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Forest Hills 




Incredible chemistry turned into insatiable nights. Falling in love wasn’t in the equation for Keith Fuller until Desiree. She was the queen of his heart, and the keeper of his soul. Desiree was off limits, but Francesco was still obsessed with knowing more about the woman Genevieve called Desire. A VIP visit to Halo happened during the Christmas holiday. Keith and Francesco renewed their existing understanding. There would never be another for Keith. Desiree was his, and he was in love, possessively so. 











  
  

Always Hers 


Keith Fuller 





Two Weeks Later   


Mornings in bed were Desiree’s favorite. She was still my damn weakness. Beautiful was excessively spoiled. She didn’t want for anything. Still, Desiree tried testing her limits. That ended with her needing recovery time. We had an understanding right after, had we not, I would’ve been bare assed and proving it. Only to her. Only for her. 

Intimate conversations happened in her office or mine. Desiree stayed sassy sweet. She was a week past having her ass branded, but rough sex didn’t fix her attitude. 

Damn if I didn’t love her wild, more so, since the lines between work and lust were gone. Desiree was loved, obsessively, and my heart was tangled with hers. 

A pillow was tucked under my head. Desiree’s leg was cuffed, and her ass was caressed to relaxed comfortably.

Sleeping with Desiree was great without sex, with it, was paradise. She was awake. Cuddled in, but awake.

Downtime was good for us, and I was okay with it. Desiree wasn’t. One delicate sigh, and she was pushing against me. Her ass was gripped while turning onto my side. It took skill because Desiree liked being up under me. Even now, she cuddled right back in, not worried about getting hurt. Her safety was my responsibility. 

Desiree was situated to my liking, not to hers. 

I held firm. “It’s early. Go back to sleep.”

Another delicate sigh. “No. I want you.” 

Morning, noon, or night. It didn’t matter. My sex drive matched hers. Desiree was given time to reconsider. 

Silently pouting happened quickly. 

Time to give in. Hell, I would have for less. Speaking to Desiree always felt intimate. Privately or publicly, it didn’t matter. She belonged to me, and I was hers. 

“I’ll do it whenever you ask, but you’ll be tired before I’m through,” I warned her while caressing everywhere that was mine. “Rae, is this how it’ll be in the mornings?” 

She twisted to tease. “Not always. I miss sex.” 

I gently kissed her shoulder. “You missing anything, well, we can’t have that.”

Desiree wanted to pout more. Fussing wouldn’t change a damn thing. My mouth locked on hers in a deep kiss.  

Desiree didn’t want to wait, so her silk nightie was gripped to thrust in to the hilt. Fuck, she was tight. 

 We started calm, but Desiree kept clenching with each thrust. Damn if I didn’t like her wild, but she needed to pace it out. Desiree tried taking control, but I kept reining in her pleasure. She bucked. Only Beautiful would have a temper tantrum during sex. Desiree needed to end it.

 We were compatible on every level, but my name would be imprinted on her curves, permanently.  

Erotic warnings were given. Desiree had time to change course, but she kept defiantly twisting her hips. Pleasing her would never be too much. Deep fucking happened until Desiree gave in completely, trusting me to take care of her. We hit a wild tilt. She was confessing, cursing, and begging. Desiree never had to plead for anything. I expressed that without words until she cried out for me.

Desiree bounced to hit a sexy twist. We weren’t taking that route, but half assing wouldn’t happen. 

A pillow muffled her sultry cries. Work was put in until Desiree was breathless with her emotions reeling. She was still asking for more than she could handle. I eased out.

“What are you doing?” Desiree was quick with the sass, knowing my actions would never need explaining. 

She was flipped, and I eased between her soft thighs. 

One slow thrust instantly regulated her mood. 

My all went into pleasing her. 

Kiss after kiss. 

Stroke after stroke.

A deep tilt came with heated sensations. Her ass was gripped and anchored. I went to my knees. Desiree had more bounce, and our kisses felt deeper. She rode recklessly, chasing her orgasm with her hands in my hair. 

Desiree came again with my name spilling from her lush pout. Kissing her neck didn’t calm her, so we passionately fucked until her feelings twisted with mine.

The room spun. Powering through my climax took skill. Passing out from great sex would’ve been damn wild.

Desiree collapsed against me. Maneuvering happened while still on my knees. My breathing was unsteady, but Desiree’s was excessively ragged. She was carefully lowered onto the bed. Desiree pushed me away for a pillow. She yawned, “That was great. I’m so tired.” 

I chuckled, “I warned you.” 

“You did.” 

Desiree was finished with me. 

