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CHAPTER ONE


MARCIE





I’m late. I glance down at my phone as I jog down the street. Terribly late. Ripper is going to give me another one of his lectures about how young and irresponsible I am. And worst of all, he’s going to call me kiddo again. 

Ripper has been calling me that awful nickname since I first met him when I was sixteen. I had run away from my mom and our life in Vegas. That is, so far, still the best decision I have ever made in my life. 

When I was sixteen, I finally had enough of my mother and her lack of love and parenting. She has spent her life stripping and waitressing in casinos and clubs and other degrading establishments in Vegas. The best term to use when describing my mother is crack whore. She has been an addict for years, making her an easy target for all of her so-called loving boyfriends. They use her for drugs, money, and sex. 

I don’t have a single kind memory of my mother. All I remember is seeing her shooting herself up with drugs and her banging whatever scumbag who wanted a piece of her ass. I remember hiding under the sheets on my bed whenever she had a guy over. I spent my entire childhood hiding under my bed sheets. That is, until someone tore my sheets away and stole my safe place. 

I knew at that moment I needed to leave and never come back. During one of my dear mother’s drug benders, she informed me all about my loser dad, Earl O’Connor, a cheating scumbag who already had a family in Texas. She also told me he had abandoned that family, leaving his wife and two grown sons behind. No one had heard from him since, so my only option at the time was to look for my brothers and hope they would take pity on me.  

My half-brothers were and still are deeply involved with the one-percenter motorcycle club, the Death’s Soldiers MC. However, none of that has ever mattered to me. Back then, at age sixteen, I was lost and desperate. I even hitchhiked from Las Vegas to Lineville, Arizona to locate Liam and Kieran O’Connor, more known by their road names, Cash and Beast. As Vice President and Sergeant-at-Arms of the Death's Soldiers MC, they’re among the most powerful men in the county. 

Never have I regretted running away from home. The only painful sting it has caused me is knowing that my mother never once called me or tried to look for me to ensure I was okay and still alive. The bitch has simply never cared. 

After some serious explaining, several hours of questioning, and some DNA testing, my brothers, Cash and Beast, believed me. Surprisingly, my brothers took me into the fold and demanded that I change my last name to O’Connor. Their mother knows of my existence but not of my relation to them. She’s not a strong person, and apparently, she has lived a life of hell with their father. All I know is that he treated her horribly and that she was too scared to leave him. Fortunately for her, he left her and hasn’t been seen since. 

Speaking of mothers, my own dear mother is the reason why I’m going to be late for work. She had the guts to show up at my apartment and demand money from me. 

For the last couple of years, my mother has only shown up in my life when she needs money or a favor. In the beginning, I had a hard time telling her no. I desperately wished she wanted to be a part of my life, but I was always left disappointed. 

These days, I find it easy to reject her as long as she doesn’t have a boyfriend or a pimp or whatever you wanna call the men she brings with her. It often gets tricky to say no when she brings backup. However, I’m a tough cookie. I own a gun, and I know how to use it. Not to mention, my family is a biker club that can make shit happen. But I’m unfortunately also stubborn to a fault. I prefer to handle things myself, and that has landed me in some sticky situations before. 

My mother’s so-called boyfriends can be violent. It has happened that I’ve gotten a bruise or two during one of their visits. Beast and Cash have hunted down several guys and given them the scare of their lifetime, but a new one always shows up. My mother is a revolving door of men, and one evil is easily replaced by a new one. 

Today, my mother came alone, but that didn’t stop her from slapping me across the face when I said no to borrowing her the grand she so desperately needed. Just like the last grand she so desperately needed or the one before that. Whatever money she borrows never finds its way back to me. I’ve learned that the hard way. My cheek still burns from where she slapped me. I’m sure I’ll be spotting a nice red handprint on my face all day. 

