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            Chapter 1

          

          Arranged

        

      

    

    
      James Sullivan was my father’s right-hand man and his fixer. I suspect maybe even a hitman, although he’d deny it to his grave. He’d been born in Dublin but lived here in New York as far back as I could remember and yet somehow at the age of 37, his immigration status was called into question. My father, Bruce Lynch, a notorious gangster, suspected one of his enemies was responsible for trying to get James deported and there was no way he was going to let that happen- James was like a son to him. I was like a daughter to him, when it was convenient and in this scenario, I became very convenient. 

      “Lucy, you have to marry James. If you marry him, they can’t deport him. It won’t even look suspicious- you’ve known him for years and he’s always around you.” My father sat across from me at the dinner table and barked out his command. It might have been sounded like a request, but it was definitely a command. 

      “Daddy! I’m 19 years old! James is almost twice my age! How can you expect me to marry him? We’re always fighting!” James Sullivan was the most handsome man I had ever met in real life, and I’d wanted to lose my virginity to him ever since I found out I had one to lose. But there’s a difference between sex and marriage and there was no way I was going to give in so easily. Where’s the fun in that? 

      “Well, I’ll tell him to stop fighting with you. I’m sure you start at least half of them, Lucinda. You’re very contrary.” He wagged his finger at me. 

      “Daddy! I am not!” I start almost EVERY fight, but it’s all part of the dance and I get such a kick out of making him crazy. He loves it, I know he does. 

      “Besides, I can’t believe he’d agree to this—doesn’t he have any pride?” 

      “Yes, I do and I’ve told your father I don’t want to marry you if you’re not willing.” James walked in at just the right moment. He always had such impeccable timing. 

      “She’s willing, aren’t you Lucy?” Daddy was such a bully. 

      “For how long? You promised me I could go live in Paris when I turned 20 and I’m 19 now. How long do I have to stay married?” I was in full tantrum mode, never mind that I was already wet thinking about the wedding night. 

      “4 or 5 years at least—I get a green card in about 8 months and then after 3 years I can apply for citizenship.” James glared at me. He was so fucking hot. His incredible body, his black hair, blue eyes, the Irish accent and that bulge in his pants that sometimes made an appearance when we were fighting all came together to make one hell of a specimen of male beauty.  One thing he was not, was remotely deferential for someone asking such a huge favor. He could stand to kiss just a tiny spot on my ass, just this once. 

      “What? What about Paris? Daddy? You promised!” I needed something to bargain with and the more I milked it the better. 

      “You can go visit regularly, I’ll pay for your trips and your fancy hotels and after the 5 years I’ll buy you a place there, I promise.” Daddy must have been desperate to be handing over so much. James cocked his head to one side when he saw me start to smile. I was afraid he was catching on. 

      “Fine, but this is in name only, right? We don’t have to have sex or anything, do we?” I pouted and tapped my fingers on the table. I was dying to have sex with him, but I couldn’t admit it. 

      James furrowed his brow and scowled. “Of course, we have to have sex- it’s not legal until we do. And how do you expect to be married for 5 years without having sex?” 

      “No one will know if we have sex with each other! And we can still have sex with other people. This is a sham marriage anyway.” I gazed into his icy blue eyes and shook my head smugly, imagining him without his suit. Pretty soon he was going to be all mine. Every inch of that 6’4 body was going to be the property of Lucinda Margaret Lynch.  

      “We’ll be married. You’re not having sex with other people. You’ll be having sex with me!” He huffed and his sexy lip curled in defiance. 

      “Daddy! Jimmy wants to have sex with me!” I stood and pointed at James while screaming at my father. I stifled a laugh as I stomped my foot and left my father speechless. 

      James narrowed his eyes and clenched his teeth. “I’ve told you a million times not to call me Jimmy.” He was so fucking sexy when he was angry. 

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      We were engaged for two weeks during which time my father arranged for us to have a small Catholic ceremony to make it look as authentic as possible. That should have been my first clue that Jimmy had long term intentions- he was super Catholic, and his mother was flying in all the way from Dublin! How was the good Catholic going to explain to Ma Sullivan that he and I were getting divorced in 5 years? When I asked him at our rehearsal dinner, he looked at me like I was insane. 

      “Jesus, no. It would break her heart if she knew I was getting married with the intention of getting divorced.” He shook his head, like I was crazy one. 

      “Then why are we getting married in the church? Why not marry me at City Hall? That way you can still marry in the church when you marry your real wife?” I rolled my eyes and he stared at me in irritation. 

      “I won’t get married again. This is it. If you and I divorce, I would always think of you as my real wife- this is a sacrament and I wouldn’t feel right marrying anyone else.” His expression softened but that didn’t stop me from waving my hand to dismiss him. 

      “If we get divorced? We shall be divorcing and for the record, I’ll be remarrying and having children with someone else and feel just fine.” I chuckled sarcastically. 

      “Oh shut-up, Lucy.” He crossed his arms in annoyance and turned away. 

      I swear I did not want to make a big deal out of the wedding, but since we were getting married in a church and Daddy had invited all of his “business associates” and flown in Jimmy’s family from Dublin and Cork, plus all the Lynches from Galway, I HAD to get a nice dress. My Aunt Maureen helped me shop since I’d lost my Mom years ago and because Daddy was paying for everything— we hit the couture on 5th Avenue. I looked divine and had no qualms about wearing white. After all, I was still showroom new, so to speak.  Just before the ceremony, James came to visit me in the bride’s room. Because we weren’t supposed to see each other and we had enough bad luck weighing on us, we spoke through a cracked door. 

      “Lucy?” For once, his voice sounded gentle and sweet. 

      “Hi, James.” I didn’t know what to say. Now that the hour was upon me, I was considering bolting. Maybe he sensed it. This wasn’t how I pictured my wedding day. Sure, I found him attractive, but I wasn’t in love with him and he wasn’t in love with me.  

      “I just wanted to thank you Lucy. I know what this means and how sacred marriage should be. You should know I would not have agreed to this with just anyone.” He shoved his hand in the crack of the door to reach out for mine. 

      I touched his fingers and held tightly to his pinky. “James? Where are we going tonight?” 

      “We have a room at The Plaza then we’re going to the Poconos for a week.” He laughed when he said it, knowing what my reaction would be. 

      “Oh my God, the Poconos! How did you know? Did you get one of those places with the champagne glass hot tubs?!” I jumped up and down. They were so cheesy but to my virginal 19-year old brain, I thought they were the coolest things ever. 

