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Prologue
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Sgt. Williams was holding his ballpoint pen at an awkward angle, like there was something he wanted to say but wasn’t quite sure how to phrase it.

“Just be sure that when revealing the truth to Mr. Black, you are—careful,” he said. “I know how”—he cleared his throat—“intimate you two were.” 

I gulped.

“Yes, sir,” I said before darting out.

Outside his office, I stood stock-still for a minute. My gaze dully scanned the rows of cubicles of hardworking officers as the enormity of the situation crashed over me.

Eric and I had spoken nearly every day for the past two weeks and spent time together every other day. Would he ever forgive me?

The same new grunt as before—Helena, I think her name was—walked by me on her way to the coffee machine, staring.

That sent me back to my office to collect my things. There was no point in obsessing over the whole Eric issue yet. Maybe he would take it better than I feared.

Inside my office, the big standard clock indicated it was 11:15. If I was quick, maybe I could meet Eric for lunch and break it to him then. Anything to get this horrible weight off my chest.

When I called him, he sounded surprised but happy.

“You couldn’t even get through half the day without me, huh?” he asked.

Despite the circumstances, an irresistible smile crept onto my face.

“Guess not. I was wondering if you wanted to meet for lunch.”

“I know just the place,” Eric said, “Mama Evita’s. Although, to make it work, you’ll have to be there in less than half an hour. I have a meeting early this afternoon.”

“I can do that,” I said, immediately. “Although my outfit may not be up to the usual standards.”

Eric chuckled.

“I’ll survive. See you.”

“See you,” I said, hanging up.

I eyed the clock cheerlessly, ticking away the guilty minutes I had remaining.

Less than thirty minutes until I had to break the truth to him. Less than thirty minutes until my revelation would change everything.
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Chapter 1
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Kathryn

“So, I’m going to have to sleep with him.”

Not exactly the average way you started your workday, but today was anything but average. Today was the day we were going to catch a dirty criminal.

At my words, Sgt. Williams eyed me warily.

“Is that so?”

His office, with its gray, orderly simplicity, always intimidated me, now most of all. I knew my plan was both risky and bold, but there was no way I’d have the guts to describe it to the sergeant while standing in the doorway like a meek intern. 

I marched over and sat down on the black plastic chair in front of his desk.

“You saw that Craigslist ad for a mistress I forwarded you, right? We’ve been tracking Black for weeks now and have a great big nothing to show for it. But this? This is a way in—the perfect opportunity.”

The thin lips I always noticed about Sgt. Williams flattened into an even thinner line. Normally, when he smiled, with the way his blue eyes twinkled in his white-bearded face, he reminded me of Santa. Now he looked like anything but a kindly old man.

“Yes, a perfect opportunity all right—for things to go horribly wrong. We don’t know how dangerous Eric Black is. That ad was...disturbing to say the least. He could hurt you.”

“I can take care of myself, Sarge,” I said. “If he needs a submissive mistress, that’s exactly what I’ll be. How else are we going to get that close to him? I just don’t see any other way around it.”

The truth of my words showed in the lines on Sgt. Williams’s face as he frowned, probably trying to come up with an alternative. Finally, he sighed.

“You know I’m one of the best,” I said. “How many cases have I finished for you now? Let me do this. I can get it done.”

Sgt. Williams shook his head.

“It’s unheard of is what it is. Besides, even if you did manage to somehow succeed and get the incriminating evidence we need on Black, what would be the cost?”

Feeling my cheeks redden, I lowered my eyes. By now, I knew that part of the unspoken dynamic between Sgt. Williams and myself was similar to that of a father and a daughter. Sgt. Williams’s daughter, who he’d been extremely close with, died five years ago in a terrible car accident. He’d never said it, but I could see by the way he looked at me that I reminded him of her.

So, right now, it was basically as if I were telling my dad I had to go be a submissive mistress to some random criminal billionaire. Uncomfortable to say the least.

“Did we get any new intel on Eric Black other than the informant?”

Sgt. Williams shook his head.

“Nothing other than an anonymous source, who claims he’s been embezzling hundreds of thousands of dollars out of his own company, Virus Killer.”

I managed a chuckle.

“Who would’ve thought a playboy billionaire would be the creator of a multimillion dollar virus-killing company.”

Sgt. Williams managed a small smile at that one.

“It is a good program,” he admitted. “Even I have it.”

“I have it too,” I said with a smile. “That’s the whole thing about the product—everyone does.”

