
  
    [image: NOW SHE’S MINE]
  


  
    
      NOW SHE’S MINE

    

    
      
        HAYDEN ASH

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2019 by HAYDEN ASH

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Adrianna I

      

      
        Trey I

      

      
        Trey II

      

      
        Adrianna II

      

      
        Trey III

      

      
        Adrianna III

      

      
        Trey IV

      

      
        Hunter I

      

      
        Adrianna IV

      

      
        Trey V

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        More Delicious Stories By Hayden Ash…

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ADRIANNA I

          

        

      

    

    
      He's my fiancé and he still feels the need to fuck me gently like he's afraid of making me feel like a slut. The whole point of my rushing home in the middle of a workday was to feel like a slut. Just for once. Is that so hard to understand?

      

      He rolls off of me and reaches for his clothes then tells me something about having to really buckle down and focus on his studies. I'm not really paying attention because I didn't come even once, so that's all I can really think about at the moment. He doesn't seem to notice my dissatisfaction and looks down at the tag of his baby blue t-shirt and, realizing he's put it on inside out, takes it off and tries again. I roll over on my back and spread my legs, bare my pussy to him. He just smiles, nervously.

      

      "You look like a happy customer," he says with a wink. "Glad I could service you!"

      

      I stare at him completely blank-faced. Is he really this clueless? It's not enough that he's so fucking small that I barely even know when it's inside me, but he has to also be too stupid to pick up on how unsatisfied I'm feeling right now? Fuck! I wonder to myself how much longer I can take this shit…

      

      Before he leaves for class, he leans over and kisses me. I look up into his gentle eyes. He is sensitive and kind. I needed that once. But, now I need something else entirely...

      

      Is that so wrong?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TREY I

          

        

      

    

    
      The room is full of smoke, and I can barely see my friends., but I imagine they're all just waiting for me to make a stupid high bet like I always do. I'm the biggest risk taker. I do nothing unless it causes a rush in my chest. I like to feel on the edge of life. Otherwise, I feel like I'm dying.

      

      "All in," I mutter.

      

      "You dumb fuck…" one of my friends tell me. "Trey, you've got a god damn death wish, I swear."

      

      "Shut the fuck up, Derek, you calling or not?"

      

      "You bet your ass I'm calling. I like you, Trey, but I like your money more."

      

      We show our cards, and I lose…by a lot. I had a shit hand, a pair of sixes. He had a flush. I stare at the two cards and feel on my adrenaline working double-time, which is exactly how I wanted to feel. I get off on this.
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