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      I’ve been a luxury yacht stewardess long enough to know the rules. The most important one being… Don’t get involved with the charter guests.

      Sure, we chat and flirt with them, but we are supposed to maintain a professional distance. They have hired us to make sure they have an amazing time while on board the ship, and that’s exactly what we do. But we’re careful not to cross that invisible boundary that separates us from them.

      We are hired hands, working hard, and hoping for generous tips. They are the richest of the rich, spending a few days living it up on the water, while we cater to their every whim.

      There are so many stories of lonely stewardesses falling for a wealthy, powerful primary guest during charter, only to find out that he viewed their torrid love affair as merely a short-term vacation fling. I’ve heard that tired tale time and again.

      I understand the rule about not fraternizing with charter guests. I know why it’s in place, and I always obey it––well, almost always.

      When Gavin Timberbatch boarded the Sea Dreams, the mere sight of him took my breath away.

      I’ve seen my fair share of famous movie stars, iconic athletes, and other celebrities. It normally doesn’t faze me in the slightest, but one look at that sexy rock star had me ready to throw the rule book overboard and become a Timberbitch.

      That’s what they call his hordes of groupies, Timberbitches. It’s belittling and offensive, but suddenly I want to be one. I’ll join any group that allows me to exist in the same orbit with this irresistible man.

      He has more charisma than any person I’ve ever met. It’s almost like he glows. I’m physically drawn to him in a way I can’t even explain.

      I’d known he was handsome and talented before meeting him, but seeing him in person rocks my world––literally; my normally steady sea legs fumble beneath me from the mere sight of him.

      We openly flirt throughout his charter, and I even go to the master suite with him one night. I’m not sure what will happen in there, but I don’t care. I’m ready to steal away with him, and I’m prepared to lose my job over it.

      I’ve never been this reckless, but I’m completely infatuated with Gavin.

      We spend hours in his luxurious master cabin talking, laughing, and snuggling. The notorious bad-boy doesn’t even try to kiss me. It makes me fall even harder for him.

      My roommate and third stew, Tori, knows I’m spending time alone with Gavin in his cabin. She probably assumes we’re having a steamy affair. It’s tempting to tell her my relationship with the famous rocker is so much more than that, but if she decides to tell on me to our supervisors, I’ll lose my job regardless of how real our feelings are for each other.

      His charter goes by too quickly and before I even comprehend what’s happening, we’re docking and it’s time for him to disembark.

      Even though I’ve only known him a few days, I’m in love with this man, and I would gladly leave with him if he asks. But, he doesn’t.

      He leaves and promises to stay in touch with me. I don’t even have to worry for a moment if that’s a lie because he texts me before he leaves the dock.

      We spend the next several days on the phone any time I get a break in my hectic work schedule.

      When I develop a fever one day, he offers to fly back to Hawaii to take care of me. I insist that I’ll be fine, but he remains on the phone line as I lie in bed and doze. Every time I wake up, he’s there waiting. I’ve never felt so cared for or adored.

      The bug turns out to just be a twenty-four-hour virus, so I get back to work as soon as I begin feeling better. I can’t wait to finish out the end of this charter season and show up as a surprise on Gavin’s doorstep.

      I’d leave now, but I committed to work this entire season, and I don’t want to leave my coworkers shorthanded. We have become a close-knit family over the past several weeks, and I refuse to let them down.

      After the bomb scare and almost losing Tori and the captain, my first call is to Gavin. I want to rush straight into his arms, but he is oddly distant during our conversation. I can tell he’s distracted, but I can’t get him to open up to me about what is going on.

      He convinces me to stay in Hawaii until after the crew wrap-up party, and promises that everything will be better after that.

      When the day of the party finally arrives, I pack my few belongings. Almost everything I brought with me this season was destroyed when the yacht exploded. My plan is to head to the airport as soon as this celebration ends.

      We have a wonderful, relaxing time celebrating the end of an unbelievably eventful charter season. I smile as I listen to the large table of rowdy crew members. Gavin was right to suggest I stay for this. I needed some closure before moving on to the next stage of my life––with him.

      It’s starting to look like things are breaking up enough for me to make an exit without being rude, when Hannah glares down at her phone.

      She turns to me to ask, “Did you already hear the news about our favorite rock star charter guest, Gavin Timberbatch?”

