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        Spencer Brooks was the most attractive man I'd ever laid eyes on.

      

        

      
        He was not only our neighbor and the father to the little girl I babysat for, but he was also my father's best friend.

      

        

      
        All of those reasons combined should have said he was totally off-limits, but my desire for him was too strong.

      

        

      
        After all, What could one night really hurt?
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      I stared out of my bedroom window down into my next-door neighbor's backyard and watched as he walked behind his mower, cutting his lawn. I looked forward to every Saturday morning, because that was the day that Spencer would appear shirtless and do all his yard work. Spencer and his little girl, Nikki, had moved in almost a year ago now, and from the time I'd laid eyes on him, I'd wanted him. Problem was, he was a good twenty years older, divorced, and a father, and I had only turned twenty a few months ago. Not that any of that mattered, except for the fact that he was also my father's best friend.

      "Still staring at your god?" Carly questioned.

      "How did you guess?"

      "Well, you were actually in mid-sentence, and you just stopped talking." Carly giggled. "That was the only logical reason I could come up with. Unless, of course, you were having a stroke."

      I rolled my eyes. "I’m sorry, but how is it even possible that he can look just as sexy in grubby sweats, covered in sweat, as he does every weekday morning when he leaves for the office dressed to the nines in a suit and tie?" I questioned. "I mean, it doesn't help that the man is beautiful. Thick, dark hair I'd love to run my fingers through, blue eyes anyone with half a pulse could get lost in, 6'2" and a solid wall of pure muscle that I'd love to lay under. God, how I’d love to lay under him.” I grew quiet envisioning that image. “But in all seriousness, he looks dynamite dressed in a suit, and he looks just as amazing now."

      "God, I know what the man looks like, Ainsley. His picture is plastered on every bus stop and major billboard all over the damn city." She sighed with irritation. The topic of Spencer Brooks had dominated every conversation we’d had for the past year.

      "I think he makes the city look better. You can't honestly tell me that you don't agree?"

      The phone was silent for a moment, and then I heard a huge sigh. "Is Spencer Brooks all we are going to talk about today?"

      "I'm sorry...it's just..."

      "It's just you're obsessed with an older man,” Carly bit out. “One who just happens to be the same age as your father, which is just gross. He's also, in case you've forgotten, your soon-to-be boss! Did you forget about that? It's seriously quite a predicament you've gotten yourself into."

      I glanced out the window again, hoping to catch a glimpse of Spencer one more time, but he had disappeared, leaving the lawn mower in the middle of the yard. I frowned as I did a quick search around the back yard but couldn't see him anywhere.

      “Well, it’s my predicament isn’t it,” I mumbled.

      “You know, girl, I was thinking, Craig really likes you. Perhaps you should go for him. He will be there with us tonight. That is, if you are coming," Carly said.

      "I'm...I'm not sure if I am going just yet," I mumbled, distracted by a voice coming from downstairs. I could hear my father speaking with someone and I strained to hear who it was.

      "Come on, how do you not know yet? It's Jon's birthday. He is really looking forward to partying, and I don't think I need to remind you that you did, in fact, promise him you would be there the other day when we had coffee together! You can't back out now."

      I heard a rumble of laughter from downstairs, followed by our neighbor's deep voice. A surge of excitement ran through me.

      "How about I call you back in five. He's here," I sighed into the phone.

      "Who's there? Ainsley, come on. I'm trying to get final numbers for reservations, that is why I called you over a half hour ago, not to talk about Spencer. I just need to know if you are in or out."

      "The one, the only, Spencer Brooks," I whispered, ignoring what she had asked me. I heard Carly groan her displeasure into the phone as I opened my bedroom door a little farther just to catch the sound of his deep, sexy voice. I was sure she was tired of listening to me go on and on about Spencer, but I couldn't help myself.

      "Girl, you've got it bad. Seriously, I think you should go for Craig. If not him then perhaps someone at school has turned your head."