I rush inside Ripper’s tattoo parlor with the hood of my jacket tucked over my head, shielding my red mark. I say a quick hi to Matt. He’s a freelance tattooist who works here a couple of times a week. Very heavy metal-ish. Long hair, black nails, and most often spotting a band tee. 

Matt and Ripper do a lot of work on all the tough guys in the area. The guys got an outstanding reputation. They do a lot of club-related tattoos. A lot of skulls and death and misery. I do that shit too. Hell, I think that shit is pretty. But I tattoo whatever the customer wants. If my customer wants a butterfly, I’ll give them the best butterfly they’ve ever seen. 

‘’You’re late,’’ Matt mumbles from his small workstation, his glasses perched on his nose as he draws. 

I sigh. ‘’I know.’’

‘’He ain’t gonna be happy,’’ he singsongs as I make my way out back. I’m instantly annoyed and agitated by Matt’s words. Mostly because he’s fucking right. Ripper ain’t gonna be happy. He always comes and goes as it pleases him, but if I’m five minutes late, all hell breaks loose. Perks of being the boss.    

I make my way out to the kitchen to get a much-needed cup of coffee. Of course, the man of my wet dreams is standing there, slowly looking at his leatherbound wristwatch, grunting displeasingly at me. 

I lick my lips, trying not to look like a lovesick puppy. Ripper has been the starring male in my wet dreams since the first time I laid eyes on him at age sixteen. 

‘’Listen, I’m aware that I’m half an hour late,’’ I blurt out before he can reprimand me like a toddler. It fucking breaks my heart every time he does that. Sometimes I wonder if he only does it because he takes pleasure in my pain. ‘’I deeply apologize for my tardiness, boss, but I swear I did everything in my power to be here on time. And I promise it won’t happen again.’’

‘’That’s what you said the last time. And the time before that.’’

‘’I know, and I’m sorry. But it’s not like I have any customers until later, anyway. Not to mention, you’re always late yourself.’’

‘’Well, that’s because I own this fucking joint and you sure as fuck don’t!’’ Ripper growls in my face. 

Clearly, someone started off on the wrong foot this morning. I flinch at his stern tone and try hard not to fantasize about him growling at me under different circumstances. Very different, non-platonic circumstances. 

It’s just so fucking hard not to be attracted to Ripper. He is dangerous, wild, hot as hell, and way too old for me. 

Ripper’s body is covered in tattoos. A walking and breathing piece of art. His eyes are a deep brown, almost black, and his jaw always sets tightly when he gazes at me.  

Muscles bulge under Ripper's black tee as he crosses his arms over his chest, examining my appearance from head to toe. I can practically read what is going on in his head: Marcie is so young and irresponsible. She can’t even get to work on time. She changes her hair color more often than people change their underwear. She’s so self-conscious and weak. She can’t even get her personal life and her mother under control. 

I stand patiently and wait for him to be done judging me. I refuse to look at him. I hate looking at him. It only reminds me that I’m pathetically in love with him. In love with my boss. In love with a member of the Death’s Soldiers MC. In love with my brothers’ close friend. In love with Ripper. 

I spent my teenage years telling myself that what I felt for Ripper was merely a girly crush, but my emotions still haven’t changed. They’ve only grown stronger over the years. 

‘’What the fuck is that!’’ Ripper booms, yanking my hoodie down and exposing my face, which I’m guessing by Ripper’s reaction is a nice shade of red by now. 

‘’It’s nothing,’’ I argue, moving past him to grab a cup of coffee. 

‘’The fuck it is,’’ he grunts, pushing my backside up against the sink, leaving me no room to escape. 

Ripper grabs my jaw, holding my face firmly in place as he studies my bruise. His jaw sets tightly while his two obsidian orbs take me in. ‘’What happened? Who did this to ya?’’ 

He takes my lack of response as defiance. When in fact, it’s the way his entire body presses against mine that makes it impossible for me to think straight, much less speak any rational words. He breathes heavily. I can’t help but notice every single detail about him—the way the big vein in his neck bounces when he is agitated or the way his Adam’s apple bobs up and down every time he swallows. 

