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Dear Reader,

So many of you have asked for more stories like Club Alpha Cove, Club Wicked Cove, Club Devil’s Cove, and Castle Sin. Well, I listened, and here it is... Club Decadent Skies series. If you think you read hot mile-high stories before... think again!

Devious Demand

I’m Wick, short for Wicked Witch... and with a family name of Bitch, my life growing up was a living hell. But I survived, and today I’m a Private Investigator from Tampa, Florida, and I’m on a job that lands me in the bowels of a super Airbus... the kind I’ve never seen the likes of before.

I think I just took on a job I am in no way equipped to handle.

I’m Max DuPont, billionaire and owner of CyberCo Airlines in Florida. I like money and power; therefore, I work hard. I play even harder—at my exclusive establishment, Club Decadent Skies.

A snoopy private eye disrupts the anniversary flight of our first Airbus club. The bratty trespasser needs a lesson—a mile-high experience she isn’t bound to forget.

Except, even the best laid-out plan has a flaw. Max soon realizes there is more to the fiery PI than meets the eye. When her life is in danger, he is forced to play the hero... a role he was more than capable of performing.

Please note: Although the blurb is in 1st POV, the book is written in 3rd POV.

If you’re ready for the flight of a lifetime with a suspenseful back storyline that tests each couple’s trust and resilience, then this is the series for you.

I am having so much fun playing in an exclusive club again, so I hope you’ll come along for the flight of a lifetime!

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset.
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Wick

Broadway Avenue, Upper West Side, Manhattan, New York...

It was a damn good thing her mother didn’t soft-soap life to Wick growing up—to be clear, that was before she turned alcoholic, and everything went apeshit. Hell, no. Her mother grew up in the time of baby boomers and didn’t believe in such bullshit. Nope, to her—and Wick thanked the Lord for that every day—it was important that her daughter fought her own battles and didn’t wait for a knight in shining armor to save her.

“A girl in modern times should be her own heroine. Assertive, self-sufficient, and strong, so she could withstand a mega shark’s attack without being torn to shreds,” was a famous saying she had drilled into Wick on a daily basis.

A pity she couldn’t practice what she preached, but that was a sad tale for another time. Wick resolutely shook off the resentment awakening with the thought.

Yep, little Wick Bitch wasn’t your run-of-the-mill rescue dog with her tail wagging, waiting around for approval from any man.

Okay, stop the bus, you say. Lemme explain. Her full name is Wicked Witch, and her surname is Bitch. Don’t you dare laugh. Wick had enough of that growing up. She wasn’t christened with that name. As a baby, up to her tenth birthday, Wick was known as Willow Carter. Then, her dad died after being stabbed by his latest lover and left in the street to bleed out like a slaughtered pig. It broke her mother. Why she had changed her daughter’s name, nobody knew for sure, except perhaps that it was a decision she had made in a drunken and drug-induced stupor. It was the worst birthday present any young girl could ask for... on the same day your mother told you it was your fault your father’s eyes strayed. If you weren’t born, she would still have had the perfect body, and he wouldn’t have lusted after other sluts. It was also the last birthday Wick ever celebrated.

Okay, enough distractions. Back to the story.

With narrowed eyes, Wick studied the man who had just walked through the swivel door of the majestic JCP Corporation building in Manhattan into the darkness of the night. What businessman worked until eleven at night? Yeah, you got it—a corrupt one. With long strides, he headed to the black Bugatti Chiron super sports car she’d been admiring earlier. He moved with confidence, which was to be expected since he was tall and athletic. This was viscerally a man who knew what he was doing, except in her mind’s eye, his attitude seemed overdone. The saying, ‘a wolf in sheep’s clothing’ came to mind. She shook her head.

“Look at him,” she muttered sotto voce. “Stupid asshole believes he’s a regal jaguar. Instead, he’s nothing more than a puppy forging it.”

