
  
    [image: Marking Him #2]
  


  
    
      
        [image: Full Page Image]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SUMMARY

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Talan wants more and it’s faster than Maya can handle.

      

        

      
        After officially starting a relationship, he’s having trouble managing Maya—a woman who consumes every part of his being—and his own wants. His need to control everything, including her, is driving Maya insane, but he has good reason. After all, Janice is still lurking, and she has a vendetta against his Bitty.

      

        

      
        Will they make it through the turbulence?

      

        

      
        And if so, at what cost?
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        This book is dedicated to my husband.

      

        

      
        No one understands me or drives me up a wall like you do.

      

        

      
        It’s a gift. I love you.

      

        

      
        You are the Talan to my Bitty.
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        She was perfection. My perfection.

        Almost too fucking beautiful to look at, but all mine.
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      The phone rang beside me as I made my way through the I-95 traffic. Her ring-tone, a song about lust and love, blared through the confines of my truck and I smirked.

      She’s going to fucking kill me.

      My eyes shifted from the traffic in front of me and over to my phone where her face, sweet and happy stared back, grinning and bright-eyed as she gazed at the lens.

      She was perfection. My perfection.

      Almost too fucking beautiful to look at, but all mine.

      The phone chirped, letting me know she’d left a message. I laughed at the irony of the situation and now understood Esther better than ever. Her tardiness in life was annoying, but in this instance, my being late was acceptable.

      My Bitty deserved the best, and if this meant me arriving later than planned, then so be it.

      After Maya had left my shop last night, I couldn’t find it in me to head back home. My needs had been satisfied, yet I’d still yearned for her touch, smell…warmth.

      So, I’d waited, semi-patiently, for the dawn to arise. In the meantime, I’d done what any good tattoo artist did in their spare time. I sketched. My mind couldn't stop the images of our nocturnal activities from running rampant, nor could they stop my creative impulses either.

      I’d sketched for hours, filled her file with every mark I’d like to fill her naked flesh with. I didn’t stop until sunlight filtered in through the shop, letting me know it was time to move on. My plan for tonight was going to take more than just my two hands to set it up.

      Simon and Esther had to be woken.

      They had been pissed and grumpy, but knew better than to complain. The two had defiled my house more than once without getting the boot from me.

      I smirked, thinking back on the fiasco those two had created that morning.
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      “Why the fuck are you calling me so early?” Simon grunted into the phone after the fourth ring. I heard Esther in the background, telling him to shut it and hang up.

      “I’m being nice here, don’t push it,” I answered back.

      “Being nice?” He sounded offended by my statement.

      My first instinct was to tell them to get out of my house, but I needed Esther’s help. She had the information I needed.

      “Yes, nice. You two bastards, and your girlfriends, stayed the night. Fucked in my home.” My tone came out harsher than I intended it to be. In my head, when I saw last night playing out, it would’ve ended with Maya staying the night, waking beside me.

      Not that what occurred in my shop wasn’t a fantasy come to life, it just didn’t have that touch of romance she would’ve enjoyed. It would’ve made the first time I touched her naked flesh that more special.

      “I get the point,” he grunted. “Now, what the hell do you want?”

      Is he kidding me right now with this attitude?

      “Your girl to—”

      “The fuck?” he interrupted with a growl, clearly misinterpreting what I was about to say.

      This conversation was getting me nowhere.

      I rubbed my hand over my face. “Shut it, asshole, and put Esther on the phone. I need her help.” With a huff, I looked up toward the ceiling. It was too early to be dealing with these idiots.

      “Why didn’t you just say so? Always so fucking complicated, douche.”

      I heard the rustle of sheets and prayed they were anywhere but in my room.

      “What the fuck?” Esther screeched so I had to pull the phone away from my ear. “Get that thing out of my—it’s too fucking early, ass!”

      “Babe, just for a minute. I promise it’s going to make you smile.” Simon’s whispered tone came down the line and caught me off guard. I shuddered in disgust.

      “I don’t need to know that shit,” I yelled into the phone, causing the two idiots to laugh.

      “Well, then don’t wake us up so early, Talan. Now, what does his majesty want?” She giggled into the phone—or at whatever Simon was doing to her.

      At that point, I really didn’t want to know the details. Seriously. “I need your help.” The words slipping past my lips felt like acid; I had a feeling this was going to cost me.

