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CHRISTINA HOLLOWAY climbed out the passenger side of my new Range Rover with a frown curling her painted lips. “Why in the world would someone want to have a party in this old dirty warehouse?” she asked.

Leave it to my girl to turn up her nose.

“Christy, all I know is that this is where our client wants to celebrate her fiftieth birthday. She said something about retiring from this place several years ago,” I added as an afterthought.

“But the kitchen is probably gross,” Christina pouted, although she quickly fell into step beside me. “Are you sure we have the right address?” I could tell she was hoping I was wrong.

“No, it’s the right place. Remember the instructions said the building would have a red tin roof. And that’s a tin roof.” I noticed the way her eyes rolled upward before her shoulders sagged in defeat. Chuckling softly, I walked over to the warehouse door and produced a key from my purse.

“Claudia, I’m not sure about this place.” She was looking around like she expected the Boogey Man to appear at any moment.

As I turned the key in the lock, I looked over and said, “Trust me. I’ve known Pearson for years. He said looks are deceiving.” With that said, I pushed open the door. The power was motion detected so as soon as I took a few steps forward, the lights came on and the long narrow corridor was lit. “This place has been out of business for years.”

“I can see why.” Christina shuddered. It took everything I had not to start laughing. She’s so stuck-up that somehow I wonder how we have managed to be friends for so long.

“Come on Christy, you have to admit the building has character and charm, and it’s in much better condition on the inside.” I loved the old industrial look while she preferred everything traditional and timeless.

“I think we need to suggest something different.” She stopped and swung around.  “Which client did you say this was for again?”

“Mrs. Mays. She’s a new client,” I mumbled without even breaking my stride. “Come on. I want to get this over with. The sooner we inspect the kitchen, the sooner we can go check out that new restaurant. I’m starving.” I knew mentioning food would do the trick. She loves French food. 

Christina walked beside me, clicking her stylish lime green pumps against the polished concrete floor. 

“At least the building is well-maintained.” 

She responded with a rude grunt.

I had to stifle a laugh. When we reached the end of the hall and turned left, I pointed ahead at a pair of double doors. “That must be the room. Pearson said it’s big enough to hold a large party,” I said loudly. As soon as we reached the doors, I played with the knob.

“Is it locked?”

I yanked on the door, and shouted, “No, I think it’s stuck.”

Christina frowned. “Why are you talking so loud?”

“Because I love the way my voice echoes off the walls!” I replied and started laughing. 

She gave me this look like I was crazy and then started giggling. “You are retarded.”

“Yeah, I know. I think the lock is just sticking.” 

“Here, let me try,” she said. 

I stepped aside and Christina turned the key, then pushed open the double doors. “There’s nothing wrong with this lock.”

Shrugging, I replied, “I guess it didn’t work for me.” With a sweep of my hand I gestured for Christina to go inside first. She took a few steps and stopped.

“How come the light didn’t automatically come on?” she asked.

“Hold up, I think Pearson said they’re over here.” I rubbed my hand along the wall near the door then hit the switch. And as soon as the room flooded with light...

“SURPRISE!” was shouted across the room and then there was collective laughter.

Grinning, I looked over at Christina’s stunned face. 

“What the...”

The large room was packed with friends, family and even some of our most loyal customers who had all come out to celebrate Christina Holloway’s big day.

“What’s going on?” she mumbled, but there was a smile on her face she couldn’t have hidden even if she wanted to.

“Just wait and see.” I playfully wrapped my arms around Christina and gave her a loud kiss on the cheek.

“You know I don’t like surprises,” she mentioned.

“Since when?” I retorted and then released her just as a tall, gorgeous man walked toward her, moving with so much swag and cockiness he had every woman in the warehouse’s attention. Dereon Sanders had this style about him that was hard to resist. Mahogany skin, bald head, beautiful golden eyes, and a pencil thin mustache darkening his top lip..., he was a work of art. He was also in love with my best friend.

Lucky heifer.

He stopped directly in front of Christina and took her hand. When he smiled, deep dimples became prominent on both sides of his dark-chocolate face. 

“Baby, what’s going on?” she asked, looking from him to me and then back to her boyfriend. “Why are all these people here?”

“Boo, I invited all our friends and family here today because I wanted them present for one of the most important moments of our lives.” 

Her eyes widened as he continued.

“Sweetheart, a few months ago you came strutting into my life.” He paused for the crowd’s laughter because everyone knew her well. “Since then my life hasn’t been the same. But one thing I do know is I never want to know what life is like without you in it. Christina, you are the air I breathe,” he continued in a low voice. “... my last thought before I go to sleep and the first thought that brightens each and every morning. Well tonight I wanted to say in front of all our friends and family, I love you Christina Holloway.”

My eyes were growing misty while I watched her shake her head in disbelief and whisper, “I love you, too.” Dereon leaned in and kissed her passionately and I watched our guests grinning and elbowing one another. 

Pulling away, Dereon looked down at Christina. “I have a question for you.”

She didn’t push, just waited, her eyes glowing with curiosity. He brought a hand up and slowly stroked the side of her face and anyone who wasn’t blind could see how much that man loved my best friend.

“Christina, I want nothing more than to spend the rest of my life with you. If you’ll have me, I promise to spend the rest of my life trying to make you happy, or die trying.”

“What?”  She gasped then looked up, searching his face.