Jax Crowthorne could put any celebrity to shame with his princely frame, rippling gym-trained body, sculpted features, and clean-shaved jaw. Overall—and maybe that was why she scoffed at his attitude—he did things to a woman’s ovaries... especially hers, who hadn’t tasted dick for some time.

“Yeah, that’s one hunk of man-steel I wouldn’t mind drilling between my legs,” she murmured, licking her lips as a vision of slapping flesh and milky discharge momentarily hazed over her thoughts.

Not that it would ever happen since he was a city rat, and Wick had a natural deflection to the type of male he represented. An established and coveted property developer, he was equally a well-known ladies’ man in New York City and Maryland. The kind who didn’t commit to one woman but swung his dick from one to the other, spreading the disease that was him and his chauvinistic prickness all over the States. Why women put up with his rude and obnoxious behavior was beyond Wick.

“But hell, what do I know? I’m nothing but a spinster who doesn’t even have a boyfriend or had a cock inside her for over two years.” Annoyed and feeling sorry for herself, she took a big bite of the cinnamon and sugar-coated donut in her hand. “Who needs dick stuffed down your throat if you can gorge on a delicacy such as this, right?” she mumbled around the buttery sugar pastry in her mouth.

“As if anyone is queueing up outside my door anyway,” she scoffed at her reflection in the mirror. She’d been called pretty by many. That she was tall, curvy, with pitch-black hair styled in a sleek, short Chinese bob, silky marble-like complexion, and Elizabeth Taylor violet-blue eyes turned many heads—something Wick wouldn’t be able to confirm since she never paid attention. “Yep, that right there,” she pointed to the mirror. “That’s what I generally look like.” She continued in a mutter, “Crumpled, tousled hair, and tired. Gawd, I’m so tired.” Except, mostly, her messy hair was a sign of her stubborn nature. When she was on a job, there wasn’t time to preen and primp.

Wick started her career as a street cop with the NYPD. With her desire for growth and a natural instinct to think outside the box, she was promoted to the Special Investigation unit within two years. Wick served her time in the country as one of the top-level criminal investigators for ten years, five of which she led the unit. Then Stefan Jurgen happened...

“Some lessons are harder to learn than others,” she said softly as she stuffed the last piece of donut into her mouth. “Needless to say, I won’t be making the same mistake again. Yep, no falling in love for this chick ever again. Riding dick, on the other hand...”

Her stint with Stefan had changed her life and ended her career at the NYPD—by choice. One thing she had learned from her mother was to stand by your beliefs. Not because it was what Sandra Carter had done, but because she had done the opposite and became a drunk and a drug addict. Wicked wasn’t going to follow in her footsteps. Decision made, she moved to Tampa, Florida, and knowing she had the skills, she started her own private investigation firm, W. Carter Investigations, Inc. At least her original name sounded more professional than the one her mother had saddled her with.

“Perhaps it’s time for me to change my name back,” she muttered. “At least I won’t have to watch people laugh when they hear Wicked Witch Bitch.”

Her life took a three-sixty turn five years ago. Now, she was riding the wave of success after working long, hard hours the first year she had started. With forty permanent staff members, of which more than half were investigators, the business was booming. They were busy... because they were good.

“Mom should’ve called me No Shit Bitch,” she mumbled while chewing and swallowing the donut before finishing the final mouthful of coffee. “Oh, c’mon, Crowthorne, get a move on,” she complained as she shifted in the seat. “I’ve got leg cramps from waiting for you this long.”

When she accepted the job, she had no idea it would bring her back to her old hometown. Not that she had spent any time looking around or visiting old hangouts since her arrival. There hadn’t been time. Her client had a time limit on this job, and Wick never failed to deliver.

“This alphahole is too much of a busybody to let me have any fun,” she complained as she started the car when the black Bugatti finally pulled away from the curb. “Running around all over town from sunrise to sunset, and now... ah shit, he’s heading to the airport.” She slammed her palm against the steering wheel.