      “Lucy! You never shut up about the stupid Poconos. Every time someone gets married, you comment on how they should have gone to the Poconos and gotten one of those champagne glass hot tubs. Incidentally, those places are not very nice, so we’re only staying there one night and then we’re booked in a much nicer place by the lake the rest of the week.” He gripped my hand tighter, checking in to see if I was happy. 

      “Aww, you were listening.” I squeezed his finger and choked up a bit. 

      “Are you okay about tonight? We probably should have spent more time together by ourselves. You’re not nervous, are you?” He sounded nervous. 

      “Are you implying I’m a virgin? You don’t know that for sure.” I teased. 

      “Yes, I do. It’s my job to know exactly what you do at all hours of the day and unless you were having sex during school hours at your all-girl Catholic school-- yes you are.” He laughed at me. 

      “I’m sure I’ll be fine. You don’t seem so scary.”  

      “No, not yet. But just wait.” He caressed my hand then made his fist into a claw, pretending to strike at me and making me giggle. God, I was getting wetter by the second. How the hell was I going to last through the ceremony and reception? 

      “I’ll see you at the altar Miss Lynch, do not keep me waiting.” 

       

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          Married

        

      

    

    
      If he hadn’t looked so gorgeous in his black tuxedo, I might have found a reason to run, but there was no way I was not going to race down the aisle and claim that man as mine. As I walked to him on my father’s arm, his striking blue eyes remained fixed on me the entire way. When I smiled at him, he returned it and walked down the altar steps to take me from Daddy.  

      “You look beautiful, Lucy.” His face looked flushed and his palm felt sweaty. 

      “You look really handsome. Are you nervous?” If he was nervous, then maybe I should be too. 

      “Not at all, I just can’t wait to be alone with you.” He was turned on and the lustful looks he gave me throughout the ceremony brought my arousal to a whole new level. It seemed odd this should be happening. We hated each other or we’d always acted like we did. Plus, we were an arranged marriage—why were we so hot and bothered during our wedding mass?  

      The damn reception was torture for both of us. We held hands through it all, touching, petting and fondling whatever we could. While we ate dinner, he put my hand on his crotch and made me feel how hard I made him. And his hardness was not what turned me on the most. James was huge. No, more than huge, he was once in a blue moon massive. Feeling his stiff bulge creep down into his pant leg, I stroked it gently and crossed my legs, feeling the moisture pool into my panties. He stared at me as he struggled to control his breath. 

      “Maybe we should get going.” He removed my hand and held it tightly. “We’ve danced, we’ve cut the cake, we’ve listened to toasts, you’ve tossed your bouquet- we need to leave.” 

      “Yeah, we should go.” I stood and led him over to my father. “Daddy, I’m exhausted and I’m feeling sick. We’re going to say goodnight now.” 

      “So soon? Well, if you don’t feel good. James is going with you, yes? It wouldn’t look right if he didn’t.” Daddy was so behind. 

      James answered for me. “I’m tired too. It’s been a long day for both of us. We’ll say goodbye to family and sneak out. Thank you for everything, Bruce.” 

      “Of course, please take good care of my Lucy. Good night, sweetheart. I owe you big time.” He kissed me on the cheek, and I winked at James. 

      “He owes you, really? You were dying to marry me.” He smirked as we made our way through the crowd and then finally out to the limo. 

      “You sir, couldn’t wait to get your pervy Irish mitts on this sweet piece of ass and you know it.” I laughed as I wormed by way into the back seat with my big petticoat. The dress was giving me so much trouble I didn’t see him pounce as soon as the door closed. 

      “Yes, this perverted Irishman is going to take full advantage of his husbandly rights and break in this sweet piece ass all night.” After carrying me over to his lap, he snaked his fingers through my hair and brought my mouth down to his. Licking my lips and grazing his mouth against mine, I whimpered when he finally smothered me with his kiss. I moaned and squirmed as he pulled me tightly to him, caressing my waist then squeezing my breasts like I’d always imagined he would.  

      “You looked so beautiful walking down the aisle towards me, Lucy. You almost took my breath away.” He whispered in my ear as he nibbled and kissed my neck. That was such a perfect thing to say, I’d have to give him a blowjob. I just hoped I was good at it. 

      “Jimmy, I’m kind of scared.” It was a force of habit to give him a hard time. 

      “Please stop calling me Jimmy. Not even my mother calls me Jimmy, sweetheart.” He held my chin up to look in his eyes. “Do you do that just to make me mad?” 

      “Not really, it’s just I used to fantasize about you and in my fantasies, I always called you Jimmy.” That part was completely true. I fluttered my eyelashes at him coquettishly and pouted. 

      “I know what you’re doing. Those big eyes don’t work on me anymore, we’re married now- and is that true? Did you really fantasize about me?” He went back to kissing my neck. “You’re not really scared, are you?” 

      “I did and I am, James, you’re really big. You’re going to hurt me.” I moaned as he trailed slow kisses across my chest. 

      “No, I won’t hurt you.” 

      “Liar.” 

      “Fine, it might hurt some, but just the first time and I’ll make up for it. I promise.” He dipped his nose in my cleavage and was about to pull out a breast when the driver informed us we were near The Plaza. 

      “That’s enough for now, James. You’re getting way ahead of yourself.” I tucked my stray boob back into my strapless gown and fixed myself up before exiting the limo. 
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        * * *

      

      A small crowd in the elevator kept us from getting naughty, but once we were in our room, I felt the sudden urge to run away from him, certain that I was about to pay for all the times I’d frustrated the hell out of him. 

      “There’s no sense in running, Mrs. Sullivan, this room is not very big.” He undressed as he followed me into the bedroom. 

      “Mrs. Sullivan? I never said I was changing my name!” I laughed and turned around so he could unzip my dress. 

      Kissing my back as he pulled down my zipper, he threatened the vilest thing ever. “If you want this cock, you’ll change your name.” 

      With my mouth hanging open in shock, I looked up at him. “You would hold him hostage from me over something so silly?” 

      Smiling wickedly, he nodded. “How badly do you want him?” 

      “I can go without him, Mr. Sullivan. There are so many dicks out there, I’d never run out.” I dropped my dress and unlaced my corset. “But can you do without these? Did you know I was a 32D? No man has ever touched them, James.” He watched with hungry eyes as I tossed my lingerie to the floor and lowered my panties, unveiling my bare pussy to him for the first time. “And you already know you’re the first man to see her—but if you want to hold out, I can wait.” I walked away, giving him full view of my round ass and got maybe three steps before his huge hands grabbed my waist and threw me on the bed. 

