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Chapter One

Adam held his phone to his ear, listening to the
dialling tone. While he waited for his brother, Nat, to answer he
watched the young woman walking to towards the stage.

A mixture of emotions raged inside him, but mostly he
was angry.

He had come to the club to speak to the manager about
security, which was his speciality, supplying doormen and other
added security guards when needed. There was a big star due to
visit the club the following Saturday night, the manager was
expecting a large crowd and so needed Adam's help.

It was the sort of club Adam hated, there was
something seedy about the place, and tonight was the worst. Young
women came here and auctioned themselves off to the highest bidder.
Some of them did it for kicks; others did it because they needed
the money.

Tonight was a special kind of auction, women were
auctioning their virginity. Adam could not imagine why any woman
with an ounce of self respect would do that. He normally had a
thick skin and ignored what went on around him, but tonight
something had happened, and now he was having to phone his brother
for help.

The toned stopped and his brother’s voice answered.
“Hello, what can I do for you Adam?” You had to love caller ID.

“Hi, Nat,” Adam said unsure how to go on. “Look, I
need to ask you a favour.”

“Anything I can help you with, you know I will.” Nat
was the alpha of the Greystone wolves, the one they all respected
and obeyed, and he was also the first person anyone turned to when
they were in trouble.

There was no easy way for a proud man like Adam to
ask, so he simply came out with it. “I need to borrow some
money.”

There was a pause on the other end of the line. “Are
you in trouble, Adam?”

“No, nothing like that, something’s come up, that's
all.”

“Give me your word you’re OK and I’ll have the money
transferred into your account immediately,” Nat said, still
concerned.

There was no way Adam could lie to Nat. “Everything
is fine, I wouldn’t ask but my money is tied up and I need the cash
now.”

“I know you’re good for it, Adam, and don’t rush to
pay me back, I'll transfer it at once.”

“Thanks, Nat.”

“You're not going to tell me what it’s for, are you?”
Nat pressed.

“No.”

“OK, just thought it was worth asking. Take care,
Adam.”

“You too.” Adam hung up, and turned back towards the
stage.

“OK, gentlemen, next up for your delight and
enjoyment, Cindy.” The auctioneer said into a cheap mic that
distorted his voice.

Cindy stepped onto the stage, her lush round curves
barely concealed beneath a thin wrap. Adam gripped the back of the
chair in front of him and fought for control.

“Now, Cindy, why not show us what you have hiding
under there?”

Cindy looked at the auctioneer, and then to the crowd
of men in front of the stage. “Come on now don’t be shy.”

Cindy was visibly trembling as she open the front of
the wrap and revealed her voluptuous body to the eager eyes of the
audience. A burst of chatter rang out, and a couple of wolf
whistles. By now the whites of Adams knuckles were visible and the
chair was in danger of being broken.

“Cindy is offering two days of her time to you lucky
gents, plenty of time for someone to break her in.” A ripple of
eager laughter went around the room.

Cindy looked terrified; the reality of the situation
suddenly hitting her, but it was too late because the auctioneer
had started the bidding. Reluctantly Adam raised his hand, there
was no way he could let any of these other men win her.

Adam prayed none of the other members of the pack
would ever have to find out he'd had to buy his true mate in an
auction.
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Chapter Two

Cindy stood rooted the spot, the lights shining onto
the stage made it hard to see who was bidding for her. She was
terrified. What in hell was she doing there? It had seemed like
such a good idea, the money was too much of a temptation, but now
it seemed to be the stupidest thing she had ever done.

The atmosphere in the room was terrible, all these
men bidding for the chance to fuck a virgin, because that was what
would happen. No love making, no taking it slow, these men wanted a
young woman to break, literally.

But the money, it would be worth the pain and
indignity to have a few thousand dollars in her bank account. God
she hoped so.

The bidding had reached the minimum she had wanted;
she was surprised, after all no man went for her curves normally.
Or perhaps it was her shyness that put them off, she couldn’t
really tell. That was a joke, the shyest girl in school standing
naked on a stage being auctioned off.

It seemed the bids were starting to stall; the
auctioneer seemed to be looking between two people now. At least
she wasn’t the cheapest girl to be sold tonight, she laughed to
herself that made the whole thing so much better, not.

“Come on guys, which one of you really wants the
chance to show this lovely lady what kind of a man they are.” The
auctioneer sure liked to get the men going, but then he was on a
commission so it was in his best interest.

“I’d like to have a closer look, and touch,” a rough
voice said from the crowd.

Her eyes widened in terror, that so rarely happened
the manager had told her, however it was part of the contract and
she would have to submit.

The crowd before her moved, a ripple of excitement
and anticipation going through them. A man made his way forward, he
was middle aged and balding, something about him made her skin
crawl. He was not the kind of man she had envisaged winning her,
but he was typical of the kind of guys in the room.

She wanted to run, this was stupid. She had
definitely changed her mind about being sold.

“Ten thousand.”

There was a gasp from the crowd.

“Ten thousand?” The auctioneer seemed a little
confused.

“Yes. Ten thousand, if no one touches her.”

“I want my inspection,” the balding man sneered,
still coming forward.

“If you want to touch her you can match my bid, or
else she is mine.” The voice sounded aggressive, almost out of
control.

She was shocked at the amount; it was one of the
biggest price tags ever. Then she wondered what would be worse,
balding guy or crazy guy. No guy. Gathering her wits she covered
herself and turned to leave the stage as quickly as possible. She
went the wrong way and got stuck behind a curtain, and had to go
back before she finally found the stairs to get down. As she set
foot on the ground she heard the auctioneer bang his gavel
down.

“Sold, for ten thousand.” The auctioneer sounded
overjoyed. “If you go to your right someone will hand you the
contract to sign. Enjoy your purchase, and have a good
evening.”

She quickly found her bag and clothes and got
dressed. If she left now she would escape the buyer, and then she
could try and straighten things out in the morning. Pulling on her
dress she quickly shoved her feet into her shoes, and then ran for
the door.

The cool air hit her face as she raced outside; she
stopped to get her bearings, wanting to head towards somewhere busy
in case she was followed. She made up her mind and went to run when
a hand grabbed her arm, pulling her backwards.

“Where do you think you are going?” an angry voice
asked.

She fell back against his hard, toned body, her arm
in pain from his tight hold on it. “I’m sorry; I made a mistake,
let me go, please.”

“It’s a little too late for that, don’t you think? I
paid for you fair and square, and I have the contract to prove it.
So now you are coming home with me.”

“No,” she turned and tried to push him away. Then she
looked up and saw who her captor was, her heart skipped a beat and
she struggled to breathe.

Instead of a creepy old guy, as she had expected,
there stood the kind of man most girls would die for. He had dark
brooding looks, and a fierceness about him that made her knees go
weak. She had met handsome men before, they had usually ignored
her, but this guy was something else, and he wanted her.

Her body responded to him in a way she had never
known, and she became aware that his chest wasn’t the only thing
that was hard. She could feel his stiff length pressing against her
thigh, as far as she knew she had never had this affect on a
man.

She faltered, unsure of what she was supposed to do,
go with him, or try to run. His hold on her did not loosen,
running, for now, was out of the question. Relaxing a little she
realised her own body was reacting to him, there was a heat filling
her, brought on by his nearness.

He was the most intense man she had ever met, and
that intensity flowed into her, making her want him too. Instantly
he felt the change in her and took it as acceptance. Pulling her
with him he made his way to where cars were parked underneath the
building, he fished in his pocket for some keys and then she heard
the beep of a door being unlocked.