Not quite. 

She changed her mind. 

Desiree wanted to be held and spoiled. 

 Sure enough, she pouted. “Come here. I want you.” 

Desiree reached for me. I didn’t make her work for it. We relaxed, but her plans needed to be talked about.

“Rae, I won’t disrupt your routine, but you don’t have to be alone for the holidays.” 

“I won’t be. I spent Thanksgiving with Kayla and her family. They were a good time. You always hang out with me on Christmas Eve, but don’t stay overnight this year.” 

Her saying it nonchalantly didn’t change anything. There was no going back to how things were. Desiree wouldn’t be testing limits in our relationship. 

My eyes locked on hers.

“Don’t say anything we’ll regret.”  

“I’m not. Stop being jealous and kiss me.” 

Desiree offered a luscious kiss. I adored her without hesitating, but it didn’t satisfy me. Our kiss slowly ended. 

A delicate sigh happened on her end. “Our kisses are so special. We need to be like this years down the road.” 

“I’ll keep you satisfied on every level, but you need to explain. Why shouldn’t I stay the night?”

“Stop. It’s not what you’re thinking.”  

“How do you know what I’m thinking?”

“Because you’re crazy possessive. It’s not another man.” 

“You having someone else didn’t cross my mind. You wouldn’t want him hurt on your behalf.” 

She groaned. “No, I wouldn’t. I won’t cheat on you.” 

“And I’ll always be faithful to you.” 

There was no questioning it. Desiree liked living on her terms. Our relationship was different than how we were. 

I spoke intimately, “We’re talking about the holidays.” 

 “Right,” Desiree quickly agreed. “I said not to stay because you don’t fly home to see your family until the afternoon on Christmas. I know it’s because of me. You always stay until Kayla can come hang out. It’s been three years too much of that. The holidays are about being with loved ones. Your parents and Ash need you.” 

She couldn’t go on without her emotions spilling. 

Desiree didn’t have a family. She was adopted at fourteen by a loving elderly couple. She was the last foster kid they took in. Desiree tried pushing limits, but they were far more experienced. One troubled teen wasn’t a problem for them. She quickly learned about boundaries and respect. 

Desiree loved them as if they were her biological parents. She took care of them through their illnesses, and her heart was shattered when they died. Desiree had always been sassy wild, and extremely affectionate. She wanted to be with me, but her pride wasn’t making it easy. 

“I do alright on my own,” she took a trembling breath. You worry too much about me. You shouldn’t.” 

“My feelings are mine. I’ll always worry.” My mouth brushed her forehead with each word. “Rae, you need to be with people who love you.” 

Desiree had been loving me. Her confession happened in a private conversation with Tammy. Granted, she forgot to turn off her earpiece. I could have fixed that, but anything Desiree said was worth listening to. 

I didn’t need her confession to know the truth. Denial hadn’t been working for us in quite some time. It had been Desiree from the moment we met. My date wasn’t even a damn thought after having one conversation with her. Sex and hookups hadn’t been the same either. 

Desiree was admiring me. One sultry look triggered a reaction. Our mouths locked with a fierce intensity. 

The world was hers. Desiree didn’t have to ask. I would gladly lay it at her feet. Never had I loved anyone more. 

Our next kiss sparked feral need. 

Desiree ended it. “Oh, kisses are still so great with you. Okay, I was thinking about renting a hotel room in Philly. Maybe a beautiful loft near Rittenhouse Square for a day or two. I want to put poinsettias on my parents’ grave and make sure they look nice. Maybe it’ll snow. It will be great to have snow. We keep having Christmas without it.” 

Relief came from hearing that. Desiree wasn’t extending an invite. She was respecting what we were by saying where she would be. My attention was hers. 

 “Hopefully, you’ll get your snow. I’ll go with you and then we can head to New York.” 

Desiree was genuinely surprised.  

She looked up at me. “You don’t have to go.” 

“You need to be with family. We’ll honor your parents’ memory and spend Christmas together. Ash loves you. My parents will adore you, and you’re everything to me.”  

Tears sparkled in her eyes. Desiree sobbed. Effort went into making sure she felt safe and loved. Tears were wiped, and gentle kisses were given. I patiently waited until she felt comfortable enough to express her feelings. 

“Desiree, I love you. Spend Christmas with me.” 

More tears. Desiree was beautiful even when she cried. She trembled and sobbed more with her cheek pressed against my chest. Her feelings wouldn’t be cast aside. Desiree deserved to be spoiled. She deserved my all. 

