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 Chapter 1 
 
    Harper 
 
      
 
    “I’ll give you five hundred for all of it.” 
 
    I stare at the man like he’s lost his mind. I gesture at all the photography equipment strewn across the counter in front of him. “There’s over three thousand dollars’ worth of equipment here.” 
 
    The man shrugs. “It’s used equipment. Used equipment that will take up counter space that might not sell.” 
 
    I glare at the man but bite my tongue. I know he’ll probably sell all this stuff in less than a month, but I need the money. I force a fake smile onto my face. “Five hundred is fine. Thank you.” 
 
    He flashes me an oily knowing grin. The bastard. The rent on my little dinky apartment is due in a week. All fifteen hundred dollars of it. And the landlord isn’t exactly known for his generosity, although he did offer a discount in exchange for a monthly blowjob. Ugh! No thanks. I’d rather sleep in my car. 
 
    And speaking of sleeping in my car, since five hundred dollars isn’t really going to help keep a roof over my head, I figure I’ll set aside some for a week’s worth of groceries, a tank or two of gas, and then blow the rest on getting shit-faced drunk. After all, pretty soon I won’t even be able to afford to do that. 
 
    I bite back the tears as I climb into my seven-year-old Toyota. I’ve already packed everything and stuffed it in the back, just in case the landlord decides to slap a lock on the apartment door a few days early. I’ve heard from others that he has a tendency to do that since he then turns around and sells everything in the apartment. 
 
    “Damn it!” I slap the steering wheel, my frustration boiling over. I moved to the city a year ago, ready to set the world on fire with my photography. I’m good, and that’s not just my ego talking. I’ve had brides-to-be ohh and ahh over my images, and then they take their business — and their money — somewhere else. I don’t know what I’m doing wrong, but it’s time to admit defeat. I’ll get smashed tonight and then call Mom and Dad tomorrow to tell them I’m coming home. I’ll move back home, move back in with my parents, and work at the local gas station or feed store while taking pictures on the side. At least I’ll take pictures on the side when I’m able to buy another camera. 
 
    I shake the depressing thoughts out of my head. There’ll be time for depressing thoughts tomorrow, when I’m hung over and griping at myself for blowing money I could’ve saved. Tonight is all about getting wasted and feeling good. Hell, I might even have a one-night stand since I’ll be leaving this place soon. I laugh to myself. Yeah, right. I’ve never done that and I don’t see myself starting tonight. It’s a nice thought, though. 
 
    I look in the rearview mirror at the dresses hanging up in the back seat. All three of them. I’m short and curvy, with more than my fair share of hips and boobage. Dresses aren’t really my thing. But I have a sexy little black one that everyone says makes my light brown hair and blue eyes really stand out. I’ll head back to the apartment that’s mine for at least a little longer, put on a little makeup, slide into that dress, and tell this town to kiss my ass with a little bit of style. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
    Harper 
 
      
 
    Two drinks and three guys trying to get between my legs with lame pickup lines later and I start rethinking this whole thing. I don’t know exactly what I was looking for tonight but being told “a little extra cushin’ for the pushin’ is A-OK with me” was definitely not on the list. 
 
    I glance in the general direction of the door. I can’t actually see it because of the sea of people on the dance floor but I know it’s there. And beyond it? Plan B — Netflix and chill . . . and by ‘chill’ I mean ice cream. 
 
    Screw that. I came to get shit-faced and I’m not even halfway there. Netflix and ice cream can wait. I get the bartender’s attention — a definite advantage of big boobs. Just lean over a bit, show some cleavage, and Boom! Instant attention. When he finally manages to raise his head from the girls and make eye contact, I order two tequila shots, and then slam them down one after the other as soon as he sets them in front of me. I didn’t have dinner and they hit me like a freight train. 
 
    I look back out at the sea of bodies, moving to the beat of the music pumping through the air like a living thing. And then I get an idea. An idea that makes the teensy sober part of my brain quake in fear. I think I can dance. I can’t. The teensy sober part of me knows this. The drunk part of me that’s running the show sweeps that tiny sober part under a rug somewhere and I head to the dance floor. I close my eyes, forget about everyone around me, and let my body move with the music. The tiny sober part of me tries one last time to get drunk me’s attention and point out that I really can’t dance, but I’m not listening. The ability to dance isn’t required tonight. There are so many bodies out here I might as well be invisible. 
 
    At least that’s what I think until a pair of hands grab my hips and pull me against a body behind me. My eyes fly open and I squirm enough to loosen the grip and turn around, ready to give the person intruding on my good time a piece of my mind. 
 
    Except when I turn around, I’m staring at a light blue button-up shirt that’s not too tight but just tight enough to show the impressive pecs beneath it. I look up, and then find I need to keep looking up even more. At 5’ 5” I’m not exactly tall but this man — who still has his hands on my hips — has to be at least a foot taller than me. And holy hell! I take in as much of him as I can, scared he might disappear like an alcohol-fueled hallucination if I so much as blink. Intense hazel eyes gaze down at me, jet-black hair frames the face of a god, and the short beard that covers his chin and cheeks is practically begging me to run my fingers through it. He smiles at me and I can almost feel my panties melt. I try to remember what I was going to say when I turned around, but my brain is blank so I go with the first thing that pops into my head. 
 
    “You have big hands,” I say, leaning toward his chest, like I’m sharing a secret. 
 
    Those hands tighten their grip on my hips and tug me closer to him. I gasp as I feel something long and thick straining against his pants, pressing against me. He flashes me a smile that launches a thousand butterflies in my tummy and I squeeze my thighs together against the sudden ache I feel there. 
 
    “If you think my hands are impressive, you should see the rest of me.” 
 
    Almost against my will, my eyes drop down below his waist. The club is dark, he’s wearing black slacks, and he has me pulled tight against him. I can’t see it but I know his hands aren’t the only thing big about him. I lick my lips as I force my eyes back to his face, and notice him dropping his eyes to my mouth, following the movement of my tongue. If the hard cock pressing against me wasn’t a clue, the heat in his gaze lets me know what he wants to do. 
 
    He slides one around my waist as he turns slightly, pulling me tight against him as he leads me off the dance floor. I have no idea where he’s taking me, and I don’t care. This guy has “night I’ll never forget” written all over him, and that sounds like the perfect way to spend one of my last nights in this city before I have to go back to the small town I came from. 
 