“I’m not losing this motherfucker. Tonight, I’m gonna hit the jackpot. One way or the other, I’m going to get the proof my client needs that he’s a corrupt businessman.” She pointed to the roof of the rental. “Not even a stint up there is going to save you, asshole. I’ll be on the same plane as you, even if I have to stowaway.”

Wick cringed at her own words. She always walked the straight and narrow path. Inherently, she believed in the law and strived to conduct her business within those parameters.

“You better not be fucking stringing me along, Jax Crowthorne.” Wick might be a stickler for doing what was right, but at the same time, she didn’t shy away from challenges or letting her hair loose and doing something wild and dangerous. If it meant she’d crack a case, all the more reason to step outside the red line now and then. “This isn’t my first rodeo, just so you know, buster. I’ve done loads of stakeouts. I’m gonna be up your ass the whole time, and you won’t even feel it.”

It wasn’t a vain boast. It was the truth. Wick had learned during her mother’s stints of drowning her sorrows in booze and snorting coke to melt into the walls, so to speak, to avoid the violent spells that were sparked by the narcotics in her system.

“Ah, shit, I was right. He is going to the airport.” She eased her foot off the gas pedal and allowed the distance between the rental sedan and the super sports car to stretch. “Not the main terminal, though. Freaking asshat! You have to make things difficult, don’t you?” she muttered as he passed through a security gate with no more than a wave at the guard who opened the boom for him. “No way I’m getting through there.”

Parking the car in the lot, she realized it was packed with luxury sedans, SUVs, and limousines. With her eyes peeled on the black Bugatti, she followed its route until it stopped next to a sleek, pitch-black Airbus. He ascended the stairs and stood staring out toward the sky for long moments before disappearing from view.

“Wow,” she said and stared in awe. “What a gorgeous plane.” A thin golden thread weaved across the side of the plane to end on the rudder wing with what appeared to be a gold tiger’s eye. It looked sleek and helluva expensive but dark and dangerous at the same time. Signed in decorative cursive, the letters CDS GoldenEye were prominent on the side of the cockpit.

“What the flying fuck do we have here?” Getting out of the car and hunching over, she ran closer to the ten-foot electric fence to peek around, looking for a way to get past the guard. “I have to get inside that plane.”

As luck would have it, she noticed a group of servers dressed in white and black getting out of a van and walking toward the gate. Waiting until they were close, she quickly circled until she was behind them and quietly slipped into the queue. She might not be as crisp as they were, but at least her black pants and white T-shirt allowed her to blend in.

“You’re late. You know how Master M feels about tardiness.” The guard’s voice was reproachful. “Don’t bother with excuses.” He cut short the chorus that erupted from the group. “Just get on board before he fires the lot of you.”

“Now that was a stroke of genius,” Wick said sotto voce as she broke into a run behind the group toward the plane, one that became more impressive the closer they got. Luckily, the others were in too much of a hurry to pay attention to a stowaway trailing them up the stairs and into quite a large galley of the plane.
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Max

CyberCo Airline private hangar, John F. Kennedy International Airport, New York...

“No reports of weather that will impact our flights tonight?”

Confirming the timeline with Dexter Flint—a partner in the Club Decadent Skies Group, a very good friend, and for tonight, the pilot of the GoldenEye Airbus—was one of the checkpoints Max DuPont always did. As the primary owner of the CDS group, he took full accountability for all safety measures on every flight.

“None. Our routes are as clear as saran wrap.”

“We’re taking off in ten minutes, Dex. Make sure your crew is ready.”

“Already did. When you give the word to go, we’re off.” Dex gave him a thumbs up as he scanned the flight plan. Tonight’s excursion took them on a three-hour flight, with an onboard demonstration by Master M himself, to Black Point, a small island in The Bahamas. Guests will have an additional two hours of playtime on the beach before they take off to their final destination just before sunrise—Miami.

Max and his partners had spent a lot of money on the plane to develop a cabin that kept air pressure as close to normal as possible, thereby allowing the members to enjoy the three to five-hour flights practicing their favorite kink.