      "The guys at school are dull," I whined. "None of them are mature like Spencer." Another burst of laughter came from downstairs, catching my attention, followed by his deep, sexy voice that gave me chills.

      “Spencer should be mature he owns his own company and has a daughter.”

      "I'll call you back in ten minutes. Oh, and Craig isn't my type," I said.

      "Ainsley, he's the captain of your university football team. How the hell is that not your type? He's almost six feet, with dark hair and blue eyes and what was it...a wall of pure muscle." Carly giggled. "Sounds exactly like a younger Spencer."

      "You are impossible. I'll call you back."

      "Oh, Ains...come on. I just need a yes or no. The reservations⁠—"

      "Got to go," I whispered, cutting her off and hanging up the phone. I wandered over to my dresser, checking out my reflection in the mirror and fluffing my hair. I pulled my bulky sweatshirt over my head and smiled as I looked at myself in my fitted tank top and jean shorts. That's much better, I thought to myself. I grabbed my glass from my desk, opened my bedroom door, and headed down toward the kitchen.

      I stopped in the hallway just outside the kitchen door and took a deep breath. I needed to gather myself before I walked into that kitchen.

      "Spencer, what you really need is a hot twenty-year-old to fuck the shit out of," I heard my father say.

      Immediately, at my father's words, I imagined Spencer placing me up against a wall and having his way with me. My body heated at the very thought. I was twenty and I would more than happily allow him to have his way with me, I thought to myself. I took a deep breath, pulled my tank top down, then took a step forward.

      "That will help you get Brittany out of your system," my father said as I rounded the corner.

      Almost instantly, I met Spencer's blue eyes. I swallowed hard as I saw them quickly roam over my body before they came back up to my face. I looked down at his large, muscular hands, instantly wondering what they would feel like as they gripped my hips. I swallowed hard, smiled, and did my best to keep the heat from rising to my face.

      "Good morning, Ainsley," Spencer said, clearing his throat, his eyes skimming over my chest again. "Any plans for tonight?"

      "Hey, Ains!" Dad said, taking a sip of his beer.

      "Hey, Dad. Hey, Mr. Brooks. No, not yet. Carly wants me to go out," I replied as I reached for the orange juice in the fridge and poured myself a glass, then turned and leaned against the counter.

      “Ahhh to be young again.” My father chuckled.

      "Ainsley, I told you, call me Spencer. This Mr. Brooks nonsense can stop. It will just be a formality when you start at the office." He winked, picking up his beer and taking a swig.

      I was going to be interning at his office over the summer as his executive assistant, while his regular assistant was off on medical leave. "Of course, Spencer," I replied. His name felt thick on my tongue, and as I looked at him, his eyes once again roamed over my body.

      "Oh gosh, excuse me for a minute. I'll get that drill you wanted to borrow, Spencer," Dad said, getting up off his chair and leaving the two of us alone together in the room.

      The air suddenly felt thick as Spencer's eyes met mine. My eyes burned as the nervous flutter in my stomach began again. The longer we stared at one another, the more the heat grew within me and the more intense it became. I was glad when a loud ring finally pulled his eyes from mine and he began checking something on his cell phone that sat on the table in front of him.

      While he was reading, I couldn't help but let my eyes roam over his muscular arms and broad, strong chest and shoulders. I was completely lost in thought as to what he must feel like when he cleared his throat and my eyes flashed to his face. I had no idea how long he had been watching me watch him, but the smirk he wore told me it had been long enough. I wanted to die. How embarrassing. I could feel the heat in my cheeks as I met his eyes.

      "Here it is!" Dad said, coming back into the kitchen and placing the drill on the counter. He was completely oblivious to the way Spencer looked at me.

      I cleared my throat and reached for something in the cupboard so my father couldn't see my flushed cheeks. As I let out a breath and turned back to them, my father sat back down, grabbed his beer, and took a swig, and then began talking with Spencer again as if I weren't even in the room.