We stayed inside every emotional moment. Desiree tried wiping her face. I helped. Her thanks was conveyed with tearful kisses. She finally released a trembling sigh. 

“It will feel good to have a family again. I’m so happy.” 

Relief happened. I relaxed to hold her. “I feel better knowing it because all hell breaks loose after you cry.” 

Desiree playfully cuddled in. “Hush. Don’t tease me.” 

“I’m not. It’s adorable,” I brushed hair away from my face. “Are you saying yes to the trip?” 

“I’ll go anywhere with you. We have to stop in Philly.” 

“A hotel in Rittenhouse Square sounds fantastic. We’ll stay a few nights, visit your parents’ grave on Christmas Eve, and leave for New York. It’s a quick trip from Philadelphia International to JFK.” 

Desiree was instantly excited. Her tears were forgotten. “This is going to be the best trip. I love you too.”

 “I thought you were upset by my saying it.” 

 “Why would I be?” Desiree playfully teased me. “Do you think I’ll leave you for loving me too much?” 

“Rae, end it. I won’t hear of you loving someone else.”

“I always get warnings. Your jealousy is showing.” 

“It will always show when it comes to you. I’m dedicated to kicking his ass for winning your heart.” 

“Stop. I’m yours for as long as you’ll have me.” Desiree’s eyes were sparkling, and her lush pout was quivering. 

One kiss wouldn’t be enough, and a lifetime wasn’t long enough to have her, to adore her, but I would do my best.  

Our mouths locked in a passionate kiss. Desiree was the queen of my heart, and the keeper of my soul. If she wanted the world dipped in gold on diamond strings, I would do everything in my power to get it for her. Always. 










  
  

December


Desiree Leroux





Four Days Before Christmas 


Silhouette was closed for the Christmas holiday. If anyone was vacationing in Myrtle Beach for Christmas, it wasn’t for recreational purposes. They were visiting family or snowbirds. Myrtle Beach had a Wonderland, and a great light show. Winter holidays were a good time by the shore. Good enough to have stayed for three Christmases in a row, but I was from up north. I needed cold air nipping my nose, frosty mornings, brightly lit houses, hot chocolate, Reese’s Miniatures and Hershey’s Kisses wrapped in red, green, and silver foil. Oh, the cute Santa hats too. Never fruitcake, but those dry sugar cookies with red and green sprinkles were something. My goodness. 

The past three Christmases in Philly had been mild. A dusting here or there happened mid to late January. Snowstorms didn’t happen until February and March. 

I didn’t travel to visit, but the weather was checked. Myrtle Beach was almost always warm. This holiday season was colder up north, and I wanted snow. 

Kildare was texting. He knew my whereabouts at all times, but I never argued with him. Keith hired him to look after me, and Kildare was extremely good at his job.  

Texts happened. I would be home until we left for the airport tomorrow. Two days in Philly were a yes for me. Kildare could start his week off early. My text repeated that like a broken record. Kildare would check back in a few hours. Not for nothing because I had been known for changing my plans. It all depended on how I was feeling. 

Kildare’s next text. 

Rae, call if you need to. I’ll come get you. 

To say I was spoiled would’ve been understating it. Driving lost its appeal. Why do it? I can relax and let the guys handle it. My safety always came first, and I had the best naps while cruising in the salty breeze.  

My text to Kildare was the same as always. 

I won’t call. Stop stressing. Enjoy your time off.

I was feeling festive with holiday scents. Apple, Brown Sugar, Cinnamon Spice, and Clove. Candle jars were in use because my warmers were clean and ready for next week. Balsam and Cedar were perfect for the New Year. My office was already strung with cozy warm fairy lights. 

My phone was ditched to finish my evening routine. A luggage check happened, and I was in cute festive loungewear and relaxing to enjoy the ocean view. People could say what they want about Myrtle Beach. Living by the shore was so peaceful. They had to live it to know it. 

My phone’s little jingle happened. Keith was calling. I answered, and his voice was pure seduction. Goodness. He sounded incredible. Keith wanted an answer. I gave him one. Still, he tried changing up, and I wasn’t doing it. Saying no to Keith had always been a struggle. We were a little different, in all the best ways, but no. Not a chance.

“Keith, we’re going to New York for Christmas.”

“I’m good with being in Philly for two days. Christmas will still be with my family. We’re leaving the day after.” 

“Our schedule will be jam-packed after the first. I’ll be in Miami by the end of January for Silhouette II. This is our vacation time. Are you breaking promises now?” 

“Rae, I never break promises to you.” 

“Good. See about it because I’m not missing Christmas dinner with the Buchanans. We’re going to their party.”  

