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CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      ATHENA

      “No,” I mumbled to myself, pacing around in our kitchen and shaking my head. The mahogany hardwood was cold underneath my feet, and the low hum of our central heat did nothing to calm my racing heart. I crossed my arms over my chest to hide my taut nipples. “It can’t be Charlie. I … I can’t believe it.”

      No way was my best friend an adult entertainer.

      Heat swelled in my core, and I gripped the kitchen island until my knuckles turned white. He was the definition of puppy dog with big blue eyes—the nicest, sweetest man I had ever met. He’d help me with anything I asked, and he wasn’t one of those rich snobs just because he had come from a wealthy East Coast family.

      I squeezed my eyes closed, replaying the moment last night when I had realized that the man I had been gawking at for months now was not only my best friend, but also my roommate.

      What was I thinking?!

      When I recognized his room in the background, I should’ve closed the tab immediately. But instead, I rewatched every single one of his videos to make sure that it was really him. Charlie never showed his face, but I knew his body too well. Those tattoos and his scar.

      I even paid him to grunt and growl my name last night because I wanted to hear it so badly. He had said my name many times before in person, so softly spoken, but last night, it had been fucking wild, rowdy.

      “Morning.” Charlie yawned from the doorway with his sun-kissed skin, light blonde almost-white hair, and sculpted muscles taunting me.

      After leaping up in surprise, I twirled around and backed up into the counter. He rubbed his eyes the way he did every morning when he woke up, tired from staying up all night.

      “Morning,” I squeaked and hurried past him.

      “What’s wrong?” he asked almost immediately, catching my wrist before I could escape.

      When he turned me around, another squeal left my mouth. I held my hands over my chest to hide my aching nipples and attempted to come up with an excuse. Any excuse. Something that would be believable at the very least!

      “Um … nothing. Why?”

      His gaze dropped down to my hand-covered chest, and then he lifted it back up to mine, his jaw twitching. God, he was screaming all kinds of trouble this morning!

      He gently tightened his grip on my wrist. “What’s wrong, Athena?”

      I needed to get out of here. Now!

      “Nothing!” I exclaimed and hurried toward the door. “Nothing at all.”

      “Come on, Athie.” Before I could make it three feet past him, he wrapped his hand around the nape of my neck and gently tugged me backward against his muscular body. “I know you. You can tell me if something’s⁠—”

      “I think I forgot something, um …” My gaze snapped around the hall. “In my room!”

      After escaping his grasp for good, I sprinted past him and down the hall to my bedroom. What was wrong with me this morning? Why couldn’t I get my-damn-self together around him? I had touched myself one too many times to his videos, but I had never reacted like this …

      Maybe it was because he’d said my name last night. Or that I now knew it was him.

      Once I reached my room, I slammed the door and ran to my computer because my dumb ass had fallen asleep to his videos, and I realized that I had never closed the tabs. I whipped my fingertips along my touchpad to turn it on.

      The screen glowed, and my favorite video of Charlie’s lit up.

      Fuck, what is wrong with me?! Why didn’t I close all these tabs?!

      “Can I come in?” Charlie asked while opening my bedroom door, his blue eyes huge.

      I snapped my laptop shut and stood in front of the computer. “U-um … ye—no.”

      He walked into the room anyway with a smile so soft that I couldn’t believe the man I had watched last night was really him. There was no way in fucking hell that it was him. The man in the video was vicious, dark, filthy-mouthed, and … loved choking.

      The Charlie I knew apologized if he accidentally bumped into me.

      “Fuck,” I whispered, nipples aching.

      “What is it, Athena?” he asked, moving closer to me. “Sierra, Heather, and Sun aren’t supposed to be over for another hour or so, right? We have time. You can tell me what happened. Why are you acting so weird?”

      “I can’t,” I whispered, heart pounding the closer he came.

      “Why not? Did something happen at the bar last night?”

      “No.”

      He grimaced and looked past me at the laptop. “Is it something on your computer?”

      “No!”

      My quick and rushed response did nothing to convince him. Actually, the opposite happened as he stepped past me and grabbed the laptop from behind my back. “I swear, if someone is harassing⁠—”

      “Wait! Don’t open th⁠—”

      Before I could reach for it, he opened my laptop. The video of him pounding his cock into another woman’s throat, slapping her tits, and spitting on her face began playing on full blast because my earbuds weren’t connected anymore and I hadn’t gotten a chance to close all the damn tabs!