      The blood drains from my face. I try to keep my voice from emerging too frantic and squeaky when I say, “No, why?”

      It’s obvious from her almost gleeful tone that the woman has no idea how real and strong my feelings are for the musician. It’s all I can do not to shake her for answers when she gapes at her phone’s screen and hints, “Wow, this is huge. He’s for sure going to be canceled over this.”
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      As a teenager, I struggled to get dates, but as an adult, I’ve had more than my fair share of luck with the ladies. Ever since I won that nationwide, televised singing competition, my life has become a whirlwind of tour dates, screaming fans, and more money and fame than I ever dared to dream of having.

      Pleasuring a new woman in my bed in a different city every night was fun for a while, but it’s growing tiresome. What I need now is a real relationship with a lady who wants to get to know me, not just someone seeking bragging rights about a hot night of fun between the sheets with a famous rock star.

      Steamy one-nighters only seem to make the ever-growing void in my chest deepen. The wealthy celebrity lifestyle is what I always dreamed of and thought I wanted, but I’m finding out that it’s not fulfilling. Instead, I crave normalcy and true connection.

      Eventually, I’d like to settle down, but it’s probably too soon to be thinking about that. I’m still fairly young, plus I’m extremely sought after––due to my wealth and celebrity status. Meaningless flings are a natural part of the wild and crazy life I’m meant to be living right now––at least that’s what I keep trying to convince myself.

      When I finally have a short break in my hectic touring schedule, I decide to take the band, my personal assistant, and my manager on a quick trip to Hawaii. We charter a luxury yacht and plan to make the most of our brief time off.

      As soon as I walk on board the luxurious ship, I’m drawn to Demi. The other women who work on the ship are gorgeous, but they pale in comparison to Demi.

      I flash her my notorious, cocky grin and receive in return a demure and professional half-smile. The woman is polite and friendly, but it’s obvious that she isn’t the slightest bit impressed by my fame or fortune. I guess it makes sense, since only super wealthy guests charter this yacht, but her lack of interest in my flirtation drives me absolutely mad with desire for her.

      She’s the first woman I’ve met in years who seems just out of reach, and her indifference makes me want her that much more. She’s a bit standoffish, as if she views me as any other primary charter guest.

      When I openly flirt with her, she smiles and goes about her business. She listens to me intently, and she always has something witty or interesting to add to the conversation, but it never goes beyond that to the deep and meaningful connection I crave.

      The charming woman is impossible for me to read and damn-near irresistible. I find myself thinking about her whenever she goes to the galley or below deck. It’s tempting to demand she stay with me at all times, but I know that wouldn’t go over well.

      A couple of the deckhands are young and built. I can’t help but wonder if she’s involved with one of them. The captain’s not a crusty old dude either. I’m sure the confident, powerful man can pull in the ladies. I just hope none of Demi’s co-workers or her boss have set their sights on the woman I can’t seem to get enough of.

      The mere idea of her being with someone else makes my fists ball at my sides, even though I have no right to make a claim on her––other than the fact that I want her so much.

      It doesn’t make a lick of sense, but that doesn’t stop my heart from hammering in my chest any time she comes near. The blasted woman is wreaking havoc on my nervous system, and we haven’t even touched each other.

      I’m sure the food on the yacht is delicious, but I barely taste any of it because I’m so worried about when Demi is going to come back out to the table or if her hand will brush mine when she refills my glass.

      I’ve never had the hots this bad for anyone––especially not for someone I haven’t even slept with. I’m not sure I like it. Actually, I’m quite certain I don’t like it. It’s disconcerting to care this much about someone without having any idea how she truly feels about me.

      Demi is sweet and attentive to me, but that is her job as a stewardess on this yacht. She would be this kind to anyone who was in my position. In fact, she’ll be showering this attention on the yacht’s next primary charter guest. The mere idea of it makes my throat gurgle with an unfamiliar sound as jealousy bubbles to the surface.

      The other stewardesses seem to have picked up on my preference for Demi because she is the one catering the most to my needs, while the other two work mostly below deck. Or perhaps, she requested to be on my service. The thought of her asking to spend more time with me makes my heart swell in my chest.

      I’m relaxing in the hot tub on the sun deck one evening when Demi brings me a fresh, icy cold beer.

      After I thank her, she moves to unobtrusively slip away. I hold my hand out to her. “Stay with me?”

