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      This is a continuation of the Wet Heat Series called “Seeking in Romance.” This series deals with different couples, and some you’ve met. Steamy, suspenseful and fun.
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      Maya

      I’ve worked hard to earn my senatorial position. I’m deter‐ mined to do what’s right, and I keep my life free from scandal, but that proves difficult when one night out at Club Seek threatens my career and reputation.

      Mason

      I’ve accomplished a lot not using my family’s last name. I’m a business owner, and the son of the most powerful man in the state of Tennessee. I find myself on opposite ends of drama when photos leak out about my club after spending time with a sexy woman who’s powerful in her own right. Some fun play and a few pictures later, life becomes complicated.

      When those scandalous photos are leaked, Maya’s life is turned upside down. With everything on the line, including our growing feelings for each other, I wonder if we can rein in the chaos and avoid political suicide for her career?
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      Every Time We Touch (Wet Heat Series)

      “I CAN’T WAIT TO SEE you in what I bought you tonight,” Mason groaned over the phone, causing a shiver to run down my spine. I’d received a package at my door, hand delivered and wrapped. I wasn’t expecting anything at all. With our lives being as busy as they were, we’d made a deal to not keep in touch. The rules were simple. We met up, we fucked, and then we went our separate ways.

      “Mason,” I sighed. The sound of his voice alone caused my clit to throb. I ran a hand between my thighs, imagining it was his lips. I ran a hand over the red lace corset, thong, and red five-inch heels laid on top of a black box. A black engraved invitation next to the pile requested my presence tonight.

      “Am I hearing distress in your voice, Miss Hill?”

      “No, you’re hearing the sound of a woman who hasn’t had pleasure in a while because of work. It seems your voice is doing something to me, and now I’m running a hand over my breast as I talk with you on the phone.”

      “You know I don’t like it when you touch yourself.”

      “I guess you’ll have to remind me tonight as I wear my new lingerie for you.”

      “Mhmm. Maya, you know the last thing you want to do is defy me,” Mason growled through the phone.

      I hung up the phone, leaving him anticipating what our night would be like after the last time we met up. We had tried anal play and brought in new partners.

      He made the standard arrangements for me to be picked up and escorted through the back alley of the club, so no one would notice me. The dark-tinted windows of the vehicle were always a must have whenever we planned to meet up. As the newly elected senator in Tennessee Congress, it would be all over the media about a state senator seeking pleasure from a sex club. I would never apologize for my lifestyle, since I was a single woman. But I knew it would hinder me from getting things done correctly for the people who voted me into office. It didn’t make the situation any better that the son of the speaker of the house in Congress was the one who owned the club.
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      Xavier, calm down; he was helping me before I tripped,” Chelsey said, caressing his arm. That seemed to bringthe tension down a little, and I released the breath I was holding.

      “Sorry, I get a little crazy when I think someone is hurting her,” Xavier spoke as Mason's glare seemed to fall, and he nodded when I ran a hand across his arm. Bad enough we took the risk of being out in the front area of the club. I usually would be in our room, away from the crowd. But tonight, I wanted to try something different and watch a little before we sauntered off to be alone.

      “Senator—” I raised my hand to cut her off. I didn't want anyone bringing up my name and causing any confusion.

      “I like to keep my identity under wraps.” I motioned around the room, and she smiled in acknowledgment. Mason started Club Seek as a place to get away and explore all your desires. When approved for membership, you were guaranteed discretion. Everyone signed a non-disclosure agreement during the vetting process. Having the price tag of fifty thousand to join came with significant perks from private drivers to and from the club.

      “Sorry, I was just shocked to see you here,” Chelsey said, and I waved her off.

      “No worries, I need to get back to my evening. Please keep this between us, Chelsey,” I said. She raised her hand and crossed her middle and index finger in gesture. I chuckled and walked off with Mason behind me. He placed his hand on my lower back and escorted me to our room as the live entertainment finished. Everyone mostly congregated to a corner or went to a room after getting a key.

