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To all the girlies online that read real life accounts of why choose and wish they could be God’s favorite...

I see you in the comments.

This one is for you ;)
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CHAPTER ONE
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Alanna

––––––––
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“Please, please,” I beg and press him harder into my throbbing pussy. What I really need are his fingers. Inside to go with the outside. But I won’t get that until I ask for it when we’re here paying for my mouth. It’s part of the play. And he knows I hate to ask for it.

I rock my hips forward while he flicks his tongue rapidly over my clit and let out a low groan as his fingers skim up my thigh.

“Shh,” he chastises me. The grin I feel spreading over his face against me is tantalizing, a promise of his enjoyment and a whisper of more to come.

He makes another long swipe over me and flattens his tongue to swipe it back and forth, the pressure intensifying.

“Logan, oh my gosh, please. Please, touch me, please.” I try to keep my voice down, but I’m skating on the edge of climax and I’m dying here.

He lets out a low chuckle and suckles me before pulling back and resting his chin on me. I look down, meeting his eyes. “Oh I do love it when you beg for me.”

A frustrated sound leaves me as the intensity of my need increases with the loss of his attention. I could weep with how loudly my body is screaming now that he’s left it.

Logan stands and takes my mouth in a searing kiss as he slides his fingers inside me. A feeling of relief washes over me with the sheer bliss of it paired with my taste on his tongue. When his fingers move, my climax comes roaring back to the forefront. His long strokes coax and call to it and I’m panting before he picks up speed and presses the heel of his hand into my swollen clit.

A cry leaves me as my walls clutch around his fingers, then another when he hooks them, holding me in place while he assaults my clit with fanciful thumb work, playing me like the strings of the guitar he loves so much.

I nearly scream when his fingers leave me and his cock thrusts into me hard and fast, almost in the same breath. Logan stills, turning his head to listen before he picks up the panties discarded next to me on the desk I’m sitting on.

“Open,” he demands and I listen instantly. I know better than to ask questions. He stuffs them in my mouth, the scent and taste both heady from his earlier tease under the table. When he’s satisfied, he grabs my face and brings his own a few inches away. “Your screams are almost as delicious as that pretty pussy of yours. But you need to shut the fuck up before everyone hears how much of a slut you are. Understood?”

I nod my head. Leave it to me to get blissed out and forget about the company party happening twenty feet down the hallway. The party where I got a little too snarky with his mom at dinner and earned myself the right to choke on Logan’s cock without getting to touch myself to take the edge off. My least favorite appetizer. Not that I don’t like to give head. The problem is I like it enough that I can come while I do it with just a few flicks of my fingers and he knows it. So when I misbehave—

“Good girl,” Logan praises me as he thrusts vehemently into me again and gives my cheek a gentle one-two pat as he lets go to hold my hip. I squeak, unable to hold back all noise as my ass scoots backwards with his force. My legs wrap around his hips and he grabs my ass, pulling me back into him as he thrusts again. He picks up pace and I cannot remain upright anymore. I lay back across the desk, my head dangling off the other side and bobbing with each hard stroke.

Logan grunts once before he pulls one leg from around his waist and presses my knee down against the desk, opening me up. Then his fingers are pinching around my clit and I slap a hand over my mouth to remind myself not to scream out his name as my orgasm rips through me.

“Fuuuck,” he groans and then jolts, his tempo interrupted for a moment as he pumps through his release before falling to his hands over me. “Are you feeling more agreeable now, Alanna? Or do you need another lesson in obedience?”

I drag air in through my nose the best I can and laugh throatily and thoroughly in satisfaction through the gag. Nodding my head, I drag Logan down to me until his ear is over my heart and hold him close. For all of our games, I really do love him. Even if we’ve never admitted to it out loud.

He pulls back up and looks down at me, humming. “You really are a sight like this. You’re so fucking beautiful. It’s no wonder I can never let you just choke on me. I have to have you.” He kisses my throat tenderly. “Fuck, I have to be in you.”

Removing my panties from my mouth, he kisses my lips as sweetly as he had my neck. I keep my eyes glued to his as he carefully runs his fingers over my cheeks several times, brushing away the tears and presumably cleaning up my make-up. It’s this tenderness that keeps me obediently on my knees and with my legs open. It doesn’t matter what he asks, because after, when it’s over, those beautiful green eyes sear me soul deep in the quiet breaths between us.

