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Drake Harris

I HATE LEAVING THE house.

I prefer to live in isolation, on my ranch, in the middle of the crops and the animals.

I’m a millionaire and successful in my businesses, but the peace of hearing the sound of nature is priceless.

Still, despite hating being around strangers, today I had no way out.

It’s my sister’s birthday. And she loves parties.

Katherine is the only family I have, and even though she has the annoying habit of meddling in my life and trying to take care of me when I definitely don’t need taking care of, I love that girl.

She’s sweet, kind, and funny. Totally different from me. The petite green-eyed woman has always been one of the most beautiful women in Texas, and it’s no wonder she received dozens of marriage proposals before she met her husband, John Reynolds.

The smart, filthy-rich politician used his smooth talk to win Katherine over, and within a few months she was head over heels for him.

I didn’t want this marriage, obviously, since in my head she was way too much woman for his little truck. But seeing her so happy and determined to be by the guy’s side made me back down and support their union. Fuck, I just wanted her to be happy.

That didn’t stop me from threatening my brother-in-law before he went up the aisle to marry my baby sister, though. He needed to know that if he hurt her, I’d strangle him with my own two hands.

Hands that are strong and calloused from hard work, since I never hesitated to get my hands dirty. I like to oversee and control everything that belongs to me, which includes my thousands of acres in Texas.

Well, I wouldn’t hesitate to use a bit of that strength to break my brother-in-law if he dared not be the perfect fucking husband my sister deserved.

Married or not, I would never stop protecting her. And she’s the only reason why, even though I detest the capital and these giant parties full of luxury and ostentation, I’m driving to one.

“My birthday theme is going to be Halloween. Everyone will be in costume. You’ll like it,” she told me.

No, I wouldn’t.

I was sure of that shit.

However, I haven’t seen Katherine in months, and she’s been hounding me daily about this get-together.

Our parents died right after I turned eighteen, so I had to take on responsibilities early, and that included taking care of my ten-year-old sister at the time.

It motivated me to work even harder on the ranch, because that’s where our livelihood came from. I had a child to support, and I wanted to give her the best.

I couldn’t fail. Not with my sister.

My parents had planned to send her to a boarding school in the capital, because Katherine was always curious and showed an interest in moving to the big city. Unlike me, my sister wanted to conquer the world, and they knew they wouldn’t be able to keep her on the ranch for long.

She wanted more.

When they died, I tried to put that idea aside and take care of the little blonde, blue-eyed girl by myself, but with each passing day I realized she needed more.

The schools in the area weren’t that good, and the smart girl showed up every day with a new question, one I was too tired to even think of an answer for.

I tried hard to replace our parents’ role in her life, but I realized that was beyond my capacity at the time. I was an orphan too, I missed them too, but I couldn’t afford the luxury of crying or showing weakness. I had to be strong for her.

Still, it would take years to get things adjusted on the ranch, and I didn’t want Katherine to pay the price for that, so sending her to a boarding school in the capital seemed like the best option.

Katherine loved it, but the decision destroyed me. I felt like I was failing her, and because of that guilt, I’ve never been able to deny my sister a request since.

Not even an invitation to come to her birthday party packed with rich, pretentious strangers. To make it worse, in costume.

I tell my own wishes to go to hell and swallow hard, parking the luxury pickup truck on her property. From a distance, though, I spot the petite woman’s smile for the various costumed guests entering her mansion, and it eases the pressure in my chest.

She’s happy.

I leave my bag in the truck, hoping to leave without having to sleep at her house. I walk to the entrance and sigh, hearing the loud, upbeat music coming from inside.

They definitely hired some famous DJ from the internet, and that’s just one more reason for me to want to get the hell out of here as fast as possible.

I hate that social media shit.

“Drake!” Kath ignores her guests and runs toward me. She jumps and hugs me, pulling a small smile from me as I hug her back.

It’s her thirtieth birthday, but with me she still acts like a little girl.

“Are you serious?” I ask, holding back a laugh as I set her down.

My sister is dressed as Morticia, that woman from the Addams Family.

“No, I forbid you from making fun of me on my birthday!” she replies, rolling her eyes and smiling.

I pull a small velvet box from my pocket and see her smile widen. She already knows what’s inside, because every year I give her different versions of the same present. It’s a kind of stupid ritual between us, but it makes her happy.

“Happy birthday, Kath.”

Kath takes the little box and her eyes shine when she sees the moon-shaped pendant.

When she moved to the capital at ten, I told her that when she missed me, she should look at the moon, and I’d do the same from our house on the ranch. Despite the distance, the moon was the same for both of us, and that would never change.