      I slowly faded out of the conversation as I watched Spencer grip the neck of his beer bottle, bring it to his lips, and tip his head back, emptying the bottle's contents. I couldn't help but watch the taught muscles in his throat as he swallowed. Then my eyes traveled to his large, muscular hands once again. God he hand nice hands. A pulse of excitement ran through me as I wondered what it would feel like if they were on my body, touching me in places that I'd only ever imagined being touched in. Carly was right, this had to stop. There was no way I could spend my summer in this state, nor be like this while I worked under him, I mean beside him. Spencer placed the bottle on the table and his eyes wandered back over to me, and then he flashed that sexy smirk in my direction.

      "Oh, Ainsley, before I forget, do you think you could watch Nikki for Spencer on the twelfth next month?"

      I looked to my father and then over to Spencer who waited for my reply.

      "I have that Valentine's Day function I'm hosting for my clients, and it's my weekend to have her," Spencer replied.

      Nikki was Spencer's three-year-old daughter. He shared custody of her after he and his wife separated a year ago. When Spencer had Nikki, I usually always babysat for her when he had a work function.

      "Yep, sure thing. I'd better go call Carly back." I pushed myself off the counter and left the kitchen, turning quickly to look back at Spencer one last time. I noticed his gaze was firmly planted on my ass, and he quickly averted his eyes as soon as he knew I had caught him. I waited one second, and as his eyes met mine, I smiled at him over my shoulder and continued down the hall, stopping halfway once again to listen to their conversation.

      "So, like I said before Ains came in, you need a hot twenty-year-old to fuck her from your mind."

      "Where the hell am I going to find that? I'm over the hill. Besides, I’m over Brittany, I just think I’m having a hard time with the loneliness."

      I swallowed hard as I listened. One thing Spencer Brooks was not was over the hill.

      "Surely you could find a girl at one of these functions of yours," my father responded.

      "No, I don’t think so. However, you should come with me to this function on the twelfth, that way you can see what my company can do for you," he said to my father.

      "You want me to go, but tell me this, why don't you use your own company to find your twenty-year-old then if it's so great?"

      "My company isn't for hookups. It's for long-term, meaningful relationships, which is something I'm not sure I'm looking for right now. It's been a hard year for me. I think I just want to have some fun, you know, no strings."

      "I understand. I remember how it was for me after Ain's mom left. However, like you, I don't know what I want." I heard my father say, "I'm not sure I want to get involved with someone long term. I've barely dated since Ainsley's mother left."

      "I totally understand, but you won't know until you try something. I'll send you over a trial pass, that way you can look around, and if you don't like what you see, no hard feelings. I'll send over a couple extras for some of your friends at work too."

      "Sounds good, Spencer. I've got to get going. It’s grocery day. I also have errands to run in the city."

      "Okay, see you later then. I'll drop off those passes later this afternoon. I'll leave them in the mailbox if you aren't home."

      "I look forward to it."

      I listened as the chairs scraped across the floor and went back into my room, shutting the door.
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      A trial for my father. I let out a breath, not sure if I was ready for him to start dating. I leaned against the cool door, trying to cool myself off. I grabbed my phone and dialed Carly’s number. While waiting for her to answer, I grabbed the magazine I had purchased, flopped down on my bed, and began flipping through the pages.

      "It's about time you called me back. What the hell took so long?"

      "Yeah, sorry about that," I said, continuing to flip through the pages. "Spencer asked me to babysit."

      "Tonight?"

      "No, not tonight," I bit out as I slowly flipped the page.

      "So then you are coming with us tonight right?"

      I flipped to the next page and instantly all the air left the room. In front of me was an ad for Finding Forever with Spencer on it. He sat at a table, a coffee in front of him, looking into the camera, those blue eyes of his sparkling. Spencer Brooks owned Finding Forever; it was one of the top, elite matchmaking companies in the world, and I would soon be working side-by-side with that hunk of a man. "Holy shit!" I exclaimed.

      "What?" Carly asked with excitement.