Stepping away from her, Dereon reached into the pocket of his jacket and took out a blue box. Trust me, Christina knew Tiffany’s when she saw it and with a choked gasped, she started waving her hands with excitement. “Oh my God!”

He dropped down on one knee. And when he popped the box open she was screaming and crying all at once. I don’t blame her. Dereon showed me the ring a few days ago and if a man bought me a diamond like that I would be screaming to. “Christina, marry me.”

Her lips parted. “I... well...”

“Marry me,” he repeated, gazing deep into her eyes.

“Yes... yes I’ll marry you!” she answered breathlessly.

The crowd started applauding. He took her hand and slid the ring onto her finger while Christina scrubbed at her face, wiped away the tears before they ruined her make-up. 

Dereon rose and captured Christina’s mouth in a kiss that even had me gasping for air. The crowd cheered while the engaged couple hurried out the room for a private moment. I raised my hand in the air, signaling the deejay who started spinning tunes. Within seconds, their engagement party was in full force. I still wasn’t sure how I managed to pull this event off without Christina finding out, but I had. 

Damn, I’m good.

I grinned proudly as my eyes circled the room, admiring the space. There were several raised platform stages with professional dancers inside cages. The deejay, who we had flown in from New York, used to be a regular on 106 & Park back when Free and AJ were the hosts. My gaze swept over all the small intimate tables covered with white linen. Christina was too bougie for the ghetto nightclub theme so I kept it upscale. There were bartenders set up in all four corners of the room and a buffet table with everything from caramelized baby carrots to prime rib.

I spoke to several guests. A couple of clients stopped and wanted to discuss business but I shut them down and asked them to call my office in the morning. After weeks of planning, I needed an evening off to finally breathe and relax. I waltzed through the packed room in a black mini-dress that showcased my long legs and boosted my C-cups, and made it to the bar.

“I’ll take a tequila and pineapple please.” I took a seat on a barstool.

“Coming right up for the lovely lady.” 

While I waited, my eyes traveled over to the dance floor where guests were already grinding to the beat as the deejay served it up. I found myself swaying my hips and getting caught up in the vibe.

Videos were rolling and cameras were flashing. I had allowed limited access to the media, but there were enough in the house to give Christina the attention she demanded. I shook my head. She was truly a diva. 

Christina and I owned Cater to You, the hottest catering company in St. Louis. I was a confectioner, which means I’m all about the sweets, while Christina’s responsible for putting together a fabulous menu of dishes for our guests. Last month we catered a party for Ludacris and his new wife that was so off the chain, our office phones had been ringing off the hook ever since. Our success had caught the attention of several A-list celebrities and with the growing demand we were planning to expand our business. 

As soon as my drink arrived, I sauntered over to a large table that had been reserved for a select few. Christina and Dereon were standing there talking to her younger sister, Portia.  She was married to a pediatrician who made you take your shoes off and leave them on the front porch when you visited their home. I hadn’t been back to the mini-mansion since. 

“You did good.”

I took a moment to calm my nerves before I swung around. Not that it did any good. The moment I turned and spotted the man standing in front of me, my body started vibrating with wanting.

Maximilian James was coochie-clenching gorgeous. At six-four he had smooth nutty brown skin and eyes that were dark and seductive. And then there was his short-cropped curly hair and a perfectly trimmed goatee that surrounded a pair of the softest, juiciest lips I had ever seen. He was Dereon’s best friend.

“Thanks Max.” I was amazed at how calm my voice remained. And it wasn’t easy, considering the way he was staring down at me.

“How have you been?” He moved in closer so he wouldn’t have to shout over the music. Damn, that man smelled so good I was tempted to lean in and sniff.

“I’ve been great. Business is good.”

“I didn’t ask about business... I asked about you.”

Why did his voice always do crazy things to me? The last thing I wanted was to be attracted to him and yet I was. To be honest, Max was the cause of my sexual frustration.

“I’m doing great. Just bought a house.”

He nodded. “Dereon said he came out and inspected it for you.”

I beamed. Last month I had stumbled upon a foreclosure that was everything I had dreamed of but didn’t think I would have ever been able to afford on my own, but I had given up long ago on the dream of finding a husband and decided to pursue a future on my own. The house had been the first step. And I couldn’t be happier. It symbolized I didn’t need a man in order to get ahead in this world.

“Thanks. I finally moved in last week.”

“You should have called me. I gotta truck and the boys and I would have been more than happy to have moved you in.”

Goodness, just the thought of the five men construction crew running around with their shirts off at my house was more than I could have handled. It also would have meant being around Max. The further I stayed away from him, the better.

“Give me a call if you need some help hanging anything. I’m pretty good with my hands.”

I just bet you are. Instantly I thought about those large hands rubbing me in some of my most intimate places. “I’ll keep that in mind,” I lied. There was no way in hell I was giving him a call.

“Would you like to dance?” he asked.

I looked over at the dance floor at all of the sweaty bodies clinging together, imitating sexual acts. Yeah right. “I think I’ll pass. But thanks for asking.”

“Okay, then come and sit with me.”

Max was persistent. I’ll give it to him. At one point I had almost considered dating him.

“When’s your baby due?” I already knew the answer but I could see I needed to remind him why I wasn’t interested in him.

“The baby is due in six weeks. But what’s that got to do with us?”

Men like him just don’t get it. “It’s got everything to do with us. I don’t have time for baby mama drama.”