The main lower cabin included the galley, where food and snacks were prepared throughout the flight. The large midsection had been transformed into a sky dungeon with lightweight aluminum framed equipment. The front of the Airbus consisted of three levels. The bar and entertainment area were next to the dungeon, with stairs leading to the second level, which was a normal in-flight seating area for takeoff and landings or for those who would just like to sit around and chat or take a nap since all the seats could turn into flat beds. The top level was split into various private playrooms and also featured Max’s personal office suite—the one area that was off-limits to all members except those who were invited or landed there due to misconduct.

Club Decadent Skies was an exclusive BDSM Club with a difference... in the skies, inside a luxurious Airbus jet. The inside color scheme followed through from the outside—black and gold with leather furniture and a splash of red here and there. It was a mile-high club that would make anyone wish they could buy air miles online.

The idea had taken root years ago at Varsity when the group of friends were having a drunken night on the beach after graduation. Max had buried it deep in his mind to revisit years later once he was an established businessman and sole owner of CyberCo Airlines, based in Florida, servicing a global network.

They catered to one and all but had what the rich and famous were after as well. Those people who could afford to book an entire luxury Airbus for one family. Also... the kind of people who needed a secure location to conduct meetings—the kind you didn’t ask questions about.

Money talked, and that was the business he was in. Max DuPont liked the position of top dog in the industry. He thrived on money and power, which was why he could finally turn his dream into a reality.

The club was a safe haven where exclusive members could give free rein to their dark side without judgment or skulking around in dark underground clubs. It became reality two years ago. He had started small, only inviting twenty people who were prominent in the BDSM lifestyle. It had taken off like a rocket. A year later, it had grown so big that his friends, Jax Crowthorne, Dexter Flint, Rex Oliver, and Axel Sullivan, bought shares and became co-owners of Club Decadent Skies Group. Between them, they had enough funding to expand and build more GoldenEye Airbuses to service the respective areas where his friends resided. GoldenEye Airbus II was in production already.

Max scanned the immediate area. CyberCo Airlines had a hangar at all the major airports across the States, but he paid top dollar for a private hangar separate from the main terminal in New York since it was one of their busiest routes. It gave the members added security to park their vehicles and embark without being detected by paparazzi since many were celebrities, politicians, and prominent businessmen or women.

“I see we’ve got a potential problem,” Max said as his eyes narrowed on the shadowy figure skulking about in the dimly lit parking area. The figure quickly skimmed around the parked cars to fall in line with the servers who had just been dropped off.

“Where? Who?” Dexter looked around and zoomed in on the group quickly jogging toward the plane. “Ah, the one at the back,” he said when he noticed the difference in uniform. “Did she honestly think she would get away with it?”

“If I wasn’t here, most probably, since she could hide until we’re in the air.”

“I’ll tell Rex to get rid of her.”

“No need,” Max said enigmatically. “I’ll take care of it. You just get the wheels up on time.”

“Yes, sir.”

Max strolled out of the cockpit into the bar, where the rest of his partners were gathered to do final checks. Jax Crowthorne caught his eye and immediately read the message he relayed. He smiled grimly.

“Yeah, I know. I’m on it.”

“Hold on,” Max stopped him in his tracks as he headed toward the galley. “How do you know?”

“She’s been staking me out for the past week. I knew she followed me here, and that she was outside in the parking lot. I didn’t think she’d get past the security, but just in case, I kept a lookout through the window port.” He shook his head. “Must be some cheesy tabloid reporter out to make a name for herself. Don’t worry, Max. I’ll chuck her out before takeoff.”

“No. Find out what she’s after. It’s time we put all these rumors about you and the crime syndicates to rest once and for all. Someone is out to ruin you, and I’m not going to stand for it.”

“And if she doesn’t talk before takeoff?”

“There isn’t enough time to coerce her into spilling the beans, Jax. We’re seven minutes from takeoff, and I’m not delaying because of one derailed reporter. Make her talk and find out who put her up to this. If you can’t, bring her to me.”

