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 The Lady and Her
Tramp







by
Pauline Orr


MELISSA
SARONNE had it all. She was rich, beautiful and one of the kindest
people that you could ever meet. A rich socialite, the daughter of
a lawyer from old money, Melissa had gone to the best schools money
could buy, had the best clothes that money could buy and was always
in the papers.






She
didn’t embarrass herself though; there were no drunken pictures of
Melissa, no images of her kissing inappropriate men or falling out
of cars. She went to all the best parties and knew all the best
people. She was good and kind and helped at as many charities as
she could. Her purity shone like a beacon to others.






She was
no stranger to pleasures of the flesh but she did not boast about
them, flaunt them in people’s faces or carry out her more tawdry
dalliances where she could be easily caught. She kept her affairs
hidden, even from the watchful eyes of her parents. Her life was
considered by many to be perfect; everything she could ever need
was close by and easy to get to.






Still
there was something missing though, some small spark that stopped
her from being totally happy. She enjoyed her charity work and the
parties but something wasn’t there. She was content that was
all.






There
was no excitement in her life, no wonder of what the next day would
bring. She would wake up in the morning and know exactly what to
expect, exactly what the day would hold. And slowly she began to
dread it. She began taking risks, taking part in extreme sports for
charity and slipping away from the people she knew and the places
she had spent her entire life in to explore the surrounding
area.






Away
from watchful bodyguards and gossiping friends she felt free and
able to take in all the sights of wherever she was and be herself
the entire time. And so it was that Melissa Saronne found herself
in the worst part of a dangerous town.






She had
been taking part in a charity bungee jump earlier that day, about
10 miles outside of the town. She and her entourage had returned as
the event had wrapped up and once they were back at the hotel
Melissa had felt that familiar pit forming in the bottom of her
stomach.






She had
snuck out of her room, past the watchful guards and made her way to
the street outside. She’d begun walking, watching people go about
their lives with no idea of who she was. She walked for hours and
hours, watching the houses and buildings get more and more run down
as she travelled further and further from the city’s affluent
center.






She’d
not paid attention to the sun as it had set, hadn’t noticed the
streetlights come on and the crowds that had previously been around
slowly filtering away as darkness crept in. Melissa had been
engrossed in walking, in daydreaming that she was a normal person.
Her attention returned to her location though when she heard a
voice calling to her from behind.






“Hey
chicky chicky!” it shouted, teasing and taunting.






Melissa
looked around. Lounging in the light of a lamp was a large man with
lots of tattoos on his arms. He was looking at her like she was a
juicy steak and he a stalking lion. She clutched her purse a little
tighter. The man’s grin widened and he began to walk forward.
Melissa took a step away from him and began to walk. She turned to
face forward and saw another man, about 15 feet away, leaning
against another lamppost. He was watching her too and as her eyes
met his he began to stalk her. Melissa stopped and looked between
the two men.






“Are you
lost pretty lady?” asked the first man, his voice thick with
insincerity.






“Do you
want us help you find your way home?” asked the other.






Melissa
shook her head and took a step back. She looked around desperately
as the two men continued to stalk towards her. There was no one
else around.






“I think
she’s got somewhere to be,” said a third voice. Another man rounded
the corner and quickly joined the other two. Two more men came from
the shadows of the buildings around them, all grinning and all
looking at her like she was prey. “I don’t think she wants to be
here.”






“I don’t
think she’s from around here,” said one of the first
men.






“Course
she’s not from around here, look at those clothes!” cried one of
the newcomers.






“Yeah,
they’re all fancy looking,” said another, looking her up and down
as a man looks at a car.






“I bet
she’s got some money in that posh purse of hers,” said one of the
men, Melissa didn’t know which.






She
looked around, searching for a break in the semi-circle that the
men had formed around her as they backed her towards the wall she
now felt at her back. There was no break and no sign of
rescue.






“Please
don’t hurt me, I’ll give you whatever you want,” she said quietly.
“Please?”