“I’m keeping these,” he says as he pulls out of me and starts picking up his clothes. “Wait at least two minutes then come back out to join cocktail hour. You’ll need that to fix your hair, I would imagine. No cleaning up, I want you to remember your manners.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He flicks a smile in my direction before turning to the mirror on the wall behind him, returning his attention to tucking his shirt into his pants. He’s not a broad man, but his toned shoulders working like that are distracting anyway. With his shirt on, his tattoos are all tucked neatly away. As he buttons the top button they all but disappear, leaving the man standing in front of me looking ordinary to anyone who doesn’t know. That’s him; Logan, the ordinary architect sitting behind an ordinary desk with an ordinary graphite stick making incredible buildings. But the specimen underneath, the man that comes out when the clothes come off, he’s anything but ordinary.

Logan’s entire back is covered in a myriad of colors and lines I follow across his body in the moonlight as we lay together at night. Something I never would have guessed before we got naked. It’s all covered so perfectly by the button ups he dons in the daylight. And oh my, that impulse to dominate. Well. That’s part of the Logan underneath, too. Ordinary Logan is a yes man. Undressed Logan is a yes man. All about my pleasure as long as I agree.

He leaves the room with one more backward glance and kiss in the air and I sit up with a sigh when the door clicks shut. I’m not the biggest fan of his family and the firm partners we’re forced to dine with once a month. But his mom does make a fantastic Manhattan. A little too fantastic given how smooth they go down and how loose the whiskey makes my lips.

I slide off the desk, my feet needing to drop several inches before they hit the floor. The wooden top comes up to my lower back, reminding me that it takes those four inch heels just to get to five-and-a-half-feet, and my very jelly feeling legs are going to make said heels difficult. With a chuckle, I run in place a few steps, hoping to wake them up. Is that how that works? I’m not sure but it can’t hurt.

Satisfied I can walk if I can jog in place, I pull my skirt down. The way I have to shimmy to get it over my well endowed behind rubs wetness back over my clit, which is still engorged from what had to have been at least five minutes of oral torture before I tapped and begged for relief. The zings and tingles it shoots through me have me squeezing my thighs closed. The rest of this party is going to suck.

I pop the door open and smooth my silk blouse now that I’ve mastered the tiny buttons. Logan has popped a few too many off in the past in his haste to free my tits. He might be ninety-percent about my pleasure in the bedroom, giving everything he has to make me scream because it gets him off, but only if the girls are out and available for him to enjoy while he does so. So I’ve learned to go with smaller buttons; they don’t rip off so easily.

Chatter is audible in the long hallway. I stop in a mirror to check my make-up, rubbing a bit of lipstick off the left side of my mouth that’s run away. Dreading what’s to come, I square my shoulders and take a deep breath before I round the corner into the room with a smile on my face. Staring back at me like he knew I was coming is Logan’s best friend and work partner, Cole. He grins like he knows there’s no panties under my skirt and takes a sip from his highball while he stares right through me. When he pulls the glass away he licks his lips, slowly, and winks at me before pushing up off of the window seat he’d been leaning against and wandering away into a cluster of associates.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Logan

––––––––
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Taking Alanna to the study to fuck her here, in my parents house, was a bad, bad idea. Cole’s stupid ass following after me to listen to the whole thing—from Alanna on her knees groaning and whining while I fucked her mouth and forbade her from coming to railing her hard enough I needed to gag her—being the prime reason why it was a bad, bad idea.

We’ve always been close, Cole and I. Our parents own the family firm together which has thrust us upon each other since we were crawling around in diapers. Fine by me. Cole is my best friend and we’ve gotten into everything together our whole lives, including each other's women. All of them. There isn’t a relationship we haven’t shared as a throuple in the fifteen years since we started dating. We were fifteen years old that first time, fumbling through shit. Now it’s like a fine tuned dance that feeds my pleasure fetish unlike anything else.

There’s something different about Alanna though. Do I think she’d enjoy adding Cole to our bedroom? Absolutely. He’s gorgeous, muscular, amazingly taller than me at six-four, and the man has a voice smoother than warm caramel that gets under even my skin. The things he could do to her make me salivate thinking about it. I don’t know if she’s into the idea of two guys, I’ve never asked, but if she’s open to it I do think she’d enjoy him.

The trouble is that I don’t want to ask. I’m filled with intense rage anytime someone else even looks at Alanna, much less entertaining someone putting hands on her. It’s the current predicament I’m facing as I spot her come into the room and follow her line of sight when she freezes. Cole has one hand in his pocket. His body is angled slightly toward my side of the room and I can see him subtly rubbing himself while he stares at her over the rim of his glass.