      “You are changing your name Lucy and you’re not denying me anything.” As he pinned me down, he pulled off his undershirt, enveloping me in his scent and warmth. I felt overwhelmed with desire, he was so beautiful and masculine, all I wanted to do was surrender to his every whim. Bringing his hard body down on mine, his hands grasped mine tightly, squeezing them in his and stretching them high above my head. His lips gently grazed mine, making me reach up to feel their warmth. Licking and biting them softly, I whimpered in his arms waiting for his kiss while I wrapped my legs around his waist. He smiled at my eagerness, then forced his tongue in my mouth, drawing out a loud moan as his hands traveled down to my breasts. 

      “How do you like your new name?” He whispered as he took a rock-hard nipple into his mouth, suckling and pulling on it. 

      “I love it. It’s perfect.” I cooed into his wavy black hair, pulling it roughly as he latched on harder, driving my hips to jerk up into his abdomen. He had me right where he wanted me, but just for today. I promised myself I’d get back at him later. 

      “You’re so beautiful, Lucy. I can’t believe you’re really mine.” He shifted lower, taking hold of the curve of my waist and kissed my stomach. Spreading my thighs beneath him, I rose up to see what he was doing just in time to see him lower his head into my gushing slit. My heart raced as his tongue traced my lips, lapping up my juices as he dipped deep into my passage. He groaned as he ate me out, letting the vibrations of his voice add to the sensation of his lusty attention. I trembled and writhed as he held my legs tightly apart, licking and stabbing his tongue deep inside me, forcing my moans to escalate in sound and frequency as his enthusiasm grew. Desire rushed through me as the heat radiating from him made my skin feel hot and caused my needs to develop into a desperate aching. Just when I didn’t think I could stand another second, he latched on tightly to my clit and brought my climax tumbling forward out of control. 

      “James! Oh God! You’re going to make me cum!” Thrashing wildly, my back arched, and my pelvis bucked against his face as desire overtook all my senses. I felt insane with lust and overwhelmed with a hunger to feel him inside me. “James! Please, I need more, I need you.” 

      “You have me, Lucy.” Rising up, and moving over me, he brought his face close to mine, and gazed at me adoringly. “You have me, baby.” Gripping one hand tightly, he used the other to position his massive cock at my pussy before slowly thrusting his entire length inside me. 

      “James! Oh God, James!” I felt split open, stretched and invaded by his forceful intrusion, but when he ground his full lips into mine, kissing me passionately to muffle my cries, I surrendered lasciviously, opening my legs wider for him to penetrate me deeper. It was everything together. The smell of his skin, the warmth radiating from his body, the taste of his mouth on mine, his thick shaft inside me pummeling against my womb and the look in his lust-crazed eyes that drove me over the edge and made me scream with delight. I wrapped my legs high around his back and brought my hips up to meet each one of his vicious thrusts. My walls gripped him tightly and my clit was so engorged, the incessant stimulation from his giant dick brought my second climax on faster than I expected. 

      “James, oh James, I’m cumming again. I’m getting your big cock so wet.” I pulled his hair as my hips convulsed wildly against his and my pussy clenched his shaft so hard it began pushing him out. 

      “Lucy, you’re better than all my fantasies. You’re so tight, baby-- I’m getting close.” James groaned in my ear, nearing his release, but I wasn’t ready for him to finish yet. 

      “Hold on, please.” I pushed him off and straddled him, spearing my sore pussy on his long, fat dick. It was so perfect. I whimpered as it slammed into my cervix but reached back to grab his thighs to steady my ride. 

      Throwing my head back in a fit of euphoric ecstasy, I gyrated my hips and bounced with feral enthusiasm making James reach for my waist to steady me, closer to losing control.  

      Staring down at him, I smiled devilishly and grabbed his forearms. “Is this your pussy, baby?” 

      “You know it’s mine, it’s all mine.” He growled loudly and flipped me over, pushing my knees back to my shoulders and holding his cock all the way in. 

      “Then make it yours, James. Make this pussy yours.” I twisted with desire, rocking my pelvis up, sucking him in as he took long torturous strokes, gritting his teeth as he made me feel every throbbing inch of his incredible cock. I felt my limbs shake and my body explode as I writhed, jerked, trembled then gasped when waves of orgasmic pleasure washed over me. Feeling my pussy spasm tightly around his cock as I shuddered in a fit of lust, James finally lost all resolve and shot streams of creamy warm cum inside me. When he released my legs and wrapped his powerful arms around me, he chuckled lightly and kissed me. “God damn, Lucy, you’re fucking amazing.” 

      “How long will it take you to go again?” I gazed up at him, dead serious. 

      “What? Baby, you came three times, give me a couple of minutes.” His eyes grew wide with anxiety and he got up to make himself a drink. 

      Acting like I was annoyed, I went to start a bath. I’d just ceded so much power, I felt the need to emasculate him just a tiny bit or I was going to be whipped for the entirety of our short marriage. 

      James was on to me quickly. He strolled into the bathroom with an unbelievable erection while I sat soaking in the tub and called my bluff. 

      “I thought you wanted me to fuck you again?” He smirked and stood by the bath. His cock was huge, maybe 9 inches and looked uncomfortably thick, no wonder I was sore. Needing to buy myself some time, I remarked on something that I hadn’t noticed earlier. 

      “I just realized you’re not circumcised, how strange.” I held in my smile as I lathered up my tits. His smile faded fast. 

      “Most men aren’t, why is that strange?” He climbed into the tub and sat in the water, probably wanting to shield himself from further scrutiny. 

      “I’m sorry. I just thought the procedure was in fashion around the time you were born.” I rinsed off and started soaping up his chest and shoulders. He glared at me with immense irritation, but my boobs were in his face, so he cut me some slack. “I’m not complaining-- it’s just an observation. I like it.” I needed to backtrack now that I was getting wet again. 

      “Oh, do you?” He grabbed my forearm and pulled me closer to him. 

      “Yeah, with such a big dick, it kind of makes you look like a porn star.” I giggled and that was enough to snap him back into a horny mood. 

      “Are you having a good time, baby?” He brought me on to his lap and I snaked my arms around his neck. 

      “You know I am, but I’ve got plans for the Poconos, sir, special plans. We can’t have all the fun tonight.” I licked his Adam’s apple and nibbled on his neck. 

      “And what about tonight?” He squeezed my ass and lifted me out of the tub. 

      “Well, right now, I really want you to show me how to suck your cock. I’ve never done that before and I want to be good.” I kissed him as he walked faster towards the bedroom. 

      “You think you can handle it, Lucy Sullivan?” He tossed me on the bed and crawled up to feed it to me. Scrambling back on all fours, I crept up and took his dick in my hand. “I’m going to go by Lucy Lynch-Sullivan, Jimmy.” I saw him make a face as I slid almost half of his cock into my hot mouth, wetting it down with my saliva.  

