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Chapter One

Anita stood at the door waiting for the taxi. She checked her reflection nervously for the hundredth time and still was not confident with what she saw.

However, she hoped Stan from IT would be pleased. After all, he had been very friendly to her since her computer had crashed last week. He had come down to check everything was OK twice since he had fixed it, and lingered much longer than necessary. Anita took it as a sign he was interested in more than her hard drive.

Tonight she was going to test that theory, it was the office Christmas party and perhaps, with a little Dutch courage, she would be able to ask him to dance, and more.

For Anita these were brave thoughts, she was normally a very insecure person. Often picked on because of her weight, her curves a constant source of teasing while she had been at school. To make matters worse she had grown up in a foster home, and had never found a supportive adult to tell her it was OK to be herself. 

No mother had ever comforted her and told her everyone was different. The too tight clothes, often from a thrift shop or else hand me downs, had not helped either. So these days she found a great delight in shopping for lovely clothes that flattered her figure, instead of making her bulge in places she should not. Tonight she had taken extra care, for the sake of Stan, who she hoped might save her from a lonely Christmas.

Having only moved to the city four weeks ago, when she landed a job with fantastic opportunities, she had not had time to make many friends. The girls in the office were polite, but not very friendly to her, she thought they simply needed time to get used to her, but it all made her feel very lonely.

The thought of another Christmas alone was bearable, but she longed to find someone special to share her life with. Not that she hated being on her own, there were many times as a child when she had learned her own company was much better than that of other kids that might be staying in the same foster home. Some were great, many were mean, and they came and went, passing through in a continuous stream. There never seemed to be the opportunity to make long-standing friendships. 

Moving to the city had given her the chance to make a new start, create a new life for herself, and that was not going to happen if she did not socialise, so the party had become a big thing in her head. She now hoped she would get through it without making a fool of herself with Stan. Nevertheless, as the saying goes, nothing ventured nothing gained.

A beep from a car horn told her the taxi had arrived. Taking a deep steadying breath, she went out, carefully locking the door behind her. An appreciative glance from the driver told her she looked at least halfway decent, and that was enough for now.

The short journey did nothing to soothe her nerves, she kept picturing Stan, smiling at her while he flirted, only to laugh at her when he realised she had taken him seriously. Over and over the scene repeated, until the taxi pulled up in front of the building and she got out, feeling sick with apprehension. 

Maybe she should just pretend they were friends, that she had not noticed his extra visits. Play hard to get, but she did not want to throw away this chance to show him she liked him too, or at least liked the idea of having someone special.

Anita tucked that thought to the back of her mind, trying in vain to ignore it, although it was persistent. She knew deep down that Stan was not her type, he was too flashy and self-centred, she had acknowledged that about him at their first meeting, but right now, she was in love with the idea of being in love. 

The idea that there was someone special waiting for her at the end of the day, especially Christmas Day appealed to her. However, as she walked up to the party she had to choke back tears, this romance was over before it had even started. Anita had spent her life being true to herself, of relying on herself, to chase after Stan would be wrong when she had no real feelings for him.

Going into the party with a heavy heart, she almost turned around and went home, she was not in the mood for fun now. She had already spoilt her hopes for the evening.

Yet as she walked in, and saw Rochelle in Stan's arms, she was suddenly relieved she had given up her fantasy of being with him. To Anita the whole thing became clear; Stan had not been coming down to see her. He had used her as an excuse to get closer to Rochelle, the office flirt. Well those two definitely suited each other.

Anita went to get a drink, perhaps she could get away with only staying for an hour. If she did the rounds and said hello to people, they would remember she had been here. No one would miss her later, because no one really paid her that much attention. She had always been the kind of person who simply faded into the background.

Two drinks later she had mingled and spoken to most of the people in her office, an early evening seemed so close. She went to the bathroom to freshen up, and to call a taxi, away from the noise of the party. It was while she was in there she made a mistake that she knew instantly would come back to bite her.