      "You're never going to believe this. Do you have the new Cosmo mag that came out last week?" I questioned, looking over the ad and all the manly goodness that was Spencer in the photo.

      "Yeah, I think so, why?"

      "Get it and look at page twenty-five."

      "Ainsley, really, I just need to know if you are coming tonight. Seriously, babe, I need to get the reservations placed. The place fills up so fast, and if I don't, my head will be on the chopping block."

      "Get the magazine!" I gritted out between clenched teeth. "Page twenty-five."

      I studied the page, and that was when I noticed in small letters, in the upper right-hand corner of the page, what appeared to be an ID handle for his dating site.

      "What am I supposed to be looking for?" Carly huffed.

      "My God, just go to page twenty-five. You'll see." I could hear Carly frantically flipping through the pages, and finally she stopped.

      "Yeah, so, it's your Greek god, so what."

      "Look up in the corner. Looks like it could be his ID handle, RomanticAlpha42."

      "Oh, Ainsley!! You're crazy. As if the man is going to post his real handle to the world. Get a freaking grip. Now are you coming with us tonight or not?"

      I slid off my bed and wandered over to my desk and opened my laptop, quickly typing in Finding Forever in the search bar. Within seconds, the page had loaded. "Um, sure, I guess."

      "All right got to go. Oh, and, Ains, don't do anything stupid, okay."

      "What is that supposed to mean?"

      "Exactly what I said. Don't do anything stupid. Promise me."

      I rolled my eyes. "I thought you had to place the reservation?"

      "I do, just don't do anything stupid."

      "Go call," I said and hung up the phone, burying my face back into the computer.

      I turned my attention to the website. I'd been meaning to check it out for a while, especially after I'd been hired. I read through the FAQ page and noticed they offered a free two-week trial. I bit my bottom lip as Carly's words floated through my mind not to do anything stupid. I looked over at the magazine sitting beside me, staring at his handle. Could it really be his?

      Two weeks, that would be all I would need to find out if it was really him, I thought to myself. I could sign up, contact him, and I wouldn't mention a single word to Carly about it. It would be my secret.

      I clicked on "signup" and began setting up my profile, quickly creating a username, and hit next. My stomach sank when the next screen loaded. They wanted credit card information.

      "Fuck," I muttered under my breath. I nervously tapped my finger on the mouse, trying to decide what I should do. Then I closed the laptop, there was no way I could give my credit card information to the company. What if Spencer had access to that information.

      I got up off my chair and ran my fingers through my hair, feeling completely unsettled. I flipped my stereo on, one of my favorite songs blaring through the speakers, then turned around to see the magazine open to the advertisement. I pulled it closer, studying the handle once again, then looked to my laptop. I blew out a frustrated sigh and then grabbed my purse. "What could it hurt? I'll just make sure I cancel before the free trial period is over," I mumbled, curiosity getting the best of me.

      I sat back down at my desk and opened my laptop again and typed in my credit card details. A few more clicks and I was in, staring at a bunch of questions that needed to be answered before they would let me start searching. I used most of my real facts that way I wouldn’t have to remember any lies, and forty-five minutes later, BabyGirl89 had been born.

      I hit search and typed in RomanticAlpha42, and within seconds, I was faced with a picture-less profile. My stomach churned with excitement that I could barely contain, as I read over the profile, which barely contained anything that would lead me to believe this was Spencer.

      I hovered my mouse over the contact button, my stomach flopping with nerves. What if it wasn't him? My hand shook at the thought. I sat there staring at the screen, almost sure I was going to be sick. I grabbed my phone and dialed Carly.

      "Let me guess, you've changed your mind and you aren't coming with us after all."

      "No, I’ll be there. But you won't believe this, but it was real."

      "What was real? Ainsley, what are you talking about?"

      "RomanticAlpha42."

      "Ainsley!"

      "What?"

      "Tell me you didn't sign up. Tell me you didn't send a message to that profile."