      “Please don’t call me Jimmy, it’s like you’re here with someone else…” 

      “Oh God, Jimmy, you’re so big, it hardly fits in my mouth.” I sucked on his thick shaft, licking underneath and twirling my tongue around the head as I went back down. 

      Shuddering with pleasure, he gave up. “Oh, fuck it, call me whatever you want.” Grabbing my hair, he guided my head lower, gauging how much I could take, before I’d launch myself up and go back down again. Every time I’d gaze up to look at him, his eyes were fixed on me, watching me worship his cock with my mouth, pleasuring it with my lips while he grunted and groaned with every plunge, appreciating how far I was trying to take it down my throat. The more aroused I became, moaning with enjoyment as I pumped his shaft and sucked down in time with my hand, the closer I could feel him coming to his release. My jaw ached but the scent of his musk and the feel of his huge organ in my mouth, knowing it was his, knowing it was mine now, pushed me further. I’d fantasized about giving him head for so long and now I was minutes away from making him cum with my mouth. 

      “Jesus, Lucy! I can’t believe you’ve never done this—you’re going to make me cum. I can’t hold out much longer.” He pulled my hair to tug me away, but I held him by the hips and slammed his cock further down my throat. When I came back up, I told him to cum in my mouth. “Please James, let me taste you.” 

      “Lucy, you’re such a bad girl, baby. Let me see it your mouth. Open your mouth when I cum.” I nodded as he growled and erupted on my tongue. When I opened my mouth to show him, he looked so turned on, I was afraid he would cum again. 

      Exhausted, we both fell back on the mattress and sighed loudly. Chuckling to himself, he took my hand and kissed it. “The hell you’re going by Lucy Lynch-Sullivan.” 

       

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          Lucy Lynch-Sullivan

        

      

    

    
      He’s lucky I took Sullivan at all. He couldn’t hold me to promises I made under duress. Anyway, in the end, all I had to do was put anal sex on the menu and then ever so slightly withhold it if he didn’t agree to stop giving me a hard time about hyphenating my name. James really came out on top of the big negotiations that took place in the champagne glass hot tub. He gets to partake of my ass a few times a week, I stop calling him Jimmy and I add Sullivan to Lynch. This was a win-win-win for him.  

      Of course, he had no idea I was dying to try anal with him. I played up the “your cock is way too big” routine for at least a half hour before agreeing to try it out. Little did he know I’d been practicing with a big dildo I’d named Jimmy for a whole week before the wedding just to make sure I’d be able to handle it if he made the suggestion. I had a feeling he would be a pervert and for the last three months it has been delightful finding out how deep his depravity can go. 

      After we got back from the Poconos, we moved into a brownstone just off Prospect Park in Brooklyn close to the art school I was attending. It was gorgeous and trendy but a lot of house for just the two of us. I got the impression Daddy and James were hoping I’d be happy enough to want to settle down and start having babies in a couple of years, maybe sooner, but I had dreams. I was promised trips to Paris and no matter how well things were going, I was going to hold Daddy to his word. My big problem was James. Now that my semester was coming to a close, I wanted to make a quick trip before the holidays, and I had a feeling he was not going to be cooperative about it. 

      To get him in a good mood before I broke the news, I cooked him a nice Irish stew, my grandmother’s recipe, and some soda bread, my aunt’s recipe, and looked for something sexy to wear before he got home from work. A cold front had just blown in and the fireplace mixed with the smell of stew made the house so sweet and comfy –it had to get him in a good mood. By the time he rolled in at 6:30, it was dark, snow was starting to fall, and I greeted my cold, wet husband at the door dressed in one of his t-shirts and a pair of thong panties with a ladle in my hand. 

      “Holy shit, baby, what smells so good? Is that you?” He smiled and cupped my ass with his icy hands. 

      “James! Your hands are freezing!” I squealed and tried to peel his big mitts away, but he turned me around and lifted up the back of my, well really his shirt. 

      “Nice panties, Lucy and even nicer ass. Let’s get you warmed up.” 

      Leading me over to the kitchen as he walked and undressed, a big smile came over his face when he realized what I’d made for dinner.  “Baby, did you make stew? And bread? What’s the occasion? What did you do?” He grinned suspiciously. 

      “What do you mean what did I do? It’s been three months since we got married!” I pinched his ribs and frowned. 

      “That’s tomorrow.” He pulled me into a kiss and grabbed my ass, ramming me against his colossal erection. 

      “Yeah, but tonight’s Friday and we’ll sleep late and it’s snowing, so we can have a nice weekend of stew, soda bread and sex.” I smiled and kissed him. 

      “And what’s first, Lucinda?” He pulled off his sweater and unzipped his pants, letting them fall to the floor. 

      “Are you hungry?” I backed away but he caught my arms and directed me into the dining room. Tugging my t-shirt over my head to reveal my naked breasts, he enveloped me into his muscular arms and exhaled with delight. 

      “I’m famished, my love—but not for stew.” Turning a chair around and placing me on the seat on my knees, he leaned over and whispered, “Happy three months, baby. I love you.” 

      I rubbed my thong-clad ass against his boxers and looked over my shoulder. “I love you, James.” I didn’t say it half as much as he did. I loved him, but this was always supposed to be temporary and the more I said it, the more permanent it felt. 

      “Do you, Lucy?” He pulled my ass further out and moved my thong to one side. 

      “You know I do, you conceited man.” I was just about to laugh but gasped instead when I felt his tongue dive straight into my moist pussy, licking me from my clit up to my ass. I shuddered and moaned as he spread my cheeks apart and licked me deep, darting his tongue in and out of both orifices while I trembled in his grasp. 

      “You’re the best wife, Lucy.” As he spoke, he rammed his mammoth cock into me. I squealed as my walls pulsated and clenched on his throbbing shaft, moaning as he plunged his entire 9 inches into my scandalously wet pussy and squeezed my hanging breasts to steady himself. Relishing everything he gave me, I pushed my hips back to meet his as he dove deeper with each ruthless thrust. I felt ravenous for more, for him and begged him to fuck me harder.  The more he gave, the more I wanted and the closer I came to cumming. His depth made my walls squeeze and clench as I shivered and shook, jerking my hips while I gasped for air, thrilled by his violent pace but tumbling swiftly towards the sweet agony that overtook my senses the second he reached down and rubbed my clit. 

      “James! Oh God, James, James, James! I’m cumming! I can’t stop it, I’m cumming!” I moaned and cried all at once, rocking back into his cock, knowing what was coming, knowing what he wanted all along. 