She was going with him, he was going to take her home
and do what he pleased with her, she had sold herself to this man
for two days. All reason left her, she only wanted to know what he
was going to do to her, and how much she was going to enjoy it.

He opened the car door, and was about to help her in
when he stopped. “Hell, I can’t wait.”

Leaning her over the passenger seat he reached up her
skirt and ripped her panties off her. She knew they were sopping
wet, a sure give away for how aroused she was by him. He must have
felt it because he lifted them to his nose and sniffed, the scent
of her drove him wild.

He pinned her down with one arm and before she could
protest worked his finger inside her.

“You are tight,” he said, moving in and out of
her.

He slowed a little, inserting another finger inside
her and stretching her gently. She had never felt anything like
this, her brain screamed at her to tell him to stop, they were in a
public place and he was doing the most intimate things to her. But
her voice would not cooperate; sense had no place in this.

His fingers slid out of her, rubbing her juices along
the length of her slit. Then he used his foot to push her feet
further apart, her legs spread wide giving him better access to
her. His left hand stroked her thigh, working its way around her
soft plump flesh until his fingers found her clit.

She groaned as his fingers rubbed her there, sliding
into her sex and then back out to play with her until she could
think of nothing else. Dimly she heard the sound of a zip, and then
something pushing against the entrance to her sex. At first it
didn’t register, only when the tip of his cock slid inside her did
she fully understand that he was going to take her right now.

He filled her with his thickness, sliding into her
until he reached the membrane of her innocence, and then he pushed
through it, making her cry out. Biting her lip to help keep silent
she tried to relax, knowing the tenser she was the more it would
hurt, but it was hard when the stinging persisted.

Undeterred he thrust into her, filling her
completely, only then did he pull back, before pushing into her
again slowly. He repeated this action, each time the stinging
eased, replaced by a wonderful feeling of pleasure. His fingers
never stopped rubbing her clit; she had to grip the seat of the car
in an effort not to lose control.

His thrusts became harder, and more insistent, each
one pushing her hard down onto the seat. She felt so stretched, and
marvelled at the way her body yielded for him, enabling her to
accommodate his thick cock.

He began to grind into her, his breathing becoming
laboured and she knew he was going to come. It struck her that they
hadn't used any protection, the pack of condoms, still in their
wrapper, were in the pocket of her jacket.

It would be ironic if she ended up pregnant from
this, or worse, if he had an STD. Then the mundane thoughts were
swept from her mind as he came inside her, the feel of his cock
filling her with his seed making her sex contract around him. She
was shocked by the strength of her orgasm, this time the scream
that came from her mouth was one of pleasure so intense she
wondered how she could have lived her life so far without feeling
this.

His fingers fluttered over her clit, like little
heart beats, it was a rhythm that connected with her throbbing sex
and her whole body seemed to become centred on her core, everything
else forgotten. How did he know how to make everything so intense?
For now she simply felt lucky that he had been the person to win
her and make this so much more than it could have been.

Gradually his rhythm slowed, his thrusts becoming
less aggressive. He was done, his orgasm over and now she came back
down to earth too. Her brain could not comprehend what had just
happened; in fact the whole evening seemed like a bad dream, well
apart from the orgasm she had experienced.

Shaking her head she tried to pull herself together,
here she was leaning over a stranger's car seat and being taken
from behind where anyone could see them. There was no part of this
that was right, who the hell was this guy? It was as though he had
been possessed by the need to take her, and no one had ever felt
that way about her. That put one thought into her head, the guy was
crazy, and she had to get away from him.

His weight shifted and he pulled out of her, leaving
her with a distinct feeling of loss. Her sex ached, he had been
rougher than she had thought, and now her muscles complained about
the way she had been invaded. Trying to raise her body up she felt
stiff and sore where the car seat had pressed against her ribs.

She heard the zip of his pants as he did them back up
and realised she would have to go home commando style because he
had ripped her panties in two. It would feel strange, bit she would
have to do it, even if it meant walking through the streets like
this, because she had no intention of getting in this guy's
car.

However, he had other thoughts on that matter. “Are
you OK, Cindy?”

She didn’t respond, it took a second for her to
realise he was talking to her, and then she managed to find her
voice. “I think so; the evening is not going quite the way I
expected.”

“Oh, is that because I’m not some old seedy guy with
bad breath?”

His words cut her. “No, I meant I at least expected
to be taken to somewhere with a bed, not to be forced to do this
outside like a common whore.”

“I’m sorry, that wasn’t in the contract, and what
exactly do you think you are, selling yourself like that?” Every
word he spoke seemed to be an insult.

“Wow, the voice of disapproval from the man who paid
ten thousand dollars. That was a lot of money, I must thank
you.”

He scoffed at her words, then mumbled, “Believe me if
I had a choice I would have left you to the other guy. I can’t
believe anyone could stand on a stage and let some creep touch her
up like that.”

“How dare you judge me when you were obviously there
to make a purchase.”

“No, I was there on business.”

“Then you should have minded your own business.”

She watched his face as his anger grew, suddenly she
realised she was in a dangerous position. He was big enough and
strong enough to make her do whatever he wanted, she needed to
think about getting away.

“I was minding my own business, unfortunately when I
saw you I had no choice but to make you mine.”

“No, we all have choices, you could have walked
away.”

“No, I couldn’t.” He took a long shuddering breath,
trying to gain control of his emotions. “I suggest we go back to my
place and continue this discussion there.”

“Oh, no, I am not going anywhere with you.” She
straightened up, looking for the best way to escape.

“Too late, I’ve got a contract that says you are mine
for two days. So get in the car,” he ordered.

“I will do no such thing.” She looked around for her
bag, and bent down to get it, his hand closed around her arm.

“Get in the car, and don’t even think of running
away.”

She wondered if he could read her mind, his hand hurt
her but still she tried to pull away. “I am not going anywhere with
you.”

He swung her around to face him, her back pressed
against the car. There was a heat in his eyes that was strange, and
the look he gave her left her in no doubt as to what he was
thinking. Unfortunately her body began to respond, her breasts were
squashed against his chest and she felt her nipples hardening in a
desire to be touched.

“Get in the car now, I want to take you home and make
love to you properly, Cindy.” His gaze raked her body. “And you
cannot deny that is not what you want, your body betrays you.”

She could feel the heat stir in her, what was it
about him that compelled her to do whatever he wanted? This was
madness, but then so was offering her virginity for auction in the
first place. That was the problem, no matter how she wanted him to
really want her, he was only after two days with her to fulfil some
sad fantasy.

If she went with him he would break her heart,
because she already felt a strong attraction to him. “I’ll give you
your money back, I’ll phone them tomorrow and tell them I didn’t go
through with it.”

“They won’t do that, they want their commission, and
anyway you did go through with part of it, you're no longer a
virgin, remember.”

She couldn’t understand why he was being so cruel; if
he wanted her to go with him he could at least have been nice to
her. “Take their commission as payment for what you have received
and I’ll give the rest back to you, please, I want to end this
now.”

“That is not going to happen, Cindy, it’s not about
the money.”

She felt scared now, none of it made sense. “Then
what is it about?” she asked with a shaky voice.

“You and me, and destiny.”

“You're crazy.”

“Oh, no. If only it was that simple. I have been
looking for you for a long time, you are my true mate, and whether
you like it or not you are coming home with me.”