I crave to run my fingers through his short hair, lick every inch of his skin, trace every scar on his sculpted body with my tongue, and study every tattoo on his tanned skin with my hungry eyes. I crave to drive my nails into his flesh every time he thrusts his cock into my heat. I want to leave my marks on him. I crave for him to be mine. 

Ripper sighs. ‘’You either tell me, kiddo, or I’ll tell Beast and Cash about it.’’ 

The way he calls me kiddo and the mention of my brothers' names work like a cold bucket of water. I cough uncomfortably and break eye contact. Ripper has always called me kiddo, and I hate him for it. He just loves to remind me that he sees me like nothing but a little sister. 

‘’My mom stopped by this morning,’’ I admit. When his mouth forms into a snarl and his hands twist into fists, I continue. ‘’I dealt with her, and I’m fine. My personal life is none of your business, Ripper, but I do apologize for being late for work,’’ I mutter tersely while shoving him out of my way so I can get to the coffee machine. I do my best not to think about how his jean-clad thigh he had positioned between mine, grazed my core as I made my way past him. 

I get myself a nice cup of coffee. Black. I hate how people need to tarnish their coffee with milk and sugar. I like mine strong and unrelenting.

‘’You sure you’re okay?’’ Ripper asks. I stand completely still when I feel his chest pressing up against my backside, his mouth only an inch away from my ear. ‘’Tell me what happened.’’

A moan threatens to spill from my lips, but I catch myself. ‘’She wanted money. I said no, and she got pissed. She managed to get a bitch slap in before I kicked her out, that’s all,’’ I explain, breathing heavily, leaning a tiny bit backward against Ripper’s chest, but not so much that he’ll pull away. 

‘’Are you sure she won’t come back, Marcie? I can call Beast and Cash if—’’ 

‘’Don’t!’’ I exclaim, turning around to face him. ‘’I can take care of myself, Ripper. I don’t need them every time something bad happens. I’m not some little kid who constantly needs people to save her.’’ 

‘’Whatever you say, kiddo,’’ Ripper says with a smirk, but I know he’ll send them both a text as soon as I leave the room. That’s the downside of being associated with a biker club—no privacy. 

‘’Don’t call me that!’’ I grumble sourly in his face before taking my coffee and making my way around him. The bastard only laughs at my antics. 

‘’By the way, I like what you’ve done with ya hair, kiddo,’’ Ripper shouts after me. 

A middle finger is what I give him in response. He always comments on my hair every time I change it. I’ve added some stripes to it this time, but of course, Ripper has to notice it and comment on it, making my crush burst back to life.  

I walk up to my station. A tattoo booth and a little desk where I can work on my designs. The only thing I’ve ever been obsessed with is art. It doesn’t matter if it’s landscape paintings or graffiti on street walls. I find all forms of art to be incredibly beautiful. 

One of my greatest passions is tattooing. Some people would claim tattooing isn’t art, but screw those people. 

Tattooing is so much more than drawing a picture or writing a saying on some idiot’s body. Tattooing is about creating. It’s about creating new pieces. It’s about creating anything you want. A butterfly, a picture of a famous singer, a snake, or a skeleton. You can create whatever you desire. It doesn’t matter if it’s a crow, a cross, or some MC’s club colors. Sure, you need money to pay the bills, and you have to tattoo what your customers want, but you can still create new things or new versions of things you’ve sketched before. 

The clientele goes from club members to business folks to girls who want to get the usual flower or saying tattooed forever on their skin. Most of the girls only come in to ogle Ripper. Trust me, I have noticed. Ripper is a chick magnet. At least some of the chicks have the decency to get a tattoo or a piercing when they’ve wasted our time long enough. 