      “Cum baby, cum for me, I love you so much, Lucy.” He pulled out of me and slowly inserted the head of his cock into my ass. He was so big, there was no getting over the shock of his initial invasion, but once he got past the entrance, the pleasure that followed seized control of all my senses and made me feel drunk with desire. 

      “James! Oh James, you treat my ass so good.” I shivered as he plunged deeper, pulling me back by my neck to kiss my forehead. 

      “I love your ass, baby. Do you like giving it me?” He thrust harder as we both moaned and wailed in unison. 

      “I love giving you my ass. It’s yours, James.” The divine pressure he built was causing my pussy to spasm wildly and gush with fluids, forcing me to gyrate my ass on his cock. 

      “Lucy, God damn that feels so good, don’t stop, keep doing that, fuck me with your ass, fuck me, baby.” Lost in a mad lust, the closer he came to climaxing, he grabbed my ass and began giving me a ferocious reaming, driving deep until we both lost complete control and descended into howling and grunting incoherently.  

      Trembling in a wild orgasmic frenzy, I cried out with joy as my whole body began to convulse in ecstatic spasms. “James, I’m cumming! It’s too much, slow down, it’s too much, I’m cumming too hard.” Lunging forward, he sunk his teeth into my shoulder and pulled my hair as he growled against my ear and filled my bowels with his cum. 
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        * * *

      

      After showering and changing into pajamas, we returned downstairs to eat bowls of stew and drink a bottle of wine in front of the fireplace.  

      “This is really good, sweetheart. How long have you known how to make this?” He made me so happy when he used a piece of bread to wipe up the remaining sauce from his second bowl. 

      “This is one of the few things I can make. It’s my Nana’s recipe. I’m glad you like it.” I crawled over to him and gave him a kiss. 

      “It was delicious, almost as delicious as you were.” As he cradled my ass into his lap I figured now was as good of a time as any to bring up my trip to Paris. 

      “Baby, my semester ends the week after Thanksgiving, and you’ll be working…” I was abruptly cut off. 

      “No, Lucy. You’re not going to Paris without me.” He cupped my ass hard and brought me forward to face him.  

      My jaw fell open. He’d been on to me from the start! “James! You knew I was going to bring it up and you just took advantage!” I wiggled off his lap, but he held me steady. 

      “I told you to stop trying to manipulate me. You think you can just bat those long eyelashes, give me those big brown eyes then offer up your ass and I’ll do whatever you say. It’s too dangerous for you to go by yourself, Lucy and I can’t go until I get my green card in 5 more months. We’ll go in spring, I promise.” He tried to kiss me, but I wriggled out of his arms. 

      “I’m not asking for your permission, Jimmy!” I jumped up and ran upstairs in full tantrum mode. 

      Locking myself in the bathroom, I knocked stuff over and screamed into my hand. I was furious. This was supposed to be a bullshit marriage. He wasn’t supposed to be telling me what I could and couldn’t be doing, but ever since we got married, he’d been acting like we were really married, and I’d somehow been given a choice about the whole thing. I was doing him a fucking favor and if I wanted to go to fucking Paris- LIKE I’D BEEN PROMISED- I was going to go to Paris.  

      “Lucy, get out. I can’t talk to you through a door.” He had taken his sweet time chasing after me and I was now in the silent treatment stage. 

      “Lucy? Lucy? Lucy! Stop acting so immature and come out.” He banged on the door and I heard him slide down to the floor while he waited. 

      Since I was being accused of immaturity, I decided to suspend the silent treatment momentarily to address this grievance. “You married a 19-year-old girl, James. I apologize if I don’t behave like a 30-year-old woman but if you’re going to reap the benefits of my teenage libido then you’re going to have to deal with my moments of immaturity. Now, I’m not talking to you.” 

      After a few moments of silent reflection, he responded. “That might be one of the most mature things you’ve ever said. I’m sorry I’m giving you a tough time, baby. We’ll go to Paris in May, after your spring semester. That’s not such a long time to wait.” 

      I didn’t answer, but instead hunkered down in our bathroom until I woke up hours later passed out on a bath mat and decided to finally go to bed.  When I opened the door, I found James asleep on the other side. Trying not to wake him, I hopped over and rushed to get under the covers. My heart hurt from crying for so long and I didn’t want to fight with him anymore. I’d just gotten comfortable when I felt him crawl under the sheet next to me. 

      “Leave me alone, James.” I curled into a tight ball, denying him any real access to my body. 

      “You’re being unreasonable, Lucy. Why would you want to go without me? Don’t you want to go together?” He tried to sound hurt, but I knew he was just trying to control me.      

      “We can see it together in May. I want to go by myself this time. I’ve dreamt of going for my 20th birthday since I was a kid and I turn 20 in two weeks. I have to wait until after finals, but then I really want to go. You knew this when we got married.” I stuck my head under the covers, but he pulled me back out. 

      “That was before, when we didn’t think we’d love each other or think we’d stay married.” He stared at me strangely, waiting for me to counter his reply. “Do you still think of us as temporary, Lucy?” 

      I shook my head, but it didn’t feel or look convincing. “I want to go to Paris, James. That part hasn’t changed.” 

      “You didn’t answer me.” His voice was filled with sadness. 

      “I love you, but I don’t know how I feel about the future. I didn’t sign up for forever—neither of us did.” I turned over before I had a chance to see the expression on his face change. I knew I’d hurt him, but he wanted an honest answer and that was as honest as it got. 

      For the next two weeks we hardly spoke. He went to work, and I went to school. I didn’t bring up Paris and he didn’t bring up love or the future. We spent Thanksgiving at my father’s house, putting on a good show but went back to our separate lives as soon as we got home. I missed him and I knew he missed me, but we’d gotten far too close over the last three months and maybe the best thing we could do was take a break before we reached a point of no return. It was never my intention to live a nice, quiet life of domestic bliss in a brownstone in Brooklyn. Yet, I felt like I’d started falling so hard for James, I was liable to give up on all the dreams I’d ever had and let him swallow me up into his idea of a perfect life. I truly loved him, but I wanted more. 

      Behind his back, I made plans to leave for Paris the day after my 20th birthday. I’d finished my tests early and booked my flight for mid-afternoon, on a day when I knew he’d be working. If he got mad, then he got mad, but now that we’d returned to being married in name only, he should not have had any expectations that I would not do as I pleased.  

      On my birthday, he took me out for a quiet dinner and made a bad attempt at reconciling with me. But he was still too angry or hurt and everything kept coming out wrong. I didn’t say much, and I never mentioned my trip. The following day, I wrote him a note apologizing for sneaking out, telling him I’d be home in a little over a week and tried to explain my feelings. I had no idea what it would ultimately do to my marriage, but I knew he was in no position to divorce me, not yet anyway. 