“Hello, Anita.”

Anita turned around to see Rochelle standing at the door. She was swaying slightly, the effects of too much alcohol.

“Hi, Rochelle. You look like you’re enjoying yourself.” Anita spoke brightly, although she had a bad feeling about the way Rochelle was smirking.

“Have you come in here to hide?”

“Hide?” Anita was confused.

“Yes. You really thought Stan was interested in you, didn’t you?”

Taken aback by Rochelle's words, for a moment Anita did not know what to say. “Not at all, why would I?”

“Because he kept coming down to see you, or rather me. You were his cover, because he knew no one would think he was really interested in you.”

Rochelle's words hurt Anita badly, but she had heard it all before.

“I thought he was just being nice, no more.”

Rochelle started to giggle. “Don’t lie; he said you were a sad virgin who lapped up all the attention because you’ve never had a man.”

In her mind, Anita started to count to ten, willing herself not to cry. “That’s a very cruel thing to say, I thought Stan was better than that.” Then she took a deep breath and told a lie, something she had never done before. However at this point she was so sick of being on her own, and unloved, she wanted Rochelle to think she was different from the person she really was. “Anyway, I have a boyfriend. I was simply being nice to Stan, I felt sorry for him.”

Rochelle's face clouded over, and Anita knew she had a hit a nerve. “Sorry for Stan? Why?”

“Well he seemed so desperate. I’m so glad he’s got you, I hated to think of him being on his own.”

“Desperate?”

Anita knew she would rot in hell for being a bitch, but she was so fed up with being treated this way by women who thought that looks were the only thing that counted.

“Yes. You know, an IT nerd who needed a date.”

Stan was not exactly a nerd, in fact, he was quite good looking, and he had a nice smile, but it made Rochelle stop and think about Stan, and whether he was good enough. It just proved what a shallow person she was.

“Well, I like him.”

“I’m glad to hear it. Now if you'll excuse me I’m going back to the party.” Anita just wanted to get away from Rochelle. She was feeling uncomfortable with the whole thing; it was so out of character for her.

Rochelle turned to look in the mirror, and checked her make up. Anita pulled the door open and was about to leave when her voice called out, “If you have a boyfriend, why isn't he here with you?”

Anita's pause was just long enough for Rochelle to scent the lie Anita had told. “You don’t have one, do you?”

“Of course, I do.”

“Then where is he?” Rochelle asked again, now turning to face Anita who could not help but flush red.

“He’s working late.”

Damn, thought Anita, she would have been better to say he lived in another city, that way she would not be asked to present him like some trophy at tonight's festivities.

“When does he get off work? Surely he will be early enough to join you sometime this evening?”

“I’ll text him to find out.” She pulled out her phone and began texting, opening the door and going out into the corridor, her brain frantically trying to find a way out of this stupid situation she had lied herself into.

Unfortunately, Samantha, one of Rochelle's friends was heading down the corridor towards her. Rochelle appeared behind Anita and she knew she was cornered.

“Hi, Samantha. Anita was just texting her boyfriend to see if he can join us later.”

“Anita has a boyfriend?” Samantha did nothing to hide the astonishment in her voice.

Anita wanted to cry, this had been a dream job for her, and she had hoped she would get on with the people in the office. Now with one stupid lie she had managed to destroy any hope she had of her co-workers accepting her. There was no way she could conjure up a boyfriend, not for tonight, not for any night. Why was she so stupid?

Trying to think clearly through her mounting panic she held her phone up, pretending she could not get a signal.

“I can’t seem to send it.”

Rochelle sniggered, “Of course you can’t. Messages to fantasy land are notoriously hard to send.”

Samantha giggled too. “Is he an elf or a fairy?”

“Very funny.” Anita wanted to cry, but she refused to let these two women see her tears. “I’ll try down here.”