Alanna looks caught somewhere between bewildered and intrigued. The surprise of his gaze is evident but something underneath is smoldering. Whether it’s the idea that he very clearly wants her, or the leftover arousal from our sexcapades in the other room, I can’t be sure. All I know is I’d like to smash that glass on the floor and follow his pretty face with it.

He pushes up and swaggers over to join our team who are engrossed in a conversation about the current builds we’re working on, a conversation I chose to skip. Alanna looks flustered for a moment before she starts searching the room for me. When her eyes finally find mine, she rolls them and lets out a visible sigh before composing herself and hurrying my way.

Her arms cross, mimicking mine, when she’s close enough our toes could almost touch. Her chin tips up comically so our gazes can collide. She’s so tiny, even in those heels. People comment all the time about what a mismatch we are, or how predictable it is that she’s so short and I’m so tall. You know what? I don’t care.

“Did you have something to say? Sullen and broody over here in the corner looking like a jealous dog who didn’t get the same treat as his pack mate.”

My eyebrows shoot up because it’s that mouth that got her in trouble and caught Cole’s attention tonight in the first place.

“Don’t look at me like that. Out with it. I walked in here blissed out of my mind. I wasn’t even sure I could walk. And here I find you one step away from living in a trash can, yelling at people to scram.”

My lips turn in. I’m trying desperately not to laugh at her, but it’s difficult. Even more so when she uncrosses her arms and pulls at my elbows, tugging my arms out of their pretzel so she can put my hands on her hips. Right where they belong, she always says. And I agree; right on those delicious curves where I can sink my fingers in and hold on tight.

“He was staring at you,” I confess.

“A lot of men stare at me.” Her tone is soft as she leans into me.

“A lot of men ought to lose their eyes.”

“Aw, where’s the fun in that? Doesn’t it thrill you to have a woman on your arm that turns other men’s heads?” She grins conspiratorially. It’s a delicate line she knows she’s skating. Not for her, just for my control.

“Thrill me? Oh sure. My blood pressure loves the ride.”

She huffs a quiet laugh and pops up on her toes to nip at my chin. I stay where I am, out of reach, delighted in the pout I know will come next. I love this woman, I know I do. We’re only six months in, but I feel like it could be forever and it would still feel raw and fresh and full. So don’t get me wrong when I say that I love making her pout and beg, because I love this woman. And I love the way my blood pumps and my cock twitches when her lip juts out and her eyes get big and sad and her breathy moans beg me for what she wants.

My eyes flick down to meet hers, my jaw still set straight and she walks two fingers up my chest before running them over my jaw.

“Please, Logan. Just one kiss?” She bats her eyes and pulls her lower lip in and I swallow heavily before I lean in for a single, sweet kiss.

No. I don’t want to share her. Cole needs to keep his eyes to himself.

My mother beckons us into a cluster of associates and it’s several more hours of idle talk and revisiting work plans. Why we don’t just do these in the office where we can round robin everyone's desks to actually go over plans, I’ll never understand. Most nights I’m convinced it’s an excuse for my mother to throw a dinner party and nothing else. I play my part and describe my latest corner mart layout to Mike, the account manager who is handling the project. It’s an add-in on an old building downtown. 

Most of the neighborhood is historically preserved, but the city is allowing expansions on the corners. Our firm was hired to keep the integrity of the building while adding modern flair to the new shops. Cole got a high end Italian restaurant. Me? I got a vegan market. Not very exciting, but it’s going to be a soft touch inside so I get to play with natural light and lots of parallels with the interior designer at least.

“It sounds like you’re well on your way to having a vision board and virtual model completed for the client’s review. Should I expect to see that this week?” Mike looks at me expectantly and I clear my throat so there’s room to choke down my retort.

“I’ll have to check with Noel. I know she’s busy on another project as well. But I can see if she has the interior sample ready for me to lay out. Though I believe we’re just coming to the drawing stages.”

He beams a smile in my direction. “Great! I’ll stop by your desk Monday to look at what you have ready.”

This. This is why we should just do this in the office. It’s Friday night and there’s a dozen places I’d rather be than discussing work at my parent’s house.

Alanna’s hand drifts inside my jacket and brushes short, soft lines up and down my lower back. A shiver works its way along my spine and my thighs tingle as my nerves calm slightly and other feelings kick in. It’s amazing the way she can read me sometimes. Doubly so what the simplest of her touches can cure.