She struggled against him; he held her tight and then
lowered his head and kissed her. It was the first time their lips
had touched; the feeling was so different to the way he had made
love to her, more emotion than she thought possible, considering
his words. Unbidden her arms wrapped around his neck, and she
pulled him close.

A shudder passed through him. “Please get in the car,
Cindy, or else I will have to mate with you again here, and I would
rather take you home and take my time.”

“How do I know you are not some serial killer?”

He laughed, true mirth in his voice, “Is that what
you are worried about, that I am going to hurt you?”

“Yes, you sound so angry with me.”

“The only thing I am angry about is the fact that you
were stupid enough to put yourself on display like that, because
you are partly right, I could have been a serial killer.”

“It seemed like a good way to get some money
together.”

“You must be pretty desperate if you are willing to
sell something as precious as your virginity.”

“It didn’t seem so precious; in fact it seemed the
only way I was ever going to lose it. I struggle with dating.”

“Really? With a body like yours I would have thought
you would have to fight men off.”

Now she felt angry, she had spent all her life being
teased about her curves. “Don’t be so mean.”

He looked startled at having upset her. “I wasn’t, I
mean you have the perfect body for breeding, and that is exactly
what I intend to do with you.”

A look of horror passed over her face. “Of course,
that's why you didn’t use protection; you want to get me
pregnant.”

“Eventually, yes. Like I said, Cindy, you are my true
mate.”

“I have no idea what you mean by that.”

“Then come with me and I will show you.” He stepped
away from her and offered her his hand.

She stood looking at him, trying to understand what
he was saying. Her head told her to run, run as fast as she could
and never look back, instead she took his hand and let him escort
her around to the other side of the car. He opened the door and she
got in.

He pushed the door closed behind her and before she
knew it he slid into the seat next to her, he had moved impossibly
fast. She put her seatbelt on as he started the engine, and then
blocked the doubt from her mind and let the need she had for him
take over her senses.

There was something about him, she could feel that
distinct pull, and she began to understand now why he had needed to
take her so swiftly. Her body was behaving so strangely, and there
was nothing she could do about it, except wait in wonderful
anticipation for when he made love to her slowly like he had
promised.

***


Chapter Three

He drove fast; she had to sink deep into the seat to
stop herself from being thrown from side to side. The tension in
the car was tremendous, like a storm about to break. Her heart beat
fast and erratically, the thrill of the unknown almost too much for
her to handle.

She couldn’t follow all the twists and turns he made,
if she got out the car now she would have no idea where she was,
not that she thought she would be able to get out the car, her legs
were too weak.

A few more minutes passed, and he slowed down,
looking out of the window she could see that they were in a more
exclusive part of town. For the first time she wondered who exactly
he was, this man who had been willing to bid so much money for
her.

Glancing at him out of the corner of her eye she
tried to see if there was anything about him that would give her
some clue. His suit was expensive, but nothing about him screamed
wealth, it was more understated than that. In some ways he dressed
to blend in. Although in her eyes that would be impossible, his
whole presence screamed power and control. Or did that only affect
her?

He looked around at her and caught her eye; she
blushed, unable to hold his gaze. She had never been a weak woman,
in fact she had always made her own way in the world, but she knew
she would find it hard to resist obeying anything he asked her to
do for him.

“We're here,” he said, pulling up outside a small
block of apartments.

There was no one else about, the whole place looked
deserted, she was glad because she was acutely aware of her lack of
underwear. Especially when he was outside her door, pulling it open
and taking hold of her arm to lead her to his lair. The breeze
lifted her skirt and the cool air did nothing to soothe the fever
she had building inside her.

His apartment was around the back of the building,
concealed from prying eyes, no one would see her enter. Would she
ever leave? The key appeared in his hand and they were in the
apartment, his hands already on her body as he pulled her close and
kissed her.

His lips brushed hers, the urgency conveyed to her
body setting it on fire, he had said he would go slowly, but that
didn’t seem possible. With her held close to him he manoeuvred her
through the large, spacious living room and then into his
bedroom.

Once in there he ripped her clothes off, she didn’t
protest, because the expression on his face was one of open
adoration for her voluptuous body. His eyes looked strange, almost
burning into her flesh. Hungry, that was it, like a man half
starved suddenly presented with steak.

Tremors coursed through her body, she had no
experience of men, but she knew this was not normal, and she felt
privileged that a man such as this should want her so much. He did
not take his eyes off her while he slowly began to remove his own
clothes.

Loosening his tie he pulled it off, dropping it to
the floor, his jacket was next, one button at a time. She watched
completely mesmerised, too caught up in him to feel any
embarrassment about her nakedness. Once his jacket was gone he
started on his shirt, each opened button revealing more and more of
his tanned, toned chest.

A light covering of hair was sprinkled over it, and
more than anything she wanted to touch him, to feel it springy
beneath her fingers. Before her brain registered her movement she
was directly in front of him, her fingers stroking his chest.

The feel of him was electrifying, a kind of static
binding them together. The rise and fall of his chest beneath her
touch became heavier. The effect she had on him giving her a sense
of power, he might have bought her, yet at this moment she had some
control, it was if he couldn’t pull away even if he wanted too.

She bent her head and kissed his chest, the rise and
fall stopped, he was holding his breath, fighting for control.
Undeterred she moved across and licked his nipple, wondering if
they were as sensitive as her own.

He groaned, visibly shaken. “Stop, Cindy.” He lifted
both his hands and gripped her wrists, pulling her away from
him,

“But you like it,” she stated.

“Yes, but if you keep doing that I won’t be able to
stop myself, and I don’t want to hurt you.” The strain evident in
his voice.

“I’m sorry, I couldn’t resist touching you.”

He laughed, “I’m glad to hear it, but right now I
want to take things slowly, or I will make you sore.”

The idea of him making her sore appealed to her, she
still felt a dull ache from the first time, and in a masochistic
way she wanted it to be more acute, a sign of how much he wanted
her.

As though he read her mind he said, “If you are too
sore I won’t be able to take you in all the ways I want to.”

She looked him in the eye; he meant every word of it.
Relaxing her body and stepping away gave him the sign he needed, he
let her go, and went back to the removal of his clothes. His
fingers made short work of his pants, they dropped to the floor and
he stepped out of them. She swallowed hard at the bulge hardly
concealed in his shorts, his was big, no wonder he had stretched
her so much.

Then he was naked in front of her, his cock long and
erect, when he moved towards her she raised her eyes to his and the
look there made her shiver. He looked fierce, and strong, and she
knew there was nowhere to run, he was going to do wicked things to
her, and she was going to enjoy it all.

His hands covered her breasts, cupping them, one in
each hand, his turn to tease her. His thumbs rubbed over the hard
peaks her nipples had become, she lowered her gaze and watched the
steady repeated rhythm. Then his head obscured her view as he bent
forward and placed his mouth over one of her nipples and sucked it
in hard.

She clung to him, the feel of his teeth grazing her
nipple almost too much. His arm encircled her and supported her
making her feel safe. Her arms cradled his head while he switched
to her other breast, and then he picked her up and carried her to
the bed, placing her down on it carefully.

Easing her legs apart with his strong hands he
positioned himself between them, his finger sliding along the
length of her slit. She arched her back, not wanting to lose
contact with his touch. He repeated the action, and she tried to
relax and enjoy it but the tension in her body proved too much.

Then his hair tickled her thigh as he leaned down and
kissed her clit, his tongue sliding out to lick her there. Her
orgasm built quickly, and she hated it, because as much as she
needed this release, she did not want him to stop what he was doing
to her, it was too exquisite, too intense.