Returning my gaze to the uncertain blue eyes of Sgt. Williams, I had to ask the question.

“So, Sarge, what’s the verdict?”

He shook his head sadly, in a way I knew meant he was going to give in, albeit unwillingly.

“The whole thing just worries me, Kathryn. You’re putting yourself at terrible risk. Just please, promise me you’ll be careful and pull back at the first sign of trouble.”

“I will,” I said, “and thanks for believing in me. I know the director won’t like this, but you and I both know sometimes we have to overstep our bounds to get what we need in order to nab the bad guy.”

Sgt. Williams closed his eyes for a minute.

“Of course,” he said quietly. “Just make sure it doesn’t come at an irretrievable cost.”

I left his office with his grave words echoing in my head. 

I frowned. I knew Sgt. Williams was just trying to look out for me, but I wasn’t some helpless damsel. I was the hunter here. We’d spent too long and too much of our department’s time, energy, and money trying to nab Eric Black. And nothing ever stuck. This was the shortcut that would fix everything.

Glancing at my phone, I sighed. Normally, after a big intense talk like that, I took refuge in a Dilly Bar from Dairy Queen. But as it stood, I didn’t even have time to go to the bathroom. My dinner with Eric was in 30 minutes, and traffic in New York City was unforgiving to say the least.

***
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EVEN AFTER I QUICKLY changed into my dress in a Starbucks bathroom on the way, I was early. And yet, he was early as well.

“Kathryn,” Eric said as I approached the restaurant, “you’re early. What a nice surprise.”

I laughed.

“Thought I was the only one who had that annoying habit.”

Smiling to himself, Eric shook his head.

“On the contrary,” he said in a low, sonorous voice. “All the most successful people are early.”

I only smiled in response to that, because, honestly, I was still trying to get my head around this whole thing. I had seen plenty of pictures and heard enough about Eric Black to know that the man was sexy. But hearing and seeing, then experiencing it in person, were majorly different things. In the presence of the tall, well-built man with wide-set, blue-green eyes and tousled dark hair, I had a bit of trouble keeping my cool. 

I told myself to focus. I was here to catch this guy, not fall in love.

“I wanted to wait out here so I wouldn’t miss you,” Eric said, his fingers pressing on my back slightly as he gestured to the hostess.

His touch sent a ripple of excitement down my spine.

“I already made reservations.”

We were conveyed to our table quickly and seamlessly. As soon as we sat down, I noticed.

“This restaurant—it’s revolving!”

Tilting his head at me, Eric boomed out a hearty laugh.

“I suppose the name didn’t tip you off then?”

Feeling like an idiot, I couldn’t help but laugh too. Truth be told, I’d been so focused on convincing the sergeant and getting this date set up with Eric Black that I hadn’t really paid attention to any details about where we were to meet other than the address of the restaurant.

“Guess not,” I said.

With every passing minute, this date surprised me more and more. I had come here expecting a straight-laced jerk, and so far I’d found—

“Want to have a drink first and then talk business?” he asked. “Or do you want to get the details out of the way first?”

“Details first,” I said, trying to smile alluringly at him.

“That’s my kind of girl,” he said, his gaze dipping to my lips.

I had to shake away the rush of pride bubbling within me and remind myself I was on the job.

“Before I lay out anything, I need to know: Are you on the pill or will condoms be necessary?” he asked me.

“The pill,” I said, and he nodded.

“About our arrangement,” he continued, “first, some rules. Number one and most important, you will not tell anyone about it. Anyone means, obviously, the press, your friends, even your dog if you have one.” He glanced at me questioningly, and I nodded my head.

“Good,” he said. “Second, I reserve the right to fire you at any time for any reason. The most likely reason, if I’m going to be honest, would be lack of chemistry.”

Seeing the confused expression on my face, he clarified. “A lot of women like to claim they’re submissive, but experience has taught me that just isn’t the case. So, Kathryn, tell me”—he leaned in, his sea-green gaze cutting into me like a scalpel—“do you really like to be taken control of, to have your brains fucked out, to be fucked sometimes even against your will?”

Silence. An excited rush of heat pooled between my legs. My throat parched and dry, I nodded.

“Good,” he said conversationally, leaning back in his seat. “Then we will get along splendidly. You’ll come to my house, we’ll do what we do, and then I’ll pay you. One thousand dollars each time, and a raise if you’re good.”

“And how do I be good?” I couldn’t resist asking.