Since Katherine was always vain and liked accessories, I started giving her moon pendants all these years so she could wear them on one of her necklaces. It might even be a silly thing, but it took on a special meaning for both of us, and I made a point of keeping up the tradition.

“My God! It’s so beautiful! These little stones are...”

“Diamonds,” I finish, and she immediately stares at me.

“Drake, this must have cost a fortune!”

“You know I don’t have problems with money,” I comment, putting my hands in my jeans pockets. My simple clothes stand out from the other guests, but I’d be damned if I’d come in costume. Much less wear a mask. “Speaking of which, I need you to stop stalling. I have to pay you your share of the ranch. Or if you want, we can split the land and...”

“Hey! Stop that! My husband has money too, and I don’t want anything from the ranch. You worked hard and multiplied the family business, all the credit and money is yours.”

I click my tongue in disapproval, but she turns her back and asks for help putting the pendant on her necklace, which is purposely empty. My sister always waits for me to fill it with her new pendant.

“I’m serious. Don’t stall.”

“Just keep a little room for me, okay? Besides...” She turns, looking at me with puppy-dog eyes. “I wanted to ask you a favor.”

“Anything.”

My sister smiles.

“So, you know I have the flower shop here in Austin, but the city is big and there’s a lot of competition. I don’t want to sell more of the same. I want to do something different and innovative to attract more customers,” she says as if the flower shop were her livelihood and not a hobby her husband gave her to make her happy.

“Hmm.”

“I have a new employee, and she’s amazing,” she continues, “I’m thinking of sending her to the ranch to do some research on new flowers we can sell here. I want something more rustic, you know?”

I cross my arms and sigh, knowing exactly what my sister’s goal is with this conversation.

For the last few years, she’s been on a mission to find me a wife. The problem is, I don’t want to get married. Not again.

“Kath...”

“She can stay in my little room,” she interrupts. “She’s really nice and won’t be any trouble, I promise.”

“I don’t want a stranger in my house.”

“She’s not a stranger, she’s my friend.”

“She’s your employee,” I correct.

“And a friend,” she reiterates. “Stop being so systematic. It’s just one month. And you said you’d do anything I asked.”

I stare at the petite woman’s face and ponder her request. One month with a complete stranger on the ranch. No fucking way should I agree to something like that.

However, the property is also my sister’s, and she has the right to use it however she wants, whether to do research and improve her flower shop or to do any fucking thing she wants, including having guests.

Besides, there’s that whole guilt thing and not knowing how to say no to her...

Fuck it. One month goes by fast. I’m hardly ever home. I won’t even see the girl.

I take a deep breath and give a slight nod, giving in.

She jumps on my neck and hugs me once more, then I see her husband approaching. John is also dressed in a ridiculous Gomez Addams costume, but I don’t judge. Katherine has the power to convince anyone to do whatever she wants.

“Drake, you’re not in costume,” he says as soon as he greets me.

“I don’t let a five-foot-tall woman boss me around,” I lie shamelessly, and he smiles.

“I got you a costume too. It’s in the closet in your room,” Katherine says, referring to the room she insists on keeping for me in her mansion, even though she knows I almost never come here.

“No chance.”

That crosses a line.

“At least wear the mask. It’s mandatory,” she pleads, and I shake my head again.

“I’m already letting your employee stay at the ranch. Your quota of requests is used up.”

“It’s my birthday today.”

“And I already gave you a present for that.”

Katherine pouts, and some guests dressed as demons approach us. Despite the costumes trying to be terrifying, the people shrink back when they see my grim expression.

John Reynolds steps away to greet them, but Katherine stays with me, alternating her gaze between me and the guests.

“How are you more frightening than these people dressed as devils?” She lets out a laugh.

I stare at the costumed people taking selfies and sigh impatiently.

“It’s not hard to seem more frightening than a bunch of idiots with their faces stuck in their phones.”

“Still haven’t gotten over your prejudice against social media?”

“That’s for people with nothing better to do.”

“Hey! I love Instagram,” she grumbles, and I raise an eyebrow at her. Katherine isn’t exactly the busiest person in the world.

I glance at the guests’ hands and see shiny gold invitations in them. I look at my sister with a frown.

“I didn’t get an invitation?”

“You don’t need one. You’re family!” she replies, waving a hand. “But back to the subject of Instagram...”

Before she can start trying to convince me to download the app, her husband comes back over and whispers in her ear.

“Darling, they’re waiting for us,” he warns, and Kath nods, looking at me with a regretful expression.

I, on the other hand, am relieved.

“Think carefully about the costume I bought for you. It has little pumpkins on the pants!” The excitement with which she says this is almost unbelievable. “It’s a kind of cute farmer style.”

Wear pants with pumpkin drawings?

I’d rather run a tractor over my dick.