She walked off towards the offices at the far end of the corridor, the sound of Samantha and Rochelle giggling in her ears. It was only when she was sure they were bored with waiting and had headed back to the party that she opened one of the doors. Anita rushed in blindly, tears filling her vision.

Resting her back against a desk, she let her pent up anger and frustration out. She was furious with herself for being so stupid; this could spoil everything she had worked so hard for. Coming here was supposed to be a fresh start, and she had ruined it. Big racking sobs left her struggling to breathe; she groped in her bag for a tissue, but could not find one.

“Here, use this.”

Anita jumped away from the desk, wiping her eyes on the back of her hand like a child. She had no idea there was anyone else in the room when she came in, she felt a fresh surge of shame at someone witnessing her breaking down like this.

Wiping her eyes enough to make out a man dressed in a business suit standing by the edge of the desk, she tried to get control of herself so she could apologise for barging in on him. It did not work, these flood gates wanted to stay open. Another sob escaped her, and he pressed the handkerchief into her hand.

“Surely it can’t be that bad?” he asked soothingly.

She took a big shuddering breath. “You have no idea.”

“Then why don’t you try me.”

“No, I’m too embarrassed.”

“Ahh, so I guess it has to do with a man. Boyfriend trouble?”

She managed a shaky smile. “Not in the way you think.”

“So your boyfriend hasn't got drunk and done a strip tease in front of the office staff then?”

“No.” She almost giggled but hiccuped instead, making him smile.

“Well, that's always a good thing. Boyfriends that strip in public are never worth it.”

She took his handkerchief and wiped away her tears, noticing her make up was coming off with it. She must look a terrible mess, but he did not seem to mind.

Now her eyes were clear she took a good look at him, and nearly forgot to breathe. He was one of the best looking men she had ever seen, dark looks with eyes that shone with humour. Under his well cut suit she knew he would have a body of a god too, the way he held himself gave him away.

“I’m sorry to have disturbed you,” she said, pushing herself away from the desk and heading for the door.

He was quicker than she was; he placed himself in front of the door, blocking her exit. “Not so fast. Take your time to get yourself together, and please tell me what's wrong. A beautiful woman like you shouldn't be crying alone when there's a party going on.”

“Please don’t tease me. I’ve had enough of that tonight.”

“So that's the problem. Your boyfriend has been teasing you?”

“No, he hasn't. Please let me go.”

“But your boyfriend has upset you in some way?”

“No.” She sighed and then admitted, “I don’t have a boyfriend.”

“OK. I’m confused. I thought you said you were upset because of your boyfriend.”

“Not exactly. You see I told a little white lie.”

He leaned towards her in a very co-conspirator kind of way. The closeness of his body next to hers made her react in ways she had only dreamed of. This reaction was what she had wanted to feel with Stan, and it was this lack of arousal that had made it clear Stan was not the one for her.

However the thought of this hunk of a man standing in front of her, holding her and kissing her. Now that made her heart thump wildly, and a heat creep through her body until she felt a slick wetness between her thighs. Only when she lifted her eyes to look into his did she realise how turned on she was, and that he knew it.

“Tell me,” he breathed in a hypnotic tone.

“I told a co-worker I had a boyfriend.”

“And you don’t?”

She shook her head, lowering her eyes so she did not have to see the judgement in his eyes. His finger touched the sensitive skin under her chin and lifted her face up to his. As his firm finger slid across her skin, she trembled at this close contact. All she could think of was if he made her feel like this with only one finger, what would it be like to lie naked next to him and feel the length of his body pressed against hers.

“I can’t tell you how pleased I am to hear that,” he said.

“W…what?” she said, sounding like an imbecile.

“That you don’t have a boyfriend.”

“Why?” Yes, she still sounded like an idiot.

“Because I wouldn’t want to lead you astray in any way, but I am determined to have you in my bed.”

Anita burst out laughing. “OK. Who put you up to this? Was it Stan?”

“I have no idea who Stan is, and I can guarantee no one put me up to this. But don’t worry I don’t mean to take you right now.”

