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Chapter 1

 

Xavier

I hated Vegas. I remembered how much I hated Vegas when I stood there in the lobby of the Bellagio listening to the incessant dinging of the money stealing, soul-sucking contraptions simultaneously begging for my attention. This wasn’t my place; Vegas was never my thing. Unfortunately, being a famous fashion designer and a self-made multi-millionaire, Vegas was something I had to swallow at times. High rollers wanted to look their best. This was why my likeness was on a seventy-foot-tall billboard in the center of the Las Vegas strip. I was wearing only a pair of jeans, no shirt. The caption read “Bare it all, Xavier Dean.” It was titillating. I’d just been named one of the sexiest men of the year, and my PR company was taking advantage of it. One of the reasons I agreed to the billboard was I thought I’d never see it, and yet, here I was.

While I was often here on business, this time I wasn’t. My best friend, Damon Rockwell was holding his bachelor party in Vegas of all the god-awful places, so I was drinking a big gulp of Vegas in a fancy, high octane, one hundred proof glass that scorched my throat as it went down. Damon and I grew up on the same street. We learned to skateboard with one another, and his grandmother made the best spaghetti with meatballs and homemade sauce. I can still taste it. My mother was never one for cooking. We were both raised in a moderate middle-class town where we weathered boyhood travails such as crushes on girls who were aloof and disinterested and learned to deal with the occasional bully. We found and defeated enemies attacking us on the X-box and went head to head, one upping each other in sports. We eventually matured, went to college and found different interests, but we remained friends.

He became a lawyer and a staunch businessman and was marrying a stunning trophy wife in a week. The goal of this boys’ weekend with me and a few of his closest friends was to be mostly drunk and debaucherous, and all was going to plan. I, however, could only take so much drunken revelry and ducked out of the last event, which was a strip club where the girls offered special services after the show. I was not interested. After only twenty-four hours, the hedonistic lifestyle was wearing thin. Contrarily, Damon was enjoying himself. I was not. Standing in the casino with nothing to do, I thought about playing for an instant. I didn’t need to play for more money, I had more than enough for my lifetime and then some. 

My clothing brand was one of the most successful menswear brands in the world. I started out with a vision for men’s fashion and built it into a San Francisco-based fashion label which I simply entitled after myself: Xavier Dean Designs. My label nearly ran itself after a decade of success. I worked hard on creating elegant menswear, but I wasn’t so busy I couldn’t go out and have some fun. The trouble was, I wasn’t really having any fun. 

I was sitting at the bar trying to focus on the one thing that had caught my eye amid the dinging and clatter. In fact, it nearly dragged my eyes right out of my face. Bent over the craps table was the most perfectly formed ass I’d ever seen. It was round, firm, and delicious. Connected to that perfect ass was a pair of long shapely legs with a tiny little golden purse dangling at her hip. 

The dress she wore wasn’t as garish or offensive as some around me, too low cut for their shape or too high hemmed for their size but was an exquisite silhouette on a beautiful form. She was draped languidly over the table, nonchalant and almost bored. She wasn’t trying to entice anyone overtly, but thoughts of taking that ass on the table, holding it still and diving my cock right up into her pussy, were pretty all-consuming. The alcohol haze wasn’t doing anything to subdue my libido, so getting my mind off taking her from behind wasn’t going to happen. 

She seemed not to care about what others in the room thought of her. She had rings of golden hair with highlights that shone like strands of gold in the dim light. Her large round eyes made you weep, but her soft full lips were the real draw. I had a hard time taking my eyes off them as they screwed into a sneer when she threw the dice. It must have been habitual, but it was sexy as fuck.
		I’d be hard-pressed to find any man in the room not thinking about having their way with her, bent over the table as she was. I liked to wine and dine a woman into bed. Treating women well was my trademark and yet, I’d always leave behind a note the next morning thanking them for the fun without giving them so much as an email address. Some found me and tried to pursue something more, but most got the picture; I was only interested in one night. I wasn’t exactly a bastard. I had my reasons for not wanting complications to my already hectic life. 

Truthfully, it was much easier for me to commit to a one-night stand than it was to a mature relationship with its inevitable ups and downs, those were not the kinds of ups and downs I was looking for. Sex was fun, sex filled the gaps in my life when they were empty. I could count on one finger the number of truly committed relationships I’d had.

Being in the fashion industry, there was no shortage of exquisite women to take to bed for the night, or sometimes more. One of my biggest issues was variety, there were simply too many to choose from. The other major challenge was a deep buried fear of getting too close. Lauren was, by all standards, one of the most beautiful women on the planet. I’d met her on the catwalk during fashion week. She wore this ridiculous peacock dress, a debut designer’s tour de force, that lit her up like a Cirque du Soleil poster; sexy, intriguing, evocative. It was an image that had you thinking of her long legs being bent over yours, contorting easily to accommodate your “love.”

In reality, she was nothing like the image I, and many others who praised her saw in our minds. She was shy and lovely. She refused me too many times to count, so I settled for friendship. It was my first and only friendship with a woman, and I desperately wanted to fuck her. Friendship with her didn’t mean I wasn’t going to try to let my cock get a chance at her; I tried often. I was good at trying. Being rich, I did way more than wine and dine her. I upped the ante with surprise vacations to Bali, weekend trips to Morocco on my private jet, a brand-new Mercedes, and a puppy. 

I worked hard to earn her trust and eventually her love, which finally brought me to the glorious moment a year later when we spent an entire day in a New York hotel room in bed. We fucked so hard we were both too sore to move the next day, so in essence, it was two glorious days in bed. 

She beckoned the “me” out of me, and I brought walls down for her that were tall and thick, just so I could bare my soul. We were in love, and it was terrifying. Lauren continued to work, and so did I. She was an East Coast girl, and I was a West Coast boy. Not wanting to claim too much of her independence, we managed to negotiate the long-distance thing pretty well. I trusted her, and in turn, she was trustworthy. I even considered marriage until I got the phone call. I can still remember every word, even though it was nearly five years ago. 

“Hello, may I speak to Xavier Dean please?” an officious voice asked.

It was a somber voice, one that sent a shock of dread through your body without even knowing the reason for his call.

“I’m sorry to inform you, sir, that Lauren McClure was on a small commuter jet that crashed just after takeoff this morning. She named you as her next of kin,” the grave voice said.

She was coming to San Francisco as she did every weekend. I’d bought the ticket for her as I’d bought all of her weekend tickets. We used a private jet service because I didn’t want her on commercial flights. It wasn’t my jet, but one commissioned by my company. There was pilot error on takeoff, and all the people aboard the plane died, including Lauren, the most beautiful, kind, and loving woman I’d ever met. I made sure from that day forward that I never dated a “Lauren” again. Instead, I went for sexy, shallow one-night stands. Sex and only sex was going to be my game. If there was even a hint of friendship involved, I ran. So after paying the bartender for my top grade liquid hangover, I walked straight past the bouffant-haired seniors and the Hawaiian shirt-clad day trippers all hanging their hopes on a one-armed bandit and went straight to the ass calling my name.

This woman with the perfect behind had swagger, I could say that much for her. She was probably just a little drunker than I was, leaning herself deeply over the craps table and giggling with another gambler who stood beside her. I don’t believe she was trying to flaunt that perfectly sumptuous body because it was doing a fine job without her. Adding to the attraction was an effervescent, gregarious, nature, gorgeous emerald green eyes, and cascades of golden hair. Around her neck was a curious necklace in the shape of an ankh made into a butterfly. 

As I approached, I noticed she was also the current winner, as she had many bets behind her roll. When I joined the table, she was talking about how Vegas messed with the body’s circadian rhythm and that was why people gambled so desperately. All the men and even the one woman stared at her in varying degrees of disbelief, as she continued to talk about how important our bodies’ natural rhythms are to our mental health. 

Who talks like that at a craps table in Vegas? I fucking loved her. It was hard to see in the dim light, but as I watched, she seemed to have an amber glow; a healthy tan. While Vegas was hot most of the time, her whole demeanor had such a windswept quality to it; I wouldn’t be surprised if she’d spent most of her life on the beach. She was too breezy and grounded to be a city girl and too sophisticated to be from the country, my guess was she was a mix of some kind. Whatever her reason for being here, I was going to make it my mission to find out more. Tonight, she would be my jackpot. 

She was laughing with the gambler on her right, her hair bouncing softly as her shoulders pulsed with a tittering that almost sounded genuine. She turned her head, and her eyes glanced at mine. There was fire. I knew I was a handsome man, one who needed nothing more than my mere presence to stir interest. Perhaps she recognized me; there was that billboard, and I was in a few commercials. My face was on all of our marketing, and so if you knew Xavier Dean Designs, you knew Xavier Dean. 

I was used to being in control and was naturally dominant. She sensed this immediately, but again, being her, she didn’t linger to consider me. Instead, her slender fingers plucked the two dice she wanted for her roll and sensuously let the white cubes tumble in her delicate grasp. 

Her bangles clanked gently as she massaged the dice, considering her roll perhaps or more likely employing an oddly effective means of seduction. While her eyes never strayed to mine, she was there with me, her body heat radiated, and I could smell the faint lavender in her perfume. Everything about her was poetry. While she may have been drunk, it only made her more fluid, more lyrical. She wasn’t slurring and sloppy but soft and sedated. Everyone at the table was mesmerized with her in an ethereal way. I wasn’t. I was a raging bull, my cock hardening with her nearness, her scent driving me mad. 

I wanted to take the palm of my hand, force her over the table, and let the dice tumble out of her beguiling hand. I’d take her fast and hard from behind, breaking her mystifying seduction as she panted and screamed out in ecstasy. I did everything in my power to keep from acting on my fantasy. I placed the maximum bid on the pass line, and this got me some curious looks, but not from her. She tipped a tiny bit farther over the table as her dress rose up her thigh. Her hand then lilted out in front of her sending the dice flying. 

“Seven!” the dealer yelled, and each of us won on her throw.

A smile crossed her lips, and it was then she turned to regard me, her eyes making direct contact with mine. My cock nearly shot through my zipper.

“Seven,” I rasped, confident and seductive as I angled towards her. 

She chucked her chin up toward the table, gesturing for me to place another bet, but never said a word. Again, I put down the maximum as she rolled an eight and side-eyed me with a snide grin as she rolled another eight. A bolt of electricity shot through the table as everyone gathered up their winnings. I took half my chips and left another maximum bid on the line. She placed a modest bid and turned to answer a question the man next to her had asked. He was in his late forties, past his age of attractiveness as evidenced by the pot belly barely concealed by his ill-fitting clothes. His smile was kind, though, and the shooter didn’t seem the kind to be rude. 

“Nice win, little lady,” he oozed. “You think I can buy you a drink? Sure like to say thanks,” he added as justification.

It was all such utter bullshit. He wanted in her pants just as badly as I did. I laughed, not one to be rivaled. “I’ll buy you a Ferrari,” I boasted with a quiet seduction.

I wasn’t sure she heard me until her emerald green eyes stabbed me again. 

“I’ll hold you to it,” she said. Her voice was rich and deep, unexpected.

Although she was carefree, she was an expert at seduction. She could not give a shit about anyone in the room, even me; that’s what made her so remarkable. After we’d all placed our bets, I cast out the dice. While Craps was a game of chance, I put way too much into the throw. Both dice slammed against the walls of the table and tumbled to snake eyes.

“Snakes, craps out!” the dealer yelled.

Everyone at the table lost. I couldn’t care less; the money was nothing. She didn’t seem to care either, but her energy had shifted with lighting fast speed from nonchalant sex siren to bored craps player. She took her winning money and turned away from the table ready to move elsewhere. 

“Are you leaving?” I asked trying to halt her without grabbing her arm.

“I’m thirsty,” she said with a smile.

“Let me buy you a drink, it’s the least I can do for losing your money.” I was gregarious and playful. It was somewhat painful, but I thought matching her style might work. 

“I lost five dollars,” she said. “A drink is never going to be enough to heal the pain.” She executed this sentence with a perfectly straight face.

“Oh, that’s tragic,” I said. “I only lost five thousand, the least you could do is let a poor loser like me buy you a ten-dollar drink.” I flashed a seductive smile, lest she was missing my meaning.

I didn’t want to be her buddy tonight unless it was her fuck buddy. I fully intended on our ten-dollar drink having some very thick strings attached. She must have sensed this as she shied away from me some.

“Thanks, but I think you should save your money.” She was still playing with me, but cautiously.

I could see the attraction in her eyes. There was no mistaking the way they’d misted over and her plump rosy lips parted. I presumed, however, her subconscious was being volleyed between the devil on one shoulder and the angel on the other, with one noting I was the sexiest thing in the room and the other thoroughly convinced I was an enchanting serial killer.

“I have quite a lot of it, I should be fine.” I smiled and extended my hand to her. “I’m Xavier Dean, and you are?” 

I instantly regretted introducing myself in that way. As I played the moment back in my head, there was no way of escaping how juvenile the approach was; like saying, “I have lots of money, and I’m famous” 

Perhaps she hadn’t heard of me. Seeing her eyes brighten and then recover confirmed she did know who I was. 

“Hi,” she sparkled. “I’m Arcadia Jones. I love your boxers; I wear them to bed.” 

Fuck me she was everything! 

“Well, not mine, surely,” I temped with a dark seductive domination. “Not yet at least.” 

“No, not yours,” she returned with a dry seduction. “I have my own.”

 





Chapter 2

 

Arcadia

Oh, my God. Xavier Dean! The hottest fashion designer in the world. Of course, I knew who he was, I knew it the minute he walked over to the table. He was so much sexier in real life. He had a strongly sculpted face with ice blue eyes and tousled brown hair. I knew he was in his early forties, yet he had a unique and timeless look, reminding me of a romance novel cover. Not a slutty novel, but one where the hero sweeps the heroine off her feet being perfect and dashing.

 I didn’t want to go fangirling on him, and I knew if I let him in, I’d do anything he wanted. By the way, his eyes were staring at me, anything was definitely on the menu. The man was a billboard for sex; literally. There was one just outside the hotel. His ads were hot, his clothes were hotter, and he was number five on the ten most sexy men in America 2018 list. I was so screwed. If I didn’t back away from him at that very moment, I was never going to get out with my maidenhood intact. 

I wasn’t exactly a virgin; I’d had sex a couple of times, unremarkable sex which was feverish and clandestine. My dad was a brute. He’d frightened off more men than I could count. I liked surfer boys usually, but they were no match for my businessman father who had ties to the mob. He was mostly an astute businessman who hung out with gangsters, but it scared people off just the same. I knew some of what he did was shady, that’s why I was reluctant to come on our “dad and daughter” trip to Vegas, where he promptly ditched me after registering us in separate rooms. 

I was bored playing the slot machines, so I tried to get tickets for Cirque Du Soleil, but they were sold out. I was supposed to see it with my dad, but I’d waited for him too long, and there weren’t any tickets left. I ordered a drink they must’ve used to pickle dead bodies and threw all caution to the wind. I was in Vegas, and my dad dumped me as soon as we got here, so I was tempting fate, and it seemed fate was standing before me with smoldering eyes that said, ‘fuck me hard.’

 I really did wear Xavier Dean boxer shorts to bed. I absolutely loved them. He knew how to dress a man, but women also wore his clothes. He was once quoted as saying he loved the way powerful women looked in his jeans. I’d also read he was pretty notorious for having a string of gorgeous lovers; women of all shapes and sizes. From the smoldering blue eyes staring at me waiting for an answer, however, he seemed to have set his sights on me for the evening.

The problem with saying yes to the drink was, I really didn’t have the expertise to be as cool and perfect as I was supposed to be at that moment. I wanted to land this man so badly, and yet one-night stands weren’t something I thought I’d enjoy. I was twenty-nine and reluctant to grow up and own a woman’s liberated sexuality. I sort of wanted the sexual freedom and yet, I mostly wanted the prince on a white horse. Vegas was the kingdom of one-night stands, so I relegated myself to just enjoy the view.

“The bartender here makes a wicked ‘sideways spider.’ Creepy name, but it’s delicious, it’s the least I can do for losing.” He winked at me, then walked over to the bar, not even waiting for my answer.

I raced to catch up with him. “I think I’ve had enough to drink,” I finally found the nerve to say.

He spun around and looked at me as the bartender was pouring a purple beverage into a frosty shaker.

“Just one more won’t kill you,” his deep voice radiated as his hand grazed the side of my body, passing quickly over my breast as his hand found my hips.

The other hand also planted on my hips, and I felt a moment of panic as he lifted me gently onto a high bar stool. Damn if my legs didn’t just fall open at the shock of being hoisted. He took the opportunity to slide between them, and the fine wool of his trousers brushed across my bare thigh. 

“It just might,” I countered letting my hand perch on his chest, softly warning him to stay put.

I was already feeling myself getting wet with him so close, and while I wasn’t one for staring, I had noticed a pretty steely erection had formed elegantly in his beautifully tailored pants. It was a bold move sliding in like he did, but in his defense, the bar was packed. He managed to snag me the only stool and was being butt-rammed from behind by a large and rather loud woman wearing a floral print dress. She was laughing and undulating with another girlfriend. On closer observation, I was pretty sure the accidental grazes of her ass against his were one hundred percent intentional. I almost let down my own hand barrier to give the poor man a reprieve from her onslaught, but I wasn’t really that generous; yet.

He patted the hand on his chest that kept him from sliding into home and offered a dark smirk.

“Here are your drinks, Mrs. Dean,” the bartender said leaning over the bar to hand him two large martini glasses and interrupting whatever Xavier was about to say or do.

As he turned to retrieve the drinks, his trousers brushed across my knee, giving me a feel of his cock beneath the fabric. It was huge and stony. The flower printed butt popped him on his hip while making a wild gesticulation which made our drinks splash. I was happy for the diversion as I was getting really hot and bothered with his cock pressing up on me the way it was. He turned to the woman with an angered glance.

“Excuse me,” he gritted out roughly. 

I didn’t want to get on his bad side; he looked like he could be trouble if tempted. She caught on right away.

“Oh, I’m so sorry,” she gushed.

His face softened a little. “It’s alright.”

“Hey, are you … I mean, I know it’s weird, but you look just like Xavier Dean, that designer guy. There’s a big picture of you in the lobby at Cesar’s Palace in a really hot suit and all those women … must be nice.” She was blathering drunk, red-faced, and smitten.

“That isn’t me,” he said with a pained smile before he turned his attention back toward me.

My eyes were wide and playfully reprimanding as he handed me my drink. “You just lied to that poor woman,” I whispered, scolding.

“Sometimes I lie,” he confessed, looking sexy, but also sweet, he was an odd mix of contradictions.

His eyes glanced down at my bare legs as the butt bumper behind him had tamed some. She was talking in a low voice to her friend, but she sounded disgruntled. She must’ve known he was lying, and this made her mad. Regardless, she hadn’t given him much space, so I widened my legs, took the drink from his hand and gave him a consenting smile, which offered a chance for him to move in closer. He took one step in and then I was inches away from his raging cock. I did everything in my power to connect to his eyes and try to forget how much I wanted him inside of me. Lusty, crazy, drunk person that I was, I was ready to throw all my inhibitions to the wind for one night with Xavier Dean. Who cared if I’d be woman number one hundred and whatever, it was just too sexy, the whole thing.

“Taste it, and tell me what you think,” his voice was soft and seductive.

I was so happy he didn’t say, ‘Let’s get out of here and fuck.’ Of course, he wasn’t going to say that. In my fantasy, we were not going to be at this bar long. I was a mess. I took a sip of the drink.

“Mmm, salty …” What? What the hell did I just say? Oh, my God, Arcadia Jones. What the fuck is wrong with you?

Mister seducer caught my innuendo right away. I must’ve seemed like such a whore. 

 “I’ve heard it’s rather sweet actually.” His eyes blazed as he moved in closer, his raging hard-on making direct contact with my dripping wet center. Fuck, fuck, fuck.

“Great.” I flashed him a crazed, childish smile. “I’ll have seven.” I took a healthy swig of the potent liquor, guaranteeing inebriation and perhaps some sense of self-preservation.

“These are pretty loaded; I think seven might land you in the hospital.” He smiled, taking the glass from me as I’d already drained half of it. “You might want to slow down.”

“Right,” is all I could bark out.

“So, Arcadia Jones …” His hands came up to my spread legs and gently caressed them just above the knee. “Tell me about you.”

I took a deep sputtering breath. He immediately noticed my nerves and backed up just a bit. We had gone from “Hello” to grinding up on each other pretty fast, so he took a step away, giving my pussy some breathing room it wasn’t really sure it wanted. He kept his hands where they were, though, and his intense blue eyes stared into my soul. I laughed uncomfortably.

“Me?” Breathe Arcadia. “I’m a surfer chic working on a master’s degree in Marine biology. Ocean conservation is my main thing, but I’m a huge fan of cetaceans as well. Right now, I’m just tagging them. I hope to study their habits in the wild, so we can advance our conservation efforts,” I said in one blathering sentence.

I could see the shift in his expression from the moment I said I was a surfer to my spouting on about whales. I wouldn’t say it was admiration exactly; it looked more like overwhelmed confusion. Whatever his response, I was definitely not what he was expecting.

“Wow,” he breathed as he took a sip of his drink. “Suddenly, I feel like designing shirts and trousers, is slacking on my end.”

“Oh, my God, you’re Xavier Dean … hello?” Now I was sounding like a teenager.

“Hello,” was his breathy reply. “It’s nice to meet you, Arcadia Jones,” he added as he leaned into me again, that same hot, hard cock on my privates once more, reminding me of how much I wanted to abandon myself for him.

He planted a drunken kiss on my lips that tasted like licorice and strong alcohol. His lips were soft and moist, his stubble sharp and rough, the juxtaposition of textures making me even wetter. His tongue snaked into my mouth slowly, tortuously; he was good. He knew how to make a girl nuts. It’d been too long for me to go at this pace; however, I was smart. If he wasn’t gonna rush it, neither was I. I matched his delirious deliberateness with my own and felt him harden with each languid swirl of my tongue. My legs spread just a bit wider to accommodate him. It was a slut move for sure; I was being insane, but it felt so good. 

I could hear the bartender snicker in the corner. He must’ve seen people make out and grind on each other at his bar almost every night of the week, it was Vegas after all. I wasn’t sure why we might be an exception, but he did seem to take particular notice of us. It was probably because Xavier was famous. 

By the time we finished our kiss, he had slid two more drinks to us. I picked up my first drink and drained it needing the liquid superpower. Although I was still pretty wasted, keeping the buzz on fleek was going to be a must if I intended making it through the evening. 





Chapter 3

 

Xavier

So the little vixen was a marine biologist. A hot, intelligent woman who was also a good kisser, with a soft delicious mouth that tasted like candy laced with our wicked licorice drinks. She was complex, interesting, more than just something to entertain me for the evening. I just wanted to enjoy the moment. Damon had told me repeatedly how important enjoying moments was. I usually let them fly by, but she was something to savor. 

The bartender gave us a second round of drinks on the house; I guess he was enjoying the show. We sipped on our drinks as my fingers made lazy circles around the soft skin on her knees and lower thigh. Oh, how I wanted to go farther. Her skin was like copper silk. I could only imagine her pussy would be velvet heaven. I hoped she’d let me in. While she initially balked at my nearness, she eventually let my crotch rest in the crook of hers. The crowded bar, being the best excuse for our lack of personal space, was a perfect opportunity to give her a preview. The obnoxious woman behind me had been met by two more friends, tightening the space between us even more. It was all becoming a bit suffocating, but I didn’t want to leave the warmth between Arcadia’s legs. So we made a toast to our second round of drinks and tried to talk above the din.

“Why are you in Vegas?” she yelled over the noise, her eyes glossy and drunk.

“Bachelor party,” I answered curtly.

Her eyes widened in shock, and I felt her pull away from me, disconnecting us. She must’ve thought the bachelor party was for me. “For a buddy,” I clarified, not wanting to lose her.

She smiled. 

“And you?” I asked as her phone lit up for the millionth time. 

It had been going off all night, but she never really made a move to answer it. Even with this last call, she merely glanced at it and back to me again. She was definitely avoiding someone. I hoped it wasn’t a boyfriend, but the frequency and number of calls she was receiving screamed, boyfriend.

“Dad and daughter trip. Only my dad ditched me like five hours ago.” She looked at her phone, “That was him now. He wants me to come back up to the room, but I’m not going,” she pouted. It seemed a childish response, but it was evident she was empowering herself by ignoring her father. “I’m not a puppet; I have better things to do now.” She flashed me a gorgeous smile. “He was supposed to come to dinner and didn’t show, then we missed the Cirque show ’cause he was supposed to buy us tickets and didn’t, so no, I’m not going up to the room. It’s probably something lame anyway.” She took another sip of her drink.

Well, it wasn’t a boyfriend, that was a relief; however, her father seemed to stress her out as she immediately tensed.

“You want to go out and get some air? It’s suddenly too stuffy and crowded to bear,” I offered.

“Yes, some air would be good.” She hopped off the stool, wavering some in her drunkenness, but I wasn’t one to judge; I certainly wasn’t much less drunk.

Once outside we both brightened up in the hot night air. It wasn’t exactly as refreshing as I’d hoped it would be but considering we had been breathing recycled air for hours, being out of the casino was infinitely better in all ways. I loved that she had a similar reaction to being free of the gambling hall.

“Oh, my God, I felt like I was suffocating in there,” she said, relief washing over her beautiful face. 

Finally, I could see her in a little more natural light as her emerald eyes glowed in the moonlight and her tanned skin glistened. A surfer, huh? She was cool in ways women I’d known before could never fathom. I dated models, many, many models, actresses, musicians, an executive here and there, but a surfer chic who had a “thing for whales” well, it was an absolute first for me. It may have been the drink or it may have been the hot night air, and most likely it was the gorgeous creature before me, but for whatever reason, I was feeling electrified and so very drunk.

“Now where, princess?” I usually never let the woman take the lead, but I was feeling generous, and curious, where would this free spirited vixen go now? “Your call. You won me money but sadly, I won you nothing. You decide the price.” 

She laughed, and her eyes slid to a smoldering glare. “It was only ten dollars.” 

“I’m at your mercy. You have until morning; do what you will with me,” I told her. If she came up with something I didn’t want to do, then most likely I’d not do it, but I was feeling wild, and I wanted to see where the untamed part of me she’d just unleashed might take us. 

Her face contorted into a smile. “Anything, anything?” she asked.

I swallowed hard. “Within reason.”

Her face narrowed into a sinister kind of seduction as she stretched her limbs up over her head and to the side, perhaps getting ready for our next adventure or evening out the kinks; I wasn’t truly sure. The length of her torso and her slender arms were poetry. Her breasts were tight and pert and stood straight up at attention. I did everything in my power not to fondle them right there in the middle of the sidewalk. I was so ready to invite her back to my hotel room, but that was my usual; I wanted something more tonight, something on her level.

A spark crossed her face, and she grabbed my hand like an over-enthused teen and raced me across traffic, which was still pretty heavy even though it was almost midnight. 

“Where are we going?” I asked, keeping with her step.

“You’ll see …” was all she gave me. 

 As she angled us across the road, my heart started thudding in my chest. In front of us, three storefronts down on the left was a tacky little hole in the wall with faded letters above the door: SKIN TRADE. Tattoos? 

“No,” I protested as she dragged me through the door, “this is insane. I take it back, let’s go to a quiet bar and have another drink. You’re not in charge anymore; you can’t be trusted.” I wasn’t panicked exactly, but I was nearing panic, which I tried to cover with a rare kind of playfulness on my part.

She said, in a strangely psychotic way, “We have to get tattoos.” 

I started putting my foot down as she plowed us through the door, a bell overhead ringing to alert the heavily tattooed man at the counter that customers had arrived.

“We want tattoos,” she blurted out to the man sitting reading a trade magazine, looking tired and bored.

“Shocker,” he said sarcastically.

“She wants a tattoo,” I corrected. “I’m just here to watch.” I flashed him a plastic smile. “Encourage and that sort of thing.”

She laughed in a sexy and lilting way; now the tattooed artist was taking notice. Damn, he was almost frothing at the mouth as she leaned over the counter giving him a hint of the beautiful breasts she kept so loosely housed in her dress.

“So, what do you have?” she asked feigning innocence as her foot slipped out of her sandal and curled around her ankle. 

Her toenails were perfectly polished in a pale blue, and her feet were soft and supple. For a surfer, she sure took good care of her body; being on the beach all day could do a number on your skin, but not hers. In fact, the thought of marring that perfect skin with a tattoo started to seem downright criminal. 

“Where are you thinking of getting it?” I interrupted worrying she might blemish her beautiful ankle with an indelible mark. 

The tattoo artist looked at her, practically frothing at the mouth. “I was about to ask you the same thing,” he oozed. “But maybe you should consult with your boyfriend first,” he said, sounding a little forlorn.

She laughed, no actually, she guffawed, “He’s not my boyfriend.”

Damn her!

The guy suddenly looked ready to pounce. 

“I don’t know, where should I get it?” she asked him, baiting her prey.

I was really enchanted with Arcadia. She wasn’t intentionally flirting, although it sure looked like it. She was being her – light, breezy, fun, making everyone in her world feel special. That was her superpower I came to realize while she innocently looked over a huge book of tattoos he’d produced out of the blue. 

As her fingers grazed over half-naked fairies and dangerous looking dragons, it landed squarely on a dolphin diving out of the water with a full moon at its back. It was simple, elegant, and beautiful. If she was going to have something permanent on her body, a budding marine biologist would be wise to choose such a tattoo. Her eyes lit up when she saw it.

“That’s the one,” she glowed and sparkled, having found something perfect. “Is that something you can do?” Her voice was sweet and almost pleading.

“Of course it is,” the tattoo guy’s eyes gleamed with pride. “Where do you want it?” His eyes angled to her breast, and he lifted his hand to her as if he was going to touch it, but instead touched the skin above. “It would look nice here.”

The fuck it will asshole, get your hands off her.

“Hmm,” she squirmed, as her tiny flowing dress danced about her, gracefully. She glanced down at herself, and I couldn’t hold back any longer. I had to be a part of this, the way the tattoo guy was touching her, thinking he may have had a chance in hell with her had me wanting to brandish a sword and come out swinging. I was ready to defend the honor of a woman I’d known all of one and a half hours. I tried to think of the safest place he could give her a mark, and despite my earlier thoughts against it, I figured the ankle was the least sexy place on her body.

“I think you should get a small one on your ankle, sweetheart,” I suggested, angling in closer. “That way if you want to cover it up, just wear socks.”

Her lovely face broke into a smile as she considered my suggestion. 

“Or on your breast and just wear a bra,” the tatted Neanderthal threw out there.

I gave him a look that stabbed his face with daggers. “I think I might get one too,” I said, sliding the book away from Arcadia.

“Really?” Her eyes lit up.

“Really!” I glared at the tattoo guy. 

I expected him to back off, but instead, he puffed up and became twice his size. I wasn’t too keen on him taking a needle to my skin, but the drink was making me bolder than I should’ve been.

“In fact, sweet, I’ll go first,” I said, taking off my sports coat and folding it neatly over the tattered vinyl and steel chair. 

The place oozed with dark sexual energy, and I hated to think what may have been done on the chairs. A dry cleaner was definitely going to be in my near future. 

The tattoo guy regarded me with a deep lack of enthusiasm. “What do you want?” he sneered.

I rolled up my sleeve. “The name Arcadia tatted across my bicep in” I drew the book to me and flipped to the fonts, “Angel Tears.” It seemed melancholy but appropriate. I liked the look of the lettering.

“Oh, my God, X,” Arcadia exclaimed, shortening my name to a monstrous misnomer. I was no ‘X.” I was hardly cool enough for such a moniker, and yet out of her gorgeous mouth, it was so fucking sexy. 

“It’s beautiful,” her eyes misted over in an intoxicated haze.

This was fun, my cock was searing my pants, and I was pretty sure getting Arcadia’s name tattooed on my bicep was going to get me a free pass to wonderland. I’d be fucking her within the hour. That thought alone was worth the excruciating pain I endured. Goddamned fuck it hurt. I’m pretty sure my rival, the tattoo guy, was going for maximum pain and discomfort. When it was all done, however, his work wasn’t half bad. I had a delicate and highly painful reminder of the night emblazoned on my bicep forever. Arcadia 

Arcadia cooed with joy when she saw the raw and welted mark. She bent over and landed a tender kiss on the emblazoned tattoo, and I felt my cock jump. It was worth it, I told myself, feeling slightly less drunk and a little more panicked when I shifted out of the chair light-headed and woozy and she took my place. I sat down and watched as her sex appeal oozed all over the room. She decided the tattoo should go on her ankle. The Tattoo Guy thought her inner thigh was a better choice, clearly suggesting this to piss me right the fuck off. 

I stood and hovered when he spread her legs, her dress lightly lilting off her knees and sliding up her thighs. I had an incredible view of her purple silk panties and the magnificent slope of her inner thigh blazing a trail to the heaven between. I leaned over the Tattoo Guy’s shoulder nudging him slightly as I righted her dress and placed it back over her knees again. With my free hand, I flailed for a chair, snagging the armrest with my fingertips and dragging it over to her. I could see the fear in her eyes as the Tattoo Guy’s forward moves were subtly unsettling and, like mine, her buzz was probably fading, and she was losing the nerve. As soon as I pulled my chair closer, she relaxed.

“You’re doing great honey,” I encouraged as I smoothed my hand over her bare arm. My movements were slow and sensual; she melted.

“Mmm,” she whimpered. 

It was part moan and part shriek of terror stifled behind lips and teeth. I knew the feeling.

“It doesn’t hurt that much. You’ll get used to it,” I said seductively as I whispered in her ear. 

“Yeah, I promise to go slow,” the Tattoo Guy said, sounding too fucking sexual. 

I moved in closer.

“Just relax,” he said as he fired up the tattoo machine and gently placed it on her skin.

Her back arched with the unexpected pain, and I grabbed her hand, holding her close as she bit down hard on her lip. It was an image I couldn’t get out of my head. I wanted to see that exact face when my cock impaled her for the first time. There was no denying my arousal as the cock which was raging for an impaling was bulging noticeably through the fine wool of my latest design in casual trousers. Tattoo Guy’s dick wasn’t any less prominent; the only difference was mine was going to score and his wasn’t. There was no way I was leaving Vegas without a thorough excavation of Arcadia Jones’ pussy. 

“Ouch, ouch, ouch,” Arcadia writhed in the chair. 

On impulse I leaned into her mouth, giving her a hot sensual kiss. My tongue deftly slid in behind her teeth and probed her soft, wetness. She moaned into my open mouth as her body bucked toward me.

“Hold still,” the now very perturbed sounding Tattoo Guy barked.

I was having fun as my hand found its way to Arcadia’s thigh and I gently drew her dress up her leg, giving the Tattoo Guy a glance at something he was never going to have. With the way Arcadia was mewling, I could only imagine he could also see and smell the dampness wetting her as I continued to work my tongue around her mouth; pulling out and pressing back in between gentle kisses on her lips, cheeks, and neck. She was a swirl of hot energy igniting under my attention. 

“Oh, my God,” she breathed out nearly inaudibly. 

All of this was far from normal for me. I mean, turning a woman on was right up my alley, but kissing her while her legs were spread in front of a tattoo artist sure was a first. It was a bit debaucherous even for me. I usually took a woman out for an incredible meal, shuffled her around a dance floor or schmoozed our way through a party, always ending up in a penthouse suite at a five-star hotel for the night. I never took the women I bedded home with me. Home was my sanctuary; home was where I could be myself and no woman, at least none I’d ever met since Lauren, was worthy of knowing my home address. 

As I continued to kiss Arcadia, she was delightful but drunk. She had such incredible potential, but that was it. She was a lit-up billboard on the strip, sexy, airbrushed, and perfect fantasy. The tattoo only took about twenty minutes, and I could tell the Tattoo Guy had quickly become annoyed with us, so he sped things along. Luckily, he was good at his work, or I would have refused to pay, considering his chair-side manner was so deplorable. I’m sure we left him with a nice visual to jack his boner off to, as his cock was so prominent it looked painful; I felt victorious.

 





Chapter 4

 

Arcadia

The mind-numbing dizziness of drink started to cool as did the bright red lines of the tattoo on my ankle. It really hurt, but it was beautiful. It gave me a sense of peace. Even though it was painfully swollen and was something I’d never considered doing in a million years, I was actually happy. It symbolized my ability to achieve my dreams. Tonight was unexpected. I would have never believed in a million years that I’d be getting a tattoo with Xavier Dean. And because I would never have believed it, I wasn’t planning on telling anyone because they would certainly never believe it either.

 I looked at Xavier, focusing my mind and my eyes on his sensually soft lips. He kissed me all through the tattooing experience; it was the most romantic and sexy thing I’d ever experienced in my life. My heart was still leaping out of my chest. I could barely breathe as he regarded me with lust laden expectations that had my insides clenching. I knew we would probably end the night in bed together; however, it would be my first and hopefully only one-night stand.  

I really wasn’t the kind of person to do something like that. I’d never given myself the chance. But there he was staring at me, glassy-eyed and heavy breathing. All I could think about was his muscular chest and large perfectly sculpted arms scooping me into an embrace, while I rocked against his staggering cock, protruding eloquently from his pants. 

 The air was electrified with our sensual need for one another.

“So,” he said moving in closer to me and segueing my mind from my fantasies, “I believe I’ve paid for my abysmal loss.” He rubbed my arm gently as he stood near enough for me to smell the fading perfume of his woodsy scented cologne.

My heart fell hearing him say something that could easily turn into ‘goodbye.’ Even though his body language wasn’t telling me our night was over, his words seemed to be heading in that direction. 

 “My arm clearly states your name, Arcadia.” He angled his perfectly formed bicep toward me. 

I laughed uncontrollably. I couldn’t believe Xavier Dean had my name tattooed on his arm! That alone was enough to make me wet, but I squared my shoulders to him and narrowed my eyes wearing a playful smirk. 

“Your debt is not exactly paid,” I noted, adopting a feigned regal tone.

“What the hell is this?” he played along, pressing his tattooed bicep in closer. 

I thought he might get angry, but he was laughing.

“Phase one,” I smiled devilishly. 

“I am not drunk enough for any more phases, let’s fix that first.” He returned my devilish smile as he looped his arm around my elbow and escorted me to the Venetian for another round of drinks.

“I’ll drink with you sir,” I said, trying to keep stride with his brisk gait, “but if you want me to put out tonight, we’ll have to get married. I don’t do one-night stands; I’m a good girl.” I laughed, it was all so much fun.

“What phase would marriage be?” he asked, his eyes expectant and eager.

“Oh, three or four,” I oozed with sly sensuality.

“It’s going to be a long night,” he exhaled but didn’t break his fast-paced clip. Someone was very eager to get into my pants. 

Power felt good. I never really had much of it, so having him so wrapped around my finger, albeit a drunken digit, was exciting. I shifted my hips making sure to wiggle my body in such a way that everything moved sensuously as we nearly sprinted to the bar.

Once inside, we found a quiet corner amid the clanking and noise. He stared at me with carnal desire. While he was a true gentleman and a famous fashion designer, staring at him now in the low lighting, he looked almost feral.

“Let’s get drinks,” I flirted as I eased my hand languidly over his chest. 

Heat radiated off him, and despite the gnawing pain in my ankle, nothing was more distracting than my thought of tucking my head into that chest as he pulsed into me, deeper and deeper. The idea of it sent a shiver down my spine. He twitched as if he felt it or was experiencing a similar attraction. We were drawn to each other in a way that was untamed and inexplicable. I leaned in and offered another kiss, making sure to savor the taste of him. His hand snaked around my back and gently caressed up and down as he traced the bones in my spine, drifting dangerously downward until it smoothed over the orb of my ass cheek.

“Let’s order,” he whispered, breaking from my kiss.

I let my hand fall lightly from his chest, purposely dance across his cock as I turned to the bar. Fuck he was big. I’d never had a man with so much manhood. Copping one tiny feel was enough to know he was massive; my body trembled at the idea of trying to wrestle his size. It was a challenge I was fearfully more than ready to accept. 

Xavier ordered us expensive cocktails. I knew we didn’t really need to drink more, but it seemed the two of us were experimenting with a kind of reckless abandon neither of us ever tried. Nothing made you braver than a Belvedere on the rocks with a splash of cranberry. The little cups of liquid silver were served in frosted martini glasses rimmed with sugar. The first sip was heaven, the next three glasses; euphoria. Xavier definitely lived on the top shelf and knew how to spend his money. He also knew how to get a woman gracefully drunk off her ass.

It was delightful not having to worry about my budget for a minute. Although my dad would pay, especially for a dad and daughter weekend he’d promptly disappeared from, there were always strings attached. While there was a very big and blatant string attached to the cold glass of liquid deliciousness in front of me, it was one I didn’t mind being tethered to. Sleeping with a sexy, famous, clothes designer, who was witty, funny, and had your name tattooed on his arm was definitely a turn on. And if I didn’t want to spend the night with him, no amount of money would stop me from saying “no” and walking away. A drink and a tattoo are not enough payment for an unwanted sexual encounter. But at that moment, staring into his mesmerizing eyes, there would be nothing unwanted between us. 