I shake my head and enter the mansion, hearing the loud music and seeing dozens of costumed and masked people dancing and drinking while a DJ plays in the center of the room.

I sidestep the guests and ignore all the looks aimed at me, telling the urge to leave to go to hell. I’m here to please my sister, but I’m not putting on a fucking mask.

I get to the bar and order an ice-cold beer. Alcohol is the only thing capable of making the night a little less unbearable for me.

“Bottle or glass?” the bartender asks me, and my frown deepens. I’m not a ten-year-old girl to think the vessel I drink from is relevant.

“Whatever,” I grumble, and the man smiles.

He hands me a fancy glass with the drink, and I down it all in one go. I order more beer, and the man comes back seconds later with two glasses in hand.

“Brought an extra. You look like you need alcohol,” he says, and I nod in thanks.

As I’m downing the cold drink, two women in sexy costumes approach and look at me with a mischievous smile.

“Shouldn’t you be masked?” one of them says.

“Or in costume?” the other finishes, looking me up and down.

“He’s in farmer costume,” the first one justifies, and I roll my eyes, bored.

“If you’ll excuse me,” I say, wanting to get away.

I hate talking to strangers.

“You don’t seem to be from around here,” she insists, and I sigh.

“Because I’m not.”

They keep asking questions, and I keep answering with short phrases, making it clear I’m not interested. They don’t understand my disinterest, since, without beating around the bush, they soon invite me to go somewhere more private.

“We can give you pleasure,” one of them puts a hand on my chest and whispers seductively in my ear. “We’re used to sharing.”

I grab her hand and, without the slightest bit of delicacy, push it away from me.

I don’t judge anyone for their choices, and I think men and women can do whatever the hell they want with their lives, but I’m a conservative guy and prefer to do the chasing myself when I’m interested.

I like to hunt. Never to be hunted.

I liked to, at least, since my wife died, I haven’t touched another woman.

I down another glass in one go and swallow all the cold beer, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand before turning back to them.

“I’m not interested, thank you.”

The shock on their faces is evident, but the advantage of having no commitment to anyone is precisely that: not having to worry about other people’s feelings.

The bartender hands me another full glass, and I accept, thinking that at least in this my sister got the party right.

I leave the girls behind and head to the balcony in search of fresh air. There are people all over the property, and they all look at me strangely when they notice the lack of a mask. Or a costume.

Fuck, I just want to be alone.

Luckily, John and Katherine’s mansion is huge, and I don’t take long to find an isolated spot.

I sit in a chair and rub my face, thinking of any excuse to leave. Before I reach any conclusion, a noise catches my attention, and I turn my head, seeing a redhead dressed as a Playboy bunny curled up in a corner, drinking and crying.

If I were wearing a ridiculous outfit like that, I’d probably cry too.

She’s holding a pink-cased iPhone so tightly I’m sure anyone at the party could locate her from yards away.

But that’s not the only thing that draws attention to the girl. She’s beautiful. Fucking gorgeous.

So gorgeous it takes me a few seconds to analyze her before convincing myself she’s not my problem.

I decide to ignore the little rich girl and turn away, focusing on my cold drink. I already have enough problems to waste time caring about the tears of some pretentious, spoiled girl.

However, something inside me is bothered by her sniffling, and I curse under my breath, sighing impatiently before turning my body to stare at her again.

“Why are you crying, girl?”

​
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Alicia Carter

“WHY ARE YOU CRYING, girl?”

A rough, gravelly voice catches my attention and I lift my head to see a huge, heavily muscled man looking at me.

He’s gorgeous, and he’s not wearing a mask, just jeans and a plaid shirt.

A farmer on Halloween? What a lame costume!

But he doesn’t seem like the type to care about that sort of thing.

“Who are you?” I ask, and he takes a swig of his drink, looking irritated.

“Weren’t you taught it’s not polite to answer a question with a question?”

“Weren’t you taught not to talk to strangers?”

“You did it again, Bunny,” he scoffs, tipping his glass back. His Adam’s apple bobs as he swallows.

Bunny?

“Oh my God! What a ridiculous nickname!”

“I’d say the same about your costume. And your phone case,” he says, chin-pointing at my iPhone. My blood boils seeing him criticize my favorite shade of pink.

“Don’t talk about my phone case!” I snarl. “Or my costume. It’s Halloween! People dress up like this. You’re the one who’s out of place.”

He shrugs.

“I’m about to get the hell out of here. I didn’t want to come.”

His arrogance and air of superiority make my blood simmer, but as he brings the glass to his lips again, I get an idea to mess with him.

It’ll be good to see this giant lose his composure.

“For someone who didn’t want to come, you’re sure enjoying the party.”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

I point to his glass and his eyes follow my gesture.