“I need to get out of here,” I mutter, low enough she can hear me but I doubt anyone else can. Nervous energy buzzes inside of me as another partner nods at me and dismisses the group he’s standing with. I rake my hand through my hair just to give it somewhere to go.

Alanna tucks further into my side, laying one hand on my lower back under my jacket, the other coming to rest just over my stomach. She comes up on her toes and leans in like she has something to say. I tip my head toward her.

“Should we go home and have some ice cream?” she asks, barely above a whisper.

I look down at her and her smile grows. “Absolutely. We have about eight seconds to decide how before Alan makes it to us. Four, three—”

“Mr. Griggs! So wonderful to see you tonight. I really enjoyed your briefing earlier this week.” He holds his hand out and I grasp it, giving him a firm shake like everyone else.

I’m just opening my mouth to reply to him when Alanna gives my shirt a tug in the back. I return my attention to her face and she’s already figured it out.

“I’m terribly sorry, sir. You’ll have to excuse us. I’m afraid I have a horrible migraine starting and I really need Mr. Griggs to get me home so I can get started on my medication or I’ll be stuck in bed for days. Thank you so much for your understanding.”

His face takes on a look of pity and he looks between us. “Of course, of course! My sister used to have terrible migraines as a teenager. Awful. Do feel better.”

He stands aside and ushers us forward where we’re able to make a clean escape from the room following the path between guests he just used to get to us. Alanna grabs my hand as we clear the doorway and giggles as her pace quickens in the hallway. She’s surprisingly fast for someone with such short legs and her excitement pulls a barked laugh from me in return.

I watch her skirt flounce behind her and catch a glimpse at her thighs when she twirls around to pull me in for a quick kiss. The cold air hits us all at once and she lets out a little brr noise before her heels click their way at a hurried pace down the walk to the turnaround leading to the car.

Alanna pauses in front of her door, knowing better than to try to open it for herself and I evaluate her, from the hair she barely finished fixing to her nipples puckered tight against the silk of her blouse and the journey down her legs. My dick throbs inside my pants and I take her hand again, leading her to the drivers side instead. She looks confused but comes along, always down for whatever is in my head without question.

I take a peek around us before opening the door and climbing inside, then pulling her down into my lap. She straddles me and her lips come to mine immediately. I’m already working my zipper as she grinds against it.

“It’s really fucking cold out here,” she whispers against my lips.

“I’ll heat you up.”

“Mhm. There’s a lot of people inside.” She grins.

I return her grin and nip at her bottom lip. “Do you really think any of those guys are going to dare to leave my mother’s party early? If they do, that’s half the fun.”

“And what if we get caught?”

Wasn’t I just saying without question? So many questions tonight. Cock free, I roll the head over her clit and line it up with her entrance then steady her over me. “Stop thinking and get my dick wet so we can fuck away that headache of yours.”

“Yes, Mr. Griggs, Sir.”

I groan at the heat that rushes through me when she calls me Sir and uses my last name formally, like I’m in charge, like my command is what she lives and breathes. Then she sinks slowly down onto me and her heat is surrounding every inch of my cock. The smooth glide of her walls, the sweet velvet of her arousal, it makes my head swim. I’m in a different place when I’m inside her, nothing else exists.

She pushes herself up, ready to bounce in my lap but I want her to get off first. I grab her hips and push her back down, meeting her with a hard thrust up. Alanna cries out, unexpecting, and her head drops back when I pull her forward in a roll instead of another bounce. She grinds over me, moaning at the rub over her clit. I can feel the ribbed flesh of her front wall and bounce her once so I can slide down in the seat a little, adjusting the angle to rub over her sweet spot. I have to keep it slow, the feel of her making my balls tighten quickly as pleasure courses through my veins.

I’m working at a steady pace now, pushing and pulling her hips to help keep her pressed firmly on me, rolling one nipple with my tongue right through her shirt. She’s breathing heavily; her pussy gripping me while I focus on controlling my own climax. This preoccupation is how I don’t see anyone walking up to the car until I hear a sharp rap against the window.

“Shit!” Alanna shrieks and jumps, banging her head on the low roof of the car. I reach up to rub her head before turning to see who is outside.

He’s standing tight against the window, but I’d know that crotch even if it were covered by a blanket and wrapped in tin foil.

Fucking Cole.
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CHAPTER THREE
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Alanna

––––––––
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I try to scramble off Logan’s lap without really thinking it over but he holds me there with a stern look on his face. It occurs to me a few moments later than if I leave his lap, his dick will still be hanging out and I grin despite the situation.
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