      The request comes out sounding like a question. Demi smiles and sits down on one of the bar chairs that is attached to the hot tub.

      I take a long pull from my beer, then set it on the ledge next to her, offering, “Take a swig, if you like.”

      “I’m on duty,” she reminds me.

      “I suppose that means you won’t climb into this hot tub with me either, then?” I waggle my brows suggestively, trying to let her know that I’d love for her to take me up on the offer.

      She tips her head back and lets out a throaty chuckle before answering, “You are correct in that assumption.”

      Deciding to show some vulnerability, I say over the churning, steamy water, “You’re very hard for me to read. If you weren’t working, would you join me in here? Or are you just being polite by sitting here with me, since a primary charter guest asked you to?”

      Her throat bobs as she swallows before answering. The wait seems interminable, but she finally says in a voice that I can barely hear above the bubbling water, “I would join you in there.”

      The thrill of hearing her utter those simple words is second only to hearing my name announced as the winner of USA Idol. And it might even be better than that.

      I beam at her to let her know how delighted I am by her wonderful response, but my expression falls when she adds, “But I don’t want to just be another one of your ‘bang and bolt’ groupies.”

      Her description of my serial one-night stands might be funny, if it weren’t so accurate. My voice comes out in the same scratchy tone as I used in the opening of my biggest hit, Love Fusion, when I vow, “You won’t be.”

      She angles a level-eyed glare in my direction which clearly says that she won’t fall for any of my slick lines.

      I’m desperate to prove to her that I’m serious about her and that she’s special to me. Even as I’m wondering how I’ll have the strength to follow through on it, I promise her, “You have my word as a rock star and a gentleman that I will not touch you during this charter. I just want to spend as much time getting to know you as possible.”

      “Your word as a rock star?” She lifts a single brow as she calls me out on the silly oath.

      Deciding to fully lean into it, I lift my right hand out of the water and show her my wet palm as I solemnly say, “I swear on the King of Rock and Roll, Elvis Presley, that you are safe from being seduced by me on this yacht.”

      She grins down at the wood plank deck as she ponders my words. After looking over her shoulder to confirm that we’re alone, she says, “Okay, then.”

      She slips out of her Sea Dreams uniform and reveals her luscious curves covered only by a light-pink lacy bra and panties. My gaze is riveted to the incomparably sexy woman as she slides down beside me in the churning, hot water.

      Once she settles in, I glance up at the twinkling stars in the dark night sky and say, “Elvis, give me strength. I’m going to need it.”
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      I tip my head back and laugh with abandon at Gavin as he pretends to seek the strength to hold back from touching me from the King himself. This charter guest is surprisingly down-to-earth, likable, and funny. I’d assumed that he would be a full-of-himself, pretentious celebrity, but he is proving to be the exact opposite.

      Truth be told, I want him to touch me––more than I’ve ever wanted anything––but I instinctively know in my heart that it’s not a wise move to let him have his way with me. He’s used to women throwing themselves at him, so my reluctance to sleep with him is piquing his interest. Just like the rest of us, he wants what he can’t have.

      Besides, I truly don’t want to be another in his long string of meaningless trysts that he forgets almost as soon as it ends. I want more from him than that, but I’m not sure if he’s truly capable of offering more. His job means that he travels all the time, and he has temptations beyond compare––with beautiful Timberbitch groupies begging for his attention at every stop.

      From that first moment in the hot tub until the end of his charter, Gavin and I spend every second we can together––talking, laughing, and getting to know each other.

      I learn that he misses actually singing without smoke, mirrors, and auto-tune. He’s vulnerable with me and shares that he wonders sometimes who really cares about the man behind the rock star.

      The huge smile that spreads across his face is genuine when he tells me about his older, trusty dog, Pringle. He found her abandoned in a ditch when she was just a young puppy, and he was a gawky teenager. The two became fast friends, and she’s been by his side ever since. She even goes on tour with him, but he hired someone to stay at his home in Idaho with her for this trip.

      “I really miss her,” he reveals. “She’s one of the only souls in my life who doesn’t want or expect anything financial from me. All she cares about is my love and attention.”

      The sexy man’s honest, raw emotions make me fall even harder for him. I truly believe that I would be interested in him, even if he was singing on a street corner to make ends meet, but I don’t know how to prove that to him.