      Terrified he’d come home early and ruin everything, I called a random car service at the last minute with no connections to my father, rushed out of the house with my luggage before anyone nearby could see me and call him, in case I was being watched and took off to JFK Airport.  I was a nervous wreck through security, by the gate, even taking my first-class seat, when I could finally breathe a sigh of relief. Fortunately, we were already taxiing on the runway when the first text came in. It was James. 

      Lucy, why did you leave the house with luggage? Where are you going? 

      I’m on a plane, James. I need to sign off. I left you a note at the house. 

      You better not be on your way to Paris, Lucy. 

      I’ll be back in about a week. I told you I was going. I’m sorry. 

      Goddamn it, why didn’t I turn my phone off? 

       

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          In Paris

        

      

    

    
      My first day in Paris was beautiful, better than anything I could have imagined. After checking into the very elegant Plaza Athenee, just off the Champs Elysees, I made my way to the Louvre to pay my respects to the great painters of Europe. It was cold but I was in heaven, staring up at the Eiffel Tower and retracing some of the steps that my mother told me so much about over the years. A part of me really missed James and wished I’d waited until he was with me to come, but the other part was grateful that he was not allowed to leave the country for another 5 months or he would have certainly been on the next plane over for the sole purpose of dragging me back to Brooklyn.  

      On my second day, I called my father to let him know I was safe, and he informed me James was furious but said little else—and I didn’t ask. It was best to wait until I got home before I thought too hard on that subject. I didn’t want to feel guilty. I’d deliberately left my phone off since arriving and only kept it in my purse in case of emergencies. There was a good chance it was filled with text and voice messages that I did not want to hear.  What was the use? It’s not like I was going home early. I was here and he was there. Yeah right, I’m such an idiot. 

      Coming back to my hotel room on my second day of sight seeing, I almost jumped out of my skin when I heard his familiar Dublin accent coming up from behind when I closed my room door. 

      “All you had to do was wait until May, but you had to be a brat and come anyway.” He lifted me off the ground and carried me into the bedroom before I had a chance to respond. Landing on the bed, I stared at him wide-eyed in complete shock. 

      “What are you doing here? You can’t leave the country!” I tried to dart off the bed, but he caught me and flipped me over his thighs face down.  

      “I might get deported now, Lucy. The only reason I didn’t arrive last night is because I spent all day yesterday arguing with immigration and when they didn’t give me clearance, I left anyway.” He picked up my skirt roughly and seemed to be preparing to give me a spanking. But that was too outrageous to believe. 

      “James! What are you doing? Let me up! You’re acting crazy!” I kicked and squirmed in his lap but when he tore off my panties and his hand came down hard on my ass, I gasped out loud in surprise. 

      “I’ve had enough of your shit, Lucy. Ever since I met you, long before we were married, you’ve been the biggest pain in the ass. You never know when to shut up and you love pushing every single button I have- well good job, you deserve this.” His hand came down again, this time harder, making me cry out in agony. 

      “You’re hurting me!” I kicked my legs but when he spanked me again and again, I stopped struggling and took my punishment. “Please! It really hurts, James.”  

      “How could you leave like that, Lucy?” Another spank came down. “You’re not in charge, I am. And I’m not humoring you anymore.” Another spank and another, while I cried softly against the mattress, feeling humiliated and if I’m being completely honest, incredibly aroused. “What do you have to say for yourself?” 

      “I’m sorry, Jimmy!!” I growled in defiant anger as he tried to spank me again, missing his mark when I rolled off his lap on to the floor.  

      Trying to crawl away was a mistake-- it just made him angrier. He easily hooked his arm under my waist and carried me back to bed. As I lay there with my skirt hiked up, watching him stand over me undressing, I was amazed by how fucking hot he looked. It had been a long time since he’d been angry with me and I’m pretty sure he’d never once been this furious.  

      “I’m not afraid of you, Jimmy. I’m telling my father.” I just had to throw in a couple of jabs. It’s a sickness. 

      “No, you won’t tell your father about this. I can see how wet you are from here. You haven’t had cock in over two weeks, I think you’ll take it however I want to give it to you.” He grabbed my boots, pulled them off before tugging my skirt all the way down. Then taking my arms roughly, he yanked my sweater over my head. Climbing up on the bed, he flipped me over like a rag doll, unhooked my bra and tied my wrists tightly behind my back with it. 

      Standing back up, he pointed to the area in front of him. “Come over here and get on your knees.” His expression was harsh. 

      “No! Untie me right now or I’m divorcing you and you really will get deported.” 

      He chuckled. “Lucy, don’t make me go get you. Get on your knees, now.” 

      I stared him down and realized he meant business. Although his bossiness was turning me on, it was being in such close vicinity to his massive cock that brought me to my knees. It had been 3 weeks since I had it in my mouth and his scent alone was making me salivate. I hopped off the bed and got on my knees, pouting as I got in front of him. 

      “Don’t even start with that. I told you it doesn’t work on me.” He pulled my hair back, making me open my mouth and served his huge shaft right in. Since I couldn’t use my hands, he guided it in and out of my mouth, pushing it down my throat as far as it would go then bringing it back up over and over again. He was fucking my face and as I licked and sucked his cock with wild intensity he kept having to stop me for fear he’d cum too fast. James grunted with every plunge into my mouth, watching me and shuddering when I gazed up at him longingly with his fat cock between my lips. Finally overcome with a need to cum, he pulled me off entirely, brought me to my feet, untied my wrists and pushed me down on the bed. 

      “Open your legs and show me how wet you are.” When I hesitated, he acted like he was going to do it himself, forcing me to bring my knees up and spread my pussy lips for him. I was gushing with fluids.  

      Smiling, he climbed over me and dragged me to the top of the bed. Taking a window sash he’d set aside earlier on one of the nightstands, he tied my wrists to the headboard. 

      “James, why?” I looked at him confused. I was obviously cooperating. 

      “You think you’re off the hook, Lucy? I haven’t even begun to punish you.” He raised my ass off the mattress and spanked me again. While I cried out in pain, he lowered his head and dipped his tongue deep in my soaked pussy, making me scream louder when he latched on to my clit. Suckling while he fingered me, James rapidly feathered my clit with his tongue, then just when I was about to cum, he stopped. 

      “Why did you stop? I was so close.” I struggled in my restraints and he spanked me again. 