“There’s no drama with me.”

“That what you say but I met her, remember?” We had been standing outside a house he and the crew were renovating when Parker came screeching up in front of the house. She waddled around the car and made sure I saw she was having his baby. As loud and ghetto as she acted, I knew if I got involved with Max, it would be just a matter of time before she would be smashing out the windows of my Range Rover. Nope. Don’t have time for that bullshit.

“Listen, like I told you before I don’t know if that’s my child or not but until I do, I need to stand by her. But we’re not together.” 

Maybe, maybe not, but the second the baby was born and he found out it was his he might have a change of heart. And then where would I be? Standing on the outside watching the happy family. Fuck that.

“Nah, the only babies I want my man to have are mine. But you hold that thought and holla at me after you get the paternity test results.”

I didn’t waste another moment standing there talking to him. Max was just too damn fine and a woman could only resist so much when it came to him. I was attracted to him. There was no doubt about that and I spent countless nights imagining him fucking me. But I wasn’t interested in the real deal because I knew for a fact once with Max would not be enough.

I walked over to the buffet to make sure there was still plenty of food. Since there was no way I could have prepared a spread this size without Christina knowing, I had catered the event with another company we often subcontracted. They provided the foods while my staff and I prepared most of the sweets using their kitchen.  

I made a plate, then went over to the table and took a seat. Dereon and Christina were on the dance floor locked in each other’s arms. I was happy for them. Really I was. Christina had been dying for a husband and now she was about to get her wish. The St. Louis police detective was more man than any of those bozos she used to date. You know the saying, opposites attract? She came from money with a socialite as a mother and a millionaire father who had just recently come back into her life. Dereon kept Christina grounded and that was what she needed. 

I sat with a few friends. Chatted nonstop then excused myself to the restroom. I followed the arrows away from the loud music. I was turning the corner when I heard a familiar voice.

“Have that pussy ready for me.”

What the hell? I froze in my tracks. My mouth hung open and I then realized he was on the phone.

“I’ll be there just as soon as I can. Just unlock the door.” There was another pause and I eased my ear closer to the door and held my breath, wishing I could hear the response on the other end of the phone. “What color panties you got on?” Was he for real? “Take them off. I want you butt naked and spread eagle when I get there.” He chuckled and I just stood there, listening and shook my head. Who is that? I wondered and I wasn’t leaving until I had a chance to see who it was. 

“Claudia, we have a problem in the kitchen.”

“What’s the problem?” I didn’t mean to snap at Montel, but I was trying to find out who was on the other side of the door.

The culinary arts major continued. “Ummm...one of the servers is drunk.”

“What?” I barked. It’s amazing how quick I forgot all about being nosy and followed him toward the kitchen in back. To pull off an event this size, I had reached out to Culinary Resources, a staffing service for temporary personnel in the food and hospitality industry.  Every now and again they sent me a problem child. But once I rounded the corner and spotted a young Meagan Good lookalike talking loud and staggering around the room, I cussed under my breath. My mistake. That chick was someone I had hired, doing a friend a favor. 

I marched right up to her. “Shalisa, have you been drinking?”

She gave me a look as if I was bothering her. “Just a little. Why you trippin’?”

No she didn’t. “I’m tripping because you’re here to work.”

She rolled her big bubble eyes at me. “I am working. Damn, we’ve been working all day.”

“And that’s what you’re getting paid to do.”

“I...” she began and then she dashed over to the trashcan and started puking her guts.

“Freda, please get her home.”

“I’m sorry,” Shalisa said between moans.

“Gary, please take out that trash. Nina and Rachel, let’s get that area sanitized.”

After that little fiasco, I was the one who needed a drink. I made my way to the ladies room. My mystery caller was long gone. I was pissed because I really wanted to know who he was.

I went back to the party, had a few glasses and made my rounds, networking and doing what I do best. I was talking to a previous client when I spotted Max over near the buffet talking to one of Dereon’s cousin. That hoochie was smiling and throwing her big boobs in his face. I tried to act like I could care less what he did, but I knew I was lying. The sight of them laughing and having a good time churned my stomach. It was messing up my head. I don’t remember when I have ever met a man I had wanted so bad and yet knew it was better just to leave him alone.

I was laughing with Christina’s favorite cousin, Tamara, when I caught them on the dance floor bumping and grinding. Max was running his hands all across that female’s ass and she looked like she had just come on herself.

“Goodness Max is fine! If I wasn’t already married I would be all over him,” I heard Tamara hiss. “Christy said he’s single. How come you’re not all over that?”

I gave a rude snort and tried to act as calm as I could. “Because he’s got enough women on his plate as it is and I don’t believe in being second to nobody.”

“I know that’s right.” She gave me a high five.

“How that baby girl doing?” I asked.

“Getting so big.” She was beaming with pride, the way all new mothers do. I was happy for her.

“Have you allowed Christy to keep Summer yet?”

“Hell no. She doesn’t know the first thing about babies.” We laughed before Tamara’s husband came over and dragged her out onto the dance floor. When I stole another look at Max, that chick had her head resting against his chest, her eyes closed, and lips parted. Oh my. She was already caught up under his spell. 

I know the feeling. I almost made the same mistake.

By the time the two of them got off the dance floor I was rolling my eyes. Then I caught Max coming my way.

“Hey beautiful.”

I shook my head. “Bumping and grinding... that’s how you got yourself in the predicament you’re in now,” I accused and pointed my finger at him. 