    Instead of leading me to the front door, or the bathroom, Mr. Tall, Dark, and Please-Fuck-Me escorts me past the bar and up a small set of steps. He nods at the man standing next to a door at the top of the steps. The man steps to the side, opening the door. Of course. The VIP area. Why am I even surprised? This guy has VIP written all over him. I look around as the door closes behind us. There are three booths with wraparound seating. All of them are empty, but one of them has a glass filled with a dark liquid sitting on a napkin. He slides into the booth, pulling me with him, and then he turns those hazel eyes back to me. 
 
    “What would you like to drink?” he asks. 
 
    All I can do is stare. His eyes are burning into my soul, and his leg pressing against mine has another type of fire building between my legs. His arm is still around my waist, his fingers gripping me tightly, possessively. I lick my lips again, trying to force my brain to focus on the question, and then he’s leaning forward, his mouth claiming mine like a conquering army. I lean into him, moaning into his mouth as his other hand lands on my bare leg, almost instantly sliding up under my short dress. 
 
    I spread my legs as much as the dress will allow and I feel him grin against my lips. Am I being easy? Sure. Do I care? No. It’s been a shitty day. I deserve to let off a little steam. And then his fingers slip under my panties, tracing a slow line up my wet slit, and I stop thinking altogether. 
 
    The handsome stranger breaks the kiss, his breath hot against my ear. “I love how wet you are for me.” He traces a slow circle around my clit, forcing a moan from me. “I can’t wait to find out how you taste.” His finger slides down, dipping inside my hot pussy for just a second, and then his hand is gone from between my thighs. I gasp at the sudden absence, my eyes widening as he slides his finger, slick with my juices, between his lips. He closes his eyes and moans, sucking hard on his finger. I bite my lip, feeling my juices run down my thighs. I’ve had guys go down on me, but nobody has ever savored me the way this guy is. The expression on his face makes it look like he’s tasting the best thing he’s ever tasted. It’s a little embarrassing, and very, very fucking hot. 
 
    He slowly, almost reluctantly, pulls his finger out of his mouth. He opens his eyes and looks at me, a slow smile spreading across his face. The lust in those eyes has me getting even wetter. “Your pussy is too sweet to satisfy a man with just one simple taste.” 
 
    With a wicked grin that makes my clit throb, he slides down beneath the table. “What are you —” I begin to say, horrified and excited at the same time. 
 
    And then his powerful hands grab my hips and pull me lower, closer to the edge of the seat. He pushes the hem of my dress up and I tremble at the warm breath that’s suddenly on my thighs. “Wait!” I gasp, trying to reach down to shove him away. “We can’t — What if —” 
 
    I inhale sharply as he tugs my panties to the side and his tongue slides up my slit. “Oh fuck,” I moan, my fingers curling through his dark hair as he licks and nibbles at my swollen pussy lips. 
 
    “So fucking wet,” he moans, his lips and tongue planting soft kisses all over my swollen mound. “I want to taste your cum, sweetness.” 
 
    A high-pitched squeak escapes me as he pulls me tight against his mouth, my lower back resting against the seat. I release his hair from the death grip I had it in and grab the edges of the cushion I’m barely perched on, my nails digging gouges into the soft leather. 
 
    I feel one of his hands slide between my legs, and then a finger pushes gently against my opening as he wraps his lips around my clit. “Oh god,” I moan, pushing against his mouth. His tongue draws slow circles across my clit as he slides a thick finger inside me, curling it up to stroke that special spot. I gasp for air, feeling like I’m going to pass out as his tongue starts moving faster, each touch sending sparks of pure joy up through my body that seem to explode behind my eyes. His finger rocks inside me, applying just the right amount of pressure to my g-spot, and he sucks hard on my clit. I bite my tongue to keep from screaming with pleasure, slamming my fist down repeatedly on the leather cushion, as my orgasm washes over me like a tsunami. The sex god between my thighs is moaning nonstop as he swallows my juices. I’m sure he’s doing his best but I still feel wetness run down my ass. 
 
    He crawls out from under the table, his eyes glazed with lust, his beard glistening with the essence he just coaxed from my body. He unfastens his belt, undoes his pants, and pulls out the thickest cock I’ve ever seen in my life . . . and that includes watching porn online. 
 
    “On your knees,” he commands, his voice heavy with lust. 
 
    The idea of saying no doesn’t even cross my mind. I don’t even hesitate. I turn over on the wraparound seat, resting on my hands and knees. He tosses my dress over my hips and tears my panties away while making an animalistic growl. 
 
    I’m panting with lust, dying to feel his cock in me. I hear the sound of tearing foil rip through the air, and a few seconds later I feel the head of his thick cock sliding up and down my wet slit, coating himself in my wetness. 
 
    “Tell me what you want,” he says, his voice low, sending shivers of lust through me. 
 
    “Fuck me,” I beg, rolling my hips against his cock. He presses forward, and I groan as he stretches me wider than I’ve ever been. At the sound, he stops, giving me time to adjust to his size. His big hands are on my hips, his fingers gripping me tight. I try to push back against him anxious to be filled, but I’m unable to move within his grasp. “More,” I rasp out in a breathy voice I don’t recognize as my own. “Give me more of that big cock.” 
 
    He chuckles and pulls back. “Someone’s eager, aren’t they?” 
 
    I growl low in my throat as he pulls back until just the thick mushroom head of his dick is between my pussy lips. “Fuck me,” I shout. “I need your cock.” 
 
    One hand moves from my hip and then slaps down on my ass. Hard. I jump forward, and frustration overwhelms me as he pulls free. 
 
    “You don’t demand, sweetness,” he says, his voice firm. “You beg.” His hand smacks down on my right ass cheek. “You ask.” And then my left. “But you do not demand.” His hand slaps down on the right side and then the left, so fast it almost feels like he delivered both at the same time. 
 
    My ass is stinging, and I have to resist the urge to purr. Who knew I’d like being spanked? 
 
    “Please,” I say, using the sweetest, most innocent tone I can with my body burning with out-of-control lust. “Please fuck me. Please give me that big cock.” 
 
    His hand lands softly on the curve of my ass and I inhale sharply. It stings, but the sting is soon replaced by pleasure as he massages the sensitive flesh. “Good girl,” he says, his voice just above a whisper. 
 
    The head of his cock presses against my pussy lips and I can’t help the shiver that racks my body. I’m desperate for his cock. I’m hornier than I’ve ever been in my life, and the man isn’t even naked. 
 