“You
hear that boys, she’ll give us anything,” called one of the first
men, his smirk turned sinister and threatening.






“I
reckon she gives us a chance at that posh girl pussy,” jeered one
of the men.






“No!”
Melissa cried out, her heart pounding.






Her eyes
caught a break and she made for the small gap in the men but a hand
grabbed her wrist and yanked her back. She cried out in pain and
then in fear as strong hands gripped her biceps, holding her in
place. One of the men took her purse and began rummaging through it
while another stepped forward and looked down at her. She struggled
against the grip that held her in place, tugging desperately to get
free of the grasping hands. The man before her grabbed her face,
squeezing her cheeks in his hand.






“We
wasn’t asking princess,” he sneered down at her. “We want your posh
girl pussy and tonight we’re gonna have a feast.”






His
words were as foul as his breath.






“I
believe the lady said no,” a new voice broke suddenly.






All of
the men turned to look at the man who spoke and Melissa stared at
her rescuer. He was tall and muscular, broad shouldered and thick
armed. His face was rugged in the lamplight, the suggestion of
scars dancing around the sharp angles and square jaw. The men
circled around Melissa and her captor, turned to face the new
man.






“This
ain’t any of your business, keep walking stranger,” growled the
foul man who had threatened her. He seemed to be the leader of the
entire group.






“When I
see a woman being surrounded by five coward pieces of shit, it
becomes my business,” the newcomer said, widening his stance. “Now
I suggest that you let her go, give her back her things and we’ll
both be on our way.”






“Yeah?
Is that what you reckon?” asked the leader mockingly. “How about we
take what we want from this lady and from you and then make you
watch as we sample our bounty eh? How’s that sound tough
guy?”






“That
sounds like something that isn’t going to happen any time soon,”
the newcomer said calmly. “Now, I’ll ask you one last time. Let the
girl go.”






The men
looked to their leader and he sneered and laughed. He turned back
to Melissa and the man who held her. As if that were some unspoken
sign the three remaining men converged on the newcomer, surrounding
him and began to throw punches. Melissa’s heart raced, fear rising
in her stomach as she realized that she really was going to be
raped by these men and there was nothing she or the stranger or
anyone could do to stop it.






She
couldn’t see what was happening in the shadows, not clearly, she
was just able to make out the shadows shifting as the men moved
around and she could only hear grunting and the wet sounds of fists
hitting flesh.






Suddenly
one of the men fell back with a cry, his hands covering his nose
and eye. Blood dripped through his fingers on to the pavement. The
leader looked at him for a moment before turning his attention back
to Melissa, tugging gently, tauntingly at the collar of her
shirt.






There
was a loud snapping sound and a scream. The last man moved
backwards to reveal the newcomer standing over the body of the
fourth man who lay on the ground, writhing and whimpering in pain
as he clutched his leg. Melissa could see the ivory glint of bone
sticking from the skin, glistening wetly with blood.






The last
man, the one who wasn’t injured looked at his leader with fear.
Melissa felt the grip on her arms loosening but was too transfixed
to break free. The leader moved away from Melissa and the man,
towards the newcomer.






“Who the
hell are you and what did you do to my boys?!” shouted the
leader.






“I
warned you,” the newcomer said. “Now let the girl go.”






“Says
who?” the leader demanded.






“Says
me,” the newcomer said. “And tell your boss to keep his boys under
better control. Rig’s in town and he’s taking no
prisoners.”






Melissa
watched as all the color seemed to drain from the leader’s face and
he quickly turned and ran. The remaining two men looked at each
other, at the man called Rig and at their retreating leader.
Quickly they too turned and ran after him.






Melissa
watched them go, rubbing her arms to return the feeling and ease
the pain caused by her captor’s grip. Rig walked over to her
dropped purse and began to collect together the spilled contents.
He stood and handed it to Melissa who smiled slightly.






“Thank
you,” she said quietly, looking at the ground and tucking some hair
behind her ear. “I don’t know how I would have gotten away if you
hadn’t have turned up.”






“It’s
nothing,” Rig said dismissively. He looked at Melissa in concern.
“Are you alright though? You look pretty shaken up.”






“I was
scared for a while there, especially before you showed up,” Melissa
said with a laugh that bordered on hysterical. She held her hand
away from her slightly and looked at it “Good lord I’m
shaking!”






“Come
on,” Rig said with a nod of his head. He put a hand gently on her
shoulder. “My place isn’t far from here. I’ll get you a nice cup of
tea and somewhere to sit down until you feel better.”






Melissa
nodded in agreement, her mind in a daze as the shock of what had
just happened set in. The pair started walking.







***






MELISSA
FINALLY began to notice where she was once the man called Rig
turned on the lights of his little apartment. She looked around,
not sure how she felt about her current location. The walls were
brick, bare and slightly dusty. The ceiling was wide open; she
could see the underside of the roof and the bare metal support
beams crisscrossing above her head. There was little furniture and
what there was looked old.






The only
thing that screamed of luxury in this slightly run-down room was
the bed. Low and wide and covered in a thick soft duvet it looked
inviting, the kind of bed you could spend an entire day in wrapped
around a handsome man. Melissa shook her head, unsure of where that
thought had come from. She turned her attention back to her
rescuer, watching him as he moved around the sparse kitchen making
her a cup of tea.






“Feel
free to sit anywhere,” he called over his shoulder as he fiddled
with the kettle, trying hard to make it work.






Melissa
watched him, watched the muscles of his back moving and remembered
the strength he had demonstrated earlier. He moved smoothly, like a
panther, full of surprising grace for such a large man. His hands
were large, she saw as she watched his fingers, long and sure in
their movements.






Even his
face was somewhat attractive she decided now that she could see it
in the light. The scars added to the rugged masculinity he exuded.
The type of man he was and his actions that evening, stepping in to
help her when no one would, taking on five large, dangerous men on
his own, all to save her... this was a man used to fighting for
what he wanted, his life was probably full of excitement. Suddenly
Melissa wanted a part of that and wanted to show him how grateful
she was for his aid, but first there was something she needed to
know.






“I’m
Melissa, by the way,” she called to him as she walked over to take
a seat on the bed, leaning back in a mildly seductive manner. She
watched his back closely as she finished her introduction, “Melissa
Saronne.”






“Rig,”
he smiled back, making no sign that he recognized her
name.






She
smiled and began to fidget around on the bed, trying to find the
best position to lay in while not appearing too formal or too
forward.






“Tea’s
ready,” Rig said quietly from above her.






She
started and looked up. He grinned down at her, clearly amused by
her constant movements. She had been so engrossed in what she was
doing that she hadn’t even heard him approach. She took the tea
from his hands gently and with a smile before she patted the bed
near her.






“Come
and sit with me,” she said softly. Rig did as she asked, sitting a
little primly beside her. She reached over the side of the bed and
put her drink on the floor. She turned back around and softly laid
a hand on his arm. “I wanted to thank you, properly, for what you
did for me.”






“It was
nothing really,” he said, turning to look at her. Melissa’s breath
caught, he had the most astonishingly blue eyes she had ever seen.
They were bright and clear and stood out firmly against the tan of
his face. She realized he was still talking “– do that. I mean,
anyone would have done it if they knew how.”






“No one
else did help though did they,” she said quietly, running her hand
across his arm. “It was just you. You came and you saved
me.”






“I...
Really, there’s no... you don’t need to... we shouldn’t,” Rig
mumbled and stuttered, not entirely sure what he wanted to say.
Melissa ignored him.






“You’re
my knight in shining armor,” she said softly, as she leant forwards
towards him and moved her hand from his arm and onto his leg. She
heard him swallow loudly and his eyes flicked downwards as she
slowly slid her hand up towards his crotch. He gasped as she
squeezed him, quickly getting hard.






“Let me
thank you properly.”






“We
shouldn’t, we really shouldn’t,” Rig murmured softly, his eyes
locked on her lips. “You’ve had a fright and I don’t want to take
advantage of you.”






“Well
then,” Melissa said, shuffling closer to him, pressing her firm
breasts against his muscular arm. “Let me take advantage of
you.”






She
gently licked the shell of his ear, tracing the lines and whorls,
dipping inside slightly. She sucked the ear lobe into her mouth,
nibbling and sucking sensually. Rig hung his head back,
gasping.






She
could feel him growing harder under her hand and she squeezed him
gently, feeling him pulse against her palm. She moved her mouth
down and up his neck, tracing the strong cords of muscle with her
tongue, tasting the sweaty saltiness of his skin, feeling the hot
soft flesh of his skin covering the firm hard muscles.






She
nibbled and bit, placing fiery kisses all the way up and down his
neck and jaw. She suddenly felt his hand, tangle in her hair,
gently pulling her closely. She smirked to herself and returned her
mouth to his ear, hearing him groan quietly as she sucked his ear
lobe again.






“Is that
a yes then?” she whispered quietly, nibbling the shell of his
ear.






Rig
pulled her head away from him gently, turning his face to look at
her with his glorious eyes. He was flushed, his pupils blown wide
and his cheeks high with color.






“It’s a
definite maybe,” he said with a tiny smirk as he felt he was
regaining control.






“Clearly
I’m not trying hard enough,” she said softly.






Melissa
pulled his hand from her hair and leaned forwards, placing one hand
on his chest. She pushed him back until he was lying flat on the
bed and she lay beside him, returning her mouth to teasing his neck
with licks and kisses and bites.






She slid
her fingers up under his shirt, feeling the hard muscles of his
stomach fluttering under the gentle, teasing strokes of her
fingers. She could feel his body hair lightly tickling the palm of
her hand and she pressed closer against him. She moved her hand to
his chest, feeling the heaviness of his pectorals and her fingers
closed around one nub of a nipple, tweaking and twisting lightly,
arousing him.






She
heard him gasp, felt his hips rising to thrust against the leg she
had thrown over them. Melissa reached down with her hand, caressing
his firm body as she went and cupped his hard member. She felt the
heat of him against her hand, the rock hard erection straining
against her palm and the fabric of his jeans. She squeezed and Rig
audibly groaned, his back arching lightly.






“How
about now?” she whispered quietly with a grin.






“Fuck
yes!” he gasped out. He reached out and pulled her mouth to his,
tongue plunging inside before their lips had fused together. He
caressed every inch of her mouth he could reach, tongue stroking
and sliding against hers.






She
moaned quietly in the back of her throat, hand moving from his
crotch to twist in his thick dark hair. He shifted slightly,
wrapping an arm around her waist and reaching up with the other to
trace the lines of her face, twisting in rogue strands of her hair.
The kiss had turned soft and sweet, gentle and slightly loving.
Melissa shifted, pressing herself closer and her leg pressed hard
against his crotch. Rig made a low noise in his stomach.






Suddenly
he twisted and moved and before she knew what was happening Melissa
was on her back, staring up at Rig as his strong form lay above
her. She realized her legs had spread to accept his weight,
cradling those narrow hips and she noticed she could feel the hot
hardness of him pressed against her catch, even though the
fabric.






She
looked up at Rig, watching as his face came closer and closer, his
weight settled over her more and more. She delighted in it, in
feeling that masculine weight pressing her down, wanting her.
Melissa’s eyes closed as his lips met hers again.






His
tongue plunged into her mouth, sliding in and out in a hot slick
imitation of sex. Melissa found her legs had wrapped themselves
around Rig’s waist and that she was rolling her hips against his,
their bodies winding and thrusting together in a slow mimicry of
sex.






She
moaned softly as he slid his hands under her shirt, holding her
body down and kissing her desperately. His clever hands worked at
clasps and buttons, sliding down zips and slipping under elastic
waistbands. His grip was firm, his palms hot and all too soon
Melissa found herself and Rig without any clothes.






She
reveled in the feel of his body against her, the planes of muscles
she had felt as she had teased him feeling delightful against her
exposed to her hungry lustful view. She drank in the sight of him
as he sat back on his heels and rolled on a condom.






In the
low light of his apartment Rig looked almost statuesque; his
muscles carved and chiseled from the hardest of rocks, the hardest
part of him the thick, long shaft that jutted out from a nest of
dark curls.






All too
soon her view of him was blocked as he covered her body with his
once more, replacing the cool chill of the night’s air with the hot
heaviness of his body. Their legs twisted together and Rig teased
Melissa’s entrance with the hard end of his erection. She moaned,
low in her throat as he pushed gently into her, barely penetrating
her hot wet core before he slowly pulled out again.






He
repeated the motion, this time penetrating her a little further,
the ribbed edge of his head gently stroking and teasing the walls
of her catch. He continued to tease her, thrusting in and out
slowly and shallowly, each time getting a little deeper. With each
thrust Melissa gave a moan and dug her nails into his
back.






Rig held
himself over her, his muscles standing out as he held his body
back. Time and again she wrapped her legs around him, trying to
pull him deeper and deeper but each time he resisted, strong
muscles holding him in place. By the time his hips were pressed
tight against hers, his member buried deep inside her, splitting
her open, both were covered in a glimmering sheen of sweat and
twitching with desire.






Melissa
reached up and pulled his head, attaching her lips to his. He began
to thrust, harder and faster now than before, his hips slamming
against hers and sure to bruise. Rig grunted heavily into her
shoulder, teeth gently biting into the flesh. He shifted positions,
drawing her leg up high around his waist and she cried out, her
hands scrambling at whatever they could find.






Melissa
couldn’t believe how good he felt inside her, his strong sure
thrusts stroking every inch of her walls. She could hear the slick
wet slide of him in and out, the slapping of flesh against flesh.
She cried out over and over, grabbing at his hair, his back, his
shoulders, his arms, wherever she could get a grip.






Their
change in position had ensured that with every thrust the thick
head of his rod would caress deep inside her, touching and teasing
some secret spot she didn’t even know that she had. She was like a
creature possessed, overcome with the pleasure he was creating as
she writhed on the bed beneath him. She let him move her how he
wanted, solely focused on the incredible sensations he was invoking
within her. She screamed out as the pleasure built and built,
gasping for breath desperately. She was worried that her orgasm
would be too strong as she felt the pleasure climbing, higher than
it had ever gone before.






Her
entire body went taut and she cried out soundlessly, sparks of
golden light danced behind her closed eyelids. She clutched Rig to
her tightly, wrapping her legs around him and thrusting up against
him, riding his member as she rode wave after wave of her climax.
She heard Rig gasp above her and felt him go stiff beneath her
limbs.






He
thrust into her rapidly and then went still, lying on top of her
heavily. She felt his shaft slip out of her and wiggled slightly.
Groggily, fighting the edge of sleep she watched as Rig disposed of
the condom and returned to the bed.






He
wrapped her in his arms, holding her close and promptly fell
asleep, sated and content. She traced the muscles of his arms for a
short while before she too succumbed to the aftermath of her climax
and felt her eyes grow heavy.







***






A SHORT
time later Melissa woke again, her body still laced with Rig’s. She
shivered as the cool air hit her bare skin, the sweat of their sex
leaving her cold and sticky. She looked at Rig, tracing the lines
of his mouth with her eyes. She smiled as his eyes fluttered open
and for a moment he looked confused. Realization returned though
and he soon smiled back.






“That
was incredible,” she said softly.






“It
was,” Rig replied simply.






“I’d
like to do it again sometime,” she said cautiously, aware that he
now had all the power to crush her.






“Me
too,” Rig grinned widely. Melissa felt her grin grow
wider.






“If I’m
ever back in the city I’ll look you up,” she said, getting up and
out of bed. She began looking around for her clothes, unashamed of
her nakedness.






“That’d
be good.” Rig said, watching her. Then he frowned. “I’m not going
to be in this city long though, I’ll be moving on soon.”






“Oh...”
Melissa said quietly. She sat on the edge of the bed, her hand
beside Rig’s hip. “Well maybe we’ll meet again in another city. I
travel a lot after all.”






“Maybe,”
he said.






Melissa
got up and returned to finding her clothes.






“What is
it that you do anyway Rig?” she asked as she pulled on her sweater,
her words muffled.






“A
little of this, a little of that. I don’t stay in one place very
long,” he answered.






Melissa
knew that he was avoiding the question, not really answering but at
the moment she didn’t care. Her entire body was still humming from
their pleasure and she had no wish to spoil the afterglow for
either of them. She walked over once she was fully dressed and
leaned down for a kiss. She walked to the door and paused, looking
back at Rig as he sat in the rumpled covers, bare-chested and
relaxed. She smiled.






“I hope
that I get the chance to take advantage of you again Rig,” she
said.






She
left.







***






“WHY
WON’T he leave?!” Melissa cried out to herself one night weeks
later.






She was
alone in her bedroom and the ‘he’ in question was Rig. He wasn’t in
her house though; instead he was in her head. Images of him,
remembered sensations of him would pop up in Melissa’s mind over
and over, usually at the most inappropriate times. It had been
happening for weeks and she was beginning to get a little
annoyed.






She had
gotten back to her hotel without any problems that night and
promptly fallen into a deep sleep. No one had noticed her missing
and no one knew she had gotten back. The next morning people had
mentioned that she had a glow about her, something different that
made her shiny and new.






She had
smiled secretly to herself, a Mona Lisa smile, as she had
remembered the almost devastating pleasure that she had experienced
the night before. She had pushed it from her mind after that
though, focused solely on continuing her charity work and she and
her entourage had moved on to another city. She had managed to push
all thoughts of Rig away for a few days and then she had seen or
smelt something familiar causing all her memories of their time
together to come rushing back.






The
first time it happened she was shaken by the emotions and feelings
the memories had created, awestruck by their sheer strength. She
pushed them away, determined not to plague herself with thoughts of
things that she couldn’t have. It wouldn’t work for long though.
The memories would stay dormant until she saw a face similar to his
or smelled his cologne and all those thoughts would come rushing
back. Now it was happening every day and her body was clamoring for
more of that incredible pleasure that she had
experienced.






It had
gotten to be too much and now Melissa was pacing her room, unable
to get thoughts of Rig out of her mind. She growled angrily and
made a split second decision. She packed her bags and left the
house in a rush, barely pausing to shout her goodbyes to her
parents.






She was
going to find him.







***






WHEN SHE
got to the city where they had met her feet seemed to know the way
automatically. They led her right to the building that held his
apartment. Melissa stared up at the brick building, anxiety and
excitement fighting each other in her stomach, roiling and creating
butterflies.






She took
a deep breath and made her way inside. Her bravery lasted all the
way up the many stairs until she knocked on the door. As soon as
that last knock sounded she began to question what she was doing,
wondering why the hell she was there, knocking on the door of a man
who was practically a stranger and planning on asking him for sex
again. She turned around, determined to head home and dismiss the
entire thing as a failed adventure.







“Melissa?!” a male voice cried.






She
looked up. There before her was Rig, paper bags of groceries in his
hands and a loop of keys hanging limply from one finger. He looked
at her, stared at her in surprise.






“What
are you doing here?” he asked.






“I got
bored, thought I’d come back and take advantage of you again?” she
said, not really sure of what she was saying.






“You
came all the way across the country to have sex with me?” he asked
in disbelief.






“Yes?”
she said hesitantly.






Rig
looked at her for a few seconds. Then he looked at her bag and
shrugged. He stepped around her, seeming to take extra care not to
touch her. He unlocked his door and held it open. Melissa stepped
through and he followed her. He led the way to his little kitchen,
placing the groceries on the side. He stood there, his hands
gripping the sideboard, staring at the top of it.






“I was
hoping you’d come back,” he said eventually, looking up.






“You
were?” she asked hesitantly.






“Yes. I
haven’t been able to get you out of my head,” he said
quietly.






She took
a step closer, placing her hand on top of his. Rig stared at it and
then looked at her.






“I
haven’t been able to get you out of mine either,” she said quietly.
“It’s why I came back. I couldn’t leave it at just once. What we
did, what we had for that night, it was just too incredible to only
be a one off. I need it to happen again. A lot. I want it to happen
again.”






“Oh
thank God,” he growled out before he grabbed her and slanted his
mouth over hers.






She
whimpered low in her throat as she felt those lips again at last.
Weeks of longing and hoping had all built up and the feeling of
Rig, his hot hard body and those desperate kisses, were all better
than she remembered. Melissa wrapped her arms around his neck and
allowed him to lead her backwards towards the bed.







***






THEY LAY
side by side, panting and smiling widely.






“That
was as incredible as last time,” Melissa said eventually, shaking
her head in wonder. “More incredible even.”






“Indeed
it was Miss Saronne,” Rig said quietly. “You’re surprisingly
acrobatic for a socialite.”






Melissa
looked at him sharply. He stayed lying on his back, staring at the
ceiling. She propped herself up on her elbow and looked down at his
face.






“What
did you call me?” she asked sharply. He looked at her.






“A
socialite,” he said simply, arching one eyebrow. “That is what you
are, isn’t it? You don’t have a real job; you just help charities
and stuff all day. I can use Google you know.”






Melissa
said nothing; she just stared at him, her heart already sinking. “I
mean fair enough, you don’t need to work so you spend all that time
helping other people, that’s pretty admirable. I suppose there are
worse things that you could be doing. I just wish you hadn’t tested
me like that.”






Melissa
looked at him sharply.






“Yes I
figured it out princess. What am I? Your bit of rough? Something to
do that makes you feel like a normal person? I don’t like being
used and I don’t like being lied to. You’re just lucky you caught
me in a good mood.”






“Now
what?” she said, lying down beside him again “You go to the papers
and tell them all about how I came back here simply to
fuck?!”






This
time Rig looked at her sharply and frowned.







“Whatever we have, whatever this is, it is more than a fuck!”
he snapped at her, sitting up.






“You
have been stuck in my head for days and I’ve not been able to get
you out. You affect me more than any woman I’ve ever had sex with.
And for your information Miss Saronne, I like my privacy just as
much as the next man. I can’t have my picture splashed around the
papers and web; I wouldn’t be able to do my job.”






“Oh...”
Melissa said simply, thoroughly told off by Rig’s monologue. She
curled up slightly, her face sad “It’s just, I
thought...”






“You
thought I was like those other men,” Rig said softly, lying down
next to her, wrapping her in his arms. “I saw the articles. I just
want you to know that I would never willing do that to you, never
sell our story for a bit of money and some fame. It’s not the kind
of person I am. I could never hurt you; hurt this, by stooping that
low.”






“What is
this anyway?” she said quietly, pulling back slightly to look Rig
in the eye.






“It is
what it is I suppose,” he said. “I don’t know really but I’d love
to find out.”






“Me
too,” Melissa murmured. She buried her head in Rig’s chest “I don’t
want to go home.”






“Then
stay,” he said quietly, kissing her head. “Stay for a little while
and then we can decide what to do.”






“That
sounds like a plan,” she said, leaning her neck back for a kiss.
She paused. “Don’t you have to work?”






“Not at
the moment,” he replied.






“What do
you do anyway?” she asked. She remembered last time and how he had
avoided the question. “You didn’t tell me last time.”






“A bit
of this and that,” he shrugged.







“Really...?” she murmured in disbelief.






“I am
lying next to you, naked and ready to ravish you again and you’re
questioning my occupation?” Rig cried in disbelief. “Honestly
woman! You need to sort out your priorities.”
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