      Our time together is beyond precious, and I’m willing to risk anything for it––even my job.

      My roommate, Tori, is the only person that knows for sure about my illicit romance with our charter guest. I don’t think she’ll say anything to Hannah or the captain, but she and I have had our differences, so I’m not sure.

      In any case, it’s worth losing the job I love to spend quality time with Gavin. He keeps his word and is a total gentleman––even when I spend the night in the master suite with him.

      We use the time together in his cabin getting to know each other on a deeper level. He holds me in his arms, but he never once even tries to kiss me––despite how much I secretly want him to.

      Sleep must eventually find us because I awake with a start when I realize the sun is streaking across the suite’s plush carpeting.

      Gavin teases me about my loud snoring, which I already knew about, due to the many cabin mates I’ve had in my years as a stewardess. They’ve all complained about my raise-the-roof snoring.

      “Sorry,” I mutter as I scurry for the door.

      He grabs my hand to stop me before saying sweetly, “It’s just one more adorable, unexpected, and lovable thing about you.”

      How am I supposed to resist a man who even likes my snoring? It’s an impossible task.

      His charter comes to an end too soon. I’d been afraid that this would mean the end of our blossoming relationship, but instead, we start texting and video chatting during every spare moment.

      I’ve been counting the days until the end of this charter season, so I can go join him in Idaho and see if this relationship is as strong as we believe it to be.

      Mobster drama and a huge scare on the final charter make the end-of-season crew wrap-up party super emotional. I’m glad I stayed for it, but I can’t wait to run into Gavin’s open arms.

      When Hannah hints that he’s been involved in some scandal and is likely to be canceled, it’s all I can do not to scream at her for answers.

      When she finally turns her phone’s screen around so I can read it, I struggle to make sense of the entertainment news site’s headline. Processing out loud, my voice is filled with disbelief when I say, “Someone is accusing Gavin of sexual assault? My Gavin?!?”
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      This sexual assault charge may mean the end of my career. I didn’t do it––of course. I always get consent before touching. But even a hint of a scandal like this has the potential to destroy my career.

      I’m known for being the bad-boy of rock and roll. My reputation is widespread as the love ’em and leave ’em type, but my fans will not stand by my side if they believe me to be a sexual predator––nor would I expect them to.

      As much as the thought of being canceled scares me, it’s nothing compared to the terror that makes my heart race as I wonder if this will cause problems in my relationship with Demi.

      Even though it’s only been a short period of time, she is what matters most to me. I can handle losing anything, as long as she stays lovingly by my side.

      It really doesn’t make any sense, since I haven’t even slept with her yet, but it’s truly how I feel. She’s everything to me, and I plan to tell her that at my first opportunity.

      As soon as the story breaks, I try to reach out to her, but she ignores the call. I’m terrified that she’s already heard and made wrongful assumptions about the truth in this unfounded claim, until I remember she said she’d be unavailable during her crew’s season wrap-up party.

      After glancing at my watch and calculating the time difference, I realize that’s most likely why she didn’t answer. I leave her a voicemail asking her to call me as soon as she can. My hope is that I’ll be able to tell her about the lawsuit before she hears about it on the news.

      The entertainment sites aren’t painting a very flattering picture of me as a wild party-boy, who occasionally takes things too far. I’d always been concerned that my carousing might someday catch up with me, but this is so much worse than I ever imagined.

      My phone is ringing and buzzing nonstop, but I don’t want to silence it or turn it off because then I might miss Demi’s return call.

      When someone buzzes at the gate to be let into my estate, I run to the speaker. Even though I know it’s too soon for Demi to be here, I can’t help the rush of excitement that it could be her and the subsequent disappointment when I hear that it’s not.

      Before I even know what is happening, my lawyer, manager, publicist, assistant, and band members are assembled in my living room yelling back and forth at each other about the best way to handle damage control on this already out-of-control story.

      The rumors are spreading like wildfire, so we need to swiftly make an official statement and denial.

      No one has bothered to ask me if the woman’s claims are true. They only seem concerned with squelching the story, as well as the fallout from it.

      They go round-and-round for hours.

      Eventually, I tire of hearing them bicker. It’s my career, so I need to figure out how best to handle this. The only opinion I truly care to hear is Demi’s. Even though this isn’t in her wheelhouse, I have no doubt that the brilliant, practical woman will know precisely what to do.