      “It’s not what it looks like!” I shrieked, slamming the laptop shut. “I’m sorry! I’m so sorry!”

      We were best fucking friends, and I had been touching myself to him, thinking about how it’d feel if I were the one he was face-fucking like that. It was exactly how it looked, and I felt so guilty for it.

      I turned my head and averted my gaze, my chest and face suddenly burning. “I’m so sorry. I found it online, and I … I knew it was you. You have the same tattoos, the same scar on your finger. And I …”

      Oh God! This was going to ruin our entire friendship!

      Seven years down the drain.

      Suddenly, he wrapped his hand around my throat and pinned me to the nearest wall. I sucked in a breath and stared up into his dark eyes, my heart pounding inside my chest and my pussy clenching.

      “You what?” he growled. “Found out it was me and decided to touch yourself to it?”

      While I opened my mouth to protest, only a whimper escaped my throat.

      A low, deep chuckle rumbled from his body, and then he drew the pad of his thumb across my lower lip. The submissive in me sucked in another breath and stared up at him, waiting, anticipating his next move.

      “If you wanted me to treat you like a dirty little fuckdoll all this time, you could’ve said so,” he said, slipping his thumb between my lips and watching as I sucked on it. He cursed under his breath, his gaze hazy.

      “I’m sorry,” I whispered, sucking on it harder. “I’m sorry. I couldn’t stop myself.”

      “Fucking hell,” he snarled, shoving me to my feet.

      I landed on my knees, my pussy aching and desperate, and I stared up at him through wide eyes. He reached down and pinched my hardened nipples through my tank top, tugging them as hard as he could.

      “It was you last night who paid me to moan your name, wasn’t it?”

      “N-no.”

      He pulled on my nipples harder. “Don’t fucking lie to me.”

      “Yes, it was,” I cried. “It was me!”

      He released my tits and slid his hands up to my jaw, shoving his fingers into my mouth to wet them, drawing them all across my face, lightly tapping my cheek, as if to test what I really liked, how far I really wanted to go with him.

      “That’s what I thought. Now be a good girl for me and open your mouth.”
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      ATHENA

      When I obeyed my best friend’s demand, Charlie shoved four fingers back into me and toward the back of my throat, making me gag on him. He wiggled them around, testing me, preparing me for his huge cock.

      “Are you going to be a good girl for Daddy?” he hummed, thrusting his fingers in and out of my throat.

      Spit and drool rolled down my chin and onto my tank top, which barely even hid my small tits anymore.

      “Mmhmm,” I said, drooling and choking on his fingers.

      “What was that?”

      “Mmhmm!”

      He grabbed a fistful of my hair at the top of my head and bobbed it back and forth, forcing me to choke myself on his fingers. “Nodding for me, sweetheart.” He pounded them faster into my mouth. “Keep going, baby. Get that throat ready for me.”

      When he finally pulled my head back, I collapsed onto my hands, coughing and spitting up drool. He pulled my head back by my hair and undid the string of his gray sweats with his free hand. My pussy tightened, heat exploding throughout my core.

      I grabbed his waistband and yanked his pants down to his ankles as he gripped his huge cock in his hand, pre-cum already dribbling off the head. Another wave of pleasure rushed through me, and I pressed my thighs together.

      This is wrong, but I can’t stop.

      Before he could growl another word, I wrapped my hands around the base and pulled him closer, moving my mouth around his dick and dragging my tongue across his head, thrusting him inside me.

      “I’ve been waiting to fuck you like this for years,” he grunted. “Fucking years, Athie.”

      After I slowly took him inside me twice, he tightened his grip on my hair so I couldn’t move and then pounded himself deep into my throat. I choked and gagged on him, but he refused to stop and even went so far as to thrust himself deep enough so my lips were pressed against his pelvis as he pinched my nose closed.

      I placed my hands on his thighs, air restricted, and attempted to pull back.

      But again, he refused to let me move.

      “Touch yourself,” he growled. “Rub that aching pussy for me.”

      Through teary eyes, I stared up at him and thrust a hand between my legs, rubbing my clit in torturous little circles. I opened my mouth wider, both to breathe and to moan, but he plugged me up with his balls.