    Slowly, he slides his thick rod in, my inner muscles clamping down on his rock-hard shaft. A low moan escapes me as he continues to fill me. I suck in a sharp breath, my eyes rolling back as I feel his cock touch places inside me that have never been touched before, and somewhere deep inside me I feel the familiar heat of an orgasm growing. “Fuuuck!” I groan as I finally feel his balls press against the back of my thighs. I could die right now because there’s no way I could ever feel better than I do at this moment. 
 
    At least that’s what I think until he starts moving. He pulls back slow, almost his entire length retreating from me, and then he surges in like a hurricane, like a force of nature, slamming into me so hard that only his strong hands on my hips keep me from tumbling forward. He repeats the movement, slow at first but gradually getting faster. I sink my nails into the cushion, gasping for air as my lover pounds his big cock into me, over and over, his balls slapping against my ass. I want to turn around. I want to look into his eyes. I want to memorize every single thing about this man. But all I can do is hang on tight as he fucks me within an inch of my life. 
 
    I knew it was coming. There was no way I could be fucked like this and not come. But my orgasm still surprises me with its speed and ferocity. One second, I could feel it building. The next, it’s here, exploding over me, drowning out my senses as I scream “Yes” over and over. 
 
    My lover growls behind me. It’s loud, low, animalistic. His fingers tighten on my hips and I hear something like ‘Mine’ buried in the growl, and then he comes, his thick cock throbbing inside me, triggering another orgasm that strikes me senseless. For just a second, I wish he had skipped the condom. It’s a silly thought but I can’t help it. I want to feel him fill me, and then the edges of my vision go dark as a third orgasm takes my breath away. Holy fuck! Just the thought of him coming inside me was enough to make me come. 
 
    I drop my head to the cool cushion beneath me as he holds me tight against him, his cock throbbing inside me, so hot I’m not surprised I’m sweating. 
 
    I gasp for breath, my legs shaking so bad it takes a concentrated effort to keep them supporting my weight. My sex god finally pulls free and I have to bite my lip to not whine at the sudden feeling of emptiness. I look over my shoulder. There’s a sheen of sweat on his face and he’s breathing heavy, but he still looks hot as hell. He’s still looking at me with that intense passion too, like he wants to take me home and — 
 
    I blink. Take me home? I suddenly realize I’d say yes if he asks me to go home with him. And that can’t happen. 
 
    He notices me looking and flashes that devilish grin. The one that would melt my panties if he hadn’t already torn them off. 
 
    “I do believe I still owe you a drink,” he says. His eyes drop to my ass, still bare before him, and he licks his lips. “Perhaps we could —” 
 
    “No,” I say sharply, louder than intended, as I stand up and pull the hem of my dress down. 
 
    Perhaps we could take this to my place. Or something along those lines. I can almost see the thought in his eyes. And I want him to say those words, because I want to say yes. But I can’t. I’m going back home, leaving this town, and my dreams, behind. This is supposed to be a one-night stand. Something to release a little steam. It was not supposed to be the best fuck of my life. It was not supposed to make me want to get to know this man, to go home with him, find out what he enjoys, what his dreams are, what kind of woman he’s looking for to settle down with. 
 
    “No,” I say again, without almost shouting it this time. “I need…” You, my traitorous mind screams. “I need to go.” I run my hand through my hair. “Ummm… thank you.” 
 
    Thank you? What the hell? I can’t even look at him. I just slide by him and run out the door that leads back out into the club. I hear him say something but I can’t make it out. I don’t want to make it out. He’s just a one-night stand. That’s all. One night of incredible mind-blowing sex. That’s all. If I tell myself that enough, I might finally believe it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
    Harper 
 
      
 
    Daggers. In my eyes. In my head. Everywhere. I groan, slowly pulling myself up to a sitting position in bed. My stomach rolls, threatening to rebel, but the joke’s on it. I came home last night and passed out on the bed. No dinner. No breakfast. Nothing to come up. I scramble off the bed and run to the bathroom, dry heaving anyway, my stomach showing me who the boss is. 
 
    I want to kill whoever came up with the bright idea of going out and getting fucked up last night. I groan as I splash cold water on my face, remembering that person was me. 
 
    Since I’m already in the bathroom, I decide to take care of morning business, using the bathroom and brushing my teeth to hopefully remove the dead animal out of my mouth. I stumble back into the bedroom, my legs burning like I ran a marathon or something, and there’s a soreness between my thighs that makes me wonder if I got carried away with my battery-operated boyfriend during the night while in a drunken stupor. I peel off the little black dress and drop it on the bed, shocked to find my matching black panties are gone. But I’m still wearing my bra. Weird. 
 
    And then it all comes back. I gasp as the memories of my personal sex god slam into my brain. Sober me was bound and gagged last night but that bitch was taking notes, and now my brain and body are flooded with images and sensations. My inner muscles clench, and I moan as I remember how he spanked and teased me, driving me insane with lust. I remember every delicious sensation, and I remember I wanted more. So much more.  
 
    I pull on a pair of sweats, yank off the bra, and slide a t-shirt on, and then make my way to the kitchen. I press the power button on my laptop as I approach the love of my life — Mr. Keurig. The sex god was awesome last night but my passion for Mr. Keurig knows no limits this morning. I inhale deeply as the aroma of the life-giving liquid fills the room. A little cream, a little sugar, a tentative sip of the hot liquid, and I start to feel somewhat human. 
 
    I sit down at my desk between the living room and the kitchen and wait for my laptop to finish powering up. The thing is old, but it gets the job done. And the job right now is procrastination. I know I need to pack and call my parents to let them know I’ll be crawling home with my tail between my legs, but all of that can wait until later. 
 
    After skimming the news and wasting a few minutes on Facebook while I finish my coffee I log into a photography forum I’m a member of and browse the various threads to see if anything catches my interest. One new thread in particular seems to be getting a lot of attention so I click into it. 
 
    I immediately see why everyone is so worked up. XL Studios apparently posted an ad on the “jobs” thread just a few minutes ago. I click over to see for myself, a nervous knot forming in my stomach. XL Studios is awesome. They’re a very popular member on the forum, always providing helpful advice, never seeming to be worried about losing customers by sharing their techniques and locations. And the photos. Wow! I’d give anything to take photos like that. 
 
    I read the ad, and then read it again just to make sure my eyes aren’t playing tricks on me. They’re looking for an assistant. No professional experience necessary. The ad specifies the person has to be local. I know from looking at their profile that I meet that requirement. And although I have made a few bucks here and there with my camera, I wouldn’t call my experience professional. 
 