      “Okay.” She laughed. “What do you need?”

      “Something simple,” I started. “I need you to help me plan the perfect date for tonight.”

      “This better be for Maya.” She huffed. “Or so help me God, Talan, I will fuc—”

      Why the hell would she think it was for somebody else? “Of course, it is. What the fuck?”

      “Well then, you have my—Simon, I swear to God, not now. I’m busy!” Esther snapped out and I’d had enough. Was that moron serious?

      “What room are you two in?” I snarled into the phone.

      “But, Babe—” Simon whined, and I gagged a bit. Did he really just whine?

      “‘But Babe,’ nada, you idiot.” There was a rustle of sheets and then a loud “Ouch,” followed by an, “Okay, okay, I’ll leave you alone, woman.”

      “Oh, dear Lord.” I rolled my eyes up toward the heavens. “Please tell me you’re not in my room?” If I didn’t need her, this conversation would be ending with me kicking them the fuck out, I swear to God.

      “Chill, Talan. We spent the night in the guest room downstairs and nothing, much to Simon’s annoyance, happened.”

      “Why are you sharing this with me?”

      “Cause you sound close to tears,” Esther deadpanned.

      I sighed. “Why do I bother?”

      “Because you love us. Plus, I’m getting up, and leaving a sexy and very grumpy boyfriend in bed to help your ass.”

      There was no holding back my wide smile at that. “Point taken.”
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      The phone rang again as I parked my truck outside her building. I could see her now: pacing a hole into the floor and cursing my name into the fiery pits of hell.

      Bitty was a lot like me when it came to punctuality.

      The elevator ride was quiet, except for a ping alerting me to another voicemail. Looking at my watch caused me to let out a low chuckle. Exactly one hour had passed from the time we’d agreed to meet up.

      Just like the day she arrived with Esther, an hour past her friend’s appointment time, and flipped my world upside down.

      My hand rose to knock on her door. I’d barely made a tap over the wood when it was swung open. Her face was glorious in her anger, and her bottom lip swollen and red. She’d bitten it more than once, I knew, awaiting my arrival.

      “How dare you?” Maya sneered while appraising my lazy smile and calm stance. “Is this some kind of joke to you? What the fuc—”

      “You look gorgeous, Maya.” My dark eyes drank her in; nothing in the world could surpass her beauty. It seemed my little Bitty had changed her outfit, more than likely believing I’d stood her up.

      No more make-up or tight, revealing clothing. Simply her, in nothing more than an old tank and shorts.

      Beautiful.

      “‘You look gorgeous.’ Really? Is that all you have to say?” Bitty huffed at me, her eyes full of sadness.

      “No.” I chuckled at her attitude. “I also need you to put on shoes, and here, these are for you.”

      I held out my gift to her. Her head cocked to the side and her lips twitched.  She couldn't stay mad at me. Was more than sure about it.

      “You got me a branch?”

      I shook my head and bit my bottom lip to hold in my amusement. Maya had the most adorable confused expression.

      “It’s a flower or three.”

      “You sure?” Maya coughed. She did a piss poor job of holding in her amusement. “Because it sure looks like a twig with just a few flowers on it.”

      “Technically, it is and isn’t. At least, that’s what the old lady at the flower shop told me.”

      At this she guffawed. “You paid for that?” Poor thing obviously thought I was an idiot.

      “I did, and for your information, the meaning behind them was worth every penny.” Her laughter stopped at that. Bitty watched me now. I took a step forward and she took a step back.

      “What does it mean?” Maya hedged with a curious tone.

      I had her now. “This simple little stem of peach blossoms means longevity.” Her eyes misted, and a sweet smile broke across her face. “I am your captive, Bitty.”

      “How am I supposed to stay mad?” Maya sniffed. Her hand reached out for me and pulled me closer. No space between our bodies. None was needed.

      “You aren’t,” I answered then leaned down to peck those sweet lips. She tasted of peaches, the gloss I loved on her lips, and her natural decadence. “Right now, you’re supposed to fall into my arms and kiss me with everything you have—every bit of your desire for me.”

      Bitty smirked. “Is that so?”

      “Yes.” My teeth bit into her bottom lip with a bit more force than I intended. She loved it and moaned. “Those noises aren’t helping me at the moment.” I groaned into her mouth before stealing another quick kiss and pulling away.