Still laughing at his words she said, “Wow. That’s so good to know. Now why don’t you let me go? You have cheered me up, and now it’s time I went out and faced the music so to speak.”

“I will let you go if you tell me why you lied about having a boyfriend. Was it to fend off the advances of a co worker?”

“No. It was because I was fed up with other people thinking there was no way I would ever have a boyfriend.”

“I see, not all people appreciate the curves of a woman.” He ran his hand down her arm, and she shivered under his touch, a hunger for him to touch her further, threatened to devour her senses. “Nor do they appreciate the fullness of breasts such as these.” His hand cupped her breast, and his thumb slid over her nipple, that had hardened at his words.

For a moment, she thought her knees would give out, that she would end up falling into his arms. However, she managed to remain standing and step away from him.

“I have no idea who you are, but I really need to leave.” Anita felt a sudden rush of panic. If he could see what he was doing to her he might think he was onto a sure thing. However, there was no way she was going to give herself to a complete stranger, no matter how tantalising a prospect that was.

He stepped away from the door, and turned the handle to open it for her. She went out into the corridor, more than a little sad to be leaving him; he was even more delicious to look at in the brighter light.

“One moment.” He took the handkerchief from her and ran it under her eye, tidying her smudged make up. “There, much better.”

“Thank you,” she said, smiling at him. “You've been very kind. I am sorry I interrupted you.”

“I’m not, not at all. You've brightened up a very dull evening.” He paused, and then as an after thought said, “Why don’t I come with you to the party?”

“Excuse me?”

“I’ll come as your boyfriend. Then they will never find out you lied.”

The idea was so tempting, but it was simply making the lie even bigger.

“Come on. You look as though you need a bit of fun, and I’m sure your co-workers could do with a lesson in eating humble pie. What do you say?”

“It’s the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard. They'll never believe someone like me could date someone like you.”

“Then let’s make them believe it.”

 


Chapter Two

Knowing the whole thing was madness Anita still went along with it. She could not tell if it was because she wanted to see the faces of everyone at the party when she walked into the room with a man as handsome and so definitely out of her league. Or whether it was because she simply wanted to prolong her time in the company of a man who made her feel like a real woman.

Whatever the reason, as they approached the doors leading into the room that had been transformed into a disco for the night, she hoped this was not going to end badly. However when he placed his hand on her elbow to guide her forward she almost jumped into the air at the jolt of electricity that passed between them. This was all so new; it was more intoxicating than any of the wine she had drunk so far this evening.

At first, they went unnoticed, a slow song was playing and he pulled her into his arms, holding her tightly against his hard toned body. With a shock she realised it was not the only part of him that was hard, his stiff length pressed against her thigh, and he felt huge. 

Panic hit her, she had not thought about what he might expect in return for this play-acting. After an evening of pretending to be her boy friend, would he expect some kind of payment in kind at the end of it?

These thoughts soon turned from panic to excitement. Anita began to imagine what it would be like if this man was her boyfriend, of all the ways he could please her, of all the things he could do to her to make her cry out in pleasure.

Her body reacted to these thoughts and she pressed herself closer to him, wanting the contact between them to be intimate and real.

“Mmmm, that feels good,” he whispered in her ear. “I think everyone here can see the chemistry between us.”

He slid his hand down over her bottom, and pulled her against him, or more precisely his cock. If he had not been holding her so tight she would have jumped and pulled away. Then she saw Rochelle looking at them, she was with Samantha, and they were furiously talking with their eyes fixed on Anita and her dance partner.

Anita's heart began to beat faster, Rochelle had grabbed Stan and they were slow dancing towards Anita, it was then that she realised this whole plan would fall apart in an instant. She knew nothing about her dance partner, not even his name. Anyone would be able to see straight through their little charade.

“What's your name?” she hissed at her mystery man, cross with herself at having gone along with such a stupid ruse.

“Charles Whitmore, and you are?”

