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ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews. Please do not participate in or encourage the piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. No reproduction of this book part or whole is permitted. This book should not be scanned or distributed in any printed or electronic form without the author’s permission.

Synopsis  

This is the conclusion of the two part story of Skylar James and Jillian DeMarco.

Skylar 

I saw something in the man they called Jillian DeMarco, perhaps before he’d seen it himself. However, that appeared impossible now that I had a chance to meet him and the way I met him. He was strong and beautiful, and sexy as hell. A man who cared too much, and loved too deep. All he wanted was to be loved and he wasn’t until I came into his life. The complications were overwhelming, because of course, he was married, and I’d promised myself that I’d never fall in love with a married man, that was until I met Jillian, then all my scruples, and ethics were thrown out when I met the man he’d married, and that was when I rationalized about our relationship.  

However, was I willing to wait forever for this man to be free, when I couldn’t go one day without seeing him, or wanting him near me?  

Jillian  

I had been trying to feel something for my husband Kyla, but I’d grown cold because of his demeaning treatment of me, and his unfaithful behavior from the night we were married. When Skylar waltzed into my life and my office, I knew with one look at his pretty sweet face that I’d never want another man again, because I needed him, and I never let him go. Skylar must have thought that I’d lost my mind when I came on to him in my office, and he’d made it clear that there could never be anything between us.  

I took my marriage vows seriously, and it took a lot to bring me to the point where I wanted out of the marriage, but had I waited too long, and Skylar had become tired. I was wondering now, would he still want me after I was a free man?”  

Book one, “A Model Beginning” should be read first, then book two, “A Model Ending” If you discover that there are characters that you want to follow up with such as Stan, Robert and Brandon, then go ahead and read the standalone “Extra Virgin.” 
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Chapter 1

Skylar  
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WHAT WERE THE PROBABILITIES of hanging out with my friend Robert, meeting Jillian in a club, when I’d sworn off all men with the name Jillian DeMarco. When I’d sworn I’d walk, stroll, or run the other way if I so much as looked at a man who resembled Jillian with his dark curls, long eyelashes, fucking hard body that had my cock twitching if I got close enough for him to smell me, or me to smell him. 

What the fuck?  

“I want you, Skylar James, like I’ve never wanted any man before in my life,” Jillian said, before angling his head, palming my cock, then brushing his soft pink lips over mine, and whispering into my ear, “I love your cock in my ass, but what I love most of all, is fucking you after I’ve felt your ass cheeks go rigid. When I hold them in my hands, your shaft goes stiff against my lips, your cock hardens, the slit opens up in my mouth, and your warm cum fills it to overflowing, where it drips to the side of my mouth, and I can lap it up with my tongue. Give that to me, baby. Now.”   

Fuck, but that was so hot and so dirty, I thought, as I flicked my hips against his warm palm. There wasn’t enough material separating my cock from his fiery hand. My pants could go up in flames any moment if I didn’t do something to prevent it. Because every pore on my body had come alive. My hair tingled, my skin woke to searing heat as his tongue licked along my jawline, while pressing his warm mouth on my cheek, on my forehead, then taking my mouth with a life-shattering kiss, biting and sucking, and grinding hips against stiff shafts, which sent my cock wildly on a mission to attack the thin fabric of my pants that separated us.  

Oh hell yes, yes, suck me, fuck me. Do anything you want to me. I was ashamed to say after all my righteous indignation about him being married. 

The tight muscles of my hole relaxed with the memory of his last intrusion, which made me question if I were a bottom or top, but right now I didn’t give a fuck. I’d fuck his mouth until he made me stop.    

Jillian looked up at me with blinding lust, his chest heaving up and down, as I felt his erection caress my shaft, when he reached for my hand, dragging me along out of the light and into a dark corner with my shoes making a slippery sound on the marble flooring. 