He simply chuckled and yet that sound vibrated through my body.

“Dance with me, CC.”

“I already told you— Whoa, wait a minute... CC? How did you know my name was Claudia Ciara Winters?” I asked suspiciously.

“I have my ways.” 

“Nobody calls me CC but my family.”

“I want to be your family.” His voice was a little rough, lacking in the usual flirtation, but it was still enough to make my body heat. Oh, he was smooth, I’ll give him that. “Now stand up.” He took my hand. “I like this song. Let’s dance.”

“Why?”

“Because I want to.” He clasped my hand and yanked softly, but I drew back with my feet firmly grounded.

“What are you afraid of?” He held out his other hand. “I want to dance with you. To be honest, I’d use any excuse to hold you in my arms.” With a wry smile he added, “Come on, CC. What do you say?”

Damn, he looked too yummy standing in front of me “Fine.” I blew out a long breath then took his hand. “You’d better not step on my foot.”

Max nudged me off the stool and laughed. “I’m too good a dancer for that.”

I let him lead me out onto the crowded dance floor. Of course the song had to be something slow.  My body was snug against him, his arms tightly around my waist.

I moved from side to side with my arms dangling by my side.

“I don’t bite.”

“Who said you did?” I snapped.

“Then put your arms around my neck,” he said swaying just slightly to the music.

Damn him. No way in the world was I going to let Max know I was afraid of him because I was—afraid of the way he made me feel when I was around him. 

I did as he asked, and when my breasts rubbed against his solid chest and he brought his lips to nuzzle the side of my neck, I heard myself sigh.  Why couldn’t my body listen to my mind? It was screaming, “Danger Will Robinson!” and yet my nipples hardened and refused to listen.  As the song continued even my mind was no longer listening because I was now thinking about what it would be like to take him home with me tonight. The erection I felt pulsing against my belly button guaranteed a night I would never forget.

“You are so sexy,” Max whispered close to my ear. “Would it piss you off if I kissed you right now?”

He was testing me, and had no idea how close I was to tugging him by his collar toward me and covering his lips with mine. “Yes, it would.”

But now his lips were close, dangerously close. I could hardly breathe. Being in his arms felt right. Natural. Like I had found what I had been waiting for all my life.

Where the hell had that thought come from?

Jerking back, I dropped my arms and planted my hands lightly at his waist. The little distance between us was just what I needed to get my head on right, even though I wanted to draw him close again. As soon as the song was over, I was storming across the dance floor, and away from him.

For the next hour, I steered clear of Max, which wasn’t hard to do. I made sure the buffet table was presentable. Sent my staff back to the kitchen for more salad and then helped set up the dessert table. My specialty is confections—truffles, cakes, cookies. Carbohydrates and sugar was what I was good at which was why I would never be considered a skinny woman. My mother was Asian and yet I had definitely inherited the hips from my father’s family. He was a proud black man from Georgia.

I spent the next hour, mingling with guests and sipping one too many martinis. I was more than tipsy when I spotted Max and that same chick disappear together. For the longest time I sat there trying to act like I didn’t care until I couldn’t take it any longer. Whatever reason I had for getting up out of that chair I was blaming it on the alcohol. I sprung from my seat and went in search of them. Halfway there I ended up detouring to the ladies room and puking my guts out.

“You okay?” someone called from the other stall.

“Yeah,” I lied. I had drunk more than my usual limit of two, maybe four. I wasn’t even sure. I cleaned myself up. Bummed a piece of gum from the woman standing at the sink and walked out when I suddenly remembered I was looking for Max. I headed down the hall. It was ridiculous, but yet I was pissed. And my mind and body were screaming... if anyone was going to screw Max tonight it was going to be me.

“You looking for me?”

I jerked around to find him standing in the doorway of what looked like possibly Pearson’s office.

“Nope. Why would I be looking for you?”

“Liar.” Max stared me down as if I was an opponent and he was being challenged.

“I don’t have a reason to lie.”  

“Sure you don’t.” Max yanked my arm, dragged me into the room, then shut the door.

Click!

My heart started racing as I leaned back against the door trying to get as far away from him as I could. 

“Are you going to let me go?”

“Not until I kiss you.”

I parted my lips to protest, only it ended up being an open invitation as he pressed his lips to mine and slipped his tongue inside. The kiss was possessive and dominating ripping the air from my lungs while sending heat pooling into my panties.

My traitorous body responded and my tongue was sliding against his, meeting each and every confident stroke. My arms came around him and then I was raking my nails down along his back. Goodness, did I have any shame? Evidently I did not because I was rocking my hips and grinding against him. It was the alcohol I kept telling myself. The tequila had weakened my ability to resist. Max’s hands roamed all over my body, exploring my curves. He found my nipples, straining against the dress, eager to accommodate his big hands. 

“You like that?” he said encouraging me.

I whimpered in response. The dampness between my thighs was evidence I couldn’t ignore.

The kiss deepened and I felt the need to knock him onto the desk and straddle his lap. His hands lowered to my ass and pulled me closer and I felt his penis pulsing. Not that it was easy to miss with him grinding his entire length up and down along my pussy until I was whimpering in pleasure.

“You want me to fuck you, don’t you?”

“No,” I moaned.

A laugh rumbled in his chest. “You are such a liar, CC. I might have to show you what happens to pretty ladies that lie.”

