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  This is dedicated to my husband who has supported me every step of the way. To my parents and sister who put up with my over-flowing room full of books and supported my dream to be a writer. To my cousin who kicked my butt every day to make sure I got the words on the page.


  



  


  NAUGHTY HOUSE GUEST


  


  Jason placed the drugged mug of coffee in front of Candace and held his breath. He didn't know when he'd decided to help her naturally high libido along but he guessed it was while Grant had been fucking her last week. During their marriage she initiated sex almost every day, more than once a day. He could count on one hand how many times he'd initiated. The thought that he wasn't satisfying her sexually had left him even less confident. But "saving" her from the guy in the bar and then watching her with Grant made him feel like a warrior. All of his protective and sexual instincts kicked in and he wanted to save her then claim her.


  The natural aphrodisiac he'd been slipping into her coffee every morning made it more likely she would continue to agree to sleep with other men. And today he would be out of the house before his foster brother got up, giving the pair lots of time alone together. Would she flirt with him? He wished he'd thought to put cameras up in the house so he could watch while he was at work. But the main event would happen that night. He'd purposely kept the time from her so she would be more natural in her shock, surprise and submission.


  "Thanks, honey," she said, picking up the coffee and taking a sip.


  He kissed her on the lips. "Have a great day. See you guys at the restaurant for dinner."


  She nodded. He noted her nipples poking against her thin t-shirt. Her hair, still in disarray from sleep, tumbled over her shoulders in a golden wave. The skimpy shorts she usually wore to bed rode up her thighs, exposing all of her legs. Such an inviting picture, he wished he could skip work and go right to the sex but work needed him and Marcello wasn't usually a morning love machine. At least not that he remembered from all the stories Marcello had told him over the years.


  She hopped off the chair and walked him to the door. It was their usual morning routine but today was different. With the door open, she leaned in, kissed him on the cheek and grabbed his ass. He grinned.


  "Have a great day, honey."


  ***


  Candace sat at the kitchen island sipping her coffee, absently flipping through a newspaper. Her whole body tingled with anticipation. She still had no idea if tonight would be the night she finally got to have sex with Marcello. He'd been staying with them for two days now. Every time she looked at him her cheeks flushed, her clit throbbed and she had to change her panties because they were so wet with wanting.


  A shuffling sound from the hallway brought the throbbing back. She sat up straighter on the stool. Her nipples ached. She glanced down at her attire and cringed. Her nipples, hard peaks, poked against her thin shirt. Her shorts barely covered the essentials. Whenever they had company she put on more modest pajamas in case someone saw her. Why hadn't she done that last night? Or after Jason had left for work? When Marcello stepped into the kitchen and perused her body appreciatively she knew the answer.


  "Morning," he said. A smile revealed the dimple in his right cheek.


  "Morning. Did you sleep well?"
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