“That’s cup number two,” I invent on the spot, acting as if the information is obvious.

“Huh?”

“Cup number two means available. Single. Free to hook up.”

The shock on his face pulls a laugh from me.

“You’re making that shit up.”

I shake my head. I’m going to stick to this lie until the end.

“Cup number one is unavailable, number two is free,” I reply, bringing my own cup to my mouth. “But I guess you don’t care much for rules.”

He clicks his tongue in disapproval and sets the cup aside, looking even more annoyed. Then he looks at my hand.

“And you’re available.”

I follow his gaze, realizing my cup is exactly the same as his. Bingo.

“I am,” I answer, trying not to let my internal hatred show for not noticing this detail before messing with him.

It’s not a lie, though. I really am single.

I recently ended a relationship because of cheating, and it all went public since my ex is a singer and I’m a digital influencer.

But as if nothing is so bad it can’t get worse, Dominic just posted a story making his relationship with the other woman official, and hundreds of people are already sending me screenshots, making sure I don’t forget.

I wasn’t in love with him or anything, but my marketing manager insisted that being with Dominic was convenient for both of us, and I decided to follow her advice. It wasn’t a dream relationship, but when he cheated, the humiliation came with thousands of online judgments that made it all so much worse.

“She didn’t satisfy him in bed.”

“She didn’t give him enough attention.”

“She’s not even that pretty.”

“She’s insufferable.”

Those comments and others like them practically put me in bed, because in the end, I was the one cheated on, and I still got blamed for everything. Without anyone hearing my side, without an ounce of empathy, nothing.

That’s when I understood that in a sexist society, the woman will always be held responsible for men’s mistakes. If they err, lie, or cheat, it’s because, somehow, we didn’t fulfill our role.

Poor little things.

I got so angry about everything that I decided to step back from the parties, events, and gossip of my world, using something that had always been my hobby as an escape valve: flowers.

Two weeks ago, while drinking my iced tea behind giant sunglasses so I wouldn’t be recognized, I passed a new flower shop in Austin and saw a sign saying they were hiring.

I went in and applied for the position immediately, wanting at all costs to distract myself from the lies and gossip circulating about me.

The owner, Katherine, recognized me from social media and said she followed me. However, instead of judging me or commenting on the scandal of the moment, all she did was invite me inside, ask how I was, and offer me the job.

“I’m fine,” I lied.

“You’ll get there,” she promised and hugged me with sincerity.

In that moment, I believed her.

From that day on, working at the flower shop became my escape valve. I didn’t need the money, but I had fun there for hours and completely forgot about social media. And all the pain it was causing me.

After all, it’s much easier to deal with nature than with people.

Despite loving the glamorous life of the city, I was born on a farm in Texas, where I spent the first three years of my life with my parents. I don’t consider myself a country girl, since I moved to the city young and lived most of my life away from the countryside. Still, I have fond memories of that time, and being close to nature gives me the feeling of being home.

At eighteen, I moved to Austin to study Biology and, as a hobby, started filming my day. My posts and stories blew up and I soon hit a million followers.

I was euphoric. Being famous and reaching so many people was at the top of my dream list.

However, during my third semester of college, my mother was diagnosed with terminal-stage cancer and passed away fifteen days later. My father went back to the farm, and I considered leaving my life in Austin to go with him, but he wouldn’t let me. He said I was young and having amazing opportunities I couldn’t pass up. Even though my heart ached at the decision to leave him alone, I decided to take his advice and stay in the big city.

That’s when I learned to wear a mask and pretend to be happy, regardless of whether my heart was bleeding. It always was.

I kept up my online work and started making a lot of money, but nothing could replace what I had lost forever.

My father met another woman and remarried. I was happy for him, because he’s a good guy and deserved a second chance. But after his wedding, I always made excuses not to visit him.

I didn’t feel at home there anymore.

My mind is far away when the brute’s voice pulls me back.

“And have you hooked up with a lot of guys today because of your cup?”

As soon as he asks, I look at his face and decide to leave the sad memories behind. Dwelling on the past won’t help anything.

“Not that my private life is any of your business,” I’m rude on purpose, since he criticized my costume. It took days to find it. “But I didn’t want to hook up with anyone. None of them interested me.”

Until now.

I see the corner of his lip curl into a small smile.

“Oh yeah? And what type interests you?”

“Trying to figure out if you’re my type?” I tease.

“I don’t hook up with children.”

I let out a breath, incredulous.

“I’m twenty-three.”

“Just out of diapers.”

“To say that, I assume you’re so old you’re about to go back into them. Is your cup number to find some woman to wipe your ass when you’re senile?”

He growls. I smile.

“Has anyone ever told you you’re annoying?”