However, it’s not just tattooing I love. I love painting and taking pictures. I’ve even considered applying to some of the art competitions in Yuma and Phoenix. 

‘’On a scale from one to ten, how mad was he?’’ Matt asks, his eyes crinkling with delight.

Matt thinks it’s cute and sibling-like that me and Ripper bicker. If only he knew what Ripper and I have done to each other in the past. Nothing cute or sibling-like about it. 

‘’I’d say a hard six. It could have been a lot worse. At least he hasn’t fired my ass yet,’’ I retort casually. 

‘’He means well, sweetheart. He just worries when you’re not here on time. Normally, you’re always early, and the coffee is always made when he shows his ugly ass here.’’

‘’That reminds me, I should ask him for a pay raise one of these days,’’ I joke, which earns me a loud laugh from Matt. 

‘’Don’t you two got some work to do?’’ Ripper asks in a sour growl, sending Matt the stink eye. 

I roll my eyes at Ripper’s behavior. Occasionally, when I lie alone in bed at night, I indulge myself and picture moments like this as Ripper being jealous and not annoyed. It’s childish and stupid of me, but I can’t seem to help myself.

Ripper sees me as his little sister, and I know it’s about time I come to terms with it. I can’t forget the night I turned eighteen, even though it’s been a few years. That night will haunt me for the rest of my life because that night, Ripper didn’t call me kiddo. Instead, he offered me a job at his tattoo parlor and said I was the most talented artist he had ever seen. That night, he let me tattoo him. That night, he took something I have never gotten back. 

My heart and my sanity.

The night had started off with me sharing a birthday meal with Beast and Cash. Then I hung out with some friends from high school until I somehow ended up a tiny bit drunk and in the Death’s Soldiers MC’s clubhouse. I was dancing and having the time of my life until Ripper laid his eyes on me. I knew the instant he saw me. His eyes burned my skin and ignited an inferno within me. 

My short black dress didn’t leave much to the imagination. I hadn’t planned on attracting anyone that night, but when a prospect laid his hands on me, Ripper’s dark brown eyes turned completely black. Ripper was gone; instead, a wild, angry animal prowled toward me, dragging me out of the club. 

Without consulting me, Ripper lifted me up and placed me on the back of his bike. We rode around for some time until we ended up at his studio, where he wordlessly pulled me inside until he finally wished me a happy birthday and offered me a job. I said yes, and the rest is history. 

At the time, I thought the job offer would be the most insane and thrilling thing to happen to me that night, but Ripper proved me wrong. He trotted to his bench and took off his shirt, showcasing me his impressive chest. I remember standing there with wide eyes and mouth hanging open. 

To this day, I can still remember the self-satisfied smirk plastered across his face due to my reaction to his body. The bastard looked damn smug and proud.

‘’Stop drooling, kiddo, and come over here and tattoo me,’’ he said. 

I followed the sound of his voice and nervously grasped the needle from his outstretched hand. Our touch lingered for a long second before he released his hold on me. 

‘’Where? What do you want me to tattoo?’’ I stammered out nervously. I was in a state of shock and arousal.  

‘’Whatever you want. Wherever you want. I’m yours, Marcie,’’ Ripper growled the last part, and I squeezed my legs together to stop my wetness from trickling down my thighs. 

I don’t know why he used those exact words. I’m yours, Marcie. I replay those three words over and over again whenever I touch myself. It’s embarrassing how desperately I want them to be true.  

‘’You sure you wanna take that risk? I could tattoo a pink butterfly right on your forehead for all you know,’’ I respond, seriously considering the idea. 

‘’Go for it, kiddo,’’ Ripper replied with a chuckle. He leaned forward, his warm breath fanning over my face. ‘’Soo… should I take off more clothes? And what position do you want me in?’’ 

I gulped as shivers ran down my spine due to the sexual undertones of his suggestions. ‘’Sit on the table, and your upper arm will be just fine.’’ 