      “Who was that?” Mason questioned, placing his fingers on the lower part of my back and escorting me through the private area of Seek and down the hall to his room. I looked over my shoulder at Chelsey as she continued to explain the situation. As we approached the door, he leaned up against my back while sliding the key inside. His strong, musky aroma invaded my nose. I told myself this would be a one-time thing over and over again in my head, and now I looked at myself in the mirror and realized that lie wouldn’t last any longer.

      “Walk inside.” His lips pressed against my shoulder. Feeling my stomach drop, I peered up, looking around the room.

      I felt a chill run down my arm when he locked the door, knowing all my fantasies would come true tonight, and we'd both be in heaven from the games we liked to play. His large hands, wrapped around my stomach, held me in place. All my senses heightened with just his presence surrounding me. He decorated the room in brown and black trimming from the king-size bed, throw pillows, to the Picasso art piece hanging on the wall, to the silk robes he had custom-made with our initials. Our little getaway from the outside world, where I liked to escape and be Maya instead of Senator Hill.

      “Pull the stress away.” I covered my hand over his. “Mmmmm… I want to kiss you, lick you, make you mine all over again.” Mason ran his hand up my chest, gripping my neck.

      “I missed you.” His left hand pulled the spaghetti strap down.

      I moaned, “Ahhh… Prove it.”

      “Undress,” Mason demanded as he stalked over to the bar in the corner and poured his usual glass of cognac and stared at me. Removing my dress slowly like he usually liked, I kept my heels on and swished over to the bed, peering over at him as he gave a curt nod.

      “You've kept her away from me.” Mason ran his finger around the rim of his glass, guzzling the last drop. Strolling to the dresser drawer across from the bed, he pulled out the feather, a small bullet vibrator.

      “Am I being punished?” I questioned, raised my right brow. “Tonight is about your pleasure. I can tell by your voice youcan't handle anything else."

      “Come here.” I reached for his hand, letting him kiss the back of my palm. I scooted back in the bed against the head‐ board as he tossed the pillows on the floor.

      “Touch yourself.” Mason's husky voice echoed throughout the room, watching him remove his jacket, shoes, and shirt as I pulled my thong down. Gripping my left breast, I tweaked my nipple, licking my lips as we stared at each other. Seeing the lust in his eyes of what we were about to do only compelled me even more, pushing my right hand down to my stomach playing with my sex. Wetness dripped down my legs already before he could even touch me.

      “Mason… Uhhhh.” Goosebumps broke out, imagining his tongue gliding up my slit.

      “You're stunning, Maya,” Mason called out, leaning down and pressing kisses on my left and right ankle, up my leg to my inner thigh and teasing, avoiding my essence. Mason's large body hovered over me, capturing my mouth, dizzying me with his tongue. He gripped my hands, pushing them over my head.

      “Mmmmm… Yes, baby,” I moaned, squeezing my eyes tight. He held my arms up with one hand and pushed his index finger into my entrance.

      “Are you ready to be pleased?” Arching off the bed, I bit his bottom lip and pulled back.

      “Mason… Uhhhh,” I moaned, wanting to taste myself on his lips.

      “Don't move.” He pecked me on the mouth again, removed his hands, and reached over for the feather, slowly caressing it across my heavy breasts, down to my stomach. Closing my eyes again, I savored the time we had together. I heard the buzz of the vibrator turn on and popped my eyes open. He hovered it over an inch away from my throbbing mound.

      “Please,” I groaned, opening my legs wider.

      He held the vibrator against my clit, while sucking my dark nipples into his mouth. Squirming from the double intensity, I felt my chest rise, and my head tossed and turned, fighting the temptation to touch him back. My hips subconsciously rocked back and forth, and my eyes grew heavy.

      “I need you now.”

      “Do you want to come, baby?” Mason asked me, using his tongue to penetrate the deepest core of my soul.

      “Yes, please… Oh, God!” It was demanding, letting me know that no one would ever compare.

