
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          When We Touch

        

        
        
          Angel City Romances, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Lisa Williamson

        

        
          Published by Lisa Williamson, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      WHEN WE TOUCH

    

    
      First edition. October 30, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Lisa Williamson.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223543398

    

    
    
      Written by Lisa Williamson.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This one is for those who are willing to take a risk and read an unknown indie author. It is readers like you who help us keep going.

This book is also dedicated to my long suffering hubby, who patiently deals with my constant writing, babbling and growls. If it wasn't for you I wouldn't still be writting everyday.
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Book One     
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​Trigger warnings
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This is an adult erotic novel. It is very spicy with many sexual situations. Also this novel contains a scene of non-consensual sex. If you have trouble with this kind of story, please try another of my series.

There are scenes of violence and discussions of sexism and fantasy racism.
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​Chapter one
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“I don't care who your father was, girl. You no longer have a home here. Pack up and get out, now!”

I couldn't believe that Richard would do this to me. He had been my father's right hand man for my whole life. Why the sudden betrayal? I could figure it out easily enough. He wanted power and status for as long as she knew him. I went away for the few years needed to get my university degree and I came back to my father gone, my mother remarried to him and being tossed out of the only home I ever knew.

We were well off, so I had no idea just how difficult it could be to make a start in life. I was tossed out of my room at home with little more than a couple suit cases, filled with clothing, books and a few pieces of keepsake jewelry, that my mom slipped into my bags.

For the first few years it wasn't so bad. I found work in an office, an apartment and a few friends. I dated, but kept quiet who I was. Family is surprisingly important in business. You would think in a country that is supposed to be the place where you can be anyone and rise to the top, it wouldn't be, but if you were born to one of the Families, well it was. It was like I had Daughter of Maxwell Jones, failed businessman and missing with half the company payroll, tattooed on my forehead.

I had changed my last name, using my mother's name when I went off to college. It was what was done in her family, so it made sense to me. I was Fara Monroe on all my paperwork. From birth certificate to my MBA, but somehow word got out who my father was and I was either expected to give my 'friends' and bosses tips on how to hide money or reported to the police who would show up and drag me down to the station for interviews. It was believed by many that my mother and I had to know where dad went and where all that money went. 

My mom, Lily, was left alone because of Richard, my stepfather and my father's old friend. He paid off investigators to leave her be and found a way to recoup the money that went missing. He took my father's smallish business into the top tier of business in the city.

I sold what I could and moved across country when I turned thirty. I needed a fresh start and I wasn't going to get it back east. Richard was an anchor around my neck. Every new company I started at would be bought out within six months and I would be given notice that I was no longer welcome there. When I got to speak with Mother, she said that it wasn't him, but his name was always on my termination papers. Why he had it out for me I wasn't sure at the time. No, actually I had a really good idea.

I was in pretty bad straights financially. I sold that last of the jewelry mom had slipped me r  that I could bear to part with and even sold all the expensive shoes and clothing I had to vintage boutiques. I held onto a single suit, pair of pumps and a few different blouses so that I could interview for a new job. I was living out of a duffle bag at a pay as you go hotel when I finally got an interview at a company in Angel City. An interview that would change my life in so many ways

I had been waiting tables at two different jobs to make ends meet. I was luckier than most because I didn't have debt from college, but no matter what they tell you, minimum wage was not a living wage. Just trying to eat healthy food was a struggle. Yes I was young, but my kind had needs humans don’t.  I didn't have time to cook like I used to and delivery, while easy, is expensive.

I had lost the padding I had before this all started. I hadn't been heavy, just full fleshed with a lot of curves. I admit I was a flirt in college. I won't say I was easy, but I wasn't a nun either. So working two jobs meant I was on my feet most days from the early morning till pretty late at night. I would take a bus and then walk the rest of the way to my one room apartment. On a rare day off I would head the secret place that my father and I had once spent our summers at. It wasn't much, just a cottage by the lake. It had belonged to my great grandfather on my mother's side and it wasn't on the books as a piece of family property. It had been set aside as a trust for me when I was born and somehow Richard and the creditors never found it. I would have lived there full time if I could, but it was too far away from the city to commute and there were no jobs that far back in the beyond.

I went on working and applying for jobs and just existing as long as I could. I had one more interview, this time for a new to me company, one that obviously hadn't heard of my family or the scandals. The CEO was supposed to be a young genius who hired people who had talent, but didn't have connections. I was hoping that just who I was connected to wouldn't matter. I had the degree needed, years of experience in the field and better yet I was more than willing to do anything it took to get and keep a job that would get me out of poverty.