‘’Well, ain’t you a spoilsport, kiddo,’’ Ripper teased while taking a seat on the bench. He moved past me, his hard muscles and stiff bulge in his pants brushing against me. Ripper had me so confused by his behavior. His words kept reminding me that he only saw me as a kiddo, but his actions told me a whole other story. 

I forced myself to ignore him and instead begin on the tattoo. I disinfected his upper arm and got the needle ready for action. It only took me a second to decide what to give him. 

I worked intensely on the piece for hours. I let the sound of the needle consume my mind. It wasn’t until Ripper touched my bottom lip, liberating it from underneath my teeth, that I stopped and acknowledged his fiery gaze on me. 

‘’Do you need a break?’’

Ripper narrowed his eyes at me, disgust playing on his face. ‘’Do you take me for a guy who needs a break?’’ He leaned an inch closer, his nose almost touching mine. ‘’I like the pain.’’

‘’I’m almost done,’’ I whispered before putting the finishing touches on the tattoo. I wiped it clean and studied it closely. I wanted it to be perfect. I wanted Ripper to be pleased with my work. ‘’What ya think, boss? Do you approve, or is it too girlish for ya? If you want, I can make it more sinister-looking. I know it stands a bit out compared to all your other pieces—’’

‘’It’s nice,’’ Ripper interrupted me. His brisk tone made me question my work. I was so stupid for giving him that tattoo. I had considered getting it for myself, so of course, it wouldn’t be to his liking. ‘’Why this tattoo, kiddo? I mean, you could have given me that butterfly you talked so highly of, so why this?’’ 

Ripper studied the piece that would adorn his flesh forever. The tattoo was my version of a Roman warrior woman. It’s the closest I’ll ever get to having my name tattooed on Ripper, and the thought excites me. Every time he looked at his arm, he’d think of me. 

I shrugged casually like the tattoo was no big deal, but it was. At least to me, it was. I cleared my throat. ‘’It’s the female version of the Roman war god named Mars,’’ I explained. ‘’I personally think it’s badass, but it still has some soft curves to it.’’ I traced the tattoo with my glove-covered fingertip. ‘’Everything has more than one side, you know. Every story. Every person.’’

‘’A good and a bad side?’’ 

‘’I think good is too strong a word. More like a bad side and a not-so-bad side.’’

‘’But why turn Mars, the Roman war god, into a woman on my arm?’’ Ripper asked, and I could feel my cheeks heat up. 

‘’I don’t know,’’ I mumbled and looked away.  

‘’Liar!’’ Ripper growled, grabbing my hips and pulling my body between his legs, my mouth only a few inches away from his. ‘’The truth, please.’’

I raise my hands, palms pointed toward Ripper in surrender. ‘’I swear I have no ulterior motive for changing him into a woman.’’

‘’Let’s get this straight. I’ve never much cared for liars, sweetheart. Liars need to be punished.’’ Ripper squeezed my hips until I yelped. ‘’You see, I think you changed Mars into a woman, because the name Marcie originates from Mars, the Roman god of war.’’

‘’How did you know that?’’ I asked, stunned and beyond embarrassed that he had figured me out. 

‘’I have my ways, my little jailbait,’’ Ripper growled, gripping my hips fiercely when I tried to move out of his reach. He had never called me his little jailbait before. My heart lurched into my throat with equal parts horror and excitement. ‘’Did you have fun tonight, sweetheart?’’

‘’Yeah, I mean, I turned eighteen,’’ I stuttered, trying my best not to let him know how much he was affecting me, but when he squeezed my hips again while the stubble on his jaw was torturing my ear, all I could do was moan loudly, begging him for more. My legs wobbled underneath me. Without thinking, I placed my hands on his shoulders, my fingers cutting into his flesh. 

