
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


An Offer 


She Can’t  Refuse


Volume 3

J. Garcia


Copyright ©2020 by J. Garcia

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. This book contains material protected under International and Federal Copyright Laws and Treaties. Any unauthorized reprint or use of this material is prohibited. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system without express written permission from the author / publisher. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


I stretched my numbed limbs twisting on the bed the sound of water flowing woke for good. I scowled feeling between my legs stinging I wrapped in the soft sheets wondering time it was while rubbing my eyes made itchy by the blinding golden shining rays transparent from the thin peach curtains that were divinely illuminated from the windows. When the bathroom door flew open and Johnny stepped forth with a towel around his hips. Hair damply waved back, muscles dripping, cool, relaxed, natural, too natural. 

“Buongiorno.”

A courteous nod was all I returned half heartedly. 

“Are you sore, darling?” 

He smiled as I replicated the nod, taking the cover from my stark naked body he froze in his tracks, jaws tightening.

“I swear your breasts could get even a priest excited.”

I winced at the indecent remark.

With one skillful hand under my legs and the other wrapping around my back he scooped me up and treaded to the large marble bath tub he already filled with warm water. 

I struggled keep my eyes from diverting from his moist toned chest shining, kissed by the morning sun like that of a golden god. His appeared to be shamelessly glued to every ripe developed part of body.

My temptress was worn out, greatly satisfied with the hot action she got and now dosed in a beauty nap.

“You have no idea the kinda torment you’re putting me through, cara.” 

I shoved him giggling.

“Don’t try to blame because you won’t exercise control.”

“Control is reduced a feeble powerless notion when going against you.”

He kept on scrolling my naked contours before staying fixed on my solidified nipples. He made a swift gulp I assumed due too much salivating.

A relieving hum escaped me dipping my foot in the warm water before submerging into it. It was just what my drenched and worn out skin needed. Johnny poured in a liquid soap stirring the water then tore himself away when came a knock at the door he was supposedly expecting. 
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