“You have to do what I want you to,” he said, a cruel smile coming over his face. “But if you’re truly submissive, then that will be what you want to do, too, so it’s a win-win.”

“A win-win,” I echoed hollowly.

The sergeant’s words echoed in my head, What would be the cost? Nervously, I adjusted my dress strap. What if Sgt. Williams was right? Sure, I had messed around with some fluffy pink handcuffs one time with an ex-boyfriend, but just how far into this intense submission sex thing was I willing to go?

“Do we have a deal?”

I looked up to see Eric Black’s eyes slicing through me once again.

Hastily, I nodded.

“We have a deal.”

“Excellent,” he said. “Oh, and I forgot to mention: When working for me, you can only work for me.” A slight smile played on his lips. “And I don’t mean in a work sense. If you want to waitress part-time, that’s fine with me. I mean your body.”

His gaze flicked down to my cleavage, and I shifted uneasily. I could almost feel him in there, touching me.

“Since I’m paying such a lucrative rate, I expect to be given top-of-the-line service. So I don’t want you seeing anyone else. And if you’re wondering, that doesn’t extend to me.” He laughed a little. “I’m just a bit selfish that way, I guess.”

I resisted the urge to smile sarcastically. Mr. Black sure was something.

As a waitress approached, Eric reached over and squeezed my hand.

“I think we’re going to like spending time together, Kathryn,” he said.

When I smiled back, it was forced. There was a slight buzzing in my head, as if I’d sat at the wrong table with the wrong man, because despite his words, and despite my job, already I found myself incredibly attracted to him.

Eric and the model-pretty waitress, who unabashedly declared that she knew exactly who he was, bantered a little before he sent her off. Eric’s gaze then rested on me admiringly.

“This meal was for us to get to know each other, not for me and some waitress to chitchat.”

I couldn’t keep the gratified smile off my face.

“I am allowed to suggest topics we talk about, right?” I asked with a sly smile.

Immediately, Eric shook his head.

“You’re only to speak if spoken to.”

There was a shocked pause as all the color drained out of my face. 

Was this guy for real? The sound of laughter brought me back. Eric was leaning back in his seat, laughing his head off.

“You actually bought it,” he crowed.

“But after all you said—” I glared at him.

“But you actually bought it!”

Despite myself, I had to smile. As weird as the situation was, Eric was, as I had said before, surprising.

Holding my hand and gazing into my eyes, he said, “You just say whatever your little heart desires, Kathryn—unless I tell you not to.”

He winked, and then, glancing at the menu, asked, “Seriously, though, what’s your favorite food?”

“They won’t have it here,” I told him.

“That’s not what I asked,” he said.

“Okay,” I said, “but you’re going to laugh.”

“Half this night I’ve been laughing,” Eric reminded me, and I smirked.

“My favorite food is—wait for it—gummy bears.”

“Gummy bears,” Eric repeated, as if speaking a different language.

“See, I told you it was stupid,” I said. “Now, what’s your favorite food?”

“Uh-uh,” Eric said, seizing my hand. “You’re not going to get away with that one that easily. You told me gummy bears, but what’s the story behind it? Why gummy bears?”

“It’s a long story,” I said, avoiding the piercing look in his eyes.

Already, his unnerving attention was a bit worrisome. How was I going to pull one over on this man who looked at me with the kind of clarity that could cut glass?

“I’m waiting,” Eric said.

“Okay,” I said. “It was from when my sister and I were just kids. I was five or six and she was eight I think. Anyway, we were at the carnival with our parents, and in our rush to get on the merry-go-round, we got lost. Somehow my sister and I ended up wandering a mile or so away and ending up in a mall. We were really scared and crying, but we just didn’t think to talk to anyone there. Most of all, though, we were starving. Together, we had 25 cents. So, we headed to some grocery store in the mall. It had one of those self-serve candy places. My sister and I were pretty ambitious about how many gummy bears we thought we could get for 25 whole cents. So, we piled the multicolored gummies in, and when we took our bulky bag up to the cash register, the teenage girl cashier ringing them up told us to hand over $7.17. 

“My sister and I freaked out. When my sister finally handed the cashier one shaking quarter, she kindly sorted out one gummy bear and gave us back the quarter too. She asked where our parents were, and when we told her we were lost, she got her manager in on it. While my sister and I sat in their office, happily splitting the gummy bear, the staff somehow got in touch with our parents. Half an hour later, we were reunited. 