I dressed in my only suit, putting in the last pair of earrings I owned from my past and made sure the hose didn't have a run before heading to the bus. It was at least a warm and sunny morning, so I didn't need to cover my suit with the thrift store jacket I picked up to stay warm. I didn't have a nice trench coat any longer so I hoped it didn't rain. If I knew what would happen when I had my interview I would have stayed home. Well, maybe I would have.
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​Chapter two
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“Mister McLaughlin will see you now, Ms Monroe.” A well coiffed older woman was the gatekeeper at today's interview. She had to be sixty, but she looked like a young fifty. She wore the newest style in clear glasses and I knew for a fact that the oh so tasteful necklace she wore was a Cartier. I once wore something much like it at my first job. 

I stood and straightened my skirt. It was a little short, but it showed off my legs to advantage. I was to the point of being willing to use whatever I could to get a job. My shoes were off EBay and had been a steal so I looked the part of a professional woman. With my curls dragged into a neat French twist and my nails buffed to sheen I hoped that I would pass muster.

The secretary opened the door like she was a gate keeper and gestured for me to step past her. “Sir, your last interviewee is here, Ms Fara Monroe.” She gave me an actual nice smile before closing the door behind me.

I took the fifteen steps between the door and McLaughlin's desk at a sedate pace, holding out my hand. “Good morning, Mister McLaughlin. Thank you for meeting with me.”

Lance McLaughlin was stunning. I had read about him before applying for the job. He was a self made man or as much as one from a blue blood family could be. While he had an old family name he had taken a small company and showed what he could do. Rising out of obscurity to run one of the more interesting businesses on the west coast, he was considered a hot commodity. What assets he managed was up for debate on most of the online forums. Some said he represented television and movie stars, others that he worked with the mob. At this point I didn't care, he could be working for politicians and I would take the job. 

He took my hand in a firm, but not pushy grip. Many men in power liked to do the whole ego thing with handshakes. Because I was a woman I either got the limp wrist shake, the hard I am a big strong male and you will bow down or the slobbery kiss on my hand thing. That he treated me to a real handshake was a positive start. I handed him the folder containing my resume and various job qualifications.

“Please, take a seat Ms Monroe.” He glanced at my info and then sat back in his chair. “I see that you have experience in marketing, asset management and personnel. All good for the position we are looking to fill.” He tapped the folder, “On paper you are the perfect candidate for the position, but paperwork has been known to be wrong.” He steepled his fingers examining me. “I know about your father and the issues you have had with keeping employment, Ms Monroe. Your stepfather made sure to contact any business you might think of applying to when you moved to our coast.”

I let out a small and contained sigh, preparing myself for yet another rejection. “I am sorry I wasted your time, sir.”

He held up a hand then. “Richard Cholo is an ass. If he can't get what he wants with his so called charm or money, then he does his best to ruin the lives of those he has issue with.” He got up and stepped around his desk and rested his hips against the edge. “I don't care what happened in your past or who has decided you are not what you seem. I do care that the people I have talked to tell me you are a hard worker; polite, honest and willing to get the job done. Other than a few questions, this interview is a mere formality.”

He looked down at me with his square jaw, dark tanned skin, eyes like the summer sky and hair so black that it held blue highlights. There was a curious look to his eyes and he reached up to brush the thick fall of bangs from his eyes. “I'm going to ask a few personal questions now. I want to get them out of the way, so that you won’t have to worry about them coming up later. You don't have to answer them, but it would make things easier for us both.”

I straightened in my chair and nodded, “alright.”

He smiled then and started to ask the first question when there was a commotion in the outer office. I could hear the secretary trying to get someone to stop, her voice sharp with something that sounded to me like fear. He stood and moved toward the door, waving for me to stay in the chair. I turned to watch when the outer door slammed open.

“And there you are, boy. I told you that you had until this morning to answer me.” A large and burly man in a cheap suit with too much gold on his hands pushed his way into the room. He had two men that could only be called thugs with him. One was holding the secretary's arm; the other had a grin on his face when he looked at me. “Looks like we got here at the right time boss,”

“I answered your demands last week, Harold. McLaughlin Incorporated is not for sale, to you or anyone. Now I would recommend you leave. I am in the middle of an interview.”

The thug turned to look at me, his eye lighting up. “Hiring your newest 'executive assistant”? She looks like she can do a lot more than the old bag here.”

Mr. McLaughlin took a step toward the man holding his secretary and spoke to him with threat obvious in his deep voice. “Let Helen go, Charlie. Remember what happened to you last time you laid a hand on one of my employees.” Charlie looked to Harold who nodded. He let Helen go with a shove. “Helen, take the rest of the day off. I will see you tomorrow.” There was a look in her eyes then that I would not understand till later.