‘’Ask me to kiss you, Marcie.’’ I gasped loudly when the words left his mouth. ‘’Ask me to take off your dress. Ask me to eat you out on my tattoo table. Ask me to bend you over my desk and fuck you from behind until you come screaming my name. Ask me, Marcie,’’ he growled in a throaty voice, sounding like a wolf losing control over its bloodlust. 

I shake my head. Not because I don’t want to, but because this whole scenario is something taken out of one of my dreams. My heart would surely break if I were to wake up now. But fate is a cruel player. ‘’But you don’t like me,’’ I argue. ‘’Not like that, at least. You call me kiddo.’’

‘’I like you all right. And let’s be fucking honest here; there’s nothing fucking kiddo about ya, sweetheart. You got brains, talent, and one hell of a rocking body, M&M. We both know you want me. You practically tattooed a portrait of you on my arm tonight, you little vixen.’’

‘’But Beast and Cash,’’ I drawl out.

‘’Will never fucking know!’’ Ripper barked before crushing his lips against mine. 

It took me about two seconds before I was kissing Ripper back. This wasn’t a dream. In my dreams, I would wake up right before the action got good. I never knew what Ripper tasted like, but now I do. Beer and something uniquely him. 

I traced my hands up and down his chest, groping his impressive muscles. Ripper jumped off the table and hoisted me up to take his place. He let out a soft growl that made me smile against his lips. 

‘’Marcie,’’ Ripper moaned, sucking on my earlobe. A shiver went through me. The way he said my name—low and needy—did wicked things to me. 

Our lips and tongues battled each other for power. I knew I was losing ground badly, so I made a bold move and unzipped Ripper’s jeans. My heart stopped for a second when I took his hard and huge dick in my hand. 

I kissed and licked my way down his delectable body. I remember feeling an unhealthy obsession with the scars littered across his body, not to mention his collection of exquisite tattoos. 

Ripper’s ragged breath became loud moans as I ran my hand tightly up and down his long shaft. I seductively licked my lips when his impressive cock jumped with need in my palm, a clear indication that he was enjoying my ministrations. 

Ripper’s breath hitched as I kept stroking him from root to head and back again. I watched as his face twisted in pure pleasure. He arched his back, growled, and wrapped his hand around my throat in a vicious grip. The hold was tight enough to cause a hint of pain, but not tight enough to cause me any damage.

Ripper’s eyes never left mine. He was such a glorious creature to behold when riled up by desire, desperation, and a need to unleash the predator hidden inside him. The wilder he became, the wetter I got. 

‘’Fuck, Marcie!’’ Ripper howled. He suddenly withdrew my hand from his pants and bunched up my dress. He quieted my squeal of surprise with a fevered and demanding kiss. I knew I had played with his limits and that he was going to assert his dominance. 

Ripper dragged my wet panties down my legs, and I almost looked away in embarrassment, but then Ripper groaned and practically attacked my pussy with his mouth. 

I never had a guy go down on me before that night, and I haven’t since. Ripper spread my legs and ate me out as if he were starving. I had no idea how much pleasure a couple of fingers and a tongue could give. 

Ripper started out nice and slow, spreading my wetness around my pussy. He penetrated me with his finger at the same time he kissed my clitoris. 

To finally hold the attention of the man you've been infatuated with for years was amazing. The feeling was out of this world. Ripper was impossibly out of my league—fifteen years older, my brothers' best friend, and everything I wasn’t supposed to want. He was my forbidden fruit, and I was his. 

Ripper increased the tempo, fucking me with his fingers and tongue. It didn’t take long for me to reach my climax. I came screaming, shouting, and moaning Ripper’s name. My vision darkened, and I saw stars as I combusted in Ripper’s embrace.  

‘’Holy hell,’’ I groaned after a long moment. That was mind-fucking-blowing. Ripper smiled mischievously before yanking my dress off. He stared at my body as if his goal was to memorize all the details. I slowly unhooked my bra and let it fall to the floor. 