“Has anyone ever told you you’re grumpy and rude?”

“And once again you answered a question with a question.”

“If I bother you so much, just stop talking to me. It wouldn’t make any difference in my life. I’m sick of shitty men.”

I think he’s going to retort, get irritated, or do anything to provoke me.

Instead, the man stands up and shoves his hands in his pockets, tilting his head to look at me.

“So those tears are for some guy,” he deduces, staring at my tear-streaked face. I swallow hard, unable to say anything. “Look, I don’t know what shit happened to you, but a man who makes you cry like that doesn’t deserve you. Stop suffering over him and find someone who makes you smile.”

“As if it were that simple.”

“Being in a shitty relationship isn’t simple either, but you have to choose which kind of complicated you want to deal with.”

I down my drink in one go, trying to mask the discomfort of feeling so vulnerable in front of him.

“What if I never find that person?”

“Then learn to like your own company.” He starts to walk away from me, but looks back one last time. “You get used to it with time. And it’s not as sad as it seems.”

He leaves and I’m alone on the corner of the balcony, left to think.

At some point in life, we were taught that we need someone to complete us. The pot’s lid, the other half of the orange, the soulmate. As if all this time she’s just been wandering around out there, waiting to be found.

We’re taught to seek happiness in another.

Maybe that’s why so many of us submit to toxic relationships that diminish us and make us feel like shit. It’s as if we love ourselves so little that any crumb of attention is enough to satisfy us.

After all, having a little is better than having nothing, right?

“Wrong! I’m tired of it!” I murmur to myself and grab my phone, blocking Dominic.

I wipe my tears and get up off the floor, promising myself I’ll never cry over some asshole again.

I put the mask back on my face, hiding my puffy eyes. I run my fingers through my long red hair and adjust the bunny-ear headband.

I smile remembering the stupid nickname that strange man called me, but as I head back inside the party and see several people pointing at me and whispering, I realize I’m also tired of being a good girl.

Because good girls just get fucked over. And still get blamed for everything.

But since I’m going to be held responsible for things I didn’t do... maybe tonight I want to give my haters real reasons to hate me.

Let Halloween begin.
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Alicia Carter

“LILI, I WAS LOOKING for you!”

I hear Kath’s voice just as I’m nearing the bar and turn to see the petite blonde dressed as Morticia, who’s become one of my best friends.

I only found out later that the flower shop owner was the wife of John Reynolds, one of the most influential politicians in the United States, but she’s so down-to-earth she never lets her wealth show.

“Have I told you how gorgeous you look?” I say, watching her blush. She shakes her head and waves a hand.

“No need to kiss my ass now. I’m not your boss here.”

“I’m always sincere and you know it. But if you want to give me a raise, I won’t say no,” I tease, and she lets out a hearty laugh.

“As if you needed it! But, if you want, I can give you a raise... provided you accept my proposal.”

“I’m listening.”

“I want to give the flower shop a makeover, and to do that, I was thinking we could do some field research to bring in some new flowers. I want something more rustic, raw,” Kath says, and I strain to hear her over the loud music. Her idea excites me. I love different things. “Did I tell you I was born on a farm?”

“Yes, you told me.”

So was I, but that’s a detail almost no one knows. I put my clothes, my routine, my daily life out there, but never my past. Never my family. It’s a part of me I want to preserve from the internet’s prying eyes.

“And did I tell you my brother still lives there?”

I nod, because that was one of the only bits of information she ever gave me about her brother, besides the fact that he’s one of the richest and most powerful ranchers in Texas.

I don’t know why, but the image I’ve conjured of him in my head is of a pasty, short, bald old man.

Maybe it’s because my friend is blonde and tiny.

“So, I talked to Drake and he agreed to host you at the ranch for our field research. The countryside has lots of rare flower species and...”

“What?!” I interrupt her, incredulous. “Friend, I am not going to stay alone with a stranger.”

“He’s not a stranger. He’s my brother.”

“I don’t know him, so to me he’s still a stranger.”

“I can introduce you. He’s here tonight. I’m sure you’ll get along,” she says, her eyes shining, and I see the intention behind her words.

Damn, she’s trying to play matchmaker.

Okay, so I was publicly cheated on and was crying minutes ago over my ex’s story with his mistress, but that doesn’t mean I’m willing to get involved with her short, bald, lonely brother. I love Katherine, but I don’t want to become her sister-in-law.

“No need. I still don’t think it’s a good idea.”

It’s a terrible idea.

“Lili, it’s just for one month. He works on the ranch all the time, he won’t bother you. I promise!”

“Friend...”