      He wrapped my red hair around my throat and used it to choke me. “Every fucking time I’m with someone else, I imagine it’s you that I’m ruining.”

      I rubbed my pussy faster, the ecstacy exploding through my core. One more moment passed, and then he released his hold on me. I collapsed onto my back, my legs too weak to hold me up as ecstasy rushed through my body.

      This was what he probably told all the girls before he started recording, but to me, the words sounded so special. Maybe it was because I had waited for this day for so long, but had been so nervous to make the first move.

      “F-fuck!” I cried. “Oh my G-G-God!”

      He dropped between my thighs, yanked off my shorts, and thrust his fingers into my aching cunt. I pulsed tightly around him, the pleasure still pumping out of me. I cried out when he drew his fingers in a come-hither motion against my G-spot.

      “Spread your legs wider,” he ordered.

      I spread them wider and watched impatiently as he moved between them, dragging his hands up and down my bare thighs, like he had wanted to touch me like this for so long, like he wanted to savor it.

      Instead of plunging himself inside me, he rubbed my clit with the head of his dick. I reached toward him and clutched his thighs with my fingers, my pussy tightening even harder.

      “Please,” I begged. “Please, fuck m⁠—”

      Before I could get another word out, he shoved himself into me. My body jerked up into the air, my back arching. I spazzed out around him until he finally leaned forward, placed his forearms on either side of my head, and then kissed me.

      When his lips met mine, he slammed himself into me as fast and hard as he could. His kiss was soft, but his thrusts were brutal. I parted my lips, allowing for him to slip his tongue into my mouth, and tightened around him, wanting to blurt out all the feelings I had for him.

      But I couldn’t get myself to do it.

      After all, this was happening because I’d found out his dirty secret. Not because he liked me.

      “Where do you want it?” he murmured after ten minutes of orgasm after orgasm.

      If I told him that I wanted him to dump his load inside my pussy, he’d laugh right in my face. I had never once seen him come inside anyone’s pussy before, only ever on their faces and very rarely down their throats.

      “Please, don’t stop,” I cried instead, dragging my nails down his back. “Please!”

      “Where do you fucking want it, you dirty little whore?”

      I tightened my pussy around him and pretended like I hadn’t heard.

      He chuckled darkly. “Your pussy got all tight, Athie. You want it inside you?”

      My cheeks flushed, and I tried to hide my face in the crook of his shoulder because I was so embarrassed. There was no doubt in my mind that he would pull out. I was just another girl to him, someone he could get off to, just his friend.

      “I’m going to make you fucking say it one way or another, so you’d better start talking.”

      “Charlie,” I whispered.

      He smacked my cheek. “Where do you want it?”

      No response.

      Smack.

      “Where do you want it?”

      Still nothing.

      Smack.

      “Where do you fucking wan⁠—”

      “Inside me, please!” I cried, unable to stop myself.

      My body was doing all kinds of betraying me today. He shouldn’t even be inside me right now, so I shouldn’t care. But I felt so wrong, so dirty. Charlie was my best friend, my best fucking friend whose cock was now plunged deep into my cunt.

      “Please,” I cried. Begged. “Please, Charlie!”

      His thrusts became even quicker. He wrapped his arms underneath my shoulders and grasped them, pulling me toward him with every thrust. “I’ve never come inside a woman,” he growled, voice husky in my ear.

      “I-I know,” I cried out, about to explode again. “I’m sorry for asking. Y-you don’t ha⁠—”

      Before I could finish my sentence, he slammed his cock deep into my pussy and grunted. He stilled for a couple of moments, not pulling out as his dick twitched inside me, and then he shoved his cum even deeper.

      “Charlie!” I cried, coming all over him.

      Through hazy eyes, he watched me come down from my fifth orgasm of the morning. And only then did he pull out of my pussy, spreading my legs and admiring his cum dripping out of my pulsing hole.

      “Charlie,” I whispered, sitting up on my forearms.

      My heart pounded inside my chest as my gaze dropped to his cum drooling onto the rug underneath us. I went to stand, to wipe it all out of me because this wasn’t right. We were best friends.