“On it.”

Max took the private staircase that led directly into his office suite that served a dual purpose as a work-and playroom. He was hardly ever active in the Sky Dungeon and preferred the role as Dungeon Master. When he did scene, it was in private. Courtesy of the last mission during his on-off stint as a covert Delta Force CAG agent, he carried ugly scars that raised too many questions when he took off his shirt in the public areas. One thing he had learned over his lifetime of forty-five years was that his privacy was treasured. He only shared it with those he personally chose to enter into his inner circle.

“Diligent and on time, as usual,” Max drawled as he walked into his office to find a redhead woman kneeling in front of his chair. She was waiting in the perfect nadu position, sitting back on her heels with knees spread wide, hands facing upward on her thighs, shoulders straight, and eyes closed. She was dressed in a sheer white night dress paired with a thong, but even the skimpiness couldn’t take away the elegance of her profile.

“As always, Master M,” she lilted in a smoothly melodious voice.

Miss Daisy was a judge from Florida and one of his favorite submissives to scene with. Since she was such a confident, independent, and assertive woman in her daily life, watching her crumble under his dominance was rewarding as much as it was humbling.

“No need for gently prepping me for the big chorus tonight, Miss Daisy. I need to get off hard and fast.”

Taking the edge off before play time started kept him focused on being Dungeon Master, which was important. Even though they had a fully operational medical station with qualified doctors and nurses, he believed in prevention rather than cure.

A good and proper throat fuck at takeoff got the job done. There was no one more proficient in giving a blowjob than Miss Daisy.

“Your wish is my command, Sir.” The moment Max sat down, she rose to her knees, unbuckled his belt, and with a quick yank and gentle tug, his rapidly hardening cock sprang free. For a brief moment, Max allowed himself to become lost in the sensual excitement of his impending climax and ran his hand up and down his shaft.

“Hmm, almost at full mast already, I see,” she cooed as her tongue flicked out to lap at the drop of precum oozing from his blunt tip. A low growl reminded her of what he wanted. With a sweet smile, she leaned in. “As you wish, Master M.”

Max smiled as he brushed his palms over her nipples. He might be demanding to get serviced quickly, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t prepared to offer her a small courtesy in return. The budding tips tightened perceptively as he rolled them between his fingers.

“Oh, Master M, you’ve got the Midas touch,” she whimpered as her mouth spread open and her breathing turned choppy.

“I’m waiting, Miss Daisy,” he growled when she hesitated too long. “Ah, yes,” he purred as her lips curled around his bulbous tip. Flicking her tongue sensually up and down the slit before she twirled it around his length, she sucked him deep into her hot mouth.

“Hm, that feels good, but as nice as that is, it’s not what I need tonight,” he grunted. “Get to work, sub.” He mercilessly pulled and pinched her nipples until moans of pleasure thrilled around his cock. “Time to make that tight throat of yours convulse around my dick, Miss Daisy.”

Max was appreciative as ever when her full upper lip gave way and contoured itself in a snug fit around the engorged, knobby head of his cock. Her bottom lip, with its crimson-colored pulpy interior dribbling with slippery saliva, disappeared as she slid her tongue forward to accommodate his taut, thick shaft. Her nostrils flared as he bumped the back of her throat.

“Fuck, yes. Get me down there.” His hand fisted around a clump of her hair, his hips jerking as she carefully pushed down and swallowed him. The sight of her, so fully impaled on his cock that he could feel the tip of her tongue lash his scrotum, nearly undid him.

“Beautiful. Now, show me your appreciation for being the one to serve me, little slut,” he murmured. The low moan she emitted confirmed what his nostrils had already detected. Miss Daisy was hot and bothered herself.

Uncontrollable spasms ripped through him as she worked his cock. The prick of a thousand needles deep inside his loins blurred his vision as heat surged through his veins. His hand tightened in her hair.