“I just can’t go personally because I need to be by my husband’s side at political events. One day I missed because of a migraine and they started rumors we were getting divorced,” she murmurs, rolling her eyes. Her confession touches me deeply, because I know the weight of being a public person and a target for lies and gossip. “I need you, friend. It’s for the good of the shop. Please!”

I sigh, staring at the blonde. She’s helping me at a time when I need it most, and I didn’t want to refuse a request from her. Besides, getting out of the Texas capital for a bit might do me good.

“Just one month, right?” I ask, my voice defeated.

“Just one month.”

I nod, reluctantly, and my friend hugs me, thanking me for my help.

“I still need that raise,” I say in a joking tone, and she agrees.

“I’ll triple your pay.”

“No need to go overboard.”

“My husband is filthy rich. He won’t miss it.”

We laugh together, and Kath spots a man a few yards away from us. Short, bald, pasty.

Is that her brother?

I definitely don’t want to meet him.

She tries to tell me something else, but I give a flimsy excuse and flee to the bar, with absolutely no desire to spend the night chatting with him.

I want to dance, drink, and forget my problems. Not acquire a new one.

The bartender approaches and I ask him for the craziest drink at the party. I need a distraction and I’ll use alcohol to my advantage.

“You sure about that?” he asks, making it clear I’m about to do something I’ll probably regret later. “I have a drink... an aphrodisiac.”

“I’m in. You only live once,” I reply, and he huffs a laugh, returning seconds later with a glass full of a blue liquid.

I taste it. It’s sweet. Good.

Okay.

I down it all in one go.

“I want two more of those.”

He shakes his head and does as I ask, handing me the glasses and saying I’m the craziest bunny he’s ever seen.

“How many bunnies do you know?”

“Do I need to know more than one?”

His answer makes me smile, and it’s not because of his words, but because he answered a question with a question.

It reminds me of the hot guy I met on the balcony. Where is he?

He’s infinitely hotter than every other guest at this party, even without a costume.

Maybe I should look for him? Thank him for his advice?

I take another sip of the blue liquid and close my eyes, shooing away the stupid thoughts.

He’s hot, strong, and very fuckable, but he’s arrogant and full of himself. I’m sick of asshole men.

Screw it. I’ll find other guys to have fun with.

I head to the dance floor and down another glass of the sweet, delicious drink in one swallow. I leave the empty glass on the tray of a passing waiter and sway with my eyes closed, feeling the music, letting the alcohol take over.

Moans catch my attention and I open my eyes to see two women going at it beside me. The taller one, dressed as a witch, has her hand up the skirt of the shorter one, dressed as a little angel, and the short one is grinding on her fingers, riding and rubbing herself shamelessly.

And even though we’re at a party full of people, no one seems to care. Everyone is wearing masks, and it’s as if that gives everyone a free pass to do whatever they please.

The mask encourages people to show who they really are.

The moans intensify and I hear the woman whisper in the other’s ear that she’s about to come. The one with her fingers inside her pussy speeds up her thrusts and smiles, enjoying seeing her girl feel pleasure.

I look around and see several couples doing the same. Making out, touching each other, and moaning with pleasure as they dance.

My whole body burns, and within seconds the throbbing between my legs becomes painful. My pussy pulses and soaks to the point where I can smell my own slick.

I finish the rest of the drink in my glass and try to take a deep breath, but it seems the blue liquid intensifies all my arousal. I’ve never been this turned on.

What did the bartender put in my glass?

The sound of moans and panting grows louder. The woman beside me comes on the other’s fingers while being told what a little slut she is for spreading her legs and letting herself get fucked in public.

My breasts feel heavy and sore from so much arousal. My pussy is soaked and needy, desperate to be licked and touched. In a near-unconscious movement, I rub one thigh against the other, trying to find relief for my swollen clit.

It’s not enough. It’s hard to breathe. I need to be touched.

A hand grips my shoulder and I turn my face immediately, meeting Katherine’s gaze.

“Sweetie, are you okay?”

I swallow dryly, trying to hide the explosive effect of the blue drink on my body.

“Yes, I’m just a little drunk.” And very, very turned on.

She eyes my glass and I just give a weak smile, trying not to look so crazy in front of my boss.

“You can stay here tonight if you want. There are plenty of spare rooms.”

I should refuse, but going to the bathroom to masturbate in private is better than staying down here and risking spreading my legs for a stranger just because of this absurd horniness.

I even tried to be wild, but the truth is I’m not willing to give them material for another gossip story about me.

“Where can I stay?”

She explains the location of the room and I pretend to understand, since the music is too loud and the throbbing between my legs is stealing all my attention.

Well, if she said the house has several empty rooms, it shouldn’t be hard to find one.

Another guest calls her and she walks away, but when I look around, I notice the bald old man who was talking to Katherine earlier is heading my way.