“Look Lance, boy, your clan isn't here to bail you out.” Harold walked right up to Lance and poked him in the chest. “The sleuth owns this part of town. You either sell to us or pay us, either way, you are not in charge.”

The third man, a squirrelly looking one slithered around the men and came to stand by me. “Boss, think we should try this one out?” He reached down to tug on my hair, pulling my head back. I clenched my hands into fists, in preparation of lashing out.

The big man turned to look at me and a smile crossed his face, as if he recognized me. “I have a better idea. Lance here can try her out for us.” He snapped his fingers and Charlie pulled out his phone, turning it to the side. “Record this.”

Lance looked from Harold to me and then back with narrowed eyes. “What the hell are you thinking? Let the woman go, she is just applying for a job.”

“Not likely. Look at her,” he studied me for a moment, his eyes going to my legs under the short skirt and then his smile grew wider. “Isn't she Maxwell Jones' kid?” I swallowed and slid out of the chair, trying to move away from the men, but didn't get far. The squirrelly one grabbed me and took things to the next level. He pulled out a gun and waved it in my face.

“Ah ah ah, you stay right there, slut. Boss has something in mind for you.” His eyes were filled with glee, enough to make me want to lash out with my foot.

“I wondered where she ended up. This is too good; a two for one special today in humiliation.” Harold turned his eyes to mine and I felt smeared in oil. “Girl you are going to make a little video with your new boss. Get on your knees and show us how you blew your way into your last job.”

I gasped and shrank back. “I have never.” It was true; I never had to do anything like that to get a job. I didn't have a lot of dignity left after the years of fighting for respectability, but not even at the dive bar did I put out. I looked toward McLaughlin and inside there was a little voice saying, just do it. After all he was sexy as hell, but if I was going to take that kind of action it would be because he asked me and not because I was being threatened.

“Bullshit! Your stepfather made sure we all know what kind of bitch you are. Tommy help her understand.”

Tommy grinned and grabbed me by the neck, forcing the gun into my mouth. “You either blow McLaughlin right now, or eat the bullet with your name on it.” His voice was eager and I shuddered, looking toward McLaughlin.

With a tense sigh, the man in question waved a hand. “Let her go and I'll sign the damn papers.” McLaughlin looked actually worried for me. 

“Nah, I like this idea better. A little video I can use to keep you quiet during the next Moot.” He waved to Charlie who brought an even bigger gun out and waved for McLaughlin to sit on the edge of the desk. “Now, Ms Jones, do what your lily white mother taught you and suck McLaughlin's dick.” Just a mention of my mother had my temper flare. While I might not agree with my mother on so many things no one had the right to insinuate that she was a slut. I looked to the man who they were threatening and he nodded once, his eyes actually kind. I let Tommy drag me to stand in front of him with a quiver of rage that they mistook for fear.

I shuddered all over, then took a deep breath and sank to my knees. This was crazy. I just wanted to get a job, one that didn't involve me wearing tiny shorts or miniskirts and tight t-shirts. Now I would be making a sex video. I just hoped that I could do what they wanted. It wasn't like I didn't think McLaughlin was sexy. Hell, he was the sexiest man I had ever seen, but I was not an exhibitionist. In any other setting I would enjoy tasting the man. 

I swallowed and placed my hands on his thighs. He looked down at me and very softly said, “Just do it. It won't affect your job, Fara.”

I nodded and then worked his belt open. It was true that I knew how to do what the bastards wanted me to do. I never used sex to get a job or keep one. That was one of the rumors that had sent me to the coast, but really any sexually active woman who preferred men knew how to give a blow job. In college my friends and I used to make it a contest. Something I tried not to remember most days. Up close I could tell that the clothes Lance wore were expensive. Even the clean scent he wore said money. 

I was calling him Lance in my head because well, if you are going to lick a man's cock you should call him by his first name. I reached into his pants and found he was wearing silk boxers. I closed my eyes and ran my fingers over him, feeling his length growing with my touch. I had always been a fool for a man in silk and at least I knew that he had a bit of interest in this. I was sure that if he didn't I would not get a reaction. He kept his eyes on me and when I looked up he smiled just a tiny bit.

If this was something we had both decided on it would have started with kissing and light caresses, not jumping right to this. Thankfully my touch must have been good for him because when I pulled his shaft from the silk he was hard and let out a little gasp. He was long and thick and the mushroom of his tip held that flush that told me he was healthy. I leaned in and ran my tongue up from his base to circle his tip. When my lips encircled him his hand came to rest on my hair. 