      She pouted and glared. “Why are you always putting the brakes on us?”

      “Because I have more planned for tonight than claiming what’s already mine.”

      “You’re something else, Talan Cox,” Maya mumbled before grabbing her branch and turning toward her kitchen.

      She shouldn’t have done that.

      My feet followed her body, my eyes glued to her ass encased in small cotton shorts, barely covering the bits of flesh I needed to bite. I don’t know if it was the skin on display, or the word “pink” spelled across her ass that enflamed my hunger for her.

      I was completely motherfucking done for.

      “I am.” My hands encircled her waist and pulled her back flush against my body. Her smaller frame molded to my larger one like a missing puzzle piece.

      Every muscle coiled, and demanded that I take. My need consumed me.

      Crazy. Addictive. Mine.

      My lips skimmed her throat, nipped the flesh behind her ear, and inhaled that scent that was uniquely hers.

      “Fuck, Talan.” Maya arched her back, pushing her ass against my needy cock.

      “Sorry I was late, baby, but perfection is worth waiting for.”
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      Her body tensed.

      My words had their desired effect: they made that fire, that burn I yearned to feel, erupt.

      “Talan.” Maya’s moan was husky, yet the tinge of anger that simmered beneath the surface hit me full force.

      I shivered and dug my fingers into her hips to pull that enticing ass of hers against me. Her ass cheeks nestled my cock, teasing me. Fuck. So perfect. The tight denim of my pants couldn’t hide what she did to me.

      “Enough,” I growled low, my teeth nipping her flesh; my hands began to wander her every curve. “Everything I do has a purpose, Maya. Your pleasure and mine, being no different.”

      She tried to fight. Stubborn woman was as lost to this all-consuming need as I was to her. I didn’t understand why she even thought of resisting.

      “You can’t just,” she began, but stopped short when one of my hands wrapped itself in her tresses.

      Pulling, I tipped her head back, leaving those plump lips at just the right level to devour. I didn’t ask for permission as I took her mouth in a kiss.

      Her flavor erupted on my tongue: mother fucking peaches and cream.

      “So good, so perfect for me,” I whispered against her lips. She’d embedded herself into every inch of me and my only concern was to return the favor. Her lips were soft, so fucking soft, against my own. Giving and taking. The brutal attack our lips were engaged in, never slowed, instead, it became needier and desperate with each passing second.

      My fingers tightened around her hair and a tiny mewl escaped her throat. “Talan, fuck, babe,” Maya cried into my mouth, the vibrations of her curses exploding on my tongue.

      I was lost, enraged with lust, and pushed her roughly back against the kitchen counter when my control snapped.

      “Yes, Bitty?” I asked, grinding my hard cock against her hip. She shivered, nipples pebbling against her flimsy top. My lips left a trail of bites and nips along her throat. “Tell me what you want. What do you need?”

      “You,” Maya cried out when I tore the thread-bare tank from her body. She gasped at the sensation of the material digging into her shoulders before it gave way.

      “My perfection.” Bitty eyes met mine as the acknowledgement left my lips. Seemed the more I said it, the more she believed my truth. My hands reached out and with reverence, caressed her breast, cupping and squeezing the flesh, just like I had last night.

      Her nipples tightened, making my mouth water.

      “Is that all you have for me?” Maya complained.

      Impatient little nymph. I flicked the buds of each breast, watching her face the whole time. She hissed at the contact and jerked away.

      “Shit,” she swore under her breath. Bitty’s sudden movement caused the luscious mounds to bounce before my eyes.

      “Fuck,” I grunted, and slapped the tips with just enough force to make her jump slightly. She pouted up at me. Adorable. Made me want to bite her. “Mine.” I hummed in approval while staring at her tits.

      “Are you done torturing me?” Maya snapped. Her chest heaved and a light sheen of sweat permeated her flesh. Bitty’s breathing grew choppy the more my hungry eyes devoured her naked torso.

      “No, but let me savor you. No rush. The world can wait.”

      “The world can, but shit, Talan, I can’t. Need you now, so fucking much.” Maya hissed in frustration; her arousal had left a wet mark between her thighs.

      I parted her legs, pulled her toward the edge of the counter with rough movements. “I can smell you.” Her sweet scent infiltrated the air with the aroma of sex and want; I could see the arousal growing with every look she gave me. Every breath she took.