“But I have to tell you, nothing tasted as good as that slightly stale cherry gummy bear. Seriously, maybe it’s that day and how the gummy bear inadvertently got me and my family back together, but ever since that day, something happens to me when I eat gummy bears.”

As I finished my story, Eric was smiling but not laughing.

“So, you’re close with your family?” he asked easily.

I gave a noncommittal sort of head shake.

“Kinda,” I told him. “My parents and I are still really close. I call them once a week. My sister, well—” I paused, trying to search for the right words. The best lie was a lie that was just a twisting of the truth, not making up some unlikely make-believe story.

“She doesn’t agree with my choice of profession,” I said truthfully.

Eric smiled with slight amusement.

“So you’ve told your family that you’re—”

“I’m not an escort,” I snapped with more force than intended.

Raising his brows and his hands in a gesture of a white flag, Eric said, “Sorry. I just assumed—”

An embarrassed flush burning my cheeks, I met his eyes evenly.

“Yeah, well, this is kind of a new thing for me.”

Now that the half-truth was out there, I was worried. Eric had said it himself, after all. He was paying top dollar, so what if he wanted an escort who was as experienced as he was?

“Good,” he said, smiling with relief. “So am I actually. You’re my first mistress. Besides, the few escorts I’ve encountered—often on dates during their off time—are the worst fakers imaginable in bed.”

“Really?” I asked, surprised.

“Yeah,” he said, nodding. “Maybe it’s because by that point they’re just all fucked out. You know, not really in the mood for doing what they do for work on their time off, too.”

I nodded without saying anything. The thought seemed poignantly sad, and yet, how different was I than them right now? 

Squaring my shoulders, I scraped the thought away. I wasn’t doing this for money. Any money I earned would go to the sergeant. No, I was doing this for the good of the agency, to catch a criminal and stop him from committing further crimes. The two weren’t even in the same ballpark.

“Na-na-na-na, na-na-na-na, hey hey-ey, good-bye.”

It took me a minute to realize that the song playing was coming from Eric’s phone.

“Excuse me,” he said, putting the phone to his ear and standing up. “I have to take this.”

On his way out, I saw him exchange a few words with our waitress.

She whizzed over with a cup of water.

“Here you go,” she said in a snarky tone.

I thanked her in an extra-kind tone. Poor woman. If she knew who Eric Black really was, she wouldn’t be jealous of me at all.

A few minutes passed, then the waitress came back, armed with a small black bowl.

“We didn’t order anything,” I told her.

She shrugged and pursed her pouty lips.

“Mr. Black told me to bring this.”

In front of me, she set down a bowl of red gummy bears.

“But how did he—”

It was too late. The waitress had taken off, and I was left staring at the unlikely item before me. What were the chances that the restaurant carried gummy bears? And how did Mr. Black get service like that? Is that what it was like being an insanely famous billionaire?

“Sorry about that,” Eric said, hovering behind me. I jumped.

“Whoa there,” Eric said, laughing as he squeezed my shoulder. “It’s just me. You look like you’ve seen a tarantula or something.”

I stared at him, still unsure how he had managed to get behind me without me hearing him. Had I really been so distracted by the sight of the gummy bears that I hadn’t even noticed him walking up?

“I hate to do this,” he said, “but I have to continue this call, and it’s not going to be short. Would you be opposed to discussing more about the arrangement at my place tomorrow? I really am sorry for this, but it can’t be helped.”

“No, of course. It’s fine, really,” I said.

“Great,” he said, giving me a quick kiss on the cheek. “I’ll send you my address later. I dealt with the bill and the waitress already, so you can stay as long as you wish. Thanks for a great time, Kathryn.”

It was only as he was walking away that I realized I hadn’t found out how he’d gotten the bowl of gummy bears. My mind still hazy, I lifted a trembling hand to my cheek. My whole body felt strange and tingly, as if I’d been asleep up until now. If just a kiss on the cheek produced this reaction in me, what would his body within mine do?
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Chapter 2

[image: image]




Eric

Was she it? 

As I tended the frying pan of salmon searing with maple syrup, my dick perked up at the thought. Even the sight of her last night, before she had said a word, had gotten me excited. The way her thick hips had swayed as she walked. Then the dark hair and eyes, and those pink curved lips that suggested something confident and yet naughty. Could she really be it?