      But he caught me and shoved his fingers into my cunt, pushing his cum back inside me. “Mine,” he growled. “This pussy is now mine, Athie.”
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      CHARLIE

      Athie tightened around my fingers, her pussy gripping on to me like she didn’t want me to pull out, and curled her fingers against my biceps. Her legs started shaking even more violently, and her pretty, full lips parted.

      “Ch-Ch-Charlie,” she whispered. “I-I’m going to⁠—”

      “Athena!” Heather, Athena’s friend, shouted from the living room. She must’ve had a key.

      Athena widened her eyes and snatched my wrist. “Shit! Why are they here so⁠—”

      Instead of stopping, I continued to curl my finger over her G-spot, massaging it to make my girl feel good. I had been waiting for this moment since I’d met Athie years ago, and I wasn’t going to let her leave this room without satisfying her.

      “Charlie,” she whispered. “You have to stop! They’re here!”

      I rested my forehead on hers and curled my fingers faster, loving the way that her little pussy gripped me. She pushed at my hand and bit down on her bottom lip, small little whimpers escaping her mouth.

      “Athena, where are you?” Heather shouted.

      “I’ll be out in a … in a minute!” Athena yelled back. “I’m ch-changing!”

      “Look at you,” I murmured against her lips. “I bet that pressure in your core is too much for my pretty girl.” I peppered kisses down her jaw, then down the column of her neck, finding her soft spot. “It’s okay. Let it all out, baby,” I cooed.

      When her entire body arched hard up into me, I pressed my mouth against hers. She moaned softly against my lips, her arms convulsing and her pussy clenching and unclenching around my fingers. I pushed my cum deeper inside her.

      She might’ve been on birth control, but I knew she forgot to take it some days.

      And, God, the thought of Athie carrying our child …

      “Fuck,” I growled into her mouth.

      I could never—ever—say that aloud to her, but it made me hard again.

      Once she finally came down from her orgasm, she lay back on the rug and stared up at the ceiling, her long red hair sprawled all around her. I grabbed my pants, heart pounding inside my chest.

      Did that really just … happen?

      “Damn, you’re taking a long time,” Heather said from the hallway, approaching the room.

      After quickly tugging up on my pants, I grabbed a basket of laundry that Athena had in the corner of her room and slipped out the door before Heather had a chance to barge in and see Athena naked on the bed.

      I bumped into her with the basket of laundry between us. “Sorry, didn’t see you there.”

      “What are you doing in Athena’s room?” Heather asked, wiggling her brows at me while Athena’s other friends, Sierra and Sun, looked over from the couch in the living room.

      “Grabbing her clothes to start a load of laundry,” I said, tilting my head and lifting the basket full of clothes. I flashed her a believable and innocent smile—the same one I had given Athena countless times after I jerked off while streaming, thinking about her.

      “Mmhmm,” Heather hummed, walking to the kitchen to grab a bowl for the popcorn she had already started popping in the microwave.

      Sierra and Sun returned to searching Netflix for movies that they wanted to watch.

      I headed past them to the laundry room and shut the door behind me, dumping the basket on the floor and leaning back against the wall. While my dick had been hard a couple of moments ago, it had softened, but the front of my pants was wet from the last few drops of cum.

      Fuck, I can’t believe what I just did.

      Before shoving Athena’s clothes into the washer, I found a pair of her pink panties.

      They were dirty, but I couldn’t get the thought of Athena wearing these last night when she had watched me moan her name and jerk my dick to one of her many pictures that we had taken together over the years.

      Would this ruin our friendship? I didn’t know. That depended on Athie.

      I didn’t want to ruin our friendship, but I couldn’t control myself after I found out that she had been watching me perform. It hadn’t only been one video either. She had several tabs open to my account. She had paid me to moan her name last night.

      She was a regular too. I recognized her username.

      All this fucking time, if I had known that was how she liked being treated, if I had known that she liked me—even in the slightest way—like that, it would’ve been her that I was bending over the bed to fuck. I wouldn’t have even started porn.

      But I had needed a way to get out all my sexual frustration from being around her.

      When I walked out of the laundry room, Athena glanced over at me from the couch. Her cheeks flamed a bright red, almost as bright as her hair, and she quickly averted her gaze to the screen, where a movie started playing.

      My phone buzzed in my pocket.