Show me, was right on the tip of my tongue, but I clamped my lips down hard and moaned instead. 

“I want to lick you, suck you, and bury my dick so deep you’ll scream my name.”

Oh I liked the sound of that so much I didn’t even try to resist a moan. 

I felt his hand slide up under my dress. Oh my, I was hot and so willing. He got the dress past my thighs and I arched forward so his fingers could slide across the crotch of my panties.  And on contact, I was crying out with pleasure.

“I knew your lips would be fat. Just the way I had imagined them.”

Well, it was good to know that at least he had been thinking about me, too. With his fingers sliding across my folds, I didn’t even bother trying to hold back, I whimpered and moaned and rocked my hips. Why did things have to feel so right between us?

I didn’t have much time to mull over that thought when I felt his hand shoving my panties to the right and eased inside. “Damn,” he groaned. “CC, you’re so wet.”

I was just getting started.

Cum was already sliding down my thigh, then he was pushing into my pussy and my body clasped around his finger.

“That feel good?”

“Yes,” I whimpered. “Oh yes.” I kept on rocking my hips, drawing his fingers deeper. Max brought his thumb up and rubbed across my clit. “Max!” I screamed. 

“That’s it babe. I want you to come for me.” He removed his finger and rolled it around my swollen nub, while his lips and tongue trailed along my cheek and neck.  And then his fingers plunged inside again and again, over and over and I was so close to an orgasm. But even as intoxicated as I was, I refused to let him be in control. 

I stepped back, his fingers sliding out from inside me, sending moisture sliding down my inner thigh. “Sit,” I ordered. I was trying hard to be in control, but I was shaking with both fear and desire. 

Grinning, he walked over and took a seat on an old wooden chair and folded his arms.

I turned around then reached behind me for the zipper to my dress and slowly lowered it, letting it fall down around my waist. I wanted him to see the curve of my round ass in a pair of sheer white lace panties. As soon as the dress hit the floor, I heard a sharp intake of breath sliding through his teeth.  

I couldn’t resist a grin. I wanted Max. I would probably regret it in the morning but tonight I wanted him. Tomorrow, I would do like Jamie Foxx said, and blame it on the alcohol. Slowly, I turned. I was standing in nothing but a lace white bra, matching panties and come fuck-me shoes. The way he was watching, heightened my arousal and confidence.

My heart was pounding in response. My clit throbbed with anticipation. I knew what and who I wanted. I also knew that despite how much I tried to deny it, the only person I could get it from was Max. Reaching up, I unclasped my bra tossing it to the floor and my breasts hung free. His eyes were glued to me as I lowered my panties over my hips and kicked them away.

“Damn,” he hissed under his breath.

Max sat there legs spread, saying nothing and yet his eyes never left my body.  But the evidence of his arousal spoke volumes.

Slowly, I walked toward him, the heels of my shoes, clicking across the floor. I was completely naked except for my shoes and the way he was looking at me made me feel confident and sexier than I’ve ever felt before.

I approached the chair and stood between his legs, my breasts dangling in front of him. “You like what you see?” I said barely above a whisper. 

“I like everything standing in front of me. Now c’mere.” Reaching out Max drew me closer to him, bringing my kitty within an inch from his mouth. I felt his breath feather the hairs surrounding my clit. 

Leaning forward, Max brought his lips to my stomach where he dropped light kisses, sending quivers of need straight to my core.

His hands slid up to my breasts, molding me, caressing. “I love these,” he growled and I closed my eyes. He touched my nipples, rubbing the sensitive tips. My head rolled forward to his shoulder and groaned as his fingers closed on my nipples and pinched just enough for my breath to catch. He continued to caress and tease while dropping light kisses across my stomach. I always knew his touch would be confident and skilled. I tried to pull away, to evade his tongue but he was strong and in all honesty, I really wasn’t that interested in stopping him.

Max let his hand drift up along my ass. “You are beautiful. You know that, don’t you Claudia?”

He kissed my stomach again, tracing a line with the tip of his tongue from my belly button to just above the place that was wet and aching for him. He looked up at me, his eyes locked with mine as he dropped to his knees. “You know I have to taste you, right?”

I swallowed hard in response.

He pulled me close, bringing my apex into the line of his mouth. Max then leaned forward, sliding his tongue along my damp folds, sending a bolt of pleasure through me.

“Oh Max,” I sighed.

He growled and held onto me with both hands, bringing me up against his mouth. 

I tried to keep from collapsing by clinging to his broad shoulders while his tongue continued its demanding assault.

“Open your legs for me, babe.” 

As I slid my thighs apart, Max adjusted his hold on me and then placed one hand between my thighs, teasing my slick entrance with his fingers as he continued to tease me with his tongue. I let out a cry of shock before I could stop myself.

Pleasure built and twisted in my stomach as Max pushed fingers inside of me, matching the strokes of his tongue with the thrusts of his fingers. His tongue was buried between my labia and he was holding me firmly in place. It wasn’t long before I was whimpering until I was certain I couldn’t take it any longer. And then his fingers went deeper and I was met by a wave of pleasure that sent cries of ecstasy from between my lips. Max didn’t cease until my hips had stopped rocking and my breathing began to slow. I looked down at him and my body heated at the sight of the wicked smile on Max’s lips.

He rose and while I leaned back against the desk, he began removing his clothes. First undoing the buttons of his shirt, then unzipping his pants, followed by lowering his boxers to his knees. 