I opened the oven to check on the roasting garlic potatoes. There was no point in getting my hopes up yet. If anyone should know that the most promising specimens often turned out to be letdowns, it was me. Take my latest one-night stand for instance. When I’d picked her up in a bar, Chancery, the petite little blonde, had practically moaned when I’d clasped my hand around her wrist too hard. But in bed? She had star-fished. She’d thought it was enough to lie there and wiggle around while I did my thing. Even just biting her lip had sent her recoiling in surprise. No, most women said they liked sex rough, but they didn’t really.

The melody of the doorbell spilled into the kitchen, and I rushed to the door. Opening it, I became speechless. There she was, basically sex on two legs. 

Kathryn was wearing what I guessed you could call a dress. Really, it was just an extended shirt, just long and short enough to obscure her straining-to-escape curves. But if she bent down too much...

“That’s some melody of a doorbell you have there,” Kathryn said with a nervous giggle.

Clearly, she had noticed me ogling her like a juicy prime rib.

“Yep. Chose it myself,” I said proudly. “You look stunning by the way.”

“Thanks,” she said, tucking a glossy brown strand of hair behind her ear.

The movement sent those beautiful mounds jiggling slightly, and I resisted the urge to let out a low groan. What did those glories look like without clothes?

I’d always loved curvy girls, the way their flesh seemed to expand when you took off their clothes, as if it were finally able to breathe. Everything about them was so wonderfully womanly. My dick was already semi-hard at just the thought of Kathryn in my bed. I turned away.

“Dinner is almost ready,” I told her. “Feel free to wait in the dining room, or just hang out with me.”

“Okay,” Kathryn said, following behind me.

I checked on the sizzling salmon and potatoes while Kathryn lingered nervously behind me.

“Good news,” I told her. “They’re ready.”

It didn’t take long for me to set out the food, although I nearly walked into a wall with the plates while looking at Kathryn.

“Sorry,” I said with a little laugh. “It’s just—that dress, where did you find it?”

“Online,” Kathryn said vaguely.

Online at a sex store? I didn’t voice the thought, though. Really, all that mattered was how she performed without that dress on.

As we got busy eating, I couldn’t keep my mind off the event at hand.

“So, about limits,” I said, “do you have any? If so, what are they?”

As she lifted a roasted potato on her fork to her mouth, Kathryn eyed me uneasily.

“Nothing too...painful,” she said. “I mean, we can try slapping and spanking and stuff, and even hair pulling, but yeah.”

I rolled around a potato chunk in my mouth.

“That all sounds good to me. How about after dinner I show you what I’ve got?”

Seeing the sexy yet hesitant way she bit her lip, I clarified “The bedroom, I mean.”

Smiling, she nodded. “That sounds good to me.”

Never had I inhaled a meal so fast. The deliciousness of the salmon and potatoes was basically obliterated as I gulped down as much as my mouth and throat could hold. Right then, I was hungry for something else.

A few minutes later, it was finally time. After I cleared our dishes, Kathryn followed me down the long hallway leading to my bedroom. She stayed mostly quiet, although I could tell my ornate bronze horse sculptures impressed her. I smiled to myself. Just wait until she saw the bedroom.

Once we got inside, she let out a low gasp.

“Nice, isn’t it?” I said easily.

I took a minute to admire my own room. The result of months of planning, then months of re-modelling, this boudoir-esque chamber was my favorite place in the whole house. It had slick black velvet floors and walls, wine-colored tasseled curtains, and a striking old-style chandelier shimmering on the ceiling. And then, standing tall in the middle of the room, was the masterpiece of the bed. The king-size monster had satin sheets of deep red that were even silkier to the touch than they looked.

“These are some of my favorite toys,” I said casually as I approached the bed, gesturing to what I’d laid out on it in a row. I’d arranged a pair of plain silver handcuffs, a black leather flog, and a matching whip. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I studied Kathryn’s expression. Her eyes were saucers, her lips parted. There was no doubt she was a little bit afraid—and a lot turned on.

“Want to test some of them out?” I asked, locking one of the handcuffs on her wrist before she could answer.

Kathryn’s dark-lidded eyes took in her new wrist accessory, and a cheeky smile curled on her lips. She yanked it and the other cuff out of my grasp.

“What if I don’t want to be handcuffed right now?” she asked in a low voice.

I grabbed the hanging handcuff and yanked her to me so that I could feel her quivering flesh against my chest.

“Well then, that’s just too bad, darling.”

Before she could respond, I plastered my lips to hers. Her soft lips gave in to mine easily. Her whole body sank into me, into the kiss. Invigorating desire raced through me. As my hands slid all the way down her front, my tongue parted the seam of her lips. Her tongue eagerly twined with mine, teasing, flicking, and escaping it.