    Chewing on my bottom lip, I look at the link at the bottom of the ad. Right above it is a simple statement: All applicants must complete questionnaire. 
 
    The ad mentions what the assistant position pays. It’s enough that I wouldn’t have to move back home. I probably wouldn’t get paid soon enough to keep from getting kicked out of this apartment, but I could live in my car for a few weeks until I earned enough to rent another place. 
 
    With shaky fingers, I move the mouse and click the link. It takes me to the XL Studios website. The questionnaire has one question — What is photography to you? 
 
    I blink. That’s it? How am I supposed to answer that? It could be anything. There’s obviously no right or wrong answer to something like that so it’s down to impressing them. Crap. What is photography to me? It’s a way to capture a moment in time, saving it for future generations. I groan. That’s so cliché. And it’s more what photography is than what it is to me. 
 
    I think about how I was dreading calling my parents, how I’d feel like a failure if I had to go back home. But I wouldn’t have to do that if I got this job. I’d be earning money doing what I love, learning from one of the best photographers I’ve ever seen. The sky would be the limit. What’s photography to me? I answer with one word. 
 
    Freedom. 
 
    I hit ‘enter’ and go back to the thread in the forum talking about the ad. A few people mention the odd one-word questionnaire. Nobody shares the answer they gave. A few minutes later, someone says the ad and link are gone, the edited post now saying the position has been filled. 
 
    I jump as a PING sounds from the speakers, letting me know I’ve received a personal message on the forum. My stomach clenches, and then I laugh. It’s a coincidence. It has to be. There’s no way XL Studios is messaging me to say I got an interview. 
 
    Except they are. The message is simple, just giving an address, a date (tomorrow), and a time (8 a.m.). 
 
    The rest of the day drags by, but the next morning finally arrives. My GPS leads me to a ritzy neighborhood and I double-check the address when I pull into the circular drive of a… a large house? A tiny mansion? It’s definitely something I’d never be able to afford. 
 
    I pull my portfolio from the back seat of my car, smooth my knee-length pencil skirt, and go to the door. I ring the bell and wait, glancing back over my shoulder at my beat-up Toyota hatchback. It sticks out like a sore thumb. Maybe I should’ve used Uber. I see a shape approach through the frosted glass in the front door. It opens. I’m met by a stunned expression, and then a familiar sexy-as-hell grin appears on his face. Holy hell. It’s my sex god. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
    Axel 
 
      
 
    It’s her. The sexy goddess who stole my heart while her sweet pussy was milking my dick. Actually, that’s not exactly right. My heart was hers as soon as I saw her on the dance floor. 
 
    I wasn’t even looking to hook up with anyone last night. I had finally decided I needed to hire an assistant. I had simply become too busy to be able to handle everything myself. That’s not exactly a bad thing, but realizing I could no longer handle everything myself was a bitter pill to swallow. So I decided to help it go down with liberal amounts of alcohol. I rented out the whole VIP area, just wanting to be alone to stew over the fact that I was going to have to give up some independence, that I was going to have to rely on someone else. 
 
    And then I looked through the tinted glass that separated the VIP area from the rest of the club and saw her. 
 
    She can’t dance. That was obvious after just watching her for a few minutes, but it was also obvious that she didn’t care. She was simply there, enjoying the moment, with absolutely no thought about what others might think. In a world filled with people constantly worrying over their image and optics and how people perceive them, she was a breath of fresh air. A breath of fresh air wrapped in a gorgeous package I was dying to unwrap. The way that dress hugged her curves . . . mmm. Just thinking about how she looked last night has my cock rock-hard. 
 
    Or maybe it’s the outfit she’s wearing now. Dressed in a black button-up top with the long sleeves pushed up to her elbows and a blush-colored pencil skirt, she’s a picture of professionalism, the complete opposite of the sultry look she had in the tight little black dress last night, but she’s still beautiful. And the clothes do little to hide her curvaceous figure. I flex my hands, my fingers tingling with the memory of holding her hips as I fucked her. 
 
    She licks her lips and I hold back a groan as my cock throbs, uncomfortably confined by my slacks. 
 
    “You’re XL Studios?” 
 
    I grin. “Axel. It’s a play on my name and …” My grin widens. “Well, I think you can probably guess what else XL stands for.” 
 
    She blushes, dropping her eyes to the ground, and I have to resist the urge to take her in my arms and kiss her. 
 
    “This is probably a mistake,” she says, so softly I barely hear her. 
 
    She starts to turn away and I have to resist the urge to grab her. She ran away once. I cannot let her slip away again. I say the one thing that might hopefully be able to stop her. 
 
    “Freedom.” 
 
    She stops and looks back at me. It was too dark to tell in the club, but she has the biggest, bluest eyes I’ve ever seen in my life. For just a moment, my mind goes blank as I lose myself in those pools of blue. 
 
    “What did you say?” she asks. 
 
    “Freedom.” I smile, trying to look innocent. Harmless. I don’t want to scare her away. “That’s what you’re looking for, right?” I step back and gesture for her to come inside. 
 
    She hesitates, and I can almost sense her desire to look back at her car. 
 
    “Come on,” I say. “Over a hundred people applied for the assistant position. You’re the only one who got an interview, based solely on your intriguing one-word answer.” I nod toward the portfolio case she’s holding in her hand. “At least let me see what you’ve got.” I try to keep my mind on business as I think of a few things she’s got that I’ve already seen, tasted, felt. I swallow a groan as the crotch of my pants becomes even tighter. 
 
    Her eyes drop below my waist and grow wider. She licks her lips again as she stands there. After a few seconds, she nods, as if making a decision, and steps through the door. After she walks by, I hastily adjust myself so things aren’t quite as painful. 
 
    She looks around as she exits the foyer into the spacious living room. “Is this your house? Your studio?” 
 
    “Both, actually,” I reply. 
 
    I gesture toward one of the overstuffed couches. “Have a seat. Would you like something to drink?” 
 
    She glances at me and I see her pupils dilate, probably remembering how things went the last time I offered her a drink. Unable to help myself, I glance down. Her nipples are hard, the two hard points pressing against her shirt. 
 
    I smile wickedly at her. “How’s that old saying go? Coffee? Tea? Me?” 
 
    “I’m fine,” she says, her voice barely above a whisper. 
 
    I run my gaze up and down her body. “Trust me, sweetness. You are a thousand times more than simply fine.” 
 