      “Soon.” Hearing the zipper of his pants, Mason paused, reaching to the nightstand for a condom. A long time ago, we agreed we didn't want any accidents separately from protecting against any diseases even though I wasn't seeing anybody else. Kids weren't in the plan for my future, with my schedule only growing.

      Tapping his dick against me, I tried to grip his shaft, and he smacked my hand away.

      “No touching, Senator Hill,” Mason grunted, thrusting forward. Sweat beads dripped across my forehead. As the room spun, my eyes grew blurry from processing the overwhelming passion coming off his large body. Feeling his hands run through my hair, I tilted my head back.
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      TWO HOURS LATER, the door was held open for me, and I walked away wearing my same clothes, feeling satisfied. The car pulled up for me to get inside. Tony started to open the door to come to help me, and I held my hand up to stop him.

      “I got it.”

      A flash of light came across, and I looked around, trying to see where it was coming from. The security guard behind nudged me into the limo.

      “Everything all right, Senator?” he said. I looked behind me, standing in the middle of the door with my leg halfway inside.

      “Uh, yeah. I thought I saw something.” I shook my head and got into the car, and Tony pulled off, staring through the back window. I tried searching the buildings and alleyways for the flash again.

      Picking up my phone, I opened a text message thread, looking for Mason's name.

      Me: Did you have security do a sweep tonight? Mason: I always do a sweep.

      Me: I think I was followed.

      Mason: Are you sure you want to be alone?

      I gnawed on my bottom lip.

      Me: Tonight was great, but I need to work early in the morning. Mason: All right, I want to see you soon.

      Me: I'll get back to you.

      Turning my phone off, I laid my head on the back of the seat, closing my eyes, wondering if my secret was out. This was the little peace I enjoyed where I could be myself and not a senator in demand for someone else. The car pulled up to the house, and Tony started to get out. I placed my hand on his shoulder.

      "It's fine, Tony. I can make it from here."

      "I'll wait out here to make sure you get inside comfortably."

      Opening the door, I wave good night and head to the front door, sliding the key in my one-story, ten-thousand-square- foot home. Becoming a senator afforded me a nice, well-off place for my family to visit with three bedrooms, four baths.

      I dropped my keys in the cup holder, kicking off my heels and coat. I jogged upstairs to my bedroom to end the night with a hot bath before work tomorrow.
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      The senate meeting finally finished, and I left the room and walked back to my office with my assistant next to me, still feeling the effects of a night out at Club Seek.

      “Senator Hill, you have lunch with Congressman Dole today,” Jennifer spoke, running down my calendar of events.

      “Anything else major? I was trying to leave early today.” I checked my watch as we approached the door to my office. She pushed it open, walked inside, and I headed to my desk. As she sat on her own, I noticed a large manila envelope addressed to me.

      “A few calls with the local newspapers and then another meeting with the speaker of the house.” Jennifer crossed her legs, briefing me on the day. I flipped the envelope open, removing the contents, raising my hand to my mouth in shock. There were pictures of me at Club Seek, one of me standing with the security guard and one of me laughing with Mason. There was even one of his bedroom with me dressed in lingerie.

      “OMG.” I dropped the pictures on the desk, jumping up and pacing back and forth.

      Jennifer stood and hovered over the desk, grabbing the pictures.

      “Who took these?” she asked.

      Shaking my head, tears fell down my cheeks.

      “I don’t know.”

      “They didn’t leave a note or anything. Do you have

      enemies?”

      “I’m a senator. Enemies come with the territory.”

      “Maybe you should tell Mason.” Jennifer picked up more

      pictures, glancing up at me.

      “I don’t know.”

      Turning to look out the window, I saw Tony standing in front

      of the limo, pointing at a photographer. They often came up to the capital to harass staff, and they knew him by name, which could lead me to feel that maybe he was behind this or Mason.

      “What if this has Mason behind it?”