There was no way to contain the eruption that
threatened her, she exploded in a quivering mess of emotion,
sobbing while her sex contracted around his fingers which he had
pushed inside her, his mouth still covered her clit, sucking and
licking her.

When it had passed she lay trembling, a need for him
to make love to her overwhelming. The feel of his fingers had been
wonderful, but she needed to feel the deep connection of having him
inside her.

He seemed to need it too, and with much self control
held his cock and guided it into her slowly. First the head butted
up against her entrance, pushing forward he entered her, holding
still to let her get used to him. Then he penetrated her, pausing
frequently to let her adjust to his size and girth.

She loved the way he felt inside her, his slowness
and patience giving her a chance to enjoy the feel of him. This
time there was no stinging, no pain, she stretched for him,
gripping him tightly. The tension in his body was visible, he was
using every ounce of his self control to take it slow and make it
pleasurable for her this time.

He sunk down lower, resting gently on her body when
he was completely inside her. His lips sought hers and he lay
still, deep inside her, while his tongue traced along the inside of
her lips. She kissed him back, her lips moving against his, which
were incredibly soft and tender. For now the intense angry man had
gone, replaced by a kind and patient lover.

The spell was broken when he began to move, riding
her to crest a wave of pleasure. Unlike before it as a slow build,
his hands stroking her flesh, and his lips kissing her neck. She
stroked his back, then down his arms, wanting to feel him moving
both inside and out of her.

His rhythm quickened, jerking hard he came inside her
and she rose to a peak with him and throbbed and pulsed around him,
draining him of his seed. He groaned against her, pushing hard and
deep, her nails dug into his back when he strained hard against
her.

She felt her orgasm wash over her, draining her
emotionally and physically, tears pricked her eyes, the whole
experience of the night too much for her. It had finally hit her,
he would make love to her like this for two days, get his money's
worth, and then chuck her out. Where as she was falling in love
with him with every second that ticked by.

Lying still in each other's arms contentment settled
over them. She lay with her head on his chest listening to his
strong heart beat, with his arms wrapped protectively around her
she could lie in a half daze dreaming of what her life would be
like if this was for real, if he had met her and dated her instead
of buying her in an auction. At no other time had the mistake she
had made been so enormous. How could any man take her seriously in
these circumstances?

She thought he was asleep when she finally moved. His
voice in the dimming light made her jump.

“Not planning on running away, I hope.”

“No, I wanted to use the bathroom. I thought you were
asleep.”

“Afraid not, I don’t want to give you the chance of
slipping away from me.”

“No, I guess you haven't had your money's worth yet.”
She slid from the bed; his hand snaked out and grabbed her
wrist.

“That’s not the only reason, I thought you knew
that?”

“I don’t know anything, except you paid a lot of
money for me.” She yanked her hand away from him, covering herself
with a sheet as she walked to the door, hoping the bathroom was
where she thought it was, and she wasn’t going to make a fool of
herself by trying to go into a closet.

He let her go, settling back down onto the bed, one
arm resting under his head. She could almost hear what he was
thinking.

She opened the door and was relieved to find a
spacious en suite, shutting the door she leaned back against it,
and took a long shuddering breath, telling herself to stop being so
stupid. This was a business deal after all; it was naive of her to
try to read more into it than that.

Still, her eyes were red and her face blotchy when
she came back out five minutes later. If he saw he had the decency
not to comment, but his eyes never left her as she went back to the
bed and sat on the edge, not willing to get back in by the side of
him. She did not know how much more of this she could stand, and
hoped he had had enough of her for now.

“Can I get you anything?” he asked.

She thought for a moment, needing a drink, but unsure
of what to ask for. What did men like this have in their fridge?
Then she realised what she really did want. To know his name.

“Yes, there is. What's your name?”

“My name?”

“Yes, what am I supposed to call you? If you don’t
want to tell me your real name that's fine, but it would be easier
to call you something.”

“Adam. Adam Greystone.”

He was being honest, that was his real name. “Adam
Greystone,” she repeated. “Anything to do with Greystone
Holdings?”

“Yes, Nat is my brother.”

She was shocked by his honesty. “You're not afraid
I’m going to sell my story to the papers? I think the press would
pay a good sum for a scoop like this.”

His body language did not change; he lay quite
relaxed watching her. “Not going to happen.”

“Really, you’re so sure of yourself? I mean you are
here with a woman who sold herself to you, maybe I want a bit more
money.”

“First, my brother is a big player in the city; no
one would touch the story. Secondly, you are never going to sell
any part of yourself again. I’m willing to overlook what you did
before you were mine, but I won’t stand for it now.”

“What gives you the right to tell me what to do? You
paid for two days with me, that's all.”

“You honestly believe you are going to walk out of
that door after two days and never see me again? I told you, I have
waited a long time for you, and it’s cost me a lot of money
already, I will not have you embarrass me again.” He sounded very
sure of himself, as though he was some Victorian husband chastising
his obedient wife.

“What I do is none of your business, and I can assure
you when these two days are up I am walking out of that door and I
hope to never see you again.” She wondered if he could tell she was
lying, there was no way she could willingly give him up. But she
had no intention of simply going along with his wishes without a
fight.

He laughed at her, she felt her temper rising, he
made her feel like a little child. She wanted to hate him, to build
some barrier to keep her heart safe from him, but it wasn't
happening. Why the hell did she have to fall for someone so damn
arrogant?

Unable to stand feeling like this she bent down to
retrieve what was left of her clothes, her heart sank, there was no
way she was going anywhere in those. Instead she leaned forward to
grab his shirt, that would have to do, but Adam had other ideas. He
pulled her back onto the bed, and then straddled her so she could
not get away.

“You are not leaving,” he said forcefully, his weight
pressing down on her to emphasise this.

“I am not your prisoner, let me go,” she hissed at
him.

“The contract states two days.”

“Damn the contract.” She tried in vain to push him
of, barely making him move an inch.

“No, you have to give me two days, and then if you
still want to you can leave.” He held her hands above her head with
only one of his, the other began to stroke the side of her breast,
circling it around her nipple and then across to the other one.

She closed her eyes and willed herself not to react,
not to give him the satisfaction of knowing his words were right,
that he had already won, but her body betrayed her. Sinking his
head down to lick the hard tip of her nipple her murmured, “But I
think we both already know you will stay.”

A sharp intake of breath escaped her as he took her
nipple in his mouth, she writhed under him, heat building in her
core and spreading through her body. He took his time, licking and
sucking her breasts until she could stand it no longer. She wanted
him to take her again.

“You are so sensitive,” he said, easing his hold on
her a little so he could slide a hand down her stomach, but not
quite to the place she needed it the most.

“And you are so arrogant.”

“You will learn to see my good side.”

She snorted in disgust, hoping she wouldn’t notice
how she was trying desperately to wriggle around so his fingers
touched her sex.

“I could make you do or say whatever I wanted simply
by touching your body.”

“Like I said, so arrogant.”

“Not when I’m speaking the truth. I will demonstrate
it if you want.”

She felt scared, in what way did he mean touch her,
was he going to beat her, torture her? His fingers quickly waylaid
her fears, he finally let them graze her clit, it would be torture,
but of a kind she could not have imagined.

“Now, Cindy, let’s start with why you needed the
money.”

“That’s none of your business.”

“There you are mistaken, as my mate your actions
directly affect me. If you are in some kind of trouble then I need
to know.”