    She blushes and runs a hand through her hair. Chewing on her lip, she drops her gaze to the floor for a moment before looking up into my eyes. “I don’t mean to be rude but I think it would be best to forget about last night.  I’m here to apply for a position as your assistant and I’d hate for last night’s…” Her blush deepens. “I’d hate for last night to negatively impact that opportunity.” 
 
    I’m stunned, and momentarily speechless. And very impressed. She could easily try to seduce her way into the position. It wouldn’t work — a nice piece of ass isn’t worth compromising my business — but it would be fun to watch her try. 
 
    I clear my throat, forcing myself to focus back on the purpose of this meeting. “Forgetting last night isn’t an option. I’ll remember that fantastic evening until I die, and possibly even beyond that, but we’ll go ahead and leave that in the past.” For now. 
 
    She finally sits on the couch, clutching her portfolio in front of her like a shield. I sit on the loveseat across from her, although I’d prefer to sit next to her and pull her onto my lap. 
 
    “This is a bit awkward,” I say, offering a smile to ease us over this bump, “but I never got your name last night and I only know your user name on the forum.” 
 
    “Oh gosh,” she gasps, raising her hands to cover her mouth, her eyes wide. “I’m so sorry. Harper. My name’s Harper.” 
 
    “Harper.” I say it slowly, savoring it on my tongue. “Simply beautiful.” I nod toward her portfolio. “So, let’s see what you’ve got, Harper.” I pray the woman is good with a camera. Even if she’s not, I’ll find something for her to do. Anything to keep her near me. But it will be so much easier if I can hire her for the position she wants. 
 
    I open the portfolio and start looking over the 11x16 prints she has on display. My worries lessen with each image I see. She’s good. Very good. But she’s playing it safe. Standard poses, standard lighting. She’s talented, but she doesn’t appear to realize that. 
 
    “May I ask a question?” she says. 
 
    I look at her, arching an eyebrow. 
 
    “One question,” she says. She tilts her head, looking intently at me. “That’s it. One question to decide if someone gets to interview with you. I could’ve shown up and not even known how to turn a digital camera on.” 
 
    A laugh escapes me. I nod toward her portfolio. “It’s safe to say you know how to turn a camera on. You’re very good.” 
 
    She blushes, a small smile making her even more beautiful. 
 
    I shrug and lean back, closing her portfolio. I’ve seen enough. I’d hire her even if I didn’t want to make her mine. “I don’t need to know skills. Skills can be taught. Some people have an eye for photography, giving them an advantage, but it’s not necessary. The lighting, the poses, operating the camera, it can all be taught. What’s important is the desire.” 
 
    Frustrated with the distance between us, tired of playing nice, I move to sit next to her, close enough for my leg to press against hers. She tenses but doesn’t move away. I look her in the eye. “Desire. Passion. Those are the things that take something good and make it great.” I lean toward her and claim her mouth with mine as she gasps. Her hand reaches up and grabs my arm, but she doesn’t push me away. Instead, her grip tightens and she moans as I tease the seam of her mouth. She parts her lips, letting me in, and my tongue dances with hers. 
 
    After a few seconds, she slowly pulls away. She licks her lips, her eyes filled with lust. “What happened to keeping things professional?” she gasps. 
 
    Her nipples are hard enough to cut glass, making their presence known through her blouse, and she’s breathing heavy, her voice slightly deeper, but she’s not quite ready yet. She still wants to pretend the chemistry between us can be denied. That’s fine. I can play that game for just a tiny bit longer. I rise from the couch and take a few steps away. There’s no way I could remain close and not put my cock in her. 
 
    I smile as she crosses her arms over her chest, trying to hide her arousal. “Right. Professional. What kind of equipment do you have?” 
 
    The fire dies in her eyes like I dumped a bucket of cold water on her. She looks away, covering her mouth with her hand. She mumbles something. 
 
    “I’m sorry. What was that?” 
 
    She sighs. “I said I had to sell my gear for rent money.” 
 
    I nod. “It’s probably hard to tell in the current surroundings but I’ve been there. Photography is a feast or famine business, and the famine part can be brutal.” 
 
    She nods, and I can see her fighting to hold back tears. I sit back down next to her and wrap her in my arms, pulling her close. “None of that now. It’s just part of the business. I’ll just write a check and you can go buy some new gear.” 
 
    She pulls away. “I don’t need a handout.” 
 
    I reach out and take her hand in mine. “It’s not a handout. It’s business. I’m very picky about the equipment I use, and that also goes for the equipment my assistant uses.” I shrug and offer her a reassuring smile. “Even if you still had your old equipment, I’d still have you buy stuff that works with my workflow.” 
 
    She looks at me, trying to determine if I’m telling the truth. She finally nods, wiping her eyes with the fingers of her free hand. 
 
    I give her hand a squeeze. “We all do what we have to do. On the bright side, you still have a roof over your head, right?” 
 
    It was the wrong thing to say. The tears are back, and this time there’s no holding them back. She pulls her hand away and leans forward, covering her face, sobbing. “No. I didn’t get even half what all that equipment was worth. I still don’t have enough for rent.” 
 
    “Then you’ll stay in one of my spare rooms.” I hold up a hand before she can protest. “I will not have you sleeping in your car or on the street.” I wave my hand at the large room we’re in. “I have more than enough room, with some extra rooms set up as portrait scenes while others are storage or just sitting empty.” I flash her a wicked smile. “Unless of course you’d like to stay in my room with me.” She blushes and rubs her thighs together. I can practically smell her arousal, and I can’t wait to have her in my bed. She says something, so low I can barely hear her. “What was that?” I ask. 
 
    She glances at me, her cheeks flushed bright red. “Thank you,” she says softly. 
 
    I stand, pulling my wallet from my back pocket. “You say that now, but we’ll see what you say tomorrow.” I pull a black credit card from my wallet and toss it on the couch cushion next to her as she looks up at me curiously. “I have a wedding scheduled tomorrow,” I explain. “I was going to cover it solo but I think you’re ready.” I nod toward the card. “Go to the photo store and get ready to shop. I’ll text you a list of everything you need to get before you get there. Afterwords, come back here so you can get some practice time in with the new camera and lights.” I can’t help but smile at the grin that appears on her face when I mention new equipment. Typical shutterbug. Always ready to play with new gadgets. 
 