No, no, no. I am not fucking her hideous brother.

I still have a shred of dignity and I’m not that desperate. I’d rather take care of myself.

I run for the stairs and climb them without looking back.

I reach a hallway full of rooms and open one of the doors, finding the light on. Seeing the room empty, I lock the door behind me and take a deep breath. My friend’s mansion is huge, and I hope the old man doesn’t find me.

The music from outside filters into the room and the DJ’s beats are sensual. The arousal floods me again and I feel the painful throbbing between my legs.

Without waiting another second, I strip off all my clothes, leaving my body completely free to give myself relief.

I twist a needy nipple between my fingers and a pleasurable moan escapes my mouth, begging for more. Everything in me is pulsing and slick runs down my thighs. I’m so needy.

I stare at the luxurious suite and pause for a few seconds, having a moment of clarity, stopping myself from lying on Kath’s expensive bedding and coming all over it.

I can’t dirty it. Better to go to the bathroom.

The bathroom door is open and the light is on. Some staff must have prepared the rooms for guests, and I’m not in the mood to think of another explanation. Right now, I only think about relief.

I hurry into the room, disoriented with lust, but when I’m standing completely naked in the middle of the bathroom, I realize I’m not alone.

A man is inches from me, in front of the shower. He’s just stepped out and is completely naked.

As soon as he notices my presence, I see irritation in his eyes, but when his gaze travels down my body, the expression in them changes.

It becomes desire.

His breathing becomes ragged and he lets out a low grunt, as if he needs to control himself. His cock hardens, full of veins and pointing upward, drawing my gaze to it as well.

There’s no hiding it now.

“Are you lost, Bunny?”

​
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CHAPTER 4
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Drake Harris

MY BODY IGNITES THE moment I catch the scent of a woman in the bathroom. The loud music from the party masked the sound of anyone entering, but when I see the woman standing before me, fury takes over.

What the fuck is she doing here?

Before I explode, my gaze drops to her body and I have to swallow hard to keep control. She’s naked.

The redhead who was teary-eyed in her Playboy bunny outfit is now wearing nothing but that ridiculous little headband with ears.

By some primal male instinct, I take in her curves and see she’s fucking gorgeous.

Her tits are full, her nipples hard. My mouth waters to take them, to suck on them; my cock hardens instantly and it catches her attention.

She looks back at me with the same hunger, the same lust, licking her lips indecently.

That simple gesture is my undoing.

“You lost, Bunny?” I ask, my voice low, feeling every part of me react to her.

It’s hell not to let my eyes drop lower, not to look at her pussy, because I can smell her arousal and everything about her screams she’s wet and ready. Fuck!

I haven’t fucked anyone since my wife died five years ago, and no matter how many women offer themselves to me daily, I’ve never given in to temptation.

I have my reasons for staying away, but this bold, gorgeous redhead is pulling my focus from every single one of them.

All I can focus on is her scent.

“What are you doing in here?” she asks, as if I’m the intruder, not her.

Her arrogant question snaps me back to reality and I clench my jaw, forcing my eyes up to her face.

Eyes on her face, asshole. You’re not a pervert.

“What’s your problem?” I growl, trying to sound pissed at her invasion, but the truth is I’m even more pissed at myself for being so affected by her.

And by the reactions of my body that I can’t hide.

“I-I... didn’t know you...” The words start to leave her mouth, but her gaze is fixed on my cock, which is hard and veined, pointing straight up. “...were so big.”

Fuck!

She licks her lips and lets out a soft moan, driving my body insane. I’m hanging by a thread. If I take her, I won’t be gentle.

“Get the hell out of here,” I order, trying to let reason override the lust, but her scent... goddamn it! Her pussy is so close... I’m sure she’s tight. “If you keep staring, I’ll take it as an invitation.” My voice comes out low and dangerous.

It’s a warning.

As if in agony, the redhead closes her eyes and tilts her head back, moaning.

“I drank something and... maybe if I get in the cold water...” She moans again. “Oh God! I need relief!”

She whimpers, and before I realize it, my hand is around her neck, pressing lightly. I spin our bodies and guide her into the shower stall.

I push her against the cold tiles and she opens her eyes, staring at me with a lust that steals my sanity.

“What did you drink, Bunny?”

The feel of her scent mixes with the heat of her skin under my fingers. Her skin is so soft... fuck, her pussy must be incredibly soft.

“I don’t know... I just know you need to stay away from me.”

I press her neck a little harder and she moans again.

“Why?”

“Because I’m so turned on,” she whispers, rubbing one thigh against the other. She’s consumed by desire, like a female in heat desperate for her male to mount her and fuck her hard.