“I am not your mate.”

“Come now, don’t lie to yourself, you know it, you
can feel it. It will be much easier for you if you simply tell
me.”

She pressed her lips firmly together; she would
rather die than tell him what he wanted to know.

A low growl came from his throat as he accepted her
challenge. His weight shifted off her a little, one of his legs
sliding between hers and pried them apart allowing him access to
her. One of his fingers dipped inside her sex, already wet and
swollen. He drew it back up over her clit and watched her
uncontrolled response.

“Tell me why you needed the money?” he whispered, his
mouth next to her ear.

The closeness of him made his breath tickle her ear,
she shivered in response. Flicking his tongue out he licked the
lobe of her ear and then sucked it in causing her to whimper at the
assault on her senses. His experience with women was obvious, and
he was right, she would tell him everything eventually, but first
she would put up a fight.

Turning her head away from him she screwed her eyes
tightly shut, trying to block out what he was doing to her. In
response he moved his mouth from her ear and latched onto her
breast, sucking it hard before licking it with the flat of his
tongue.

Biting her lip to stop herself from crying out at the
onslaught as he continued using his mouth on her breasts while his
fingers pushed deep inside her, his thumb rubbing her clit at the
same time. She felt her orgasm rising, there was no stopping it,
and she wanted to come, despite the reasons why he was doing this
to her. It was so close, the tension in her body increased, ready
to explode around him.

And then he stopped.

He left her hanging there, no way of finishing, his
mouth and fingers gone, but he still had her hands pinned above her
head so she couldn't even go through the indignity of touching
herself in front of him in the desperate need to come.

Her breathing was rapid; her sex throbbed with an
ache deep and needy. She didn’t want to open her eyes and look at
him, she certainly didn’t want to give him the pleasure of knowing
how she felt, but then she guessed he already knew. This was his
game.

 

“Want to tell me now?” She did not move, even to
shake her head, the feelings had begun to subside, she could handle
it. “Then let’s continue.”

He moved between her thighs, pushing them wider, the
head of his cock pressed against her outer lips, he was going to
penetrate her again. Pushing harder he entered her, sliding in
slowly, her sex gripping him so she felt every movement as he slid
against her inner walls.

Stretching her tight sex he filled her completely,
resting there for a moment, and then he pulled back almost
completely, leaving her empty. The head of his cock was all that
was inside her, again he stopped, her sex adjusting to being empty,
and feeling the need to be filled.

With great self control he slid back into her,
filling her to the hilt. In a steady rhythm he repeated this,
slowly increasing the pace. His mouth kissed her body, little
trails all over her heated skin. Her orgasm grew from the dying
embers of before, quicker and stronger, the peak was so close, this
time would be even harder than the last, and she would not tell him
what he wanted to know.

And then he stopped.

Staying perfectly still he lay buried deep inside
her. She was so close, tensing her inner walls against his thick
cock she tried to tip herself over the edge, but it was no good.
Frustration filled her, familiar tears welled in her eyes, he was
controlling her like a puppet, and she knew he would break her.

“If you tell me I will let you come.”

“No,” she said through gritted teeth. There was no
way she would give in so easily.

He rested until the tension in her body subsided, and
then he repeated his wonderful torture. This time his mouth found
her breasts and leisurely sucked and licked them, his tongue
rolling over them until they were sore and swollen. Everything he
did heightened her senses, and made her climax more needed, and
more intense.

Again he stopped when she was teetering on the edge.
She wanted to give in this time, knowing the only one she was
hurting was herself, he could do this over and over, his self
control absolute. She hated him, hated the way he made her want
him, and the way she needed him to make her come.

After the fifth time he repeated it she was crying
real tears of anger and frustration. She did something she had
never done before in her life, she begged. “Please, Adam, please
make me come.”

“Tell me what the money was for; tell me why you sold
your virginity?”

“I don’t want to, please.”

“Tell me,” he said kissing her lips gently, running
his tongue over them softly, and making her need him more.

A great sob escaped her. “I hate you.”

He sighed, “I know. But I have to know if you’re in
trouble, if that was what the money for. Or was your innocence of
so little value that you are going to use it to buy shoes.”

His words cut deep into her, that a man could think
so little of her. Lifting her head and looking at him, her anger
filling every fibre in her body. “Shoes! Is that what you think?
OK, you want to know, it’s for my sister, she and her husband
desperately want a child, and they can’t afford fertility
treatment, so I sold the only thing I had that was worth anything.
It’s not as though I had guys falling over themselves to be my
boyfriend.”

She might as well have punched him, the colour
drained from his face, and his grip on her relaxed. He began to
move inside her, harder thrusts; bringing her back towards the
place she so needed to go. Tenderly he kissed her breasts, while
tears rolled down her cheeks.

Despite her anger she needed him to finish what he
had started. His movements became more focused and the release he
had promised hit her. She cried out, her sex contracting hard
around him, gripping him so tight he struggled to keep his
tempo.

She arched her back, offering herself to him,
disgusted with herself for the need only he could fulfil. Wave
after wave of tension left her, she felt him come inside her,
making her orgasm even more intense, if that was possible. Her body
drew his seed deep inside of itself, and she hated the thought that
she might already have conceived his child, that she might truly be
tied to him for ever.

 


***


Chapter Four

He moved off her, she instantly turned over and
curled into a tight ball sobbing.

“Hey, I’m sorry,” he said, stroking her arm and
kissing her shoulder. “I guess I misjudged you.”

She didn’t respond, too wrapped up in her own anger
and shame. When she had decided to do this to help her sister it
had seemed simple, two days of her life for the chance of a brand
new baby for her sister to love and enjoy.

All her life she had wanted children, and it had been
so hard to watch the disappointment and descent into depression
that had followed every unmissed period.

“Will you at least let me explain?” He continued to
stroke her arm, but in no way did he try to force her to turn
around. “When I saw you in that club, I couldn’t believe I had
found my mate, there of all places. All I could think was how could
the woman I’m going to spend the rest of my life with, be here in a
place like this, selling herself. My pride got the better of me; I
never gave a thought to the fact that you might be doing it for
such a...noble reason.”

Her sobbing subsided a little as she listened to his
words; he seemed so sincere, so different from the man who had
forced her to talk.

He lay down behind her and wrapped his arms around
her, pulling her close. Kissing lightly along her spine, he lay
waiting for her to stop crying. The warmth of his body, the sound
of his voice soothed her, she could understand the opinion he had
formed of her, it was natural considering the circumstances.

She still couldn’t understand why he talked about her
being his mate, and the contract definitely said two days, not
forever. He obviously had other ideas, but the way he had treated
her made her question her own feelings towards him, no matter how
strong.

“Please say something.”

She couldn’t bear the pain in his voice, even though
she hated the effect he had on her. What the hell was it about him
that she found so irresistible no matter what he did to her?
Turning in his arms she faced him, her tear stained face turned to
his.

“Why I sold myself is my business, you had no right
to make me tell you.”

He stroked her hair with his hand, pushing it back
from her face before kissing her cheek where her tears had dried.
“I’m sorry, I needed to know you weren't in some kind of trouble,
if you were I would have to get you out of it.”

“I don’t need you to fight my battles.” Her voice
still shaky from crying.

“It’s in my nature; I have to look after you, to
honour you.”

“You know you sound crazy, right?”

“It’s true though, my duty is to look after my mate
once I’ve found her, and as I said, part of it was wounded pride. I
had to phone my brother and ask him for the money, I didn’t have
that kind of cash available to access at such short notice.”