Once out of the range of the cameras, his palms clamped to the sides of my face, my back against the wall, then his greedy mouth covered mine with blistering kiss after blistering kiss. Tongues tangled, hips pumped against our arousal, and our hard cocks strained against the tightly wrapped cloth restraining them, preventing them from breaking free in a public building that appeared to have cameras everywhere, but we didn’t care. 

I knew I didn’t any longer, because I wanted Jillian as much as he desired me.

All we cared about at that moment was satisfying a fixed urge. A sure desire. Jillian reached between us, and before I could tell him, “No, not here,” he had my jeans open, my zipper down, and I did the rest by pulling my jeans down to my ankles with his help. 

I whispered into his mouth, “Not here? Do you think—” 

Jillian whispered, “Quiet baby,” as he fondled my balls, and jerked my moist cock with me leaning with my head back against the wall. “Someone will hear us. They have security, you know,” he pleaded. “They will block us from coming to this bar in the future. It has a good dance floor, music, and the men who come here are divine,” he joked, and shot me a wink. 

“No. I didn’t know. Besides the cameras?” That should have been my cue to talk sense into Jillian, but I wanted this, and it felt so hot to know that Jillian DeMarco was going to his knees, in a public place, and oh my God he was stroking my length along his lips, and my slick cock’s head was headed to his open mouth. I glanced down after I felt his tongue slide along my shaft, and then massaged my slit with precum oozing from it. He licked along the edges and then my cock disappeared into his mouth when I reached and grabbed a lock of his dark curly hair.  

My head fell back, my mouth opened and the sound of a moan crashed against the walls, and I knew someone had to have heard my intense lurid breaths, when I fell into the rhythm of his mouth sucking, and his tongue sliding along my swollen cock’s head. My breathing accelerated, my heart raced, and heat flowed down my spine and settled on my balls nestled in Jillian’s hands, and I couldn’t hold it any longer. “Not now, baby,” he groaned. “You taste too good to give it to me now.” 

Jillian licked his fingers, opened his mouth, and I eagerly offered him my dripping pre-cum-covered cock. When he sucked my length down his throat, his fingers were easing through my tight muscles where he found my prostate. “Oh fuck, fuck, fuck,” I groaned, my head hitting the wall.   

The dam burst, and the flood gates of cum shot into Jillian’s mouth, my breathing coming fast in shallow breaths as he swallowed, then looked up at me and smiled. Then ran his sleeve over his mouth, marking it with white liquid.  

With my arms outstretched, I placed my palms against the wall to hold myself up, to keep from falling. Did this just happen? Jillian reached and helped me pull up my jeans. “You were so fast, you didn’t give me time to enjoy you,” he admitted.  

“I thought those hard floors would hurt your knees, and security would find us, and we’d be all over the papers, or Facebook. You know you’re the famous designer Jillian DeMarco, and it wouldn’t look good with you giving a blowjob to your intern, in Vanity Fair.” I said, trying not to mention the obvious. And fuck me for being so stupid, because he was still married, and I would be labeled as a homewrecker. 

No one cared that Kyla was a slut and a whore, but they cared that I was fucking his husband, and that would have made me the slut and whore in others’ eyes.   

“Hell, they need something in that magazine to get the young crowd reading it. Subscriptions might go up twofold,” Jillian joked as he helped me with my shirt, wiping off the spit and cum on the hem, with him smiling and standing. 

“What’s so funny?” I asked. 

“I thought you never wanted to see me again. I’m just happy that you didn’t leave me. I promise you that things will be better between you and me. I know what I need to do. I’ve been such a fool for far too long.         

Walking out into the lobby of the building hand and hand, and passing security, who hardly looked up from his desk, because he’d been reading a book. I was relieved to know that the young security officer about my age hadn’t taken the time to look at the monitors, or do a walk through.   

I stopped outside and glanced over at Jillian, “Where do we go from here?” 

“Why don’t we take a ride out to Fire Island. I have a cottage on the water, and we can lie around in bed for a week. I’ll order food and—” 

“I didn’t mean that.” I pulled away and faced Jillian, “What do you want from me?” 