      Our eyes met before I licked a path from her jaw to the top of her collarbone. While teasing her flesh with my tongue, I plucked her nipples in slow succession and rained open-mouthed kisses across her scorching flesh

      I wanted her to burn for me.

      “More?” I teased against her neck and Maya arched her back in response. “Lift,” I commanded, and like the dutiful little seductress that she was, she complied. My hands ran up the length of her legs until I reached her inner thighs.

      The skin there broke out in goose bumps when I bunched up the fabric of her shorts in my hand and yanked them down, leaving her bare for me. Nothing but her arousal coated those juicy lips I yearned to taste.

      “Perfect for me,” I repeated, using my thumb to stroke her drenched pussy. She pushed down on my hand; my finger parted those sweet lower lips and teased her entrance.

      Her body shook for me.

      Only for me.

      Arousal trickled out of Bitty and into my hands, bathing me in her.

      “Please, Talan.” Her whispered plea made my cock-head leak. My carnal instinct, that voice inside my head, was begging me to take her. Overwhelmed me. I wanted to be buried balls deep inside her tiny, perfect pussy.

      My eyes snapped to hers and they widened when the sheer amount of lust and need inside my stare hit her full force.

      “Feed me.” Her eyes rolled back at my words. She remembered.

      Kneeling, I used my shoulders to push her legs apart, spreading her open for me. Maya’s body tensed as my breath blew over her pussy. I hovered over my meal. Her clit twitched every time my lips made the gentlest of contact.

      “I’ve wanted to do this since we met,” I growled against her heated core. “That first day you came in, with Esther.” My tongue licked her once, from the bottom of her slit to her swollen clit.

      My heaven and my fucking hell.

      Maya fisted her hair in her hands and arched her back, undulating her hips in search of my tongue. “Fuck. Yes, baby. More.”

      “Like this?” I dove in, one hand on her stomach, the other spreading her pretty pink lips apart. She screamed at my teeth nipping at her clit; the tiny bundle pulsed and throbbed against my tongue.

      “Oh my God!” She fisted my hair in her small hands, pushing down on my mouth and riding my face. Her juices coated me, bathing my chin.

      Pushing two fingers into her pussy, I curled them up and pushed down with my other hand on her lower abdomen.

      “Holy shit.” Her body trembled above me.

      “Feed me,” I snarled against her slick flesh, my tongue lapping at her. “Fuck yes, just like that, sweetheart…give me what I want.”

      Deeper, I pushed my fingers in until I could feel her inner walls clamp down with each twist. Her eyes were wild while she watched me.

      “Bite me,” Bitty moaned out in response to my teeth grazing over her pussy lips.

      I stopped; fingers still buried deep, and looked at her in shock. “Bite you?” Does my baby like it rough?

      “Fuck yes. Bite me, lick me—wreck me.”

      I kissed the inside of her thigh, and then dragged my tongue across her leg until I found myself flicking her clit. A whispered, “Delicious,” was mumbled against her heated flesh before I sucked her swollen bundle of nerves into my mouth.

      “Oh God, oh God,” Maya chanted over and over again. I stopped; she was screaming the wrong motherfucking name.

      “Wrong name.” Scolding her, I slapped her pussy twice using the same fingers I’d been fucking her with. “God’s not here, nor is he the one fucking you with his mouth. My fucking lips...not his. Remember that if you want to come,” I growled out, my tone rough. Hungry.

      “Talan, please. Let me come. Need to come.” Bitty lifted her hips up in offering.

      “Much better, love.” I smirked, enjoying the crazed and desperate look in her eyes. “Remember that name. Tattoo that motherfucker in your head.” I delivered one last smack against her dripping pussy, then I reattached my lips to her clit and sucked hard, alternating between bites and nibbles.

      “Fuck me.” Maya fisted my hair between her hands and pulled me closer. She exploded, gushing into my mouth. Her body jerked, she quivered and screamed my name to the heavens.

      I was one proud son of a bitch.

      “You okay there, babe?” I kissed the inside of her thighs and massaged her trembling legs. Maya was slouched back, breathing deeply and biting her lip. Beautiful.

      Her grey eyes opened then narrowed in on me. “I’ll stroke your ego once I can breathe again. Right now, shut it, and let me enjoy.”

      She growled playfully; small aftershocks still ran throughout her small frame, making her shudder while I watched.