His cock was thick and proud and thrusting in my direction.

My mouth felt like it hung to the floor. There was no way in hell I could accommodate all that. “Uh-uh, what do you think you’re about to do?” I managed between breaths.

“You’re not gonna leave me like this, are you?” 

He moved his palm up and down the length of his erection. Unconsciously, I shook my head and watched in awe as he reached down for his wallet in his pants and removed a condom

“Put it on,” he said then handed me the foil packet. He leaned in and captured my lips in a deep kiss while I ripped open the packet. Reaching down, I wrapped my fingers around his cock and rolled it on. Max groaned with desire, then moved back to the chair and took a seat. 

“Straddle me Claudia.” His voice was rough, strained. “I need to be inside you.”

I was shaking with anticipation as I walked over to the chair. I wasn’t sure how he was going to make it work but I wanted him too damn bad not to try. 

Lifting my legs, I positioned myself over his erection and felt his hardness sliding against my slick folds. I rolled my hips against the swollen head, teasing both me and him, and then lowered very slowly over his length.

“That’s it babe. Take all of it.”

I sighed as he filled me. The feeling was amazing. He brought his hands to my waist guiding me and yet not rushing to be buried and I was grateful. I stretched, swallowing his hardened length inch my beautiful inch. 

So this is what it feels like to be with Max. 

All the nights I had spent thinking about this very thing and now that it was finally happening, my fantasies were weak in comparison. He felt huge and I moved slowly at first, allowing for my body to adjust but once it did, I was in heaven. I braced my hands on his shoulders and before long, I was riding him hard until my ass was slapping against his lap. His hands were firmly at my waist as he started pounding his hips forward. I was crying out his name because nothing or no one had ever felt that good. I moved against him, rocking my clit back and forth, bringing myself closer to the peak. 

His hands were at my waist guiding me as the pounding began. I flexed my hips one last time and then I was riding him fast and within seconds I felt Max pulsing inside of me and then I exploded. Max howled and came seconds later and then we rode it out to the end. 

When it was completely spent, I leaned forward, resting against his chest and listening to the strong rhythm of his heartbeat. I waited until his heart slowed, and his breathing became even again before I drew back and met his stare.

“You’re gonna be mine,” Max murmured against my lips.

I was completely at a loss for words.
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HOURS AFTER THE PARTY ended, I finally made it out to my vehicle. As soon as I climbed inside, I reached under my dress and yanked off my panties. Oh my! They were soaking wet.  

Dammit, I was nasty!

Oh God! What in the world had I been thinking? That’s the problem. I wasn’t thinking. It had been mind over body and my mind had me now feeling like a slut. 

Stupid! I clearly had had too much to drink. That was my story and I was sticking to it.

Somehow I made it home and decided not to push my luck trying to maneuver my SUV into my overstuffed garage. That took skill and a clear head because my parking spot was only so big with boxes still waiting to be unpacked lining the walls. So instead I pulled into the driveway.

I climbed out and was so anxious to get inside my twenty-five-hundred-square foot house, I left my heels and those damn drenched panties in the front seat. I’d get them tomorrow. I staggered up the stairs and into the door. The lips of my kitty cat were slick and wet, a reminder that I had gotten dicked down tonight. Oh, I was sore and even though I would never admit to him, sex with Max was one of the best experiences of my life.

After our rendezvous in the office, I had spent the rest of the evening hiding out in the kitchen. It was easy to stay distracted. Plates needed to be cleared, dishes required washing, and everything packed away in the van. I helped the staff and by the time we locked up at midnight everything was just as we had found it. Luckily, Max was nowhere in sight when I finally pulled off the lot.

I climbed the stairs to my master suite, then padded down the hall. I tossed my purse on the bed and fell back beside it on the soft mattress, taking one deep breath followed by another and another, then my head began to spin. Oh, I had drunk way too much, which left me wild and horny. It took me a moment to realize my phone was ringing. I fumbled for my purse, hit Accept, and brought it to my ear.

“Yes?”

“You make it in?”

Oh shit! “Max?” I whispered then tried to sit up on the bed, but the pain at my temple sank my head back onto the comforter. “Why are you calling me?”

“I wanna make sure you made it home safe.”

“I don’t need you checking up on me,” I barked into the phone.

There was a chuckle. “Why’re you always trying to act like you don’t like me?”

Why couldn’t he leave me alone? “Because I don’t.”

“Yes you do. You like me.”

“No I don’t. I tolerate you,” I protested. 

“Really? Then what was that all about?”

“What are you talking about?”

“Oooh, Max..., baby, yes...YES!”

I squeezed my eyes shut. Oh God! I was never going to be able to look that man in the face again. Dumb, Dumb! You hear me! Sex with him, although satisfying, was the stupidest thing I have ever done. “I can’t believe you even went there.”

There was that throaty chuckle of his again vibrating through my middle. “Yo, I’m just keeping it real. It’s time you do the same.”

“Max, I was caught up in the moment.”

“The moment?” He actually sounded offended.  “So you’re saying the dick wasn’t good.”

Hell no. I was squeezing my thighs together just thinking about how good he had felt, pounding inside of me with long deep strokes. “I’ll admit the sex was great, but let’s not make it more than just casual sex.”

“There is nothing casual about us, Claudia. I know it and deep down you know it too.”

