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Patrick is only a man and showing Annie the scenes at the Club is too tempting. He’s going to go too far if he doesn’t stop.

Annie isn’t ready to let Patrick bail on her because of her brother. What they have it too special, until Patrick confesses that he thinks the things she likes are dirty and vile.

Can Patrick fix this misunderstanding, or has he lost Annie for good?

––––––––

[image: ]


If you enjoy erotic romance that takes place in the workplace with headstrong females and sexy, alpha military males, then you’ll love this new adult, contemporary romantic comedy. This story has hot, kinky sex scenes so it's meant for those over eighteen.
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Join My Readers’ Group and for a limited time get the entire Six Nights of Sin series for FREE

(THERE’S A PEEK of BOOK ONE AT THE END OF THIS BOOK)

Click Here to Get Your FREE Books
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If you want to read the stories before they are published, follow me on Ream. You'll get access to my work(s) in progress as I write them. 

https://reamstories.com/ellisoday
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CHAPTER 1:  ANNIE
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When her shift was over, Annie hurried and changed into her street clothes. She couldn’t wait to get Patrick to her house and fool around again. He’d been inside of her, both her back and her front, and she wanted him there again, especially her front. Anal had been better than she’d expected but she wanted conventional sex with him. She slipped into the hallway and there he was, leaning against the wall. Her gaze raked over his frame. She wanted him, right here, right now. Her eyes trailed up his body and she almost gasped from the look of longing on his face. Oh, yeah. They’d do it tonight. She fought a grin as she glanced around. There was no one in sight, so she strolled up to him.

“Annie.” There was a warning in his tone but she ignored it.

“Patrick.” She ran her hands up his chest and leaned into him as she put her arms around his neck.  

“What are you doing?” His hands immediately came to her ass and pulled her closer.  

“Kissing you.” She raised her mouth to his.  

He hesitated for a moment but as soon as her tongue traced his lips he snapped. He lifted her and spun around, pressing her against the wall as he slanted his mouth, devouring her. She wrapped her legs around him and his hand slipped under her shirt, pushing it up as he went. His fingers found her already hard nipple and he tugged on it.  

“Do that again.” She rocked her hips, rubbing against his erection.

“Fuck, Annie. You drive me crazy.” He thrust against her.

“Please, Patrick.” She needed him, now. Her hand came between them and she grasped his cock through his pants.

His mouth moved to her breast, sucking it. She moaned as her other hand unbutton his pants, pushing the zipper down and pulling out his cock. He was so hard, so ready for her. She stroked his length and he tugged on her nipple with his teeth, making her squeeze him. He groaned against her breast.

“Shit.” He tugged her shirt down. 

“No.” She wasn’t going to let him stop. Not this time, she needed this. She needed him.

“Someone’s coming.” He unhooked her legs from around his hips and stepped back.

Her knees buckled, and he grabbed her arm as he tucked his cock into his pants, grimacing as he zipped up.

Two women turned the corner. They were maids for the next shift.

“Morning,” he said. “Annie, are you ready to go?”

She nodded, her head still fuzzy with passion. He led her to the garage and put her into his car.  

“We can’t do things like that,” he said. “We almost got caught.” His jaw was tense. 

She wasn’t sure if he was angry or if it was only frustrated passion. “Sorry.  You’re right.” He was. She didn’t want her co-workers to know about this...arrangement.

He glanced at her nervously and she almost laughed.

“I admit when I’m wrong.”

“That’s good to know.” His lips twitched. “It’s not a common trait among women.”

“Hey!” She slapped his arm.

“Sorry, but I speak the truth.”  

“I’m not most women.”

“No, you’re not.” His gaze landed on her for one, hot moment.

She wanted to jump him right there, but doing anything like that when he was driving was dangerous. However, as soon as she got him in her house he was hers.

He pulled into her driveway and moved around the car to open the door for her. She stepped out and stood so close that if either of them took a deep breath they’d be touching. She took his hand.

“I should go home.” He shut the car door.

“You can. Later.” She’d rather he stayed the night but she’d focus on one battle at a time. She tugged him toward her house but he didn’t move.