“Faster, Miss Daisy,” he grunted and thrust wildly into her throat. His hand guided her head to take him all the way until he battled to stay in control. He had wanted to get off quickly, but all too soon, the heat scorched through him. With his eyes squeezed shut in a last effort to hold off, he let go with an enormous groan as he ejaculated down her throat in a volcanic eruption of hot, ropey spurts of cum. He held her pressed against his crotch as his cock continued to jerk inside her throat.

A desperate squeak yanked his attention to her. With a primal grunt, he pulled back but kept the tip of his cock inside her mouth, allowing her to catch her breath.

“You know what I want, Miss Daisy,” he muttered, leaning his head back to calm his breathing and stop the tremors that shook his body.

“There, Master M,” she cooed after she had licked him clean. “Are you sure you don’t need me to give you a little more?”

Max opened his eyes. Cupping her chin, he tilted her head back. Saliva dripped from her chin onto her bountiful breasts. Tears mixed with black mascara caused delightful streaks over her cheeks. She looked a mess, but a beautiful mess of the sexual energy she exuded.

“Not yet. Maybe once we reach the island. For now, get yourself cleaned up. I’m sure there are many eager Doms waiting to serve you.”

“As you wish, Master M.”

Max didn’t watch her leave. Instead, he swiveled his chair and looked out through the one-way tinted window to the Sky Dungeon below. It was dark, apart from one lone downlight in the middle of the cabin. This was where the excitement began. Idly, he fisted his cock, gently stroking himself until he lost the edge of his recent climax.

Zipping himself up, he buckled up and prepared for takeoff.

“I hope you found your stowaway, Jax.” An evil smile twisted his lips. “And I sure as hell hope she doesn’t talk. I have a yearning to release the dark beast tonight.”
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Wick

Releasing a sigh of relief, Wick looked around. She was just about to grab a white chef’s overcoat when she was brought to an abrupt halt by a grip of steel closing around her nape.

“What the fuck!? Let me go,” she ordered as she attempted to free herself. Instead, she was bulldozed down a short hallway, spun around, and slammed against the wall with the same hand clamped around her throat.

“That is a very good question, little witch. Who are you, and what the fuck are you doing on this plane?”

Wick swallowed hard as she struggled to find her breath and blinked in the bright overhead light.

How the hell did this happen? No one ever gets the draw on me. I didn’t even hear—

Holy shit! This man is even more potent up close.

Forget about the damn man, Wick! Keep your libido under control, for fuck’s sake, and concentrate on getting out of trouble. More importantly... to breathe!

The direness of the predicament she found herself in finally registered when his fingers tightened and cut off her ability to breathe to almost non-existent. Gasping, she clawed at his hand but couldn’t budge the grip he had on her.

“Stop struggling, and you’ll be able to breathe.” The guttural voice penetrated her hazed-over mind. Her eyes flashed a dangerous blue laser at him.

“Ea-easy for you to say,” she whispered but forced down the natural instinct to keep fighting for her freedom.

“I’m waiting.”

“I’m a server. It’s a new gig, so I’m a little lost as to—”

The vise around her neck tightened another notch in warning.

“I detest liars. Every person, servers included, boarding this plane is pre-approved, and your pretty face has never crossed my desk for authorized entry.”

“There must be some mistake. I can assure you I’m here only to serve.”

An evil grin carved his lips skew. The glint in his eyes warned her that the words she uttered sealed her fate for whatever came next.

“That’s good to know.” His eyes turned calculating. “You’re good, little witch, but I’m better.”

“I don’t follow.”

“Three days,” he grimaced. “I usually pick up a stakeout within a couple of hours, but you’re damn good.” He anchored his hips between her legs flopping in the air. She could barely touch the floor with her toes. The hard ridge digging into her stomach robbed her of the little oxygen she could draw into her lungs.