Keith chuckled, “Ash told you about all the gifts.” 

“She did, and I need all that love. I love gifts.” 

“You do. Hayden won’t care if we skip it. I’ll purchase whatever you like. You can spend as much as you like.” 

I laughed, “Cut it out. I already told Krista we were going. So what? You want to cancel with our friends. Go on. Grinch it out. Figure it out. We’ll be in New York.” 

Keith groaned in frustration. “We should stay home.” 

“New York is home for you. Return to it.”  

“We’ll continue with our previous plans, but I’m having downtime whenever and however. Don’t fuss about it.” 

“Since when do I ever?” I teased him. “You like going home for the holidays. I’ll be with you this time.” 

“It does my heart good to know it. Rae, I want you with me. You’re not going on random trips around the world.” 

“Stay possessive. It’s sexy. I won’t travel alone anymore. Single life was a good time,” I dramatically sighed.    

Keith’s low growl caused tingles. “Don’t fucking say it.” 

“Say what? That I’m yours. Okay, I won’t.” 

“Rae, end the sass.” 

“Okay, but I’ll be spending your money anyway.” 

“And how is that a threat? Spend until you pass out.” 

I laughed, “You’re too much. Where are you?”

“Where I need to be.”

“You’re being indirect. Keep playing. I’ll text, Killie.” 

“Kildare is driving. He won’t be checking his texts.”  

Kildare laughed in the background. “Rae, take it easy.” 

“I won’t. Y’all better stop being vague. I need details.” 

A low sound happened on Keith’s end. 

He spoke, “Trey is on the other line. I’ll call you back.”  

“See that you do,” I ended the call without so much as goodbye, but I couldn’t stop smiling. 

Keith was on his way to me. Thankfully, I had the good sense to order dinner. I wasn’t about to be in the kitchen, cooking up a storm, knowing we would be on a flight out tomorrow. My fridge and condo were spotless. I would be coming home to relax. My sanity required a comfortable, clean space. Work or home. I needed it to feel my best. 

The intercom chimed. 

I tapped my phone to answer it. 

“Hi, this is Desiree.” 

Tandy professionally spoke. “Hi, Ms. Leroux. Your food delivery is here. Jamal is signing for it. Expect a knock.” 

“I will. Thank you. Do you have plans for the holidays?” 

“Yes. This is my last evening on shift until next week.” 

“Good. Enjoy your time off. Have fun.” 

“I’m going home for Christmas,” Tandy sighed, “I’m not thrilled. There’s always some kind of family drama. I have been going out of obligation, but I’ll be ending that soon. Will Silhouette be open for New Year’s? I’m hoping so.” 

“Yes, as always, you’re welcome. Skip the line, drink on my dime, and release all that stress from being with folks who don’t love you right. We got you, girl.” 

Tandy laughed, “Thanks. I would’ve been asking.”

“As if you have to. Have yourself a Merry Little Christmas. Girl, let your heart be light.”

Tandy hummed the classic and then laughed. “I’m in the holiday spirit, but I’m waiting to open my gift.” 

“It’s a little something to show my appreciation.” 

“It’s expensive, and I’m not saying no to it. Merry Christmas, Ms. Leroux. Wishing you the best this season.” 

“And I you. All the presents and love you can handle.” 

Tandy squealed before our call ended. I laughed. She was a beautiful mocha brown with natural hair that fell in silky tangles down her back. Curvy and bubbly with a sweet disposition to match. Men were lining up to date her. Secretly, I was hoping she and Jamal would link up. 

Speaking of tall, dark, and handsome was tapping on my door. He didn’t use the bell because it did too much. 

I quickly fixed the drawstring on my lounge pants and sashayed to the door in lace slippers. Jamal was waiting with a smile. Handsome needed to make his move on Tandy. I wasn’t in their business, but I was still hoping. 

Jamal laughed, “What’s wrong? What did I do?” 

“Nothing. Tandy said you were coming up. Thanks for getting my order. Please sit everything on the entry table.” 

Jamal carefully did that. 

I crossed my arms. “Are you still too good for tips?” 

His deep chuckle echoed. “No, but Keith pays to make sure you’re taken care of. I was told not to take tips.” 

“I tip the girls all the time.” 

“I’m not them,” Jamal calmly stated. “Keith won’t let another man look after what’s his. I understand the logic.” 

“Do you? Cause I’m about to be all in your business.” 

Jamal laughed, “You won’t ask. You want too, though.” 

Excitement happened instantly. “Is she a yes?”

“What’s up? Who is she?” Jamal playfully teased me.  