      “You can’t be serious. Mason loves you,” Jennifer replied. A knock came at the door. Jennifer hurriedly put all the photos back in the envelope, passing them to me, and I slid them into my bottom cabinet.

      “Come in!” I shouted, sitting at the desk and wiping tears away.

      “Senator Hill, I think it’s time we had a discussion about the bill you proposed,” Congressman Kurt Jones said.

      “Mr. Jones, we’ve debated, and you’ve made it clear where you stand.”

      “I’m inclined to change my mind.”

      “Why would you do that?”

      He crossed his arms over his chest, his right brow lifted. “Let’s say I have an idea that you’ll need my help down the

      road.”

      “What is that supposed to mean?” I jumped out of the chair, agitated that he may know of the pictures I was hiding. He raised his hands in the air, smiling.

      “You’ll never get your agenda passed. It’s better to play nice now.”

      “Jennifer, will you please escort Congressman Jones out of my office?”

      “No need, I have another meeting with the speaker in a half hour. Remember, I can put a good word in for you.” Kurt winked, walking out of my office.

      “He’s disgusting,” Jennifer said, heading to the office door.

      “Can you hold all my calls for the next two hours? I need to figure out what’s going on.”

      “You going to call Mason?” Jennifer inquired.

      “I just hope this doesn’t come back to haunt me.”

      I pulled my cell phone from my purse and dialed Mason’s

      number. It went to voicemail, and I hung up and tried again. “Where is he?” I muttered to myself, then decided to call my

      parents.

      “Hey, Maya,” Dad spoke.

      “Hi, Dad. Where’s Mom?”

      Hearing something rustling on the other end, I pulled the

      phone away for a brief second.

      “What are you doing?”

      “I’m out working on my car. Your mother’s at the store.” “Oh.”

      “What’s wrong? Usually you don’t call during this time of

      day.”

      “Nothing. I just missed you two.”

      “We miss you, but you're only a forty-five-minute drive away.”

      I chuckled, knowing he was right. I always counted on my

      dad to make me feel better about anything. Being an only child, it came with me as the apple of their eye. I was spoiled and treated like royalty growing up.

      “Tell Mom I called, and I’ll try to clear my schedule to have dinner later in the week.”

      “Are you sure everything is okay?”

      “I’m fine, Dad. Call you later.”

      “All right. Love you, little girl,” he said.

      “Love you too, bye.” We hung up at the same time. I sighed,

      sitting back in the chair, holding my hands up to my face. Whoever was behind these pictures was trying to destroy my life, and I refused to let my parents be hurt.

      Jennifer strolled into the office, holding bags of food.

      “Lunch is here, but the speaker wants to talk with you.” She placed soup and a sandwich down.

      “When did you talk to him?”

      “While you were on the phone,” Jennifer said.

      “I don’t have time for this, and I'm not hungry.”

      “You need to eat. Do you want me to make up a lie?”

      “Yes... No... wait.” I groaned, lifting the phone to see if

      Mason called or texted back.

      “You know it’s because of Jones that he wants to see you.” Nodding in agreement, I stood and grabbed my cell to head

      to his office. I figured it was better to find out what he wanted before things got even crazier.

      “Hold my calls for the rest of the day. I doubt I’ll be up to having another meeting when I get back.”

      “Try not to get yourself too stressed,” Jennifer replied.

      Pursing my lips, I checked my appearance before leaving, and Jennifer followed by shutting the door. Walking through the busy hallways, I scanned the crowds and got a feeling like someone was watching me. Shaking off the reaction, I continued to the elevator and waited with another few members as the doors opened. Stepping on a few seconds later, I punched the top level for his floor. Arriving five minutes later, I treaded over to his secretary’s desk, motioning toward his open door.

      “He’s waiting for you,” she said.

      “Thanks.”

      Knocking on the door, he waved me in, and I closed the door behind me, strolling to the chair in front of his desk. His office always creeped me out, with the pictures of just him hanging on the wall; there was nothing with his wife or son.

      “I wanted to meet with you about this proposal of yours.” Adam held the early draft of my bill in his hands.