“Damn boss, she is doing it! Look at her. She can swallow down that whole thing.” Charlie was getting excited and it took a harsh word from his boss to get him to focus the camera on what I was doing. Tommy had moved back a step, but I knew that the gun was still pointed at my head. If he fired I would be dead and Lance would be neutered. 

Other than harsh breathing as I did in fact take him as deep as I could, Lance didn't make a sound. He did guide me, making sure that I didn't choke on him. I started sucking, adding it to the swirls of my tongue around him. I pushed my fear and shame away, focusing on giving him as good as I could. If he had to suffer the humiliation of this then I would make sure he got some pleasure too. Normally I would be getting hot as well, but this was just too icky for me.

I must have been doing better than I thought though. I managed to block out everything but the man in my mouth. There were quivers, small ones that I could feel with each slide of my lips. When I curled my fingers around his base, Lance stood and started rocking into my mouth. From this point I could see goose bumps on his thighs because his slacks had slid down to expose all of him. I used my other hand to cup his sack and lightly roll it in my hand. He shuddered and with a growl he filled my mouth with his salty orgasm. I did my best to swallow down everything, milking him with my fingers. We might have been forced to do this, but I wasn't going to give them a cum shot for their sick little blackmail video.

“E...enough, Fara,” he whispered and pulled free from me. He tucked himself back inside and then helped me to my feet. He turned to face Harold, putting himself between me and the other men. “Satisfied?” His voice was flat as he narrowed his eyes. 

Harold laughed and took the phone from his man. He played back the video with a smile that would do a madman proud. “Oh yes, your little slut there is definitely good.” He gave me an appraising look before shrugging. “You stay out of the Moot and I'll destroy this. You oppose me and it goes up for everyone and his cousin to see.”

“One Moot. After that you post that and you won't live to see the next sunrise.” Lance looked from Harold to his goons “Now get out of my office.”

I slithered to the side, hiding my face and reaching for my bag. I needed to get out of here before the goons. I shouldn't have moved though. Charlie giggled and then Tommy grabbed me and pulled me against his hips. “Let's take this with us, boss. I'm thinking she would be a perfect addition to the harem.”

His nails must have been long because when he pressed me against his hips and the poor excuse of a cock I could feel between us, he tore through the material of my skirt. “You must like cock. You did such a good job with the Clan man.”

I gasped and tried to wrench free. I got a hard slap for that action, one hard enough to daze me and then Lance was between me and Tommy. “Harold, control your boy or I'll remove him from the gene pool.” The edge was back in his voice and I wanted to tell him to stop. I didn't want him hurt because of me. 

Harold held up the phone with a grin. “You do and this goes out right now.”

“I don't care.” Lance's voice was deeper than before and he put an arm around me. “Bad enough you forced this on her. I will not allow Ms Monroe to be forced to be a toy for your degenerate colleagues.”

Harold waved at his men and shrugged. “Fine. While she is a tasty skirt, you can keep her. I'm sure soon enough you will tire of her and then I can tell my brother that she is in hand. I got what I needed.” He turned then and his men followed him, but not before giving me looks that said they would find me.

We waited until the sound of the elevator doors closing filled the hall and then Lance closed his eyes and let me go, if reluctantly. “I am sorry. That was not a part of the interview process nor is it a job expectation.”

I gasped and shuddered, the adrenaline I had washed out of me and moved away from him. “I didn't think so.” I couldn't look at him; instead I focused on the floor as I gathered my things. “Is there a back door to this place? I will get out of your office.”

Lance sighed giving me a concerned look and then nodded. “I'll expect you back at 8am Monday for orientation. You are hired.” He walked to the floor to ceiling windows to look out at the noon time sunlight. “Do you have another skirt? I am sorry, but it looks like that one has been ruined.”

I gaped for a moment trying to parse why he asked, my hand touching the tears and then nodded. “I believe so.” I swallowed and then straightened my back. “Just what will I be expected to do and what title?” I had to take back my self respect, at least a little before this man.

He turned with a half smile. “They gave you the title, Fara. As for your duties? That will be discussed on Monday. Have a good weekend.” He turned back to the window and I moved out of the office.

I shut the door and looked about the outer office. Helen had returned and looked paler than I thought she should. I turned and spotted a pitcher of water and a glass. I poured some and brought it over to her. She nodded to me with eyes that told me she understood and thanked me. “Ms Monroe, please bring that skirt with you on Monday. We have a tailor who can repair it for you on staff.” She sorted through things on her desk before speaking again as I started to the elevators. “Fara dear?” I looked up, pausing, “I would recommend not going out quite yet. Those men will be hanging about the lobby. I have one of the security men coming up to escort you out.”

I opened my mouth to ask her if she was okay when the intercom on her desk buzzed. “Helen, bring the list.”
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