“You asked your brother for the money?” she sat up,
mortified. “Oh, what will he think of me?”

Adam pulled her back to nestle next to him. “Don’t
worry, I didn’t actually tell him what it was for.”

“Still, I’m sorry, I’ll give the money back to you,
and then you can repay him.”

“No, no you won’t, you did what you did for a reason,
give the money to your sister.”

“I can’t, not now. This whole thing was crazy from
the beginning; I can’t see that we have any kind of a future when
I’ll always feel like a whore for selling myself to you.”

“Then don’t look at it like that, call it a finders
fee.” She looked at Adam as though he was mad, but he carried on.
“You know, if you hadn't done it then we might never have met, and
I would never have found my mate.”

“OK, what's with this mate business? Because I’m not
getting it.”

“You can feel it too, can’t you? No matter how angry
you were with me there was no way you could have left. Right?”

She turned to look at him, seeing him clearly for the
first time, his anger and resentment had gone. Now he was more
relaxed it made her breath catch in her throat at just how good
looking he was. In her experience with men so far, she knew beyond
a shadow of a doubt that under normal circumstances he would never
have fallen for a fuller figure girl like her.

Yet here he lay, telling her they were destined to be
together, and there was not a thing they could do to escape that.
Part of her wanted to get out of this bed and prove him wrong, but
that was the stubborn side of her, and she could control that. What
scared her more was the other side of her, the side that knew he
was right and also knew she would never leave him, no matter what
he did to her. That side was new, and it scared her.

“I feel it, but I don’t know why, and I don’t like
it. You have this control over me, and that's not good, I have been
brought up to be any man’s equal, and I don’t want to give that
up.”

“You won’t, I promise, Let me take you out of here,
show you who I really am. Perhaps that will make things easier for
you to accept.”

***

He took her home, wrapped in one of his shirts and a
long coat to cover her modesty, her clothes from the night before
ruined, for which he also apologised. She showered and dressed,
half expecting him to be gone and for the whole night to have been
one weird dream. Yet when she came out of her bedroom, dressed in a
summer dress and sandals, he was still there, eyeing her body
appreciatively.

“Come on, we'd better go, I know what that look means
and I haven't got so many clothes that you can rip them to shreds
whenever you want,” she said although the desire to make love to
him again was strong.

He smiled a wicked charismatic smile, then moved to
the door and held it open for her. As they walked down to his car
she started to feel normal, like they were two people on a date.
Sliding into the car reminded her of the night before, of him
taking her virginity. The feeling of normality started to slip, but
soon it would be gone for ever.

***

He drove for about an hour, there was some food which
he had prepared while she had showered, and she sat nibbling on it
while he drove. She was starving, not having eaten since yesterday
lunchtime. They made small talk, he told her about his job, and she
told him about her life, it seemed strained, neither of them at
ease in the other's company yet.

They drove off the road and headed into a forest, he
seemed to know exactly where they were going. The trees became
denser and the track more uneven, at last he stopped and got out of
the car. Grabbing her hand he eagerly pulled her out of the car and
picked the bag containing the food up too. Then he led her down a
path, deeper into the forest.

After about fifteen minutes of walking they left the
track and he took her to a glade filled with sunshine. Placing the
blanket he had taken from the car on the floor, he sat her down.
Adam stayed standing.

“So, this is a bit strange, I’ve never shared this
with anyone outside of my family.” He sounded nervous, all
arrogance gone from his voice. “Please, don’t run, or be scared, I
won’t hurt you, I promise, but keep an open mind, and remember that
I love you.”

She sat in shock. He loved her, after such a short
time, and he had told her with no awkwardness, as though it were
the most natural thing in the world to say those words. So caught
up in her thoughts she didn’t pay much attention to him as he
backed away from her.

“Ready, Cindy?” he said.

“Cindy? Oh, me, right. Listen, there's something I
have to tell you too.”

“In a moment, please let me show you first.” In a
blur he removed his clothes, she wondered what he was doing, and
then he looked different.

Her eyes seemed to lose focus, she rubbed them to
clear her vision, but nothing worked. His outline seemed to form
again, but he was kneeling down on all fours. No, that wasn’t it,
his shape had changed, instead of a man he was a wolf, a huge dark
brown wolf.

She sat still with her mouth open, unable to process
what had happened. The huge creature took a step towards her, and
she instinctively began to shove herself backwards along the
ground. Her feet got a grip on the forest floor and she stood up,
ready to run, but she had backed herself into a tree and now she
was cornered by the beast.

A scream stuck in her throat, but it would have done
her no good anyway, they were too far away from other people. The
beast would kill her, and nobody would know, they probably wouldn’t
even find her body this deep in the woods.

Standing before her he looked up at her, and then he
stepped closer and rubbed his great head on her leg. Tentatively
she placed her hand on him, feeling that familiar connection she
had with Adam. This was his secret; he was a wolf, a shifter. She
had to lean back onto the tree trunk and take a deep breath. It was
crazy, unreal, but the evidence was here at her fingertips, the
soft warm fur of a wolf.

He wined and cocked his head at her, she looked down
at him and smiled, the auction and everything that had happened
since seemed to become so insignificant now. This was bigger than
anything else, more important and more real, he meant what he said
about mates for life.

He went out of focus again and changed before her
eyes until he was in human form.

“Are you OK?” he asked.

“I think so, I mean, that really happened,
right?”

“Yes, that is part of who I am. That is the reason I
knew instantly you were my mate, it’s an instinct we all have.”

“You mean there are others like you.”

“It’s a family thing.”

Her hand pressed against his chest, feeling the firm
skin and the steady beat of his heart. He was flesh and blood, and
something else, something other worldly, and he was hers. She
looked at the toned muscles of his body, and then at the hardness
of his erection.

In an instant he had her in his arms, lifting her up
and wrapping her legs around him, her back pressed against the
tree. His hands caught at the elastic of her panties and ripped
them off, a habit she would have to break him of.

Sliding his finger inside her he massaged her sex
until she was writhing in his arms. Before she had chance to think
he had pushed himself inside her, straight up to the hilt in one
fluid movement. She clung to him as he withdrew, and then he began
to pound her hard, the beast in him free.

She clawed at his back, urging him on, wanting him to
make her come. It was quickly over, he jerked into her and she
clung to him as her orgasm rocked her. She felt the strong muscles
of his back straining to push as deep as he could, he cried out
like an animal with pent up tension.

Then they were spent, he held her close, with her
legs still around his waist and his cock still buried in her sex.
They were joined now, she knew his secret and she would be his
mate, he would look after and protect her, she was his.

He carried her to the blanket and laid her on it,
moving to the side of her before stretching out himself.

“What happens now?” she asked him.

“That’s up to you, you know everything about me, are
you willing to be my mate? When the two days are up you could walk
away.”

“Would you find another mate?”

“No, there will only ever be you. I could have sex
with other women, but not love them in the same way.”

“You would let me go?”

“I want you to be happy, Cindy, and if that isn't
with me then I suppose I would have to find the strength to allow
you to leave. I’m not saying it would be easy, or that I wouldn’t
try every trick in the book to make you stay. And we both know I
can be very persuasive.”

“I see, well I guess we can see how it goes, although
there are a couple of things you are going to have to promise me
first.”

“You want to negotiate with me?”

“You could put it like that. Is that a problem?”