I sucked my teeth. “Stop playing. Spill it.” 

“Ms. Leroux, lock the door behind me.” 

“I’ll leave this door wide open.”

Jamal didn’t care. He replied. “Cool. Guess I’ll be posted up in the hall. Everything’s glass in this place. I’ll monitor the lobby from here. Go on. Say something.”

The wide hall was lavishly furnished with custom wood flooring. Jamal wasn’t wrong. Everything was glass. He had a clear view of the lobby and desk beyond the railings. 

I sighed, “You’re too much.” 

“Is that right?” Jamal smiled. “Happy Holidays.” 

“Happy Holidays to you too. Wait. I have your gift.” 

“Keith gave it to me.” Jamal laughed at the look on my face. “I’m guessing you didn’t realize it was gone.” 

“I didn’t. Y’all are stealing my joy.” I silently cursed. 

Jamal didn’t care about that either. He kept chuckling. “Aww, you’re a mean one, Ms. Grinch.”

I burst out laughing. “I’m not! I’m tipping you!” 

“You’re not. I like my gift. Have a good evening.” Jamal chuckled more while closing the door. “I don’t hear locks.” 

“Stop rushing me!” 

“Lock the door then.” 

I did that. 

He ended it with. “Thanks, Ms. Leroux.” 

Jamal was probably chuckling more on his way to the elevators, with his fine self. Tandy better stop playing hard to get with that man. He won’t be single forever.  

Keith called back. I sweetly answered, pretending to be innocent. He wasn’t going for it. “Stop hassling Jamal.” 

“He works for me, not you.”

“You believe that. Cute.” 

“Keith Fuller, you don’t own this building.” 

“I’ll purchase it if only to win this argument.” 

“What’s wrong with you?” 

“I’m territorial. You are not to tip any men, for any reason. If you appreciate their service. I’ll tip them.”  

I sighed, “You were doing this before we got together.” 

“We’ve always been together. Since our first conversation, my thoughts have been of you.” 

“You were still dating.” 

“We discussed that. Would you like to revisit it?”  

“No,” I recited. “Sex is not dating for you.” 

“It’s not. I’ll date you. Would you like that?” 

“Stop damn flirting. Tell Jamal to accept my tips.”

“No. Stop breaking my rules.” 

“I’ll break all your rules if I want.”

“Be careful of what you say next.”  

“Keith, he works for me, not you.” 

“You’re pouting. I enjoy it. Love, what’s wrong?” 

“You gave Jamal his present.” My pouting continued. “I wanted to do that. You ruined my surprise. I’m mad.” 

“Are you mad? Or are you disappointed?” 

“I don’t know, and I don’t like the way it feels.” 

“I’ll make it up to you. Would you like that?” 

“Yes. See that you do. What did Trey want?” 

“He had questions about our liquor collection.” 

“Everything was explained in detail when Trey was here. He should have the same access cards. He should stay with the black matte and platinum theme down to the same font. Keith, don’t let him use bright colors. Miami is different, I know that, but the VIP cards will look tawdry.”  

Keith chuckled, “He’s aware of your recommendations” 

“They’re not recommendations. Our branding needs to stay consistent. No changes. Why is he still saying vault?” 

“Trey likes the sound of it.” 

“He should like it less. Advertising our exclusive liquor collection as a vault is a sure way to get the club robbed.” 

“Kildare had a conversation with him about it. Trey wants vault said to anyone with VIP access.” 

I sighed, “He shouldn’t say it at all.”

“Rae, it’ll be taken care of. Relax. Can you do that?” 

“No. I’m about to check my emails to see if Trey tried changing anything else. He’s doing entirely too much.” 

Keith kept saying my nickname. I didn’t mind, but it always felt intimate with him. Keith was probably in the car, relaxing on the leather seat with his duffle within reach. Keith was handling business while talking to me. 

We would reopen Silhouette for New Year’s Eve. January first would come in with sparkles, glitter, confetti, noise, laughter, and best of all, love. 

Hopefully, people would be falling in more than out.   

I sighed, “Okay. I won’t start working this evening. Where are you? And don’t say where you need to be.”  

“I’m where I should be.”  

“Very funny. I love your charming personality.” 

“Rae,” Keith warned me. “Don’t end this call.” 

“I’m done talking. I’m upset. Well, disappointed or something. I need time to process it in a positive way.” 

Keith’s low growl happened before our call ended. That was my doing, but I liked getting him all worked up. It was so sexy to hear. Tingles happened, but our food was carefully set in the kitchen. My lounge pants were ditched, and I was getting everything ready for a romantic night in. 
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