      “It’s not my ego that needs to be stroked, my coc—”

      “Oh, dear god, Talan! Hush, my little tatted man that could.”

      Should I be offended or amused? “Keep mistreating me and you won’t get to enjoy the next part of our date,” I grumbled.

      “Who says I’m interested?” Maya sassed, her right hand tangled in my hair. She brought me up so our lips could meet in a soft, tender kiss.

      “You are interested,” I told her between kisses.

      “I’m kind of tired. Worn out.”

      So is my tongue, but you won’t catch me complaining, I wanted to add. Instead, I pulled her bottom lip into my mouth and nibbled.

      “Babe.” I released her lip and pulled back. “I’m giving you exactly ten minutes to get dressed. Ten, Maya, or I’ll take you with me as you are.”

      “No.” She tried to pull me back into our kiss and my cock twitched; fucker jerked violently in my pants. The only thing that kept me from taking her right then, were the plans I’d already made.

      “Yes.” I untangled her fingers from my hair with a smirk.

      “Can’t we just order in?” Bitty begged with an adorable pout on her face.

      Not working.

      “No,” I looked down at my wrist and added, “nine minutes and counting.”

      “Not funny,” Maya screeched at me, her supple body already jumping down from the counter and running toward her room. She ran from me naked, tempting me to follow and skip the rest of our date.

      Her body would always be my sin.

      “Six,” I called out to her a few minutes later.

      “Fuck you!”

      “Maybe later,” I yelled back. I heard her throwing things while she rushed to find something to wear. “Need some help?” Fuck. Would I survive seeing her naked again without slamming my cock deep inside her?

      Probably not.

      “No, and you suck by the way.”

      The pout in her tone made me laugh. “Less talking, Bitty. You have tw—”

      “I’m ready.” Maya appeared before me, pout still in place and her chest heaving.

      My eyes drank her in; she looked adorable in her comfortable overalls and pigtails. “You look cute.” I began to pull her out behind me. She dug her flip-flop adorned feet into the carpet and pulled on my arm once we reached the door, causing me to stop and look back.

      “Where are we going? Is what I’m wearing okay?”

      “It’s perfect for me, and that should be the only thing that concerns you.” I tipped her chin up to kiss her soft lips. Peaches. My dick throbbed again, so painful I had to bit my lip. “Have I told you how much I love that shit on your lips?”

      “You might have mentioned it in passing.” She giggled. “Now tell me: where are we going?”

      “To get you fed.”

      Maya bit her lip, and whimpered low in her throat after the words left my lips.

      My dirty girl.

      God, I needed to have her, and soon. This was becoming unbearable.
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      “What are we doing here?” Maya asked when we pulled up to my shop. This date was about remembering our first meeting, for her to see how I truly felt.

      Taking her face in my hands, I caressed her cheek with the tip of my fingers and leaned forward to ghost my lips over hers. “Where did we meet, Maya?” I asked, and then waited for her reaction. She didn’t disappoint.

      A small smile overtook her face. “Here.”

      “So where else would I want our first date to be?”

      Maya giggled, confusing me. “This isn’t our first date, Talan.”

      “No? Are you sure?” She nodded, still laughing at my confused state. “I don’t remember taking you—”

      “Shush,” Maya placed a finger over my lips, “our first date happened right here a few months back. The same night we discussed your tattoos.”

      “But you said . . .” I trailed off; this having a woman shit was confusing.

      “I know what I said, Talan.” She sounded exasperated and all traces of humor left her features. “I asked to date, to make us official.”

      “Why didn’t you just say so?” I grumbled while rubbing my temples.

      “I did; you just heard what you wanted.” Bitty raised an eyebrow at me. “Now, feed me.”

      “You drive me insane.” If I didn’t care for this woman, I would strangle her.

      My words were met with another raised brow and a saucy smirk. “Then I’m doing something right.”

      I laughed at her reply. What could I say to argue that logic? She had every right to act cocky at the moment. Bitty had me by the balls and knew it.

      “Don’t move.” Turning off the engine of my truck, I unbuckled my seatbelt and got out of the car. Maya stayed inside, waiting on me. “Ready?”

      She nodded. “For you? Since we met.”

      I unbuckled her seatbelt, grabbed her by the waist, and helped her down. Her small frame slithered down my body, rubbing against my hardened cock.