I tightened my grip on the handcuff and lifted her cuffed hand to my lips.

Running my thumb over her lips, I said, “Don’t forget who’s holding the handcuffs.”

As I lingered my thumb there, her lips wrapped around it feverishly, continuing the kiss. With a long, slow, tongue-swirling suck, she kissed my finger all the way down to the base. 

An electric current of desire lit my dick. If she could do that just to my finger, then what could she do to my cock?

As our kisses deepened, I couldn’t get that tempting thought out of my head. My hands swirled over her dress to her full chest. One squeeze and our kisses picked up. Now she was the one deliriously sucking on my top lip, nibbling on the lower. 

When my hand slid down, clasping the satin fabric with it, I broke away to fully savor the beautiful sight of her bare breasts. Two massive mounds of pure milky-white goodness. Kathryn’s breasts were the kind men wrote stories about, the kind wars were fought over. I could almost come just at the sight of them. It suddenly occurred to me that these beautiful white breasts would look even better spattered with my own white juice.

Before I even let myself enjoy them fully, my hands latched into Kathryn’s hair. I was just about ready to burst, I was so horny.

Kathryn let herself be guided to a kneeling position easily. With one hand, I patted her head, while with the other I undid my pants. My stiff dick was throbbing with excited anticipation.

When it was finally free, I patted Kathryn on the head once more.

“You know what to do.”

And oh, did she ever!

Kathryn started out with licks, flat-tongue spiraling laps that engulfed me completely until my dick was totally wet and harder than ever. Then she moved on to my balls, sucking in a slow, leisurely rhythm. Back and forth she slowly swayed her head. It sent impatient spurts of pleasure down my legs. When was she going to actually suck my excruciatingly hard dick?

Finally, I firmly grasped her hair and yanked her to where I wanted her—over my dick. Kathryn responded obediently. In one big gulp, she took my dick down, all the way to the base until the head was mashing against the back of her throat. Ah, fuck yes. 

My fingers tightened in her hair, and Kathryn repeated the motion: one long, slow, nerve-exploding suck all the way down. Her hand cupped my balls. Her other hand clasped the base of my dick, jerking it up as she focused all her oral love on the head. She sucked and slid her tongue around it in a wonderful figure-eight formation. Lick, flick, suck. Lick, flick, suck harder. 

My whole body shook. When Kathryn peeled my dick out of her mouth and rubbed its smooth hardness all over her mouth and cheeks, I could see that she was panting with pleasure too.

I shoved her face back onto my boner. She slurped it down even further, swallowing it partway down her throat. Deep-throating at its finest. My dick twitched with arousal. I was almost there.

Opening my eyes, I really took in the scene, took a mental snapshot of the insanely hot sight before me: Kathryn on her knees, her full bare chest dipped, her mouth adoringly locked around my dick.

It seemed my cock had subconsciously conveyed to her just how much it needed her to finish what she’d started. When Kathryn slid her mouth back up my shaft, she started sucking it with the most vigor yet. With her hand pumping in exact time with her mouth sucking my supersensitive head, her tongue lapping against my frenulum, it was all I could do to stop my legs from shaking so hard they hit her. 

Oh fuck, did this woman know what she was doing. Around and around her tongue went, until my vision was blurred with the sensation. The sound of her eager slurps and the sight of her sexily bowed form all blurred into one pounding tempo, this on and on and on and on.

When Kathryn suddenly whipped my dick out of her lips, slapped herself on the cheek with it, and then threw her face on me and began throat-fucking herself, I came. 

Jubilant groans leaked out of me. My dick shot hot spurt after happy spurt into her expert little throat. Afterward, she slid me out of her mouth unwillingly.

I gave her a thankful kiss on the top of her head.

“That was a pleasant surprise,” I admitted to her.

It took a minute for Kathryn’s gaze to slide to me, a hazy smile on her face. She looked dazed, as if the pure sensation of our encounter had smacked all thought out of her.

As she dabbed at my dick with a Kleenex, I yanked up the bottom of her dress.

“I’m not finished with you yet,” I growled, peeling down her lacy thong and throwing myself in between her legs. 

Her pussy was wonderfully wet already. Clearly, sucking me off was something of a turn-on for her as well. As my finger dipped into her slick pussy, my tongue got to work on her clit. It was swollen as fuck, and even at my first lick, she moaned.