“Annie, we can’t.”

She wanted to stamp her foot in annoyance. “We don’t have to do anything.” She bit her lip and his nostrils flared. “Or we could do other things...you know like we’ve done before.” 

“Fuck, Annie. Don’t.” He stepped away from her as if she were toxic. “We’ve already done more than we should have and I...I can’t not be with you anymore.”

She walked up to him. “Then be with me.”

“You know I can’t.”

“Please.” She moved closer, letting her fingers skim up and down his chest, going lower with each passing. “I want you and you want me. We’re adults. We’re not hurting anyone.” This time, her fingers caressed his cock, which was once again pressing against his pants.

He grabbed her face between his hands and kissed her, long and deep, making her head spin from the intensity. He pushed her against his car pressing into her and then he lifted her and strode toward her house.

She wrapped her legs around his waist and pressed against him. “God, Patrick, I want you so bad.”

“Keys,” he said against her lips.

She looked in her purse but couldn’t find them. “They have to be here.” She shoved items out of her way. If this gave him time to change his mind, she’d kill someone. “Hold this.” She pulled out her wallet, handing it to him and then some papers. She almost whooped with joy as her fingers grasped the metal. “Here they are.”

He yanked them from her hand and opened the door. He stepped inside, slammed the door behind them as his mouth came down on hers, his tongue claiming her as his. He stumbled to her bedroom and dropped her onto the bed.  

She tossed her purse on the floor and he put her wallet and papers on her nightstand.  

“I need you inside my mouth, now.” She got on her knees and grabbed the waistband of his pants. Her eyes met his but there was no hesitation, nothing but lust, pure raw lust. She clenched her thighs together as she unbuttoned his pants, letting her fingers skim lightly against the tip of his penis. He inhaled sharply. She drew the zipper down slowly. The throbbing between her legs increased at the desire on his face. She shoved his pants and underwear down, allowing his dick to spring free. It bobbed right in front of her face, as if begging her to have a taste. She had no plans on disappointing it. She slipped her hand into her pants and his eyes narrowed with desire. She pulled her hand out and rubbed her wetness along his length.  

“Do that again,” he said.

She licked him as her other hand dipped beneath her waistband. Her lips parted as she stroked herself.

“Take your pants off. I want to see you.”  

She let go of his cock and unbuttoned her pants and pushed them and her underwear down around her knees. She rubbed herself and then grabbed his dick, covering him with her juices. She licked her lips. “I don’t think you’re wet enough.” 

“Please, Annie.” His breath was coming in pants now.

She’d done this to him. She’d brought this great, big, sexy man to the edge of lust and she wasn’t even naked yet.  

“Annie.” It was a word of worship and he grasped her head. He didn’t push her onto his cock, but the trembling in his grip told her he wanted to. “Please.”

“Please what, Patrick?” She gave him a quick lick and a guttural groan rumbled through his chest. “You have to say it or I’ll stop.”

“That’s not funny.”

“I’m not kidding.” She wasn’t. Kind of. She’d stop but not forever. She wanted to taste him again. Bring him right to the edge with her mouth. She ran her tongue over the head of his dick. “Say it.”

“Suck me. Suck my dick, baby.”

She licked up and down his length, while her hand stroked him. She lowered her mouth to his cock, taking him in. Now, his hand did push her down as his hips thrust upward. She bobbed her head, finding her rhythm as she sucked and licked, stroking his length and playing with his balls.

His fingers wrapped in her hair and then gave her a gentle tug. “Enough, or I’m going to come.”

She stopped, pulling his cock out of her mouth with a pop. He grabbed her face and kissed her, pushing her back on the bed and then his hands were everywhere—on her breasts, her stomach, removing her shirt and bra and then her pants as he suckled her tits. It was too much sensation, too much pleasure. She spread her legs and wriggled against him, trying to get closer. She shoved at his shirt, he’d already removed his pants, but she wanted him naked. He stopped kissing her but only long enough to pull his shirt over his head and then his mouth was on hers. He used his knee to shove her legs farther apart and then he was there—hard and throbbing—right where she wanted him, right where he belonged.