      “Behave.” My warning was met with defiance.

      Maya’s hands grabbed onto the front of my pants. She pulled me forward; my erect shaft nestled between our bodies, pulsing against her stomach. “Feed me.”

      “Hungry?” I grunted when her right hand dipped inside my waistband.

      “Commando?” She licked her lips, ignoring my question. Maya ran the tip of her fingers around the slit, rubbing the liquid there over my swollen head. I shivered while watching, mesmerized, as she brought the glistening digits toward her lips and sucked.

      “Maya, please. Let’s go eat. You have to be starving.”

      “I am,” she whimpered, as my flavor danced over her tongue. Maya winked at me then shimmied once more against me. The head of my cock—now purple and swollen—peeked out from the waistband, searching for her touch.

      “Quit fucking around, Bitty.” Growling under my breath, I tucked my dick back into my pants, much to her disappointment. It’d been torture not taking her, but it was getting worse than before. We were both so close to that moment and we knew it. “I ordered in.”

      “Warned you; I’m hungry.” She ignored my statement and instead pulled me down to her level. Her eyes shone with emotion, deep and as pure as she was. “Don’t care about food.” Maya bit my lip, hard. “Feed me.”

      “Fuck.” She killed my will, my need to show her I wanted more from her than just the sweet pussy between her thighs.

      “First, food, and then for dessert, I’ll give you my cock,” I whispered—more a plea than a bargain—against her lips. She bit down once more and backed away, leaving my lip bruised and tingling.

      “Tempting.” Bitty stepped back. “Convince me.”

      “Okay.” I took a step forward and backed her into my truck, my fingers tangling in her hair. She opened her mouth to speak, but my finger over those succulent lips silenced her. “Quiet.”

      Maya whined against my hold. My hips kept her in place, taunting; I ground my hardened length against her.

      “We’re going to enter my shop and enjoy all the hard work I’ve put into this date. Nod if you understand.” She did. “I want to enjoy you.” Bitty moaned at this, and swiveled her hips into me. “Feed you. Don’t take that away from me.” At those last words, a soft expression overtook her face and she stilled in my arms.

      She sighed. “You win.”

      “What was that?” I asked needing to hear her say it again.

      “You win.” Maya smiled and pushed me back with a gentle shove. “I want it all. You, me, and this date—the small talk and flirting. Maybe even another orgasm at the end of the night?” She was too cute when showing her neediness.

      “No more harassing me?” I gave her a playful smile.

      “For now.” She winked then pushed me toward the front doors of my shop.

      “Stop.” I turned to face her. Maya’s look was confused, but her confusion turned into that burning need I loved, when she realized what I’d pulled from my pockets. “Turn around.”

      She did. No questions, just obedience. I could get used to that.

      “I’m going to cover your eyes.” My words were met with a needy whimper. Maya pressed her body closer to mine. The heat coming off her skin seared me.

      “How do you expect me to behave if—”

      “Quiet. Not a word,” I whispered into her ear and laid a small kiss on her neck. “Just enjoy.” The small blindfold I’d pulled from my pocket dangled from my finger. Her eyes followed its movement.

      I wanted her to see the words etched onto the silk fabric, the ones I’d chosen just for her: Marked.

      It said everything I felt. Every one of my pores, every cell in my body wore her stamp—her mark. Now, she would wear mine.

      “What are you waiting for?” Bitty challenged, before turning her head and skimming her lips over my Adam’s apple with the slightest of touches.

      I shivered; she giggled.

      “Quit it and stand still,” I grumbled.

      Bitty stood at attention and gave me a salute. “Yes, sir.”

      Sassy minx. I rolled my eyes, grabbed her chin, and gave her a quick peck. “Smart ass.”

      “Better than a…” Maya trailed off, and I shook my head in mock exasperation.

      “Can we go in now?”

      “Yes, Señor Grumpy Pants.” Bitty rolled her eyes and stood in place, still as a statue while she awaited my instructions.

      I placed the satin blindfold over her grey eyes then turned her to face me before opening the door and pulling a for-once-quite Bitty behind me. The lights were already dimmed; just a soft glow illuminated our path to the center of the room.

      “Can I take this off yet?” Bitty fidgeted behind me.

      “No.” I held in my laugh at her impatient huff. She was going to love what I, and her nosy best friend, had done with the place.