Ripper swallowed thickly, his eyes busy roaming my body. ‘’Turn around, bend over my table, and strut that ass in my face, sweetheart,’’ he demanded, swatting my butt for good measure.  

The order provoked my belly to explode in heat. When the man of your dreams tells you to do doggie style, you sure as fuck do it. And then it doesn’t matter how much older he is. 

I hurried to follow orders, displaying Ripper my ripe ass. ‘’Like this?’’ I asked provocatively while swinging my hips in his face. I didn’t have much experience in the sex department, but I wasn’t a virgin either. I grew up in Viva Las Vegas, for goodness' sake. My innocence was stolen a long time ago.

Ripper didn’t utter a word, but he did look like the devil incarnated. A loud slap echoed through the room, quickly followed by my scream. Ripper had the nerve to spank my ass, and I surprisingly enjoyed it. Too much. 

I was about to throw some sass in his face, but a moan escaped from the back of my throat when Ripper nestled his large cock between my butt cheeks. His fingers clenched my hips and ass. It was incongruent how his rough fingers could feel so deliciously gentle on my skin.

My breathing hitched when Ripper leaned over and wrapped his arm around me, holding me tightly in his embrace. He kneaded my breasts and teased my nipples. He kissed and nipped my neck and collarbone, leaving marks in his wake.

‘’Ripper,’’ I pleaded. The friction he provoked by rubbing his shaft through my wet folds was almost unbearable, yet it wasn’t enough. I needed more. I craved more. ‘’I need you inside me. Please, Ripper.’’ 

‘’Eager much, kiddo?’’ 

‘’Don’t call me that, you son-of-a-bitch. Either you fuck me, or I’ll find someone else who will!’’

‘’Cool your jets, sweetheart,’’ he growled in return, slapping my ass good and hard. 

I’ll never forget the moment he entered me for the first time. Ripper positioned his heated head at my entrance and roughly penetrated me. He groaned and cursed in pleasure due to the sensation, while I couldn’t get a single word past my lips. The way he filled me up astounded me. 

He didn’t give me time to count to ten because Ripper immediately started thrusting in and out of me, hitting my G-spot, making my arousal rise to an unimaginable level. 

I met his thrusts eagerly, famished for more of him. Ripper gave me everything he had. Each thrust was harder and deeper than the one before. It didn’t take long before another orgasm exploded through my body. 

Once again, my brain shut down and I came crying out Ripper’s name while he continued thrusting in and out of me at a merciless pace. I gripped the leather tattoo bed beneath me in a vicious hold, probably leaving some scratch marks behind. 

I arched my back and lost contact with reality. 

An undetermined length of time passed before I regained some of my senses. I was just getting down from the crest of my mind-blowing orgasm when I felt another one about to go off. All I could think was that I couldn’t take it. The pleasure was too much, almost painful. I couldn’t endure another onslaught. Ripper was killing me with pleasure. 

‘’I can’t,’’ I mumbled. ‘’No more, Ripper.’’ 

‘’Yes, you can,’’ Ripper objected, slowing down his thrusts and caressing my skin with gentleness. He was letting me gather some strength before the last round. ‘’One more, sweetheart. I know you have it in ya.’’

I shook my head and muttered a whiny no without really meaning it. Ripper’s hands roamed my body hungrily, calming me down and driving me wild at the same time. His unrelenting member kept growing bigger and harder inside me. 

‘’You know I’ll make you feel good. You know you want it.’’

‘’I don’t think I can,’’ I groaned, but my body betrayed me. 

When Ripper jammed into me, slow but deep, my inner muscles tightened around him in a vice grip. I moaned like a whore when a new wave of desire ran through my body. 

‘’Do you want it?’’ Ripper asked tauntingly, almost withdrawing his cock completely before ramming back in again. 

‘’I can’t,’’ I insisted with much less conviction in my voice. 

‘’You sure?’’ Ripper asked while giving me another tormenting thrust.  