“So, cetaceans? Tell me more.” He angled into me again, drink in one hand and in the other my inner thigh, his finger swirling lazily. 

It was sweet how he wanted to know more about what I was interested in and hard to focus with all the sexual need he was firing up in my pussy; so dangerously close to it as his finger was. 

“I think whales are sentient beings. You just have to look into their eyes and know they’re as intelligent and even perhaps more intelligent than we are.” I took a sip of my drink, hoping I hadn’t started boring him with my talk of sea creatures. “When we tag gray whales, they usually come up to us, we don’t have to chase them down at all. The same with orca and humpbacks, they all want a connection and to communicate with us in some way. It’s hard to describe exactly, but it’s magical. It’s like they let you into their world when you look in their eyes like they’re inviting you into a sacred place.” I flashed him an alluring smile, and he chuckled.

“It’s funny how you make whales sound sexy.” His voice lowered into a steamy rasp as his hand slid up farther, nearing the danger zone. 

I eyed him with teasing scorn, not quite ready to go where he was headed, and he backed off a little, yet kept his strong domineering, “I am a famous fashion designer, hear me roar,” kind of vibe going. His eyes playfully met mine. Maybe not now, but soon, they seemed to say.

“So tropical print shirts, tell me what that’s all about?” I asked moving him away from talking about me. 

I worried the conversation might get even more boring if we stayed focused on me and my interests. I wasn’t a whale whisperer yet. I worked at my dad’s surf shop teaching surfing lessons during the week. On the weekends, I was scrambling home to jump on my computer and finish assignments for my master’s degree in marine biology. I scrimped and saved every single dime to pay for my master’s and my life because I didn’t want my dad doing it. I needed our finances to be mostly separate. I am old enough to live on my own, was what I constantly told him when he offered to pay. 

I was focused on just making it in the world, not much room for excitement sadly. My work with the whales was amazing, but it was my thing. I’m sure a trendsetter like Xavier couldn’t give a shit, relegating whale conservation to tacky whale watching trips and horrific aquatic park exhibits. Both of which were awful at best but also were the reason I was interested in whales in the first place, so they held a conflicted soft spot in my heart. My dad used to take me to things like that all the time when I was young. I was his precious little girl then. I still am, but maybe I am too precious to him now; he was controlling and mean at times.

I was his only child. My mom left us when I was nine months old, and he stepped up to the plate. I appreciated him for that. He hated my mom, but over the years when he talked about her I realized he had hated her long before I came along, and it seemed the feeling was mutual. I never heard from her and knew nothing about her other than she was a “lying, cheating, whore.” Dad’s words. All of it made me just want to work, studying and readying myself for my future. Xavier Dean, the Belvedere on the rocks and his wandering hand was a nice distraction. I hadn’t realized it, but I really needed a break from my life.

My dad wasn’t a horrible guy, not by most people’s standards, and he was extraordinarily wealthy, which a lot of people thought was a total bonus, only I didn’t, I hated it. He had businesses all along Southern California, all kinds of little shops and cafes, nothing too big; most of his businesses were rinky-dink, beachside dumps. I often wondered where his money came from. His dealings with people weren’t always on the level. There was often a parade of well-dressed men and some women frequenting his establishments with tons of money, which would come in and not go out. My mind didn’t really understand much of it, but I didn’t see any goods being traded for the vast sums of cash in different currencies that would come in after hours.

I didn’t have the cunning to really know what was happening, and my dad made sure to tell me it wasn’t any of my business, so I left it alone and just sat with the uneasy feeling it gave me. Apparently, our dad and daughter weekend was also going to be paired with a business meeting. He was trying to set up some wind energy thingies off of Dana Point, so this weekend he’d also be meeting with investors. This was the reason I was sitting across the room from Mr. McDreamy Designer instead of seeing Cirque Du Soleil. My dad had been too late after the meeting, and the show already started. I waited for him too long to get tickets before they all sold out. 

“Tropical stuff always comes and goes. We repurpose it, and someone in the room says it’s revolutionary cause it’s retro or trashy or cliché. Personally, I’m not a fan of the fad, but I do what I can whenever it comes around again.” Xavier smiled answering the question I’d asked before I got swept up in my thoughts.

“I actually like your tropical shirts, they’re cool.” I cocked my head and took another sip. “Everything you do is cool,” I gushed. Shit, I shouldn’t be gushing. 

He shrugged his shoulders. “I’m definitely questioning the coolness of this,” he looked down at his tattoo, “at the moment.”

I smiled at him sheepishly, as I dropped my hand and stroked the side of his leg. It was like iron. Lean and muscular, he was so powerful. I let my hand swipe back upwards as it brushed his taught ass cheek. I wanted my hands all over his body.

“Dance with me,” I blurted out. “I love this song,” I lied, I just wanted to dance with him.

“Josh Groban? You LOVE Josh Groban?” he asked as I whirled him off the chair and onto the dance floor.

The music was sweeping and dramatic, and there were a few couples languidly hanging on one another. I draped my arms on his shoulders and took the same nonchalant pose as the others around the room, only I pressed my center towards his and started dirty dancing to “You Raise Me Up,” hoping he’d get the irony there.

“What’s wrong with Josh Groban?” I asked, eyes wide and innocent.

“Nothing,” he snarled softly as his arm rounded my back and he pressed me harder onto him.

His stiffness was almost too much to bear as the fine cloth on his pants rubbed against the light material of my dress and even lighter and less obstructive lace on my panties. His hips rocked into mine, and we ground on each other, perhaps too lewdly for such a tame setting. Others tried not to look on. I was possessed. I nuzzled my face into his hot neck, smelling his cologne and musky man scent, feeling the heat of his soft skin on my lips. I lapped my tongue across his silky neck and bit him playfully. In response, his hand spiked me closer to his throbbing cock and landed squarely on my ass.

“Do that again,” he playfully threatened, “and I’ll bend you over in the bathroom stall.” He punctuated this with one hard thrust, holding me firmly in place with his hand, his cock jabbing my pussy. “I’m pretty sure you’d like a bed better.” He eased up a bit, shaking off the tension, trying to temper his lust. 

“We still have to get married,” I teased as I lifted my leg up and let him feel the dampness of my pussy, which I swirled around his sensitive erection.

He stilled my wicked hips.

“What are we waiting for?” His eyes were blurry with drink and a carnal haze which gave him an even more feral and untamed quality. 

I was playing such a dangerous game, but it was fun. It was Vegas; it was a place unlike any other, where one could be decadent for a day. And so, with this reasoning, I gave his cock a few more slow strokes with my panty clad pussy and dropped my leg, turning my ass to him as I reached back to take up his hand. I was going to get married to Xavier Dean. It was unfathomable and yet, I was going to do it, even if we annulled our marriage in the morning, there would be a fun night ahead. I had ventured into crazy town, where I did nothing I would have ever done had Belvedere and the tainted potions of the Venetian Bartender not rendered me senseless.

“Let’s go then.” I gently guided him through the gape-mouthed onlookers and out to the street, where everything was still spinning, but less so with the slight breeze against the hot night air.

 





Chapter 5

 

Xavier

I quickly discovered I would have followed that woman anywhere, so I let her drag me down three blocks, making a hard right into a drive-up wedding chapel. I had heard about these kinds of tacky wedding places but didn’t think they really existed or functioned; especially past midnight. Didn’t they close? 

The drive-up wedding chapel was, luckily enough for us, open twenty-four hours. You could either walk or drive up to the service window and be married by a notary. 

This was explained to us when Arcadia breezed over to the service window, her foot finding her ankle in an attempt to curl around it out of habit, only bucking away to discover the tattoo and pain there. 

A light giggle escaped her lips as she leaned into me, “I am so drunk,” she tittered, her hand snaking around my waist, my cock flaring again, “but this is fun!”

Her glossy lips were beckoning as I angled my head in for a kiss. “It is,” I confirmed sliding my tongue into her mouth and wrapping my arm around her waist tightening the distance between us, slamming my cock into her lithe body. 

She burst into another sweet laugh, when the officiant cleared her throat, growing irritated. I was usually the dominant one in everything. It felt good to let go a little and have Arcadia steer for a while. Albeit, it felt a little like careening down a mountain into a frothing pit of hot lava, but she was right, doing something completely insane was fun. I’d have my lawyers work out our little misstep in the morning, and I’d be unmarried by noon. 

She turned away from me but made sure her perfect ass landed atop my raging erection. I planned on having that ass so many times she wouldn’t be able to sit down. Perhaps I’d stay married to my “wife” for a while so I’d have free reign to use that ass as I wanted for as long as I’d like, with her consent of course. She was in complete control of my cock and every thought in my brain, which was so fried on alcohol it never really sent up any red flags telling me what we were doing was wrong. I already had a tattoo, what was worse than that? Thank God I wasn’t close enough to any kind of sobriety to find out.

“Here’s the paperwork. Just fill this out, and I’ll have a draft printed out during the ceremony. Do you have any witnesses?” the wedding officiant asked in a bored monotone.

“No.” Arcadia smiled as she slid the paperwork to me with a pen emblazoned with “Little Drive Up Chapel” on it in bright sparkling pink.

“I’ll be your official witness then,” she said, sounding a tiny bit more cheerful. “And do you have rings?” 

“Oh no,” Arcadia sounded so drunk. “We don’t.”

The Officiant brought out a tray of rings for us to look at. “We have them for sale, the price is beside each ring. We have most sizes in stock.” I liked how she was upselling a wedding; it made me laugh.

“Which ones do you think?” Arcadia looked a little dreamy-eyed as she regarded the rings.

“Any pair you want,” I said.

Her eyes grew wide. “Some of these are really expensive,” she whispered.

I glanced at the tray of tacky gold and platinum offerings, none of them were expensive or even nice in my book. The most expensive pair was the least revolting. They were simple platinum bands with swirls and diamonds etched into the sides.

“I’d get those,” I pointed to them. Each cost five thousand dollars.

“Wow,” she glared at me playfully. “You could feed a small country for that price. I just want something simple.” She pointed to the cheapest gold-plated ones at the top. “These will be fine.”

I shook my head. “At least get the real gold ones.”

We made a compromise and got two simple gold bands.

“That’ll be two hundred ninety-nine dollars,” the officiant declared.

I felt my stomach roll as I whipped out my credit card but ignored it and focused on the ass that had started this trouble in the first place. I thought I saw a note of recognition on the officiant’s face, but it passed, and I focused on the task at hand; the application for a marriage license. I was almost too drunk to see the words blurred across the page but used my instinct to answer the questions. “Name, Last, First … Name at birth, etc.”

“Hey, are you gonna take my name?” I asked, immediately regretting the question. Poor kid, she shouldn’t take my name. She’d only have to take hers back again in the morning. 

“Sure,” she chirped. “Dean is cooler than Jones.” She flashed a beautiful smile which had my heart fluttering. 

Fuck it, take my name, keep it even.

“Dean it is then.” I was gonna burn in hell for being so crazy and reckless, but you only live once, why not get married to someone I didn’t know?

 

She cooed as she scribbled the name Arcadia Dean under the “new name” section after I finished my part. The application was incredibly short; it was much easier to get married than divorced I assumed. The thought of divorce filled me with dread, so I stopped thinking about it. 

After completing the paperwork, I stood up blurry eyed, seeing two of the officiant in the small window tucked into a stucco wall. The wedding was shorter than the application.

“Do you, Xavier Dean,” the officiant asked with another twinkle of recognition and a smirk this time …

Damn, this was now probably going to be in the press. 

“I’m not that Xavier Dean by the way, in case you are wondering,” I interrupted thinking of the horror I’d face if this hit the press.

“Right, of course,” she said with an all too sly wink. “You just look so much like him and all, just like the billboard,” she said with a disbelieving air.

“That’s good to know, in case the real Dean ever decides to marry here.” I gave her an equally smarmy smirk, firing up my intensity. “I’m sure he’d hate to file any kind of lawsuit or anything garish.” I winked at her, and she continued the ceremony.

“Do you take Arcadia Jones to be your lawfully wedded wife?” 

Arcadia looked at me with those large gleaming doe eyes. Her smile was playful and bright. This is fun, her expression said, and so I answered, “I do.”

Arcadia’s face beamed with joy, “And I do too!” she interjected before being asked.

The officiant was much more somber asking Arcadia if she wanted to take me as her husband, to which Arcadia excitedly answered, “I do,” a second time, and we were married. 

We left the drive-up wedding chapel as husband and wife, carrying a fancy-looking marriage certificate that said as much. Now to find my hotel and fuck my wife silly. Unexpectedly, she threw herself into my arms, wrapped her legs around my very tender and sensitive cock as we kissed long sweet and slow right in front of the exhausted and bedraggled person who married us.

“You guys can get a room now,” she said with biting scorn as she closed the window, leaving Arcadia and me alone on the street with our tongues sword playing for dominance.

When Arcadia was finally tired of holding herself over my cock with her legs clenched tightly around me, she shifted down my body and found her shaky footing again. “Can we go to your place? I’m not sure I’m ready to tell my dad just yet.” She cringed a little as she glanced down at her phone. There was a long string of messages from “Dad” on it; enough to fill the screen.

“Maybe you should answer his calls and let him know you’re alive at least,” I suggested. The last thing I needed was an angry father breathing down my neck. She turned off her phone and pushed it into a thin pocket of her dress. I realized her identification, credit card, and everything fit into that small pocket.

“I’ve told him already a hundred times I was going to be out, not to wait up. He wanted me to meet a friend of his, but I’ve refused already. He’s just being bossy. Best I stay out and wait for him to cool down a bit. I’m twenty-nine, I’m a grown up. He can learn to chill.”

I certainly hoped that chillin’ was what he was learning because if he found us, it would be hell. I wasn’t up for the wrath of an angry father, but she seemed to have a fair point, so I left her family drama to her. “Well, I’m not gonna worry if you don’t worry,” I said, feeling a little trepidatious and much less drunk. Marriage definitely sobers you up fast. I was still hazy, but not blurry eyed anymore.

“I’m not gonna worry. So where’s your hotel?” she asked, taking up my hand sweetly in hers.

I was ready to do this; I was ready to collect my winnings for losing at the craps table, and I was finally going to have Arcadia Jones’… er um, Dean’s ass! I had a hard time remembering where my hotel room was. It was easy enough to find the hotel, but the suites, I forgot which floor they were on. I became instantly overwhelmed with noise as soon as I entered the lobby with Arcadia on my arm. It was that horrid dinging and clanging again that had me disoriented. 

“Excuse me,” I asked the front desk agent. “I seem to have forgotten my key and room number.” I gave her a sheepish grin. “Xavier Dean,” I confirmed, sliding over my driver’s license.

“Yes, Mr. Dean,” she said, with her eyes batting. “I know who you are, you’re in room 1252. Here’s your key card.” She slid both my ID and my room key card back to me with a large luscious smile. 

Oh, how I loved women, and then I looked to Arcadia. I worried I might feel a pang of regret looking into her bright sparkling green eyes, but it was quite the opposite. She was even lovelier than the front desk agent, and I was truly excited to spend the night with her. 

“Shall we go up?” she asked bouncing sweetly on my arm.

If she was having any second thoughts, I wasn’t seeing them in her sweet smile. Perhaps I wouldn’t annul our wedding right away. I wondered how long the statute of limitations for annulment was anyway, maybe wait till the last day, just in case. While I wasn’t entirely unhappy with the situation at hand, I did note to myself, I probably needed to stop at seven drinks in the future. I wouldn’t have ended up with a permanent skin marking and a wife if I had.

 As soon as we got into the room she marveled at the size of the suite with childlike wonder. She must’ve come from some money as she didn’t act crass or too overly impressed but noted the fine furnishings and the opulent space. It was the penthouse, so we had glittering views of the strip. She was astonished by the view as well. She walked over to the floor-to-ceiling picture window and surveyed the land below.

“This is incredible,” she breathed as I slid up behind her, finally ready to claim my prize.

“This is,” I said as I dove my aching, pant-clad cock between her amazing ass cheeks.

She wiggled her beautiful ass around on my dick a few shakes when I leaned into her ear, bating it with my warm breath. 

“Ready to consummate our marriage?” I asked, my voice dripping with sexual tension. 

She lifted the hem of her dress, revealing more of that perfect ass. My hand grazed across the soft skin, and I’d marry her again and again for this moment, this moment when all of it was mine, every inch. As much as I wanted to take her right there facing all of Vegas, my cock ramming right up inside her pussy with her ass jiggling on my stomach, I also wanted more. I would ride her to the moon and back. So as much as I wanted to be a feral beast … my mind was begging me to be calm for her sake. I slowed myself down, gazed into her eyes and wanted to know her. The drink had cooled in my system some, and I stared at her glorious face. Still flirtatious, she was like a soft summer breeze; light, airy, and hard to catch.

She turned from the view and put her hands on my shoulders, gently rubbing her fingers across my taught muscles, wanting to bridge the distance between us.

“You’re tense.” She smiled gracefully, knowing what was to come.

I leaned into her. “It’s because I want to fuck you,” I breathed into her neck as I kissed it.

“Make love to me then.” She turned fully around to face me. “I don’t want to be fucked.” She gave a sly grin as she raised her leg and circled it around my waist like she had on the dance floor. “I’m your wife, if only for tonight. Make love to me like I’m something precious,” she sweetly instructed as her pussy raked across my needy cock, then pressed into it hot and wet. “Because I am.”

 Her mouth met mine with a gentle kiss. I opened my mouth and swirled my tongue on hers as her hips ground against me. My erection was now painful; I had to relieve the pressure.

I broke our kiss only to rasp, “I promise, I’ll not ruin you … but a good fucking …”

She lifted her hand to my lips, tenderly placing her forefinger there. “Is for Vegas and one-night stands. A one-day marriage is more. Let us be more … if only just tonight.”

She was my goddess, my muse, so bold, so beautiful, and so right. We owed each other more than a hot fuck; we owed each other a piece of ourselves to remember when we were no longer here in this room together. She let her hand graze across my cheek, inflaming desire in every single nerve in my body. She ignited the fire within me. That hand then traced down the side of her body to the hem of her short flirty dress.

“Do you promise?” she asked, momentarily hesitant.

“I promise,” I breathed as I waited with baited breath for her to reveal what she’d kept barely hidden under that dress.

She lifted the dress over her shoulders and let it slink to the floor. She was wearing a soft lacy bra that held her beautiful breasts firmly in place. Her tits were small but perfect. She was lean and delicate, but I could see the contour of muscles lining her legs, arms, and stomach. A surfer girl … and a marine biologist; fuck she was everything. I couldn’t help myself, I was done waiting, she’d opened the door a crack, and I was ready to charge right through it.

I picked her up bridal-style and carried her to the bed thinking I should have done this across the threshold of our hotel room. Since we were playing out this fantasy, I should’ve played it to perfection. Having her in my arms felt good. She felt right with her head nestled into my chest. My heart warmed. Usually, I bedded a woman with mastery and skill, but she had my heart beating; this little surfer nymph/scientist was more thrilling than I ever imagined she’d be.

I laid her gently on the bed and then crawled up near her still fully dressed. She looked up at me wearing her tiny bra and barely-there panties. I guess she didn’t wear “my” men’s boxer briefs during the day. I was mostly thankful for that as her lace thong left nothing to the imagination. 

She crossed her eyes and gave me a playful pout.

“Um, something feels off here …” her eyes raked over my perfectly clad form. “Shouldn’t you be more undressed?” She flashed a blurry but devilish smile.

 “I know you should be more undressed.” I wrapped my arm behind her head and brought her closer to me, gently diving my hand into her bra to touch her soft warm breast, her nipple peaked sharply in my fingers.

She smiled as she snaked her hand to my waistband, tugging at the shirt neatly tucked there, “And so should you.” She sat up and started unbuttoning the buttons at the bottom of my shirt. 

It made my copping a feel of her breast a little awkward. I felt like a schoolboy rushing to get to second base behind the boys’ bathroom. Ha! I decided to give her a little control, being that she was my wife, and this was our wedding night. I joined her in unbuttoning my shirt, taking the top buttons. Our fingers met in the middle. I curled mine around hers for a moment before I swiped the shirt off my shoulders.

“Your turn.” I grinned with pointed seduction.

I didn’t wait for a response as I slipped the thin silky straps of her bra down each shoulder and kissed her neck and clavicle bone as I unlatched the bra and let it tumble to the bed. As expected, her beautiful small breasts stood upright independently, proud to be perfect. I regretted I’d worn an undershirt as I wanted my skin to touch hers, feel those sweet nipples on my chest. She must have had the same idea as she grabbed the edge of my tank and lifted it up over my head, exposing my chest to her greedy little mouth that swooped in and lapped up my left nipple, sending bolts of arousal to my already too interested cock.

After moving to the right nipple and nipping it with her teeth, she feathered kisses across my chest. My skin was ignited with ice and fire. She was a surfer, a vixen, and a muse. I traced my hands on her soft shoulders, wanting to take her, but enjoying her mouth’s exploration of my body. Her wet kisses caressed down my body to my navel where her tongue swirled, and I bucked into her involuntarily, my cock aching to get closer. Down she went, ever so slowly until she reached the most tortured part of me. She unbuttoned my pants; my cock jutted into her chin through the fabric. 

Her deft fingers rimmed my waistband and gently tugged at my trousers. I helped her glide them off my body, leaving me only wearing the boxer briefs she claimed to love to wear to bed. Evidently, it was true as her eyes widened, and a coquettish smile graced her face.

“These are my favorite,” she cooed, sliding her hands down either side of my butt cheeks. 

I couldn’t wait any longer; her ministrations were killing me. “This is my favorite,” I exclaimed as I ripped my briefs down and my cock finally sprang free, almost hitting her in the face.

I saw a momentary look of panic as she regarded my size. “Holy shit!” she exclaimed and backed away just a little, hopefully not out of fear, but to get a better view. “Wow, what am I going to do with that?” she asked, mercilessly playing with my purple cock head. “You’re enormous.” Her fingers danced around my member in awe.

When her ass beckoned me across the casino, I never really considered our physical compatibility. I knew she was slender and nymph-like, but I didn’t much think about my larger than normal sized cock. I was rather embarrassed by it growing up, showers in the gym were painful, because even unaroused, it was a monster. My balls were no better, thick, round, and heavy. I was made for breeding, one of the women I’d dated had said when she wanted me to give her a child, no strings attached. 

Lauren had also been small, so I knew how to help Arcadia; knew how to make my cock work for her.

“I’ll go slow; it’s going to be fine,” I said, giving her a reassuring kiss.

Her expression eased, and she smiled a sweet and genuine smile that lit up her face. “Oh, it’ll be fine …” She stroked my cock softly with her hand. “So fine,” she sang as she dipped her head down to me.

She took my burning, rigid, engorged flesh into her soft warm mouth as I slipped my dick into heaven.

 





Chapter 6

 

Arcadia

His velvet skin tasted fantastic. While I sort of freaked at the sight of him, I figured the best way to embrace it was to just dive right in. I thought if I could get my mouth around him first, I would know better how to manage his size. I’d only been with two other men before, one was thin and lanky with a cock to match, the other was well-built like Xavier but stubby and short in the manhood department. On the contrary, Xavier’s thick, long, steely member would be a challenge. 

I stretched my jaw as wide as I could to accommodate his girth. His silky skin slid easily into my mouth as I heard Xavier let out a grown. He smelled like lingering soap from an earlier shower, and I loved his sweet, salty taste. The pre-cum was dribbling from the tip of his mushroom head, and I swirled my tongue around it, tasting his essence. His balls were heavy and thick as my fingers rolled around them, finding his pubic hair neatly trimmed and maintained. A man who groomed, oh what a relief.

 I slid my mouth down lower on him as I massaged his balls. His fingers tangled in my hair as I heard another moan escape him, and he bent over me in ecstasy, for a moment, vulnerable. It felt great; I was doing that to him with just my mouth. I was throwing him over; Xavier Dean was panting on my bare back. I felt a warm swath of pride melt from my mouth to my sex, which was already moist and starting to drip. As soon as he put his finger there, he’d discover how wet I was. My inner slut would be revealed, which was mostly just in my head; I wasn’t a slut, just a girl in need of love, the kind of love we all truly want.

Xavier wasn’t most likely going to be that love, but I made sure for tonight, he was. I didn’t want a Vegas thing; I didn’t want to leave some debaucherous remnant of me behind. I wanted one night married to the man of my dreams. 

I wanted to escape the fear and dread that had welled in me all night as I read some of the texts my father was sending, each getting increasingly angry demanding that I meet him and his friend.

So tucking Xavier Dean’s dick deeper into my throat, fighting my gag reflex to give him more pleasure was just the fantasy I needed. I took as much of him down my throat as I could and swallowed the pooling saliva in my mouth. It was hard, almost too hard, but I wanted to give Xavier this, I knew men liked it. I’d never tried to take a man that far down into my throat before. It was intense. I felt compelled and driven to give him as much pleasure as I possibly could, so I opened and relaxed my mouth as it slid up and down on him. I then pressed him down as far as I could take him again. Feeling him fill me up and cut off my air, I panicked a little. I heard a groan, then his cock bucked into me, and he pulled my head off him.

I gasped for air and wiped the saliva from my face, trying to grin, though I was reeling a little from the experience. His face was sweet and loving.

He was breathless. “I want this night to last, love. If you stayed down there much longer,” he pulled me up to face him, “I was going to cum in your beautiful mouth,” he said as he kissed my raw lips.

I shuddered a little. “I’m glad you didn’t,” I said as I raked my fingers through his hair. “I want the night to last too.” I was a little sadder than I wanted to sound, knowing we’d probably just have this one night together.

“So, wife,” he huffed playfully sensing my shifting mood.

He pounced me onto my back as his body moved between my legs. I could feel the size and strength of him on me. He kissed my mouth again, his tongue bidding entrance as it swirled and danced with mine. This time his tongue, strong and ardent, had a power of its own. He’d been holding back and was about to show he was in control of the evening.

“Two can play this game,” he growled as his tongue licked across my lips and his teeth bit my bottom lip while I squealed, feeling myself gush.

“Um,” words escaped me. “Husband?” I rasped as his stubbled chin made its way to my neck. My legs wiggled on either side of him, and I’m sure he could feel my wetness soaking through my panties with my legs splayed so wide. 

He delivered warm kisses down my neck sending tingles of excitement through me as little butterflies rocketed up from my toes. I wanted to giggle but bit down on my lip instead. His hot breath and scratchy chin trailed down to my aching breasts. First, he pinched the left nipple with his fingers a little harder than I expected, and everything in my body exploded. He used his tongue to circle around the right one, planting kisses on it, then sucked it into his mouth; hard. His teeth bit down on the erect nipple, not too hard, but hard enough to spike a lightning bolt of need through me, his fingers on the other nipple mirroring what his teeth were doing. My back arched to meet him, feeling the hardness of his naked cock on my belly.

I gasped and yelped, the sensation was almost too much. Sensing this, he softened his mouth, flattening his tongue on my pebbled bud, soothing it.

“You’re too delicious, Arcadia,” he mumbled into my breast, his hand dancing its way down my body.

I shivered. “Careful, you might eat me up.” 

“That’s the plan,” he growled. 

I wasn’t worried, I told myself when his mouth slid over to my other breast and did the same thing, cooled its aching with soft strokes of his tongue. His fingers smoothed over the tender bud of my other breast as his foraging hand made contact with the thin pubic barricade protecting my dripping wetness. I was so glad I’d shaved and done my own maintenance grooming. It was just part of my routine, but I was happy for my fastidious self-care, all in preparation for a man who didn’t even exist until now.

His hand felt my wetness as it glided down into my panties. His kisses descended to my navel swirling in and out of the sensitivity there. His finger dipped almost lazily across my dripping petals, arousing excited sensations deep within me.

“Oh my, we should have no trouble getting me in here, darling.” He laughed, pulling his soaking wet finger up to show me how it glistened in the moonlight. “You’re like a slip and slide.”

I cowered a moment feeling the hotness of shame on my cheeks. It’d been too long since anyone other than me had touched me, and it showed.

His damp finger lifted my chin so that our eyes met. “I love that you’re so ready for me. I’ve been wanting you all night long. It was hard to think of anything else.” His voice was musky and kind as he nuzzled my neck, kissing my tingling skin. 

His hand returned to my mound and dove one digit inside me. I gasped again and angled my body into his invading finger which was pulsing in and out of my wetness, the others dancing along my folds. After winding me up with his expert touch, he sat up, kneeling between my legs, smiling a smarmy grin. 

“Can we try and see if it fits?” I begged him, breathless while he looked upon me, his eyes hungry and almost savage.

“My wife is so eager …” His voice was strong and controlled as he kissed my breast. “You wanted love, so …” He kissed the other breast. “Let me love you.”

I sighed as his hand moved back to my wetness and pinched the bud of my clit, driving me mad as I flooded him with another gush. He chuckled and stroked the glistening juice over his bulbous head, making it shine. He painted his cock with more of me as he dipped his finger into me again. His cock stood up strong and proud between his legs. He didn’t need to pump it at all; it was ready for me, and I was pretty sure, but not entirely, I was ready for him. I knew I wanted him in me more than anything. In fact, I felt a void without him. I craved the connection between our bodies. I thought if we breached that, the rest would follow and perhaps lead us to something deeper.

I felt there was something more between us. This wasn’t just sex. It was almost as if we’d passed “hello” and the endless hours of getting to know each other, our likes and dislikes, our lives, our desires, and just settled into allowing those things to infiltrate a love that might be blooming somewhere within us.

“Let’s get rid of these first,” he teased, edging my lacy thong off my body. As soon as he had them off, he looked at me with a mix of dismay and wonder. “And what would be the point of these exactly?” he asked, dangling the tiny piece of wet cloth in the air.

I blushed. “I was feeling sexy tonight. I only have a couple of pairs … Like I said, I prefer yours.” My eyes darted away from the damp, defiled cloth … what a mess it was; evidence of my neediness.

Xavier brought the panties to his nose and smelled them, which totally made me crazy, so I grabbed them out of his hands and tossed them across the room. 

“That is seriously so gross … ew!” I chided.

“Not to me.” He laughed as he grabbed both of my legs and whipped them out from under me, spreading me wider in front of him. “But this is better.” His nose sniffed my splayed labia, and I angled away from it in utter embarrassment. “And so is this,” he added as his tongue struck across my vaginal opening; a rainbow of heat arched from his tongue to my heart. “But this is my favorite,” he hummed into my sex as he dove his tongue right into my center. 

My body bucked into his face, pressing his tongue in deeper.

“Oh, my God,” I breathed. “Oh. My. God.” 

A few more thrusts of his tongue, and that’s all it took. My mind was a blur of swirls and light, sensation, wetness, knotted tensions deep within my core screwing me up in knots until I grabbed the sheets, my hands flailing as a scream slipped out of my mouth, my body contracting violently around his tongue as my arousal flooded his mouth. I quaked and bucked and breathed out until I rode over the peak of my desire, plummeting into the cavern below.

“Please,” I begged. “Please … I want you!” The sound of my voice was so hungered and greedy, having just blasted off to Mars. I was floating down from the most powerful orgasm I’d ever had, and all he did was use his tongue … imagine … oh God, imagine his massive rod, what it could do?

“Thank you, my love.” Xavier swallowed and wiped his wet mouth. “I think you might be ready for me now.” 

His eyes narrowed into a playful sneer as he slunk up my body, his hands spreading me as far as my legs would go. I looked into his glorious eyes that were staring straight into my soul.

“I trust you,” I whispered as I kissed his chin, hovering so close to my face.

He returned my kiss with one to my lips. “I hope you always do.” His voice was gentle and kind.

Always?

His cock head was positioned at the entrance of my wet pussy as he wiped it across my tender skin, painting my folds with both of our arousals. He then leaned across me to the nightstand behind my head and pulled out a condom wrapped in foil. He bit it with his teeth and ripped it open.

“I’m a safety guy,” he said with a grin.

“I’m glad.” I smiled. I was glad because I wasn’t on the pill since there was no need. It would have been dangerous I guess, but part of me was a little sad for it too, wanting to fully feel him inside me. He sat up momentarily and rolled the condom over his huge cock. I forced myself to look and get ready for what was to come. I also made sure to smile with the happiness I was feeling inside. I would have made love to a bulldozer if it was attached to him. I knew I could handle anything he had.

When it was on, he leaned back over me. I craved his nearness. He then returned his cock to the entrance of my pussy. I took a deep breath.

 “Just relax,” he soothed. “I’ll go really slow and make sure you tell me if anything ever hurts.” With that, he slipped the tip of his cock in.

The head spread my lips apart, and my heart raced a little. This was only the tip, but I took another breath.

“Good girl,” he rasped, heady with his own passions as he pressed himself farther into me.

I felt myself widen around him. He then picked up my knees and angled my hips out further so that I could accommodate him better. He pressed in deeper. He struggled only a little, but my slickness glided over him, and he was able to press in more.

“Are you okay?” he asked, his voice fringed with carnal need.

“Mmm …” I couldn’t speak, that was the best he was going to get.

“You want me to stop?” he breathed, edging the disappointment in his voice.

I shook my head “no” as my hands found his ass and pulled them in closer, sliding him in deeper.

He filled me to excruciating depths. I cried out. Some of it was pain; however, most of it was bliss. His body stilled as he was seated almost to the hilt within me. He took long deep breaths, kissing my temple, earlobe, and chin before he pulled out a little and let me breathe. I sucked in some air readying myself for what was to come.

I was ready to brave the fullness and the stretching. I wanted him to make love to me, so I slid my hips back as far as they could go, the bed keeping me from going very far and then thrust myself into him, wincing only a little. I had to test it, see what it was like. Splinters and fireworks, that’s what it was. Like his tongue in me only edged with a knife. I wanted more … I wanted the whole parade to course down Main street, marching band, floats, dancers, riders on horses; I wanted him thrusting and pulsing … releasing in me. I wanted to be his world.

He pushed himself in again slowly as he had the first time. And when he was seated fully inside me, his ball sack resting on my ass, I gripped his hair, tightly entwining it in my fingers.

“I’m good to go,” I moaned.

He laughed. “Are you now?”

“Yes, yes … please yes.” I couldn’t take it anymore; I needed his manhood to maneuver in me, make love to me, join us.

“OK, I’m good to go too.” He laughed, mocking a little as he pulled out again ever so slowly, his cock grazing the inside of my pussy, igniting and inflaming every tender nerve within it.

I closed my eyes, bracing myself for what was to come.

“Look at me, Arcadia,” Xavier commanded. “I want to make love to you; remember we aren’t fucking. I want you here with me.” His voice was tender and caring. “That way I’ll know if you’re really okay.”

My eyes popped open to his beautiful stare. “I’m here Xavier,” I said my eyes connecting with his, rooting into his soul.

“There you are.” 

My legs were shaking and quivering as he pulsed his body into me with more force and speed. My back arched again as I bit down on my lower lip. Again, he pulled out and pressed in and again, leaning more heavily on me as he began thrusting in earnest. He would have stopped if I’d asked him; I knew I could stop him, but he was mostly lost in his own pleasure. His eyes, still connected to mine were glazed over with desire as he moved his body in closer, thrusting more deeply every time. It was painful, but I loved how he filled me.

My head rolled back, not wanting to break our gaze, but I was seeing stars as his thrusts became more fervent. There was no escaping this, we were in it. In and out, slicing, hard, deep, and wide. I could barely stay conscious my mind was in such a roar. 

I hadn’t expected him to be so heavy. He was well-built, perfectly muscled, and his body was chiseled to Adonis-like perfection, but he was heavy on my small frame. I tried to hold him up the best I could, but when he pumped into me, again and again, I felt everything in my mind was splintering and cracking. I didn’t want to come right then, but I was going to shatter. He sensed me, knew I was so close, and he stilled, the sweat of his body dripping onto mine, his heavy breaths in my ear. I yelped a little in pain and needed to get my bearings again.

“What are you doing to me, Arcadia?” he asked more to himself than me.

 My legs gently wrapped around his wet back and ass. I took a few deep breaths, letting the burn within me cool. My hands softly smoothed along his wet back, massaging his taut muscles.

“I’m okay; it’s okay, you can go again.” I smiled and kissed his shoulder.

He shook his head. “You bring out the monster in me,” he said with a laugh. 

“I like it.” I smiled, easing his embarrassment.

He kissed my lips, his cock still lodged deep inside of me as he looked at me with so much wonder and, I’d even to venture to guess, love. I felt warm and whole. I wiggled on his cock, trying to get him going again. He growled and nipped my neck.

“Vixen,” he breathed as he pulled out and slid back in; this time his cock hit every sensitive and ravaged nerve in my vagina, but he hit a spot that blinded me with pleasure; I gripped him, mewling.

“There it is.” He smiled and ground down into the spot once more, hitting it over and over again.

 In and out, with slow gyrations, hitting the spot, missing the spot, heavy thrusts, jettisoning pulses. I was unraveling. My world started spinning as the swirl in my belly entwined everything within me. My legs squeezed onto him as much as I could. His movements began to go faster and faster until I was burning everywhere. I couldn’t hold back this time. My world shattered as I screamed out. My pussy clenched his cock and wouldn’t let go, sucking the milk from it. I blistered and burned, grabbing his ass, pushing him deeper into me.

“Holy fuck, Arcadia!” he yelped as his body shivered and bucked, hammering deeper and faster into mine.

 His weight pressed upon me more, and all I wanted was to enfold him in me forever. I heard him whimper. It wasn’t a manly sound; it was the sound of a man who’d given himself over completely to the throes of ecstasy. My pussy clenched harder, and he bucked more, spilling himself out entirely. Sweat dripped from his brow as his face was the pained expression of his thrall. One last sweet involuntary buck, and he slumped on me, gathering my legs up around him, breathing hard.

I regretted the condom he was wearing. I wanted to feel his release inside of me. I wanted it dripping out between my legs as if I had been forever claimed. I’d never let a man come inside of me, but I thought about how nice it would feel if he was home. If he was my safe place; my husband. A wash of sadness breezed over me. 

Just enjoy the moment, Arcadia. 

I tried, but I couldn’t shake that sadness, so for a moment, I let myself regret that I wasn’t his real wife as his passions stilled.

 





Chapter 7

 

Xavier

We laid with each other breathing in each other’s breath, hot sweaty skin dripping on the sheets. I couldn’t think; my mind was a scramble. I felt her small toned body beneath me, my cock still sheathed inside of her. I was wrong, she wasn’t a nymph, she was a goddess. I didn’t want to leave the warmth of her body, even as my dick softened inside of her. Even as I felt the dampness of the saturated condom on my skin. I was reluctant to pull myself out of her. She was so tight, so mind-numbingly tight. I could stay in her without any effort, and so I let us lie together, just being in this incredible space with each other.

I turned to her sweet face, so beautiful and flushed with afterglow. Thank you,” I said kissing her lips.

She looked surprised. “It’s I who should be thanking you,” she breathed, her hand making tiny circles on my chest. 

God, if she didn’t send electricity to my tired and raved cock. I was usually good for another go pretty quickly after the first, but I hadn’t had such a powerful orgasm for a long time. I doubted I could rev back into action as quickly this time.

My hand grazed across her perfect ass, tugging her nearer to me as I slowly withdrew from the most glorious pussy I could remember. Her face curled into a frown, and I kissed her pouting lips as I felt the loss of her warmth. She cried out a little in pain when I finally pulled my head out of her. 

“That was fun,” she flirted as her hands slid down my cock and gently stripped my condom off. 

It was heavy with my seed, and I was happy to be free of it. She must’ve known how much my raw and ravaged cock wanted to breathe and feel again. She tied up the condom which was filled with cum, rolled over and lobbed it into the trash. 

“Bye-bye,” she joked as she tossed my sperm away. It was so sweet.

I didn’t sense even a hint of the crazy I’d seen in other girls, the ones that begged me for a child or clung to me after sex hoping for what Arcadia had; a wedding ring and my name. I did, though, sense a tinge of regret, perhaps not for taking this adventure together, but for it not being anything more than just a drunken interlude.

I smoothed my hands across her back bringing her into me, not wanting any of this to end. 

“Are you on birth control?” I asked, probably too late. I would’ve used a condom regardless, but I wanted to communicate with her; know her, have the conversation if we had to.

“No, it’s good we used protection; I would have regardless.” She smiled, trying to cover her feelings. 

“Do you want children one day?” What a stupid, dangerous question. I had no idea why I asked it, it was just, she looked so sad. Maybe I was sad too. I wasn’t sure.

“Of course,” she said smiling, “when the time is right.” She then hesitated. “With the right person.” She cocked her head, knowing reality could hurt. “What about you?” 

I assumed she asked more out of politeness as I didn’t read any digging or pinning in her question. “I’m not sure,” I said, and I wasn’t. It was never something I’d considered.

Lauren and I would have had a child most likely, but we were both so busy. I never expected us not to be busy, so the question never came up. After she was gone, I wished we had had a child, then I would’ve still been able to see her face. The idea pained me. Arcadia noticed the pain.

“You’re so busy; I’m sure kids aren’t something you think about.” Arcadia was drifting away.