      I was quiet as I listened to my friend panic on the other end of the phone. “Ainsley, please tell me you didn’t.”

      "I haven't messaged it. Not yet anyways. But I did create myself a profile," I said as I hit the connect button below RomanticAlpha's name and began typing.

      "Oh, Ainsley, do not message that profile. It could be anybody. Besides, you need to get ready for dinner. I'll be picking you up in an hour."

      "Too late!"

      "Too late? What do you mean too late?"

      "I just sent my first connection email!" I giggled into the phone.

      “What???” Girl, you are impossible, and you are going to get yourself into trouble."

      "I know and I know, but that is why you love me."
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        * * *

      

      I grabbed my purse and followed Carly out to the car. Tonight, had been fun, until Craig had shown up. He'd slid into the booth beside me and hadn't let me move. The only reprieve I'd gotten was when he had headed to the men’s room.

      "I can take Ainsley home if you like, Carly," Craig called, as he and Jon hurried to catch up to us.

      "It's okay, Carly has to get something from my house that she forgot the other day," I lied.

      "Oh, what did I forget?" Carly said, looking at me with confusion.

      All three of them looked at me as I struggled to come up with something that Carly had forgotten. "You know...that thing," I bit out, meeting her eyes.

      "Ainsley, I’m sure I haven't forgotten anything."

      "Yes, you did. Remember, I told you earlier," I said, grabbing her arm and whispering in her ear to just go along with it.

      "Oh, that's right. I know what it is."

      Jon and Craig both looked at us as we approached Carly's car. I went around to the passenger’s side and waited for Carly to open the door when Craig came up beside me.

      "How about I call you tomorrow? Perhaps we could go out to a movie or something."

      I nodded. “Sure, if you like.” I smiled, looking in Carly's direction. "Can you unlock the door."

      "Talk to you tomorrow," Craig said as he leaned in and placed a kiss on my cheek just as the locks on the door opened.

      I climbed into the front seat and pulled my phone from my pocket. I'd promised Carly I wouldn't check it at dinner tonight, but as soon as I checked my email, I'd wished I'd stayed home.

      Carly climbed in the front seat beside me and shoved the key into the ignition, turning the car on. She adjusted the radio and put on her seatbelt, while I sat there staring at my screen.

      "Well, that went well. See, I told you Craig likes you. You really need to give him a chance. Oh, and the next time you want to use me for a lie, just tell me ahead of time okay."

      "Um..."

      "Um what? What are you looking at? Did Craig message you already? Is there love in the air between you two?"

      I sat there staring down at my phone, at the email I'd received almost one hour after I'd left the house.

      "Ainsley, what is it?" Carly asked, her voice full of concern.

      I looked at her, a smile creeping onto my face, and slowly turned my phone for her to see. RomanticAlpha42 had responded to my contact email. I swallowed hard as she read his words.

      "What are you going to do about that?" she questioned, looking from the screen then up to me.

      "What do you think I'm going to do? I'm going to respond to him," I said. "Now what should I say." I pulled my phone back and hit reply.

      "Honestly? I think you should leave it alone, Ainsley. You're playing with fire," Carly said as she put the car in reverse and backed out of the parking spot.

      I read the response from him one more time as Carly's words floated through my mind. I blew out a breath, shut the phone off, and shoved it into my purse. I'd sleep on it, and if I still felt I needed to respond in the morning I would, but for now, I was going to follow her advice.
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        RomanticAlpha42: I'd love to bury my face between those creamy thighs of yours, make you scream for hours.

      

      

      

      I felt my cheeks heat as I smiled to myself. My fingers tapped quietly against the keyboard as I typed out a response to yet another message from RomanticAlpha42. We had been messaging now for a solid two months. We'd barely missed a day. I hit send and relaxed back against my bed's headboard while I waited for a reply.

      I flipped through the channels on the TV, and I'd just settled into an episode of Outlander when my phone rang.

      "Hello," I whispered into the phone, trying to be quiet, so I didn't disturb my father who was sure to be asleep by now.

