal his
excitement and began to stroke the length of his engorged
member.

“I’m ready for more.” He gave a sly
smile.

“I can see that.” Julia said in a flat tone,
still feeling uncomfortable in her vulnerability and at the fact
that this man seemed like he wasn’t going anywhere. She didn’t
trust herself around him and didn’t want to lie anymore. She
worried she may give in and tell him the truth behind her
intentions, or worse…start to like him.

“I haven’t even seen your bedroom,” he
said.

He walked towards her, leading with his
erect member like a dowser with a divining rod. Julia was the water
and Chance was thirsty. She let out a gasp as he scooped her up in
his capable arms and carried her down the narrow hallway to what he
could only assume was her bedroom.

Gently laying her on top of the white cotton
comforter, he paused for a moment to take in the magnificent sight.
Her slender legs spilled out from the curve of her waist. Her long
blonde hair curled in waves about her shoulders and he could not
help himself from reaching out and brushing away the strands to
reveal the perfection of her breasts. Her pink and ample mouth
parted, taking in a slow and deep sigh. Chance needed her again. He
couldn’t hold himself back and crawled on top of her.

Closing her eyes tight, Julia said in an
almost remorseful tone, “How are you ready again?” The burning
desire for him writhed within her, but she worried that this eager
and hungry man was going to be too much for her. She didn’t want to
develop a connection, emotionally or even sexually. He was here for
a singular purpose and that was it. She distrusted the longing she
had for him to be inside her again and attempted in vain to deter
him.

“You easily excite me.”

Passionately she grabbed the back of
Chance’s neck and drew his mouth to hers. Kissing him slow and
deep, she showed him that she was indeed ready for more.

They explored each other’s bodies all night.
There wasn’t an inch of Julia’s figure that he had not licked,
kissed, or grabbed in those hours of making love. From the back of
her knees to the gentle kisses he laid on top of her eyes lids in
the quiet moments when they panted, exhausted next to one
another.

The sheets, pillows and entire bed frame had
been rearranged into a new placement over the course of the night.
By the bright metallic light cast by the moon through her window,
Julia attempted to arrange her bed back to its original state. Her
skin was dewy and glowed iridescently as she slowly maneuvered
about the room, picking up pillows and tucking in the corners of
the sheets.

“How are you even moving? I’m all worn out.”
Chance was spread out like a skydiver on the messy sheets. His
ebony black hair clung to his brow which was moist from his
impassioned efforts. The idea of making a bed right now seemed
ridiculous. Julia finally tossed the final pillow on the bed and
got underneath the thin cotton covers.

“I’m tired too. I just want the bed to be in
order is all.” Piling her long blonde hair above her neck, the
increasing feeling of vulnerability rose in her chest that was
becoming all too familiar with Chance. She glanced out of the
corner of her eye and saw that he wore a peaceful, contented
smile.

He seems so relaxed, it’s odd. Well…not
really. It just seems odd to me because I am holding a secret. Of
course he is relaxed, he just got done having sex for three hours.
I cannot believe I am not more tired. I would sleep easier if he
would just leave.
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