We were slipping into our roles again: famous fashion designer and the hot piece of surfer/scientist ass he culled for the night. I didn’t want that, especially not for her. 

“Maybe with the right person as you said,” I lightened the mood by rolling onto her, the uncomfortable conversation somehow firing up my greedy cock again.

It was probably three in the morning. The night had a lazy kind of stillness about it. The witching hour some called it. I didn’t know what she had planned for the next day. I knew Damon had some abysmal bachelor party shit to cover, which I now had less interest in than I did before. Really, my whole reason coming to Vegas was to get a sit down with him and make sure he was really marrying the woman of his dreams; I doubted it.

“Do you have to be anywhere in particular tomorrow?” I asked hoping she’d be free to spend the day with me. “I guess today since it’s already morning.”

I’d gladly blow off Damon for Arcadia if she was free. I was an ass to think I could stop his wedding anyway. 

“My dad keeps blowing up my phone. He wants me to meet this client, but I just, I don’t know,” she trailed off, creating a greater distance between us.

“Don’t know what? Do you think your dad is playing matchmaker?” I teased, flicking her pert and beautiful nipple with my finger. “If so, he’s too late, you’re already married.” I hoped the teasing would brighten her up, but she just took a deep breath; damn.

“I guess, I’m not sure.” Her eyes cast downward. “He was rather insistent.”

“Are you going to go?” I asked, worried. “I mean what time?” I straightened up, recovering my dominance. “I want to make sure you get some rest.” No, I didn’t. I didn’t want her to rest; I wanted to make love to her until we both passed out.

Already my cock was roaring for round two.

Her face fell. “I don’t know; it’s too late to ask. I just … I’m not sure; maybe I won’t go.” She seemed so stressed and worried, definitely daddy drama there; poor kid.

I wanted to love that pain away, for sure.

“Well, I have horrible bachelor party things to do later in the day, which I will most likely also blow off or drag you around to if you decide to ditch your dad again.” I smiled wide and hard, mentally channeling a command to ditch her father, perhaps for good.

She laughed. “I’d definitely ditch my dad for another day with you.” She finally looked cheery again.

“Maybe even more than that,” I said as I kissed her temple. Her sweet face melted as my hand cupped her cheek; I could get used to this. 

 I was happy I wasn’t drunk anymore, but still hazy, mostly from being enthralled with the little surfer-scientist. She was delightful.

“How are you feeling?” I truly wondered as my hand found her incredible pussy again, massaging the puffy red lips.

She wasn’t as dripping wet as she had been, but still slick.

“A little sore,” she confessed as my heart fell.

“Too sore?” I dipped my finger into her, and she responded beautifully with a twitch as her hands gripped my biceps, “or just sore enough to remember me?” I dove a second finger in.

She rocked on my fingers, losing herself a little. “To remember you,” she replied as she braced herself against me, rocking as I pulsed my fingers in and out of her.

Her body quickly slicked my fingers and was as delightfully wet as before. She was made for my cock, made for my body. She was small but mighty. I loved the feeling of her under me and beside me. Now it was time to have her on me. I withdrew my fingers from her and used her wetness to stroke myself to a full erection.

“Let me do that,” she cooed as she knelt down to me.

“No deep throating this time, Mrs. Dean. Little Mr. Dean can’t handle it,” I playfully warned.

“I’d hardly call ‘little Mr. Dean’ little,” she scoffed as her sweet mouth descended onto my sensitive member, wetting the bulbous head with her tongue which slid up and down the slit.

Oh, she was made for me. Fuck, I wanted her in every way she could bend. Her mouth was so tight and wonderful. She wasn’t a master cock sucker, but she put her heart into it, and the more she did for me, the more I grew to love that heart of hers. Even though we’d only just met, I was starting to assume her heart was bigger than anything in the room.

I was at my full capacity when I gently touched her chin, urging her to stop. 

“Would you like to take a ride on big little Mr. Dean? It’ll feel better for you that way. You’ll be in control,” I encouraged as I slipped myself out of her mouth.

Her face was aglow. “Sure.” She grazed her fingers over my engorged tip as a punctuation mark. 

Her beautiful blonde, damp curls were tightening up, making her look even more ethereal. I laid back, my cock standing at attention, and slapped her perfect ass. 

“Have a seat.” I smiled. Her grin turned playful as she wiggled her butt and straddled my length.

“Big little Mr. Dean is naughty,” she said with a laugh.

“He’s hungry,” I snarled as my hands found her hips.

I knew her inexperience would make her being on top a bit hard at first, but it would be the best way to make sure she didn’t hurt. While she was straddling my cock, I let my fingers dance over her folds; her face had grown flushed as she bit her lip. So sensitive, so sweet. I swirled my finger over her clit pinching it hard but not hard enough to deliver pain. I didn’t want her to suffer, but a little sharp jab would get her readier for what was to come.

 As expected, a few pinches interspersed with hard pressure and rubbing on her clit opened the floodgates as the breath hitched in her throat.

“Let me hear you, Mrs. Dean,” I breathed, loving the sound of her ecstasy.

She moaned as I teased my cock head along her drenching wet slit.

“Do you want this?” I asked inching the tip of my cock into her.

“Yes, I do,” she could barely say.

“Do you?” I teased, inching in only slightly more.

“Xavier, please,” she begged, gripping my thighs. 

I loved hearing her say my name; it was so intimate, so perfect. I pressed my hands down on her hips, and she slid further onto me.

“Okay, cowgirl, he’s all yours.” I slapped her ass and let her go.

“What about the condom?” she cried out as I hit her sensitive spot.

“I’m going to pull out when I’m ready to come. Are you okay with that?” I watched her face for signs of stress, but there was nothing but pleasure. “I can get one,” I pressed, needing an answer.

“It’s okay, just pull out,” she breathed as she struggled to stay mounted on me.

Her lean muscles were fully flexed as she tried to stay astride my cock without fully impaling herself. She slid her hips back on me and angled herself on more of me, but her eyes looked wide, and she seemed uncomfortable. Her pussy was so tight. She struggled a bit with her legs, trying to work herself onto me, so I braced my back against the headboard as I held her hips and slowly brought them down on my cock, steadying her body. There was the look I wanted to see, relief, pleasure … perhaps joy.

I loved her expressions and the way her perfect tits stayed straight up as I bounced her up and down on me while she acclimated to my size. I felt my balls tighten with only a few dozen thrusts. I’d didn’t think I’d have much more left for her after I’d nearly emptied myself on the first round, but I could feel the cum welling in my testicles, preparing to shoot; I had to slow her down.

“You think you can try now?” I rasped. “Lean forward a little, hands on my chest.” 

She obeyed, and again a look of relief as she slowly pumped my cock in and out of her. I could feel her arousal mounting as she kept the torturous pace, building my eruption exquisitely. It was becoming more than I could take, the languid rolling of her hips as she ground herself down to my balls. I was fully sheathed in her; impressive. When she pressed herself on me just a little deeper, I couldn’t take it anymore. She rocked back and forth, her breaths short and moaning, she was there at the apex. My hands found her hips again. I couldn’t help it, I jettisoned my cock into her quickly with harsh fast strokes. 

She mewled and cried out, as she came, her arousal sliding over my cock and into my pubic hair, that was it, me and big little Mr. Dean were at the grand finale. I didn’t want to leave her body, but I had to as I gently lifted her off me and grabbed my dick, stroking it until I blew a massive load into the air, my stomach heaving as hard breaths escaped me. My cum landed all over it.

Fuck, she was everything.

As I lay there recovering, her dear hand swirled in my ejaculate making pictures on my lower abdomen so dangerously close to the source. Her crazy little fingers, painting me with my own cum. I stopped them; I wouldn’t survive another round. Her beautiful breasts were right in my face; she too was panting, coming down from the throes of passion. I leaned in and sucked her pert nipple into my mouth. I adored the taste of her, even with the salt of sweat and sexual release. Her hands found my hair, coating it with my essence. Everything smelled like she and me. We had definitely claimed each other, that night.

“Thank you, Xavier; thank you for a beautiful night.” 

I felt like she might be near tears. I couldn’t have that, I didn’t want tears, this wasn’t over. Whoever said it was? I panicked some. “We’ll get you some birth control, tomorrow.” It was a lame thing to say, stupid in fact, but I couldn’t readily think of another way to tell her I wanted more.

She looked at me but didn’t say anything; her eyes were still distant. My head was hurting with fatigue and the beginnings of a mean hangover. I wanted to make her feel welcomed and loved, and I also wanted to sleep; it was nearly four in the morning.

“We need a shower.” I hefted her into my arms. “I don’t like going to bed sticky and …” I looked at my stomach painted with sperm, “I’m very sticky at the moment.” I laughed, this got a smile out of her. “Who knew you were an artist?” I said as I stood up with her in my arms.

“I don’t know why I did that,” she said giggling. “It’s a little gross.”

“No, it’s fucking sexy and makes me want to have you again, but big little Mr. Dean needs rest.” She slumped against my arms, her face falling into my chest. “And so do you,” I said more softly walking us into the bathroom.

“That’s good,” she yawned as I set her down and turned on the shower. “I don’t think I can handle any more of big little Mr. Dean at the moment,” she said as her hand inadvertently caressed her swollen pussy as if to soothe it.

It looked painful, and my heart melted. I did that to her.

“Perhaps we should get big little Mr. Dean a muzzle and a leash. You were supposed to tell me to stop,” I almost scolded.

“I liked it.” She smiled, her dear face earnest and innocent.

When the water was warm enough, I took her hand and stepped us into the cascades of clean, hot water. I washed her body, every curve, memorizing her perfect ass, the freckle on the top of her right buttocks, the mole near her left shoulder blade, her rosy nipples, her golden and chestnut colored hair, her sweet sloping thighs with a perfect gap. 

I wanted to bathe her in love as she fought sleep to keep standing, lulling with my detailed attention to each inch of her body. When I turned her around to rinse off the soap, she yawned again.

“Let me wash you now,” she commanded behind half closed eyes.

“Another time.” I kissed her forehead and let it rest on my shoulder, slid the soap quickly over my body, and rinsed and shut off the water. 

I picked her up again and grabbed a towel, wrapping it over the two of us. The room was hot enough, we’d drip dry under the covers. I got most of the droplets off before I tucked her into bed. It wasn’t seconds before she faded.

“Good night, Xavier,” she half mumbled. “Thanks for marrying me for a day; it was fun. I promise never to tell anyone …” and with that, she drifted off to sleep.

Her face was perfect and lovely. I wanted to wake her and tell her I didn’t care if she told people; I wasn’t going to throw her out tomorrow. I mean, we were just starting this, whatever it was. Honestly, I’d never felt so much overpowering emotion since Lauren. Arcadia was different than Lauren but seemed equally as amazing. Without really knowing her, I could tell there was something in her worthy of my interest. I wanted to take the time to get to know her better. I didn’t want to cast her off. I felt sad; she drifted off to sleep thinking that I did. She’d been respectful of my status and never took advantage of who I was. She was funny, delightful … and so crazy. Who tells someone they have to marry you to have sex and goes through with it? Arcadia Dean does … and I was starting to love her.

I looked at the tattoo on my bicep and instead of cringing, I felt a spike of pride. If I couldn’t keep her one day, at least I could keep this very permanent memento of our night together. I was sure I’d regret it more in the morning, but as I laid down next to her, spooning her slim delicious body close to mine, it all felt right. 

 





Chapter 8

 

Arcadia

My bladder was dragging me kicking and screaming out of one of the best dreams I could ever recall having. I was making love to Xavier. We were out in the middle of an open field laying on a picnic blanket as he made love to me under the warm sun of a bright golden day. I was fully comfortable with his size and could accommodate him easily, unlike the way my poor pussy struggled with him throughout the night. I was still feeling quite raw when I awoke. At least you’ll remember me there his voice said in my head. Little did he know there was no way I’d ever forget him. Dream Xavier pumped into me, and I tightened around him as he breathed onto my neck. I could feel the ecstasy radiating from his body, and I knew I was giving him the love his mind and soul needed. 

We were reckless, beautiful, and young. Free to explore one another; I let his seed fill my womb, and I was his real wife. It was such a delightful dream. When my screaming bladder tugged and pulled me awake, I could feel the warmth of his body and his semi-hard cock between my ass cheeks. I loved the way he felt. He was warm and perfect. I didn’t want the moment to end. 

I was beginning to care deeply for him; however, I’d have to muse on that thought later as my bladder couldn’t wait. Not only was my bladder beating me up for not peeing sooner, the bright sun was also streaming angrily through the window. I cursed myself for not closing the blackout curtains last night. It would have been nice to have a couple more hours to sleep in peace. Neither of us had anything pressing happening that morning; we could have stayed in bed and had each other again. I couldn’t believe he could stay asleep with all this blaring light.

I slowly pried myself out of his grip as he moaned a little but didn’t wake. I slid my body off the bed and raced to the blackout curtains closing them, so he could continue to sleep. Maybe I’d return to my spot and go back to the beautiful dream I was having.

I ran to the bathroom, making it just in time. While I was in there, I heard my phone ringing, which reminded me I also wished I’d put my phone on silent. When I was done in the bathroom, I went to see who had called. I had the twenty-seven missed calls I had ignored during the night as well as tons of text messages, each escalating in their level of anger and urgency. They were all from my father. At first, the messages were apologizing for being late. Those I’d responded to with a “Don’t worry. I’ll be out with a friend, don’t wait up.”  

The next were wondering where I was. They sort of sounded concerned for my well-being, so I confirmed that I was with a friend but didn’t specify who, and not to worry, I was safe, everything was fine. The following texts were more demanding, telling me to come back to the hotel immediately. I kindly reminded him I was an adult not a child, and I’d see him later the next day and to give my regrets to his friend I was sure to meet some other day.

That’s when the text messages got a little scary, and I assumed my dad was drunk. I certainly was by that point. So, I just turned my phone down but not off and ignored it for the rest of the night. What I was reading, though, in the last few texts that had come in a few moments before, had my blood freezing in my veins. His friend and he were in my hotel room and were desperate to find me. They were going to call someone to drag me back to them and not to move, someone would come to get me soon. 

The last text I’d gotten was six minutes ago, telling me he’d used my “where’s my phone” app to track my phone to the Bellagio, and he was coming to get me now. That one sent me into a panic. My heart was beating so hard I almost threw up. His text further explained that I’d been gifted to his friend as part of a business deal. I was to pack my things and go with him immediately for an undisclosed amount of time. I was to do so without complaint and accommodate his friend’s needs without resistance. My palms sweated, and I could barely think. 

Was I going to be this man’s slave? His plaything? I almost passed out reading it; everything seemed like fiction. He had dared then to use flattery saying his friend wanted me because he had seen me once and thought I was the most beautiful woman he’d ever beheld. I felt sick. I felt angry, and I was terrified. If I went to the police, there could be a lot of trouble for me. My dad had connections to the Mafia; he’d worked with them my whole life. I figured it out when strange “uncles” used to come to the house or the shop, bearing tons of cash, smelling of foul cologne, full of kisses for me and then I’d never see them again. Sometimes they stayed with us for a while, sometimes they stayed only for a few hours. Everything my dad did with his job was veiled in secrecy or lies. I imagined he was a big mob boss with horror when I was younger, but it turned out to be true. He wasn’t the boss, but he sure knew a lot of very corrupt people. There had been times in my life when people disappeared. No cops ever showed up to investigate, and things were swept under the rug. I realized early in my childhood my father could be lethal, angering him often meant going to an early grave.

I knew I couldn’t stay with Xavier in his room. My dad and his “friend” the monster were probably already in the hotel, if not on their way there. I couldn’t be sure; our hotel was at least a mile away. Since he had just called, I turned off my phone and took out the battery, hoping it would disable his ability to find me. Panicked, I tried to unscramble my brain and make a plan. I had to get out of the hotel and away from Vegas as fast as I could. 

I didn’t want Xavier caught up in all of this; he didn’t deserve it. I looked at his beautiful sleeping face, and my heart broke into a million painful pieces. I searched for my clothes on the floor. Finding them, I realized I didn’t want to put my nasty thong back on or my dress. Considering I wasn’t sure where I was going, I couldn’t really wear the dress safely during the day, it was a little too loose and short. 

I glanced over at the pile of Xavier’s clothes and decided I could handle being a thief if it meant saving my life. Hopefully, one day he’d understand. I put on his underwear, his pants, and his shirt. All were swimmingly too big on me and smelled beautifully like him. If I couldn’t have him, at least I’d have his scent. I looked at his face again, his perfect, incredible face, his strong chiseled body, his powerful arms, and his amazing penis; all parts of the man I’d come to love in just one night. I knew I’d miss him forever.

I grabbed my tiny studded bag; it didn’t hold much, my wallet, my phone, and my passport. Since my driver’s license fell out of my board shorts while teaching a surf lesson the week prior, I carried my passport as identification until my new ID arrived. I grabbed my phone, afraid of the power it now held, and our marriage license. If I needed to change my name, I’d need this paper. I was sure Xavier wouldn’t care if it was gone. I was pretty sure we would’ve been annulling our wedding at some point today anyway. After I found someplace safe, I’d contact him and make sure the legal issues between us were resolved. I didn’t want him thinking I was trying to take him for more than he gave me.

I glanced back at him one more time, the tattoo still red and painful across his arm. Arcadia. I hoped he didn’t mind that he had it. We were so drunk, but the night … it was absolutely amazing. One I’d never forget, ever. I glanced at my own tattoo, also healing, a dolphin jumping out to the sky. It had more significance now than I’d ever anticipated. I took off my wedding ring and set it next to Xavier’s on the bedside table, but it felt so final letting go of the ring, letting go of him. I put it back on, feeling a little guilty, but it was the only part of him I got to keep. I blew him a kiss and quietly left the room, terrified I might find my dad in the hall. All I had to do was get out … just get out and get away.

I raced to the elevator, wishing I’d stolen a hat to cover my hair. I flipped up the collar of his shirt and just made due. It wasn’t a good disguise, but at least my dad wouldn’t be looking for me to be wearing men’s clothes. He commented on my dress as he left for his fucking business meeting, so he knew what I was wearing. He probably also knew what I might have been doing with my “friend”, so I wasn’t totally safe; he may have expected me to be wearing a lover’s clothes. That alone would get both Xavier and me killed, most likely.

In fact, it was so rare I’d slept with men my dad probably thought I’d met a girl gambling, and we were out having fun at the casino. He probably didn’t think I was with a man since I knew he’d kill anyone who slept with me without his permission. That’s what boiled the blood in my veins. He wouldn’t let a decent man touch me but had no problems selling me to some monster. How the hell did he plan on getting away with that? It was all too surreal to consider; I just had to get out. When the elevator doors opened, I dropped back scanning the lobby for signs of them. There was nothing; the room was relatively quiet. A maid was vacuuming the floor, and one front desk agent stood at the long counter. I checked my surroundings again and made my way to the counter. 

I wasn’t exactly sure where I was going, but I had an idea. I had a lot of money I’d been saving for my next tuition payment. I’d have to cash that out so he wouldn’t check with my bank to see where I was spending money. Then I thought about taking the Greyhound bus to Mexico. My Aunt Claudia and I had always schemed that I could take a bus to Mexico and then from Mexico I’d take a bus to Costa Rica where she lived. 

“It’s so cheap,” she’d always say. “Just come visit me and get away from all that hard work, spend the summer here.” She was so sweet and wonderful. 

Dad never let me leave the house really. I just worked and studied. Sometimes I’d go out with friends, but rarely. The last thing I wanted to tell him was that Aunt Claudia wanted me to come for a visit. The good thing was, he didn’t know that Aunt Claudia was in Costa Rica as she always bounced from place to place. Aunt Claudia wasn’t really an aunt, she was a friend of my mother’s. Even though my mom took off, Aunt Claudia kept an eye on me as I grew up. I always dreamed she would someday tell me my mom had cared and that she regretted leaving me. When Aunt Claudia figured I was growing up okay, she ran away too, but I still loved her.

In the few minutes it took me to nervously cross the lobby from the elevator to the front desk, I had a plan. I was going to withdraw my money from the hotel ATM tucked to the left of the door in a nice dark nook and take a taxi to the Greyhound station. My father wouldn’t find me there as he’d never in a million years expect me to get on a bus to go anywhere. He was above public transportation. If it weren’t for Aunt Claudia, I never would have considered a bus. To me, the only modes of transit were a private car or an airplane. A bus would never figure into my dad’s suspicions.

If I took all my money out of the ATM, he might think I’d gambled it all and that was why I was avoiding him. It was a good cover. He must’ve told me a million times to watch my money in Vegas. He should’ve known I was more responsible than that, but I was glad he wasn’t perceptive enough to know me that well. His last text to me about his friend was not only a threat but perhaps also a punishment for inevitably doing something stupid like staying out all night with someone I’d just met and losing my entire savings. My heart pounded in my throat when I went to the front desk agent who looked bored and sleepy.

“I need to call a car please,” I said, eyeing him as I walked over.

I didn’t think much about the way I looked, but I bet it was as bad as I thought it might be, having unstyled, air-dried hair, wearing loose-fitting, rumpled men’s clothes. It was Vegas; I’m sure he’d seen his fair share of bedraggled whores. I was just one more. I looked at my tiny wedding ring. I was Xavier Dean’s wife. That gave me comfort. Despite the fantasy, I was his wife, if only for a night. The thought kept me sane while my eyes continued to scan the room, just waiting for my father to show up and snatch me away. 

If he did walk through those doors, I was sure to cause a scene, one so big every security officer in the place would come running. There was no way in hell I’d be “gifted” to anyone. This gave me peace as well. No matter when or if I was apprehended, I wouldn’t go down without a fight.

“We have a hotel car service; would you like to use that?” the front desk agent asked in a droll and polite tone.

“Yes, please,” I answered, not even caring about the cost. I just needed the quickest way out of there.

The car came while I withdrew my money from the ATM. Luckily, I did so without seeing any sign of my father. I slid into the polished leather car seat, closed the door, and finally took a deep breath. I’d done it, I’d escaped. We drove away from the gleaming gold walls, and my heart felt both light with relief and heavy with regret. I was leaving Xavier behind.

 




 


Chapter 9

 

Xavier

“What the fuck buddy? It’s like noon, you missed brunch,” I heard trailing into my room from some distant planet.

There was no way I was getting out of the warmth of my bed. Even though I was sated and comfortable, I had a strange feeling that something was missing; something felt incredibly empty. I dismissed it as my stomach needing food, and my poor battered brain needed a pain reliever from a night of over-drinking … and water … and, fuck. I just tried to go back to sleep and ignore whatever was interrupting it.

The bed dipped.

“So, if Crystal asks, the lap dance last night after you ditched us, you bastard, was not sex. It was just a little grinding. But, oh my God it was such good mind-blowing grinding. Don’t tell her that … ever. But seriously, I came so hard, and I never even got my cock out.” 

 I groaned at the sound of Damon’s voice.

“Go away, asshole. Can’t you see I’m sleeping?” I hoped I sounded as irritated as I was.

“No asshole, we have golf with my soon-to-be-father-in-law in an hour. I promised you’d be there. He might be a bit of a fan, but you owe me, brother, for ditching me last night. You left me with my wild irresponsible friends, so it’s your fault if Crystal finds out I paid for another lap dance in my hotel room. Very private … very fucking mind-blowing, and somehow my cock slipped out then. Again, Crystal will never know … what the hell do you have on your arm?” 

His voice was so shocked I peeled my eyes open just to see what he was talking about and also my arm was really tender and sore. 

“Is that someone’s name fucking tattooed on your arm?” His voice was icy with disbelief.

I bolted up in bed, fully naked, grateful for the sheet covering my morning wood. I craned my neck to see my arm and everything came flooding back to me. Arcadia!

I leaned my head back on the pillow and stared at the ceiling in shock.

“Arcadia? Who the fuck is Arcadia and bro, is that a wedding band? I mean it’s tacky as all hell, but it’s on your left fucking finger … wanna explain?” He saw some humor in my situation now, where all I had was dread.

Everything came racing back, and the memories weren’t bad at all, in fact, everything I made my brain recall was pleasant and wonderful. I sat up slowly and looked around the room, a sense of loss seeping into my skin. Where was she?

“Arcadia,” I said slowly, “is the girl I married last night.” 

That was fun. Seeing the horror and shock on his face was priceless. 

“What the fucking hell?” was all he could manage to get out. “Story, please.” He got up off the bed and settled into a chair. “We have some time.”

I laughed. “I’ll see your lap dance with accidental dick slippage and raise you a fucking hot ass, a tattoo, and a wedding,” I said with pride, not usually being ‘one of the guys’ in such a vulgar way. “She was lovely.”

I looked around the room for my underwear and pants, which happened to be my favorite in the new line, not wanting to have this chat with Damon naked, and found that they were gone.

“Where did my clothes go?” I asked, truly wondering.

“You mean these?” Damon leaned over and picked up Arcadia’s gauzy dress and tiny lace thong underwear.

“She stole my clothes?” I asked the air.

“I’m sure she stole more than that, asshole. This is Vegas, and you just got so fucking played. You get dressed, and I’ll call the police. I’ll have to postpone the golf game, boo hoo. I’m sure you didn’t want to go anyway,” he said getting up out of the chair.

“Wait on the police a moment. She may just be getting us breakfast or something. Let’s not get all crazy. She’s lovely, Damon. You’d adore her. I’d have to fight you off her actually,” I snarked.

“Um, I am getting married,” he warned, “next weekend.”

“To a trophy wife you’re going to end up hating. Trust me, dicks don’t slip unless they’re already a little slippery. You should be blinded by love, brother. If you were, the idea of cheating on her should make you sick.” I leaned over to the drawer next to the bed to pull out a pair of underwear that I put on under the sheets. 

I traveled so much; I hated living out of a suitcase. I always put my clothes away in the drawers and closets when I arrived at a hotel. I didn’t like feeling like I was away from home, and that little touch always helped. Damon’s face drained a little color knowing at least part of what I’d said was true.

“Well, at least I’m not blinded by lust. I’ll give you a minute to get yourself together, but I suggest you call your bank before you do anything and find out how much money is still left in there … if any. I’ll be back in ten, then I expect to hear the whole story. I must admit, I’m pretty horrified Xavier, but also very impressed. This is all so not you, bravo!” he said in a condescending tone, the bastard.

I grabbed my cell phone and went to my online banking app while I got dressed. I breathed a sigh of relief; every penny was still there. I checked my wallet, the same. The five thousand in cash was still in neat rows bundled by one thousand. If she’d taken any of it, it wasn’t much. I then looked in the bathroom and out on the balcony to see if she hid when she heard Damon enter. Knowing her as I almost did, it would be something she’d consider, not wanting to disrupt my real life.

She was nowhere to be found and, as promised, Damon came back expecting answers.

“Nothing’s missing,” I confirmed as I paced the room.

“Yet? Nothing’s missing yet. Does she have your info? Did you sign a marriage certificate? Where’s that?”

I looked to the dresser next to where her clothes lay in a heap after Damon dropped them. On the dresser was my wallet, phone, and the receipt for the rings, but no marriage license.

“Fuck,” I blurted out. “I either left it at the drive-through wedding chapel thing or she took it. God, my head fucking hurts. Get me some Le Coix and a breakfast sandwich while I sort this all out, will ya?” I barked at Damon, distraught, confused, pissed off.

“Yes, Master,” he bowed, arrogant prick. “Remember you’re here for MY bachelor party. I don’t need this drama,” he threw out at me. “Go get your own shit,” he said, plopping into a chair.

“Fine, I’ll just tell Crystal you fucked the lap dancer. It serves the purpose I came here for nicely.” I flashed an evil grin. God, my head hurt.

“And what the hell does that mean?” Damon asked looking a little less cocky and a bit more fearful.

“I don’t think you should marry Crystal. She’s a pig, and you’ll be divorced in a year after she’s siphoned off all of your money, making you pay her half your salary for the rest of her life. My guess is she’ll hire a shark lawyer and find some way to screw you harder than you screwed the lap dancer,” I growled.

“This from a man who just married a thief after knowing her for less than twenty-four hours, that’s rich,” Damon said as he got up, walked out the hotel room, and slammed the door.

I screamed at the door, “Egg and ham sand and a triple espresso.

He was right; I was an idiot. I had to get my head on straight; where could she be? I looked at my phone on the dresser and thought of calling her, but I didn’t even get her phone number. Yes, that was brilliant, marry a woman, which was completely idiotic, and don’t get so much as a last name, let alone any contact information. Well, she did tell me her last name, but I was so drunk, I couldn’t begin to think of it. I just called her Arcadia Dean; it sounded right. Why would she take the marriage license?

Then it hit me. She was probably going to go to the tabloids. Why risk jail time stealing from my bank account when you could sell information that would defame me for much more money? My heart fell to my knees. I was so wrong. I just didn’t think she was the kind of person to do such a thing. I guess it could have been worse; most people thought I was gay. There was a pretty popular internet theory that I was actually gay and some model confirmed it. The women and the womanizing were just a ploy to throw people off the truth.

I knew the jerk who claimed I was gay. He was an aggressive little meth user who tried to get in my pants more times than I could count. He was a popular print model and was practically the face of menswear, but he’d come to one too many photo shoots high or late, and I fired him. Shocking to discover I was gay just after that, and he had proof, personal knowledge no one could check, of nights we’d spent together … in his dreams. It was a messy bit of public relations, but as my agent constantly told me, all PR is good PR. “It adds a bit of intrigue,” my agent encouraged. I guess he was right. Women still wanted me, and I was able to bed them pretty regularly. My clothes were still hot and sought after, so no harm no foul. The poor man had already ruined his life with drugs and now was in jail for blackmailing a photographer, so in the end, I was a winner.

I felt sadness creep in. Arcadia seemed different. Just as I was about to launch myself into a full-fledged pity party, Damon bound in with breakfast.

“You can’t tell Crystal,” he said nearly hurling the food at me. “She’d end it for sure. And despite what you think of her, I do love her. I have no fucking clue why you married a criminal on a whim, but I actually do love Crystal. I was just drunk and terrified that in a week hers was going to be the only pussy I’d ever touch again. I freaked, okay? Do me a solid and keep it between us. Imagine sticking your dick into the same hole every night forever. I like Crystal’s VJ and all her bits, but I just had a moment. Isn’t that what bachelor parties are for? You’re supposed to have one last hurrah. And honestly, all it did was prove I loved her and her vagina enough to marry them. I doubt you have that with your little criminal bride.” He was being honest, this was real for him.

I had to back down.

“If Arcadia comes back, we’re likely to have our marriage immediately annulled. I give you credit, Damon for making the commitment. You’re a better man than I am,” I said unwrapping the sandwich and taking a healthy bite, “and thank you for this.” I raised the sandwich to him. “I’m a beast without breakfast.”

“You’re telling me.” He rolled his eyes and smiled.

 





Chapter 10

 

Arcadia

I couldn’t shake the feelings of sadness and nausea that kept hitting me in waves. I was so lost when I got into the car.

“Where to?” the driver asked after we pulled away from the Bellagio Hotel.

“Greyhound bus station, please,” I said quietly. 

I needed to get as far away from the strip as I could. I also needed clothes, but I couldn’t take the time to shop for them here. Maybe there’d be something at the bus station. Maybe I’d wear Xavier’s shirt and pants all the way to Costa Rica. I nestled myself deeper into his crisp white cotton shirt. I smelled like him, and that made me feel comfortable and safe. It also made me feel very sad. 

I was planning on giving him the ring back, so he could get his money back for it, and I didn’t really want to steal the marriage license; it was just, if I had to change my name, if it came to that, I could. He probably thinks I stole them to prove I was married to him. He must hate me. That’s all I could think while sitting at the bus station waiting for my one o’clock bus to Mexico City. It was going to be a forty-eight-hour drive. Forty-eight hours on a bus. In Mexico City, I would transfer to another bus that would take me to Costa Rica, and again it would be another few days to get there. 

I hadn’t called my Aunt Claudia to tell her I was coming. I figured I’d do it when I was out of the country and could buy a phone. I was going to live on a faith for the next few days, hoping I’d make it to Costa Rica safely and that Claudia actually still lived there. All of what lay ahead of me made my heart race with fear, but what was chasing behind me scared me more, so I closed my eyes and forgave myself for leaving Xavier without saying anything and going on the run. The consequences were too dire. 

I half expected my father to bound through the door, but he never did. I couldn’t find a clothing store, but there was a small gift shop. I bought a backpack, a few snacks, a shirt that said Vegas in bright blue; it was either that or pink and a pair of shorts also sporting Vegas on them. There was nothing in the shop that didn’t have Vegas emblazoned on it, and the two items I did pick were the least garish. 

When my bus rolled up, I felt another wave of relief. With it came an equally powerful feeling of sadness as I entered the bus and found a seat tucked away in the back. There was no way Xavier was ever going to find me. Perhaps I’d call his office one day and try to explain it all to him. Even though I wasn’t a thief or a liar, I felt like both. How had something so happy turned so horribly sad? I kept telling myself it would be sad regardless, this just made the sadness faster and more permanent.

There was no way I could stay with a man like Xavier Dean; we were only going to last one day. Even though he teased about birth control and wanting more, it was just part of his charm. I had proof he wasn’t gay, which made the other rumors truer. He had many women. I was just one of them. He was probably getting his tattoo removed already. It was just a dream. I still felt him inside of me, still sore from our lovemaking. It was only uncomfortable because I wanted him to soothe the soreness and to fill me again. The emptiness was becoming unbearable. 

Just the thought of him filling me so completely had me getting wet again. I decided to think of other things because I didn’t want to ruin the only pair of underwear and pants I had to wear for the next forty-eight hours. Which brought me to thoughts of my treacherous father. No wonder my mother left him. I would. If he treated her half as badly as he treated me, I would have left everything behind too … well, probably not my baby, but who was I to judge? She was free of him, just as I had hoped to be.

The bus had personal entertainment centers at each seat, which I was grateful for. I’d just binge watch movies to try and take my mind off things. A nice elderly woman sat beside me in the aisle seat, and since she didn’t speak much English, it would be a long, peaceful, albeit boring ride. 

I slept for a few hours having slept very little the night before. Dreams filled my slumbering vision, and since I fell asleep so quickly, I didn’t know what was real and what were dreams. I felt the sun coming in from the bus window, hot and intense; however, despite the sun, sleep claimed me easily; the sun only a distant irritation. 

I was on a tiny coastal beach; the sun was hot above us. Xavier and I lay together on the warm sand. I knew it was a private beach, and we would not be disturbed. We owned the land around us, and the vast ocean ahead was the only way to reach us without crossing our property. We owned everything in sight. Our wealth felt powerful but greedy and overwhelming. In my mind, I was considering telling Xavier that we needed to share the land; it was much too much for the two of us, but the moment on the beach was small, sensual, and intimate. There would be time for those discussions later. 

I could hear the waves lapping on the shore; it was a comforting sound, one that put me at peace. We laid on a huge soft blanket, the sand at our fingertips. Xavier was lounging beside me, and we were naked in the sun. His semi-erect cock was lilting over his leg, the tip just brushing across the hair on his strong thighs. After having made love several times already, I was exhausted, and my tired pussy was aching from his passions, but still, it wanted more.

I couldn’t get enough of him. I drew my hands across his strong muscular chest. Tanned from the sun, his skin was still soft like a baby’s. I rounded my fingers over his nipples and watched them peak. They were both so tender to my touch. 

He smiled and grabbed my hand. “Arcadia.” He was firm but playful. “We should get some rest,” he scolded seductively.

“I don’t want to sleep.” I pouted like a child, letting my hand dance farther down his chest.

“I know.” His voice was laced with slight irritation.

My hand wrangled out of his grasp and continued to trail down to the patch of hair just above his soft cock. I loved his hair. I loved the way it defined the edges of his manhood. And the shape of his strong legs, bordering his massive member, was both strong and muscular, but lean. How I’d felt the power of those legs on me, driving his thrusts into me, holding me on them as I sat on him grinding down hard. I loved his legs, his chest, his toes, his face, his eyes, but I loved his heart the most. He was warm and gentle. He could be strong and commanding with others but not with me. I was his equal, his partner. He never ordered me unless it was playful or sexual. We chose to agree, to negotiate, to respect each other in our marriage, every day. 

I slipped my hand over his strong muscular legs, tickling the skin, watching the hairs rise. His heavy balls hung softly under his impressive cock as if they were calling to me. My hand inched its way down to them.

“Arcadia,” Xavier warned.

I just wanted to touch his skin, taste him.

“You can’t possibly be recovered enough from the last time yet,” he reasoned as his breath started to hitch as I slid down his body and nuzzled my nose into his soft sack.

It smelled like manliness, the sea, and sandalwood scented soap.

“I can possibly be,” I teased as my tongue tasted him sucking one ball sack into my mouth and then the other. My mouth then moved to lick from the bottom of his shaft to his glistening tip.

“By all means, then please continue.” His voice was relenting, almost joyful as he put his hands behind his head and peered down at me.

His cock started to inflate, responding sweetly to my touch. I spread his legs before me and kissed up and down his thighs. My face, intermittently nestling into his balls, licking the soft salty taste. This had him growing harder. My hand helped him along, easing his foreskin up and over the head of his dick and downward again. His cock became more slick and moist as I continued to stroke his skin, my thumb tickling the head of his cock, so lightly it was like a breeze. I knew this made him crazy.

“You’re torturing me,” he groaned.

I kissed the glistening mushroom head and watched liquid dribble from the slit, readying himself for me. His cock grew in my mouth, and I slid it down to my throat, taking every inch I could. He became even harder as my mouth pumped up and down, wanting as much of him as I could handle.

His hand urgently came to my head as I sucked his shaft, easing himself into my throat and out again, gently so as not to hurt me, letting me partner with him in finding his pleasure. I’d gotten better at everything. I knew every inch of his body and how to bring him arousal in so many different ways. I loved to experiment, loved to bring him joy and release. He was rock solid by the time my mouth was done.

I sat up and crawled on my knees to position myself on top of him. It was one of my favorite positions because it let me guide how much of him I took at the beginning while my pussy stretched and accommodated his size. I first slid up and down on him slowly as he groaned and closed his eyes, reeling in sensation.

“God, Arcadia, you feel so good, sweetheart,” he said as his hand caressed the sides of my lean tanned body. 

“So do you, baby,” I purred as I pressed him deeper into me, my hips finding a faster rhythm and speed.

Our lovemaking wasn’t urgent, but tender and passionate. I rolled and undulated on him, bringing him in closer to my center, my wetness slicking the both of us. Up and down on him I rode, feeling his hardness cut across my insides, raking the walls of my vagina with mind-blowing sensation. A mix of pain and pleasure, all winding up my insides tighter and tighter. A few more thrusts, and I found my first release as my pussy clenched around him, tightening down on him as my thighs froze, my body quaking with delight.

“I love the way your face looks when you are in the throes of passion,” he rasped as I cascaded down from my orgasm, twisting in the wind like a dying ember.

His hands found my ass, sweetly caressing it, pulling the cheeks apart and letting the wind touch my bare pussy so inflamed and reddened with my release. The air hit the ambrosia that was coating both of us and cooled our sexes. I wanted more, the cold blast of air feathering desire over my ravaged nerves. Without warning, he sat up and grabbed me, his mouth claiming mine. His tongue was hot and greedy, lapping at my mouth as I slid down on him more, lodging his cock deeper into me. I winced a little, having it almost touch my cervix, and he used his hands to ease me off him some. 

His mouth became soothing and sweet.

“I could eat you up,” he growled as he laid me down on the blanket, his hard body enveloping mine. 

His fingers then spread my nether lips apart finding the sensitive button at my center. He rubbed it harshly and softly as he often did, sending lightning bolts in all different directions … winding me up again. I felt the sun beating down on our faces, my hips undulating and rocking under his. My arms drew him in closer as he quickened his pace, pulling out of me and thrusting back in. I felt the air breeze my gaping hole, missing the fullness when he used my incredible wetness to slide back in, over and over again.

I was filled and bereft, filled and bereft until his body bore down on me with his might, and his sex hammered into mine. He was powered only by passion, by his need to get closer and find his own release. His face was earnest and enthralled. It was the face I loved, the man I adored, and the life I only dared to dream about having. I clawed his back wanting him to go faster, dig deeper, hit my tender spots harder.

He moaned and made sharp grunts as he simmered closer to his climax, grinding hard into me. His mouth found my breasts and kissed them, pulling at the nipples with tender tugs as he tortured each one, never slowing his maddening speed. I couldn’t hold on any longer. I clenched my legs around him and arched my back, sending my nipple deeper into his mouth as I screamed out, my release flooding us. That was all he needed as he too mewled and yelped, his come shooting deep within me, mixing his seed with my own pleasure swirling within my body.

I could barely breathe, overwhelmed with passion and sensations. His body slumped down on top of mine, all of his weight. He was breathless as he gasped for air. Our bodies were hot and dripping with sweat under the midday sun. It warmed wet skin as his semen dribbled out of me and into my ass crack, making my bare body cool with the ocean breeze. I loved being claimed by him. One day we’d have children, and in my belly, our family would grow. 