“Max, you can think whatever you want,” I told him, then ended the call.

First off, how the hell had he gotten my number because I definitely hadn’t given it to him? I’ll admit I had been tempted at one time, but that was before I found out about his suspect baby mama. Ever since then, he’s been talking to the back of my head.

I rose from the bed and started yanking off my clothes. I was angry and yet I couldn’t believe how humiliated I felt. I went against everything I believed in and had sex with the last person I would ever pick as my man. And it wasn’t because he was a contractor. At one time I wouldn’t have dated anyone who didn’t have a college degree but over the years I realized that educated men could be idiots too—instead  I focused on the person and what they had to bring to the table. All the years I spent working hard, sacrificing to get where I was today, there was no way I would date a man who wasn’t at least my equal. And then I met Max while Christina was visiting Dereon at a house they were renovating. He was sexy, funny, and had my body surging with energy. When he asked me out, I really thought I had met my match until I discovered he had some unfinished business with another female.

My phone rang again and I padded over to the bed, and looked down at the screen. “Are you serious?” I tapped the screen and barked, “What do you want?”

“Why you hang up on me?”

I felt this urge to smile but I held it together and resisted. “I don’t wanna talk to you.”

Don’t you know he had the nerve to say, “Yeah, so you say.” Oh no he didn’t! “Yo, listen..., meet me for dinner on Friday.”

“What... why?” The last thing I wanted was to be sitting across the table from him.

“Because I have an idea for my man’s wedding I wanna run by you.”

“What is it?” I’m not going to lie. I was curious.

“Nah, I’ll tell you when I see you.”

Now he was going to have me wondering. “Just tell me now.” 

“Claudia, just meet me at Tommy’s for dinner at five.”

“I have an appointment at six.” I didn’t really have an appointment until eight but just because we’d had sex didn’t mean I was about to allow him to start bossing me around.

“Then I’ll meet you at four. Just make sure you’re there.”

“Yeah, I’ll be there.”

“And wear something sexy. Make sure you show those pretty legs of yours.”

I almost found myself smiling before I heard him chuckling. I hit the button and ended the call. My body was tingling and I was starting to get excited over seeing him again. Dammit! How was I turned on by a man I could barely stand?

That’s because you like him more than you’re willing to admit.

Once I was under the spray of the water all I could do was think about how pathetic my personal life was. Professionally, I had it together. 

I guess it all started when my lifelong friend and college sweetheart decided he’d rather practice medicine in Africa than spend the rest of his life married to me. I should have known then I was doomed for a life of relationship disappointments. Yet instead of recognizing the warning signs, I subjected myself to years of dating fiascos. It wasn’t until after wasting six months of my life with a man I was convinced was the one, I was finally ready to accept that what I’d read in those romance novels was simply make-believe. Love at first sight and that instant attraction crap only happened in the movies. 

But it was hard to remember any of that when Max was around. That man had a way of screwing up my head and wishing for something that I knew was never going to happen for me. At least not with him. And it was a damn shame because he was so fine, with the prettiest smile. And now that we’d had sex..., OMG! He had raised the bar. 

As I lathered my body, I pushed that last thought aside. There was no way in hell I was going to start yearning for something that was all wrong for me. 

I loved my life. I was a beautiful woman, with honey-brown hair that I had recently cut in a short stylish style; beige skin, and champagne colored eyes. I was tall and wearing heels all the time, I was over six feet.

I rubbed the sponge across my breasts and my nipples puckered as thoughts of Max resurfaced. Even now I could hear Max’s grunts as he pumped at a frantic rhythm, thrusting upward into my body. Just remembering how good he had felt caused my body to pulse with need.

Oh, I was in for a long night.

By morning, I was pissed off. Max... Max... Max. That’s all I thought about all damn night. He haunted my thoughts. He haunted my dreams. All night long I replayed our encounter over and over in my head.  Every kiss... every lick... every suck. The way his hands felt on my breasts. His mouth. His penis buried deep inside of me. It was maddening. By the time the sun was set to rise, I’d ended up pulling out my dildo and riding that long device trying to satisfy my craving for Max. It provided a little relief but nothing was like the feel of Max being inside of me. I woke up aroused and exhausted.

I gotta get him out of my head.

I had a date later with Tyler, a lawyer who worked at my mother’s law firm. Normally I didn’t want to have anything to do with the men my parents tried to hook me up with but he had the prettiest teeth and was actually cute. So during one of my parent’s social events, I gave him my number. Since then we had talked on the phone several times and I have to admit, he seemed like a great guy, and unlike Max, he doesn’t have any children.

With that thought in mind I decided to focus on the evening ahead. Tyler had invited me to his house. He was cooking for me, and I was determined to have a good time. “Please let him be the one,” I mumbled under my breath. I wasn’t sure if I was talking to God or trying to get my mind to consider the possibility. Tyler had made it pretty clear that I had wifely potential. And he definitely had almost everything I desired in a man. The rest was yet to be seen.

I walked into the office. Mia, our office assistant, was behind the desk chatting away on the phone. Customer service was something she was definitely good at. She was also smart, organized and dependable. 

Without breaking stride, I gave her a beauty pageant wave, then headed down the hall toward my office. I loved what we’d accomplished. Back in the day, Christina and I started our business in my parent’s basement. Now look at us. We have a storefront building right in the heart of downtown Clayton. 