I rammed my finger into her rapidly, enjoying the look of utter helplessness on her face.

“Yeah,” I growled at her. “You’re just a dirty little freak, aren’t you?”

Her whole body responded with a shiver of delirious want.

Returning my mouth to her clit, I kissed and swirled my tongue around it in time to my rapid finger thrusts. Already, Kathryn was shaking. Her whole body was overwhelmed by my eating her out. But was she really at the edge like she seemed?

Turning my finger into a jackhammer, I flung it in and out as fast as I could. Simultaneously, I sucked, licked, and slurped her clit with everything I had.

Kathryn’s body twisted and thrashed with abandonment. Her moans joined into one harried cry. With my other hand, I squeezed her breast tight. She came with one great explosion of shaking and the loudest scream yet. As I drew away, the shaking gently abated to a trembling and then the odd twitch.

I stroked Kathryn’s hair until she came to. She aimed a shocked gaze at me, as if I had just discovered the light bulb.

“That was singular,” she said.

I patted her head affectionately, then kissed her cheek.

“You see? We’re going to get along just fine, Kathryn.”

She was still twitching every so often from her orgasm when I snapped the end of the handcuff around her hand again.

“We haven’t really gotten much use of the toys,” I said easily by way of explanation.

But as I snapped the other end of the handcuff around the bed’s post and looked down at her sexy-as-fuck, half-naked form, I knew I was just bullshitting. Really, now that I’d had a taste of Kathryn, I was hungry for much, much more. More than that, the sight of how easily she came had made me hard again, too.

Our lips found each other once again. I stripped off the rest of her dress and flung it onto the floor. Then I threw my face in between her breasts. 

It was like being suffocated by the softest pillows imaginable. I slid my face along to her taut nipple and lobbed my mouth over Kathryn’s chest with pleasure. I sucked it eagerly, my tongue swirling around the firm nub. My other hand delighted in the other breast, massaging and kneading the generous flesh. 

Then I pulled myself away, slightly out of reach. Her eyes gently fluttered open. I gave her a smacking kiss, then pulled away, just out of reach.

Frustration was cast on Kathryn’s features. She jerked her body forward only to find that it couldn’t go any farther. She was handcuffed to the bedpost after all.

“Eric,” she said in a demanding tone.

I smeared my hand over her face.

“Have you forgotten who’s in charge here?”

As soon as her lips desperately clasped onto my palm, I ripped it away.

Grabbing both of her breasts, I looked her in the eye and said, “You’ll only speak when I let you.”

Her whole face drooped in a twist of frustration as she threw herself forward, her lips open desperately. I backed away even farther so only two of my fingers were lightly touching the tip of her nipple.

“What is it you want, Kathryn? What do you want from me?”

My cool voice made her face contort into a snarl.

“Eric,” she pleaded, “please.”

I stretched over to her ear, my lips nibbling on the tender shell.

“Please what?” I kissed into her auditory depths.

Her whole body now a coil of tension, she spit out, “Fuck me, please.”

I twisted my head so I could enjoy the desperate longing on her features.

Kissing her ear in long, slow, twining slurps, I urged her, “Beg me. Beg me to fuck you.”

As I unleashed the biggest onslaught of ear sucking and nibbling yet, an enraged cry spilled out of her lips.

“Fuck me, Eric, please. I’m begging you!”

Immediately, I threw myself on her.

“Are you ready for this?”
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Chapter 3
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Kathryn

––––––––
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HIS ARROGANT WORDS echoed in my head uselessly: Are you ready for this?

My whole body was twisted with the suppressed desire he’d lit in me. Was I ready for this? Hell no. I could barely think as it was.

When his dick slipped inside me, everything was obliterated. Its thick hardness rammed all conscious consideration out of me. Everything was enveloped in the warm heat emanating from my pussy. Oh, fuck did it feel good. We were just in missionary, but it felt like a totally different position with him. It felt like this sex was on a whole different plane of being. In and out, side to side. With every thrust, the clasp of my pussy met him. I was just as delirious for more as he was. Our bodies smacked together, and already I could feel mine giving into the torrent of pleasure he cruelly teased into me.

A smack to my cheek awakened me.

“Look at me as I fuck you,” Eric growled, his eyes alight.

I glared at him, pleasure now radiating from the spot he’d struck on my cheek all the way back down to my pussy. That had been painful, sure, but why was it I now felt more pleasure?

As he rammed himself into me the harder and faster than before, both our bodies tensed with the strain and the upcoming release.