    She grabs the card, glances at me for just a moment, hesitant, like I might change my mind and snatch it back from her, and then bounces to her feet, giving me a quick kiss on the cheek before offering a quick “thank you” as she heads to the door. I reach up and touch the spot she kissed, unable to take my eyes from her curvy ass until the front door shuts, blocking my view. I smile, savoring the feel of her lips on my cheek. She doesn’t know it yet, but tonight’s equipment test will be unlike any she’s ever done before. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
    Harper 
 
      
 
    I smile at the man behind the counter. It’s the same guy from before, the one who practically robbed me. He looks at all the equipment I’ve set on the counter and arches an eyebrow. I slap down the black credit card beside the pile of equipment and his eyebrow arches even higher. “Someone’s had a change of luck.” 
 
    “New job,” I say simply. 
 
    He picks up the card and looks at the name. His eyes cut to me and then back to the card, and he shakes his head. “I was on that forum when he was looking for an assistant. Even applied for it myself.” He starts ringing up the photo gear and shakes his head again. “One lousy question.” He looks at me. “What was the correct answer?” 
 
    My smile grows bigger. “It’s a secret.” 
 
    He huffs under his breath. “Of course it is,” he says as I take the card back and start picking up the bags. “Well, good luck with it. That’s the kind of job that could change someone’s life.” 
 
    I think about those words on the way back to Axel’s. It is the type of job that could change someone’s life, and I’m not going to fuck it up by fucking the boss. No matter how wet he makes my panties. 
 
    I tell myself I’m committed to keeping things platonic with my new boss. I tell myself this several times during the drive back to his home-slash-studio. Do I believe it? I tell myself I do. And the plan to keep things platonic becomes a lot more believable when I pull up to his house just in time to see him locking lips with a tall gorgeous blonde dressed in nothing but a bright yellow bikini and heels. Her arms are wrapped around his neck and she’s pressing her body so close to his that I probably couldn’t even slide a piece of paper between them. 
 
    Axel pulls away from her, glances in my direction, and grimaces. Yeah, buddy. You are so busted. All that talk about desire and passion while he was looking into my eyes, the panty-melting kisses. Just so much bullshit. That’s fine. Nobody said we were dating. It’s just a job. So I fucked my boss the other night. Big deal. Still just a job. Nothing but a paycheck and a big-name photographer on my resume. Definitely worth the hollow emptiness where my heart used to be. 
 
    Blondie tilts her nose up just so she can look down at me, one corner of her perfect cupid bow lips turning up in a little smirk as she climbs into her little red convertible. I smile at her, nod, and keep walking, my fingers tightening their grip on the bags in my hands as I imagine them tightening around her throat. 
 
    Axel smiles and steps aside, gesturing for me to enter before him. Damn that smile. It only makes him more handsome. But even if I hadn’t seen him playing tonsil hockey with Blondie I’d have to ignore that smile, because he’s my boss, and I’m not going to fuck this up. 
 
    “I’m assuming you had fun playing with all the gadgets?” he says. 
 
    “I had the list you sent me,” I reply stiffly. “There wasn’t any need to look around at other stuff.” 
 
    He arches one perfect eyebrow and grins at me. I feel my cheeks heat up and I can’t help but smile back. “Of course. They have so many cool toys.” 
 
    He chuckles. “It’s impossible for a photographer to ignore cool toys. It’s in our blood.” 
 
    I nod and then force the smile off my face. While I was buying photo equipment, he was getting busy with Blondie. And he’s not even acting guilty about it. More proof that I’m just an employee. I’m sure he wouldn’t mind me being an employee with benefits, but I’m not that kind of girl. Except for the other night. Damn it. 
 
    Axel points upstairs. “Down the hall. Third door on the right. Set up your equipment in there. I’ll join you shortly.” He starts to turn away and then looks back. “Oh, and the first door on the left is your room. I straightened it up so you can stay the night and get your stuff tomorrow if you’d like.” 
 
    All my stuff is crammed into every bit of available space in my little hatchback, but he doesn’t need to know that. “Thanks but I don’t have any other clothes with me so I’ll probably just go back to the apartment tonight.” 
 
    He looks at me and tilts his head. “Are you okay? Your voice sounds . . . different.” 
 
    I try to force myself to sound less formal, less stiff. “Sorry. Just looking forward to trying out the new camera.” I smile, and it’s not even forced. I am looking forward to trying the new camera, but I hate that he’s going to be hovering near me. I glance up at his hair. It’s dry, and I have to force the smile to stay in place. I hope he hops in the shower and washes Blondie off before he comes to watch. 
 
    With a nod, he turns and heads down the hall. Hopefully to shower. I enter the room he directed me to and look around. It’s a basic studio setup: a paper background hanging from a stand near the back wall, tape on the floor for different lighting setups. I set my bags down on a table along one wall and get to work setting up my new gear. 
 
    By the time everything is ready, Axel still hasn’t shown up, and now I’m wondering what I can take pictures of. There’s nothing photogenic in the room. It’s all just photography stuff and a few pieces of furniture. Just as I decide to explore the house to find something to use — a vase, a pillow, something — the door opens and Axel enters, wearing a terrycloth robe that stops just above his knees and — I’m assuming — not much else under it. I’m able to pull my eyes away from the bit of bare chest showing to notice his hair is slightly damp. 
 
    He notices where I’m looking and runs a hand through his dark locks. “Sorry if I kept you waiting long. I needed a shower after having Brenda crawl all over me.” He rolls his eyes. “The woman practically bathes in expensive perfume, as if that will help her land a modeling gig, or a guy.  
 
    My mouth opens before I can stop it. “It didn’t look like it was causing much of a problem during the goodbye kiss.” 
 
    He rolls his eyes. “Trust me. That was her kissing me, and completely against my rules.” He glances at me. “If I’m photographing them I’m not fucking them. It keeps things simple. Besides, she’s all silicone tits, surgically enhanced ass, and has an absolute willingness to fuck anyone she needs to fuck to get to the front of the pack. I was more than ready for her to leave.” 
 
    He glances at my new camera mounted on a tripod. “Lose the tripod. They’re good for formal shots but this is about you getting in tune with the camera. You need to be able to move with the flow of the session.” 
 
    Wow! First day and I’m already learning something I never thought about. I pull the camera off the tripod and gasp when he steps in front of the portrait background. 
 
    He gives me that sexy grin. “Problem?” 
 
    “I didn’t think I’d be taking pictures of you,” I manage to say through the shock that’s racing through my ice water in my veins. 
 
    He arches an eyebrow. “Why not?” He puts a foot up on the posing stool next to him and it takes all my willpower to not look down at the hem of his bathrobe. “Do you not think I’m photogenic, Harper?” 
 