“Not exactly the true love, what's mine is yours and
what's yours is mine kind of thing I was hoping for.”

She laughed, stroking his cock with her hand; two
could play the game of control. “They're quite simple. First, you
have to stop ripping my clothes off.”

His mouth descended to her breast, nibbling her
nipple through the fabric. “But it’s so much better when you’re
naked.”

She lifted his chin, although hating to stop him from
making her feel so aroused. “Secondly, you had better stop calling
me Cindy.”

“That’s not your name?”

“No, I only put it on the contract to keep some
privacy. My real name is Louisa.”

“Louisa, I like that.” He kissed her mouth, pulling
her head down to meet his. Then he murmured, “If you want to stop
me breaking rule number one already then I suggest you take your
clothes off, I am going to make you scream Louisa, the wolf is
about to claim his mate again.”

She pushed him away from her, undid her dress, and
peeled it off slowly. Then she reached behind her and unclasped her
bra, he tried to move forward. She put a finger up in warning.
“Stay where you are Mr Wolf.”

Louisa took her time removing her panties, watching
him lick his lips in anticipation. When she was naked she crawled
towards him and leaned down to take his cock in her hands. Stroking
him gently she slid her hand up and down his shaft. He groaned in
approval, and when she looked up he was biting his lip to control
himself.

Wanting to taste him she took him in her mouth and
sucked on him, his hips bucked off the blanket, and his hands
sought out her breasts. He stroked her while she sucked on him, her
tongue rolling over the head of his cock. She tasted his pre come,
licking it from the tip as it appeared; at this point Adam could
stand it no longer.

He pushed her back onto the blanket and impaled her
on his cock before she knew what was happening. Although shocked
she felt the tremors rock his body and inwardly glowed at the
thought of his need. This feeling soon passed though when he thrust
hard into her.

He strained to push deep, Louisa felt as though he
would dent the earth underneath her with his force. He had been
holding back all this time, but now he was unleashed. She half
expected him to howl while he took her, the glow in his eyes
visible to her even in the daylight.

His cock so thick and long filled her sex, she
scratched at his back, finding a part of herself that was pure
animal too. When his mouth covered her breasts she fisted his hair,
holding him to her, never wanting him to let her go.

Spurred on he lifted her leg, managing to penetrate
her more and also allowing his hand to thread under her thigh and
find her sensitive clit. Her world exploded, the trees seemed to
blur and swim around her, the only thing she could register clearly
was Adam.

He came too, and he indeed howled, the forest echoing
the cry back to them. Pressing hard into her, his warm seed filled
her sex, perhaps making the bond they shared complete. In the last
throes of their passion Louisa acknowledged that there was no way
she would be leaving him, ever, their love was stronger than any
contract.

It would take time to get used to each other, but the
sex would make learning fun. She smiled at her strong arrogant
wolf, and laid her head on his chest, listening to the strong beat
of the heart that belonged to her and only her.
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Curves For Her
Cowboy (BBW Billionaire Cowboy Erotic Romance)

Tammy has been away for three years, however her
feelings for Sam have not changed. This curvy girl is used to
people making fun of her, so she knows Sam will never want her as
more than a friend.

Can she keep her feelings for the billionaire cowboy
next door hidden?

Or will she be shocked to discover he has plans for
her, that will result in her ultimate pleasure?

Warning: This 12,000 word short story contains
scenes of explicit sex and is for adults only.

Excerpt: “Please, Sam, I need more.”

“How much more?” he asked.

Tammy had never begged a man to take her in her life,
but right now she would have got down on her hands and knees and
begged him to take her.

“Come on, Tammy, say it.”

“Please, Sam, take me. I need to feel you inside me.”
Tammy said so quietly she wondered if he had heard her.

Then he straightened before sliding his finger under
the lace of her panties and tugging them down past her knees and
letting them fall to her ankles.

“Step out of them,” he said.

She did as he asked, her skirt falling back down to
cover her naked behind.

“Perhaps it would be better if we removed this too.”
he said.

Return To Sender
(Curves For Her Soldier) (BBW Erotic Romance)

Marcus has been taught never to share his feelings
with anyone, it made you weak. Yet over the last few months he had
managed to open up to Christie, and now he has a written a letter
asking her to meet him when he returns.

Just one problem it gets "Returned To Sender".

Christie cannot believe the man she has corresponded
with for the last few months would suddenly stop writing. It's bad
enough that men don't fall for her curvaceous body when they meet
her, but to be let down by someone who has never even set eyes on
her voluptuous body, well, that's just too much!

After an argument with her friend, Christie settles
down for an evening in with a movie, and chocolate. But a knock at
her door brings her face to face with her soldier, can their
relationship blossom, or will it die?
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Bound By The
Barbarian: Tirim (Reluctant First Time Gay Sex) (Virgin Sex
Slaves)

Tirim and his step sister Scarla are going to start a
new life together after their parents die. But on their way to
their new village they are captured by barbarians.

Despite his reluctance he soon learns the pleasure
only a barbarian can give. Will Tirim submit to the lust of his
captor? Or will he learn to control the man who wants to break
him?

Warning: This 9,000 word story contains first
time gay sex, whipping, orgasm denial, BDSM. Anal sex, oral sex and
a step brother willing to do anything to protect his sister.

Bound To The
Barbarian: Tirim Part 2 (Reluctant Gay Sex) (Virgin Sex
Slaves)

Taken as a slave, Tirim learns what is expected of a
sex slave. When his master deems him ready to be mated with other
barbarians he is given to the cruel Krill first. Krill takes his
enjoyment from the pain of others and treats Tirim roughly.

However Tirim knows he has to obey if he is to have
any chance of seeing his sister Scarla again.

When Jarroth takes an interests in him Tirim realises
this may be his best chance of finding someone willing to help
him.

Warning: This 16,000 word story contains
whipping, reluctant gay sex, forced gay sex, oral sex, m/m/m
threesome, f/m/f threesome and a barbarian sex slave who will do
anything to save his sister.

Captured By The
Barbarians: Scarla (Virgin Sex Slaves) Scarla is about
to start a new life with her step brother Tirim. But they are both
captured by barbarians and taken to be sex slaves.

Scarla is taught the ways of the mating room by two
women. Before she is given as a virgin to the chief. Afterwards
three young bucks share her, but through it all she holds on to the
hope that one day she will be reunited with Tirim.

Warning: This 9,000 word story contains a
captured virgin, a much loved step brother and many barbarians.
Includes oral sex, first time sex and double penetration.

Tamed By The
Barbarian: Shona Part 1 (Virgin Sex Slaves)

Shona is to be given to another tribe as tribute when
attacked and captured by barbarians. Fierce and angry Shona
captivates the barbarian chief who yearns to dominate her.
Determined to make her give her innocence to him of her own fee
will, can Darroth tame the pale woman from the mountains?

Hunted By The
Barbrain: Shona Part 2 (Virgin Sex Slaves)

Shona is dominated by Darroth, and accepts her life
with the barbarian chief, until a hunting party brings back two new
virgin sex slaves. Unable to bare the thought of the barbarian
chief mating with other women she creeps into the mating room to
watch.

Shocked by what she sees, Shona runs away. But no one
escaped from the barbarian clan and soon she is hunted down and
punished.

Warning: This 9,000 words story involves Shona
being taught to please the chief with oral sex and anal sex. It
includes voyeurism, virgin sex, and a runaway sex slave.

When Shona is caught will she do what is needed to
heal the barbarian clan? Will she agree to go to the mating room to
appease Darroth's challenger? Or will she be sent away from Darroth
forever?