      “You’re not cumming, Lucy. You’re not cumming until I let you cum. You have no idea the hell you just put me through. You don’t deserve to cum.” He glared at me angrily as he viciously plunged his enormous cock into my quivering pussy. Bringing my knees forward, he set a brutal pace and I welcomed every second of it. After nearly 3 weeks of going without, I hadn’t realized how much my body had been aching for him.  

      Thrusting powerfully between my legs, my hips instinctively rocked up to greet his, craving every inch and desperate for release. The smell of his skin as he ground against me, the look of heated lust in his eyes and the feel of his impossibly hard shaft gliding seamlessly against my drenched walls made my climax build up in seconds. Not wanting him to deny me a second time, I kept my moaning to a minimum and tried to control the movement of my hips. He was not fooled. As soon as he felt my tightening pussy start to clench around him, he pulled out again and hovered over me, smiling cruelly.  

      “James, please! Please! I need to cum. I didn’t leave you. I just came for a week.” I cried out as he penetrated me again, feeling my climax surging once more.  

      Spreading my thighs wide, he came closer and covered my mouth with his, devouring my lips as he continued to bring me closer to the edge. When he felt me growing nearer, he increased his pace, fucking me without mercy while he stroked my clit. My body trembled underneath him, writhing as I moaned helplessly through his ruthless pummeling. I was about cry, afraid I would be denied again, but he didn’t stop this time. 

      “Cum for me, Lucy, let me feel you cum all over my cock.” He groaned as he watched my body quickly overcome by convulsions. 

      “James! Oh God, oh God, I’m cumming!” I shook about in my bindings, trying to reach out to him but he continued to thrust into me, slowing down as he watched me come down from my climax. His torment had been quite spectacular, but mine was just about to begin. 

      I studied him carefully as his body twitched and tensed. His breath had altered to a succession of quick pants and he was driving as deep as he could go. Gazing into my eyes, he finally noticed I wasn’t making a sound, but simply staring off into space quietly. It was torture for me, because he felt amazing, but his attempt at pulling rank was not going to be permanent.  

      “What are you doing?” He snapped at me, annoyed that I was ruining his orgasm. 

      “Oh, am I allowed to enjoy this part?” I asked, feigning innocence. 

      “Lucy! Goddamn it.” He rolled off me and it took every ounce of strength I had not to laugh. 

      “Can you please untie me? My hands are asleep.” I asked nicely, still behaving submissively for the sake of his fragile ego. 

      Scowling as he untied my hands, he took each wrist and rubbed the red marks that had formed underneath the sash. “I’m sorry if I hurt you…if I was too rough.” 

      “Why are you here, James? And don’t patronize me by saying you were worried about me.” I tried to sit up, but he pulled me into his arms and held me tightly against his chest. 

      “I missed you and I felt like I was losing you…maybe for good.” His voice was filled with remorse, but I had difficulty feeling bad for him. 

      “James, you never wanted this to be temporary, did you?”  

      “You know I didn’t.” His tone was almost dismissive. 

      “Didn’t it occur to you that you needed to woo me before we were married? We spent so much time together and you were always an ass with me.” He interrupted me. 

      “You were always fighting with me, Lucy!” He furrowed his eyebrows at me and dismissed everything else I said. 

      I put my hand on his chest to calm him down. “Because you treated me like a kid even though I knew you liked me. Then we got married and it’s been non-stop sex and you wanting to control me. I love you, but I don’t want to be controlled. I don’t think I would have come here if you hadn’t been such a jerk about it.” 

      “Yes, you would have. I asked you to wait until spring.” He brought me up higher on the bed to look at me. 

      “No sir, you TOLD me to wait until spring. And why didn’t you even ask me out to dinner before our wedding?” I attempted to turn away, but he held me by my shoulders. 

      “Because I felt dumb and I was afraid you’d make me feel worse. But you’re right, I should have courted you. I love you, Lucy, more than you know—more than I’m capable of saying. You drive me fucking crazy in a good and bad way.” He grabbed me by my waist and lifted me on to his hips, making me straddle him. 

      “You did get clearance, didn’t you? You were lying before, weren’t you?” I gazed down at him, cupping my breasts provocatively as I ground down on his semi-hard dick. 

      “Of course, I did. I’ve been prepared for your bullshit since last week. I just couldn’t get a flight out yesterday and I wanted to make you feel bad.” He reached for my tits, but I slapped his hand away. 

      “I see. Maybe you deserve to be punished now.” I rubbed his stiff cock on my clit, getting it wet as I passed it up and down my slit. 

      “Come on, baby. I didn’t get to cum.” James moved to force his way inside me, but I prevented his intrusion. 

      “You’re going to wait, sweetheart. First someone is going to apologize for being such an ogre to his wife.” I ground harder, moaning as his cock stimulated my clit. 

      “Baby, you were so wet. You know you liked it.” His mouth watered watching me pleasure myself. 

      “My enjoyment is irrelevant. Apologize for being a jerk and I’ll stop giving you such a hard time.” I slapped his shaft on my pussy lips, knowing how close he was to cumming. 

      “I’m sorry, baby. You know I love you. I have been a jerk.” He sounded semi-sincere and since I’d worked myself up into a frenzy, I finally let it slip all the way in. He gasped and immediately began thrusting up from below, bringing me forward to pull me into his arms. We kissed, bit, caressed and held one another in a chaotic, passionate fit of lovemaking that was filled with incoherent ranting and promises I’m not sure the other truly understood.  

      “I missed you, Lucy. I love…I love you so much.” He flipped me over on my back, I wailed and trembled, tumbling towards my second orgasm. Feeling he was about to cum, I kissed him and wrapped my legs high on his back. 

      “I love you, James. I’m sorry for everything too. Cum deep inside me, baby. I want to feel all of you. Please.” I cried out against his shoulder as vibrations surged through my tired body, making me shiver helplessly. Lost in an indescribable moment of ecstasy, James plunged harder into me, ramming deeper and deeper, until I felt him unload everything he had, flooding me with cum. It was at that moment that something occurred to me.  

      “Oh fuck!” James was trying to kiss me when I slapped my forehead in dismay. 

      “What’s the matter?” He pulled my hand off my face and stared at me wild-eyed. “Baby? What happened? Did I hurt you?” 

      “James, I never went to get my follow up birth control shot. It was due weeks ago! You just came inside me!” I panicked and rushed off into the restroom. 

       

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          Mr. & Mrs. Sullivan & Family

        

      

    

    
      “Are you going to say something, sweetheart?” James held my hand as we looked over the dinner menu in one of Paris’s finest restaurants. I’d been catatonic most of the morning and this was the first meal he’d been able to convince me to eat. “Do you want some wine? You can drink here.” 

      I shook my head timidly. “I can’t. I’m probably pregnant, James.” 

