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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

Alvin was sitting at his desk when he noticed a gorgeous woman walk through the parking lot. She had long, curly brown hair that hung down past her bosom. He mindlessly grabbed his crotch as he watched her through his window, mesmerized over her manicured nails, perfectly applied makeup, and stunning outfit. She was certainly new to his building, and he needed to know what she was doing there.

He stopped mid-email and stood from his desk to make his way to the elevator, hopeful he would run into her along the way. When the elevator doors opened, she was there. She raised an eyebrow at him as he stared at her wordlessly. She was even more beautiful in person.

Alvin wasn’t a man who was usually without words, and he certainly wasn’t a man who tripped over himself in front of women, but there was something different about this woman’s energy. She almost seemed more alpha than him, if that was even possible.

“Um, are you coming in?” she asked without an ounce of patience. “I’m closing the door if you’re not.”

She went to push the close door button, so Alvin charged into the elevator, feeling a little wobbly from this woman’s dominant presence. She’d begun ignoring him, typing away at her phone while Alvin tried to find his words.

“You’re new to the building,” Alvin spurted out. He fucking hated himself for sounding like a dweeb, but this woman was perfection on two legs, and whatever perfume she was wearing just made Alvin a puddle of melted wax.

“I am,” she said, glancing at him with venomous eyes. “What’s your point?”

Alvin found himself sweating, but then he remembered all the women he’d bedded over the years. There’d been challenges along the way, and he always got what he wanted in the end. It would be no different with this vixen standing next to him, but he only had seconds to act. The elevator doors opened, letting Maryann off at the floor above his. Shock filled him when he saw the redecorated space.

“When did this happen?”

Maryann smirked as she looked to her side. She was amused by how Alvin had followed her out of the elevator. Little to his knowledge, she knew exactly who he was. She’d been renovating her new office for the past few weeks to prepare for her move to the bigger space. She was taking on a few new agents to expand her brokerage and was excited to meet her new, handsome neighbor. She never expected him to be so jumpy. She expected to meet a smooth man oozing confidence, but she was aware of her effect on others.

“I’ve had people in and out,” she said casually. “Did you need something? I’m pretty sure I rented out the entire floor.”

Redness crossed Alvin’s cheeks. He didn’t want to admit that he’d followed her up the elevator, but it took him far too long to come up with an excuse. “Uh, I thought you were going down.”

“Ah,” she said with a smirk. “I see. Well…” Maryann glanced at the elevator. She thought Alvin was cute, but she couldn’t let the man know that she was attracted to him.

“Right, I guess I should be going.”

“I guess you should,” she said and turned away from him, already knowing that he wouldn’t be able to resist his urges to dominate her. Men were so simple, really. Maryann always found it funny how women made them more complicated than necessary with their own emotions. What women truly wanted were partners they could control with a remote, but they would get so much further if they knew that most men were best controlled by their libido. Maryann knew because she used to be a man and still had a pair of balls making her horny twenty-four hours a day.
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