“Everything. Everything, and nothing.” I raised an eyebrow, not understanding those simple words. Oh, I knew the meaning of everything, and I knew the meaning of nothing. Everything meaning all, the whole thing. Nothing meaning unknown. Zero. But Jillian couldn’t have been more confusing and I had to know. I stopped just outside the building and turned to Jillian.  

“Thank you for the Miro. But I can’t accept it. It’s too expensive.” I should have given him a Miro with those amazing blowjobs I’d received from him.   

“If you were a woman and I’d given you a gift like that, and we were in love, you’d never tell me to take it back. Why would you want me to take it now? I bought it for you. I wanted you to have one. I love you. Brandon was giving Robert one and I didn’t want you to feel neglected. I didn’t know what else to give you. I couldn’t very well give you a ring yet, and I knew you adored that painter, and you are as important to me as Robert is to Brandon.” 

Then I’ll keep it,” I found myself saying. “But can you afford it?” His head shot back as if I’d said a dirty word and he slanted his head at me.  

“I’m Jillian DeMarco. All I need to do is fill a few orders I have when the bands start back on tour, and the painting is paid for. Those orders are good for another house too, but since I don’t need any more homes, that can be for a trip to Venice for the both of us sometime in the future.” I couldn’t see any of that happening, but I could be wrong.  

I glanced at Jillian when he placed his arm on my shoulder. “Let’s go. It’s getting chilly. The season is changing.”    

We strode near his limo, and stood in the night air whipping through our bodies. Jillian inched closer to me, pressing my back against the car, and him leaning over me, “I’m cold, hold me.” 

“Why don’t I hold you in the car?” He supported his hips against my spent cock, and gave me a light kiss. “I don’t want to stand out here shivering, and watching you tremble, baby.” 

Looking at Jillian. “I have to make a big decision.”

“About me?” Jillian questioned, before he opened the car door. He had me pinned against the door with his hips.  

“No. About whether I call my mother and ask her to send me a coat.” 

Jillian chuckled and then opened the car door. Once we were in, he leaned over and laid his head on my chest. Was I ready to throw away my principles and get involved with a married man? I questioned myself.

You’re already involved with a married man, you dick. What more do you have to do before you face what’s happening? Does Jillian have to fuck you in the middle of Times Square on New Years Eve for you to get the message—you’re fucking a married man? Grow up and fucking get over it.

Jillian draped his hand behind my shoulder, and pulled me to him. I leaned over, placed my hand on his zipper. “Not now. I can wait. I want to be inside you first in my bed,” Jillian moaned with a hoarse sexy voice.

I leaned back and gazed at Jillian’s handsome face and body. I didn’t know how to tell him that I couldn’t go with him. I wanted to go bad. This was so fucked up. When I had nothing to do, jobless, broke, and wanted to get away and be with someone, anyone within reason, I had all the time in the world, and nothing happened. I couldn’t buy a piece of ass, or give my ass away. Not that I wanted to.  

Now I had a man I loved, but no time for him. Could this get more fucked up? 
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Chapter 2

Skylar
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Jillian offered me one of his beautiful full-pampered smiles. The kind that made a man want to do anything for him. “What?”

“You haven’t said whether you’ll go with me to Fire Island.” Didn’t I say this was fucked up? Fire Island. I had a boyfriend who had a cottage on Fire Island. Was I dreaming? And would someone shake me from this deliriously happy dream?   

“I have a job,” I mumbled, waking myself up to reality. “Us starving artists need regular employment.” 

“Doing what? You don’t have to work.” 

“I really don’t want to discuss that. Not now, not tonight. And if you must know, I’m a salesman at this store that looks like it could be going out of business soon, if the general manager doesn’t make changes. He made one change by hiring me. I must toot my own horn. That was a smart move on his part. I’m going to help him come up with some ideas to make the store profitable.” I laid my head back and peered at him. I didn’t know if I should tell Jillian the name of the store. I didn’t know what I was afraid of. Maybe him.  

“Why aren’t we moving?” I questioned.  

“You haven’t said whether you’ll go with me.” 

“I just got a job at one of your stores.” I blurted out, before I realized the implications of what I’d said. Damn, but I didn’t want to tell him now. He glanced at me, then furrowed his brow. 

“One of my stores is in trouble? That’s the first I’ve heard of this,” he said, dropping his arm to my side.  

“When was the last time you were in Sunday, Monday?” I turned, sitting up straight and looked at him. His faced changed to a dour expression. His body twisting to me, a grim narrow expression marking his magnificent face as if he was thinking, and I no longer existed. Then after a minute he focused on me. 

“That’s the store I allowed Kyla to manage. I’d forgotten about it, and I told Rene my general manager to step back. I did this because Kyla had asked me. This was his pet project. He said that he wanted complete control. I knew that it wasn’t making much, but I indulged him in that whim, and then I think Rene hinted that Kyla shouldn’t have had control over the store. I don’t remember Rene telling me that the store was in jeopardy of closing. Finally, I told Rene to take it over.” 

Words were tumbling out of Jillian’s mouth like a riverbank overflowing. 

“I’ll make you a bargain. I need to work with Rene, because he’s depending on me and then I promise you that I’ll go wherever you want. I have to be at the store tomorrow, and don’t you have some designs you have to get out to cover my Miro.” Jillian smiled, but it didn’t cover his brown eyes.  

After our conversation, Jillian agreed that he had work to do, and instructed his driver to take me to Brandon and Robert’s apartment. The driver turned left and headed uptown. When the limo arrived moments later in front of the building, the car stopped out front. “I don’t like going through the main entrance,” I admitted. “It’s not like I own the place.” 

“It’s just practice, baby, because I may buy you a penthouse one day.” I didn’t want to tell Jillian that Rene let me look at his numbers, and they weren’t good. Sunday, Monday was losing money by the boatload. It was Kyla’s own piggy bank, and I had a better chance of buying him a penthouse than he had now of doing that for me.    

Jillian appeared to recover from the initial shock, opened the car and stepped out, pulling me out with him. 

“Robert’s not going to mind if we go in through the front. He’ll probably want some company. Come on, baby, let’s go in. I want to see you safely in bed.” Jillian waggled his brows. Then when I glanced up at Jillian to tell him that it wasn’t necessary, his smooth smile turned into a frown, and he narrowed his gaze and stood in front of me as if protecting me from someone. 

“So, this is who you’re fucking. I knew it was a reason why you didn’t want me in your bed anymore. You can’t keep this quiet, especially since we’re married.” Kyla leaned around Jillian’s shoulder and locked eyes with me. 

“How did you find me?” Jillian questioned, in a voice I’d never heard from him before. It was harsh, unapologetic, and unforgiving.  

“I asked around,” Kyla said casually, trying to maintain his I caught you moment. 

“I didn’t think you would take the time to find out what a husband was doing, especially since you had more important things to do, like drink and suck anyone’s cock who waved it in your face.” 

Wow, I never thought I’d hear words like that coming from Jillian. And obviously Kyla hadn’t fathomed that he’d say that to him either. Maybe Jillian was claiming himself from the depths of hell that Kyla had taken him to. 

Kyla bit his lip, narrowed his eyes and swallowed, then he turned his attention to me as if I was a soft target, and I might have been, because I could not believe that I was in the middle of marital shitstorm. “How much is he paying you, bitch?”  

My mother warned me about this, and obviously I hadn’t listened to her.  

I tried to move from behind Jillian, but he had his hand holding my shoulder. “You’re wasted, Kyla, go home, and I’ll see you when you get there.” Jillian touched his chest.  

