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Chapter 1

	I need a man. A real, muscular, rough and sexy guy who won’t be afraid to take me like he owns my body. I lie down on my bed with my thighs wide open, my pussy throbbing for a rock-hard cock inside it. I’ve just came, but my morning solo sessions no longer satisfy me. It’s been too long since I last felt something stiff and thick deep inside me.

	I get up and take a shower. The scalding hot water on my body calms me down, but it doesn’t calm my yearning for a real man inside me. I head back to my room, open my laptop and log into the AlphaMaleDate site.

	“Hi, sweetie. See you at five o’clock,” says the most recent message from a guy who names himself Cassius. In the photo, he has thick dark hair and deep brown eyes. He’s almost too good-looking, but the owners of the site assure the users that they verify the authenticity of the photos. I hope they do, because I’m tired of meeting guys who look nothing like their pictures. AlphaMaleDate is the fifth dating site I’ve checked out after wasting my time on four websites that were supposedly the leaders of the industry.

	I wonder if Cassius is really so manly in the real world. Everybody can write a message to a stranger like he’s an alpha male, but when they meet with a tall, fierce, red-haired woman, they’re often at a loss of words.

	I shove the thoughts of him away and focus on my work. My client will be pissed off if I don’t send him the logo today.

	Six hours later, I change from my jeans into a tight red dress. If Cassius really looks like he does in the pictures, I’m not going to waste my time talking with him about the weather. My profile says “casual sex only” for a reason. But it also says “with a top-quality dick only,” and this requirement hasn’t been met by any of the guys I’ve met online so far.
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