“I love you, Arcadia Dean,” he said as he kissed my cheek and rolled to the side, giving me more space to breathe before he fell asleep.

Sleep came easily laying in the sun beside him. We napped there together on a hot breezy afternoon. We stayed on the beach spent and naked until a chill iced the air. I snuggled into him, but he too was so cold; there was no blanket or anything to ward off the ice forming on my skin. I reluctantly opened my eyes to find myself being blasted with cold air from a personal air conditioner vent overhead. 

I woke up cold and disoriented on the Greyhound bus. The sun was dipping behind the horizon, but the window was still searing with heat created by the fading sunlight. I looked to the woman beside me, her eyes were kind, if not a little concerned. I wondered if I’d made noise during my sex dream. I really and truly hoped I hadn’t. She offered me a chip coated in something unearthly red. I took it if only to be polite, perhaps having offended her with sounds of ecstasy. I tasted the bright, flaming flavor, and it brought me back to reality. Spicy, hot, salty, it was real. Xavier Dean and our house on the ocean was not. She gave me a sweet, almost knowing smile and returned to her movie. I returned with a thank you and laid my head on the hot window, watching the sun disappear. 

I felt a little embarrassed and disoriented, but more than anything, I was sad. An overbearing despair was blanketing me, enveloping my entire being. With the setting sun came an invading darkness. I realized I not only lost a man I didn’t know, but I also lost my only family. My dad wasn’t a great guy; he wasn’t even a good guy, but he was my dad. And he was willing to sell his daughter to a monster to sate his greed. He didn’t need more businesses, he was already a millionaire, what did he need with more money?

He was willing to put his one and only daughter at the mercy of a mobster, to be his sexual plaything, his partner, his slave… who knew what he wanted me for. All this sacrifice was just to make more money. No thought to my life, my career, or my well-being. Even one night with his “friend” and I would have been ruined. I couldn’t think about it anymore.

I glanced at the movies on offer but none of them held my interest, so I watched the passing landscape of nondescript towns somewhere in the middle of nowhere as we endlessly rolled on. I cuddled deeper into Xavier’s shirt and breathed in his smell. It seemed I had nothing else in the world but that, just the faint scent of him. 

 





Chapter 11

 

Xavier

“I don’t know why you just don’t let this go. You’ve already called your publicist, changed your bank account, and put in an alert to social security. There’s nothing more to do. She’s gone. Perhaps she was just a weirdo fan. I’ve never seen you care this much about anyone. Well, since …” 

I gave Damon the eye. “Don’t say it.” I glared at him, feeling anxious and unresolved.

“I don’t see why you won’t just drop it. You had a one-night stand, you’ve had hundreds.” 

Again, I glared at him.

“A few.” He rolled his eyes as he corrected himself. “This one, though, Xavier, this was one of the stupidest. Having that tattoo removed is gonna hurt.” He almost snickered. “I guess you do have to find her though if you want to get your marriage annulled. I didn’t think about that.” His face grew concerned.

“If I could only remember her last name …” Then it hit me, finally. I was such an idiot. “I need to go back to the place where we were married. They’ll have a duplicate certificate that has her name, phone number, everything.” A wave of relief washed over me. 

Damon gave me an unexcited look. “I’m assuming you’re going to want me to spend the rest of my bachelor party helping you find your phantom ‘wife?’”

I hadn’t thought about how much I was ruining his day. “Well, what else have you got planned?” I backed down a little, trying to sound interested.

 “We are all supposed to be going to The Steak House for a last hurrah. Everyone has to work tomorrow, including you. In fact, it’s your jet taking us back to San Francisco,” he reminded me.

Crap. One more thing to do.

“I’m not going back until I find her. I’ll call my assistant. I just have a few meetings this week and a design deadline. I can work remotely or push the line back.” I knew I was jabbering, but I felt energized I might find her.

“Are you fucking serious? Push the line back for a GIRL YOU MARRIED ON A WHIM?” he shouted. I hated when he shouted.

“She was nervous yesterday; her phone kept going off, and she mentioned her dad. She seemed concerned.” Every time her phone chimed, she looked more and more stressed. She was a grown woman. She told him where she’d be; he needn’t be so controlling of her. It shouldn’t have worried me so much, but something in my gut told me she was running away, or perhaps her father found her. Both possibilities seemed dangerous for her. 

“Yeah, she was probably worried that he’d find out she was fucking some guy and, oh I don’t know … married him? What was she? Eighteen?” He was really getting under my skin.

“She was twenty-nine, you asshole. I don’t date children. Maybe you should just go on to dinner; I don’t want you to miss it. I promise to make it all up to you with a lavish wedding present your wife will love for ages, guaranteed.” I needed him gone. He was annoying at best, and we were usually such good friends, but this was something deeper than my good buddy could deal with. This was my sanity.

“This is fun; it’s like a mystery. I’ll hang out for a few hours, dinner isn’t until seven. I’ll even call your assistant for you and say there was an emergency, make it all dramatic and dire, buy you a few days,” he said. 

“Seriously?” I truly appreciated his offer of help; maybe he wasn’t so annoying after all.

“I’ve never seen you care, Xavier. This girl must be something,” he said with a smile.

“To be honest, I don’t even know. I’m just acting on a hunch. We had so much fun last night, and she’s sweet, Damon. She doesn’t even know how beautiful she is. She loves whales and teaches surf lessons. She’s just unique, and she grabbed my heart. She may end up being a con artist or a bitch. She may just stomp on my heart and shatter it, but it was only one night, I’ll recover. Perhaps more likely she’s a controlled daddy’s girl, but I want to chase the fantasy until it crashes down around me. I’m usually so practical; I want to be a little reckless.” Ah … I’d confessed my sin, there it was. 

Arcadia brought out the bad boy in me, the worry-free human who did crazy irrational things. I liked it, and it terrified me. I couldn’t be this without her. If anything, I wanted the chance to say goodbye. I was planning on giving her the rest of her master’s tuition as a thank you. Most likely she wouldn’t accept it, but I wanted to do it for her, make her life a little easier. If she turned out to be a crook, I wouldn’t, but if she was sweet Arcadia still … I held out a glimmer of hope for her, laced with worry and dread that she might have gotten into something very dangerous and scary.

“Well, you point the way, Romeo,” Damon said as he stood up. “We’re losing the light.”

“Okay, it’s a little drive-up chapel on,” I looked at the receipt in my hand, “Vegas Lane.” I was in control again.

We’d find her, and I’d get to the bottom of this.

“That’s classic, Xavier … a drive-up chapel. Perfect,” Damon sneered.

“Shut up,” I said as I closed the door, and we were off.

I had a car drive us there because I really didn’t know where it was, but the driver seemed to be able to find it without any issue. Last night, Arcadia and I walked, drunk out of our minds. I barely remembered most of it, just glints and flashes of her. Her smile, her ass, her wit and vivaciousness, the pain of the tattoo, that horrid tattoo guy. What I had a better memory of was our beautiful lovemaking. She’d asked not to fuck, even made me marry her just so I wouldn’t fuck her and leave her.  

Making love was so much better; she was worth it. A good fuck would be fun with the vixen one day if I ever found her again. When I walked up to the chapel, a man greeted us at the window. I wasn’t surprised to see someone different; we’d gotten married around midnight last night.

“Hello,” I greeted him with Damon by my side. “I was here last night, or rather very early this morning.”

“Right, you’re that famous designer guy.” Oh great, this wasn’t going well at all, the whole world would soon know what I’d done.

Damon rolled his eyes and gave me a grave look, which I shrugged off.

“Well, it’s a little embarrassing. I get that all the time, but I’m not the real Xavier Dean. I mean, I’m real, but I’m not the famous designer guy. I’m in real estate, but I’ve heard we sure do look a lot alike.” I flashed him a goofy smile, trying to make my lie stick.

“Uncanny,” he said, not believing a word. “So how can I help you?”

“Another bit of embarrassment I’m afraid, but my fiancé and I were so drunk when we got married last night I think we misplaced our marriage license.” I gave him a sheepish and deeply shameful grin.

“We can get you a duplicate. It’ll just take a minute to print one off. You want to come in and have a seat?” He was nice and accommodating, but I really didn’t want to go into the place, getting married outside of it was enough.

“Oh, we’ll wait out here.” I smiled again.

“Okay then.” He didn’t buy a single word of anything I said; I was sure of it. 

“You are so fucked,” Damon whispered as soon as the guy left.

“Ughh,” is all I could give him.

“I hope she’s worth all of this,” Damon scolded, doubtful.

“Yeah, me too,” I added, not really sure of anything.

The man returned. “Okay, I got a copy for you. It’ll be twenty-five dollars.” His voice was cheery and bright, weirdly so. “So, where is the little missus?” Prying asshole.

“Um, sleeping it off.” I gave him another sheepish smile.

“Wild wedding night huh?” 

Nope, not going to go there. “Aren’t they all?” I took the certificate and flashed him a big smile. “It’d be cool if I was that designer guy, what a story that would be. I’ll tell the wife you thought I was really him; she’ll get a kick out of it.” I gave him a goofy wave and headed off with Damon.

“You know you’re wearing your own brand and getting into a black town car with a driver. You are so royally fucked beyond all fucking.” Damon laughed.

“Shut up and get in the car.” He was right. Oh well, all PR is good PR. “At least this proves I’m not gay.” I laughed.

“Oh, my it does not. A flash wedding at midnight in Vegas to a mystery girl … you are so gonna be gay for this. The press will eat you alive.” He seemed to be having a lot of fun with my, rather Arcadia and I’s predicament.

“As soon as I find her, I’ll make her help me clean this mess up,” I confirmed more for myself than him.

“Right, yep … I’m sure that’s gonna go down just the way you planned it. I’m sure,” he gloated.

“Fine, did you call the office?” I had to change the subject.

“Yep, Aunt Morgan died, and you’re in Minnesota … getting married.” He paused, and I gave him an evil look. “Just kidding. You’re prostrate with grief. And staying a while longer to help your poor lost family recover. You’ll be back in the office on Friday. Figured I’d give you a couple of days to find your blushing bride. After this, though, you’re on your own; I’m not missing the best steak in Vegas for your phantom bride who proves once and for all you’re gay, ’cause she’s your big, fat, long, scraggly beard.” Ah, he was having too much fun with this.

“You like this don’t you?” I teased, calling him out on his torture.

“Oh yes, very much.” He smiled again. 

I glanced down at the marriage certificate. “Arcadia Jones, that was it. Here’s the phone number right here.” I felt the cool breeze of relief flood over me.

I called the number and nothing; it didn’t even go to voicemail. “She must have her phone switched off.”

Damon looked down at the paperwork. “There’s parent’s information listed here. Maybe you should call her dad since she’s such a daddy’s girl and all.” 

Sometimes I hated Damon, but at that moment I loved him. “Perfect, I’ll call him when I get back to the hotel. Sorry I couldn’t be there for you on your bachelor party. I’ll make it up to you at the wedding.” I only hoped I could. “Thanks for all of your help today.” I meant it.

“Hope you find your girl, seriously all joking aside. I kind of hope she’s a con artist; otherwise, I’d be really frightened for her. I hope she’s okay.” He was being sincere, it made me glad he was my best friend.

“I hope I find her too if only to figure out what the hell happened.” I was definitely doubting myself and was certainly doubting her, but I had to solve the mystery.

In a few minutes, I’d know what had happened. 

When we got to the hotel, Damon went back to his room to freshen up before dinner, telling me to call him as soon as I’d found her. I stepped into a corner of the lobby, which was busy but not crazy. Everything was still and opulent. The Bellagio was a place where the debaucherous came to feel elegant and refined. For some reason, I wanted to be in public for this call. I had a bad feeling, and I wanted to be on ground level, ready to go into action if I had to.

I dialed her father’s cell phone number.

“Hello,” was the gruff and curt answer.

“Mr. Jones?” I asked, feeling a tiny bit awkward as if I were some high school suitor wanting to court his daughter.

“Yes,” his voice was sharp and angry.

“My name is Xavier Dean. I met your daughter last night. We got separated, and I didn’t have her number. I thought you might know where she is …” Shit, shit, shit! I called without thinking of an excuse as to why I had his number.

I couldn’t just say ‘Hi Mr. Jones’ I accidentally married your daughter last night, got her name tattooed on my arm, made love to her until she dribbled cum all over the sheets and then, poof she’s gone and I want her back.’ This call was taking awkward to a new level, but I was an alpha male, a famous fashion designer and better at this than I was willing to give myself credit.

“You were with her? How did you get this number?” His voice escalated to rage.

A really uncalled for level of anger in my opinion. We were talking about his twenty-nine-year-old daughter, his adult daughter.

“Yes, sir, as I’ve already said, we were separated. I guess you haven’t seen her either.” I was strong, dismissive. “Oh, and her cell phone ran out of battery, she gave me this number if we got separated. Not sure why she gave me her dad’s number, but since you haven’t seen her either, I guess you don’t know where she is.”

“I need to know exactly where she was last night. Was she with you all night? Who else was she with? Who are you? Are you at the Bellagio? We tracked her to the Bellagio but lost her in the hotel this morning. What’s your room number? I need her back here now! It’s absolutely imperative she gets back here this minute!” The son of a bitch was really irate.

“I just said I was separated from her; I’m not going into details.” By this point, I wanted to find him and rip him to shreds.

The asshole was tracking her and had gotten as far as my hotel to find her. I was suddenly thrilled she was gone. Bravo, little vixen. It looks like you may have escaped.

“Did you touch her?” he seethed. “Did you fuck her? I’ll have your fucking balls in a jar if you did.”

“That’s an inappropriate question, sir, and frankly none of your business.” I was tempted to just hang up the phone. “Clearly you don’t know where she is. Thank you for your time.”

“I need to know where she was!” he bellowed. “She’s totally fucking this up.” What an insane maniac.

“Goodbye.” I hung up and tried to still the tremors rocking through my body.

Within seconds, his number popped up on my screen. I put it on the “blocked” list and tried to settle my breathing.

I was almost positive Arcadia was on the run from her father. Something horrible must have happened. I didn’t want to think too much about taboos or family violence, but both images floated around my brain, unwanted. I had to find her. I felt very compelled to get to the bottom of this issue and see if she was safe. I didn’t care if she turned out to be some horrible woman who was working some kind of racket with her father. To me she was sweet and genuine; I wanted to make sure the Arcadia I made love to last night was okay.

However, I wasn’t sure how to do that until I looked over to the front desk, surely someone had seen her leave this morning. I hoped, I prayed … I needed a miracle.

“Excuse me.” I stepped up to the free front desk agent, again feeling a bit hopeless. “There was a woman this morning, pretty, curly blonde hair, a bit,” I gave him a wary glance, “tussled, perhaps. Her name is Arcadia. Did you happen to see where she might have gone? It would’ve been fairly early this morning,” I tried to summon up all the power ‘Xavier Dean’ had in his arsenal as I was clearly asking about a girl the desk agent most likely knew I’d fucked.

“I wasn’t working this morning, Mr. Dean,” was his apologetic reply.

His knowing who I was could either work for or against me. He would be more helpful trying to impress, and yet those pesky rumors might start swirling more intensely if people were able to corroborate stories. Who cared really? The media vultures would be all over this for a second, then move on to the next hottest gossip. At least I spent the night with the mystery girl I married. That may put another wrench in the ‘gay’ theory. Regardless, I had to find out if she was okay. For that, I was willing to risk a little bad press.

“Is there a way of speaking to someone who did work this morning? Unfortunately, the matter is rather urgent.” I was polite but intense.

“Yes, of course, Mr. Dean. Let me talk to my manager and see what I can do.” He gave me a flirty smile, great.

“Much appreciated,” I smiled back, plastic, perfect … not interested.

I anxiously waited for a few minutes until an older woman greeted me, well-tailored, well-coiffed. I liked her vibe.

“Hello Mr. Dean,” she said casually. “So I called our agent on duty this morning, and he does remember a young lady. He told me she was wearing a men’s dress shirt and a pair of men’s trousers. Could this possibly the woman you’re looking for?” She was polite and professional, even though the conversation could skew a bit tawdry if we let it.

“Yes, yes, that’s her.” My blood heated my veins. “Can you tell me where she went?”

“She took our car service this morning. I’ll have you talk to the driver.” An inexplicable sense of relief flooded me; I would find her, I vowed inwardly. I would see her again.

 





Chapter 12

 

Arcadia

 

I don’t know how long I’d been on the bus, but it felt like forever. The fear and paranoia that drove me onto this bus traveling miles away from my home and friends wasn’t as all-encompassing as it had been. The knife’s edge of fear and pain had dulled some. I was weary, sitting in the same position for hours. My brain, tired of watching film after film, felt drunk on stories. I tried not to circle my thoughts back around to think of the evil lurking behind me. 

I willed myself not to be disgusted by the thought of my father selling me out like a pimp with his whore. I fought back the tears constantly threatening to fall for Xavier’s loss, reminding myself he was also just a moment. Like a flint of bright on a black sky, he hadn’t committed to more than a moment with me. 

He was Xavier Dean, he got what he wanted. My dad was no longer someone I could trust, but I was too overwhelmed to even consider how this horror had forever changed us. There was no longer a rock-solid place of safety in my life. I only had the distant hope that maybe Aunt Claudia was still in Costa Rica. I was adrift owning only one pair of underwear, stolen clothes, and some tacky Vegas-wear. I had nothing left. 

I just wanted to find another mind-numbing movie to drown out the sorrow; however, the bus stopped. It didn’t look like a bus stop, and we’d already gotten off the bus once to have our passports checked when we crossed over the border to Mexico an hour before. It was dark. Everything felt still and vacant, but there was a tiny roadside diner with very few lights on; all naked bulbs buzzing in the thick humid air. Bugs circled like fairies clamoring for the light. The bus driver said something in Spanish which I didn’t understand. My feeling of bewilderment peaked my panic slightly. The elderly woman next to me touched my hand gently, her skin was soft and fragile. 

She said, “Vamonos,” and nodded her head towards the door. I figured as long as I stayed with her or near her, I would know what was happening. I stood up feeling ancient, happy to get off the bus and stretch my cramped and tired legs. It took me a few minutes for my appendages to start working again. I eased myself down the steep steps. By the time my foot touched the cracked pavement, hot, wet air hit my face, and I was feeling more alive. The place was so foreign and distant; it was an adventure, something to preoccupy my thoughts. 

The old lady looked at me to make sure I went inside. I gave her a smile, acknowledging her concern. The restaurant had a few old tables with plastic brightly colored tablecloths at each, none of them matching and the chairs were broken. In the corner was an open kitchen with two sweaty chefs working diligently and a portly woman standing at an old-fashioned cash register. 

There was a menu board on the wall handwritten in Spanish. I only knew a few words in Spanish, but enough to probably order something. When it came to my turn to order, I panicked a little and grabbed a bag of dried fruit just in case this didn’t go well. I knew that would hold me till the next meal if it had to.

I had bought a bag of grapes and an apple at the bus station in Las Vegas and had eaten those while watching the movies. I didn’t think my stomach could handle much more than fruit, as I was nauseous on and off all day. I was definitely hung-over, but fear and desperation had overridden it for most of the journey until it hit too. I almost hurled in the bathroom on the bus but could contain my nausea and sleep most of it off. There was the stress and sadness mixing in there too, so this would be the first real meal I’d consumed all day. 

“Burrito con frijoles y queso, por favor,” I asked in my horribly Americanized Spanish.

 My confidence peaked when I saw a note of recognition on the woman’s face. Hopefully, I would be getting what I ordered. Next to the register was a tall refrigerated unit with drinks. I grabbed a bottled tea and paid for my meal, surprised at how inexpensive it was. The tables were filling up quickly with the bus passengers. I decided I would sit at the end of a table that seemed to have a lot of other single passengers. My old lady friend had struck up a conversation at a nearby table. She spoke with animated fervor, and I was happy she found travel mates. 

After a few minutes, sitting there with not much going on in my head in my own solace of oblivion, I heard ‘burrito con queso’ being called out. I looked around thinking maybe this was my meal. The lady at the cashier stand looked at me and nodded. I stood up and collected my food, a big fat juicy burrito with some chips and salsa; perfect. Exactly what I needed! I tasted the burrito which was better than any I’d ever eaten and opened the cold tea. For a moment, I was in heaven. I took another huge bite of the delicious food, not caring who might think me gluttonous if they looked on. The comfort food was doing the trick, and I realized after one bite, I was starving.

I also noted to myself how much better things tasted in their country of origin. I tried not to look ravenous as the bean sauce dripped down my chin. I mopped myself with a napkin and warned myself to slow down, there was plenty of time to eat. 

Sitting in the café with Spanish swirling around me like music, I could catch bits and pieces, grab a few words from the air. Nothing even made a complete comprehensive sentence, just a swirl of words and lilting noise. I enjoyed the isolation a little, partly because it kept me safe. If no one could speak my language, no one could know what I was dealing with or care. People only gave me a passing interest anyway. I looked down at myself and realized I must’ve seemed a complete mess wearing an oversized dress shirt and pants with rumpled hair. 

I tried not to cry. I didn’t want to. I did everything in my power not to let the tears fall, but with the third bite of burrito, tears wet my cheek. I wished I could turn my phone on and call my friend Logan or distract myself with a mindless web search. I didn’t dare turn on my phone, though. I didn’t want my father finding me. I needed to get hold of Aunt Claudia but figured I would do that in Mexico City. I had a long layover between buses, and I would have time to sit and hopefully find a Mexican phone or a Mexican Sim card or something I could use to call her without my dad ever finding out. 

I managed to finish my burrito and the tea just before there was a loud shout in Spanish. In much too short of time we were being herded back onto the bus. I felt tired again. I didn’t want to sleep; I’d been sleeping all day, but fatigue was dragging me down. The old lady’s eyes found me, and I nodded to her, stepping in line with her and the others to board the bus again. When we found our seats, I settled in, feeling a little cold. As soon as the bus started up again, the air above us went on. The old lady must have been hot because she had turned mine on as well. I reached above me and shut it off with an apologetic smile.

She returned the smile and started digging in her bag. She wrangled out a ratty wool blanket that looked well-loved. She then placed it over me. It smelled of lemon and flowers. I turned to her, thinking to protest her generous offer, but I couldn’t. Her smile widened, so loving, so maternal. I realized I missed having a mother or even a grandmother in my life. 

“Gracias,” I said, bowing my head.

She patted my leg as I cuddled into her blanket. I didn’t want to cry … I’d been trying so hard to stop the tears. They were nearly invisible; I’d done a good job reeling them back in, but that tiny gesture of kindness was all it took to open the flood. I sat there snuggled in her blanket, softly sobbing.

I didn’t want to dream or ever think of Xavier again. I had to put our night behind us as a beautiful memory. I had to put that fantasy away. I settled myself in the chair tucking the blanket under my chin, feeling as if it was my only safety, my only comfort. Those horrible tears dripping down my face increased as I began to heave and sob. The lady beside me put her hands gently on my knee as she rubbed it saying something sweet in Spanish. 

I looked at her angelic face which was so warm and comforting. Happy to have her beside me, I closed my eyes and fell asleep.

 





Chapter 13

 

Xavier

I learned from the bus driver that Arcadia had gone to the Greyhound bus station, so that’s where I had him take me. When I got to the station, I asked him to wait for me. I wasn’t sure what I was going to find when I got there but hoped perhaps, she was waiting for a bus. I felt tension and stress mount as I considered seeing her there. When we arrived at the station, I was overwhelmed. How would I approach this, getting information that was essentially illegal? I started with the information counter and spoke to a lovely dark-skinned woman working there.

“Hi, my name is Xavier Dean.” She smiled, and I was pretty sure she must have recognized me. 

I realized that billboard of me on the strip was both a blessing and a curse. People must have recognized me because my face was seventy stories high with my signature on the brand and could have passed my smiling mug on their way to and from work, making me as much a part of their daily routine as coffee. I looked at the beautiful young woman and decided I’d milk it for all it was worth to find Arcadia.

“I was married last night. I had something come up. I’m pretty sure my wife got on a bus without me. Well, I know she did. I instructed her to get on the bus and I’d meet her at the next stop. Only, I called her and she’s not answering her phone and my driver is there waiting for her and she’s not there. See we’re on a bit of a weird honeymoon adventure. Her idea, she’s very artsy fartsy, crunchy-granola. I wanted to fly to Bali, but she was like, “Let’s see America or Canada, then it was Mexico. I wanted her to get on the bus because she was dying to see the world in an intimate detailed way, but I ended up having a meeting for my new line. I think she’s gotten on the wrong bus, though, and I’m worried sick about her.”

“Well, Mr. Dean, where is she supposed to be going?” I glanced at the board ahead of me. 

“We were supposed to be going to Chicago, and I was going to meet her at the next stop. Well not me, I hired a driver to intercept her. She wanted this to be a crazy cross-country trip. ‘Nobody knows who I am’ small-town bus thing, but I just can’t.” I gave her a cowardly grin. “Besides, everyone knows who I am,” I winked at her, playing the part.

“I understand.” There was a glint in the woman’s eye, thank God. “It sounds romantic.” Her smile broadened. “On paper at least. A good way to test a marriage, though,” she quipped. “Let me see where she is, can I have her name?”

“Arcadia Dean, I mean Jones. I have our marriage license right here.” I whipped out the license to show her. “I kept changing my mind about where we were going to go, poor thing. I’m sure I confused her. It was sort of going to be an Amazing Race kinda thing. I gave her cash …” I was rambling, trying to look desperate. 

 She played with the computer for a while; the silence was deafening. I thought she could hear my heart, I was so nervous.

“Okay, Mr. Dean, it looks like we have her on a bus to Mexico City,” her voice raised higher, questioning.

“Right, yes! Oh my God, yes. She was saying Mexico City, she loves Mexico, and I was like we should do a cross-country thing and go to Chicago; she agreed, and then I said, no maybe Mexico is better, but then I had a meeting and I had to run. Shit, I didn’t tell her I’d changed my ticket to Chicago. Ugh, I’m an ass.” The woman raised her brows.

I bet she was wondering who would do that to their wife on their honeymoon? And what a strange honeymoon it was, an Amazing Race adventure, off the cuff. Good thing this was Vegas and my face was on a billboard, crazy was a big thing here. 

“Okay, so she’ll be at our sister bus station in Mexico City tomorrow morning. Would you like me to print this up, so you have the address?” 

I loved this woman, oh, my God, I loved her. “Yes, that would be amazing, yes, yes, yes. You don’t even know how much you’ve saved my life,” I said, digging in my pocket for my wallet. “I reached in to grab some money and gave it to her while she was making the printout, but she refused the money when I offered it to her.

“I don’t want your money, Mr. Dean. Thank you,” she said politely. 

“Right, of course. Yeah, um well, I’m a menswear designer … I could give you some free menswear. I have an online private code you can use.” I gave her a genuine smile, I really wanted to do something for her.

“Well, I like your boy shorts, the fabric is so soft.” She lowered her voice, “I wear them as pajamas.” She giggled a little to herself.

“I’ve got to create a women’s line it seems. You’re the second woman in two days who’s told me they wear them to bed. Okay,” I scribbled the code on a piece of paper, “Buy as many as you’d like, there’s a five-hundred-dollar limit, but hopefully, it’s enough to show my appreciation for your effort today. If my wife was here, I’m sure she’d be equally as grateful.” 

“No problem, Mr. Dean. It was my pleasure. I will definitely use this,” she said tucking the paper into her pocket and handing me the printout. “And I hope you are able to get to your wife and enjoy your honeymoon.”

“Oh, my God, you have no idea how you’ve saved our lives. Have a great day,” I said as I left.

“You too,” she called back after me.

I went outside to the waiting car and told the driver to take me to the airport. While in the car, I booked a ticket to Mexico City; there was a plane leaving in four hours. At this point, flying a commercial airline would be faster than organizing a private jet. I looked up the Greyhound bus schedule and was happy to see I’d beat Arcadia there in plenty of time, perfect. For the first time all day, I leaned back and actually felt like breathing again. I hadn’t realized I’d been clenching my teeth and holding my breath for most of the day. 

While I wasn’t keen on taking the red eye tonight, I didn’t care. I would go back to the hotel, pack up, and be on my way. I had accomplished something incredible and impossible. I was going to see her again. Fear kind of peaked a little in my heart because I worried what I would discover when I found her, but I resolved myself to deal with it when I had actually found her again.

I got back to my hotel around nine-thirty that night. As I was packing up getting ready to leave, Damon barged in with the room key he’d gotten this morning when I didn’t answer his many, many calls.

“So, I thought you were supposed to call me,” he scolded as he saw me packing my things.

“Shit, I forgot to call you.” I had a lot on my mind. “I found her, well sort of. She’s on a bus to Mexico City, and her dad—something really weird is going on there. Anyway, I’m headed to Mexico,” I said as casually as I could.

“You are headed to what?” He seemed shocked.

Why would he be shocked? I had to see this mystery through to the end, why wouldn’t I?

“I guess my aunt’s death was more devastating than I thought it would be. I already called my assistant, I’m out for the week, possibly more.”

“Possibly more?” He looked sort of sad. “And being the best man at my wedding next weekend?”

“Right, yes. I’ll be there, I’ll fly back for it, for sure.” I flashed him a reassuring smile. “I wouldn’t miss it.”

“Please don’t.” He was being so earnest. “You’re being there means a lot.”

“I promise.” I had to be a good friend, I needed to remember that friends were important. “Sorry I’ve been so shitty lately. I’ll try to be a better friend.”

I was always so busy, so wrapped up in my work, I didn’t usually make time for friends. Even this weekend was hard to schedule, and I realized I’d ditched him for most of it.

“I get it. Do you really like this girl? This wasn’t just some crazy thing?” His face crossed with confusion.

“Well, yeah, it was, um is, just some crazy thing, but I don’t know. I’m worried about her. I’m probably getting into something I shouldn’t, but I can’t just drop it. I feel like I need to find her.”

“Probably getting into something?” he interrupted.

“Definitely getting myself into something, but I can’t not do it. I just …” words had truly escaped me.

“I feel that way with Crystal; I really do. I know people think she’s a plastic bitch, but it’s just a wall she puts up. She’s a pretty solid person.” He flashed me a warm and loving smile. “I see the her no one else does.”

“I’m happy for you.” And I was. I finally got a chance to understand what he saw in her.

“I hope the same for you one day, I really do. Okay, enough gushing and go get on your white horse and bring your girl back home. Then dump her or make her your plus-one. Just be at the Shakespeare Garden by noon; it’s all I ask.” He looked worried, but I reassured him.

“I’ll be there! Or die.” I laughed.

“I’ll hold you to it.” 

With that, he left. I finished packing, took a car to the airport, and got on my white horse … secretly hoping she was worth it.

 





Chapter 14

 

Arcadia

We finally made it to Mexico City. I felt like I’d been on the bus my entire life, it was endless and sad. I folded up the blanket and neatly gave it back to the old lady beside me and thanked her over and over again. I was so happy to have her company on the trip; she provided the hovering comfort I needed. Two days on the bus was a really long time. I’d slept through the lunch stop, and she bought me another burrito, I guess noticing I’d gotten one the day before. I offered her money for it, but she refused to take it. Two days and two burritos and a handful of fruit later, I was finally in Mexico City. 

We gathered up our things and waited in a line to exit the bus. She knew how sad I was because she kept looking back at me with a questioning glance as if to ask had I anywhere to go? I tried to put on a brave face, even though I didn’t want to answer the question, not even to myself. As we exited, I turned to her and thanked her one last time, opening my arms to embrace her. We gave each other a tentative hug, and she said something very sweet-sounding in Spanish that I didn’t understand. I gave her the biggest smile I could muster, and she appreciated the effort as she took up my hand, patted it, and turned to leave.

I watched her sigh and give me one last look, then she walked away to greet happy little children who rushed her with their parents. She was a loved grandmother. My heart crushed a little, wishing I had someone left in my life. I had friends, good friends, but I couldn’t reach out to them and tell them where I was; it was too dangerous for them and would be devastating for me. I would have to go missing. The only way I could think to get out of this was to go into hiding, which meant not seeing them for a very long time.

I had friends at school and at the shop who I considered family, and to them, I would have just vanished into thin air. I didn’t want to start crying again, but I felt unsettled and uneasy as if I could wither and die at any moment.

 Everything was foreign and uncomfortable. Mexico City was loud and bustling with honking cars, colorful colonial architecture, and people everywhere. I wanted to explore the city, but I felt like a ghost. I didn’t even think I deserved to travel; all I wanted to do was hide and stay hidden. I knew I had another long bus journey ahead of me, but I really needed breakfast and a shower. I wasn’t sure if either were in my future; however, I was hopeful. I was feeling strangely lost and disoriented when I entered the bus terminal. I knew I needed to search out a bus to Costa Rica because if I booked a flight my father’s people might be able to find me on a flight list. He’d never think of my taking the bus to Costa Rica; it was a perfect hiding place, for now. Being alone and so isolated was wearing me down. I could feel myself shattering inside as I was barely holding myself together.

It took my eyes a moment to adjust to the low light of the terminal, but I could have sworn I saw Xavier sitting on a seat in front of me wearing jeans and a neatly pressed dress shirt. I blinked away the allusion a few times, trying to block out the haze. I must’ve really been going nuts if I was hallucinating he was here; it only made my heart hurt more. Butterflies swam across my vision when I heard his deep and commanding tone.

“Arcadia?” was all he said.

My heart raced, and the world spun. He stood up, and suddenly I felt sick. Hot, overwhelming nausea gripped me, and every nerve in my body turned to ice. My mouth went sandpaper dry. What was happening? Before I could get a grip on myself, everything vanished with a thin and evaporating whoosh. I passed out just as his arms reached out to catch me. When the world came into focus again, I was sitting on a hard bench smelling spice and stale cigarettes as cool ice water touched my lips from a flimsy plastic cup.

“It’s okay, Arcadia. Just take it easy,” his deep voice rumbled behind me.

I took another sip of the icy water, not ready to speak yet. My skin began to radiate heat, and tendrils of sensation returned. He brought the cup to my lips again.

“Have some more,” he commanded as I focused on breathing in and out.

After a few more sips, I noticed Xavier was coursing his hand over my back, making careful and tender spirals as he continued to encourage me to drink the water. Hot air filled my lungs, and the familiar weight of existence pressed down on me again. Why, how, was he here?

“Xavier?” I finally had the nerve to ask, craning my neck up to see his face.

He was clean shaven and still so beautiful.

He chuckled. “Yes, your husband.” His hand threaded through my hair trying to untangle the mess perched on my head. “I think we need to get you something to eat and then maybe you can explain why we are in Mexico City?” His voice was kind, but there was a thread of irritation running through it.

“I’m sorry I stole your clothes,” I confessed with my head bowed.

He outright laughed. “You think you feel well enough to stand?” He was caring and attentive.

“Sure,” I said bolting out of my seat. Blood rushed to my head, which almost toppled me again.

“Nope, not ready. Sit down.” His words were strong and commanding. “Do you have any luggage?” he asked looking at the door I’d walked through, worrying if I had left anything out there.

“Only this,” I answered nodding to my backpack still slung loosely on my back. 

“Okay,” he said nestling me into his arms. “Just rest a little more.” His hands went back to work on my hair as I leaned into his strong chest. 

My eyes were tired from crying, and my stare was vacant and shocked. I hadn’t quite come to terms with anything that was happening. I let him work his fingers through my hair as his other arm held me close. Despite trying desperately not to cry, tears oozed slowly from my eyes. His hands left my hair and traced their line down my cheek, silent for the moment. After wiping the tears from my eyes and tenderly caressing my face, he leaned down to me, his warm sensuous breath in my ear.

“You stole my favorite pair of pants,” he seductively teased, “… and, Mrs. Dean, I wonder, what kind of wife runs off while on honeymoon without her husband?” His hand gently swirled across my breast as he turned my tear-stained face towards his. “If you’re in trouble, just let me know. I won’t judge you. I’m here to help.” His voice was firm but gentle. “Are you okay?”

All I could do was shake my head “no” and that was enough for him; he picked me up and carried me in his arms. 

“I’m getting you out of here.” He was stern and authoritative, almost too much so. “You don’t have other plans, do you? Is Mexico City your endgame? Is this where you planned on having our honeymoon?” His attempt at humor was sweet yet cutting. 

I curled into him and mumbled into his chest, “Not really.”

“I’m going to get you something to eat.” His voice cracked fractionally, trying not to command, his alpha personality slipping through.

I’d met him when he was impossibly drunk, and so was I. By the time we’d sobered up, we were pretty deep into each other, literally, so I truly didn’t know the man carrying me out of the bus terminal. I had a vague understanding of who he was, most of it was rumor. He was either a womanizing asshole or a gay man covering his tracks. He was infamous for being “detailed” which often read controlling, and he was one of the most handsome men on the planet, according to People Magazine.

“I’m starving,” was all I could say as conversation was still a bit elusive. I was working through my shock.

“You look like you’re starving love,” he ruffled my hair, “and a bit road worn. I bet you’d like a nice shower too.” He smiled, still carrying me in his arms.

“Do I stink?” I immediately worried.

He laughed, “No, but you look like you should be in a post-apocalyptic zombie film. A bit of hot water and soap will do wonders. But first, some breakfast. I have a hotel just down the street. I’d be delighted to carry you while we wait for my car; however, would you like to walk?” He was offering me choices, that seemed surprising.

“Yes please,” I said, finding my voice again.

Once out in the fresh, hot air, I found my balance returning. I looked at him, a little embarrassed and still mostly shocked. “Sorry I fainted.” I flashed him a big fake grin as he sat me down on the hot pavement.

“I’m just glad I caught you.” He flashed the same grin back at me. Shit, I wasn’t wiggling away from this. “I’m sure you’ll have a lot to share with me over breakfast.” His voice softened some. “… And I have some eyedrops in my suitcase if you want them.” His finger grazed my cheek. “Your eyes are so red; it must be quite painful.”

I closed them for a moment, trying not to cry again. “I’m okay.” My words caught in my throat.

“Mexican food all right? The hotel has a very nice restaurant. I’ve been here since yesterday morning. I can’t say I know the area well, but it’s the nicest restaurant in the area, in my opinion.” 

I gave him a warm smile. “I’m good with anything as long as it’s not a burrito.”

“Had your fair share of those, I assume. Well, this will be quite a nice change from a roadside hole in the wall. My mom took me on a long bus trip once to Chicago. It was just about the most miserable thing I’ve ever done. I feel your pain. I think she was contemplating leaving my dad on that trip; her eyes looked much the way yours do,” his voice tapered off. “I tend to get a little pushy and too personal, bit of a character flaw,” he brushed off nonchalantly. “Let me know if my prying becomes uncomfortable.”

“It’s okay.” I rubbed my hand on his back. It was so strong and lean; it brought back memories of raking my nails across it as he filled me to the hilt. My body ached for him, for that absolute fullness. “I have a lot to explain.”

“You don’t if you don’t want to. I’m just very relieved to see you’re safe.” His eyes glinted in the sunlight as the car pulled up to the curb.

 





Chapter 15

 

Xavier

I was so relieved to see her again. She came through the door like an angel descending from heaven, yet as soon as she walked into the clearer light, I noticed the shattered look on her ghostly white face. Her hair rumpled, she seemed like the weight of the world had crushed her soul. All I wanted to do was scoop her into my arms and hold her close. She was a woman I barely knew, one I’d traveled to another country to find, and as I saw her standing there looking so small and lost, all I wanted to tell her was I’d help her in any way she needed.

She was a fraction of the woman I’d met three days ago at the craps table whose ass beckoned me from across the room. Gone was the girl who inspired me to get a tattoo and marry on a whim. Seeing this change told me something was very wrong. She looked weak and disoriented. When I saw her skin go white, and her eyes glaze over, I rushed to her. I’d only seen one person faint before. It was a model who had that same distant look before she crumbled to the floor just before stepping out on the catwalk.

The model hadn’t eaten in two days to ensure she could wear her garment. Arcadia had that same starving expression. I was able to catch her before she fell to the dirty floor. As soon as I caught her in my arms, we were the main attraction. The few travelers who lingered near us all directed their attention our way. I didn’t speak much Spanish and now regretted not studying harder in high school, but fashion was my thing, so I couldn’t be bothered to care what my Spanish teacher was saying. Now, I cared. I had a lifeless woman in my arms and no way to get her help.

People just stood around.

“Could I get some water, please? Agua por favor?” I knew I was talking to the air, but hoping someone would come to our rescue. 

After a few suspended moments in time during which I lifted Arcadia up and placed her in the seat next to me, stroking her and saying her name over and over trying to revive her, someone walked over with a plastic cup full of icy cold water.

“Agua, Senior,” the elderly man said as he placed the cup of water in my hand.

I nodded my head to him and offered a genuine smile. “Gracias, muchas gracias,” I said as he returned the smile and dropped back into the hovering group of people. 

As soon as Arcadia’s eyes opened, people seemed to lose interest in us and went about their way. Perhaps they felt the language barrier as strongly as I did. Whatever the reason, they dispersed leaving me to bring Arcadia around. I put the cup to her lips.

 

“It’s okay, Arcadia …” I was replaying the scene in my head, trying to unravel the mystery sitting beside me in the car, her head slung on my shoulder; silent.