      “What would you like to talk about?”

      “Jones thinks you should scrap this for now, and I’m inclined to agree.”

      I pushed down my honest thoughts. Adam’s bushy brows furrowed, and I glared right back at him.

      “My agenda is to support my community.”

      “You will, under my leadership.”

      “I won’t be silenced, and Kurt has no right to go behind my

      back.”

      “Do you know how laws get passed?” he asked.

      “I’m not here to debate on my job, Mr. Speaker.”

      “Then you’ll put this aside.”

      “Are you saying you won’t bring it to the floor?”

      “I’m saying I run things around here. Get with the program,” he argued, throwing my bill in the trash can. I scoffed and stormed out of his office with a headache forming, smashing the down button to head back to my office. Stomping off the elevator toward my office, Jennifer waved a stack of messages in front of my face, and I snatched them out of her hand before pushing my door open and slamming it closed.

      “Arghh!” I screamed, pacing back and forth.

      “What happened?” Jennifer tapped on the door, pushing it open, not waiting to be called.

      “Nothing.”

      “Maya, I can clearly see something happened.”

      “Kurt is what happened.”

      “Take the rest of the day off; you’re not up to finishing any

      meetings.”

      “You’re right. I have the worst headache.” I hugged her, grabbing my purse and coat before passing back the messages, and leaving the office. While going toward the elevator, I saw Kurt and Adam talking in a huddle together. They were up to something, and I just needed to be prepared.
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      Morris knocked on my office door, strolling in with a hard grimace on his face. He was a silent partner in Club Seek, and with him being a security agent, I was able to leverage a lot of his clients to join the club.

      “She’s pissing me off.”

      “Who?” I finished signing off on inventory for the club. “Lisa.” Morris unbuttoned his jacket, standing with his

      hands on top of the chair in front of the desk. When Maya told me about her friend Lisa, I wasn’t as forthcoming with inviting her in as she was. She was well known, and the lightest slip could hurt not only my business, but Maya’s career. Her job in the media was a big no for me and my business. My clients trusted that I could keep their privacy from being revealed, which was the reason I had strict requirements on my contracts.

      Leaning back in my seat with my hands clasped together in my lap, I could see the veins clearly in Morris’ forehead.

      “Tell me something new; it seems like every week you two are fighting.”

      “She refuses to take security when she comes and goes.”

      “Has something happened?” I needed to know if Maya was in jeopardy. Even though being a senator, she was equipped with her own security, I preferred to have my own people with her at all times.

      “No, Lisa just thinks I’m overprotective.”

      I shrugged my shoulders, chuckling to myself.

      “What’s so funny?”

      “I hear the same thing from Maya.”

      He came around and sat in the chair, propping his arm on

      the desk.

      “At least with Maya, you're able to get her to understand.” “Lisa’s headstrong. You might need to go easy on her.”

      “The last thing she needs is me going easy on her.”

      “Well, I have my own problems.”

      “Your dad or Maya this time?”

      I shuffled the papers on my desk.

      “He wants me to come work for him and quit this little frat

      boy work,” I scoffed, thinking over our last conversation in my head.

      “He’s still on that same argument?”

      I nodded, sighing with a hand running down my face. “Doesn’t matter that I have multiple businesses and am doing fine without using his connections.”

      “Sounds like you have just as many problems as me.”

      “Yeah, you want a drink?” I pointed, standing and strolling toward the bar in the corner of my office. Lifting the top from the brown scotch, I filled the cup halfway, passing it toward him and filling the second glass for myself.

      “Thanks,” he said.

      Placing one hand in my pocket, I tilted my head back, gulping the drink down. Squeezing my eyes shut, I let the warm, subtle notes drain down my throat.

      “I need another one.”

      “Keep drinking, you're never going to be ready for Maya.”

      “She’s not coming tonight. We’re supposed to meet for dinner,” I replied.

      Morris held his glass out for another shot, lowering his eyes toward his watch.
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