    “No,” I say quickly. “You’re very photogenic.” I lose the battle and my eyes drop. Fuck me. Is he ever photogenic. The man’s thighs are carved out of marble and I have a sudden desire to lick them. Instead of doing that, I concentrate on the camera’s controls, but the thought’s there and I can feel a slow heat building between my thighs. 
 
    He leans down, placing a muscular forearm on the knees that’s propped on the stool. It’s a very sexy casual look, that just happens to also make the bottom of the robe rise just a little higher. “This is all about you getting used to your equipment so feel free to give directions like you would any client.” He grins. “I’ll do anything you say.” 
 
    Am I panting? I think I’m panting. Not sexy at all. No! Not professional, I correct myself. Sexy doesn’t matter. I’m not trying to be sexy. I’m trying to be professional. I raise the camera and push the button, forcing myself to focus on the photography. The first few pictures suck. I know it without even looking at them, but I slowly get into the groove, and Axel actually behaves himself. 
 
    After a few more shots, I decide the harsh glare of the strobe is all wrong. This is a sexy man wearing nothing but a bathrobe. I flick off the strobe and just use the modeling lights, capturing his form in softer, warmer light. He nods with approval when I make the switch, a small smile on his lips. I try a few different poses with him, even having him turn his back to the camera at one point and teasingly telling him to raise the robe so I can see his ass. Although I probably shouldn’t be surprised I am when he actually does it. He clenches his muscles, making his ass tighten, and I have to bite my lower lip to hold back the moan that wants to escape. 
 
    I apparently don’t do a good job of holding it back because he turns and looks at me, a wicked grin on his face and a lust-filled gleam in his eyes. His cock is hard, sticking out of the fold of the robe, pointing right at me. I shouldn’t look at it, but I can’t help myself. It’s like I’m hypnotized. I lick my lips, my mouth suddenly dry. On the other hand, my panties are now very, very wet. 
 
    He stalks toward me slowly, like a predator. “See anything you like?” he asks, his voice deeper than it was before. 
 
    I nod, and then catch myself, quickly shaking my head, but my eyes are still locked on to the throbbing shaft sticking up in the air. “It was just a one-night stand.” My voice is so breathy and soft I’m surprised he can hear me. 
 
    He laughs softly. “Sweetness, I knew you were more than a one-night stand when I saw you out on the dance floor.” 
 
    He gets closer and that gorgeous cock slides up my blouse, the mushroom head pointing straight up at me. I can’t see it because my breasts are in the way, but I can feel his heat through the fabric. “I think you knew it too,” he says. “That’s why you ran . . . but you don’t need to be afraid.” 
 
    Still looking down, I whisper softly, “If I’m photographing them I’m not fucking them?” 
 
    He puts a finger under my chin and tilts my head up until I’m looking into his hazel eyes. His pupils are blown wide open with the same passion I feel coursing through my veins. “That doesn’t apply to us,” he says, and then his lips are on mine, his free hand sliding behind my neck, cupping it, pulling me closer. His tongue teases my lips and I moan, letting him in. 
 
    As Axel claims my mouth, I wrap my fingers around his thick shaft, the low fire between my legs becoming a raging inferno as I thrill at the feel of his cock. It’s like a bar of steel wrapped in velvet, soft and hard at the same time. And oh so hot. His shaft throbs against my fingers and I’m overcome with a sudden desire that’s too strong to resist. 
 
    He growls when I break the kiss but a slow grin appears on his face when I sink to my knees. A bead of precum hangs on the tip of his cock. My tongue flicks out and captures it. I look into his eyes, seeing a hunger there that I’ve never seen in anyone else. Continuing to look up at him, I slowly wrap my lips around the head of his cock and take him into my mouth. 
 
    “Fuck,” he growls, low and deep. His fingers tangle in my hair, his nails massaging my scalp as I take as much of him as I can. He’s too big for me to take all the way so I slide my mouth back and forth on what I can while stroking the rest of him with fingers that squeeze and loosen in a rhythm that soon has him thrusting against my face. 
 
    My free hand slides between his legs, cupping his balls and giving them a gentle squeeze, and I slide my tongue along his throbbing shaft as I suck harder on him, my hand moving faster up and down his shaft. 
 
    “Jesus, woman,” Axel gasps out. “You’re gonna make me . . . fuuuuck!” 
 
    His thrusts become erratic and then he freezes and growls my name as he pumps his cream in my mouth. I swallow greedily — just a taste — and then pull his throbbing member from my lips and aim it down. Pure lust flashes in his eyes as he watches his pearly cum coat my black shirt. 
 
    He pulls me to my feet and claims my mouth. I can’t help but moan as his tongue teases mine. I feel his hands grab the front of my shirt and then I hear numerous tapping sounds throughout the room as he tears my top open, buttons flying everywhere. He rips my shirt from my body and drops it to the floor. He just came but I can already feel his cock getting hard again against my belly. I purr into his mouth at the knowledge that I turn him on so much. 
 
    With a sharp nip against my lower lip, Axel pulls away and looks at my body. My hands automatically cover my curvy belly as embarrassment dulls some of the lust rushing through me. Axel frowns and shakes his head, pulling my hands away. He kneels down, looking up at me. “Never hide yourself,” he says. “You’re too beautiful to hide.” He covers my belly with kisses and then stands, picks me up, and tosses me over his shoulder like I weigh nothing. I squeal, kicking my feet in the air as he takes me out of the little studio room and down the hall. He opens a door and carries me into his bedroom, tossing me onto what has to be the most comfortable king-sized bed in the whole world. Before I have a chance to move, he’s lifting my hips and tugging my skirt and panties down. 
 
    I gasp as he lays down on his stomach, lifting my legs to rest on his shoulders and back. “So beautiful,” he whispers before planting a soft kiss on my inner thigh. I shiver uncontrollably as he does the same thing to my other thigh, a low moan escaping me as he begins leaving a trail of kisses up my inner thighs, alternating from one to the other with each kiss.  
 
    Slowly — so very motherfucking slowly — he works his way higher. By the time he’s reached my pussy, I’m panting heavily, my fingers clutching and twisting the blanket I’m laying on. “Please,” I manage to gasp out between heaving breaths. “I need you.” 
 
    “You have me, Sweetness,” he says against my thigh, his soft breath making me tremble as it passes over my skin. And then he runs his tongue firmly up my slit, all the way from my ass to my clit. 
 