Taken By The
Barbarians: Dinah (Virgin Sex Slaves) (Kidnapped As A Sex
Slave)

This is Dinah’s story. Given to the men of the
barbarian village to do with as they please. Dinah must learn to
survive in her new life. Includes first time sex, anal sex, double
penetration, and discovering pleasure from another woman's
hands.

***

By The Billionaire

Saved: By The
Billionaire

Alex is in trouble, after a one night stand she finds
out she had been hustled and all her money has gone. Add to that
the trouble she is already in, things couldn't get much worse.

In steps English billionaire bachelor, Oliver Tring.
He offers her a deal, a million pounds in return for seducing a man
who has something he wants back. He will train her to successfully
accomplish his goal. In return he promises he will make all her
problems go away.

But Alex can't decide if Oliver is a truly a man who
will save her, or if she is heading for more trouble.

Oliver has secrets of his own, and will only tell
Alex what she needs to know. Can he convince her to carry out his
plan and retrieve something that has been lost. Or will he give in
to his own feelings and keep Alex for himself?

Saved: By The Billionaire, is part one in the new By
The Billionaire series.

Possessed: By The Billionaire will be released
soon.

Warning: This 20,000 word story contains a
lying cheating hustler, who knows how to make a woman scream in
ecstasy. A billionaire who thinks spanking is one sure way to teach
a woman a lesson. And our heroine who is not the weak woman Oliver
thinks she is.

***

Saved By The Pack

Alice

Alice is in trouble, kidnapped and left as the virgin
sacrifice for the beast, she knows things are not going to end
well. But Alice is resourceful and manages to escape, right into
the arms of a different kind of beast, or rather six of them.

They offer her sanctuary from the beast that will
never stop hunting her. In return for her safety Alice agrees to
become the pack's mate. Not a hard choice when she finds these
wolves so hard to resist.

Warning: This 9,000 word story contains a
terrible beast, six shape shifting brothers and a virgin sacrifice.
With virgin sex and oral sex, and a young woman who must learn to
control the lust of the pack, quickly. Will Alice be able to
control and satisfy the pack, and escape the beast?

Sarah

When Sarah's parents died her uncle came to look
after her on her farm. But now he has locked her in the barn and is
hell bent on selling her virginity to the highest bidder.

What he doesn't expect is two of the pack members to
arrive and save her. Given the choice of leaving, or mating with
the six brothers, Sarah has a choice to make that will change her
life forever.

Will Sarah become the second mate for this pack?

Warning: This 9,000 word story contains a
frightened virgin and six shape shifting brothers that women find
hard to resist. Includes forced oral sex, double penetration, anal
sex and a satisfying outcome for all of the brothers and their two
mates.

***

Betrayed Curves (BBW
Erotic Romance)

Cheated on by the man she hoped to marry, Marie
leaves the city and goes home. On the way she meets an old friend,
and sparks fly, but Rob Bartlett is too much of a gentleman to take
advantage of Marie.

Once back in her home town Marie seeks Rob out to
apologise for her behaviour. Things don't exactly go to plan and
this time her fantasy is more than fulfilled.

When her ex turns up with a proposal will Marie take
her happy ever after and run back to the city, or will she take a
chance on Rob?

Warning: This 14,000 word story contains a
love cheat, a handsome hunk and a plus size woman with a betrayed
heart. Includes oral sex, outdoor sex and spanking hot sex. Can Rob
win the heart of Marie?

***

Behind Closed Doors

Stories filled with lust, sex and, of course,
love.

***

Read how Katy lost her virginity to Mr Carty her hot
neighbor in:

What Katy Did First

Katy has always wondered what her first time will be
like. She wanted it to be something special, not a fumble in the
back seat with someone her own age. So she chooses her neighbor,
hot single parent, Mr Carty to be her first. But Mr Carty has no
idea what his baby sitter has planned for the evening. Will Katy
have the courage to go through with it, or will she go home still a
virgin?

Warning: This 5200+ word erotic short story features
a virgin and a hot single parent, first time vaginal sex, first
time intense oral pleasure and a satisfying ending for both.

Excerpt:

Moving towards her, loosening his tie and undoing the
top buttons of his shirt, this was the moment all her flirting had
been leading up to.

He reached out and cupped her face with his hand.

“Katy, I think you have been teasing me these past
few weeks. Go home now if you want, and we'll forget all about it.
If you stay I am going to show you exactly how crazy you have been
making me.”

“Show me,” she breathed. It was all he needed to
hear.

His lips crushed hers, a hard kiss, filled with all
the pent up frustration she had caused him. He pushed his tongue
into her mouth, tasting her. She opened her mouth to him, allowing
him to explore her with his tongue, overwhelmed by his onslaught.
This was not how boys usually kissed her, this was a man, sure of
himself, taking charge, she trembled slightly at that thought.

Fingers began to undo the buttons of her top, all the
while his lips never left hers. Pushing her shirt back, revealing
her soft creamy breasts in a white cotton bra. Now he stopped
kissing her, and instead slid his hand into the cup, brushing his
palm over the hard nipple.

Continue reading What Katy Did First
(First Time Virgin Sex)

What Katy Did Next
(Oral Sex, Domination)

What Katy Did Then
(BDSM, Sex In The Car)

What Katy Did With
Her Billionaire Boss (Billionaire Erotic Romance)

Crystal and Roxie,
Rockstar Sex (Menage, Threesome, mfm,fmf, First Time Anal
Sex)

Crystal, Loved By
Her Daddy (Taboo Pseudo Incest)

Crystal, Bred By Her
Daddy (Taboo Breeding Erotica)

Jamie, Cowboy Lust
(First Time Gay Sex)

Jamie, Cowboy Love
(Whipping Gay Cowboy Erotica)

Jamie, Cowboy
Gangbang (Four Hot Men Having Fun)

 


***

Sex And Marriage

Worried about their marriage, Paul and Ellie set out
to rekindle their sex life. It's a simple idea, each month, while
their kids are at their grandparents they invite each other to
experience a sexual fantasy they have always dreamed of.

Awakenings (Month 1)

Read how they begin to rediscover each other on their
first weekend, as they take it in turns to watch each other
masturbate. The sex that follows is the best they have shared for
years. Then Ellie has to hand over her invitation for next month,
will she shock Paul, or will her invitation be too tame.

Warning: This 5,200 word book includes a husband and
wife trying to spice up their marriage. Masturbation, teasing and
hot sex. It concludes with an over excited husband and an
invitation to more new bedroom adventures. For over 18's only.

Excerpt:

"No, I want to watch you," his voice sounded thick,
he coughed trying to clear his throat, his eyes never left me,
drawn to the white lace that barely spared my modesty.

I could feel the wetness of arousal between my legs.
Hot, wet, inviting, but the invitation was usually addressed to
Paul, not myself. Still, I tried to relax again and started to push
the thin straps of my thong down my thighs. I had to lift my bottom
off the bed to slide it down; this lifted my sex into his direct
line of sight. I could see him straining forward slightly to get a
clearer look.

I felt slightly shocked by how much he seemed to be
enjoying this, he had never looked at me down there before. Not
really looked. I slid the thong slowly down my legs, taking one
foot out at a time, letting him get a good view of me.

I settled back down on the bed, trying to get
comfortable again.

Read how their evening ends in orgasms in
Awakenings

Month 2 Spank
Me Professor (Spanking Role Play)
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