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It’s finally Nick’s turn. Tonight, he’s in control. It’s his fantasy and he’s more than ready to be the Master to Sarah’s Slave. The only question is, will Sarah be ready or will memories from her past ruin their fun.

Book four in a new adult erotic romance series that’s filled with second chances, kinky sex and raw emotions of two damaged people finding each other and learning that life is worth taking a chance.
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CHAPTER 1:  SARAH
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Sarah hurried down the hallway to the hotel room.  This was their weekday visit and she was running late.  Maisie had gotten stuck in traffic.  Nick wasn’t going to be happy that he wouldn’t get his hour.  She opened the door and stepped inside.

“Take off your clothes.”  

Nick’s voice came out of the darkness, all rough and male and immediately wetness pooled between her legs.  She wanted him right here and now, but she’d delay.  It was always fun to play.

“I’m sorry.  I must have the wrong room.”

“Does it matter?”  He turned on the table lamp.  It cast shadows on his narrow face, highlighting his hungry, dark eyes.

She appreciated that Nick was smart enough to pick up on her game.  Her fingers went to the button on her blouse, teasing.  “You...you must be expecting someone.”  

“You.”

“I was supposed to meet my friend.”

“You can do that later.”  He took a drink from the glass in his hand.  “Unbutton your blouse.”

“I...I don’t know you.”

“So.”

“Who were you expecting?  Your wife?  Girlfriend?”

“I paid for an escort.  If you’re not it, you’ll do.”

She gasped.  “I’m not a prostitute.”

He stood, all slow grace and masculinity.  “Neither am I.”  He strolled over to her until his chest brushed against hers with each breath.  “Unbutton your blouse.”

Her hands trembled, but she only rolled the button between her fingers.

He leaned down and kissed her neck, making his way to her ear.  “Please.”  He rubbed his erection against her belly.

“I...I don’t usually do this.”

He moved back a few inches, his eyes on her fingers.  “I know.”

She unbuttoned the first button.  Her fingers trailed against her skin as she moved to the next one.  His gaze was hot, almost a caress.  When she had the second button undone he leaned down and kissed her exposed skin, flicking her with his tongue and then sucking.  She grabbed his head, wanting those lips and that mouth on her breasts.  He pushed her hands out of the way and unhooked a button.  His fingers fumbled on the next one so he clasped her shirt and yanked.  Buttons shot across the room.

“Nick!  What am I going...”

He shoved her bra up and his mouth latched onto her nipple, sucking hard and stopping her words and all thought, except more.  She held him to her and moaned as she rocked against his erection.

“Fuck, Sarah,” he said against her breast as his hands shoved her skirt up to her waist.  “I have to be inside you when you do that.  I have to.”  He ripped her underwear off and lifted her legs, wrapping them around his hips as he pressed her against the door.

“Do what?”  She caressed his neck, stopping herself, just barely, from shoving his face back to her breasts.

He unzipped his pants and slipped on a condom.  His fingers skimmed across her pussy.  “You’re drenched.  For me.”  His lips came down on hers as he shoved into her.  She gasped into his mouth as he stretched her, filling her with pleasure and a hint of pain.  He always felt good, but the first time each night was the best.  The fullness of him, the length, the way he stretched her, forcing her to accept him, all of him—it was perfect.  She clasped her inner muscles, clinging to him.

“Shit, baby.  Do that again.”  He pulled out and slid back in and she tightened her legs around his waist, her arms wrapping around his back, holding him to her with every muscle she had.

He moved his head to her breast and licked her nipple, a soft caress of his rough tongue.  She moaned, her hand going to his head.  It wasn’t enough and she guided him closer to her breast.  He smiled, his teeth against her skin and she shivered.  If he nipped her, she’d come.

“Please, Nick.”

He licked all around her nipple as she tried to force his mouth to her breast and then he was there.  Right where she needed him.  His mouth sucking on her breast sending lightning through her veins and causing her hips to rock against him.

“Fuck, that’s it.”  He said before sucking harder.

Her back arched, smashing her breast into his face and her pussy tightened around him as he thrust in and out.

“Oh, Nick.  Please...”

He increased his pace, shoving into her harder and harder as he sucked her nipple.  Her body trembled at the onslaught, tightening even more.  She was going to come.  She was almost there and then his teeth grazed her nipple and she screamed clamping down on him and holding him tight.  He thrust into her twice more and groaned his release against her breast.

They stayed like that for a long time, or at least it seemed like a long time.  She was still wrapped around him, her back pressed to the door and his face resting against her breast and then he withdrew from her and she sighed.  She hated when he pulled out.  She could live with his dick inside of her, filling her and making her feel whole again.  She dropped her legs to the floor.  Those were dangerous thoughts.  This was a fling.  Sex.  Nothing else.

She pulled her bra down to cover her breasts and started to button her shirt but most of the buttons were gone.  She straightened her skirt.  “I’ll see you Saturday.”

“What?”  He tucked his cock back into his pants and zipped them.

She kissed his cheek.  “It was great, but I have to go.”

“You have an hour.”

She blinked.  “We won’t have sex again.  You’ll sleep...”

“I’m not tired.”

She bent to pick up her underwear and he grabbed them before walking to the couch.

“Hey, I need those.”  She glanced down at her shirt.  “Actually, you can keep them, but I need to borrow a shirt or jacket.  I can’t walk out of here like this.”

“Why don’t you keep clothes here?  I have the place for three more weeks.”

“Two and a half.”  She wanted to pull back the words.  She didn’t want him to realize she was counting the days, dreading the end of their affair.

“Yeah.”  He didn’t sound happy and that made her glad.

“Can I borrow a shirt?”  She headed for the bedroom to get one.
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