      "So has the love of your life, Mr. Spencer Brooks, or should I say RomanticAlpha42, confessed his love for you yet?" Carly giggled into the phone.

      I rolled my eyes as I checked to see if I had any new messages but was quickly disappointed when I saw that nothing had come through. In fact, he hadn't even read what I'd sent back yet.

      "It's just harmless fun. Plus, I don't even know if it's really him!" I replied as I watched the three little dots bounce on the screen letting me know he was typing something. Suddenly, a little check mark appeared on our chat, and I clicked to open the new message and read the words on my screen.

      "I can't believe you're actually engaging with people on there." She laughed. "If you ask me, it’s kind of creepy, talking to people you don't know."

      Truth was, when my trial had expired, I'd let it lapse for two days, but then I was so curious to see if he would continue speaking with me that I ended up paying for a month, followed by another, and yet another because I was enjoying speaking with whoever it was I was speaking to so much. Deep down I'd prayed it was Spencer, but of course, I wouldn't ever know until I met the person—if I ever met the person.

      "Not people," I corrected. "I'm only interacting with one person."

      Carly let out a loud laugh. "Yeah, sorry about that. One person you believe to be Spencer. So, what does Mr. Romance have to say? Is he as smooth as you'd hoped?"

      I had barely heard a word Carly had said as I read the message that sat on my screen. "Oh my God, you're not going to believe this."

      "What? Trouble in paradise already?" Carly laughed.

      "He’s asked me to go on a date with him this coming weekend!" I answered.

      "This weekend? As in Valentine’s weekend?"

      "Yes. Which, if this is Spencer, it would be to the Valentine's thing he is hosting, the one my father is going to be at." I kept reading his words repeatedly. "What do I do?"

      "Ask him what he has in mind."

      I quickly typed out what Carly told me to type and hit send. I only waited for a couple of seconds before a response came in. "He says not to worry, I would be perfectly safe, it would be a public event, nothing private."

      "Interesting," Carly responded.

      "What do I do now?"

      "Well, since you are babysitting his daughter, you'll have to tell him no, or you could cancel on the little girl and explain to the real Spencer why it is you are canceling. However, I am sure it will be very uncomfortable when you give him your address, or perhaps when you meet up with him and you have to explain all over again. But you're a big girl. I am sure you will figure it out."

      I swallowed hard as I tapped my fingers on the keyboard, debating what to respond with. "That isn't helpful, Carly."

      "That’s true. However, you haven’t needed my help to get you this far, so I am sure you will figure it out." She giggled.
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        * * *

      

      Spencer

      

      This woman had me spinning, and I had no clue what she even looked like. I sat behind my desk awaiting a response from BabyGirl98. This was the exact reason why I loved the company I had created. It gave people the chance to get to know the real person without any outside judgment. I flipped between my email and back to my profile. I had sent off the date request almost forty minutes ago, and I knew that she had read it. It had never taken so long for a response from her to come through. Perhaps she wasn’t interested.

      I'd been out of the game so long I feared I might be losing my touch; although I had kept her online the past three nights engaged in some very heavy dirty talk, enough to even get a couple gratuitous photos sent my way, which while I waited for her response, I opened up.

      I leaned back in my chair and stared at my screen, my cock throbbing as I flipped between the photos, when my phone rang. "Spencer Brooks."

      "Hey, Spencer, what time are we leaving tonight?"

      "Hey, Jon! Ainsley is coming by around seven, so I figure after I get Nikki settled with her, I guess we could leave around eight."

      "Great!"

      "Did you look at the package I dropped off for you?"

      "I glanced at it but haven't had a chance to sit down and log into the computer or anything."

      "Well, make sure you do. As I said, these aren't your run-of-the-mill women just looking to get laid. They are looking for meaningful relationships, and I have implemented a very rigorous screening process. Also to ease your mind, every account is 100% private. No one can see what you talk about."

      "I'll check it out before we leave. Are you bringing a date tonight?"

      "Hopefully a date with a very sexy twenty-year-old!"

      "That sounds promising. I'll see you tonight then!"

      "You got it."

      I hung up the phone in time to see a message from BabyGirl89. I clicked open the message, excitement building in me, and leaned back in my chair.

      

      
        
        BabyGirl89: RomanticAlpha42,

        I would love nothing more than to accompany you tonight.

      

      

      
        
        However, I have a prior engagement that, unfortunately, I cannot get out of.

        Until then, I will dream of you,

        BabyGirl89

      

      

      

      
        
        RomanticAlpha42: To say I am disappointed is an understatement. Perhaps another time?

      

      

      

      The three dots bounced around on the page, and before I knew it, a message appeared.

      

      
        
        BabyGirl89: Absolutely. It's just bad timing.

      

      

      

      I leaned back, disappointment filling me. After three months of talking, I was just a bit shocked at the answer I'd received, but it was really a last-minute thing and perhaps she was telling me the truth. Perhaps she really was busy.

      I flipped from the chat screen over to my email and sent off a few end-of-the-day emails, then I began shutting things down and getting ready to head home. I was just about to log out of our chat screen when I noticed another message, titled ‘Just for You’. I clicked it open and my jaw dropped.

      I had to blink to make sure I wasn't seeing things, but when I opened my eyes, the picture was still there. She stood before the camera, almost naked, wearing only a sexy bra and panty set, but once again, there wasn't a picture of her face. My cock ached, and I reached down and placed my hand over it, squeezing it as I willed it to go down.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SPENCER
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      I groaned out loud as shots of cum sprayed over my abs. This was the seventh time in twelve hours that I had jerked off thanks to BabyGirl89. We'd chatted late into the night, and the string of pictures she had sent to me once I'd gotten into bed had been permanently burned into my memory.

      I reached for a tissue and had just finished cleaning up the sticky mess I had made when the doorbell rang. I grabbed another tissue, swiped it across my stomach, and reached for my T-shirt that was lying on the back of the desk chair, throwing it over my head. I tied the string on my gym shorts and pulled open my bedroom door, as I listened to Nikki scream for me.

      "I got it, Nikki, don't worry," I called as I climbed down the three steps to the front door and pulled it open to see Ainsley standing there, a bag slung over her shoulder.

      "Hey, Ains, come on in." She awkwardly smiled at me and stepped through the door. "Here, give me these," I said, reaching for her bags and setting them down on the upper step. "Oh and let me take your coat."

      She turned, allowing me to slip her coat from her shoulders. I couldn't help but look down at her breasts, as they spilled out of the top of her low-cut shirt. I swallowed hard as she turned around to face me, and I took her coat and grabbed a hanger from the closet.

      She wore a snug black T-shirt and tight jeans that perfectly molded to her tight, round ass. I couldn't help it, my eyes ran the length of her body, her long, shapely legs, perky tits that I'd love to bury my face in, and nipples hard enough that they called to me through her T-shirt. They'd been calling to me since last summer, every time I saw her sunbathing in her backyard.

      I remembered the first time I had seen her sprawled out in her backyard. I had sat in the kitchen across from her father that same afternoon with a rock-hard cock as she came into the kitchen in that skimpy little bikini to get a drink. It was all I could do then to keep my eyes off her. That was the exact moment that I had begun this descent into imagining what it would be like to fuck Ainsley Matthews senseless. I imagined on more than one occasion what it would be like to have her legs wrapped around my neck, panting my name as I pounded relentlessly into her. It hadn't gotten any better either because after a year, I still imagined it. I imagined it was Ainsley every single time I spoke to BabyGirl89.

      "Hey, Mr. ummm...Spencer. Where's Nikki?"

      "In the kitchen coloring. Come on in. I'm just trying to finish getting ready. Nikki has been demanding today."

      She toed her shoes off before she climbed the stairs and stopped beside me in the hallway. The smell of vanilla invaded my senses. "I see you brought a night bag."