I pulled her into me, wrapping my arms around her small frame, hoping she felt protected.

“You don’t have to tell me anything if you don’t want to.” That didn’t come out as I’d planned. I actually did want her to say something, desperately, but she needed to make her own choices. “I want to help you if I can, but if it’s too much … if my being here is wrong, you let me know.”

“Thank you,” her tiny voice replied.

 I smoothed my hand over her hopelessly tangled hair, my fingers gently finding a way to work through the knots. Finding my efforts fruitless and perhaps insulting, I let my hand drop to her back; she wasn’t wearing a bra, just my shirt. I tried very hard to make sure my cock didn’t get ideas of its own. There were a time and place for sex, and with Arcadia, my cock must have thought it was always. I wish it knew how to behave; it was very inopportune for it to be trying to get her attention at that moment. She needed more than my cock. She needed to know me and know I was here for her.

 It was only about 10 minutes from the bus terminal to the finest hotel in Mexico City. It was high up on a steep hill with a view of the entire metropolis. The car pulled to the door, and I helped her out. Her eyes widened as soon as we arrived, and she saw the grounds. It was very obvious she hadn’t been lavished often.

“Which would you like first? A shower or food?” I asked as we neared the lobby.

A beautiful smile crossed her expression. “I’d like a shower please.” Her voice was still a little tremulous, but she was coming around. 

“A shower it is then.” I squeezed her tight in a brotherly fashion, hating that I couldn’t seduce her, but wanting her to feel safe.

 “I only have these,” she said, unslinging the backpack from her shoulders to pull out two of the most hideous pieces of clothing I’d ever seen. “Other than your favorite pants. I don’t have anything else to wear.” Her face fell.

“Oh no, no, no.” I laughed. “You will not be wearing those. You’re a size four. I’ll find you something to wear while you shower.” 

She flashed me a relieved smile. “Thank you so much. I have cash; I’ll pay you for whatever you get.” Was she serious? I thought that was so cute as she reached in her bag to retrieve her wallet. 

I halted her hand and kissed it. “I’ve got this. It will be my pleasure.”

“Thank you,” she said almost starting to cry.

I moved her toward the large bank of elevators. “Let’s get you settled, and then I’ll go shopping.” 

Her face broke into a beautiful smile. There she was, the girl I’d flash-married. All I needed to do was get her a shower, a nap and some food, and she would be my Arcadia again. Wonder danced in her eyes as she saw the room. I always got the best; this particular room was a bit too opulent even for me, but I wanted to make sure if I did find her and brought her here, she and I would enjoy our stay. At least I very much hoped I’d get to enjoy her again.

 I kept those thoughts to myself knowing she needed food and stability.

“Okay, so here is the bathroom,” I said as I opened the door to the incredible bathing room with a tub big enough to fit a few people. Frankly, the tub was the reason I chose this hotel and this room in particular. I so wanted to play in that tub with her. Knowing my size was a bit of an issue, the hot water and steam would help.

“This place is insane,” she cooed. There she was, coming back.

Her eyes glinted at mine after seeing the tub. I just winked at her and flashed a smarmy grin. “I’m going to get you some clothes.”

“Thanks again.” Her face crumbled some. 

“It’s my pleasure, Arcadia. I’m going to have fun dressing you,” I paused, hesitant to say the rest, “… and undressing you. If that’s what you want, later …” I let my voice trail off.

Her eyes sparkled, and she stared at me deeply. “You’re amazing,” was all she said as she turned and opened the shower door and turned on the water.

While it wasn’t an answer to my request, it was enough. “Enjoy your shower, love,” I said and slowly closed the door behind me.

When she was safely in the bathroom I left and asked the concierge for the nearest boutique; something fancy and upscale. The driver took me to a small elegant place with vibrant clothing that expressed the joy of this incredible city. I found her five or six dresses comparable to the one she wore in Vegas. I also gathered up a few pairs of jeans and soft T-shirts. I knew I already had quite a few pairs of my underwear for her to wear to bed, although I’d hoped she wouldn’t need to wear them.

I also grabbed some sexy bras and underwear, which were tempting, but not obviously so, because I didn’t want her thinking sex was all I wanted from her. Admittedly, the lingerie were all things I wanted to see her in, but I bought a few cotton classics in case she wanted to feel comfortable without any pressure. Since I didn’t know her style, this would be my excuse for buying anything titillating, but selfishly, I wanted to see the outfits and underwear fitted to her perfect body. 

When I got back to the hotel she was already out of the shower clad in a fluffy towel, her hair neatly conditioned and combed. 

“Feel better?” I asked, hoping my voice didn’t sound desperate. After buying the lingerie, I could hardly control my thoughts of having her over and over again until the two of us were spent and tired.

A graceful smile lit up her face. “I feel much more human, that’s for sure.” I didn’t think she could smile any wider. “I can’t believe you came to Mexico to find me.” Her voice lilted in disbelief.

I shrugged. “You didn’t come back. I had to find you; it’s not every day I marry someone I don’t know and then lose them completely. It was too good a mystery to pass up. I might seem like a hoity-toity fashion designer, but I’m quite the adventurer really.” I puffed up my shoulders and chest playfully.

Her face immediately fell. “Was it as adventurous as you’d hoped it would be?” She seemed to sulk again.

“It’s proving to be quite adventurous. I bought you these,” I mentioned as I gave her the bag unceremoniously. “You might want to try them on to make sure they fit. I’d be happy to return anything you don’t like.”

She peeked in the bag grateful for the gifts and the distraction from whatever was causing her so much pain. “I’m sure everything is going to be perfect. Thank you so much for doing this. I didn’t want to have to resort to my reserve wear.” She flashed a beautiful smile.

“Heaven forbid.” I offered goofy look, another first.

She started taking things out of the bag and holding them up in front of her. “Xavier, you didn’t have to buy all of these.” She was almost giddy.

 “I don’t ever do anything because I have to. I wanted to,” I said softly.

She pulled the tiny red lace dress from the bag. It was satin and lace with a low-cut bodice and a tapering hem. My cock swirled with sensation seeing her bring it out of the bag. I was dying to see her wear it and then peel it off her with my teeth … Grrr, she brought out the beast in me.

“That one’s my favorite.” I made sure to give her a seductive glance.

She held it up to the light and blushed. “I love it.” She bit her lip and cowered a bit, “But um, I don’t think it’s appropriate for breakfast,” she said almost apologetically.

“It certainly is not appropriate for breakfast, perhaps not even decent for public, but I could think of a few places you could wear it.” My voice deepened and rasped. I couldn’t help myself; I wanted to rip that towel off her and throw her on the bed.

I missed our morning sex. I went to bed thinking of how I’d make her scream my name in the morning and then when I woke up she was gone. Now all I could think of was fucking her. Seriously all I could think of, but the look on her face was enough to kill my desire at least for the moment. Her eyes were watery, and she shivered. The air was humid and warm, so whatever she was up against was big. I walked over and took the dress from her hands.

“Or, I could return it,” I said gently.

 

 

 

I looked in the bag and brought out a beautiful floral dress, breezy and bright of a heavy enough material to be suitable for daylight and cut to accentuate her beauty but not reveal it.

“This is the one I bought for you because you would like it.” I handed her the dress. “The other is for me, when and if you’re ready.” I kissed her cheek softly, and her breath hitched.

At least she was still in there somewhere, the goddess I fell in love with on a whim. She kissed my lips and breathed, “Thank you,” into my ear. The whisper swept across my cock, awakening it again. I swiped my hand across it and angled it away from the tightness of my zipper. I hoped giving it some breathing room would deflate it some. Her hand joined mine as she lightly traced the outline of my erect cock. 

“That’s not helping…” I breathed sharply as her thumb lazily traced the tip which pressed against the soft cotton fabric of my jeans. 

“I never thought I’d see you again.” Her lips trembled as I pressed myself into her naughty hand to halt its dangerous exploration.

“Let’s get you dressed and eating something, before …” I rubbed my cock into her palm, “we do anything else.”

I unwrapped her from the towel and pulled out a pair of sensible pink cotton underwear with an embroidered trim. We were already so hot for one another, she could have worn a chastity belt and we were sure to break through it. I needed no visual stimulus, might as well have her be comfortable. 

“Leg up,” I instructed, and I slipped the soft cotton underwear over her extended leg.

She stepped into the other leg, and I slid the panties up her naked body, sweetly wrapping her glorious pussy in cloth. My hands caressed her ass. I then moved both of my thumbs over her pert, perfect tits. I kissed one then the other. “Bra or no bra?” I asked swirling my tongue around the bud nearest my mouth.

“No bra,” she whispered as her hand slipped into my hair.

I gave the neglected nipple a little nip. “So naughty,” I growled and reached down for the floral dress. “Arms up.” She obeyed nicely.

I draped the dress down on her lean frame and slapped her ass playfully. “Let’s eat.” 

 





Chapter 16

 

Arcadia

I was shocked to see Xavier. It was like I was walking on a cloud. Whatever I’d known as reality was gone. I couldn’t fathom he’d traveled such a distance for me. He was so sweet and gentle; even though I was so hungry I could think of little else, I wanted to make love to him again. I needed to feel him fill me, then maybe my emptiness would start to fall away.

The restaurant was on a terrace overlooking the vibrant city; it felt like a dream. Everything made my mouth water with anticipation of something that wasn’t a bean and cheese burrito. We looked over the menu and ordered eggs, bread, fruit, and coffee, keeping things light and only discussing the weather and the view until our waitress brought our order and I tried not to wolf down my food as reality slowly seeped back into my consciousness.

“Thank you for rescuing me. You’re a hero.” I smiled knowing how quirky I sounded. 

I could tell the minute we walked into the hotel some of the front desk staff knew who Xavier was. Luckily, he wasn’t shirtless on a billboard outside of the hotel as he was in Vegas, but he was a well-known fashion designer, and his menswear was a household name brand. No doubt the front desk agents saw his name at check in and figured it out, which meant being with him was dangerous for me. This broke my heart.

I’m sure my dad was beyond anger by this point. He wouldn’t go to the police because selling your daughter as someone’s slave is highly illegal, but he had connections with people who could find anything. As long as I stayed off social media and away from anything that could identify me, I was safe, but if he was tracking Xavier too, he could easily find me. 

He smiled, probably already tired of being thanked. “As I’ve said, you left me quite a mystery.” He took a bite of his eggs with expectant eyes staring at me, waiting for answers.

I took a deep breath. “While I truly appreciate the heroism; I don’t think I should stay at this hotel with you, it might not be safe.”

His eyebrows raised. “Are you in some kind of trouble?” His voice iced over some, perhaps thinking I’d done something criminal.

“Yes, but … I didn’t, it’s not …” I was faltering, starting to feel fear and stress creep back in.

“Breathe,” he commanded, putting his hand on mine. “I’m listening.”

“People recognize you, and I need to be invisible,” I started, choking out my words softly.

“Why?” he pressed; the authority in his voice both comforted and frightened me.

I could see more of the billionaire fashion designer seeping through the cracks, showing a man who wouldn’t take “no” for an answer. “You haven’t asked how I found you; aren’t you a little curious?”

He was right; I hadn’t asked. I didn’t want to know. I wasn’t ready to face any more of the truth. As soon as I knew how he found me I would understand with greater clarity the threat I was under. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.

“How did you find me, Xavier?” I asked, dreading the answer.

“I called your father with the number you provided on the application for our marriage license which I had to go to the crappy little chapel to find because you stole our copy.” His eyes narrowed into a disdainful scowl.

I bit my lip. “I’m sorry. I thought I might need it in case I had to … be someone else. What did he say?” I stared at Xavier bracing myself for the horror show to come.

“He was very eager to find you, maybe even a little too eager … to the point of threatening. So threatening, in fact, I decided to track you down. In this case, you are really lucky I’m famous because it makes people more curious about you. The front desk agent who referred you to the hotel’s car service remembered which car you took, and I asked the driver where he took you. Finding out which bus you were on took a little doing, but it’s evident now I was right to follow my instincts on this. Is your father threatening to hurt you? Might this be a matter for the police?” His voice was kind and yet, still in full command of the conversation.

I took a deep shuddering breath, the tears welling up in my eyes. He sensed I was about to crack.

“You don’t have to tell me right now; I can wait a little longer as long as you aren’t in immediate danger, are you?” He backed down some, which I appreciated.

I began to tremble. My insides were quaking as I braced myself to let Xavier in and tell him what was happening. “He’s very influential and knows people who are in the darker crevices of the world. He can get what he wants for a price; it just depends how much I’m worth.” I took a sip of water and tried to steady my breathing. “He invited me to Vegas for a dad and daughter weekend. I’m not sure I told you, I was pretty drunk when we met …” I smiled trying to regain some of the me I left behind in Vegas.

“I vaguely recall.” He flashed a warm and genuine smile.

“We were going to see Cirque Du Soleil’s “O” and have a nice dinner. He had work in town and a few meetings. He promised they wouldn’t take the whole weekend. My mom left me when I was young, so while my dad and I don’t have the best relationship, we didn’t have a bad one. He was always busy with work, and so over time I got busy too. Studying for my master’s has been every waking thought, so while I was on a break, hanging out with my dad was a fun idea since usually we just pass like ships in the night.”

I took another sip of my water, my throat feeling as dry and rough as sandpaper.

“I wanted to buy our tickets to the show, but he told me to wait and apologized that his meeting was taking longer than he expected it would. I felt really disappointed when the show sold out. I decided to take his credit card and gamble with the money we would have used for the show out of spite. This isn’t the reason he’s after me. He would have laughed if that was all that had happened, and he would’ve known he deserved it. He texted me when he was done while we were out together. I didn’t get the text until really late when we were at the bar. He was super sweet and apologetic at first and offered to stay another day to see the show together. I sent him a text back telling him not to worry, I was fine. I’d met a friend and was out with them, not to worry, don’t wait up. I had classes to teach on Monday, but maybe we could try Vegas again another time. He probably could tell by my text that I didn’t want anything to do with him because I was mad, but that wasn’t it. I was having too much fun with you.” 

I stopped to look into Xavier’s eyes. He was listening, waiting for the hook that would hopefully have him feeling the same kind of betrayal and horror I did.

“He sent a message back saying I had to meet him in the lobby of our hotel. He wanted to introduce me to his friend and made sure I understood it was important. I sent a few more polite texts declining to meet them, and then his texts got more and more threatening. That’s when I decided to just ignore them, hoping he was drunk. I really hadn’t planned on spending the night with you …” I looked to Xavier to see a tiny tremor of shock cross his features.

“But I am glad I did.” I smiled, genuinely happy for the time we shared with one another. “It’s just, I don’t ever have sex on the first date.” I bowed my head a little.

“I understand.” Xavier’s voice was stern yet sweet, “But it was our wedding night.” He leered playfully. “But, I get it. I don’t usually marry girls I don’t know. Continue.”

“Well, I loved being with you and being in your room kept me safe from my father. He had no idea where I was. We had rooms at Mandalay Bay, so I could’ve been anywhere. When I woke up, I got a text telling me he’d used me as collateral for his new business. An investor had seen pictures of me and saw me briefly from a distance when I checked into the hotel. I was to be the assurance that this investor would get a return on his money,” I said softly.

“I’m sorry, what?” Xavier’s face was heating up as his cheeks and temple had flared red.

“Um … I was, um, the collateral,” I stuttered.

“In what sense?” Xavier was trying to hold his anger at bay.

“I guess in every sense. It was all kind of a blur; I haven’t read the text again. “It just said I was to go with his friend, do what he wanted … and … I was his until my dad could pay him back.” By this point, I was staring at the tablecloth letting terrible thoughts of what life with this man would be like wash over me; leaving me feeling helpless and numb. 

And by this point, Xavier was fuming but trying to hold his anger at bay. “Alright sweetheart,” he said, smoothing his hand over mine. “Why didn’t you go to the police?” 

“Because he’s dangerous. I was afraid I’d disappear forever.” I couldn’t take anymore, the tears started streaming down my face, my life shattering before me.

“So, you’re telling me your own father has sold you into slavery? Doesn’t he love you at all? You’re his daughter.” Xavier seemed absolutely shocked as he moved his chair next to mine so he could sweep me into his arms.

“I thought he did,” I answered, my sobs punctuating the air. “That’s why I can’t stay here,” I cried, “He’ll find me and then …”

“We’ll go to the police. There has to be a way to protect you.” Xavier was in full command now as he pulled out his cell phone, perhaps ready to dial the police.

“You can’t get involved, Xavier; he’ll hurt you too. The mob is a big dangerous organization, you can’t mess with them,” I cautioned.

“They can’t just abduct people into slavery either. Besides, you’re my wife. That has to account for something.” He set his phone down, looking for the first time like he wasn’t sure what he was going to do. “Do you have a plan?”

“I have a friend in Costa Rica. She was a friend of my mom’s, kind of a second mother to me. When my mom left, she stayed around until I was out of high school, then she disappeared, but always let me know where she was. She helped my dad raise me, but when I was eighteen, they got in a big fight, and he kicked her out of our lives. I think he did more than just kick her out, but she never told me what he threatened. I know she doesn’t want him to find her, and she’s probably the safest person to be with at the moment. I will go to the police and try to get my father arrested for this, but I have to just be safe first.” Tears were still streaming down my face; I couldn’t stop them. “I have to stay off the grid for a while, that’s why I took the bus. I figured he’d never think I’d get on one.”

Xavier held me in his arms for a minute, probably trying to unscramble what I just dumped in his lap. His hand coursed softly up and down my shoulder, and when the waiter came by, he stopped him. “Check please,” he asked. “Are you still hungry?” He looked at me with kindness and love in his eyes.

“I’ve had enough, thank you,” I answered politely.

“So, I think the first order of business is go back to the hotel. I just have to make a few phone calls.” My eyes widened. “Not to the police, I promise. And then you and I can figure out how we’re getting to Costa Rica.”

“You don’t have to go,” I protested.

“The hell I don’t,” he said emphatically.

 





Chapter 17

 

Xavier

Poor Arcadia, her world was so fucked up. My first order of business was to help her feel safe and secure and then get us to Costa Rica without being detected. I knew enough about organized crime to understand the threats they laid out for her were real. We got into our hotel room, and she seemed a lot less burdened. The Arcadia I’d met and become infatuated with was starting to appear again.

“This room is really amazing; I wish I could stay here.” She flashed me a flirty smile as she bounced on the bed, her skirts lifting up on her thighs, making me pant. “The bed is enormous.”

“We can play here for a little while. I’m sure your dad hasn’t thought to look for you with me just yet. We have enough time to enjoy the room if you want to. But only if you want; I know we were drunk when we met. You’re under no obligation to fulfill any wifely duties, especially in light of what has happened.” I wanted to make sure she understood I wanted her, but not at the expense of her sanity or sense of self.

“I’d love to play with you.” Her smile was glorious. “I’ve missed you. Making love to you was the best thing that’s happened to me in a long time.” Her head bowed some as if there was some embarrassment in saying it. 

I crossed the room toward her. “I’ve really missed you. I’ve missed the scent of your skin, your body …” Her smile broadened. “… that smile.” I clarified, “I’ve especially missed your smile. Making love to you was everything.”

She circled her arms around me. “Now you know why I stole your clothes. I wanted to bring you with me … and here you are.” She kissed my neck. “You’re really here.”

“I need to warn you,” I said softly. It was time for honesty. As if the situation wasn’t dire enough, I still had boundaries I had to address. Now was a healthy time to set them; she had to know what she was getting into. 

Her face fell as she sat on the bed, looking concerned. “I understand. I’m just lucky to have you again. I know it’s not going to last. I wouldn’t ask anything of you,” she said, bracing herself for the truth.

“I’m fine with one-night stands. They are easy and convenient for me. On occasion, I’ve slept with women, and after that first night it lasted a week or two, perhaps a month, not usually more. I have no problem with it and to my knowledge, most of the women I’ve been with have been comfortable with my lack of commitment. They were willing to enjoy what we shared and leave it at that. I’m a dominant man. I like control. I came out here to see if you were in danger …” 

 “I understand,” she said in a quiet voice. “I get it,” she confirmed, mostly for herself. “It can be just one night, it’s okay. I mean we weren’t even sober.”

She wasn’t getting it, not yet, because I was being an A-1 asshole. I needed to help her see me clearly so this heroic persona of me flying into the Mexico City Central Bus station wearing a superhero cape didn’t blind her to reality. 

“It’s going to be really difficult for me not to exhibit control in all things. It’s my nature. You’re kind of a fly-by-the-seat-of-your-pants type of person; technically you and I are oil and water. So, I’m going to risk more than one night for you. Despite the danger, and the fact that we shouldn’t be compatible, I don’t care. In fact, I want a lot more nights together. How many? I can’t define that. All I ask is that you communicate with me. Don’t play games. We were silly and drunk and got married, but while we are doing this crazy thing, I promise to keep you safe, no matter what. All I ask in return is that you communicate your feelings and not be afraid of them. It’s likely we’ll annul our marriage soon, but for now, I’m happy to be married to you, Mrs. Dean. If you’re up for it, let’s not worry about the future for a while. I operate better if I don’t have to think of commitment.” I felt like such a shit saying all of it, but it was my way of protecting my reputation and my heart. “I’m saying this because if your feelings for me veer into something deeper, I want to know. I want to be able to discuss them, so you can feel good about what we are doing.”

“I promise to communicate with you, Xavier, and I’m yours for as long as you’ll have me.” She sighed. “I know it sounds weird, kind of like the offer my dad was trying to tangle me into, but this is different …” There was that sadness again.

“The difference is,” I interrupted her, “that you have given me your consent and will continue to give it to me unless this is no longer right for you. Then you can withdraw your consent, and I’ll walk away. I may feel like the one in control, but you have an equal measure of it; I want you to understand that fully. You are not my sex slave; you are a woman I just met and want to get to know better. I’d like to get to know you in all ways, but sex is one of my favorite means of communication. I want to be clear, however, while I may have fucked and dumped many women, I want to try something different with you. I want to be a better man if I can. Do you understand?”

“I do.” She smiled. “And thank you.”

“Enough with the thanks,” I teased coming up on her like a tiger. “I’m ready to play.”

Her face turned coquettish and flirty. “Can we start with me trying on the clothes you bought me? I’ve been dying to see them on.” She chewed on her lower lip as she waited for my answer.

“I’ve been dying to see you in them. Why don’t you give me a fashion show first?” 

Her eyes narrowed at the suggestion. “You’re the pro, and I’m a marine biologist. Don’t expect much,” she said as she whipped her dress over her head so that she was wearing only a pair of cotton panties and nothing else. Her perfect breasts standing upright, she sauntered over to the bag; a pixie once more.

She pulled one of the other dresses out of the bag and threw it over her head then sashayed across the room to me, turning in front of me as she swirled her arms in the air.

“Nice,” I commented, grazing my hand across her ass, my cock flaring. “But I could use a little more wiggle.” My hands moved her ass cheeks for emphasis. 

“Like this?” she asked, bending her legs and raking her ass cheek across my engorged cock.

“Yep, the fashion show is over.” I grabbed her and threw her down on the bed. “Sorry, I’ve waited too long for this,” I growled, pinning her legs down with my knees as I inched the dress up her thighs.

She giggled brightly. “You really know how to dress a woman … I mean undress,” she clarified as I scooped the dress up over her head revealing her incredible tits.

“These are mine. Even when you leave, I’m keeping these,” I announced as my head descended to her breast and I gobbled the flesh into my mouth.

Her nipple pebbled immediately, and I felt my cock pressing against my zipper, straining to get out. She must have felt it resting against her thigh because her hands went to it immediately.

“Well then this is mine,” she rasped in my ear as her deft little fingers unsnapped my jeans and wiggled my rock-hard cock free.

I stood up, unable to contain myself any longer, threw off my jeans, scooped her into my arms, and pressed my hardness against her damp pussy, wetting the cloth of her underwear. My finger slid down her stomach and angled into her underwear as my mouth claimed her, my tongue moving around hers, fighting for dominance.

“It’s already yours,” I said into her mouth as I swiped off her panties in one fast motion and dove my finger into her, making her buck against me gasping. “Are you ready for it, fast and hard?”

I had too much bottled up inside of me; if she couldn’t take it, I’d back off, but it was time to fuck her properly. 

She nodded her head. “I think so.” 

I knew she was nervous, but I wanted this to be fun. I kissed her nose. “Oh, do you? Well, let’s see what you’ve got, Mrs. Dean, and how you handle being properly fucked.” I thrust into her hard, and she winced.

Seeing her slight discomfort, I stayed lodged in her, so she could get her bearings and adjust to my size. I made sure to push all the way in to stretch her enough to take what was coming. She panted, revving up her nerves, but I held her steady, smoothing my hands over her skin covered in gooseflesh. Oh, she was feeling this.

“Take deep breaths,” I instructed as I swiveled my hips, helping her relax.

My finger trailed down to her clit as my mouth suctioned the breast I’d neglected, and with the swirling of my tongue, hips, and finger, I heard her moan and … beg.

“Okay, I’m ready please,” she whined. “Xavier.”

“So polite, Mrs. Dean.” I rolled on her harder, my finger becoming more ferocious as my mouth grabbed the other nipple; I pulled it hard as she yelped, bucking her hips into me. 

I continued to grind on her, and my finger intermittently flicked and pressed her clit. I sucked and nibbled her nipples as I ground in harder and harder. It was all she needed; she splintered and burst around me, flooding my cock with her orgasm. “Well, now it’s I who must thank you,” I said as I pulled out and thrust back in again sharp and hard.

I dragged myself out of her, laid her back down on the bed, brought one leg up to my shoulder and spread the other out wider as her arms wrapped around my shoulders. She was already dripping wet and ready, but I pumped two fingers in and out of her pussy a few times to be certain.

She pressed her hips into my invading fingers, her pussy hungrily gobbling them up. Greedy little thing, vixen. I used my hand to position my cock in her, then thrust my hips as hard as I could. Her face skewed into knots of pleasure as my cock slammed into her hard. As soon as it was in I enjoyed the feeling of her tightness sucking my cock. Her pussy was tighter than any I remembered. 

“You okay?” I checked in.

She only moaned, a heady smile on her lips; it was enough. I drove into her faster and harder feeling the beautiful friction on my cock as I dipped deeper into heaven. She drove me insane. I fucked her recklessly, pulling out, pressing in, feeling her sheath me in tightness. So tight it was hard to get in and out of her without effort, so I spread her legs wider and angled her hips so my cock could bury into her more deeply. She panted and hissed at my intrusion. Before I went overboard, I slowed down and reached across her to the bedside table behind her head to get a condom. I pulled out of her with a pop.

“If we’re gonna be traveling around the world, we should be safe,” I winked.

She groaned and nodded as she wiggled her hips beckoning my cock back. I slipped the condom on, gently picked her up, and put her on her knees, then spread her wide.

“Are you okay? Any pain?” I asked.

“I’m good,” she said, glowing.

“Can I go in hard?” I had a beastly need for her.

“You can, just don’t break me,” she whispered.

With her permission, I slammed my hungry appendage back into her. She was plenty wet and as slick; so responsive. I’d made sure to buy the most sensitive bare skin brand condom I could find when I was in Las Vegas just in case I found Arcadia again. I kissed her back while leaning my weight into her as my balls slapped against her soft skin, my hips driving with an insatiable force of their own. I lifted her ass up to me so that I could go deeper, and she buried her moans into the pillow.

“Oh, my God,” she mumbled.

I lost control. I prayed I wasn’t hurting her because I was too gone to pull back, my body jettisoned into warm, tight pussy as my toes curled with the mounting sensation of pleasure cutting into my cock, squeezing my balls, and tugging my heart. I grabbed her hips and shoved my way up to the hilt, completely lost in her flesh. When I could go no farther, I pulled out and pressed in again, slower this time until my pulses grew more fervent, withdrawing and thrusting relentlessly in and out. I couldn’t take it anymore and threw my body weight on her, angled her hips so I could dive into the deepest part of her and let my fingers come between us to find her the tender ring of her ass. 

Her puckering hole was already wet from the love juice spilling out of her, so with little effort, I eased one finger into her tiny hole wiggling it in and out in time with my cock. Her legs went weak, so I held her tight as she cried out in ecstasy, and she flooded me with her cum. That was it, my balls clenched, her pussy sucking on my cock so hard, I emptied myself into the condom in hard jets of ejaculate that shot from my body. Feeling light-headed, my cock continued to twitch and spurt cum for what seemed like forever. All the energy drained from me as I slumped down on her, trying to tame my wild breathing. Regretfully, I pulled my cock out of her warm womanhood and slammed down beside her, my breath catching in my throat.

“Holy fuck, Xavier,” she gasped, her face flushed with afterglow.

“You’re telling me.” I could barely speak when I rolled to her and kissed her heated nipple peaked atop her flushed pink tit, then made my way up to her panting mouth.

I gathered her hot body into mine and let my leg drape over hers as I slid the condom off, tied it, and threw it on the nightstand behind us. She was small but perfect in my arms as I enveloped her, and our passions cooled. She trembled under me, perhaps only shuddering from the impact of our love; regardless, I kissed her shoulder, her breasts, and finally her mouth. I wanted her to know I was there, that I cared. I wasn’t here to just get my rocks off; I was here in mind, body, and soul.

“Everything is going to be okay,” I assured her as she tucked her head under my chin and cried.

Hard sex could do it to you, open the floodgates of emotion; it was an intense experience. I wasn’t sure what she was feeling, but if it was anything like what I was experiencing, it was overwhelming. I always loved a good fucking, but this was so much more. I knew if I had her hard, it would make her feel. She needed to feel. She was supposed to be angry, not scared. Devastated, not sad. Her world had exploded, and I needed her to be there for it. The hard fucking brought her back to me again.

 





Chapter 18

 

Arcadia

I understood better what people meant when they said, mind blown. That was the only way I could describe what I was experiencing. I was a mess; the tears just came. I didn’t really even know why I was crying, but I couldn’t stop. Xavier had opened me up, and now I was facing all of what was happening, processing. He was patient; he smoothed his hand over my skin and continued to reassure me with comforting words. I wasn’t sure how long we laid there together, me quietly sobbing and him stroking my skin, but as suddenly as the tears began they stopped.

There was a chill in the air, and I shivered against it. Outside, the world was hot and humid, but the air conditioner must have been on the highest setting. We were freezing.

“Let’s make use of that bathtub before we go. A nice hot bath sounds like heaven right now,” he said shifting away from me.

His skin was also cold to the touch. He was right, a bath would be good. He got off the bed and walked across the room to the bathroom. I watched his tight firm ass as he went; he had the perfect body, and boy, did he know how to use it. My pussy was still on fire. It was sore but didn’t hurt, just felt like him, like he’d been inside of me hard and deep and was going to stay there for the rest of my life as if I’d been imprinted as indelibly as the tattoo emblazoned across his arm.

Maybe that’s why I was sad. Of course, most of it was the shitty predicament I was in, but some of the tears were for him. I didn’t want to fall in love with him because this was an arrangement, not a marriage. We were playing house. He made it clear; we were having fun, and this was fine for now, but it wouldn’t be fun forever.

“Sorry I cried,” I said when he came back into the room. I was feeling like such a loser. I watched his sizable cock swing between his lean legs as he crawled back onto the bed and inched his way closer to me.

“Why are you sorry about that?” he asked, untangling strands of hair which had stuck to my face. 

“It’s a lot of drama,” I confessed, feeling overwhelmed.

“It is a lot of drama. It’s also deep and personal, and it’s sort of the reason I fucked you so hard. I wanted you to feel it, brave it, and then let it go. You’re not alone Arcadia. I want you to know that. I want you to feel it here.” He touched my head, “And here,” he touched the bone between my breasts, “and here,” he said and his finger slid into my pussy, smoothing over my vagina, caressing away the rawness and pain. “I’m here as long as you need me.”

At that moment, he was honest and genuine. I kissed his neck, then his mouth, feeling the roughness of his skin around his soft lips. I didn’t dare tell him I might need him forever. I just kissed him as he lifted me off the bed and carried me into the bathroom where steam was coursing up from the enormous bathtub.

“Maybe we shouldn’t leave this tub,” I teased, feeling a little more myself again.

“I’m not risking your life for a bathtub.” He was fatherly and strict.

“Can we play some more?” I asked splashing him with bath water as he set me inside the tub.

“A little.” He splashed back as he sat down next to me. “Big little Mr. Dean is very tired,” he said reaching over and smoothing his hands along the folds of my vagina, “and little Mrs. Dean needs some rest.”  

With that, he turned behind and grabbed a bottle of soap, pouring a generous amount into his hands and lathering it up into a frothy mound of suds. I braced myself for a sensual massage, ready to feel his hands on my body. Instead, he took the mound of soap and pat it generously on my face, creating a beard of bubbles. It was wonderful and ridiculous, and I laughed hysterically.

“You wanted to play,” he reminded me as I splashed him again with water.

We splashed each other, slathered soap, touched, kissed, dove under the water, washed each other’s hair, stroked and fondled our more sacred parts, wanting closeness and familiarity. When we were done “playing”, we held hands and just sat with one another while the warm water cooled.

“You don’t have to come with me.” I wanted to give him an out, and now was as good a time as any. “You know I’m safe.”

“I’m not having this discussion,” was all he said as he tilted his head back against the tub and closed his eyes. “Your dad is a monster; anything I can do to protect you, I will. Right now, that means tagging along. You’re stuck with me.”

I couldn’t think of a good rebuttal, so I leaned back next to him. “Good,” was all I said, drifting off to sleep in the warm water. We laid together silently until the water turned cold. Xavier moved first, getting out of the tub he shook cold water all over me.

I woke with a start and was playfully mad, “I guess bathtub nap time is over,” I pouted.

“You can stay in there if you want, but I’m freezing,” he said, grabbing a towel. “I need to make some calls, and we should discuss next steps.” The staunch businessman had returned.

“I guess find a hotel that isn’t so … well, this,” I gestured around the room as I stepped out of the tub, freezing. Xavier handed me a towel, and I felt its soft warmth. “I wish we could stay here,” I offered, “maybe I’m being paranoid.”

“While I make phone calls, you find us another place until we can arrange our transportation to Costa Rica,” he said from the bedroom as he unpacked drawers.

I unwrapped from the towel, neatly folded it back onto the towel rack, and walked naked into the bedroom to find the bag of clothes Xavier bought. He gave me one look and stopped his packing. 

“What?” I asked, feeling insecure.

“Nothing, you’re beautiful.” He smiled.

It was a small moment, but it felt right like Xavier was my home. I shook away the thought and rummaged for something tasteful and cozy to wear. I found a nice pair of jeans and a T-shirt. I had noted the racy lingerie and laughed as I put on a satin thong and a low-cut bra. Xavier smiled too, watching me.

While he made work calls and contacted a friend, I surfed the internet in the hotel’s business center, looking for a place I could afford with cash that would be something Xavier could stomach. I knew that Xavier would probably not allow me to pay for the hotel myself, but I wanted to keep him as far out of this as I could, so I was going to insist that he let me pay. I owed him that much for all that he’d done for me.

I found a quaint little bed and breakfast that looked small and tasteful in the heart of the city. I then checked the bus schedule and found the two-day bus to Costa Rica left at noon the next day. I was pretty sure I couldn’t convince Xavier to join me on the bus, and frankly, I was dreading another bus ride, but there was no way I was getting on a plane. My father would definitely be able to have someone track me down if I did, and I couldn’t risk it.

When I returned to the hotel room, Xavier was packed and ready. He’d tucked my bag of new clothes in his suitcase and was sitting by the bed waiting for me. “So where to?” he asked standing up to greet me.

“Casa de la Rosa,” I flared my arm, in the spirit of fun and adventure.

As soon as the taxi pulled up to the hotel, my heart sank. Casa de la Roaches was probably a more suitable name for the place.

“It looked nice on the internet,” I apologized.

“I’m sure it’s better inside.” Xavier didn’t sound too convinced but paid the taxi driver and gathered up our things. 

The woman at the check-in counter was nice. She had very limited English, but her demeanor was friendly and welcoming. I could tell by the look on Xavier’s face he wasn’t thrilled, but bless him for going along with my crazy paranoia. We carried our things to our room and opened the door with a real metal key. He looked at it with playful disdain.

“This is novel,” he remarked, holding up the key.

“Please let it be clean, please it’s clean,” I said as a mantra, praying we didn’t find anything worse than bad decor inside.

He opened the door to a tiny room in bright colors. The floor was made of thick paver tiles and the furniture was mismatched and rudimentary. The bed was hardly big enough for the two of us. I laughed, having no other appropriate response.

“Big Little Mr. Dean will barely have enough room,” I teased, jumping on the bed. “But it’s clean-ish.”

Xavier set our luggage down. “Big Little Mr. Dean will not be happy, but he’ll have to get over it. It’s only one night.” He leered seductively, “We’ll make do, somehow. At least it’s cozy, no place for little Mrs. Dean to escape. BLMD will like that.”

I noticed one side of the bed was pushed against the wall and immediately understood what he meant. I felt a flood of need wash over me thinking of myself pinned against that wall, impaled on Xavier’s cock. I did my best to ignore the sensations, or we’d be going at each other again. Something about him made me ravenous.

“Little Mrs. Dean had better be careful and treat Little Mr. Dean nicely, so he’ll do the same.” Xavier looked at me with a smoldering glare, “BLMD isn’t always very nice I’m afraid.” His face broke into a devilish grin.

“I don’t know why you wouldn’t let me pay for the room. I could afford much better than this and still stay incognito. There’s no way your father would know how much cash I was getting out of an ATM, that’s highly illegal.” He seemed pretty upset.

“You can get cash later, just before we leave. I’m sure, if he suspects you’re with me, he’s tracking your debit card use. He’s done it before, and he’s always watching my money; that’s why I took it all out in Vegas. The ATM had a limit, but it was high enough to be my whole savings. If you take your money out now, there’s a chance he could have someone follow you, but if you take it out at a bank when we leave tomorrow, we’ll be gone before anyone notices.” I hoped he understood my logic.

“Smart girl,” he conceded. “Well, let’s spend as little time in this room as we possibly can. I saw a nice restaurant as we drove up; I can at least take you out to a fancy dinner. I have plenty of cash for that.” 

I hated to turn him down again. “Yes, but maybe someone will recognize you …” my voice trailed off.

“Okay, you name the place.” His smile was forced, but I appreciated the effort.

“Let’s just go out and see what’s around; there were a lot of little places on the way over here.” I gave him an impish smile and grabbed his hand.

“You have no idea how dangerous you are, Arcadia. Forget the trouble with your father and real criminals, you’re tempting me to eat street food and commune with the locals. I must admit, this will be a first.” His face crumbled a little with embarrassment.

“I’m shocked,” I teased as I grabbed his hand and walked him out the door.

As soon as we exited the motel, the hot summer air hit our faces. It felt thick and heavy, but there was a breeze and the vibrancy of the city invigorated our skin. In the distance, I heard a guitar playing. “Let’s go!” I exclaimed dragging Xavier with me, feeling lightness and happiness for the first time since all of this began.

We weren’t drunk, but I was as carefree with him as we had been in Vegas. For the moment, nothing impeded my joyful feelings. We rounded the corner into a grotto, and there a guitarist played a lively tune; beside him was a violinist and a singer. A small gathering of people sat at tables in front of a makeshift shack where a woman was making food with her husband. The offerings they cooked up looked fresh and delicious.

“This is the place,” I said bringing Xavier to a table tucked in the corner. His eyes were wide and a little fearful.

“I’ll order us some food.” He was reluctant, but I was happy to see him play along. Xavier ordered many dishes that looked amazing and two cold beers.

“Sorry, they didn’t have any wine,” he said apologetically as he set the many plates of food down on the small table and offered me one of the beers.

“No worries, cold beer is perfect. How did you carry all of these?” I’d stepped away to the small public restroom after he went for the food. When I came back, he was balancing several plates.

“Carefully,” his voice was exasperated, but not unhappy.

The violinist had joined the guitarist, and their music was gentle and romantic.

“Well, thank you. I would’ve helped, but my bladder hates me,” I said, helping him to arrange the plates.

The singer finally joined the other two musicians. Her voice was soulful and sexy. 

“This is nice,” Xavier confessed, sitting next to me. “I’m pleasantly surprised.”

“You need to get out and live a little more,” I teased, taking a fork and stabbing a piece of spiced meat and putting it in my mouth. It burst with flavor. “Wow, yum. You have to try this.”

He took my fork and the half-eaten piece of meat and popped it in his mouth. It was sexy, him eating my food. 

“Oh, this is good. I like,” he continued talking while eating his bite, “to be lavished. I work hard for the finest things. My life is devoted to creating luxury and quality. However, I can see the merit in branching out a little.” His eyes regarded me kindly, with something resembling love. “When this is over though, I promise, I will treat you to the night of your life. You, my dear, deserve to feel what it’s like to have the finest.” His hand outstretched to mine and stroked my skin.

His eyes danced in the low light of the setting sun, and I felt my heart seize. Don’t fall in love; don’t fall in love, I cautioned myself, not heeding a word of my own warning. I stared back for a beat too long … as did he. We both went back to our food and focused our attention on the singer.