    I suck in a sharp breath and hold it. I don’t mean to, but I can’t help it. I simply can’t breathe anymore. It’s like my body simply forgot how to do something it’s been doing my whole life. His tongue takes another long lick and then it traces a circle around my clit. Once. Twice. And then down, sliding inside me. I scream his name as the orgasm that’s been building is unleashed. He continues to tongue fuck me, his arms gripping me tight, holding me against his oh-so-delicious tongue. I dig my heels into his back, thrashing around as one orgasm slides smoothly into a second. 
 
    And then he’s over me, his cock sliding up and down my slick mound. His mouth crashes on mine and I taste myself as our tongues dance together. He breaks away for just a moment, looking at me with a hungry gleam in his eyes. “You’re not a one-night stand, or a fling, or anything remotely casual. You’re forever.” He captures my mouth in a hungry kiss and I feel him slide into me. I moan into his mouth as he stretches me, filling me completely with his thick, throbbing cock. With one long, slow movement, he buries himself balls-deep inside me, and then he begins fucking me with a steady rhythm that soon has me gasping for air as he nibbles at my neck and shoulder, his beard scratching softly at my skin. I hold him close, one hand tangled in his hair, the other sliding down and holding one tight ass cheek that clenches every time he surges forward. 
 
    I can feel another orgasm building, a fire growing steadily hotter, and then he pulls out, the sudden emptiness a shock to my system. Before I can come to my senses enough to complain, he turns me over, pulls me up on my knees, and buries his cock deep inside me once again, one hand smacking down on my ass at the same time. 
 
    “Say you’re mine,” he demands, emphasizing the command with another smack. 
 
    “I’m yours,” I moan, trembling as my orgasm begins rippling through me. 
 
    Another burning smack across my ass. “Louder,” he says firmly. 
 
    “I’m yours,” I yell. 
 
    “Good girl.” And then he takes my hips in a powerful grip and begins fucking me harder and faster, pulling me back against him with each forward thrust. 
 
    I scream his name as I come, and then I lapse into gibberish, unable to speak coherently as wave after wave of pure pleasure rushes over me. 
 
    “Mine,” Axel growls as his thrusts begin to stutter, his natural rhythm faltering as he gives in to his own pleasure. “All mine, Harper. Forever.” And his cock throbs and swells as he fills me with his seed, triggering another orgasm that leaves me panting and unable to move. 
 
    He collapses beside me, both of us breathing heavy. His arm wraps around me and pulls me close to him. “Mine,” he whispers in my ear. “Forever.” 
 
    “Yours,” I reply, snuggling back against him. I close my eyes, content and happy. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 1 
 
    Harper 
 
      
 
    The wedding is just as nerve-racking as I imagined it would be. I’m constantly worried about doing something to make a fool of myself while everyone celebrates the big event, and Axel’s intense eyes just make me more nervous. 
 
    “Just breathe,” Axel says softly, barely above a whisper. “It’s just another wedding. You’ve photographed dozens of them.” He flashes me an encouraging smile and takes my hand. 
 
    “Right,” I reply, just as softly. “Just another wedding. With one big difference.” 
 
    His smile grows bigger, and I can see from the hungry look in his eye that he’s resisting the urge to kiss me. He knows he can’t. Not right now. 
 
    I smile back at him and give a subtle nod as we both turn and face the pastor. 
 
    “Dearly beloved, we are assembled here in the presence of family and friends to celebrate the joining together of Axel and Harper in the holy covenant of marriage.” 
 
    For just a second, the photographer in me worries that there’s no camera behind the alter. I’ve always thought ceremony photos that only show the backs of the bride and groom are so boring, but then I see one of the photographers off the side, camera at the ready. I force myself to relax, to focus on being the bride for a change. After working, and so much more, with Axel for a little over a year I should know he wouldn’t hire just anyone to cover our wedding. 
 
    I suddenly realize the pastor and my husband-to-be are looking at me expectantly. Oh. Crap. Definitely not the time to be thinking of photography. Luckily, I know they can only be waiting on one thing. I smile at Axel. “I do.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 2 
 
    Axel 
 
      
 
    I hold my beautiful wife close as we stand in front of the fireplace, admiring the new portrait hanging over the mantle. It’s a breathtaking painting of Harper, topless, her arms folded gently over her pregnant belly. The artist, a young woman who goes by the name Umbra, works exclusively with black, white, and shades of gray to create images that should be stark with their contrast but are, instead, gentle, almost peaceful. Incredible talent, and I was thrilled when I learned the artist was a woman because, otherwise, this particular pose — our favorite — wouldn’t have happened. There’s simply no way another man will ever see my wife in such an intimate pose.  
 
    I feel her gaze upon me and glance down at her, looking into her gorgeous blue eyes. “What are you thinking?” she asks. 
 
    I smile and squeeze her shoulder. “I’m thinking I’m the luckiest man in the world to have such a beautiful woman by my side.” 
 
    She stands up on her tiptoes and kisses me. “That’s sweet. Want to know what I’m thinking?” 
 
    I nod. “Always.” 
 
    She places a hand on my chest, letting it slowly slide down. “I’m thinking that I never realized pregnancy would make me horny. All. The. Time.” Her hand slides between my legs and squeezes. She flashes me a wicked grin. “Think you can help with that?” 
 
    I grin back at her. “Actually, I think I can.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Also by Becca Colton 
 
      
 
    Art Lovers Trilogy 
 
    The Collector 
 
    The Artist 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Mailing List 
 
      
 
    Enjoy steamy short reads filled with alpha males who know what they want? 
 
    Sign up for my newsletter to find out about new releases. 
 
      
 
    Other Ways to Stay in Touch 
 
    Follow me on Twitter. 
 
    Follow me on Facebook. 
 
    See my newest releases on my Amazon author page. 
 
    They’re always FREE with your Kindle Unlimited subscription! 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Copyright Notice 
 
      
 
    Copyright © August 2019 Becca Colton 
 
    Cover image © Can Stock Photo / StarsStudio 
 
      
 
    All rights reserved. 
 
    No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission from the author, except in the case of brief quotations used for review purposes. 
 
    This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are solely the product of the author’s imagination and/or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, organizations, actual events or locales is entirely coincidental. The author acknowledges the trademark status of products referred to in this book and acknowledges that trademarks have been used without permission. 
 
    This book is intended for mature, adult audiences only. It contains extremely sexually explicit and graphic scenes and language which may be considered offensive by some readers. This book is strictly intended for those over the age of 18. 
 
    All sexually active characters in this work are 18 years of age or older. All acts of a sexual nature are completely consensual. No one is related in this book. 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg





