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Author's Note



To set your expectations appropriately: Claiming Jason is the third of a series of dark contemporary novellas containing themes which may disturb some readers, such as stalking, impact play, and strangulation. 

(Seriously, if you're a family member, back away from this book right now and find something else to read. I do appreciate you, but this ain't the one.)







  
  
Waiting




Igazed across the room at the barefoot French woman who had broken into my apartment, standing naked before her with my cock hard and my fists curled in anger. Come here, I’d told her. But she didn’t respond immediately. 

Instead, I watched as Celeste slowly pulled the sheer black shift she was wearing over her head, letting it drop to the floor. My cock throbbed at the sight of her standing now in only a lace thong, and her fingertips hooked that moments later to draw it slowly down her legs. Her eyes only left mine when they had to—otherwise, her emerald gaze was locked onto mine, and all I could read there was hunger.

Only when she was completely bare, her slender form framed in the doorway of my bedroom, did she obey me. Gently, she sank to her knees, her body folding gracefully into a kneel, and then forward as she crawled towards me. Finally, her head dropped, her gaze finally breaking from mine as she made her way towards me. I stood silent, watching her, though every sway of her body flared my lust to the point of breaking. When she reached my feet she leaned, placing small kisses over the tops of each before leaning back into a kneel. 

She was devastatingly beautiful in ways that would send men to war to fight in her name. There was not a virile man in the world who would not give anything to have her at his feet. But she wasn’t at their feet. She was at mine.

“Look at me,” I ordered, and her gaze rose slowly, stopping for several long breaths on the hard shaft of my cock just before her, then up the chiseled ridges of my bare body to where my blue eyes blazed down into her green. She squirmed then, a soft, eager moan of need escaping her.

“Please, Sir,” she whispered, and I growled, my hand falling into her dark hair to jerk her head back.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing here?” My tone was as sharp as the palm of my hand a moment later, slapping her once, hard across the cheek. She moaned and leaned towards me, despite the grip I had in her hair. 

“Waiting for you,” she breathed, her hands sliding slowly up my legs as her gaze dropped back to the length of my cock and she shivered. “You wanted me to stay.”

I bared my teeth in frustration, though it was becoming increasingly difficult to resist her. I had wanted her to stay, but she’d told me no. Yet here she was again—or rather, still, because she’d apparently never left to begin with. She did what I wanted, but on her terms. I growled again, shaking her in my grip with another sharp slap across her cheek.

“I said look at me.”

Her gaze leapt immediately back up to mine, and she wrapped her hands around my legs to steady herself, her nails biting lightly into my skin. 

“Please, Jason,” she begged. Her gaze was bright, hungry. “Use me. I need you.”

I’d wanted her to stay so I could finally get answers to my questions, or at the very least to find out who the hell this woman was. The problem was, every time she was near me, talking was the last thing I wanted to do. 

Her hold on me tightened, her nails biting deeper, and she straight forward, flicking her tongue out to just graze the tip of my cock. 

Fuck.

Another flick of her tongue, and I was done with these games. My hold in her hair tightened, pulling her to her feet, then used it as a rough leash to drag her into the bedroom. She slid onto the bed without me putting her there, and her ass rose as she crawled away like a cat in heat. Her pussy glistened in the light coming from the window, and I was behind her in an instant, my cock sliding down her wet slit. 

“Please,” she begged, rocking back to push me in. I pulled away, though, and she moaned in frustration, her face turning into the bed. “Jason.”

Over and over I slid my cock in her wetness, coating myself in her. She was soaked, and my cock slid down again, then back up, while she whimpered in frustration.  But it wasn’t her pussy I wanted just then. When I was slick with her, I took hold of my cock and guided it away from the hungry little hole and toward a different destination. There was a gasp, then a deep moan when the tip of my aching shaft pressed into the tightness of her ass. Then her hands reached around, spreading for me in open invitation, and I groaned.

I didn’t stop, the tight grip of her body enveloping me as I pushed further in, unrelenting as she cried out until my hips came hard against her. She collapsed under me then, and we both flattened onto the bed. 

“Jason,” she cried out as I began to move, forcing her body to open to me as I fucked into her. She was pinned beneath me, her small body trapped beneath mine as I used her ass, my fingers wrapping her wrists to pin them to the bed when I began to move faster. Harder.