      “My love, even if by some wild chance I just got you pregnant, having wine less than 24 hours later wouldn’t hurt the baby.” He nudged his glass my way. 

      Counting the days in my head for what might have been the 47th time, I bit my lip and confessed the rest of my story. “You don’t understand, it’s worse than that. My shot expired two weeks before I made you Irish stew! That was more than a month ago!” I took a deep breath and sunk lower in my seat.  

      “The thing is, I wasn’t getting my period while I was on the shot, that’s one of the side effects-- so I didn’t think anything of it when I missed my last one. This morning I realized that I am so late!” I covered my face with my hands and sobbed. 

      James was quiet for minute before sliding his chair closer and wrapping his arm around my shoulders. After leaning in to comfort me he lowered his head and whispered in my ear. “How late?” 

      “Almost 2 weeks, which means I might be a month pregnant by now!” Burying my head in his chest, I waited for him to call me immature and irresponsible. It was true, I was. How could I fucking forget to go back for my shot? 

      “And why are you so upset? Is it your age? Or you don’t want to have children? Or is it me?” He looked down at me trying to hide his feelings of rejection. 

      “James! It’s my age! And I’m still in school….and…and we’ve never even talked about having babies.” I held in my pout and wiped my face. 

      “Is it so terrible? We’re married. We love each other, don’t we?” Cocking his head to one side, he expected an immediate response. 

      “Yes, of course we do. But you always say I’m immature. What if I’m a bad mother? And I wanted to travel—what if I never go anywhere now?”  

      “You’re not immature, you’re just 18 years younger than me and don’t have the same life experience. I’m sorry if I’ve made you feel bad. You’re a lovely person with a good heart and I believe you’ll be a good mother. It would have been better to wait a couple more years, but this happened and if you are pregnant, this is our baby. I’ll be over the moon about any children you give me. I love you, Lucy.” As he kissed my forehead, I could have sworn I felt my heart melt. 

      “Really? You think we’ll be good parents? You think we’ll be okay? Things like this can ruin marriages and we’re already on shaky ground.” I wasn’t typically so desperate for approval, but this was all new territory for me. I didn’t want to be such a young mother, but if I was pregnant with my husband’s baby, then I was pregnant. Besides, I really loved him and the thought I might be carrying a baby James made me feel all warm inside. Scared, but warm.  

      “We’ll be splendid, my love. You’ll be wonderful. And we’re not on shaky ground—you just need to start behaving yourself.” He hugged me tightly and growled into my ear. 

      “Me? I can’t believe you spanked a pregnant woman. You should be ashamed of yourself.” I was about to laugh when he squeezed my ass. 

      “I have no shame whatsoever and I’ll be giving this ass another spanking when we get back to the hotel. You know you have it coming.” The look of surprise on my face quickly changed into a perverted grin. 

      I nodded shamefully. “I do. I’ve behaved terribly. But you know I love you, don’t you?” 

      “We’ll just have to see how much you love me, Lucy. Won’t we?”  

      Rushing back to the hotel after dinner, I got more than my fair share of belated birthday spanks before we got so turned on, we re-enacted our honeymoon and I pretended to surrender all three virginities to him again. He enjoyed that immensely and has placed that on a regular rotation for us. The following night we role-played getting pregnant which got way more perverted that I would have imagined. And for the rest of our time in the City of Lights, we just went sightseeing and made love anyway we liked.  

      When we returned to Brooklyn, I discovered that yes, I was incredibly pregnant- 5 weeks by then and James truly was over the moon. My enthusiasm took a bit longer, but I did come to terms the first time I heard my Emma’s heartbeat. Born shortly after our first anniversary, she looks just like her Daddy, and she has him wrapped around her little finger. Unlike me, her eyelash and pout routine works wonders on him.  

      Although he offered to take me earlier, we returned to Paris for our 2nd anniversary, just before Emma turned 1 and had even more fun that we did the first time we were there. Something about that city brings out the animal in James or maybe it’s me, or both of us—but in between being tied and spanked, I somehow managed to get pregnant with our son Noah.  

      As for James and I, all is well that ends well and we are very well and exceedingly happy. Of course, I still give him a hard time, but as I said—it’s all part of the dance. And deep down, I know he loves it. He loves having an excuse to punish me. 

       

       

      The End 
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      Marriage of Convenience

      Miranda Barnes is beautiful, young and rich, but she stands to lose her very large inheritance if she doesn't marry the spoiled, libertine son of her father's closest business partner, the obnoxious, womanizer Oliver Renaud.

      Both unhappy with being forced together, Oliver keeps making things worse and Miranda keeps getting revenge--two people couldn't be more poorly suited for one another.

      On their own in London, they are content to have an open marriage, until they discover they're in love for the first time in their lives--just not with each other!

      The Good Girl

      Silas Mitchell wants a family. Tired of his womanizing ways that have left him alone at 37, he wants to find a good girl, someone to settle down with and make an honest man out of him. 

      Kitty Evans is not a good girl. Weeks from her 19th birthday, she finds herself in the center of a seedy love triangle that could scandalize her megachurch pastor father’s reputation if she doesn’t marry one of the gentlemen in question. But Kitty is not the marrying kind. A quick call to her favorite grandmother and she’s whisked off to Austin to start a new life. 

      Although Kitty swears off men, temporarily, sparks fly when she meets the older Silas Mitchell at a local church. Silas is on the prowl for his good girl and he’s never met anyone prettier and sexier than Miss Kitty Evans.  He knows she’s an inappropriate choice, too young to settle down and start a family, but he’s hooked.   

      When he gets past her perfect exterior, he learns more about the real Kitty--the smart, vulnerable girl behind the sexy veneer, and he falls head over heels. If only he can make her believe there truly is a good girl lurking somewhere inside her after all. 

      The Pastor

      Pastor Troy Donovan is only visiting for the summer. He’s leaving Texas for New Hampshire in six weeks and didn’t think he was in the market for a wife, especially one as young as 18-year-old Sadie Quinn. But ever since he first laid eyes on the pretty brunette, he hasn’t been able to think of anything else. 

      Wanting to get Sadie away from her cruel mother, Pastor Troy attempts to woo her, with an old-fashioned romance, culminating in their wedding before their departure, but his increasing lust, Sadie’s growing curiosity, a possible second suitor and her mother’s meddling make it almost impossible for him to do the right thing by his angelic Sadie. 

      If you like the premise of a sweet, old-fashioned type romance, but still like a steamy, sticky romance to spice things up, this is both! There is No cheating, a Guaranteed Happily Ever After- Not Even Premarital Sex! What? Well, Fantasies don’t count! Enjoy! 
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