“She’s quite good,” he segued.

Beside us, an old couple got out of their chairs and helped each other to the small clearing before the performers. They were ancient, but beautiful dancing together. It hurt my heart even more. That’s what I wanted … exactly that. I flashed Xavier a cautious smile as another couple joined them. I took a deep breath to stabilize my heart. 

We ate a few more bites as I watched the couples gather. “It’s like an old romantic foreign movie. I didn’t expect things happened like this in real life. It must be nice to be so old and in love,” I said, instantly regretting it.

“Oh, I don’t know. Crusty old man sex doesn’t sound so appealing,” he said. 

I hoped he was teasing. “Eww … well, now I can’t look at them,” I sighed. “And it was all so romantic; now all I can see is elephant skin and pickles.”

He burst into laughter. “BLMD certainly will never succumb to such a fate,” he teased. 

“Lucky for the shriveled up old lady he’ll get to bed for the rest of his life.” My voice was flat but wistful. “Guaranteed Little Mrs. Dean is going to end up pruney.” 

I returned to my food, trying to block out the romance around us, my heart in my throat. Xavier must have sensed my melancholy because I felt his strong soft hand moving up and down my arm.

“Do you want to dance?” His voice was soft and thick.

“Not if you don’t want to.” I backed away, giving him space.

“Arcadia …” 

I looked at him, my gaze distant and guarded. 

“I will never ask you something I don’t want. I don’t waste my time doing things I won’t enjoy, and I wouldn’t set myself up for misery. I’m much too selfish for that kind of altruism.” His face was soft but serious.

I swallowed. “Yes, I’d like to dance.”

With that, he took my hand and led me to the dance floor. Soon all eyes were on us. I let my head lilt to his shoulder and enjoyed his nearness, the music, and the atmosphere. At some point, the owners of the grotto restaurant had put out candles, and everything glittered. Xavier and I danced for hours, we drank beer and talked about our dreams and desires. He wanted to branch into women’s wear, and I wanted to be a part of a scientific research team. We spent very little time on the topic of children, but I told him I really wanted them. He didn’t balk at the idea. By the end of the night, I knew him better, and he knew and understood me more. We were still oil and water, but somehow, at least for the time we had together, we were the perfect mix.

 





Chapter 19

 

Xavier

I had an incredible night with Arcadia; she was effervescent and beautiful. I never thought dancing in a decrepit little corner of a foreign country would be as thrilling as it was, but it wasn’t the mediocre musicians who were novel and interesting at best. Arcadia was the one who brightened up the space. Her beautiful smile, her sense of adventure, and the love blooming from her heart were what made the evening. All night she swiveled her hips with abandon, carefree and beautiful, twirling around dancing as if no one was watching. She may not have had any formal dance training, but her body knew how to move.

I could better understand how people fell in love with Latin America. The pulsing music, vibrant colors, and spicy food brought out the best in Arcadia who seemed to be an expression of all of it; boundless joy and exuberance radiated off her like waves of magic. 

When I got back to the motel, I knew she was tired, and as much as I wanted to make love to her in our tiny crazy room, I also wanted her to sleep. I was doubtful that she slept well for her two days on the bus, and I knew how little we slept the night before that. She dropped her clothes and placed them neatly on the chair and only wore her lacy underwear to bed. 

“I still haven’t seen you in my boy shorts,” I whispered in her ear as I angled in closer. 

“Do you want me to change?” she asked with a sleepy grog.

“I don’t ever want you to change,” I answered, not truly answering her question as I kissed her cheek.

“Does LBD whatever, what to play?” She was so tired and groggy she mumbled most of the sentence. 

I planted a kiss on her soft, warm lips. I was content to sleep next to her to watch her get much-needed rest knowing she was safe in my arms. “No, Big Little Mr. Dean wants you to sleep well.” I kissed her neck and wrapped my arms around her.

“Good night, Xavier,” she barely said.

“Good night my love,” I returned, but she was already fast asleep.

We slept peacefully all night long. I loved the feel of her body next to mine, and while the place was a shack in the middle of a crazy, bustling city, I was glad she insisted we stay there. I did feel safer as if we were no one in particular, having an adventure. She was right; no one recognized me all night, and most likely they wouldn’t. This wasn’t my client base. That gave me a deep level of peace. It felt good going off the grid; it felt liberating and safe.

We woke up at mid-morning, still fairly tired. I regretted not having a big beautiful bath to play in to invigorate us, but the tiny shower stall would have to do; it’d be quick, but would get the job done.

“What time do we have to catch the bus?” I asked her, not letting her know there was no way I was getting on a bus for two days.

“It leaves at two o’clock. What time is it?” She looked a little worried.

“It’s only eleven; we have time.” I smiled, my morning wood jutting out proudly between us.

She looked at it and smiled. “Big Little Mr. Dean is awake I see,” she said as she wiggled her body on my rigid cock.

“He is,” I wiggled back as I lifted her leg over mine and slid my fingers along Arcadia’s pussy, which was already damp. “Little Mrs. Dean needs some encouragement,” I commented as I slid down her body and feasted on the folds of her delicate skin.

I lapped her up with my tongue, tasting every part of her tender region. I then darted my tongue into her knowing it would send her over the edge, and it did. She called out my name, grabbed my hair, and I shifted back up to her, lifted her leg higher and slid my cock into her ever so slowly. Her moans of pleasure and pain made me ever more erect. I took my time entering her, feeling her pussy hug ever ridge and valley of my veined rod. 

I didn’t think it was possible for her to feel tighter, but she did; it was incredible. I waited until I was seated in her fully before I started to rock back and forth as she issued a few groans and mewls of ecstasy. She kissed my neck and slid her tongue down my chest to each of my nipples, sending bolts of heat to my cock as a call to move faster.

I wouldn’t be hard fucking her this morning, this was going to be a soft and sensual burn, flaming the ever-growing heat between us. I moved out slowly as she bit her lip feeling every inch of me. Again in and out, gently as she met my dance with pulsing thrusts of her own. I wasn’t wearing a condom, so I had to be mindful of my own passions. I couldn’t let myself get carried away, but my movements involuntarily quickened as I rolled her closer laying, side by side, face to face, our legs tangled in one another I thrust, and she pulsed until we were twirled in knots. 

Her kissing stopped as she concentrated on the pleasure overwhelming her. “Oh, my God, Xavier,” she sang as her body convulsed and constricted around my cock, her face flush with delight, her ambrosia coating me as I felt my own release welling. 

I didn’t want to pull out of her, not then, and perhaps not ever. I loved being joined, a part of her, skin to skin, soul to soul. Despite my reluctance, I wasn’t ready to be a father, and Arcadia had enough complicating her life, so I slowly eased out of her as she sucked in air, coming down from her high. I ejaculated on her belly, letting my cum coat her stomach. 

Her fingers swirled in my spunk as if to massage it into her skin, her bright smile delightful and sated with love. I kissed her hot forehead and rolled off the tiny bed.

“We need a shower before we go,” I said. “Up and at um. The shower is small, but we’ll both fit.” I was commanding and dominating again, back to my comfort zone.

“Can’t we just stay in bed a few minutes more?” she begged like a child.

“If you want to smell like sex on the bus, by all means, stay in bed,” I said as I walked into the bathroom, expecting her to follow me.

I stepped into the shower, which was barely big enough for me and was grateful for Arcadia’s slim size. She followed close behind me and wrangled her way in. As soon as the warm water hit our skin, we laughed.

“Um, maybe we should take turns.” She giggled as her body hit my hardening cock as she turned to the soap dish, her ass on my cock as she grabbed for the shampoo. 

I was always able to go for at least two or more rounds, but I never recalled recovering as fast as I had with Arcadia. My cock was semi hard by the time her perfect ass knocked it. She started washing her hair, turning back around, arousing my cock more to hand me the shampoo.

“Do you want me to wash your hair,” she asked, suds frothing all over her curly locks. 

I considered the offer and decided it was best to have her wash me, that way her gorgeous body would be in the perfect place to arouse my cock into action. 

“Please,” I said, bringing her in closer so she could feel my growing desire as I moved my body along hers.

She understood my meaning immediately and started to wash my hair and grind on me at the same time. It didn’t take long before both of us were covered in suds and my cock was ready for her again. She washed the shampoo all over my body, knowing it was more viscous than soap, smart girl. She paid close attention to my cock which was wanting her again.

I took the shampoo bottle out of her hands and put it back on the shelf.

“Thank you, Arcadia. You’ve got my cock all nice and clean, now to return the favor,” I purred as I turned her back around so that wonderful ass was on me and lifted her leg. My hand generously lathered her pussy, and I slid myself into her heaven. 

This time, it was fast and furious, the was little room for much else. I pushed her into the shower wall and fucked her hard from behind. She couldn’t spread very wide in this position, so she was tight and felt every inch of me. Her head angled back to my shoulder, and I held her steady as my cock pulsed and jumped, slamming into her with powerful strokes.

“Xavier,” she yelled, her head angled back to my ear. “Please …” she braced herself against the wall, “slow down a little.” 

It hit me like an avalanche; I was hurting her. I eased up and caught my breath. I didn’t pull out of her, but I slowed down and massaged her ravaged pussy with my cock, easing her pain.

“I’m sorry; I got carried away,” I confessed as she laughed, meeting my pace with her own sweet movements.

“It’s okay.” She set the speed, and I let her. 

It was soft and loving as her pussy stroked the length of my hardness, up and down until she was breathing steadier. She slipped herself off of me, and my cock bounced out of her. She turned to face me and kissed my chest as her hand gently put me inside of her again. When she had me in comfortably, she lifted one leg and then the other. My hands immediately went to her ass to support her weight as I pressed her against the wall.

“The other position was uncomfortable, this feels better. Go for it, jackhammer away,” she nipped my chin.

“Are you sure? You’re not hurt?” I was worried.

“Nope, I’m all yours.” 

With that, I did pick up my pace again but never slammed into her. Instead, I made love with firm gentle strokes until she bit my shoulder and found her release. Surprised by the feral biting, I almost came in her, but was able to pop out of her as my seed shot against the shower wall. I loved this position because even though I had to leave her, I was still holding her close. Everything swirled around me, her magic filling the room.

I set her down. “Do we really have to take the bus?” I asked kissing one of the breasts presented before me.

“I can’t take a plane. He’ll have people already looking for me. They’ll know if I book a flight or get on a plane. Things that are easy to track, like credit card use, things online, transportation, he can use to find me. They may not be looking at buses and trains right now, but they’ll definitely be searching airline passenger databases.

“Ugh, the thought of all those hours on a bus.” I was whining I knew it, but seriously, it was a hard concept to stomach.

The water cascaded down our soapy bodies washing away the suds and our lovemaking funk. She luxuriated in the water, rolling her head and letting it cascade through her hair before she faced me.

“Are you finished showering?” she asked in a bright and happy tone.

“Are you?” I asked in response.

“I am,” she said as she turned off the water and stepped out. 

I followed behind her, handing her a towel. The towels were horrid little scratchy square pieces of fabric. I dried off as quickly as I could. I didn’t unpack in this little hellhole, so I retrieved underwear from my bag, one pair for me and one for her.

“Here, these will be more comfortable on the trip,” I teased as I tossed her a pair. “Hopefully, they’ll also keep Big Little Mr. Dean away from you for a while.” Her face fell some at the idea of it.

“Ah, he’s not that bad, just a little naughty and very demanding.” Her face scrunched into a funny grimace. 

She put on the boy short underwear and looked adorable; she had the perfect body for them. I was definitely going to be creating a line for women as soon as I got back to the office.

As she was toweling her hair, I watched her body change from the happy, fun girl I was falling in love with to someone a little quieter and more refined.

“Thank you for finding me and for giving me one of the best nights I’ve ever had. Actually, two of the best nights, if you consider our wedding.” Her smile was loving and beautiful. 

I always saw her as fun, flirty, and wild, but the woman standing before me with rings of golden wet hair, wearing boy’s boxer briefs, was a woman, a powerful being in charge of her world and her destiny.

“No need to thank me, love. I thought we’ve already covered that.” I wanted to sound more loving than I actually did, but I didn’t need or want any more of her gratitude. I would have done what I did for her over and over again. I was realizing this when she continued.

 “You should go back to San Francisco, Xavier. You don’t belong on a two-day bus ride; you’ll never survive. You barely could make it through a night of street food and beer. The food you get on the road is a thousand times worse. You need to be in your studio making clothes that men adore and women adore men in. You have more billboards to shoot and famous people to dress. You shouldn’t be hiding.” 

I had no idea where she was going with all of this, but I hated the sound of it. “And neither should you, but when necessity calls.” I felt a strange fear ice my veins. 

“You shouldn’t be caught up in all of this. I appreciate all you’ve done for me, and I’ve loved every minute with you, but the more we do this, the more I want it, so it’s best if you just go back to San Francisco. It’ll be easier for me that way. We can have our marriage annulled anytime. And the tattoo … there are places—”

I cut her off. “What the hell are you talking about?” I stepped into my jeans and threw a shirt on as I approached her. “Has something changed?”

Tears welled in her eyes but didn’t fall. “I can’t do this. I can’t run from my dad and not fall in love with you at the same time. I’m not built that way. I’m not … I’m not going to be able to walk away from this easily.” She hung her head, presumably feeling some sort of shame.

“I see,” I said softly as I touched her shoulder; she stood strong. “And you think I should go back to San Francisco because I’ve fucked you and had my night, and the marriage and the tattoo are complications, but can easily be remedied?” I wanted to sound cold and ridiculous.

“I’m sorry about them, I was just so drunk.” Her strength was waning some.

“Yes, you made me do these things as if you had the power to control my every move.” I was being a cold bastard, but I needed her to hear it this way, so she would understand my truth.

She stayed silent. I picked up the bag of things I’d bought for her and pulled out the red dress, my favorite, and handed it to her. 

She looked at it. “I can’t wear this on the bus.” Her eyes were wide and scolding … but mostly she was rather incensed.

“I’m taking the rest of these with me, payback for you stealing my favorite pair of pants.” I grabbed her backpack. “And since I’m married to you, fifty percent of this backpack is mine as well.”

“You’re being childish, Xavier. I can’t wear this on the bus, I’ll … it’s not appropriate.” There was a tinge of desperation in her voice. “May I please have a pair of pants? I promise to pay you back for them.” The sadness in her tone was killing me.

“Put the dress on, Arcadia,” I commanded, my alpha-maleness leading the conversation.

I had wanted to surprise her, so I played along with her little bus plan, but I’d made arrangements the day before for a more efficient and equally safe mode of transit. Having her want to end it all so abruptly because she was afraid of getting too close or feeling what was building between us was sad. Sad I had such an abysmal reputation and sad she thought of herself as just one of the many women I’d dated.

I traveled across country lines to ensure her safety; she had to know she was more to me, and yet why would she? All I’d really done was have sex with her and a night of dancing. I hadn’t told her that any of this was more than temporary, or even that I’d try and consider more with her. I explained I’d stay married for convenience and her safety, but not because I saw any merit in marrying her. Granted, I wasn’t ready for anything long-lasting or permanent, but I was willing to try towards that goal. In fact, seeing her face me, ready to throw me out, was the moment when I knew I’d do more than try. 

“Xavier, can I please have my money and a set of clothes.” Her voice was trembling, and I could see the tears start to fall.

“No,” I said softly as I turned, opened the door, slung her backpack over my shoulder, grabbed my suitcase, and walked out.

“Xavier!” she called after me but was naked except for her underwear.

I heard her race to catch up with me down the hall. She wasn’t wearing her shoes, so she struggled to put them on as she ran. I darted for the limousine waiting in front of the motel. A driver stood with the door open, and she stopped in her tracks when she saw me standing there, holding her backpack out like bait. She had the red dress on, and as I suspected, she looked amazing in it, like a goddess in scarlet.

“No, Mrs. Dean. I am not going back to San Francisco. I am getting in this car with you, and we are going to Costa Rica. I promise you will be safe and protected. I am not getting on a bus anytime soon; you’re very right about that. You now have a choice. Get in the car and stop pushing me away or stay here and find your way to Costa Rica wearing the sexiest dress I’ve ever seen on a human being. So, good luck getting anywhere in that dress.” I gave her a seductive smile. 

People passing by were watching us.

“You are a horrible person,” she pouted.

“Husband,” I corrected. “I’m a horrible husband. Now get in the car; you’re causing a scene. You’re the one who doesn’t want to be noticed.” I winked at her, making sure she knew I wasn’t a complete bastard.

 





Chapter 20

 

Arcadia

I wasn’t sure what to make of what was happening, but Xavier stood there holding my backpack and my clothes. The door to the limo was open and waiting for me to get in. I knew he wouldn’t want to put me in any unnecessary jeopardy, so I grabbed my backpack from him, stuck my tongue out, hoping he appreciated the playful gesture and slid into the soft leather seats. The driver took Xavier’s bag and put it in the trunk and then closed the door. 

“Wise choice,” Xavier noted as he pulled out his cell phone. “I need to make one call, Mrs. Dean, then we’ll discuss your behavior.”

I crossed my arms in front of me and glared.

“It’s an important call,” he glared back. 

I almost burst out laughing; I tried to contain it, but it was hard. He definitely caught me.

“Hey Damon, it’s Xavier. Okay, I’m in the car, and she’s fine; she agreed to come.” There was a pause. I pursed my lips and glared harder. “Yes, she’s in the car,” again he mimicked my expression, “and we’re leaving Mexico now. Everything else is arranged. So from now on, you cannot reach me at this number; you have to use the private number I gave you yesterday. Christopher Saint? Yes, have my money transferred into the Christopher Saint account, and I’ll be conducting all my business while in Costa Rica under that name. 

Please make sure my assistant knows all the details so we’re ready to go. I’ll be turning this phone off, and Xavier Dean will go rogue in about five minutes. Yes, as soon as we get to Costa Rica and get settled, I’ll handle all of their questions. Xavier Dean will be at your wedding in a few days, but I’m heading back right after the reception. I hope you’re okay with that.” He looked at me, and I stared back, shocked by the conversation I was overhearing. “Thanks, Damon, thanks for understanding. I’ll see you in a few days.” With that, he turned off his phone and put it into his pocket.

“Arcadia,” his voice was stern and almost angry. “First, I understand you think I’ll fuck and dump you the minute I’m finished with you. I do have a pretty horrific reputation with women. Until I met you, I had no problem with it. I didn’t have to answer to anyone for the choices I’d made. I understand it must be what you expected from me, although I hoped I was showing myself to be a better man. Apparently, I have not. I’m not going to ditch you and run off after having fucked my fill of you.”

My eyes widened at his directness. “Okay,” I whispered, feeling tense, my heart fluttering.

“I’ve only had one relationship that meant anything. She was the love of my life. Her name was Lauren; she died on a plane I had chartered. Her death was unexpected and tragic and part of me died with her. I never wanted to feel that desperate, torturous despair again. It was convenient not to love; it made it easier to bear the loss. After knowing you for just three days, I can’t say if you’re the woman I’m meant to stay married to, but I’m willing to consider it. I want to explore this. I’m not interested in ending our relationship, despite the deep and unsettling feelings I have for you. Love is uncomfortable, but I’m willing to try. As I said before, we need to communicate with one another. I appreciate you telling me this morning I can go back to San Francisco, but the next time you tell me to leave, I expect you to mean it; otherwise, be honest. I’m falling in love with you. I’m overwhelmed with emotions I cannot express, so when you tell me to leave, it hurts.” His eyes were intense and soulful.

I nodded. “I’m sorry.” I wanted to say he was scrambling my brain and making it impossible for me to find my balance, but instead, I went with my heart. “You’re a famous man, known everywhere, and I’m just me. I love who I am. I’m enough for myself, but somehow I don’t feel like I’m enough for you.” My gut tightened saying it, and I thought I might pass out.

He took my hand and smoothed his thumb over my knuckles. “I like control. I demand the finest of everything; I work too hard. I’ll let you take the reins sometimes but not as much as you’ll want. You’re going to hate me for that. I’ll want to have sex with you all the time, especially if you allow me to dress you. I don’t let go very easily. I’m not an adventurer. I like things exactly my way; I don’t understand the idea of wiggle room. I’m too much for anyone. Be gentle with me, and perhaps I’ll learn to be enough for you.” With that, he took my hand and kissed it. “... and I promise to be honest.” 

I leaned in and kissed his mouth, his soft, rugged mouth and melted. I was so dazed by all his confessions, I didn’t even notice we’d arrived at a tiny airport. My heart raced, but I let go and trusted him. He wouldn’t knowingly put me in danger. The car pulled up to a small tarmac where one solitary plane sat, engines ready.

“We’re here,” he announced as the car pulled up beside the plane.

“Xavier?” My mouth must have been hanging open. “What is that?

“A private jet. Not mine, although I own two, from a company I trust. Today, Christopher Saint and Elyse McGinty are going to San Jose, Costa Rica for a vacation.” He smiled. “Shall we?” he extended his hand, and I took it as we headed toward the plane.

“McGinty?” I almost laughed at the name.

 “One sees it and moves on. It conjures quite an image, perhaps a buxom Irish lass, certainly not a hot, surfer chic with a master’s degree.” He gestured for me to ascend the steps in front of him.

“... almost a master’s degree. Don’t think I didn’t notice you named yourself Saint.” I cleared my throat in consternation.

“But of course, I did,” He slapped my ass as he walked up the stairs behind me.  

Inside, the plane was camel-colored leather with gold finishing; it was complete and total opulence. 

The smartly uniformed woman who greeted us was beautiful and officious. “Welcome aboard Mr. Saint, Ms. McGinty.” I tried not to snicker; it took all my effort. “Make yourselves at home. The trip to San Jose will be three hours and five minutes. I know you requested not to be disturbed during your flight; however, the breakfast you ordered will be served before we take off. If you require anything else, please feel free to use the call button. Otherwise, we’ll not be interrupting your flight.”

“Thank you, Angelica,” Xavier said, reading the woman’s name badge. “I doubt we’ll be needing any further assistance.” His voice was warm but firm.

“Very well sir, we’ll be departing soon.” With that she smiled and closed the door behind her, leaving us alone.

I looked around the plane; there were a few seats, a table with some chairs, and a couch. I sat down on the couch. “This is amazing.” I smiled.

“Oh, you haven’t seen the amazing part yet,” Xavier corrected as he gently took my hand and dragged me off the couch.

Behind an accordion door, was a king sized bed, beautifully lit with low amber lighting.

“Um, what kind of plane is this?” I asked, eyeing Xavier with suspicion.

“The kind where we won’t be disturbed, for three hours and five minutes.” He had the Devil in his eye. “They’re known for their discretion.”

“Have you brought many women on planes like this one?” I don’t know why I asked the question, but it just blurted out.

“Do you want to know about the other women I’ve had on a plane like this one?” In the spirit of honesty, I guess he was going there.

“Not particularly no. It’s just … um, well if there have been others …” Yikes, I was really struggling.

“Worried you might be seen as the flavor of the month? Ms. McGinty?” 

Yep, that’s what I was worried about. “I am a little.” I hated to admit it. “I think I’m okay with it, but I’m not sure. It’s the first glimpse I’ve seen of your world. I don’t really know how to operate … the way you do, I guess.” God, I was so nervous, my armpits were starting to perspire.

“I’ve not been on this particular plane with another woman, but I’ve used this company for their impeccable discretion on several occasions. Many men of my standing, who are as recognized as I am, have used their services. My guess is, though, given how hot you look in this dress, there’s no doubt in their minds about what we’ll be doing. We don’t have to do it, but I promise you, there won’t be one person on this plane who doesn’t think we’re having sex during this flight. Given it’s our “vacation” and all, it would seem reasonable. However, if that makes you uncomfortable, you can change into jeans, and we’ll open the doors and watch a movie, in full view of everyone, so there won’t be one single person who thinks you came on this plane to fuck me.” His smile was sensual and feral. “Your call.”

I looked at him, took a deep breath, and closed my eyes … and just as I was about to say something, his arms encircled me.

“You’re not a whore, Arcadia. I’m not going to treat you like one. If you’d like to make love to me after breakfast, I’d love it. If you want to see Avengers or the Notebook instead, I’m good with that too. You’re my wife; I want to have you on that bed, the floor, in the cockpit, but I’m giving you a choice … at least I’m trying.”

I kissed his cheek. “I’d like to make love after breakfast, Mr. Saint.” I flashed him a smoldering look and brushed my hand across his stomach, which he grabbed and kissed. 

“You look good enough to eat, so I wouldn’t get too close to BLMD, he’s hungry,” Xavier rasped in a deep throaty tone, dripping with sexual tension.

A nervous laugh escaped my lips. “Let’s eat then.”

“Good plan.” Xavier was funny; he was trying to be cool and light-hearted, which often seemed more like a sexually repressed control freak.

We ate a delicious array of food, fresh fruit, pastries, eggs, bacon, sausage. I tried not to stuff myself, but I was hungry, and the food was the best I’d had in days. In the main cabin there was light music playing, and as we sat down to our seats, the captain’s voice came over the speakers.

“Welcome aboard, Ms. McGinty and Mr. Saint, we hope you enjoy your flight with us. I kindly ask that you wear your seatbelts during takeoff and landing. We are next for takeoff, and I anticipate our departure time to be in five minutes. Please enjoy your flight and contact the attendant if you need anything.”

Xavier leaned over to a small button on the wall and said, “Thank you, Captain Rudd.”

You couldn’t slap the smile off my face as I ate one last piece of watermelon. “This is so crazy.” I shook my head.

“No, crazy is riding on a bus for two days. This is fun,” he said taking another piece of watermelon and painting my lips with the juice.

I stuck my tongue out and sucked it gently as Xavier nodded to my ear and whispered, “As soon as we are in the air, Mrs. Dean, you’re mine.”

I felt wetness saturate my boxer briefs and bit the watermelon as he grabbed my pussy, checking to see if I was ready for him. He slipped one finger into the leg of my boxers and up to my dripping wet hole as the plane slowly started moving on the runway. A lip came up on the table automatically to keep the food from falling off it, and as we gained speed, he slipped a second finger in. As soon as we angled toward the sky on liftoff, he dove his fingers into me.

“I’m going to fuck you silly,” he growled as he swirled a third finger in. I gritted my teeth at the added digit. 

The pressure of the plane’s ascent and the movement of his fingers created an intense and deeply personal arousal. The higher the plane went, the deeper his fingers dove. Massaging my clit with his thumb, he gently pulled his fingers out and pushed them in, over and over until I spilled myself in a subtle climax that gripped my entire being. I grabbed his wayward hand as I rode the tide of ecstasy. As soon as we were level in the air, his fingers stopped. I was dizzy and winded as he pulled them out of me and licked my arousal off of them. “Delicious.” 

I shuddered and crossed my eyes at the sight of him licking my wetness off of his fingers.

He didn’t laugh, but I could see a twinkle in his eye. “Would you like some more?” he asked, his voice heady and dark.

“Food?” I breathed, my skin still prickling with sensation, coming off my climax. “Not really.”

 He stood up and stretched his arms to the sky, his erection jutting right into my face. “Perhaps, something else then.” His hands came down, and he raked his wet fingers through my hair, scenting me with my own essence.

I leaned in and kissed the tip of his dick over his jeans as my finger caressed the outline of his cock through the fabric. “I want this,” I poked his cock, playfully.

“And this wants you.” He thrust himself forward, hitting my mouth with his stone hardness. 

I reached to unzip his jeans, but he stopped me. “There are cameras in this part of the plane, love. Perhaps we should take this someplace more private.” A flash of embarrassment rolled over me, and I must have flushed a thousand shades of red.

He offered his hand, and I followed him to the bedroom.

 





Chapter 21

 

Xavier

I loved her innocence. She wasn’t a virgin, and she’d been a good sport in accommodating my needs. I gave her a lot of credit for going along with my licentiousness, especially with as much as I’d wanted her body and because she had to grapple with my size. When I saw her ass in the air in Vegas, I’d pictured a sexual vixen. She was a free spirit and a lovely, playful person, but sexual vixen was a bit of a stretch for her. I wanted her to feel loved, so knowing there were cameras in the main cabin, I didn’t want her on display.

The bedroom didn’t have cameras for that very reason. There were call buttons all over the room, but no cameras. The bedroom had many amenities offered specifically for this service. There was an alcohol cabinet with a variety of cocktail choices, a lingerie shelf which was filled with lingerie in Arcadia’s size. My favorite brand of condom was available in all of the drawers as well as brand new sex toys still wrapped in plastic. I wasn’t sure I was going to be able to get Arcadia to try any of the toys they had on offer, but perhaps she’d try one. I had a favorite I really wanted her to experience if she was up for it.

She was already flying on the high of her climax, so I led her to the bedroom and lifted her beautiful red dress over her head. I wanted to be more sensual about it, but I didn’t have the patience, I had to get my cock in her as fast as I could. I laid her on the bed and stripped her of her wet boxers, the dampness staining the fabric dark. She cringed seeing the wet spot her arousal had created. 

“Oh yuck.” She covered her face and shook her head. “It looks like I peed my pants,” she commented.

“It looks like you like me,” I teased, tossing them to the ground and jumping onto the bed next to her.

I flipped on my back and wiggled out of my jeans, grabbing my shorts on their way down. My angry cock sprang to life looking more engorged and ready than I’d remembered seeing it. I left my shirt on to save time. I bent over and kissed Arcadia’s sweet mouth and fucked her with my tongue, simulating sex in her mouth. This made her writhe and undulate beside me. When she came up for air, her hand gently caressed my face.

“I’m not going anywhere.” She kissed my lips. “We’re a million miles up in the sky; you can take your time.”

I laughed. “You bring out the beast in me, Arcadia.” I let my hand course over her soft skin.

“The beast indeed …” Her hand coursed down to my hard cock as her fingers coated the pre-cum dribbling out over my painfully swollen head. 

“Ugh,” I groaned. “Best you leave him alone if you want me to go slow.” 

It wasn’t a threat, but it felt like one. Her hand left my cock and smeared the cum over my chest hair, then reclaimed my mouth, softer and more gently than I had taken hers. Her watermelon infused tongue made tender, loving strokes. I pressed my cock into her belly and spread her ass cheeks wide, so I could finger her beautiful puckering hole. 

“What are you doing?” she broke our kiss to question, cautiously.

Heat danced over my skin. “I thought we might play with some … toys.” I swallowed.

“What kind of toys?” She sounded more like a scolding mother than a curious lover.

“One’s that go in here,” I whispered, drifting my finger over the soft entrance to her ass. “It feels amazing.”

“And you’ve played with these kinds of toys? So you know?” She sounded surprised.

“Um … I’ve appreciated them on others.” I could tell she wasn’t really into the idea, so I reached to the chest of drawers next to the bed and pulled out a condom and a pink crystal butt plug. 

The plug was the smallest of the three offered. She looked at it and raised her eyebrows. “I have choices, right?” 

“Always,” I confirmed for her, hoping she’d play with me.

She took the condom from my hand and opened it. “First, I will put this on you,” there was a sexy command to her voice, “and … regarding My Little Butt Plug in your other hand there, it’s going to be a pass. Thank you for thinking of me, but I’m not ready for a unicorn colored apparatus up my wazoo. Your finger is okay, but little miss butt plug has to go.” She smiled and winked at me.

“Maybe another day?” I was hopeful.

“Um … only if I can use one on you too. The day you’re ready for that is the day I am.” 

I think I loved her a little more for her challenge to me. “Challenge accepted … one day.” With that, I laid back on the bed and let my cock fly high. “I’m ready when you are,” I said as I anticipated her touch.

Her fingers were soft and warm on my skin as they gently rolled the condom over my hungry cock. She let them tickle down to my balls as she lovingly scooped the heavy sacks up and gently rolled them in her palms.

“What you do to me, Arcadia,” I barely breathed, “it’s indescribable.”

She kissed the tip of my cock and pulled my legs up as she massaged my stomach and inner thighs. She then continued back down to my balls again, neglecting the one part of me that wanted her more than anything. She’d lightly touch my erection, then go back to massaging my balls, my inner thighs, my stomach. I almost came just with her light touch and gentle massaging. Sending me into a state of euphoria, her hands pressed my legs further apart, and I obliged.

Then, without warning or conversation, she licked her finger and pressed it against the hole of my ass. I then understood what she meant about the sensation; it felt violating and exciting at the same time. It was forbidden and decadent, and yet it sparked a need in me so dire I almost begged her to fuck me with her finger. 

She played with my hole just the way I had with hers; however, she didn’t open me up lewdly as I did. When her finger slid inside of my ass, that was it, I almost shot my load without even having touched her. She coursed her finger in and out of me, slowly, and that was all I needed …

“Someday,” I growled and hoisted her up from her ministrations. I couldn’t wait anymore. I brought her between my legs and positioned her on my chest.

“What? You don’t want me to find a He-man butt plug in that little drawer of pleasures?” she teased. “I’ll wear one if you do.” Her eyes were sinister and full of desire. 

“No, I need you now!” I commanded but backed off some, “Please.”

She kissed my lips and neck, bit my earlobe, kissed my shoulder, my clavicle, my nipples, my belly button, then ran her fingers through the hair on my chest. Then with torturous slowness, she mounted me, letting herself slip down lazily. My hands grabbed her hips to make her go faster, but she only held my hands and then dove forward, lifted them up and pinned them to the pillow beside my head, her beautiful breasts in my face.

I took a hard suck on each one to alleviate the tension mounting in my cock. Like a ballerina, she danced up and down on me slowly, then faster and faster until I was begging again, “Let me take you,” as I tried to wiggle my arms free.

Honestly, I could have thrown her off easily, but I loved her being in control, only I’d reached a fevered pitch, and I needed to regain the top. Her body let up one tiny inch, and that was all I needed. I rolled her over and slammed into home realizing I was going too fast again seeing the concerned look on her face. I slowed down and offered her gentle pulses in reconciliation for my hard thrusting. I pumped myself in and out of her in small blasts until I saw her face flush and recognized the telltale signs of the climax brewing within. I brought her legs up, so I could dive in deeper, yet still gentle as I angled her back into my lap. She wiggled herself on me, trying to find a comfortable spot. 

I could have stayed with her like that forever; I couldn’t get close enough. If I could have crawled right into her skin, I would have. My mouth claimed her again as I climaxed hard in her as she did the same, her pussy sucking at me hungrily as I shot a hard load into the condom. I pumped and pumped her until there was nothing left of me. We both fell onto the bed, exhausted.

I stayed inside of her as long as I could, long after my thick cock had deflated. We just stayed next to each other, breathing hard, hands on each other’s bodies, touching, loving, caressing. Words being too much, I pulled out of her, and her face winced a little at the loss of me. I wanted to tell her I loved her, that she was a delight to my mind, body, and soul, but I didn’t share the words coursing through my head. I stayed silent, and so did she. 

I let my body talk for me as I cupped her breast and kissed it, my tongue arousing it into a hard little bud. My hand did the work on the other nipple. We were hot and smelled like sex; I always needed a shower after lovemaking, so I kissed her breast and got out of bed.

“I need a shower; care to join me?” I asked, with my arm extended.

“Oh, Xavier, I can’t possibly have any more playtime with your cock. Me and my pussy are completely finished for the day.” She smiled, tired and glowing.

“Just a wash, love, I promise.” 

She eyed me wearily. “Just a wash,” she said getting out of bed.

With that, we took a shower together. I made sure to soap and love every inch of her body, and she did the same for mine. When we were done, we both dressed in casual clothing and walked into the main cabin.

“Would you like to see a movie, or use the internet? I know you’ve been off-grid longer than I have. I’m desperate to get back on the net; you must be going crazy,” I offered.

“I am, but mostly because I’m worried about my friends. They must be so scared. And the police, maybe they’re looking for me.” I could see by the worried look on her face she was serious.

“Which friend do you worry about the most?” I asked, hoping it wasn’t a male friend. While she may not have had a boyfriend, I was sure any man who was friends with Arcadia had a goal to become one constantly running in the back of his mind. 

“My friend Logan at the shop has to be so worried about me,” she said looking miserable.

Fuck! It had to be a guy.

“Do you think your father has gone to the police to look for you?” I wasn’t sure how to get a hold of this guy, Logan, and let him know she was okay. Suddenly, he was my enemy for simply being a he. She was right, though, someone had to know she was safe. I remember how worried I was about her, and I had only known her for less than a day at that point.

“I doubt my dad has gone to the police; he wouldn’t. The people he associates with, some of them are on the police force. I’m sure they’re looking for me, but not officially.” It seemed she was growing sadder thinking of the consequences her bid for safety had brought about.

“Well, would it be safe for someone in my company to contact Logan and let him know you’re alive, but are in a witness protection program of some sort, leave it vague?” 

I was sure my assistant wouldn’t mind; she loved true crime novels. She was enjoying this whole adventure. I’d only told her a few necessary details, mostly along the lines of asking her to hold up the facade that my aunt died, but telling her not divulge the truth, per the non-disclosure agreement we had legally binding her to secrecy. I explained that I met a beautiful woman who I might be willing to have a serious relationship with, but who was being chased by a monster. I didn’t give any more details other than I was ushering her to safety and would keep her in touch. It wouldn’t be an unreasonable request to have her call this Logan.

“It would be good if he knew. He may have called the police. However, I’m sure my dad has done something to cover his tracks. He’s probably explained away my absence because he knows Logan, or Lindsey, or any of my friends would definitely go to the police if they thought I’d gone missing.” She seemed so lost and confused again.

“So maybe we shouldn’t call. Perhaps your father is tracking him, knowing you’ll want to reach out to the people you care about.” That was when the tears fell again.

“That’s exactly what he’d do.” She hung her head.

I moved to the couch and sat next to her wrapping my arms over her shoulders, scooping her in close. “Let’s watch a movie, shall we? We’ve got a little more than an hour left. What do you say? Something light?” I flipped through the channels, hoping to find something of interest. I wasn’t really sure what she wanted, but I was craving distraction, the heaviness of her situation had also started to weigh on me.

“I haven’t seen Solo yet, that might be fun. I love everything Star Wars,” she confessed quietly.

“I’m always good for a little Star Wars; I’ve enjoyed some of the movies.” I laughed, she was so delightfully odd. 

A girl who liked to top in bed; a Star Wars fan who surfed, flirted, and was averse to the idea of a butt plug. There was so much more for me to explore in this delightful human beside me, but all I wanted for her was the freedom to live her life without threat. So, despite my wanting other things from her, which I’d hoped someday I might get, I made her happiness and safety my first and foremost priority.

 





Chapter 22

 

Arcadia

The private jet to Costa Rica was incredible. I got to see a little piece of the life that Xavier usually lived. It was decadent, luxurious, and overwhelming. In a lot of ways, I wasn’t sure I could match this man’s lifestyle or keep up with his need for sex. He had more money than I could imagine, and I had to remind myself to enjoy the moment. 

When we landed in San Jose, Xavier contracted with a car service under his assumed name, Christopher Saint. Our first order of business was to find an internet cafe. There was one located not too far from the airport. I could have used Xavier’s phone, but I was being extra cautious. The cafe was fun and whimsical, and I fell more in love with Latin America.

My aunt had a website because she ran a yoga retreat on the coast, about a three-hour drive from San Jose. I found her website and phone number and then borrowed Xavier’s loaner phone to call her. She was thrilled to hear from me. I was nervous at first calling, but her enthusiasm canceled any worry I’d had about my visit being unwanted. I told her something horrible had happened, but we’d need to discuss it in person. She understood.

The car ride was long, but I cuddled up to Xavier and slept. It felt so good; I just nodded off. Two vigorous lovemaking sessions in one day also made me drowsy. Xavier must have worked while I slept because I heard him talking on the phone and felt him tapping on his laptop. I was so crashed out, hardly any of it registered. When we arrived, Aunt Claudia rushed at me with her arms flung wide. 

“Arcadia, dear,” she yelled as she scooped me in her arms, “look at you, you beautiful thing!” She kissed my cheek and stared at me for a beat.

“Hi, Aunt Claudia.” I knew I had to be beaming with joy.

Aunt Claudia was in her mid-fifties, tanned, with long grey hair, a powerfully strong body, and natural beauty. She reminded me of what a goddess might look like; however, she was wild and free-spirited as well.

“And who is this handsome fellow?” she asked, eyeing Xavier.

“I’m Xavier.” He offered his hand for her to shake. 

“It’s good to have you.” She took his hand and shook it firmly.

“I’ve got plenty of room for the two of you to stay. We’re in a little bit of a low season at the moment, so stay as long as you need. I want you to settle in and freshen up, and then we’ll have some lunch. The cook is already preparing something special. Will you be wanting one bungalow? I have a suite available, or two?” I’m sure she knew how loaded her question was, but Xavier handled it with ease.

“We’ll take the suite if it isn’t any trouble. I’m more than happy to pay for it,” he said with a lilting kindness.

“Oh, no, no … family never pays.” She waved him off and started walking through the jungle on a dirt path.

The place was rustic but beautiful. It was located in the jungle, and you could hear birds, bugs, and other things in the canopy. Through the trees was a strip of beach and the vast blue ocean.