“Don’t you touch me, you bastard, and get your fucking hands off me. Did he tell you that we’re married. I bet he never told you that, but if he did you’d fuck him anyway, because he’s the almighty Jillian DeMarco. What did he promise you? Did he say that he would divorce me?” I glared at Kyla stumbling and ranting, in front of Brandon’s apartment building as cabbies slowed, hoping for a fare.  

“He’s never going to divorce me. Just you wait and see.” I took a step and glanced over at Jillian, and then just when I thought Kyla was going to make a move in my direction, he fell forward toward Jillian, and Jillian caught him. 

I moved away. “Oh, Jillian. What have we done?” I asked.  

“We haven’t done anything. I have to get him home and get him some help.” 

“Don’t you need to call an ambulance? He looks terrible,” I observed.  

“He looks terrible, because all this is from previous nights. He must have checked himself out of the hospital.” 

“I have to go Jillian. I have a job to get to tomorrow, and I’m sending the Miro back. You’re going to need it.” I turned and walked away. I could see Jillian holding Kyla in his arms, with a low stare aimed at me as I watched his likeness through the glass windows of the building. I watched him lovingly deposit Kyla into the backseat of his limo. I watched as he turned to make a move in my direction, then Kyla woke, grabbed his arm, and tugged at his suit coat as I stepped into the lobby. 

Waiting at the elevator to take me to the warmth of my empty quarters, I felt the heat of a strong hand touch my shoulder. When I turned, I was staring into Jillian’s amber eyes, his dark curly hair swept over his forehead, covering his deep widow’s peak. I watched as his eyes turned sad and his mouth appeared to lock at the seams, and then open. 

“I’m sorry, Sky, I didn’t want this to happen. Not now, not ever.” 

“Don’t be. You’re a married man. I should have expected that I would be confronted by the truth one day. I didn’t know how I could have thought that it would end any differently. I’m the fool for thinking that we could have found a way to be together. The way it is now, I see that it was a miscalculation on my part, and a damn stupid mistake.” 

The elevator dinged and I stepped in. Jillian held the door. “Let the door go, Jillian. We have nothing more to say to each other. I’ll stay at the store, but from this day forward, we have nothing but a working relationship. Go and be with Kyla. He needs you more than I do. I can manage.” 

Jillian’s arm dropped and the elevator closed in his face. I didn’t want that. Deep down I wanted him to fight for our love, but how could he? I knew it was over, and when he stood with his arms falling at his sides, he knew it too. 

The elevator zoomed up to the top floor and opened up into Brandon and Robert’s penthouse apartment. I crept along the foyer, trying not to make noise. I didn’t want anyone to ask me questions. I didn’t want them to see my eyes and the expression of disappointment, dejection, distress, misery, sadness, and a host of other soul-sucking feelings my emotional state had sunk deep into. But like Murphy’s law, they both were awake, turned to see me while they were sitting on the sofa, with Robert’s head in Brandon’s lap, watching an old movie with a large tin of popcorn nearby, and my cat at the foot of the sofa. 

Fur Ball looked up at me as if I was a burglar intruding into their peaceful space.  

“What are you doing there?” I questioned Fur Ball a little too rough, and his fur puffed out as he arched his back. “Wow. You certainly are temperamental.” And I stepped away and lowered my voice.

I tried to disguise the sound of my voice that had been filled with pain, but the cat sensed that I was upset and uneasy. I’d taken my frustrations out on the poor cat, and he knew it. He’d finally come around to forgiving Brandon for stepping on his tail, and now he appeared to prefer their company to mine, for which I didn’t blame him. 

The life I was leading and would be going forward, was my brutal reality, and it wasn’t a cat’s life. If Fur Ball were lucky, and I’d say he was, the only drama he’d encounter would be being hungry, and getting scolded for climbing on the table or fridge while stalking his favorite treats.  

Robert sat up and said, “He’s just unpredictable. Not a traitor. Brandon came in late and I’d invited Fur Ball to share a movie with me, that’s all.” Then Robert glanced over at Brandon, who was awake one minute, and then nodding off the next. 
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