He grabbed his cock and positioned himself at her entrance. “Are you sure?” His words were a whispered groan.

“Yes.” She locked her legs around his waist and shifted her hips, causing him to slide inside a fraction.  

“Oh, God, you feel so good.” He buried his face in her neck and pushed in a little more. 

He was going too slow. She needed him inside of her now. “Please, Patrick.” She ran her hands down his back and squeezed his ass. 

“You feel so good. So, fucking tight.” He pushed into her a little more. 

He was so big. He was stretching her and filling her. It hurt but in a good way, in the best way. He rocked, pushing in more and more with each thrust—a constant unwavering invasion. Her breath was coming in pants as her fingers scratched at his back.

“You okay, baby?”

“Yeah. Just do it quick.” She pushed on his ass with her feet and he slid into her all the way. She groaned. It hurt but she knew in a moment it’d feel better than anything.

“Shhh.” He brushed the hair from her face. “Give it a minute. Breathe, baby.” 

He kissed her, taking her mind off the pressure inside of her, and then he moved, just a little and it felt wonderful. 

“Ohh.” She moaned.

“You like that.” His eyes sparkled as he did it again but this time pulling farther out before pushing back inside of her.

“Yes.”  

“Good, because I’d die if you made me stop.”

“Don’t stop. Ever.” She kissed his cheek and then lips as he turned his head. 

His tongue thrust into her mouth as his dick thrust into her pussy. He moved his lips to her neck as he picked up the pace, moving faster and harder. Her body hummed as she rocked with him, meeting him thrust for thrust, taking him deeper and deeper until she wasn’t sure where he ended and she began. Her body spiraled and tightened as their movements became more frantic.

“Oh, God, Annie. You’re perfect. You feel so good.” He nipped her ear and she burst, clinging to him as she came. He kept pounding into her until he groaned and shuddered his release.  

He collapsed on top of her, his face buried in her neck, his breathing ragged. She turned, kissing his cheek, and skimming her legs down his as she untangled her limbs from him.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 2:  PATRICK
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Patrick stretched, his hand encountering soft curves and his dick hardened. He never wanted to move, except maybe to get closer, to get inside her again. He nuzzled his face into her neck. She smelled good—warm and rich with a hint of flowers. She smelled like Annie. His eyes popped open and memories of the night, well, morning raced through his head like a fantastic porno. He’d been insatiable. Ever since he’d slipped inside her during lunch he’d been unable to think of anything besides getting back in there. The way she’d squeezed him and the hot, wet warmth of her. His dick stiffened even more and his hand moved from her hip to her breast.

She moaned slightly in her sleep. He should leave her alone. She had to be exhausted. He grinned and kissed her softly. After the first time, they’d fucked four more times. He hadn’t become aroused that quickly and that easily since he’d been sixteen. His fingers trailed down her belly to her pussy and he began to stroke her. He lifted her leg, placing it over his hip and opening up for him. The head of his cock teased her entrance and she moaned again.

“Let me in, baby,” he whispered in her ear. “Open for me.”

She wrapped her arm around his neck and shifted her hips closer. He leaned up on his elbow so he could see her face as he buried himself inside her in one long thrust. Her eyes stayed closed but her mouth opened on a gasp. He rocked into her as his hand came down, pressing on her abdomen so he could more easily hit her g-spot.

“Ohh...” She moaned again, as her eyelids fluttered open.  

He kissed her neck, sucking on the sensitive spot where it met her shoulder, as he increased his pace, hitting her g-spot over and over. She felt so fucking good as she squeezed him, clasping him inside her as if she never wanted to let him go. 

“Fuck, Annie, do that again.” He thrust into her hard and she clamped down on his cock. “You feel too fucking good. Come for me, baby. This one’s going to be hard and fast.”

His finger found her clit and he caressed it, using his nail to rake it gently. She gasped and her body tightened. Her hips bucked and her mouth opened on a silent sigh as her pussy tightened around him, sending him over the edge. 
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