      I lift my fingers to my lips to let out a piercing whistle.

      Everyone immediately silences. After listening to them fight for so long over my career, the stillness is glorious.

      Beyond done with them all, I point to the front door and say, “All of you, get out.”

      Someone starts, “But…”

      I quickly put an end to that objection by yelling, “Now!”

      They must hear the frustration and anger in my tone because they all quickly comply.

      Once my house is empty, Pringle lopes over to get a head rub. As I’m scratching the dog’s silky, black ears, I glance at my phone’s screen and realize that I missed Demi’s return call. She didn’t leave a voicemail.

      “Dammit,” I mutter, beyond frustrated with the entire situation.

      I scroll through my numerous unread messages and am thrilled to see Demi’s name on the list. Her text reads simply, “Party’s over. Saw the news. Boarding plane to Idaho now.”

      It’s impossible to read her tone from that text. I have no idea if she is upset, so I focus on the one bit of good news I’ve received on this dreadful day… Demi is on her way to see me!
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      I don’t know what to expect when I land. Instead of allowing myself to get worked up with worry, I decide to head straight to Gavin’s ranch. He usually keeps strange hours, but he’s likely awake and stressed. Even if he’s not up, my hope is that he’ll be thrilled to see me.

      The countryside looks beautiful in Gavin’s home state. I try my best to look around as the car service driver takes me to the rock star’s address. The only thing I know about Idaho is that it’s known for growing terrific potatoes. I guess I’m in the right place, since French fries are my absolute favorite food.

      I’m excited to explore the area, but one thing is already certain… This does not look like the luxe playground I would have expected one of the biggest rock stars in the world to occupy. The natural beauty of the landscape is about as far as can be from the glitzy Hollywood lifestyle so many celebrities prefer.

      My driver pulls up so I can reach the gate’s touchpad from the open window of the car’s backseat. It’s difficult to ring the buzzer because my hand is shaking so much. I try to tell myself that he’ll be delighted that I’m here, but texting and talking regularly are different than me showing up in person at his home.

      Almost immediately, Gavin’s voice comes through the speaker. “Demi?”

      Relief surges through me at his hopeful tone.

      “Yes, it’s me.” I assure him.

      The automatic gate rolls open, so the driver eases the car through. He lets out a low whistle at the sight of the sprawling mansion before delivering me to the front door.

      Gavin flings the huge door open wide. His gaze lights up at the sight of me, like he’s just discovered free bacon on his cheeseburger.

      I drop my bag on the tiled entryway floor, then rush into his arms. After raising an arm to wave goodbye to the driver, the man is quickly forgotten as I savor the feeling of being back in Gavin’s embrace.

      After closing the door, he whispers near my ear, “I’m so glad you’re here. I’ve missed you so much.”

      “I’ve missed you, too,” I say. Needing to make sure he knows where I stand, I assure him, “I know in my heart that you didn’t assault anyone.”

      He pulls back to gaze down into my eyes. The loving look he’s giving me makes me feel like I might melt on the spot.

      “It means so much to have you believe in me. I can handle having the whole world turning their backs on me as long as I have you on my side.” His voice is filled with emotion as he beams down at me.

      “You and Pringle are the ones who truly matter,” he says as the dog walks toward me.

      I bend down to greet the sweet animal, which makes her tail flap rapidly. Once she’s had her fill of me scratching her soft ears, she heads over to a giant, fluffy dog bed by the door and flops down with a great huff.

      Awkwardness threatens to take over, until Gavin asks, “Want to see the rest of my house?”

      “Absolutely,” I answer.

      Deciding I shouldn’t leave my bag on the floor in the entryway, I stoop to pick it up. Gavin gallantly takes it from me and slings it over his shoulder. I beam up at him before saying, “A celebrity and a thoughtful gentleman? You’re full of surprises.”

      “Just wait,” he hints before waggling his thick eyebrows suggestively at me.

      Even that mild bit of flirtation has my panties growing damp with anticipation over the pleasures that are yet to come with this man––hopefully soon.

      His home is just as high-line and luxurious as the mega yachts I work on. I guess it’s to be expected for an A-list celebrity, but Gavin seems so down-to-earth, it’s easy to forget that he’s a world-renowned musician.