“Anita Sanders.”

“Nice to meet you Anita Sanders, I guess the fun is about to begin.”

He gave her a wink as Stan and Rochelle came so close they were almost touching elbows.

“Hello, Anita. So this is your mystery man.” She looked Charles up and down quite appreciatively. Anita felt a pang of jealousy. She knew that Rochelle was going to try to cause trouble, she was the kind of woman who could not bear to be outdone, and at this moment, it was obvious who had the better man.

Between Stan and Charles, there was no competition. In the way both men held themselves, the difference was obvious. Stan lacked the grace and elegance of Charles, and it showed in the way they moved and the way they spoke.

“So you’re the one who's captured dear Anita?” asked Rochelle, a bitchy tone to her voice.

“Yes, I’m that lucky man.” Charles ran a finger down her cheek, and Anita felt her legs turn to jelly again.

“She’s never mentioned you before tonight.”

“No. My Anita is very discreet. But I couldn’t let her come here alone; it seemed a good time to make our relationship public.”

Rochelle took a closer look at Charles, and her expression changed. “Oh my god. You are Charles Whitmore.”

“The very same.”

Anita almost stopped moving, stunned that Rochelle knew the man she was dancing with by sight. She had no idea who he was, but had an idea she had unwittingly involved herself in something that could cause a stir that would leave the whole office gossiping about her.

She looked up at Charles, who winked at her mischievously, and then caught the look of shock on Rochelle's face, even Stan seemed to be looking at Charles in some kind of awe. Anita was simply kicking herself for not finding out who he was before she had gone along with this.

Charles Whitmore was well known and recognisable in this city. But for what? Was he a good man or a bad? When he pulled her close and propelled her gently away from Rochelle and Stan she so wanted to believe he was a good man, because the feelings he drew from her body were incredibly good.

As the music stopped, he headed over to the bar, her hand still held firmly in his.

“You look like you need a drink,” he said, and she noted the concern in his voice.

She followed meekly, accepting the drink and sipping it slowly while she tried to put her thoughts in some kind of order. Then she asked him the question she needed an honest answer to.

“Who are you?”

He looked at her, searching her face for something before answering. “My name is Charles Whitmore.”

“That does not tell me who you are.” Her voice had become firmer now.

“Charles Whitmore, technology tycoon, philanthropist and playboy.” His voice mimicked that of a newsreader, and Anita wondered how often he had been in the news, and for what. Playboy was the word that panicked her the most.

“And you thought you'd have a little fun at my expense.” The whole situation was becoming quite clear; he was using her as much as she was using him. He was probably a bored billionaire who thought it would be funny to stir up some gossip. However, when the truth came out, as it invariably would, Anita would be the laughing stock.

He saw the tears that threatened to spill again, and placed his hand on her arm, its warmth spreading through her body almost instantly.

“No, not at all. At first, you intrigued me. There are not many people who don’t recognise me straight away. I thought you were playing me to begin with, and then I sensed you were for real, and I wanted to help you.”

“So you pity me?” That thought seemed even worse.

“No, not at all. Although I have two sisters and more than once they have found themselves bullied by other women. I guess I wanted to make you happy. Plus I really would like to take you to bed.”

“I’m sorry, that's not the kind of girl I am. You might take sex lightly, but I don’t,” Anita said shocked he had brought the subject of sex up again.

“Hey, who said I take sex lightly?”

“Isn't that what the phrase “playboy” means?”

“Oh. Well yes, but that's how the press describe me. I confess I enjoy the company of women immensely, but I can promise you I am very selective about who I take to my bed.” He was close to her again now, so close she could feel the heat of his body, he leaned forward and his breath tickled her ear as he said, “I could show you so much pleasure, just say the word and we’ll leave now.”

She looked at him, her eyes dilated with desire, she was like an open book, ready and willing to go with him and let him do whatever he pleased to her. If she was ever going to lose her virginity she could think of no one else it should be with. 