‘’Yes…’’ On cue, Ripper withdrew completely from me. I felt a sudden, unpleasant loss that I didn’t much care for. ‘’No!’’ I screamed, guiding him back toward my entrance. I let out a heady moan when I felt the crown on his cock at my slippery entrance again. 

Ripper growled, squeezing my hips painfully. ‘’If I go in now, I won't be able to stop until you come again, screaming my name. Is that what you want, Marcie?’’ 

‘’Yes! Ripper! Please,’’ I whined, wriggling impatiently on the cool leather table. I begged him to fuck me like a slut begs for money. 

We both moaned in unison when he entered me. Ripper didn’t stop until his cock was buried inside me to the hilt. However, the steady and slow pace was short-lived, and he quickly returned to the frantic pace from before. 

The room was filled with moans, grunts, dirty words, the sound of leather creaking under my fingernails, and the erotic sound of flesh meeting flesh. 

Faster than I had ever thought possible, a new orgasm was building up within me, one that would be just as devastating as the previous ones.        

‘’Oh, God! Ripper!’’ I cried, biting down on the leather beneath me. I was so horny that it was borderline painful. The inferno inside me was intense and unbearable. 

‘’Come for me, Marcie,’’ Ripper demanded in a hoarse rasp. The low rumble of his voice was a clear indication that he was reaching his climax as well. 

‘’I can’t!’’ I wailed. I couldn’t come again. My body wasn’t capable of handling so much pleasure in such a short amount of time. 

‘’Yes, you can, sweetheart,’’ Ripper breathed in my ear while one of his hands sought out my hot bundles of nerves. He rubbed my clit in circular motions with his fingertips, making me crazy with lust. 

When I thought my heart would give out, my entire body exploded in a white-hot climax. I cried out curses at the top of my lungs as my body convulsed in Ripper’s arms. Behind me, Ripper grunted out my name a second later and filled me to the brim with his warm cum. 

Ripper passed out on top of me, his hard front plastered against my back. I welcomed the weight and wished we could stay like that forever. What a stupid girl I was. 

After a few blissful moments, Ripper pulled out, leaving me strangely empty. The look on his face was one of pure terror and regret. I grimaced at the sight and refused to look at him when he told me how big a mistake it had been, how big a mistake I had been. 

When he once again called me kiddo, I just wanted the ground to open up and swallow me whole. I was beyond mortified. I quickly put my dress back on and reassured Ripper that I felt the same way. That it had been a colossal mistake and that I wouldn’t tell anyone about it, especially Beast and Cash. They would fucking castrate him if they ever found out.

What had started as a great night ended with me crying myself to sleep. I’d been so happy that Ripper had finally seen me as a woman and not just some kid.

He gave me a lift home, despite my wish to walk. He got mad and said it wasn’t safe to be wandering the streets at this time of night. I quickly relented, not wanting to argue with him, too brokenhearted to put up a fight. 

We didn’t exchange a single word, but I could feel the tension in his body the entire ride home. I wanted nothing more than to die of humiliation right there and then. The last thing Ripper said to me that night was that the job offer still stood if I wanted it. I only remember nodding vaguely. 

Still, after years have passed, I’m still crushing horribly on the man who is supposed to be nothing but a big brother to me. He fucked my brains out on the day I turned eighteen, and he has wanted nothing to do with me in that way ever since. 

That fateful night is the reason why it's pure torment for me to be around Ripper. I’m constantly reminded of that night—of what he’s packing between his legs, of how hard his toned muscles feel beneath my fingertips, and of how gifted the bastard is with his fingers, lips, tongue, and dick. 

Mulling over me and Ripper’s shared history never does me any good. It only leaves me with an itch I can’t scratch, a craving I can never fill. It doesn’t matter that I got the hots for him; he’ll never like me back. And besides, he’s not age-appropriate. He’s my boss. He’s my brothers’ best friend. He’s off-limits.
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