      Nadia: When are we meeting up next week to film? [image: winking face with tongue]

      Nadia: I’ve been waiting for so long. xx

      I sucked in a sharp breath, glanced back at Athena—who shifted on the couch, a strand of her hair falling into her soft face—and slipped my phone into my pocket without responding.

      Nadia and I had been planning to film together for months. Everyone had asked me to film a scene with her, and apparently, her followers were excited to see her get face-fucked too.

      But—my stomach turned—I don’t know.

      “You girls want anything while I’m out?” I shouted from the kitchen.

      “No,” Sierra said.

      “No, thanks,” Sun said quietly.

      “Nah,” Heather said.

      Athena continued to stare at the screen and swallowed hard. From here, I could tell she wasn’t paying attention to the movie at all. She had heard what I said, but decided to ignore me because her friends always poked fun at how close we were.

      I opened the door. “Athena?”

      “I’m good,” she said, her voice shaky. “Full.”

      A low, possessive growl escaped my throat, but I slipped out the door before any of the girls could hear it. Full of my cum.

      She hadn’t had a chance to clean herself off before her friends stopped over. She was covered in sex.

      After stepping into the elevator, I hit the bottom button for the parking garage. My phone buzzed again in my pocket, and I knew it was Nadia. She was way too needy for my liking, but we had already signed a contract together for this film.

      I blew out a low breath and leaned against the back elevator wall. I needed a drink.

      And the best place for one of those in Pittsburgh was Club Radiant. Besides, I was sure that Steven and Hector Patton could give me some advice on this sudden change of events that was quickly unfolding.
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      ATHENA

      Three hours after Charlie left, we had watched one and a half movies for our weekly girls’ day, and I hadn’t stopped thinking about everything that had happened this morning.

      Was this real life?! What were we? Did he have feeling⁠—

      Suddenly, Sierra paused the really bad horror movie we were watching.

      “Did something happen with Charlie?” Heather asked, smirking at me.

      “No!” I exclaimed, tugging the pillow to my chest. “Why do you think that?”

      Thank God my hair is long enough to cover the marks he left on my body!

      “You’re acting kinda weird,” Sierra said.

      “Am I?” I asked—definitely suspiciously.

      Think, Athena! Come up with some type of an excuse.

      “And what are these?!” Heather exclaimed, pushing my hair over my shoulder and staring with wide eyes at the hickeys that Charlie had left all over me.

      I’d thought I was way past the age of getting hickeys, but …

      Charlie had transformed into a wild animal a couple of hours ago, claiming me in ways that no other man ever had. Deep down, I secretly loved that he had left marks on my body and come inside of me when he never did that to any other girl—at least in his videos.

      But it was going to be a bit hard to explain because I didn’t want them to think we were something when we weren’t.

      I wasn’t sure what Charlie thought we were after that. Did he still want to be friends? Friends with benefits?

      I didn’t want to lose him.

      “I, um …” I started, my throat closing. “They’re from …”

      “Charlie?” Sun smirked.

      “No!”

      “Are you seeing Charlie?!” Heather squealed. “I knew it! We’ve been⁠—”

      “These aren’t from Charlie,” I said quickly so she wouldn’t come up with this entire scenario in her head.

      It’d probably meant nothing to him. He slept with so many girls anyway. I was just another one.

      “Then who are they from?”

      “His brother,” I blurted out without thinking about the consequences.

      As soon as the words left my mouth, everyone suddenly became quiet. I opened and closed my mouth a handful of times, trying to find a better excuse, but I literally couldn’t think of anyone else who’d be acceptable.

      Who else could I say?

      “Derek?” Sierra asked as the front door opened.

      “Did someone say Derek?” Charlie asked, holding cheesecake from my favorite bakery, Doughburgh. He placed the cheesecake on the counter and glanced at me. “Did he stop over?”

      “No,” I said, turning my gaze away and cursing to myself.

      Why the hell did I say Derek and literally not anyone else?!

      “Oh.” Heather giggled. “Athena was just telling us about last night.”

      I glared at the side of her head for bringing him up, but this was my fault.

      “And my brother came up?” Charlie asked from the kitchen, unboxing the cheesecake.

      “Yeah,” I mumbled, sinking deeper into the couch. “Somehow.”

      “Apparently, he came over,” Sierra teased, bumping her shoulder with mine.

      Fuck! God, Charlie is going to hate me after this!