The girl brings a hand down between her legs and my eyes follow the movement, watching her part her thighs to touch herself right in front of me.

No, fuck! Is she trying to drive me crazy?

I won’t let her.

With my free hand, I grab her wrists and pin them above her head. She whimpers and tries to break free, but she can’t. The redhead curses under her breath, going back to rubbing her thighs together.

“Please...” Tears are spilling from her eyes. Fuck, she’s crying from need!

“No, Bunny, I’m not letting you touch yourself. It’s your punishment for coming in here without my permission.”

“Then let me go,” she murmurs softly, still rubbing her thighs. “I’ll find someone else to help me with this.”

Her female scent makes my mouth water and it’s hell not to drop to my knees right now and suck her clit. My whole body tenses and a pearly drop of pre-cum beads at the tip of my cock.

“Not a chance,” I growl, irritated. “You’re not fucking anyone else. I’m going to relieve you, and I’m only letting you leave when your pussy is soaked from coming so much.”

“Mmm.”

I should stop now. But I’m not thinking with the head on my shoulders right now. My cock is throbbing for her.

“I’m not letting you give it to another guy, Bunny.”

“So you’ll fuck me?” she begs, all needy. “Just put it in a little... just once?”

Fuck, she really is trying to drive me insane.

“I’m not just putting in the tip. I’m going to fuck you to the hilt and put it in as many times as I want,” I warn. “You’re not going to complain, you hear me?”

She nods, and her submission is my ruin.

Sending every last drop of common sense to hell, I release the girl and kneel before her, lifting one of her thighs over my shoulder. Her pussy is shaved and all pink, the delicious scent coming from it an explicit invitation to sex. One I just accepted.

I run my tongue along the inside of her thighs and her stomach rises and falls with anxious breaths. My lips slide up to her groin and I plant a long, wet kiss in the crease, but without touching her pussy.

“Oh, my God!”

“Remember, we’re at a party. You can’t scream.”

Bunny squirms, anxious, but I hold her more firmly, preventing her from moving.

“Stay still,” I command. “I’m going to take my time eating you out, but if you disobey me, I’ll stop. Understood?”

“I’ll be very quiet,” she promises, almost crying from arousal.

Immediately, she stops trying to move. Good girl.

My cock throbs at her response and I exhale a hot breath against her pussy. She shudders and I use one hand to spread her folds wider, exposing her wet, hard little clit.

What a beautiful little pussy.

“Can you put it in your mouth? Please...” she begs for me to suck her clit, which makes me smile.

“You don’t make the rules here, Bunny.”

I open my mouth and lick her pussy from top to bottom with my broad tongue, nice and slow, still not taking her clit into my mouth.

She whimpers like a spoiled kitten but lets me do what I want, murmuring without disobeying.

I circle my tongue around her swollen clit, over and over, and Bunny moans, bringing a hand to my hair to hold me against her.

“It feels so good,” she murmurs, and I pull back, giving her clit a light slap in response.

“When I tell you to be quiet, you obey, or I’ll shove my cock down your throat and shut you up with my cum.”

“I just wanted to moan a little.”

“Not now,” I warn, and she nods, all obedient.

I decide to give her what she wants and spread her pussy wider, closing my lips around her hard little clit and sucking firmly. I suck and nurse the little pink nub, pulling and pulling without stopping.

Bunny brings a hand to her mouth and bites it, stopping herself from screaming. She throws her head back and grinds against my face, asking for more.

Her needy clit is throbbing against my tongue and I take the chance to slide two fingers inside her pussy, curling them inside her.

Within seconds I feel her legs tremble and her body convulse. She grinds faster as her pussy clenches around my fingers.

The delicious redhead is coming hard on my tongue.

I stand up and look at her face. Her lips are parted, her cheeks flushed and hot with lust.

“I want more,” she begs, and I smile.

“I’m far from finished with you.”

My animal side breaks free and I grab her neck again, bending her how I want. She submits to my dominance and I plunge my tongue into her mouth, making her taste her own sweetness.

“Let’s go to the bed,” I say and grab her thighs, lifting her onto my lap and carrying her out of the bathroom.

I’m careful not to line my cock up with her entrance, but the hard member brushes against her soft little pussy and she moans, wanting more. My girl is eager.

“I’ll give you what you want,” I warn, and she starts kissing my neck, moving up to my jaw and back to my mouth.

I lay the little redhead on the bed and climb on top of her, never breaking the kiss. She spreads her legs wider and I brush the hard tip of my cock against her swollen clit, still wet from her recent orgasm.

She murmurs and asks me to put it in. I smile, because I like seeing her submissive, begging for what she wants.

I position myself at her tight entrance and she keeps kissing me, teasing and taunting me with her delicious, warm tongue.
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