I pushed open my office door, flicked on the light then walked across my carpeted floor to my desk. I was already fired up and ready to get the week started. But first on the agenda was coffee. 

Who ever invented a Keurig coffeemaker deserved a kiss. A big wet kiss. I put my purse in the bottom drawer then loaded a K-cup in the system and logged onto my MacBook. By the time Christina came waltzing into my office, in a chocolate dress and red pumps, I was on my second cup of coffee.

“Good morning sunshine,” she sang.

“What are you so happy about?” I asked as if I didn’t already know.

“My party. OMG! I was so surprised. I can’t believe you pulled that off.” She went on and on as she walked over and made herself a cup of coffee.

“I had a little help,” I admitted. There was no way I would have been able to pull the party off if it hadn’t been for Dereon. He had ways of occupying Christina’s time and freeing up part of the day so I could sneak off and make that night happen.

“From my boo?” She had this saucy grin on her lips.

My brow rose. It was weird hearing Christina refer to a man as her boo, but then nothing about her was normal since Dereon stepped into our office and into Christina’s life. Instead, she had been on the ride of her life. As fine as he was, that was one ride she was definitely enjoying.

“You know you’re gonna have to start planning my birthday three years in advance to top that party, right?”

Laughing, Christina came over and gave me a big hug. “What the hell would I do without you? You’re truly the best.”

“I know and don’t you forget it.” I was smiling and hugging her at the same time. She really was my best friend.

She finally released me and reached down for her cup. “What happened with you and Max?”

I did my best to play dumb. “What do you mean?”

She was all in my face. “I saw the two of you coming from the back of the warehouse at the same time. Then you rushed toward the kitchen before I had a chance to talk to you.”

“How the hell you have time to be watching me at your party?”

“I know how to multitask and quit trying to change the subject. What were the two of you doing? And don’t you dare say nothing.”

I knew she would never believe that, but that didn’t mean I had to tell her the truth either. “He spotted me coming out the ladies room and wanted to talk.”

“Talk?” 

“Yes, talk.”

Christina wasn’t buying it for a second. “You don’t talk to a man that fine.”

She wasn’t lying about that. Men like Max—the only conversation going on was body language. I just wasn’t ready yet to tell her how far I had gone. “Okay, fine. We kissed.” 

“Oh shit!” Her eyes were wide as she flopped down in a chair across from my desk. 

“Yeah, I know it’s hard to believe, especially after I made such a big deal over the whole baby mama thing.”

“I knew it!” she screamed. “And then what happened?” She was asking for details I wasn’t about to give.

“Nothing. We kissed, then my phone was vibrating in my purse so I went to check on the staff while I called Tyler.” Damn, I was good.

“Tyler?” I noticed the way she sniffed the air at the mention of him. “What in the world did he want?” Don’t you know Christina had the nerve to look pissed off? Like she had been watching a movie and someone stepped in front of the screen at the good part.

“He wanted to remind me we have a date this evening.”

She rolled her eyes the way she does whenever she isn’t getting her way. Did I mention Christina is spoiled? She is accustomed to the finer things in life and getting what she wants. At least that was the case before she met Dereon. After that, everything changed. Now she wanted to be all up in my business.

“I thought you liked Max?”

Her eyebrow inched up. “Max?”

Dammit. I waved a frustrated hand at her. “I mean Tyler. I thought you liked Tyler?” I slipped up and she knew it.

Christina’s eyes were dancing with amusement at the mistake. “Tyler’s a nice guy, but he looks boring.” He brought lunch by the office last week.

“Boring?” I knew she was right, but that wasn’t what I wanted to hear.

She brought the cup to her lips, took a sip and said, “Look..., one thing I discovered with Dereon is I need a man who challenges me. I never had that before.”

“You never had a man that made less than six figures either,” I added sarcastically.

With a rude snort, she added, “Yes, that too. Dereon made me step out of my comfort zone. Now I look back at all the men whom I used to date and think how selfish, boring and superficial they were.”

“Sound a lot like you.”

“Whatever girl. This conversation is about you, not me.” 

She was sipping her coffee, her eyes never leaving mine like she was expecting me to slip up or something, and confess how I really feel. She was my best friend, but I wasn’t about to admit something to Christina I wasn’t ready to admit to myself. It just was not going to happen.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Tyler isn’t like that. He is really pretty cool. He’s also single with no kids.”  

She held up a hand to silence me. “I don’t even think that’s Max’s baby.”

“Why, because he says it isn’t?”

“Yes, I believe him, and you should too.”

“I don’t have to believe anything. He’s a nice guy. Really he is, but I don’t see a future with a man with a kid. I mean come on... if you found out Dereon had a child with another woman would you still want to marry him?”

“Girl, you know I’m too selfish for that.”

“Exactly, so what makes you think I want a package deal?”

“Because you’re not like me. I’m the one who’s stuck-up and spoiled. Jeanna still thinks I’m ruining my life, but for once, I don’t care what anyone thinks about Dereon but me.”

“So, I will ask you again, if you found out that Dereon had a baby on the way by another woman, would you still marry him?” I sat there with my arms crossed at my chest, hoping she would agree with my decision.

Christina gave me a long thoughtful look and took another sip before saying, “It’s impossible for me to answer that question now.”

“Why?”

Leaning back on the chair, she sighed. “Because I’m already in love with Dee. Once you love someone, things that used to be important, no longer are.”
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