      When we reach his enormous bedroom suite, I’m swept away as I explore the expansive space. His closet is at least three times the size of the entire cabin I shared with Tori on the yacht. He has an impressive selection of denim, leather, and boots, but I can’t help noticing that there is plenty of space available.

      I could give up my small apartment and move right in here. There is ample room for all of my belongings. It’s so easy to envision, and the mere idea of it makes a thrilling chill tingle along my spine.

      He seems excited to show me the bathroom, so I follow him into the marble-tiled expanse. I gasp at the sight of the beautiful, free-standing clawfoot tub. It’s easily the most glamorous bathroom I’ve ever been in, and I’ve been in some impressive ones while yachting.

      “I could live in here,” I tease him as I turn in a circle, taking in the gorgeous space.

      “But why would you, when you can live in the entire house?” he asks.

      The implied offer makes my heart hammer in my chest. I’d been hoping he views this relationship with the same long-term, serious commitment that I do, but I haven’t felt sure––until this moment––that I’m not just a conquest, who will quickly be forgotten after we finally hook up.

      He takes my hand and leads me back into his bedroom. Even that simple touch electrifies my entire arm.

      We stand close together, facing each other beside his enormous bed. He lifts his palms to cup my face as if I am the most precious gift in the entire world.

      His voice is husky when he says, “I promised I wouldn’t touch you during the yacht charter.”

      “And you kept that promise, but the charter season is over. I’m no longer a stewardess, and you’re no longer my primary charter guest.”

      He nods as he looks solemnly into my eyes as if he can see directly into my soul.

      “We are free to do as we please,” I whisper before tipping up onto my toes and brushing my lips across his.

      His fingers rake through my hair as he murmurs, “Finally.”

      He deepens the kiss, and we quickly become completely lost in each other.
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      Kissing Demi is different than anything I’ve ever experienced. It’s meaningful and life-affirming. I’ve never had so much roiling emotion from just a simple meeting of the lips.

      I sweep my tongue inside her mouth and groan at the immense pleasure that surges through my system. This woman is irresistible, and I’m done trying to hold back from loving her. For the first time in my life, I want to give someone else all of me.

      Proving we are completely in sync, our bodies both kick into overdrive. Our hands rove over each other’s bodies, exploring and removing clothes. Our lips separate just long enough to slip our shirts over each other’s heads, then our mouths crash back together as if our kissing is as vital to our existence as oxygen.

      Once I have Demi almost naked, I step back to take a long, luxurious look at her. My lips fall open as I sweep my gaze up and down her luscious, curvy form.

      Her skin is creamy and pale, despite her time spent in Hawaii––likely due to her job requiring her to be inside the vast majority of the time.

      The woman fills out her lacy bra and skimpy bikini panties better than anyone. She is simply perfection.

      Pings of excitement race along my spine as she reaches back to unhook her bra. She takes her time sliding the straps down her shoulders and along her arms. When she dangles the undergarment from her fingertips and lets it drop to the floor, I swallow audibly.

      My blood nearly reaches its boiling point as I gaze at her, desperate to make her mine. Unable to hold back any longer, I step forward to bridge the distance between us.

      She leans forward, pressing her gorgeous tits into my bare chest. When she curves one leg up, I grab it and hook it around my hip. My hard cock presses into her warmth as we smash our heated bodies together, savoring this magnetic pull toward each other.

      “I’ve never wanted anyone this much,” I reveal to her in a scratchy whisper before tipping down to press soft kisses down her neck and along her shoulder.

      “Me neither,” she assures me as she reaches back and palms my ass, pulling me even tighter into her.

      Her words and matching action add lighter fluid to the flame burning a line from deep in my chest all the way down to my aching balls. My cock throbs as we stand there panting and undulating together, dressed only in our underwear.

      When the need to drive into her becomes too much, I order her in a husky tone, “Get on the bed.”

      She moves to comply, but first she hooks the sides of her lacy underwear and shimmies them down. After she daintily steps out of them, she climbs onto my tall bed.

      Once she’s situated, she trails a hand along her own body. I watch mesmerized as she circles one of her pink nipples, teasing it into a taut nub.

      Her palm slides down her abdomen, exploring until her middle finger finds her clit. Her body arches as she touches herself.

      I shuck my underwear, circle my throbbing cock, and give it a couple of quick pumps as I watch her pleasure herself for me. The enthralling, naughty display is easily the hottest show I’ve ever seen. I don’t ever want it to end, yet I’m desperate to join in the fun.

      When she opens her eyes, she gazes at my manhood as if it is the greatest gift she’s ever seen. She makes eye contact with me and gives me an undeniable come-hither look. Her silent offering of her naked body is an absolutely irresistible invitation.

      I don’t hesitate for a moment before joining her on the bed. When I nudge her hand with my cheek, she immediately moves it out of the way. With the path clear, I use my hands to gently push her legs apart. She lets them fall open, baring herself to me.

      A passionate, gurgling sound emerges from my throat just before I spread her lips open with my thumbs and lower my mouth to her. Too aroused to hold back and tease her, I slide my tongue up her slit, flick her clit, circle around, then glide back down to plunge it inside her.

      Her hips buck up into my face as she clenches my bedcovers in her fists. I know my rhythm is fast and intense, but I’ve waited as long as I can. I need to feel her coming completely undone around me.

      It doesn’t take long for her to begin pulsing into my mouth. She moans and shifts her head from side to side, but I don’t let up for a moment. My plan is to drive her absolutely wild to the point that she never wants another man ever again. I intend to make her mine and only mine.

      It’s the first time I’ve ever wanted a woman to come back for more, and the realization that this is real makes me that much more frantic to completely rock her world.

      Her legs begin quivering near my ears as I claim her with my mouth. I look up just in time to see her head tip back as her lips fall open. She gasps for air as she pumps up into my touch, moaning incoherently and lost in ecstasy.

      With her orgasm still raw, I move up her body and line my hard cock up with her drenched opening.

      “That isn’t the first time I’ve had a mind-blowing climax while thinking about you.” She whispers the impossibly sexy words, then asks, “Have you ever thought about me while you touched yourself?”

      “Oh, yes, baby … Almost daily since we met,” I reveal as I allow my tip to dip inside her delectably slick heat.

      A throaty moan emerges from her chest and her eyes roll back in her head as I tease her entry. I love how she gives herself completely to me, with no inhibitions and nothing held back.

      Almost too late, I remember to be responsible. She whimpers when I pull away and lean over to my bedside table. I make quick work of ripping open the foil packet, rolling on the condom, and resuming my position hovering over her.

      I remain frozen for a long moment, savoring this time of sweet anticipation.

      Demi reaches back to grab my ass cheeks. Pulling me into her, she whispers, “Make me yours.”

      My willpower evaporates with those hot words. I sink into her. Her warmth surrounds me, cocooning me inside her.

      I gaze down at her, blown away by the intensity of my feelings in this moment.

      She tightens around me, squeezing my cock deep within her. Soon, I’m lost in her as I begin sliding slowly in and out.

      We pump faster and faster as she meets each of my thrusts. Our sweat-slicked bodies slap together in the ancient rhythm of love.

      Hoping to make her come undone one more time before my release, I tighten my grip on her and flip us over.

      She sits up to straddle me and begins circling her hips. I’m quite certain there’s no better view in the world than seeing the woman of my dreams atop me.

      When I reach out to stroke her clit with my thumb, she begins pumping faster over me. Her full breasts bounce as she rides me hard.

      The world goes hazy as her pussy spasms and clenches around my cock. We both succumb to sensation and cry out as the coiling pressure releases and orgasms overtake our bodies.

      White-hot pleasure surges through me as we tense and shudder together. The explosive release creates a shiver of delight in its wake.

      She flops down onto my damp chest. I quickly remove the condom and set it aside.

      After a long moment, she says, “That was easily the best sex of my life.”

      “Mine too,” I respond, fully meaning it.

      When I kiss her temple, she sighs and allows her weight to fully sink down onto me. Normally, this would be when I would start planning my escape, but I have no desire to get away from Demi. Having her only made me want more of her.

      Her obnoxious snoring starts almost immediately. I try to contain my chuckling, so I don’t jostle her too much. The impossibly sexy woman snores louder than a freight train, and, somehow the ridiculous sound is the best thing I’ve ever heard. I want to listen to it every time I sleep for the rest of my life.

      I eventually manage to fall asleep. Despite the significant turmoil with my career, I have one of the most restorative rests of my entire life. It’s as if my body has found its place with Demi, and I’m able to fully relax for the first time in longer than I can remember.
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