      In the reflection of the TV screen, I spotted Charlie pausing mid-cut. I gulped and hoped that he would drop it and return to his normal bubbly self. I really didn’t want him asking any more questions that I couldn’t answer.

      “Who wants cheesecake?” Charlie asked after a second. When the girls didn’t say much, he placed two big slabs on plates, walked over to us, and handed me one. Charlie plopped down beside me. “What are we watching?”

      Heather yawned and stood. “We were watching this horror thing, but it got kinda boring.”

      “Anyway, Steven is waiting for me. We’re supposed to go to dinner tonight,” Sierra said.

      I followed them toward the door.

      Heather placed her hands on Sun’s shoulders and squeezed. “And someone has a date tonight with a certain couple at Radiant! I’m going to help her get ready for it. A, you wanna come with us?”

      I swallowed hard and looked at Charlie sitting on the couch, his fork sliding into the cheesecake to break off a piece. To anyone else, he looked like the fun, calm, and collected Charlie that everyone loved.

      But he was gripping his fork a bit too roughly.

      “I’m going to stay here,” I said, beaming at Sun. “But have fun. I want all the details!”

      Sun blushed and hid her face in Heather’s shoulder. “You don’t have to tell everyone.”

      “Yes, I do,” Heather said. “This is your first relationship. And with a married couple!”

      Sierra giggled. “A married couple?”

      “Sun snagged literally the two hottest people who attend Radiant,” Heather said.

      “I’m jealous,” I played along, but it only seemed to make Charlie grip the fork harder.

      Heather looped her arm around Sun’s and dragged her to the door with Sierra hot on their heels while trying to tug on her winter coat.

      “We’ll see you later!” Heather called.

      Then, the door swung closed.

      I sucked in a sharp breath, unsure of what to say to Charlie. Talking about Derek—insinuating anything with Derek—really was going to screw me, if it hadn’t already.

      A moment later, Charlie’s arm came around my shoulders, and he plunged his forkful of cheesecake into my mouth, the way he usually did whenever we had some dessert.

      “How is it?” he asked, his upbeat self.

      Though I could tell that he felt bothered.

      I chewed and swallowed. “It’s good.”

      “Want another?”

      “No,” I whispered, peering back at him. “Are we going to talk about it?”

      “Talk about what?” Charlie asked.

      “You know,” I said, shifting my weight from side to side.

      Hell, I didn’t know whether I was talking about earlier today or Derek anymore.

      “Is my cum still buried deep in that pussy?” Charlie hummed.

      My entire body suddenly felt like it was in flames. I crossed my arms over my chest and shuffled my feet together, my thighs grinding in the process. “Charlie, I … you …” My nipples hardened underneath my shirt, and then I finally breathed out a, “Y … es.”

      “Then I don’t think we have anything to talk about.” Charlie moved closer to me until his hardening cock was pressed against my right hip. He snaked a hand around the front of my throat and pulled me closer until his mouth pressed against my ear. “You’re mine. Understand?”

      I stared up at his piercing blue eyes and nodded.

      He slowly drew his thumb across my lower lip, then popped it into my mouth. “Say it.”

      “I’m yours,” I mumbled against his thumb.

      “I own you now, Athie.”

      Heat rushed to my core, and I pressed my thighs together to suppress the ache between them. “Yes.”

      “Good girl,” he said, gaze shifting from my eyes to my mouth and then back to my eyes. He took off my top, then my bottoms, then continued, “Now get on your knees, open your mouth, and ask Daddy to give you his cock.”
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      ATHENA

      Without hesitation, I dropped to my knees. I didn’t know how he did it, but Charlie had a pull so freaking strong over me that if he asked me to do anything, then I probably would without questioning him.

      My pussy was gushing in anticipation, and I peered up at him. “Give me your cock.”

      He reached into his pants and pulled up on his dick so I watched the outline move up and up toward his waistband, until his veiny cock popped out. “So demanding, baby. Ask politely for it.”

      “Please, can I have it?”

      “Where do you want it?”

      “Anywhere,” I breathed. “I just need you inside me … badly.”

      Once he laced his fingers into my hair, the heel of his hand on the top of my forehead, he pulled my head back and placed the head of his cock on my lips. When I went to suck it into my mouth, he pulled it back and clicked his tongue.
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