      The entire lobby looked different. An intimate table for two now sat where my couches and bamboo table usually were. A white table cloth, two place settings, and one lone candle decorated the table.

      Another twig, as she called the peach blossoms, lay beside her plate. The only splash of color on the sea of white.

      The food was set out on the black counter tops in the reception area. Each dish had been set up in the specific order I was to serve them. Beside the food, I’d placed an ice bucket with a few imported beers and a bottle of wine—in case the beer was not to her liking.

      Maya sighed deep; my eyes darted over to her still covered ones. “What’s wrong?”

      “Can you take this thing off me? I promise we can play with it later, but I—” The words died on her lips as I untied her blindfold, and the room came into view.

      “What do you think?” I asked nervously. Her eyes darted around the room.

      “How?” Bitty’s voice wavered a bit. Was this too much? Not to her liking?

      “You haven’t answered my question, Maya. Do you like?”

      She flew into my arms, her tiny hands embedding themselves into my hair. Bitty pulled my face down toward hers, our eyes met, and what stared up at me left me breathless.

      “I love,” Maya whispered low while standing up on her toes to kiss me. No rush. No demanding or taking. Just her lips caressing mine, each pass drowning me in her sweetness. “How?” she repeated.

      “Let’s just say that Esther’s nosiness finally paid off.”

      “Remind me to thank her later.”

      “Much later.” I guided her toward a chair and Maya sat down, picked up her flower, and then brought it up to her nose.

      Bitty inhaled deep then let out a content sigh. “I’m starting to really love these twigs,” she admitted while placing the flower down on the table with a smile. “So, what’s for dinner?”

      “How do you feel about tapas?” I walked over to where our food lay. Grabbing two beers and one of the small dishes along with some bread, I walked back over to our table.

      “I love them.” Her cute smile grew wider. “Especially the queso fundido with Spanish sausage.”

      With a smug grin, I placed our first sampling in the center of the table. “Good, cause that’s up first.”

      Her smile was dazzling when she uncovered the small ceramic pot filled with cheesy goodness. We both groaned under the attack of the delicious aroma on our senses.

      “Feed me,” I demanded, repeating her earlier words. And then I chuckled, loving the way her body shivered at my command of service.

      “Behave,” Maya chastised then tore off a small piece of bread. She dipped it in the small pot and with a spoon, scooped up enough to cover the morsel. “Open,” she demanded, and I complied.

      She placed the small piece in my mouth and then dragged her finger over my lips while I chewed. “You have incredibly sexy lips, Talan. Did you know that?”

      “No, never been complimented on them.” For the first time in all my thirty plus years, my face went hot.

      “Aww, babe. Are you blushing?”

      “No.” I pouted.

      Maya groaned and took a long pull from her beer. “You are so fucking bitable.”

      Leaning forward, I broke some bread off and dipped it into the same plate she’d fed me from. I held it up; Maya opened her lips and took the bite from my fingers. “You won’t hear me complain if you do. Bite. Lick. Suck. Do it—anything you want.”

      “Delicious,” Maya moaned, the sound low and throaty. My cock throbbed behind my zipper.

      Bitty stood and went over to the food counter. She grabbed the next two dishes, came back, and placed them before me. “Scoot,” she ordered while pushing me back with a slender finger.

      The chair scraped against the floor when I pushed it back to make just enough space for her to sit on my lap.

      “Much better.” She sighed when our bodies connected. “Now, I can take care of all your needs and mine.”

      “And what do you need, babe?”

      “To always be close to you.”
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      Something changed between us while we shared our meal.

      Maybe it was the feelings and emotions that swirled inside me at her words. They were real. Not practiced or spoken because she’d thought I’d needed them.

      Honest and pure.

      “You really outdid yourself.” Maya popped a tiny bite of the amazing meatballs into her mouth with an erotic groan. “Jesus, those are good.” She broke off another piece of meatball and fed me.

      “So good,” I agreed even though the last thing my mind was focused on was food. It was all her. Bitty’s smell, touch—the little noises she made while she enjoyed her meal.

      Being so close to her was fucking maddening. My cock twitched beneath her; my hips rocked, looking for any type of friction to relieve the stress she was putting me through.

      “More?” Bitty offered and reached over the table for her bottle of beer. Her ass—so tight and round—danced in front of me while she struggled to reach her drink.