“Your bungalow is down this way. We have lots of critters here, so keep your door shut unless you want to bunk with monkeys; they’re naughty little things,” she chided. “The beach is just down this path.” She pointed to a makeshift stone walkway. “It’s private so no one will bother you there. I have a few yoga clients, but they usually don’t use the beach during the heat of the day. You may find them at dawn and sunset. It’s private enough for you to go au natural. The water is very warm and the sand, soft. I highly recommend it.” She smiled.

Xavier’s eyes brightened. “That sounds lovely.”

“Oh, it is,” she confirmed.

“Oh, my God,” I rolled my eyes.

“She’s a bit of a prude,” Xavier added.

“I am not,” I said and hit his arm. “You’re just a bit of a pervert.” I screwed my nose at him, which got a laugh from him and Claudia.

“Well, don’t be surprised if you see a few nudies about. This place is all about freeing your spirit and enjoying life. We celebrate the God within and without, so honoring our bodies, minds, and souls is what we do here. I’m so glad you came, Arcadia. I think this is just the place you need to be. I don’t know what has happened exactly, but I can assure you whatever it is, I wouldn’t be surprised by it in the slightest.” She gave me a reassuring smile.

“Thanks, Aunt Claudia. That means a lot.” I couldn’t say more.

“Okay, here it is. There are fresh linens, soap, shampoo, the works, all organic, and breakfast, lunch, and dinner are served in the kitchen. There’s a little store down the road if you want to buy stuff, and you can use the kitchen to cook if you don’t fancy what cook has on the menu, but I can tell you, everything he makes is heaven. We’re vegans here, so the cuisine might take some getting used to.” Her face curled into a grin after dropping that bomb.

“Vegans, you say?” Xavier nearly choked. I think I saw him die a little inside. “Well, that might take some getting used to.”

I giggled; he was so predictable. “It’s all wonderful, Aunt Claudia. Thank you so much!” With that, she opened the door to our bungalow and invited us in. 

It was large and had open windows with screens but no glass. There was a massive king size bed in the middle of the room and a sitting room in the area just adjacent. The decor was simple and tropical. I watched as Xavier peeked into the bathroom and was happy to see a large shower there, but no tub.

“This is perfect,” he said, setting down our luggage.

“Okay, well, I’ll let you two get settled, and then we can have lunch in a half hour. It’ll just be us, so we can have our privacy.” She gave me a kiss, closed the door, and walked back down the path.

“I love her,” Xavier exclaimed.

“Yeah, she’s just as I remembered her.”

“No wonder you traveled all this distance to find her. This place is a perfect sanctuary,” Xavier said as he started unpacking our things.

It didn’t take us long to settle our few belongings, and I was starving, having only eaten a little on the plane, followed by rigorous exercise; my stomach was aching to eat. When we saw our meal, it did look amazing, fresh coconut rice, black beans, bananas, and pineapples, BBQ taro root, and it all tasted amazing, however, Xavier did ask where the nearest grocery store was, and Claudia laughed.

“There’s one in the next town over. It’s about a forty-five-minute drive,” Aunt Claudia told him. “Or you might be able to work something out with Cook, he’s not a Vegan, so you should be able to persuade him to cook you something a little hardier, Mr. Dean. I’m sure this is a lot to take in at once.” 

Xavier’s face registered surprise. “You know my name?” he asked casually.

“Yours is a pretty famous face, and so handsome. It’s hard to forget. Don’t worry, though, your secret is safe here,” she assured him. 

“Well, for Arcadia’s sake, I hope so.” He took up my hand and caressed it.

“You don’t have to tell me anything, sweetheart, but I will say I won’t be surprised by much.” She was encouraging, and I knew I needed to tell her what was happening.

“I feel really ashamed of this, but the short story is, my dad sold me to one of his clients.” I held my tears back. “I assume to be a sex slave or something,” my voice trailed off, and I bit back hotness pushing against my eyes.

“Oh, sweetie.” She reached for my other hand and scooped it up. “Your father has always been a horrible, terrible person. He should’ve been in prison years ago. I felt bad leaving you but, I had to. He had threatened my life. I know this is going to be very hard to hear and Xavier, since you came with Arcadia, I assume, you’re comfortable hearing some tough stuff. I mean you know what’s happening to her.” I appreciated Claudia’s frankness; it helped lift the fog of pain and confusion that had been clouding my heart since Vegas.

“I’m here for her one hundred percent. I’m in this, no matter what.” He squeezed my hand and looked at me to punctuate his words with a tender smile.

“Well, now that you're old enough, I can tell you. It’s a horrible story, but it might help to know it now that you’re here and you’re safe. Your mother met your father when we were in college. He was a decent human being then, and so handsome, she immediately fell in love. They were studying social work and humanities, and I think she thought he was everything he pretended to be. He still works in environmental stuff, but all he created himself to be was an absolute lie.

“There was always something off about him I couldn’t put my finger on. She was so excited when he proposed; I didn’t have the heart to ruin it with my suspicions. I smiled and went along with their romance because I wanted her to be happy. I had no proof your father wasn’t who he was pretending to be, just a gut feeling. They had a huge, lavish wedding so she was marrying into tons of money, and she was happy for a few months. They lived a really great lifestyle. He treated her like a princess, and I hated to admit it but, I was jealous.

“I kicked myself for ever doubting him. Then she got pregnant with you, and suddenly he didn’t treat her like a princess anymore. I guess he never really wanted kids, but she loved you, Arcadia. She gave you her heart even before you were born. She used to talk to you and sing to you in the womb.” My heart felt heavy and sad upon hearing the story, knowing how easily she left me. 

“She was devoted to being your mother,” Aunt Claudia said reverently.

I felt really horrible about interrupting her, but it was the great and terrible mystery of my life. “Why did she leave me alone with him then? She must not have loved me that much.” I was more angry than sad, but the tears were still there, right on the surface.

 “She didn’t leave you, baby. That’s the story your dad has told you, but she would never have left you. When you were about nine months old, the two of them got into a huge fight. They had been fighting a lot, but this one came to blows, and your father hit your mother hard enough to leave a mark. She called me and told me she was leaving him. She bundled you up and packed your things but didn’t get far. He found her at a diner just outside of town. He had tapped her telephone and always had someone following her, for their whole marriage. She never knew. He walked in the diner, took you, and told her to leave or he’d have her murdered. He then said if she called the police, he’d kill you.

“She came to my house that night crying, trying to figure out how she could get you back. I had to go to work the next day, but I told her to stay where she was, and we’d figure out what to do. When I came home, she was gone. Your father called me, told me he knew your mother had stayed the night with me and threatened to have you killed if I didn’t help him raise you. 

“He was drunk, and I didn’t believe him at first. He seemed so sad she left him. He was devastated. I helped him because of you. He never spoke of your mom and seemed to be a good dad to you. I started to believe that he had changed, that losing your mom had somehow made him a better man. 

“On your eighteenth birthday, I went to your party.”

“I remember,” I said, feeling heavy and sad. “And then you left too.”

“Right. A friend of your fathers came to me and handed me a file with a letter. The letter stated that the file had pictures of your mother in them. The man in front of me would be my escort. When I was out of the state and preferably out of the country, I could open the file. At the bottom of the letter was a promise. If I went to the police, he’d know, and you would be killed. My escort would stay with me for a year. If I behaved, he would leave me alone. If I didn’t, I’d suffer the same fate as your mother.

“I opened the file and in it were pictures of her dead body.” Aunt Claudia’s voice faltered.

“She was murdered?” My heart slammed into my chest as Xavier’s grip tightened.

“Brutally. The man, I never knew his real name, stayed with me for a year as threatened. I was given a job where he worked, and I had to suffer with him for a year. We never spoke outside of work, even though we lived in the same apartment. He was with me day and night, and yet we only spoke at work and only about work-related things. No one knew he was my captor, and I was too afraid to tell anyone. I just thought if I played by the rules, everything would end up fine. Like your mom, I didn’t have any family to turn to; that was one of the reasons why we were so close. 

“I only knew my captor’s fictional name, and when the year was up, he put me on a plane to Russia where I was met by my new employer. I was told when I could write to you, and my every move was watched. You seemed to be doing okay. After five years, I’d proven myself to be loyal to them and was allowed to leave. That’s when I disappeared. I thought about going to the police then, but I still worried he’d find out. I thought you were doing well, and your mother was already dead …” She took a deep stabilizing breath. “My employers were kind as long as I did as they asked. I was brainwashed to believe if I just didn’t make waves, you would live a normal happy life and so would I. When the whole ordeal was over, I never returned to the states. I was happy to bounce around the world until I ended up here in paradise. I contacted you as you know so that you had a place to go. I’m glad you came here. Even though I never said it outright, I wanted you to know I would be here if things got bad. I raised you, after all, you are like a daughter to me, and now that you’re here, I’m not letting you go back. We’ll get this bastard, and he’ll pay for what he’s done.”

By the time Aunt Claudia had finished her story, I was in shock, and Xavier was fuming.

“I hope you know I’m going to kill this man,” Xavier boasted.

“No offense, Mr. Dean, but you’re a fashion designer. A rich and famous one granted, but her dad is scary shit. He’s no joke.” Her eyes turned grave. “Does anyone know you’re here sweetheart? If they do, it’s okay. Going through what I did, I always have a backup plan. I have a place for you to hide if we need it. It’s a remote island and a little dangerous because there isn’t much civilization there. The local villagers will help you, but I think we should hold it as a last resort. Unless you think someone might have followed you here or will in the near future, then we may need to get you folks over there tonight.”

“We’ve stayed under the radar; no one knows we’re here,” Xavier assured her.

“We may have a chance to go to the police now and catch him as long as he doesn’t find us. I’m not sure how we’re going to do it, but I’m willing to help in any way I can.” I couldn’t believe that Aunt Claudia was willing to risk getting mixed up with my father again to help us.

“Are we putting you in danger being here?” Xavier asked, concerned.

“No, he doesn’t care about me anymore; he has no idea where I am. I’m history.” She gave my shoulder a reassuring pat.

I was numb hearing all of the horrors my father had caused. “She was murdered? All these years I hated her …” I put my face in my hands and just let the feelings of devastation and sadness wash over me.

Aunt Claudia was bright and breezy. “There’s not much we can do right now; it’s too late in the day. How about I show you around the place, and we can put our heads on this tomorrow.” 

 





Chapter 23

 

Xavier

Claudia introduced us to the resident sloth and a family of “naughty monkeys” so named for the amount of fornicating they did daily. I saw Arcadia’s wheels turning in her pretty little head. I can only imagine what she’d be calling me soon. The warm weather, healthy food, and relaxed beach lifestyle did us both a lot of good. I was able to talk with my assistant, so I could work remotely and found my creativity increased as I strolled through the quaint sea village near Claudia’s retreat. The locals were beautiful people, and in the few days we spent there, I’d already found myself falling in love with Costa Rica.

Arcadia and I took Claudia up on her offer of au natural beach play, and we had the time of our lives. It was a bit sandy and gritty, but liberating. I made love to Arcadia morning and night, and during the day we took walks to the village, talked about her feelings whenever she wanted to share them, and I worked while she tried to study, even though she wasn’t able to officially register for school. She researched local conservation groups and dreamed of joining one at a later time. 

We had a plan where Arcadia’s father was concerned, which involved finding out the name of the man he wanted to give Arcadia to. She didn’t recall the name ever being mentioned in his texts and didn’t want to risk turning on her phone. I decided the best thing to do would be to hire a private detective when I was in San Francisco to dig up as much as could be found. With Damon’s wedding coming up, I was sad to leave Arcadia if only for the weekend, but it was Friday, and I had to return to San Francisco that night. Before I left, I hired three security guards to watch the retreat. 

Claudia was going to have a busy weekend with her clients coming for the weekend and wasn’t too happy I’d hired some muscle, but I told them to take off their shirts and pretend to be hippy vacationers there to relax. They must have thought it was the gig of a lifetime. Arcadia laughed every time she saw one of them.

“Xavier, really? You had to hire three?” Arcadia protested, which she knew was futile, but she liked to wind me up sometimes.

“I can’t be here, so they will be,” I said in a stern and salty manner.

“And so, it takes three of them to replace you?” she teased with a smile.

“I’m sorry, what? Oh, no one replaces me, Arcadia, let’s make that perfectly clear. However, yes, three is the absolute bare minimum, and if you keep complaining, Mrs. Dean, I’ll add a few more.” She shut her mouth and widened her eyes. “That’s better. I’ll only be gone two nights.”

“Ah finally, Little Mrs. Dean can read a book and get her hair done,” Arcadia teased, flipping her hair for effect.

“Well, if you're consulting BLMD on the subject, he’d prefer Little Mrs. Dean go bald. It’s very sexy.” I gave her a lust tainted glance.

“Is it? I always thought it a little prepubescent.” She was the worst, so cheeky. “I am considering having her hair shaved into the Xavier Dean logo, though. I thought that might be novel.” Still sassing me, that’s what I loved about her, so irreverent!

“How about you just bedazzle her and post her new do on Instagram?”

“Oh, my God, what a great idea!” Arcadia rolled her eyes.

“Enough talk about your pussy. My car is going to be here in a few minutes, and I don’t have time to give that cheeky gash of yours a proper fucking before I go,” I playfully pouted.

“Oh, trust me, she got a proper fucking this morning. It’s almost like you’re still in there,” she said, touching between her legs.

I was immediately concerned, “I didn’t hurt you, did I?” Ugh, I was a little rough with her this morning. She really did make me crazy; I had to work on showing a little more restraint in the future.

“It’s okay.” Her hand reassured me. “I love feeling your phantom cock there. A little ache is a good thing, especially because I’m going to miss you.” She kissed my cheek. “We’ve spent almost every waking moment together; I don’t know what I’m going to do without you to tease, have sex with, and tell all my troubles to.”

I stopped her. “I’m going to miss you terribly, Arcadia.” I was serious.

“It’s only two days.” She was being serious too. “So much drama.”

“Well, officially I’ve spent more time with you than any other woman to date. Even Lauren and I only saw each other on weekends and occasional holidays.

“I promise I’ll be here when you get back.” Her soft lips found mine, and I opened my mouth to accept her warm tongue. 

My cock was already wanting her again. I resisted the urge to push her off, so I could tame the flame smoldering inside of me. I loved her, and I wanted her to know. We kissed for a long time; I wasn’t exactly sure how long, but when the car beeped at us, I knew it was time to go. I reluctantly said goodbye and got in the car. As soon as the car pulled away, my heart fell to my knees. 

 

It was strange being back in my loft apartment in San Francisco. It felt big, opulent, and empty. Costa Rica was hot and buggy. The jungle was a din of chaotic natural noises and sounds; howler monkeys, cicadas, tropical birds, conversely my loft felt quiet and sterile. I missed the jungle and the sea and Arcadia’s smile, her beautiful laugh, and every inch of her perfect body. 

I arrived, after taking the red-eye, with just enough time to shower and get dressed for Damon’s wedding. My assistant had my tux cleaned and pressed, and everything was laid out and ready for me to wear. I dreamed of having Arcadia on my arm and thought how she’d outshine the bride in anything she put on. I’d make sure she was dressed to impress, but she would have hated it. Not the dress, especially if I’d designed it, but being paraded around. She wasn’t a model, even though she looked like one. She was a smart, wonderful, woman, I was quickly falling in love with.

“I’m glad you made it, Xavier. I know how much of a sacrifice you’ve made to be here,” Damon commented just before the wedding began.

“I promised I wouldn’t miss your big day, and since I’m starting to understand the power of love, I know it’s not something to take lightly. If you’re happy in love, then I’m here for it.” It was one of the most genuine moments Damon and I have had.

The wedding was beautiful, and the reception seemed like fun for Damon and his new wife. They both glowed with happiness. I tried to share their joy, but I kept thinking of Arcadia and just wanted to get back to her. I couldn’t call her for fear of being discovered. I’d promised not to get hold of her unless it was an absolute emergency. I had to trust that Claudia and the guards were keeping her protected, but it was like swallowing razor blades letting her go even for a few days. I laughed at myself and how possessive I’d become. 

Damon’s wedding marked just one week I’d known Arcadia, and yet it had felt like forever. I stayed at the wedding long enough to be polite. Damon and the others were beginning to get drunk and rowdy, so I ducked away giving my congratulations and offering my wedding gift. I had outfitted the entire wedding party, which was much appreciated by all; however, I left Damon a little gift, which was a specialty line of menswear I’d created in his name. I made a few specialty items in Crystal’s name as well. Damon was well impressed.

I went to the office after the wedding. It was empty but for a few designers who always worked around the clock. For them, there was no such thing as a weekend. I used to admire them but began to pity their lives. After being in the sun and basking in the creativity Costa Rica was inspiring in me, I understood the monochrome walls and minimalist luxury of our offices left little to the creative imagination. It was a wonder anyone could create in this space. As soon as this ordeal was over, I was going to make each one of my employees go to Claudia’s retreat to work for a week. A week had converted me; it would be good for all of them.

I felt myself wanting to branch out and try something new; it made me feel energized even considering it. I greeted the few people who were in the office and thanked them for their condolences regarding my “aunt.” I mentioned I’d be away for a while to help her family and people looked at me like I was Jesus walking on water. My next order of business was to hire a private detective to follow Arcadia’s father and hopefully get him arrested for trying to traffic his daughter. I was planning on returning to Costa Rica that evening via the private jet service, and I was dreading another lonely flight. The one to San Francisco did nothing but drum up memories of lovemaking on the bed and her shock and awe, having never experienced anything so luxurious.

I didn’t want people knowing I was looking for a private detective; even my assistant didn’t know. I was able to find one easily based on a few online reviews and recommendations of people I’d heard of through a friend who was getting a divorce and wanted all the dirt on his ex-wife, so he could use the information in court. I gave the man his upfront money and would be communicating with him under my assumed name when I returned to Costa Rica. Just before I was to get on the plane, he called me and said his initial search had turned up some interesting things he was hoping to investigate further. He wanted me warned: Arcadia’s father had not come home from Las Vegas. He was heading out there in the morning, but he presumed her father was no longer there.

Arcadia wasn’t listed as a missing person, and his interview with the people who worked at the shop proved that her father had covered his tracks there. She would be happy to know that all of her friends thought she stayed with her father longer, and they were planning on taking an impromptu vacation together. While they thought it was weird, no one questioned it. I figured her father would have had to have a story regardless as he was planning on having her disappear with the 

 

investor. At least she didn’t have to worry about causing them undue stress; however, the fact that her father hadn’t returned home was worrisome. They must have been looking for us. Arcadia was so smart to stay hidden as she was.

It was a good thing I came home in case there was any question about my involvement with her. It might be questioned because I had come back to San Francisco without her. 

Just as I was leaving, I checked in with Lizanne, my assistant. “Can I have a word?” I asked, wanting to make sure our conversation was kept quiet.

“Sure.” She got up from her chair and followed me into my office, where I closed and locked the door. “Is everything okay?” Her face was panicked and worried.

“It is. I just wanted to check in with you before I leave. I’m not telling the staff this, but I’ll be in Costa Rica for a while doing research on a new line. Eventually, I’ll bring some of the designers out there, and I’ll have you come out too. If anyone asks about me, I’m still with my aunt. I don’t want people getting wind of my whereabouts. This line is going to be huge, and I don’t want any of its inspiration leaked, okay? Can I trust you to keep my secret?” I knew she was trustworthy, but a little intimidation never hurt.

“Yes, Mr. Dean. I won’t tell anyone where you are unless you want me to.” She flashed her pretty smile, and I saw the look of disappointment in her eyes. “We’re going to miss you.” She seemed sad. “Also, this came for you.” She handed me an envelope.

Inside was my official marriage certificate. It had been opened, and I assumed she saw it. She had my permission to open my mail as most of it was stuff she needed to deal with, but not this. 

“I didn’t know you were getting married,” she almost whispered, her heart so heavy she was near tears. Seeing her face, I realized she must have been in love with me. Poor kid, if she only knew how hard that love was to wrangle. Even the most perfect woman in the world hadn’t totally secured it. 

“It’s complicated.” I flashed her a kind smile. “I’ll keep in touch,” I said taking the envelope with me as I turned back to her. “Thanks for everything. I appreciate all your hard work.” I saw her face fall a little farther, but she managed a smile.

“It’s my pleasure, Mr. Dean.” And with that, I shut the door and left for the airport, knowing she’d eventually get over her crush.

 





Chapter 24

 

Arcadia

Xavier had been back from the wedding for one day. I never knew I’d miss someone so much, but I missed him more than I thought I would when he was gone. We made love the minute his car pulled into the drive after he lugged his huge bag into the bungalow.

“You’re such a girl with your big ol’ bag for just the weekend,” I teased him as he walked through the door.

“Such a girl, huh?” He grabbed me with his strong, muscular body and pinned me to the bed as he pressed his cock between my legs. “I think Big Little Mr. Dean would highly disagree.”

He slid his hands up my dress, spread my legs, and didn’t even bother to remove the thong I was wearing. He slid the small strip of fabric aside, unzipped his pants, pulled out his massive cock and coated my pussy with the pre-cum oozing out of it. I felt the rush of wetness meet his intrusion, and I bucked my hips up to meet his.

“Ah, did Big Little Mr. Dean get his feelings hurt?” I played. “Well, Little Mrs. Dean will give him a kiss to feel better.” I slid my pussy up to meet his cock trying to impale myself from underneath, but it was a bit of an effort. I always needed Xavier’s body weight to press himself inside of me because of our sizes being so different. That first moment of intrusion was always an exquisite mix of razor-sharp pain and lances of pleasure. As soon as he passed my labia and slid deeper in, he always felt like heaven.

“I brought you some samples. I’ve been playing with new ideas and had my designers sew a couple of things I sketched out. Big Little Mr. Dean will love seeing you in them,” he said as he slid into me; I could barely breathe. “That’s why my bag is so big.”

“Menswear?” I asked, my body arching to accommodate him.

He pulled out and dove back in slowly, saying, “You’ve inspired me to branch out a bit; it’s a casual line,” he slid back in, “for snarky women.” He punctuated this with a hard thrust that had me scream out in ecstasy. “Who pretend to be flirtatious teases,” he said and pulled out slowly, “but are really strong-willed, independent women, who drive you insane.” He slid in again and rolled me on top, then put his hands on my hips to stabilize me. “You’re in your favorite spot, Mrs. Dean. Maybe you’ll want to thank me.” His face was so smug and happy.

I leaned forward and kissed his nipples, leaving his throbbing cock lodged tightly in me.

“This is my favorite spot.” I kissed his mouth as I started to ride him hard, causing his eyes to glaze over in ecstasy. “I have a surprise for you too.” I started to pant as I rode him as hard as I could.

“What’s that?” His breath was shortening as his hands on my hips helped the effort. 

I slowed down and tightened my pussy around him, causing him to groan as I slid up and down with exquisite slowness. “I went to a local clinic Aunt Claudia recommended.” I sped up again, rocking and thrusting my hips into his groin.

“Fuck, Arcadia!” Xavier was almost lost to his passions. “I gotta get a condom,” he rasped with pleasure.

“Not this time.” I pressed my body weight into him and held his cock hostage. “I’m on the pill.” I smiled wide. “Finish inside of me,” I begged as I pulsed on him. 

He sat up and scooped me into his arms and kissed me over and over. “I love you,” he growled as his passions took control and he flipped me onto my knees, my ass in the air. His hands held my hips in place, and he rocketed into me from behind. I felt every ripple and ridge of his veiny cock graze the insides of my pussy, slicing over my g-stop back and forth, winding the tightness in my core till it was an unbearable tug taking my heart and mind with it into his body as it ricocheted against the walls of my vagina.

I couldn’t hold back anymore, and I screamed hard as I orgasmed, forgetting the windows were mostly just screens, and we were at a peaceful yoga retreat. I’m pretty sure everyone within a mile heard the wails of my release. I came and came, bucking and splintering under him. It wasn’t long before he was grunting and crying out, filling me with his hot seed as it shot hard into me. He never did anything in a small way as buckets of his cum filled me. I laughed as he pulled out and it spilled onto the bed.

“Holy crap,” I exclaimed, pressing my finger to my dripping hole. “You don’t do anything small do you?” 

I loved the feel of his cum inside of me, loved the way the warm stickiness oozed down my leg. Now I felt claimed as if I were truly his. His chest heaved up and down as he calmed his sex-ravaged body. I dipped my finger into my pussy again, getting more of his semen out, then I took my finger and painted my name on his chest with it. He stopped my hand when I was done and sucked the remnants off.

“Thank you for taking the pill for me; I appreciate it. I know it’s not necessarily fun to be on something daily.” I loved how empathetic he was, even being a control freak.

“Condoms aren’t so fun either, but now we don’t have to worry about babies.” I didn’t really want to say that. I did want babies, especially with him, but it would have been a scary thing to say at this point in our relationship.

“For now,” he said and slapped my ass. “And I’m renting us a house. No more screaming out in a jungle full of vacationers like that, love, unless it’s our jungle.” He kissed my lips and forehead. “Let’s get a shower.”

“Can’t we discuss the house thing?” I stopped him before we got in the shower.

“We can.” He turned around and regarded me cautiously. 

“We’ve only known each other just a little more than a week. I’ve loved every minute of it. Xavier, you’re the best man I’ve ever known.”

“But you don’t want to live in a house with me because …” he interrupted, trying to temper his budding anger.

“You want me to be honest with you, right?” I was softening this blow.

“Of course,” he took my hand for emphasis as we stood naked in the bathroom together.

“I want a house with you; I want a life with you, and I want babies with you. I want it all, Xavier, and yet it’s too soon to ask for those things and too soon to want them. I need you to want them too. And before you say anything,” I held my hand to his lips, “I know you don’t want those things right now, and that’s perfectly fine and perfectly you. We can stay here. Claudia told me we can have two cabins for as long as we need them, one for you to use as an office, and one for us. I think that will work for now, until well …” It was hard to say the rest.

“I get it,” his face showed his disappointment, but he understood. 

He stroked his hand along my cheek and jaw, “You’re a remarkable woman, Arcadia. I hope you truly know that.” 

We showered, and I tried on the clothes he brought. They were gorgeous and perfectly tailored to my body. The colors were bright and playful, but the structure was stylish and unique. 

“I love them all so much,” I swooned as I paraded around in my gorgeous new outfit.

“You look better than I even thought you would.” He was glowing with pride. “Let me take you and Claudia out to dinner tonight, so I can show you off,” he suggested because he knew I hated being the center of attention.

“I’ll let you take us to dinner if you promise to let me teach you to surf.” I knew it was a stretch, but I so wanted him to feel the freedom of the waves. While he was in San Fran I surfed every day and reconnected fully to the Arcadia inside of me, the one who surfed and studied the sea. 

We enjoyed our lavish dinner. He had a car pick us up and drive us for an hour to a very fancy restaurant. Our food was amazing, and Claudia reveled in being treated like royalty. I think it made Xavier feel good to treat her. He hadn’t spent much of his money while staying with her, and while I know he insisted on giving her money, I wasn’t sure how much it was. She seemed happy, nonetheless, and I was thrilled to have the two people I cared most about together enjoying this insane adventure with me.

I preferred to see it as an adventure rather than adversity, and it truly started to feel just like that, a wonderful quest for happiness. I got Xavier on a surfboard, and he was horrible at it, dangerous in fact as he face-planted so many times he got a skin rash on his cheek. I appreciated him being such a good sport about it, but we decided to leave the boarding to me. Instead, we took up snorkeling together; it was an activity he seemed much more able to manage. We saw sharks, turtles, and a few dolphins came up to us while we were out of the boat. Every day there were bright fish and exotic animals for us to enjoy. Often, we swam with dolphins, and Xavier became as avid a fan as me. He loved the sea but hated surfing.

It was the same when Claudia tried to teach him yoga. For as strong and sexy as he was, he was a mess on a yoga mat. His body bent in all the wrong directions; he’d get horny in the hot room with all the hot bodies, and his cock would skyrocket to the ceiling. It just wasn’t for him, but we found a local gym in town, and he was much happier there. The gym was mostly free weights and workout machines under a canopy in the open air, but it worked for him.

The rainy season came, and we spent a lot of time tucked away in our bungalow thundering as much inside as the rain did outside. Making love was as natural to us as walking. We never tired of each other’s bodies and the love we shared with one another when we had sex. My favorite was late at night or early dawn when we wanted to watch the stars or see the sunrise. He’d start with his fingers lovingly preparing my body for him, and then he’d slip in quietly from behind and make love to me as we watched the nature around us. Over the months we spent at Aunt Claudia’s, our sex changed from ravenous fucking to soft, gentle love. We fucked still, he loved it, and nothing made me cum harder, but I preferred when we worshiped, not just our bodies, but our relationship.

We were equals. He worked on his new line of clothing, and I shadowed a local biology team studying sea turtles. I was still leery of using my own name, so I used the one Xavier gave me which meant I wasn’t able to truly do the work I wanted without showing my credentials. It almost felt like I was going to be able to return to my normal life.

As per our agreement for honesty and equality, for every crazy thing I made Xavier try, he got to wine and dine me as lavishly as he could in our small Costa Rican village. 

“Okay, so I’ve gone to some extra effort here because I know you’ve been out on the boat all day, and I was pretty sure you didn’t want a long car ride to and from a restaurant tonight,” Xavier explained before we got in the car one special night. He seemed to be in a particularly happy mood.

“Thanks, Xavier. I really don’t want to drive around tonight, I’m pretty tired.” I smiled and stroked my hand along his perfect chest. “I’m looking forward to dinner, though.” I was; I always loved the places he chose and the amazing food we’d have.

The “restaurant” was only a short drive from Claudia’s. We could easily have walked, but I was wearing these crazy heels he’d had sent from the states and a very sexy, hardly able to move in dress; definitely not something to be walking around the jungle in.  

We walked into a massive mansion in the middle of the jungle, right near the beach. It was a white colonial-style building with a sweeping staircase and a huge ballroom which could easily fit two hundred people. The place must have been built for some business owner or a tourist with insane amounts of money. It was empty now but for a small dining table, two chairs, and hundreds of candles.

Xavier pulled out a chair for me, and I sat across from him. “This is insane,” I said and rolled my eyes. “What did you do rent this place for the night, you crazy rich person?” I playfully scolded.

“I may have,” he said with a sheepish grin. “It’s better than driving into town, right? And look at that view of the ocean, you can see it from all the windows.” He was quite excited about the house, thinking perhaps he’d found the perfect spot for our evening.

“This place is like a fairytale; I wonder who lived here before?” I asked as the salad was served.

“Rumor has it a French actor had this place built as his getaway. I guess he died, and no one ever bought it, the trustees of his family’s estate just rent it out for parties and such.” He ate his salad and said nothing more on the matter.

“Wow, what a great find. You’ve been so busy; how did you have the time to find this place?” 

“I have my ways.” He laughed as the waiter brought a small course of fish. “Try this yellowfin, it’s amazing.”

I took a bite, and the fish melted in my mouth. “Oh, my God, Xavier, this is so good!” I exclaimed, feeling perfectly happy.

“It is so good.” He put his fork down. “It’s all been so good, Arcadia.” His hand reached across the table and grabbed mine.

My heart pounded in my chest. Something significant was happening. I gave him a sweet smile, fearful of what was next.

“I’m just going to say this, okay?” His face was sweet, but open and honest.

“Okay.” I put my fork down and listened, terrified.

“I want to stay married to you, Arcadia.” His hand let mine go for a minute and reached into his pocket, pulling out a small black velvet ring box.

He opened the box and took out a huge diamond ring. 

My opened wide “Forever?” I asked, all the moisture having drained from my mouth.

He laughed. “Yes, forever.”

Tears welled in my eyes. “Are you sure?” What a stupid question, but it’s what I asked.

“I’ve never been surer of anything. You and I have been together day and night for four months, and I still can’t get enough of you. You’re everything and more than I have ever wanted in a woman, a partner, and a friend. I would be honored if you would continue to be my wife. I want to celebrate our marriage if you’ll let me and have a real ceremony as soon as the private detective finds your father and brings him to justice. It could be any day now. As soon as he is behind bars, you and I are going to live our lives together in the open, so the world will know what a wonderful woman I’ve married.” He was even tearing up some.

“Oh yes, Xavier, yes, yes, yes!” I got up from my seat and rushed to him, throwing my arms around his neck and kissing him like crazy.

“And … um, I may have just bought this house for us as a wedding present.” He squeezed me tightly.

“You’re the worst,” I nudged him. “You did? All this … this is ours?” I couldn’t contain my sheer and unadulterated joy.

“It is.” He scooped me up bridal-style and carried me up the huge staircase to a bedroom that had a massive bed and some simple, but elegant furnishings. “Welcome home, Mrs. Dean.”

We made love all night in our new house with a view of the ocean … it was heaven.

 





Chapter 25

Xavier

We had been living in the mansion for a couple of weeks. We loved living close to Claudia, yet we finally had our own space. The place was so massive, it was really too large for just two people, and while we weren’t ready for children, especially with Arcadia still living incognito, we did want them and thought about how their little voices would ring through the halls one day. 

I had brought over some of my designers, and they were living in guest accommodations on our property. I used most of the downstairs area as my offices, and Arcadia and I used the upstairs for our private use. Despite there being people in the house, it did feel huge and lonely at times. I would often seek Arcadia out to find her studying, or on the grounds watching our own pair of sloths, or in the water snorkeling with the fishes. She was much more peaceful in nature than I was, but Costa Rica was growing on me. 

At times, I missed San Francisco, but not often. I wished we could live in both places because what I was missing most was the hubbub of my office, and I’d blown off so many things I usually enjoyed like galas and fashion shows. In fact, the press was wondering where I’d gone, and the idea that I’d married a mystery woman was becoming a tabloid rumor. I didn’t tell Arcadia, but I was beginning to worry about staying hidden. It seemed our facade of anonymity was cracking. So when she woke up hearing noises in the early morning, I panicked but didn’t let my fear show.

We’d heard our fair share of bumps and creaks in the massive house, and of course, the jungle around us was never silent, but something about these sounds weren’t the regular noises we had grown accustomed to. 

“Do you think an animal got into the house?” she whispered. “Maybe a naughty monkey?” she tried to joke, but I knew she was as scared as I was.

What we were hearing was no naughty monkey, as much as I wished it was.

She was lying naked beside me when I slid out from under the covers.

“Get in the closet,” I ordered, trying not to sound too commanding or scared.

Luckily, she understood the urgency, got out of bed, put on the tank dress she was wearing last night, and walked into our closet; she might be safe in there for a little while. I threw on a pair of jeans and looked around for a weapon of some kind. I laughed inwardly, now would be a good time to have taken up baseball. In all the cartoons, a baseball bat was always hanging around conveniently. Sadly, we had no such convenience. I wasn’t trained to use a gun, but I knew our guards would be here in minutes. There were a few umbrellas, though. With the relentless night rain, we had them all over the house as we loved to be outdoors, especially on the terrace just off our bedroom.

I grabbed one of them and my phone and headed into the closet to be with Arcadia. She was cold with fear as I had her lay on the ground and covered her up with brightly colored sarongs and dresses, hoping to make her look like a heap of laundry.

She rolled her eyes. “This isn’t going to protect us!” She grabbed a hanger, held it like a gun, and then smiled.

“Neither will that.” I smiled back despite the tension. 

That’s when we heard voices in the hall as they came up the stairs. Arcadia’s skin went white with panic. I readied my umbrella, the pointed metal end facing the door as I texted our security service. We had men on the grounds. Arcadia didn’t want them in the house because she didn’t want to feel like she was living in lock-down, but they were on the property, and they were armed. It would only take a few minutes before they got to us.

I was so nervous my hands were barely able to tap out the text. I could have pushed the alarm code, but I wanted to be specific, so they knew exactly where we were and what was happening. I got a confirmation of my message and then I put my phone on silent and rested a little easier knowing help was on its way.

 We were barely breathing when we heard their conversation from the hallway just outside our bedroom.

“It doesn’t look like they’re here,” one of the men said. “The place doesn’t have much furniture or anything.”

“Xavier Dean bought this place, his assistant at the company said. He just purchased it with his wife … if they aren’t here now, they will be.” Tears welled in Arcadia’s eyes as she heard her father’s voice. “If she’s not here with him, he knows where she is.”

“Smart idea having your guy intern at his company; I hadn’t thought of that,” the other man said with a note of congratulations.

“After talking with Dean on the phone, I knew something was up. Then all the rumors about him marrying a girl and running off with her, and Arcadia just vanishing. Now, he moves his operation to Costa Rica and that bitch friend of her mother is here. My guys are close to finding hard evidence. It’s probably only a matter of days before they get her for you, Carl.”

“It’s been four fucking months! I thought I was going to have her long before now. I’m not letting her slip out of my fingers. I want to be there when you apprehend her. I mean it, Don. You promised her to me, and I gave you the money. If she doesn’t turn up soon— 

Arcadia’s father interrupted him. “I’ll give you back the money,” he said angrily.

The door to our bedroom opened.

“I don’t want my money back; I want your fucking daughter. After this is over, she’s mine. It might be years before I release her. You owe it to me. I hope you consider yourself warned. I’m keeping her. And fuck the stipulations in the contract, as long as I don’t kill her, I can do whatever the hell I please to her.” 

My blood was on fire.

“They’re here. Someone was sleeping in this bed,” Arcadia’s father said. We heard him walking around our bedroom. “I don’t care what you do with her, just don’t kill her!” 

His footsteps stopped. He was near the dresser. “This is her mother’s necklace, an ankh with a butterfly. I remember when the bitch bought it. Arcadia always wears it. We’ve got her.”

With that, I went into attack mode! I got up from the closet floor. 

“No,” Arcadia whispered, grabbing my arm. “Don’t! They have guns; my dad always carries one.” 

She tried to hold onto me, but I wrenched away from her. There was no way I was going to sit back and let them talk about abusing Arcadia. I knew armed security was on their way.

“No worries, I’m going to shove this right up that man’s ass!” I said and threw the door open, surprising the men. I was blinded by rage. Pure heat and vengeance flooded every artery and vein as I rushed at the man hitting him as hard as I could with the umbrella, stabbing it into his gut and his balls, trying to cause any damage I could. Arcadia opened the door to the closet and screamed for me to stop, tears streaming down her face as one of the men, the one I assumed was her father, aimed a gun at me.

Arcadia was hysterical when security came in with their guns drawn. 

“Put the gun down,” one of the officers said. 

All four of my men had their guns aimed at Arcadia’s father. He didn’t move

“Step away, Mr. Dean. We have this under control,” the head security officer said.

With that, I backed away and covered Arcadia with my body as her father took aim at one of the security officers. In a lightning flash, the officer shot him in the gun arm. The gun fell to the floor as he clutched his arm. Another officer scooped the gun from the floor and the other wrangled the second man to the floor and handcuffed him. 

Arcadia was still ghostly white, devastated to see her father’s final act of treachery against her. I gathered her into my arms and just held her, knowing I loved her with everything I had in me. 

“It’s over,” I told her as I smoothed her hair out of her eyes and kissed her temple.

She only could nod. “He was my only family,” she managed to say, numb and lifeless.

“It’s okay. We’re a family,” I whispered in her ear. “And I love you!”

 





Chapter 26

 

Arcadia

My father and his friend were both indicted on several charges, attempted murder, attempted kidnapping, as well as a number of criminal allegations relating to their business. It seemed that federal agents had been watching him for quite some time. My father was going to be in prison for the rest of his life. 

It took me a while to recover from that horrible day. Xavier was gentle and patient as he watched me cycle through my stages of grief. I was happy for the ocean and the hot humid air. I spent hours watching the sloths in our yard as they seemed to move at a speed I could tolerate. Xavier revealed to the world he had married me, and we chose to stay in Costa Rica for a while to avoid the press.

Word did get out about our living in Costa Rica, and some people found us, which was great for Claudia’s business as we’d given our official address as Claudia’s retreat. She saw more clients than she ever had. I contacted my friends at the shop and told them I was better than okay; I was happy, and in love. I started my last year of my master’s program after getting a pardon from the dean for extenuating circumstances, and I was slowly healing.

Xavier was putting the finishing touches on his new line of men’s and women’s clothing, and we were working with the locals creating sustainable textiles and infusing the flavor of the jungle in all he made. Our massive empty house slowly became a home, and after six months, I was beginning to feel like myself again. Aunt Claudia’s yoga, Xavier’s sensuous lovemaking, and the sea with all its wondrous creatures were the cause of that healing.

Xavier and I became better friends and found that while our tastes differed, our senses of humor were the same. We spent a lot of time laughing; it felt good to be free.

One day when I came back after some of the other conservationists, and I rescued a sea turtle that was caught in a fishing line, Xavier was sitting on our porch having a cold beer. He looked too lazy and casual for a Tuesday afternoon, so I was suspicious.

“Finally decided to live like the locals and have an afternoon cerveza?” I asked, taking a swig from his bottle.

“I got you one.” He pulled a bottle of beer out of the lunch-sized cooler next to his chair.

I smiled. “This is fun!” I raised my glass, and we made a toast. “So, Mr. Dean. What do you want?” I gave him the side eye. I’d seen this trick before; he was quite predictable.