      "I did. I hope that's all right. I know I am just next door, but I figured it would be best in case you are late. I'll just sleep in the room attached to Nikki's, like I've done before. Oh, and I also brought some craft supplies, movies, and snacks for us ladies. I'll make sure that crafts stay in the kitchen, that way we won't get glue on anything." She looked up at me innocently.

      "That's fine." I smiled, even though I instantly wanted to bend down and remove that look of innocence off her face. "I've got to finish getting ready."

      "All right, we will be in the kitchen." Ainsley smiled, bent down, and picked up her bag and wandered toward the kitchen.

      I couldn't help but watch as she walked away from me, taking that hot, sexy body with her. My eyes were glued to that perfect ass as it swayed back and forth. I felt my cock start to stir, and I knew in that instant that I had to tear my eyes from her. I began to make my way down to my bedroom when I heard Nikki's little voice filled with excitement.
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        * * *

      

      "Oh, Spencer, that is just hilarious," Jenelle said as she ran her hand down my arm.

      Jenelle had been after me all night. She had sat with me through dinner, approached me for a dance, and had hung on to my every word as I mingled with all the clients of Finding Forever.

      "Please, excuse me for a few moments. I need to check on a private business matter," I lied and excused myself from the group. I was tired of being pawed. Women like Jenelle only took interest in me for one thing, and that was my wallet. I knew it, and they knew it as well.

      I made a graceful exit, pretending I had seen someone off in the crowd, and quickly escaped the party. I snuck out of the conference room door and made my way up to my office where I closed the door and relished in the quiet. Sitting down at my desk, I removed my phone from my breast pocket, immediately pulling up my conversation with BabyGirl89, and sent out a message.

      
        
        RomanticAlpha42: Wish you were here tonight. I would love nothing more than to have you on my arm.

      

        

      
        BabyGirl89: I'd love nothing more also, but as I said, I have a previous engagement.

      

        

      
        RomanticAlpha42: You're making me jealous; do you have a boyfriend?

      

        

      
        BabyGirl89: If you must know, I am helping a friend out.

      

        

      
        RomanticAlpha42: Is it a male friend

      

        

      
        BabyGirl89: Yes

      

        

      
        RomanticAlpha42: Why don't you send me something naughty

      

      

      I smiled as I hit send. Minutes went by, and then an image populated my screen. My cock instantly hardened at the sight of her fingers inching their way into her black lace panties. I licked my lips and ran my hand over the thick, hard ridge that sat behind my suit pants. I felt like I was going to bust when another image populated my screen. This time I was faced with a panty-less, fully-shaven BabyGirl89. I swallowed hard and groaned as I squeezed my cock. As I studied the picture, I froze, noticing something familiar about the blanket that lay underneath her. I looked harder at the pattern in the blanket, instantly recognizing it as the blanket my great aunt had made me that lay on the bed in my spare guest room. I swallowed hard, only to see another message.

      
        
        BabyGirl89: Are you there? Do you not like me?

      

      

      I dropped my phone and turned on my computer, logging into the confidential client information area. I quickly searched for BabyGirl89, and within seconds, I was faced with every drop of her personal information. I scanned through it looking for anything that might be familiar. I didn't see anything that would lead me to believe it was, in fact, Ainsley, so I clicked over to the payment information and froze. Ainsley Matthews was the credit card holder. I swallowed hard, panic filling me for a second as I looked down at my phone at the pictures that had been sent. I picked up my phone and looked back up to the screen in front of me and thought for a second of what to reply.

      
        
        BabyGirl89: Well?

      

      

      I swallowed hard and closed my eyes. I picked up my phone, looking back to the computer screen and staring at Ainsley's name. All the things I'd said to her, all the dirty, dirty things I'd said… What was worse was the fact that I had meant every single one of them. I took in a deep breath, then I slowly typed out my response.

      
        
        RomanticAlpha42: I like you very much.
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