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Chapter 1






Oh, why did I let Lila talk me into this?

“So, I had a great time tonight,” Brad, my
date for the evening said as he walked me to my front door.

“Uh yeah, it was nice,” I lied. Brad was a
good-looking guy, almost 6 feet tall with sandy blonde hair and
those All-American good looks. He didn’t have body odor or bad
breath, but he was just so full of himself. He was a lawyer at some
fancy firm downtown and he would not stop talking about his job,
his house, his salary, or his fancy Jaguar. Lila set me up with
him, promising me he was “a good catch” and all, but I couldn’t
take it anymore. Ugh, I was a little tipsy, having imbibed too much
wine during dinner, just to get my mind off this blowhard.

“So here we are,” he said, practically
waggling his eyebrows. “Aren’t you going to invite me in for
coffee?”

“Uh…it’s late and I have to get up early
tomorrow.”

“Aww, don’t be like that…” he said, leaning
forward. “We both had fun and it was a nice dinner…don’t I get a
kiss a least?” He placed a hand on my arm.

I raised my eyebrow at his gesture. “Yes,
thank you for dinner. But I really need to…”

He pushed me up against the wall, effectively
trapping my body against my door. “C’mon now…”

Well, now I was angry. “Get off me!” I pushed
him off. “Just because I went to dinner with you, doesn’t mean I
owe you anything!” I quickly opened my door and closed it behind
me, my heart beating a million miles a minute.

What the heck was wrong with me? Sure he was
a bit of a show-off and he wouldn’t shut up. But, he bought me
dinner, had a great job, and probably wouldn’t be so bad once I got
to know him. He was a good catch.

I went straight to my bedroom and lay down on
the bed. Here I was, back from a date, which was not horrible, and
I still wasn’t satisfied. And my traitorous body – all it could
think about was last week. I could feel my face redden at the
memory. I was used and fucked by a couple of badass bikers. And I
enjoyed the hell out of it. Sure, they blackmailed me into it –
though deep inside, I knew I wanted it to happen. It was hot, a
fantasy so taboo I didn’t even admit it to myself. It’s been a
couple of days since the incident and I couldn’t get through a
whole day without masturbating and thinking about Jace and how he
fucked me up against that wall, or the other guys who came all over
me and fucked my cum-drenched pussy and ass.

I knew I was being stubborn, not calling
them. The slip of paper with Jace’s number was in my drawer. I
hadn’t thrown it away, but hadn’t had the guts to call him or throw
it away. Still feeling a little tipsy and disappointed (and horny),
I opened my drawer and took out the crumpled piece of paper. Before
I knew it, I was reaching for my phone and typing in his
number.

“Hey, who is this?” came the gruff, low voice
from the phone.

I nearly chickened out and hung out. “Uhm,
hi,”

“Who – oh, Ms. Piper Adams?” The tone of his
voice became lighter and I could almost see that smile of his. “To
what do I owe this pleasure? Did I miss my homework this week?”

Was he flirting with me? “Uh huh, hahaha,” Oh
God, I’m an idiot. “No…it’s nothing, I was just…hanging around at
home, doing nothing.”

“Is that so?” his voice turned low again.
“Well, that invite still stands. I bet the boys would love some
company right now.”

“And you?” I asked boldly.

“Me too, of course,” he said, then paused.
“So, what are you wearing?”

“Uhmm well,” I looked down. “I just got home
from a date, and I’m wearing this black dress.”
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