“St-Stake out?” Wick cursed, the stammer falling from her lips. How the hell was she supposed to convince this hot toddy that she was a server if she couldn’t even string her thoughts together at the brief touch of his hard cock? Regret flowed over her as he pulled back and took the delicious feeling of sexual promise with him. The blush that started at her chest rapidly raced upward to coat her cheeks red as she noticed his satisfied grin. How humiliating! The alphahole knew the effect he had on her.

“It seems I need to revert to more stringent measures to drag the truth out of you.”

“I am— Holy shit! What are you doing?” she screeched as he summarily yanked her loose jogging pants and panties down to bare her naked girlie bits to his darkening gaze.

“You claimed to be a server on the plane tonight, which means you have signed the NDA and knew what to expect when you came onboard. Spread your legs.”

“Like hell, I will.” She did her best to do the opposite, but for some reason, her lower body seemed to be divorced from her brain, and she couldn’t move a muscle.

“Hmm, well, I guess I’ll have to improvise then.”

“Fuuck! No! Let me doooown,” she wailed. The air shifted as suddenly she was hoisted up against the wall. In a single smooth move, one leg was freed from the confines of her clothes before he hooked her knees over his shoulders and then buried his face between her thighs.

“Fuck-fuck-fuck,” she whimpered as his warm, teasing lips licked and nibbled along her labia, feathering over her clit to place hot little kisses along the inside of her thigh. Her pulse raged as her body turned to a molten mess within seconds. His low growl against her silky bits was proof that he was all too aware of her reaction to his mouth’s seduction. She was mortified at being caught out.

Being tall had its advantages, but he was much taller, and to suddenly be ceiling-high in the plane hallway, held up by his shoulders, scared the living shit out of her. A fall from this height could end up in a broken leg or arm, and she... but ohh! He was good. So good that all the protests flew from her mind.

“Changed your mind, then?” he asked as he drew back, just a little, as his eyes raised while he flicked his tongue against her clit. They glowed at her from between her legs.

Good Lord, that is as hot as fuck! Wick wasn’t a prude, but none of her lovers, the few that she’d had, ever did that.

“No?” he smiled wickedly as she struggled to form the words her brain attempted to flush out of her mouth. “Then I’ll just continue until you start talking.”

“Y-you can’t dooo... ah, shiit,” she moaned as he locked his lips around her throbbing clit. His eyes caught hers again, and he wiggled his eyebrows. Without any rhyme or reason, her hips pushed into his touch. She was being sucked under by a quicksand of sensations. Wick couldn’t look away from his intense gaze if she tried since, with one glance, he managed to get her juices flooding her pussy in the most embarrassing way.

“Stop,” she moaned. “You have to stop.”

“Really?” His eyes held hers prisoner while he slid his fingers along her silky folds to trap her swollen nub between them. “I don’t have to do anything, little witch. The better question is whether you want me to stop.”

Wick arched her back in protest as his fingers moved away, then she desperately groped at the roof, useless effort at best, to keep her balance, when he placed his hands on her thighs and spread them wider. Now, his strong, wide shoulders were gone, and the only thing keeping her perched high against the wall were his huge paws.

“Ready, little witch,” he murmured with his eyes on hers as he slowly lowered her body toward his mouth.

“R-Ready for what?” she managed to croak. She had never felt this level of lust before. To look into a man’s eyes from this precarious position while he was about to eat her pussy was more than hot as fuck. It was... it was... “Ahhh!” This time, the cry that escaped her lips was loud. So loud that the head chef came charging around the corner.

“Oh! My apologies, Master J. Didna know you were here.”

Wick barely heard the Scottish drawl as the damn man still denied her what she needed, turning her oblivious to their scandalous exhibitionism. All her mind was focusing on was to have his lips sucking her labia and ravaging her pussy with his tongue.

Jax ignored the chef, who got the message and disappeared with a low mutter.

Wick’s hips jerked toward Jax as he placed soft, teasing kisses along her slit, already dripping with her creamy essence.

“It looks like you’re ready,” he cooed softly. “Tell me, little witch, do you want me to fuck your pretty pink cunt with my tongue?”
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