“Whatever do you mean, Mrs. Dean?” He volleyed my side eye back at me.

“We’re just having beer on the porch; it’s such a lovely day…”

I wasn’t buying it. “And …” 

“A car will be here in an hour to take us to the airport where my private jet will fly us to San Francisco. It’s time, Arcadia. I want you to see your new home … or one of them, at least. I’ve got to go back to work properly; it’s been ten months. There are fashion shows and premieres to attend. I’m about to launch the new line, and of course, I deserve time off, but it’s time to get back to it. I love what I do, and well, all the schmoozing and famous shit, that’s part of it. And …” he was a little reluctant to say it. “I like it. And I want you to like it too because you’re the most important part of my life.”

I understood. I’d been a bit selfish with my running away and then not wanting to return to life. He was right; I was his wife. That included more than hot sex on the beach, warm rainy nights, and pursuing our individual passions. It meant being present for each other and supporting each other’s hopes and dreams. Xavier had his dream come true, and as his wife, I needed to be there with him for it.

“Of course, I’ll go back with you. I’ve been selfish to make you stay here,” I confessed.

“I’ve loved every minute of it, and we’re coming back in a month or two. It’s just I have to work. You can keep up with your studies and there’s a whale institute there. I thought we’d reach out to them and get you an internship or whatever you scientists do.” His knowledge of my field was as pathetic as mine was of fashion, but he was sweet, and I appreciated him trying.

We finished our beers, and I packed a few things, especially the clothes he’d made for me. We swung by Claudia’s and told her we would be leaving for a while, and she promised to check on our house for us. We had security living there, and the designers who worked there were going to stay. I thanked Claudia again for taking care of us all those months, and she answered by saying we were family and waved us off as we got into the car and left for the airport.

Xavier’s private jet was much homier than the high-end brothel we flew on our way to Costa Rica. His jet was simple with a few chairs and a table and a large screening room in the cabin where the bed was on the previous plane. There was plenty of room in there to get our groove on, which we did several times. It always amazed me how easily he could recover an erection after such hard ejaculations, but we managed three times in three hours. I was exhausted and a little sore when we landed. 

When we arrived in San Francisco, Xavier’s personal driver met us on the tarmac after the plane landed. He took us to Xavier’s loft on Signal Hill. As soon as he opened the door, I stopped in my tracks. 

“Welcome home, Mrs. Dean,” he said sweetly as he scooped me in his arms and carried me over the threshold. 

I giggled. Our house in Costa Rica was massive but old. We had it nicely furnished, but it was simple and elegant. This place was the epitome of wealth and taste. Definitely, a place where a billionaire would dwell. I laughed again.

“This is amazing, Xavier … it’s, it’s …” I looked at him and playfully scowled. “You’re loaded huh, like sick rich?”

“Pretty much.” He curled his arms around my waist. “Do you like it?”

I turned to him and kissed his lips, “I love it.”

I felt his hard cock press against my legs, and I rubbed my body up and down against him, “Are you serious? Big Little Mr. Dean is very excited, isn’t he?”

“He’s happy you’re home.” Xavier kissed me, opening my mouth with his, letting me taste him and feel his excitement to finally have me in his world. “Come here.” He stopped kissing me and gently pulled me toward a balcony enclosed in glass. “It’s one way. We can see out, but no one can see in,” he said, caressing my shoulder. 

The view was of all of San Francisco, in its beautiful mystery haze. I felt like a queen at the top of the world. He slipped my strap off my shoulder, and then off the other shoulder, and my dress tumbled to the floor. I stood before the world wearing only my panties. I turned to Xavier and swiped the shirt off his chest while he unbuttoned his jeans and slid out of them, grabbing his underwear with them, so he too was naked, his huge cock jutting out proudly from his body. His fingers went between my folds, and while I was wet, I was still a little sore from before.

“Are you tender?” he asked.

“Kind of.” I bit my lip, a little embarrassed.

His mouth took a nipple and gently sucked which made arousal pool between my thighs. He always knew how to excite me. His finger slid in and massaged my vaginal walls, soothing the soreness. Even though he was gentle, I gritted my teeth some.

“Sit down, love.” He maneuvered me back to the couch on the terrace. I sat down, and he spread my legs. “There are other ways to make BLMD happy.” He then kissed all the way down my stomach to my dripping pussy as his tongue lapped the juices and sucked my aching nub into his mouth as he nibbled and sucked on my clit.

I flooded his mouth with cum as I gasped and moaned my release. His devilish little tongue then slid inside of me hard and strong as Xavier proceeded to fuck me with his tongue in and out, his finger swirling on my clit as I felt the tension knot in my stomach again. A few more strokes of his tongue, and I was a sloppy mess.

“Oh, my God, Xavier,” I panted. “Ah … I love you.”

He kissed my pussy and peeked over my mound. “You better,” he teased as he kneeled before me. I sat up and was about to return the oral favor, taking his cock into my hand, but he gently stopped me. He dipped his fingers back into my pussy and brought them back glistening with my arousal, which he slathered on his cock and proceeded to jerk himself off.

“I can do that,” I said, wanting to touch him. 

“You can help.” He grabbed my hand, and we worked together as he hardened in our hands.

“Do you want me to sit on you? Or maybe we can stand?” Both seemed a bit overwhelming, but my pussy was so happy and sated, I wanted him that way too.

“I want you like this,” he said, becoming breathless with each stroke. 

Our hands moved faster and faster until his face grimaced, and he clenched his jaw. “I’m gonna cum,” he cried as he shot a huge wad of semen right onto the folds of my pussy and then another and other as he mewled and groaned. 

When he was done, I bent over and kissed his cock, just as he had my pussy. 

“I love you, Mrs. Dean,” he said as he stood up and pulled me onto his lap and just held me there. 

As he held me, he swirled his name in the cum on my stomach and pussy. “Will you marry me?” he asked. “A proper wedding with a big crazy dress and a million people?” 

“If it makes you happy, I will marry you on national television.” I kissed him and knew the man holding me in his arms was my happily ever after, and more.





Epilogue

 

Xavier

We had an insanely big wedding a year to the date after our first wedding. Damon was my best man and Claudia, Arcadia’s maid of honor. It was opulent, lavish, expensive, and very highly publicized. Our story had become the romance of the decade and was in all the magazines and papers. We left out most of the horror she suffered but alluded to her reason for escaping, though I made sure that part was played down for her sake and the sake of our future children. 

She was the face of my brand even though she was a marine biologist. People couldn’t get enough of her. My women’s line was almost hotter than my men’s, and Xavier Dean Designs became one of the most sought-after brands in the world. She finished her master’s degree a year after our wedding, and we split our time between the loft and our mansion in Costa Rica.

I learned to live a lot more and enjoy my life better, and it was all due to the vivacious whimsy of my wife. One day while swinging in our double hammock on our beach in Costa Rica, I asked her to stop taking her birth control. We’d been married for two years, she had her masters and was working with a scientific group with a grant to study whale migration which allowed her to travel between San Francisco and Latin America. My brand couldn’t be hotter, and I felt a call to create a family.

I knew she felt the same tug because of the way she looked at children, especially those of the locals in the village who were being raised in a carefree and loving nature.

“Honey,” I started. “How do you feel about no longer taking birth control?”

She looked at me, her soft beautiful eyes shining in the sun. “Are you okay with that? I mean, it’s okay?” She tried to repress the enormous smile forming on her lips, but she couldn’t.

“I’m ready. I want to be a father; more importantly, I want to be a better father than yours was.” 

“Thank you, thank you, thank you!” She kissed me all over my face, the little crazy.

I suggested we try as soon as she wanted, and we’d keep at it until she was pregnant. Well, we started that afternoon. Every time I filled her with my seed, I thought about what we were creating. A mix of both of us, a child who would be blessed with parents who loved and cherished them as much as we loved and cherished each other. She promised to continue to love me and make time for BLMD whenever he wanted to play.

And … she made good on that promise. Xavier Phillip Dean the Second was born ten months later, and even though we were up for nightly feedings and he was kind of a cranky baby, we always made time for each other and our love … and other interests. After the baby, Arcadia focused more on her work and less on being the face of my brand. Instead, our family, the three of us, became our trademark. 

I started a new venture into whimsical, playful children’s clothes that a kid could get dirty and would easily wash out and be long-lasting. It was fashion industry gold, and Arcadia laughed at how ridiculously rich we were, so we funded a school in the Village where we lived in Costa Rica which offered top education to the local students. Even our own son went to school there. After Junior was born, we spent most of our time in Costa Rica, only returning to San Fran every few months to check on the business. I was happier than I ever thought I would be. Arcadia and I sometimes disagreed, well, we often disagreed, but never fought. We loved each other too much not to communicate and work out our differences. Most of the time we disagreed about my lavishing her because she worked so hard as a biologist, wife, and mother to our son. She was my everything.

 

Arcadia

I loved watching Junior, who was five, and Xavier play in the sand together. Xavier was so carefree when he was with our son. They were on a turtle hunt as the sea turtles had returned to our part of the ocean, but mostly they were building a tall sandcastle. Junior wanted it to go higher than daddy’s head.

Xavier was still an incredible lover, and my very best friend on earth. We tried to make love every day as we always had, but it was getting just a tiny bit harder these last few days of my pregnancy. Xavier always teased me that having sex would induce labor, and he was right, that’s what did the trick with Junior, so he was committed to the same method with Everleigh who was very near her due date.

 Xavier was a little worried about being a father to a girl, but I promised him he’d be perfect, just as he was with Junior. He was a beautiful husband, and a great human being; he’d be everything a little girl would ever want in a father. 

For me, I was looking forward to being a mother again. I loved being Junior’s mother, and I was excited to meet Everleigh. I wasn’t sure if she’d complete our family and neither was Xavier; we both found parenting to be a great addition to our already wonderful lives. It wasn’t always all good, and having two would make it harder, but Xavier and I had learned to weather every storm together; raising kids would be no different. We were partners in everything. 

I was now a full member of the science team, and my job was hectic, but not so much so I couldn’t be there for Xavier and attend functions he wanted to show me off at, or I wanted to be there to enjoy the accolades he received. We had a nanny, but I went to school functions as we were the benefactors of the school and made sure I was present for all the important things in Junior’s life; it would be the same for our daughter.

As I watched Xavier build a sandcastle over his head, I couldn’t help being grateful for that drunken night oh so many years ago when I married the perfect man on a whim.

THE END

 

Dear reader, 

Thank you so much for reading my book! It’s passionate readers like you that allow me to live my dream and do the thing I love most on earth, which is writing books and entertaining people. As a way of saying thank-you, I’ve included a preview of one my favorite stories – be sure to check it out!

 

 


Preview of “The Billionaire’s Fake Marriage”
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Chapter 1

Lilli

 

“There’s a guy looking at your ass from that window.” Anna laughed as she pulled me back into the Uber. “You should give him a little show.”

Anna was the kind of friend that could convince anyone to do something crazy. She was fun, carefree, and wild beyond her years. I had only recently connected with her, but she had really spiced up my partying life. 

“He’s probably already getting a pretty damn good show. I don’t have on any panties,” I said with a giggle. 

For fun, I wiggled my ass back and forth while I continued to lean into the car window and talk to my girlfriends. My legs were wobbly from our evening of drinking and dancing, and I used the time to gather my focus before I had to walk into my house. 

“Oh, you’re naughty. Let’s give him a real show,” Anna said as she jumped out of the vehicle and wrapped her arms around me to give me a giant hug. 

I had lost my balance as she swung the door open and was barely standing when she wrapped her arms around me. Anna was shorter than me, but she still managed to lift me off the ground. Her arms stayed locked around my waist, and my skirt pressed up toward the crest of my ass. I glanced up at the window as she spun me around and saw my handsome neighbor standing shirtless in his bedroom, watching us. I could only imagine what he was thinking as he looked down at our silly group of girls making so much noise after our night of partying on a weeknight.

He wasn’t even hiding the fact that he was watching us. The light in his bedroom was on, and the curtains were wide open as he stood there with a mischievous smirk on his face. I’d only been back home for a couple of weeks, but a handsome neighbor was certainly one of the perks of being back under my parents’ roof. He was mysterious and much better looking than any of the men I normally hung out with. I estimated he was a few years older than me; okay, actually he was probably ten years older than me, but that didn’t matter for the flirting we were doing. 

“He’s still there,” I said to Anna as she sat me down. “But I’m too drunk to stay out here any longer. I’ll see you girls later. I need to get to my bed.”

“Bye Lilli,” Amy yelled from the other side of the vehicle. “Be good, or don’t be good and just go over to that hot guy’s house.” 

“See you when I see you,” Rebecca added. 

“Are you sure you don’t want to make out and really drive that guy crazy?” Anna asked. “I bet he’s already ragging hard just looking at your ass.”

“No Anna.” I laughed. “I think I’ll pass. I’m not into torturing the poor guy. Plus, I don’t really want to kiss you. No offense.” I giggled as I tried to steady myself against the car. 

“Okay, but don’t say I never offered.” 

“I promise I won’t say that.” 

“Goodnight super-hot neighbor dude,” Anna yelled out as she blew him a kiss. 

I reluctantly turned toward the window and waved apologetically as I shook my head at how loud Anna had been. It was three o’clock in the morning. She wasn’t just going to get the hot neighbors attention; she was going to get the attention of the whole damn neighborhood. My upper-class Chicago neighborhood wasn’t exactly a hot spot for late night party girls. Most of my neighbors worked and had families, and one had even mentioned that I seemed to be ‘having a lot of fun’ when they ran into my mother at the grocery store. 

My neighbor’s slight grin turned into a full blown smile as he closed his curtains and turned the light off in his room after I waved at him. He didn’t seem like the type of guy who got upset about the noise my friends and I made when coming home from our nights in the town. Over the last few weeks he hadn’t come to the window very often, but occasionally I’d seen him glancing out the window to see what the commotion was. He almost never had a shirt on, which was really how he got his nickname “Hot Neighbor”. I appreciated the ripples of his abs every time I saw him. 

He had a scruffy shadow of a beard and a deep olive skin tone. His short brown hair was always messed up like he didn’t have a care at all. I had no idea what he did for work, but from what I heard from my parents, he traveled a lot and had some unusual hours. My hot neighbor was definitely older than I was, but I couldn’t really tell by how many years, and I liked that mystery. I had never actually met the man, only flirted from a distance with quick glances through our windows. He was the perfect fantasy guy. 

From what I could figure, my neighbor was gone for long periods of time, and I assumed he was doing top-secret work, or at least that’s what I thought about when I fantasized about him. I’d asked my mother about him, and she said he never had people over, and she’d seen him loading up a single suitcase on several occasions. I’d seen him go out jogging before but never at the same time of the day, so his schedule wasn’t something I could figure out in the short time I had been home. He did tend to stay up late, though, and I’d seen his lights on at all hours of the night, but I hadn’t had the opportunity to talk to him yet. 

“Okay get going,” I said to the girls as I tapped on the roof of the car. 

The car slowly took off, and I turned to walk inside. I could barely keep myself upright as my heels wobbled in the cobblestone of my parents’ driveway. My mother had insisted on putting the rocky stone into our driveway instead of a regular cement slab. She obviously hadn’t been thinking about how hard it would be for me to walk in at three o’clock in the morning with my 4-inch heels and a plethora of alcohol in my system. 

The five martinis I’d been sipping on all night long were rushing through my blood stream as I tried to unlock my front door. The key flopped around in my hand, slipped through my fingers, and was decidedly uncooperative as I spent at least five minutes trying to get into my house. It was a good thing my parents were heavy sleepers, or I’d surely have heard an earful from them with all the noise I was making. 

As the key finally slipped into the lock, I looked up at the neighbor’s window just to make sure he hadn’t seen that debacle. There were no lights on so I couldn’t tell if he had seen me or not, but I hoped he had not. The last thing I wanted him to see was me fumbling and nearly falling as I’d tried to make it into my house; that wasn’t a very ladylike picture at all. 

I slipped my heels off as I ascended the wooden stairs of our grand foyer and then walked down the hallway toward my room. Our house was much larger than it needed to be. My parents had their master bedroom on the main floor and never even came upstairs now that all of us kids were older. The upstairs consisted of four very large bedrooms, all with their own bathrooms and walk-in closets. Mine was on the east side of the home and faced the hot neighbor’s house. 

I flipped the light on as I walked into my room and then quickly turned it back off so my neighbor couldn’t see into my room as easily. I wasn’t sure if he was still up or if he even cared to look in my room that night, but to give myself the upper hand, I left the light off. My fingers slipped around the smooth blue curtain that covered my window as I pushed it open. In the dark of my bedroom, I had a clear view into the master suite of the hot guy’s house. It was dark also, so I assumed he had gone off to bed. 

I didn’t bother to slide my dress off and instead fell right onto my bed as I closed my eyes and gave in to the exhaustion that I felt in every muscle of my body. The morning would be there sooner than I wanted it to be. With my curtains left open, I’d be able to wake up as the sun rose and hopefully get a nice breakfast and run before it warmed up too much. 

 

***

 

“We are leaving Lillian, grunt if you are still alive up there,” my father yelled from the bottom of the stairs. 

I heard his words and rolled over in bed as I tried to gather my voice to respond. I had clearly slept past the sunrise and well into the early morning hours if my parents were already on their way out for the day. 

“I’m alive,” I said without opening my eyes. 

I didn’t feel all that lively, though, and every inch of my body ached with a hangover. Since moving home, my parents gave me the freedom to come and go as I pleased, although they still worried about me, and they certainly didn’t like it if I came home late and woke them up. My father probably worried just as much now as he had when I was in high school, but at least he wasn’t sitting in the old recliner waiting up for me every night. 

“Dinner at Romeo’s tonight if you’re home at six. Otherwise, we will bring you some leftovers. Love you, sweetheart,” my mother said, and then I heard the front door close behind them as they didn’t wait for me to respond. 

My eyes were practically glued shut, and my lips were so dry that I felt them crack as I opened my mouth. A late night of partying always had a morning of suffering attached to it for me. I couldn’t understand how Anna never seemed to have a hangover. She wasn’t even legally old enough to drink, yet she was much better at it than I was. Drinking and partying weren’t always my thing, but since breaking up with my boyfriend and moving back in with my parents, drinking felt like the right thing to do at this particular moment in my life. I was trying to find myself. Trying to find the next big thing in my life, and there was no hurry as I navigated the fun of the moment. 

My phone alarm went off, and I listened to Aerosmith for a whole minute before I reached for my phone and turned it off. It was 10 o’clock, and I had set my alarm to ensure I wouldn’t sleep in too much because I wanted to work out. As I rolled out of the bed, the dehydration from my alcohol was evident by the tightness in my legs and my lips as they stuck together. My muscles cramped up in pain at the slightest of movement, and I winced at the idea of exercising. It was going to be a tough run with this level of alcohol aftermath, but all I had to look forward to right now was partying and building up my running so I could do a marathon. 

I glanced out my window to see what the day looked like and was met with the warmth of the morning sun. It was June in Chicago, and I couldn’t have asked for a better day. The sky was clear of all clouds with brilliant blue ricocheting from one side of the horizon to the other. I slipped into my favorite red sports bra and black running tights and made my way downstairs. 

After drinking more water, I headed out the door at a slow enough pace to warm up and let my muscles adjust to their current condition. It was my opinion that even a slow short run was better than not going for a run at all. But only two blocks from my house my phone started ringing, so I slowed to a walk and answered it. I’d already conquered a big hurdle in actually getting out the door to go for a run; a short walk wouldn’t hinder my workout all that much.

“Hey Monica, what’s up?” I said to my friend from work. 

“I really need you to take my shift today. Please, please, please,” she said as I heard one of her kids in the background vomiting. 

Monica was one of the most responsible girls I’d ever met. If she was calling me to work for her, there was going to be a good reason. We worked with a lot of flakes and people who hardly ever showed up on time for work. Unfortunately, our facility just didn’t pay enough to keep the high-end nurses and assistants working there. But Monica was responsible, and I was a close second behind her. I worked second shift purely so I could go out partying and not have to worry about being late for work. It was my way of being responsible while also getting to be a little wild for a change. 

“Oh, man, who’s that?” 

“It’s Chance, but Elizabeth has a fever too. I think it’s just a matter of time before she gets to the puking. I hope I don’t end up sick as well. I can’t afford to take more than one day off from work.”

“Aww, I’m sorry Monica. Sure, I can work instead of you. Can I go in at noon?” 

“You can go in anytime you’d like. They will just be so happy to have someone there. I know they were already short staffed, so when I called in sick, they weren’t very happy. I’ll call them back right away and tell Jackson you’ll be in at noon.”

“I can use the money. I spend more drinking than I’m saving at this point. I know my parents don’t mind me staying here, but I’d like to get my own apartment sometime before the year is up.” 

“Thanks so much, I owe you big time.” 

I started to jog in place as we wrapped up our conversation. If I had to get to work, I needed to finish my workout faster than I had planned, which meant I was going to have to pick up the pace. My leg muscles were still wobbly, but at least they weren’t cramping up like they had done when I first woke up. 

“When the kids get better, come out some night with me and the girls. You really need a night on the town.”

“Sure, that sounds fun,” Monica said totally unconvincingly. She always said she would come out with us, but the reality of married life and her children always took precedence, which was understandable. 

As I hung up the phone, I tried to put it back in my armband carrier while I kept jogging around a tight sidewalk corner. I didn’t see him coming at all as my body rammed right into another runner as he was coming around the corner the opposite direction. My hands pressed up against the rock hard muscles of his chest, and I was stunned into silence and stood there wobbly and unbalanced as I looked up at the man. 

“Woah there little lady,” he said as he reached out and grabbed me before I fell to the ground. 

His large hand wrapped around my forearm, but then his other arm reached behind me and supported my back all in one swift motion. I was thrown off by the collision, and it took me a moment to figure out who it was I had just run into. My chest heaved as I tried to catch my breath, and my brain started to register who he was. 

“Oh, it’s you,” I said as I found my balance and looked up at the hot neighbor who was standing in front of me. 

“It’s me,” he said calmly and pulled his hands away while he took a step backward to give me some space. “I’m Devin, by the way.” 

My heart fluttered as I looked up at him. Something was different about him, and I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. His hair was tussled like every other time I’d seen him through the window. His facial hair was just past the five-o’clock shadow range, similar to how it normally was. He smiled at me, and I smiled back at him still unable to put my finger on what was different. 

The buzz of my heart filled my ears, and I wasn’t sure if he had actually said something to me or not. So I just stood there looking at him and trying to figure out what I should say. What does a girl say to the hottest man she’s ever been face to face with? I searched my mind for a witty remark but couldn’t think of a thing to say. 

“You are wearing a shirt,” I said suddenly before I could stop the words from leaving my mouth. That was what was different about him from all those times I’d seen him through his window.

He burst into laughter as he nodded his head in agreement. His smile was perfection with brilliant white teeth that looked like they were perfectly shaped for his mouth. His lips pulled back and curled up, and the lines near his eyes gave me a clue that he was at least ten years older than I was. I guessed that he was in his mid-thirties. 

“But you don’t,” he said with a wink. 

“I don’t what?” I asked in total confusion. 

My brain clearly wasn’t working in full force as his witty humor flew right over me. Instead, I stood there looking puzzled at what he thought I didn’t have. 

“You don’t have a shirt on.”

I suddenly looked down as if I was actually out running without a shirt on. But he was making a joke about my sports bra as a top. My face flushed red at his comment, and I tried to respond without sounding too childish. 

“Oh my gosh.” I laughed. “I guess that’s technically right … well … I better keep moving,” I said as I started to walk away. “Enjoy your run. Oh, and sorry for all the noise last night.”

I didn’t want to keep running or stop talking to him, but I couldn’t just stand there and let him flirt with me and not be able to respond in a decent manner. My only option was to get away as quickly as possible and try to save a little bit of mystery. He was throwing me off my game. My mind was a jumbled mess, and I spoke to him like a little girl talking to a man she had a crush on. Nothing about that conversation was going to make him think I was a woman, and he probably thought I was some teenage girl or something like that. 

“No problem. Enjoy your run too,” he said as he returned to running. 

I couldn’t help turning and watching as he ran back toward our houses. His body was clearly his temple. Every inch of the man was covered with muscle. Devin held his arms in tight next to him with his head up in a focused sprint down the block. I’d lost this interaction battle though; he had clearly had the upper hand. 

Instead of running, I walked as I replayed the conversation in my head. He had told me his name, but I hadn’t told him my name. Instead, I’d acted like a love-struck teenager who didn’t know how to talk to a man. He was older than me, more mature, more controlled and calmer than I could ever be. Devin had flirted with me, and I’d barely been able to look him in the eyes. As much as I wanted to tease and flirt with this guy, I was just better at doing it with a window between us. 

I started to pick up the pace and jog as the disaster of my interaction kept running through my head over and over again. Soon I was in a full on sprint as I ran farther than I had intended to run and turned around and kept running all the way back home. This had been my chance to wow my hot neighbor guy, Devin. But instead of a wow, I’d given a flaming fizzle of a performance. 

My chest heaved as I made it to my lawn and collapsed in exhaustion. There was no cool down, just an all-out sprint and collapse when I made it home. The day had warmed up to nearly 80 degrees which was perfect as I lay there and let myself catch my breath before heading inside. I pulled one leg toward me to stretch and then the other, while I looked up at the sky and tried to think of any possible way I could win back the balance of my liaison with my hot neighbor Devin. 

When I felt the strength return to my legs, I gingerly made it into my house and climbed upstairs to my room. I stripped off my sweaty clothes and looked for my work outfit so I could take a shower. My curtains were still open, and I walked over to close them before Devin got too much of a show. But there he was, standing right in the middle of his bedroom with a towel wrapped around after finishing his shower. 

I quickly grabbed the corner of my curtain and pulled it in front of me. The quick movement of the curtains got the attention of Devin, and he turned toward the window and walked my way. My breath quickened as I thought of what to do next. If I just hid behind the curtain after he clearly had seen me, then I was continuing to play the little girl role. I was twenty-one years old. Devin needed to know that I wasn’t a little girl. Plus, I was much better at flirting when words weren’t involved. 

We were in the midst of a little cat and mouse game as I quickly turned away from the window and took a step deeper into my room, but I held onto the curtain, and he stayed at his window watching. I smiled at the thought of him standing there looking for me to turn back around, but I didn’t want to turn around and just stood there like some weirdo. 

I reached over and grabbed my bright red lipstick from my makeup table. Then, I turned back toward Devin’s house and used the lipstick to write on the window. Slowly, I thought about how to write my name so that he could read it. With my left hand, I held the curtain in front of me and looked up at Devin as his eyes kept an intense stare in my direction. 

I didn’t look up to see if he was still there; instead, I concentrated on writing the letters large and clear so he could see them. When I was finished with the last ‘I’, I looked up and saw Devin standing there still in his towel and waiting for me to finish. He cocked his head to the side slightly and squinted his eyes as he read my writing from his window. 

He mouthed the words, “Hi, Lilli,” and I giggled. 

“Hi,” I mouthed back to him and gave a short single wave. 

His gaze stayed focused on mine with a sexual power I’d never known before. I felt the dirty thoughts running through his mind as my whole body warmed. His eyes narrowed, and the intensity of his stare made my center warm. 

Now we were stuck with nothing else to say. With a burst of adrenaline running through me, I let the curtain drop from my hand and blew Devin a kiss. I stood there for only ten seconds, but it was a confident ten seconds, and then I turned and walked into my bathroom. For the one gleaming moment, I was filled with confidence as I let him get a peek at my body and then just as quickly disappeared away from the window. 

When I pushed the bathroom door, I started jumping up and down with excitement at what had just happened. This was a whole new level of flirting between the two of us. No longer were we strangers who just got a peek at our naked neighbor, and we now knew each other’s names, and I had just flashed him in the middle of the day. I couldn’t even say that it was the alcohol that made me do it; clearly, I was utterly sober at that moment. 

My heart continued to pound with excitement as I showered and got dressed for work. I planned a quick getaway so I wouldn’t have to run into Devin now that I’d given him the ultimate flirting. I simply walked out of my bedroom, down the stairs to my car and drove away. I didn’t look up to see if he was looking through his window nor did I look at his front door to see if he was there. I didn’t want to know if he was there because I couldn’t be distracted by him at that moment. 

My willpower did me good as I made it to the end of my block and turned toward the interstate. I wasn’t sure how any further run-ins were going to go with Devin, but I had made it out of my house and off to work successfully, so that was enough for the time being. I’d have all night at work to think about my next strategic interaction with the hot guy from next door. 





Chapter 2

 

Devin 

 

This girl was going to be the death of me. I’d been distracted by her for weeks, and now she was heating up the teasing to a whole new level. I certainly hadn’t expected her to flash me like she did. Lilli, that was a nice name; it suited her perfectly, and now I had a name to plug into all my deliciously dirty fantasies. 

My body still throbbed as I pictured her standing in her window and letting the blue fabric of the curtains drop away to expose her body. Her long red hair draped down over her shoulders, and her milky white skin looked flawless in the glow of the afternoon sun. 

Lilli was young, though, much younger than I’d thought she was. All her late nights partying, I’d estimated she was in her mid to late twenties, but when I saw her up close and personal, she looked barely twenty-one. I had no business flirting with her; nothing good could come of it. Well, maybe a night full of good old fun, but nothing more than that. Lilli looked like trouble. Since she had returned home to her family, she’d been out partying nearly every night. Although I was over dating the party girl types, I couldn’t help imagining what a night with Lilli would be like. 

My cock was already throbbing every time I saw her. Just the thought of having her naked in my bed was enough to make my body heat up. Her womanly curves pressed against my hands were a vision I’d often gone to sleep with over the last few weeks. Certainly, I didn’t have any problems finding women to bring home, but since I’d curbed my own partying lifestyle, it was harder and harder to find time for women in my life. 

As the doorbell rang, I snapped out of my lustful daydream and hurried to let Jacob inside. We were set to be at the office in under an hour, but I needed him to give his opinion on a new company I wanted to introduce everyone in our office to. Not all my investments went through the office, and I was considering backing this company all on my own, but it was much riskier that way. 

“It’s nice to know you’re excited to see me,” Jacob said as he joked about my raging hard on that was pressing out of my pants. 

“It’s that damn girl next door. You wouldn’t believe how she teases me.”

“Probably all in your imagination. I used to think my neighbor was teasing me, and then I went over there and hit on her, and she punched me in the nose.” 

“Ouch, that’s some serious mixed signals. But let’s be honest, you probably deserved it,” I joked. 

“Apparently it’s fun to flirt from afar, but when I wanted to do something about it, I was suddenly the creepy old guy next door.” 

“You are kind of creepy.” I laughed. 

“Shut it! She was flirting with me; I know it. I just can’t figure out what happened between her flirting and me making my move. But anyways, just be careful. If she’s living with her parents, she’s young, and that’s not the kind of drama you want in your life.”

“I hear ya man. I’m over the drama. I had enough of that with Ashley to last me a lifetime.”

“How are Ashley and Izzy? Have you seen Izzy lately at all?” 

“No, Ashley insists that my visits just upset Izzy and confuse her. That’s the last thing I want to do. I send letters, and she doesn’t answer. It’s probably better that I wait until she’s a bit older. I was a pretty crappy father the first few years of her life.”

“That’s bullshit. You’re her father, and even if you were gone a lot at first, you’re here now. You should get to see her as much as you want to. With the amount of money you’re sending Ashley each month, she should be bowing down to let the two of you spend time together.”

“I’m trying to understand her point of view. I was partying pretty hard for a lot of years, and I don’t think she truly believes I’ve settled down and have changed my ways. To Ashley, just because I’m busy with work, I must be busy with every woman in a skirt that’s in Chicago.” 

My ex-girlfriend hated all the traveling and partying I’d done after our daughter Izzy was born. There was no excuse for it, and I had to live with the father I’d been over those years. But I wasn’t about to push myself on my daughter now that I was ready. Izzy was ten years old now, and just to barge in on her life would be selfish of me. As much as I wanted to start building a relationship with her, I was a changed man and willing to put her needs ahead of mine. Ashley said it wasn’t the right time, so I trusted her parenting and stayed away except for Izzy’s birthday and Christmas. 

“If you spent more time with her, then she’d learn to adjust. I think Ashley is just using your love for your daughter to push you away. She literally moved as far away from here as possible to try and keep you from your daughter.”

“No, come on now. She moved to be near her family. I was working eighty hours a week then and traveling more than I was home. It was the right move for her. She needed help with Izzy when she was young, and her family was there for her.”

“Her family talked her right out of being with you.”

“Maybe that was a good thing. We weren’t good together. Before Izzy, we were drugging and partying every day. Ashley stopped when she got pregnant, and I didn’t until a few years ago. At least things broke off before they got too nasty between us,” I said as I grabbed the drone I wanted to show Jacob. “Now take a look at this.”

I turned the drone on and used my phone to guide it into the hovering position. While at the beach in Florida a few weeks before, I saw a group of guys flying this drone over them while they were surfing. I couldn’t wait to get it back home and see what the guys thought about it. 

“What the heck is it? Some sort of camera drone? There are hundreds of those on the market right now.”

“No, this one will follow you without having someone control it. See, you put it into the air and have it fix onto a person. Then I can walk around and the drone will stay behind me taking video. I saw some guys surfing, and the drone was following them. Talk about some insane footage, it was epic.” 

“So it doesn’t need someone to control it?”

“No. It uses facial recognition and will follow you. This is the future, don’t you think?”

Jacob grabbed the drone out of the air and looked at it for a minute. He was the tech guy of our group, and I valued his opinion on all our technology investments. I found companies based on my gut, but Jacob could find the holes in their processes and equipment that prevented us from wasting our money. 

“I’d need to talk to their engineers, but it looks good. Where are they manufacturing?” 

“Let’s talk about it at the office with the other guys. I don’t want to explain everything twice, but I really wanted you to see it first.” 

“Alright, I’ll see you at the office then. Go take care of that thing,” he said as he pointed at my shorts. “No one wants to see that.”

“I beg to differ. Cindy might want to see it.” I winked. 

“Devin, Cindy is a lesbian. She definitely doesn’t want to see that.” Jacob laughed as he headed back out to his car. 

Cindy might be a lesbian, but I was pretty sure she swung both ways. She’d been flirting with me about as long as I’d known her. She had been my human resources manager at my tech startup nearly ten years ago, and we both happened to be looking for something to do with ourselves about a year ago. After the sale of my company, I floundered around trying to decide what to do with my newfound money and time; partying took a front seat for a while, but that got old. 

Capital S Investing was started because I had nearly a half billion dollars from the sale of my company and nothing new to do with myself. I started looking into small up and coming companies and helping them out with their funding needs. Soon I’d gather a half dozen other friends that wanted to help these start-ups, and we were now running our own small firm. 

We didn’t meet often – only about one week of the month. The rest of the month we were off researching new companies or just hanging out and enjoying ourselves. During our week in the office, we analyzed the numbers of companies we’d invested in, decided on new investments, and sometimes heard pitches from companies. It felt like a little bit of normal for me, and I liked that. It was the same reason I bought a house in a normal neighborhood, as I didn’t want to be seen as that rich guy who women used for his money. 

Certainly, my house was plenty large enough for me. The neighborhood was an upper class for Chicago with nearly zero crime. I was comfortable leaving my house for weeks at a time and never worried about intruders or crime, although I did keep an alarm system hooked up just in case. Life in Chicago was as close to a normal life as I could hope for. 

When I arrived at the office, everyone was sitting around the conference room laughing and eating lunch. It was nearly noon, but that was our normal starting time. Working all week didn’t mean that any of us liked to wake up early in the morning and come to work. Our typical day went from noon to eight o’clock, and sometimes much later, depending on what projects we were working on. 

“I thought you were in Bali this week?” Cindy said as I walked in. 

“Bali?” 

“Yeah, didn’t you say there was a new surf company out there that you were going to visit?” 

“Shit!” I said as I scrolled through my phone. “Yeah, I’m supposed to look at this board company. Wow, I’m glad you know my schedule so well,” I joked. 

“I’m sure you would have remembered two hours before your flight when your phone alerted you. And you’d probably still make it to your plane.” 

“Yeah, probably,” I laughed at the memory of the two of us running to a plane when we were flying to New York one weekend. We had literally arrived at the airport thirty minutes before the flight and still managed to get through security and onto the plane. It probably didn’t hurt that we had first class tickets, but it still felt like quite the accomplishment. 

“Show them the drone,” Jacob exclaimed. “This thing is going to make us rich.”

We all laughed at his joke. Every single person in that room was already rich. Most of us had nine figures net worth. All seven of us were there purely because we needed something productive to do with ourselves and wanted to help new companies. But of course, we were business men and women, so making money on the deal was always an important part of the process. 

From the outside, our office didn’t look like the home of seven millionaires, but we technically did most of our work out of the office anyways. The drab walls and boring furniture weren’t at all like the startup companies we worked with, but then again we didn’t care anymore. Our bank accounts were full, and none of us had the need to impress others with fancy office accommodations. We had one employee, Stewart, our accountant. He kept the books looking nice and did most of his work from home. We didn’t have a big social media presence and certainly didn’t advertise. Our purpose was solely to help other companies and our investments in those companies were now our business. Sooner or later, we would need to hire staff, but at the moment we relished the small size of what we were doing and the relative quiet that we had been allowed to work in. 

My old brown office chair squeaked as I got up and lifted the drone into the air to show the group how it worked.  At least everything was so old that I didn’t have to worry if I accidentally broke a light fixture during my little demonstration. 

“It has facial recognition and will follow me without the need to control its every move,” I said as I walked around the room. “I saw the founders on the beach, and they had the drone following them while they were surfing. It was friggin amazing.” 

“What’s their production like?” Jacob asked. 

“I’m really not sure of any details. We will need to visit them and start from scratch. They seemed very green, and I think they’ve just been financing with family and friends’ money. We could put some capital behind them with some advertising, and it would blow up rather quickly.” 

“Where are they located?” Chris asked. 

Chris was the youngest of our group and had just left his job at Google. His coding skills were amazing, and he was itching to start his own company soon. I’d convinced him to hang out with us while he got his own thing up and running. His long beard and scruffy hair made him look more like a homeless man than one who had acquired a multimillion dollar portfolio. 

“Florida, do you want to go check them out?” I asked. 

“Sure, I don’t have much going on this month. I’d like to take a look under their hood and see what type of code they are using.” 

“You know most guys your age are looking under skirts, not coding hoods,” Sergei laughed. 

“Skirts ain’t going to make me rich.”

“Very true, but they have their own benefits.”

Sergei was happily married but loved to give the rest of us a hard time when it came to women. He and his wife had known each other since they were children, and their family had arranged their marriage while they were in college. It didn’t seem like a good way to start a life together, to me, but Sergei was happy so who was I to say anything? 

“Thanks, Chris, send out an email after your visit, and we can see if we can set up a meeting with them. I’m not even sure how much they might need in capital, so find out the details while you’re there please.”

“Will do.” 

My phone started ringing, and I noticed it was Ashley. If she was calling, I had to answer it. She hardly ever called me unless our daughter had been hurt or Ashley needed more money for something. In fact, I hadn’t actually talked to Ashley in nearly a year; instead, she had sent a few text messages, and her parents had been there when I went to drop off Izzy’s Christmas presents. 

“Hey Ashley, give me just a second,” I said as I put the call on mute. “I’ve got to take this. Edward, will you go ahead with your presentation on the company from the last month?”

“Sure thing Devin,” he said as I left the room. 

“What’s up? Is Izzy alright?” 

“What? What do you mean?” Ashley said with slurred speech. “I’m not calling about Izzy. I’m calling about what you did to me. You made me love you and then forced me to leave. You made me like this.”

“Ashley, what’s going on? Are you alright?” I asked as I became worried.

“I’m not alright. I’m stuck raising a daughter alone while you bone every skirt you see. You don’t deserve to party all the time, and I am forced to be responsible. That’s bullshit.”

“Where’s Izzy at?” I asked. “Are you drunk?”

“She’s at school stupid. If you were involved in her life, you’d know she goes to school.” 

“Ashley, are you home? Can I call your parents for you? Are you alright?”

“I’m fine; you’re not calling anyone. I just wanted you to know what a mess you’ve made of everything.”

“I’m sorry things didn’t turn out between us. I’d be happy to be more involved in Izzy’s life, but you said you didn’t think it was good for her. Do you want me to come and get her? I could have her live with me in Chicago for the school year if that would help you?”

“No! You’re not taking her from me. You just don’t want to pay me what you owe for her. I’m not giving her up just so you can keep all that money for yourself.”

It was clear that Ashley wasn’t as sober as I thought she had been. Her slurred words and belligerent tone of voice reminded me why we were no longer together. She wasn’t a nice drunk, which was something I remembered very well. 

“I don’t care about the money, Ashley. I really would like to build a relationship with Izzy. She only sees me twice a year, and anytime I call you’re always telling me she isn’t around.”

“She doesn’t want to talk to you.”

Do you want to know how the story continues? Click here to read the whole story plus 4 more hot and exciting billionaire romance novels (FREE with Kindle Unlimited!)!
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