      My teeth snapped shut then ground back and forth in an attempt to control the raging desires coursing through my body. I wanted to fuck her in the worst ways. Leaning forward, I inhaled her scent. Mother of fuck, she smelled sweet.

      What happened next was out of my control. All her fault. I swear.

      “Fuck.” Maya yelped when my teeth sank into her glorious ass’. Right on that small dip where her thigh and backside met.

      “Don’t complain when you wave this,” I squeezed her left cheek in my hand, “in my face.”

      Bitty pushed back against my hand and gyrated once more, before sitting back down. She watched me from beneath her long lashes, and then took a sip of her beer.

      “Thirsty?” She put the bottle to my lips.

      I took her offering, but my eyes never left her face. I knew my desire was evident.

      Bitty whimpered when I took hold of her hips and pushed down.

      Rough—a warning. It wasn’t my thirst I was looking to satiate.

      And that’s how we spent our meal: me watching those plump lips wrapped around her fork. Fucked and horny, imagining those same lips enjoying me. She savored each bite, moaning at the flavors exploding on her tongue.

      It was while I was trying to feed her the last of the calamari that Maya declared: “I’m full.” She groaned against me and hid her face in my neck with her warm body pressed against mine.

      “So, does that mean dessert’s off the table?” I joked.

      Maya’s eyes snapped to mine; the burning thirst in them scorched my veins. “Never too full for dessert.”

      “But you said—” I began and was silenced with a sharp bite to my neck. The sting went straight to my dick.

      “Why don’t we go for a walk?” Bitty interjected and rose from my lap. My cock wept, missing the warmth of her ass pressed against me.

      “What do you have in mind?”

      Maya grasped my hand and pulled me up. “You, me, a moonlit walk,” she crooned, the sound low and throaty. “The ocean as our backdrop and me on my knees—”

      I didn’t give her a chance to finish. The growl that reverberated through my chest was rough, a sign that she had pushed this man too far at last. Before she could react, I scooped her up and tossed her little demonic ass over my shoulder, then headed out the door.

      The drive down to South Beach was quick, traffic almost nonexistent at this hour of the night. I parked my car in an empty lot and ran around to open her door.

      “My, aren't you chivalrous?” Bitty said, coy smile in place when I pulled her out by the hand.

      “I can be.” She stumbled into me, giggling with my arms wrapped around her waist. “You bring out a side of me no one else has ever seen. No one, Maya, but you.” My murmur against her neck was met with a hum of approval.

      “You always make me feel special. Like no one else matters; they don’t exist.”

      “Because they don't.” I shrugged. Maya turned in my arms and pecked my lips.

      “Right answer,” she replied, a small smirk appearing on her lips. “Now, catch me.” Stunned by her request, my hold on her loosened and Bitty took advantage of this by breaking free.

      She ran straight for the water’s edge.

      “Don’t forget dessert,” she yelled over her shoulder, kicking off her shoes while she went.

      “Never planned on it,” I muttered, and took off after her.

      The warm water lapped at our feet. “Where’s dessert?” Maya asked, kicking water my way.

      “It’s here; you just have to find it,” I taunted.

      Her hands snaked down my chest to the hem of my shirt then pushed it up and over my head. She tossed the bunched-up material behind her. Maya ran her hands over my chest, exploring every muscle and definition I had.

      “Beautiful,” she whispered against my tatted skin, placing an open-mouthed kiss over the tribal markings that extended over my pecks.

      Her tongue caressed the skin around each nipple before she nipped hard enough to sting.

      “Fuck,” I grunted out in reply to her teeth clamping down, then her tongue flicking three times while she worked her way down the center of my chest.

      “Your scent entices me…makes me crave more.” Maya ran her nose around my belly button then down to the waistband of my pants. Her nimble fingers unbuttoned my jeans and pulled them low enough to expose my hip bones.

      “Baby, please,” I fucking whimpered when her teeth scraped across my hip. My fist clenched and unclenched. The demonic need to grab her and take control of this game was almost becoming too much.

      “Please what, Talan?” Her mouth opened and sucked in my flesh. It was hard. Bruising. “What do you need?”

      “Your mouth. Dammit, Maya,” I cursed when she cupped me. She weighed me in her tiny hand and rubbed me through the denim of my pants.
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She was perfection. My perfection.
Almost too fucking beautiful to look
at, but all mine.
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