Eric slapped one of my tits to the side.

“Come on. Come,” he said. “I know you want to.”

Another groan escaped my lips. How was it his dick was like a thermometer in my body, gauging the exact temperature of turned on I was?

Eric slapped my face again, sending my whole body into shivers.

“Do it,” he urged me, and I did. 

My body’s shaking grew into outright flailing, and a scream clawed its way out of my throat. All control left me, as I thrashed with pure liquid joy.

I was not sure how long it was later when I realized Eric’s dick was still hard inside me.

“I want to see what else you’ve got,” he said calmly.

My body was aching and yet still insanely turned on. Instinctively, my pussy clasped at the hard dick still inside it.

Eric chuckled. Reaching up, he undid the handcuff around the bed. Then he positioned my still woozy form so that I was lying on my belly. He lifted my handcuffed hand and once again attached it to the bedpost, although this time in a different position.

A pause. I craned my head back to see Eric taking in my naked form from the back with greedy eyes.

“So fucking hot,” he said in a hoarse voice. 

His stroke started at my head and traveled all the way down the top of my body, ending up at my ass, which he gave a nice good squeeze. This squeeze was joined by another, and another, until he was caressing the ample flesh there. Boy, was I glad I had used the last of my vanilla body butter to prepare a few hours ago. I could tell by the way he was massaging me that my ass was the softest he’d ever felt.

A slap of pain resounded through me as Eric suddenly struck my ass. A low groan spilled out of my lips. I turned around to see him looking at the red handprint on my flesh with a smile.

He crawled up so that his face was right next to mine.

“Yes,” he said, “you are exactly what I’ve been looking for.”

He sealed the words with a devastating kiss. Then, peeling himself away, he crawled on top of me. He was not as heavy as you would have expected with those muscles and all. I felt pleasantly pinned down, not suffocated. 

He eased the tip of his dick inside me tauntingly.

“How do you like that?”

My whole body could only respond with delirious shakes. Everything was still half blurry from the last time I had come. I didn’t know how much more I could take. But when he slithered his dick in even farther, I knew that I not only wanted it but needed it.

“Yes, please,” I found myself saying. “More.”

I could hear Eric’s smile in his voice as he innocently said, “More?”

As he shoved his dick in farther, it shoved the answer out of my lips: “More.”

Eric happily complied.

The next thrust was a body-shaking slam. Swiping his dick in me, gripping my hips for an anchor, he fucked me hard and fast. Our bodies smashed together in a kind of a delirium. Once again, I was completely enveloped by the rhythm he was building. It was nearing a finality that had to be reached. More built on more, and still more. 

His dick was an unforgiving knife stabbing pleasure into me. Already, every one of my nerves was tingling. I had one toehold left on control of my body. When Eric took both of my hands and held them behind my back, I lost it. 

Eric’s cock knew this, too. Jackhammering me mercilessly, it propelled my orgasm higher and higher. Animalistic noises fell out of me. My body left me. My vision went black and red and yellow. I was on the summit of pleasure, shrieking with it, a second orgasm rocking through me. His own hard, spurting dick pushed it on further. And then we reached the pinnacle of pinnacles, the pleasure that couldn’t be topped, and we slumped back into each other.

Afterward, the world was tingly. As Eric wiped himself down with a soft towel, he handed another one to me.

I accepted it with a sulky smirk.

“I wasn’t worthy of it the first time?”

Eric smirked himself.

“Pretty sure you were, but I wasn’t 100 percent sure.”

As I dabbed at myself with the silky silver thing, I smiled.

“Guess I earned it.” 

Eric paused to give me an extremely tender look, his hand stopping on my cheek.

“You more than earned it,” he said, withdrawing his gaze.

As he relaxed on the bed, his hands behind his back, I got up and started putting my dress back on.

“Going so soon?”

I turned to see him wearing a slightly disappointed expression.

“Yeah, sorry,” I told him. “I do have to work tomorrow. I’m a writer, remember?”

Eric pursed his lips.

“Oh, yes. In our email exchange, you did mention that.”

There was the sound of the bed shifting, then, “Wow, I didn’t realize it was already eleven. Yeah, you better go. I’ve never been big on sleepovers.”

He looked strange as he said that, as if reminding himself instead of telling me.

“I’ll walk you to the door though,” he said, getting up.

Together, we walked through his mansion to the door. My mind was still hazy and buzzing. I hadn’t dared to have a thought about what had just happened. It was all too new, too crazy.
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