He was sensuous in a way she had never noticed in a man before, not that men had taken up too much of her thoughts. When you are alone in the world, self-preservation and survival are uppermost in your mind.

This self-preservation kicked in now. She could give herself to him, and take the consequences, however incredibly good they may be, or she could walk away. Anita had always been the person who walked away, trusting only in herself.

“I can’t,” she said, “I’m so sorry, but I can’t.”

“Disappointing,” Charles answered, and then asked, “But if you could, if you could let yourself. Would you?”

“Yes,” she answered and then turned and fled to the bathroom.

She took her time to calm down, splashing cold water on her face. When the door opened, she expected it to be Rochelle, come to gloat over her hurried exit. No doubt, they had all seen through the charade that had been so badly played out at the party. Instead, it was Samantha.

“Are you alright?” she asked, making Anita instantly on her guard.

“Yes, thank you.”

She made to leave, deciding to go back to the party and thank Charles for what he had done for her, and then head home. However, Samantha stalled her, and Anita knew Rochelle must have put her up to it.

“You seemed so upset; I hope everything is OK between you and Charles Whitmore.” Her voice not quite conveying the concern it should have.

“Yes, fine thank you. I’m just a little tired, I’m going home now.”

“Will Charles be taking you?”

This was an awkward thing to answer; she had planned on leaving on her own, so that Charles did not get the wrong idea. Yet this would look suspicious. Who was she kidding the whole thing looked suspicious. To think she could have got away with fooling everyone that a man likes Charles would want a curvy girl like her.

“I’m not sure, he may have business elsewhere.”

Samantha let her little act slip then. “Oh, he’s probably already getting on with new business right now.”

Anita stood with her mouth open, not able to ask what Samantha meant. Not really wanting to know. Samantha was the kind of person who liked to deliver a punch below the belt though, so she told Anita anyway.

“It’s obvious Charles Whitmore is only with you out of pity. I don’t know what hold you’ve got over him but it will soon be gone.” Samantha stood looking in the mirror, calmly reapplying her lipstick. “Rochelle is out there now, chatting him up, he'll be like putty in her hands. Like Stan, all men would prefer a woman like her to someone like…you.”

The last line was delivered with such a derisory look that Anita felt like some piece of trash left on the ground, unsightly and out of place.

She left the bathroom and blindly walked back to the party, wanting the humiliation out of the way tonight, otherwise she would never have the courage to return to work on Monday. Opening the door, she saw Charles talking to Rochelle. Her heart sank, and a feeling of loss consumed her, a ridiculous feeling because he had never really been hers to lose.

She straightened her back, summoning all the dignity she could to walk over to them. Out of the corner of her eye, she caught Stan looking daggers at Rochelle and Charles; he had been dumped for something better. Anita could sympathise with him there, but maybe he deserved it.

She took a deep breath, and was about to speak when Charles turned to look at her. His smile was radiant; it took the breath from her, and made her speechless. It was like being in the presence of a god.

“There you are, my dear. Are you ready to go?”

Anita almost looked around to check who he was talking to. She still found speech impossible, so instead she simply nodded.

“Good, I have plans for you when we get home.”

With that, he gathered her into his arms and kissed her. This time her knees definitely gave out, and only his strong embrace kept her upright.

His mouth was warm and firm, he plundered hers with his tongue, and she allowed him every access. Somehow she knew how to respond, despite never been kissed like this before. Her lips moved against his, her tongue slid out to meet and entwine with his, and feelings awoke in her that she never knew existed. Everyone and everything around her seemed to disappear; it was just the two of them together in this moment.

As they broke away from each other, she knew in an instant he had felt it too, and that was something she had never expected. Surely, he was a man of the world and as such had many kisses, with lots of women. 

In her mind, there was no way she could be special to someone like him, and yet there it was written clearly on his face. Or was he simply a good actor, because the next minute the smile returned to his lips and he wrapped one arm round her and turned them both towards Rochelle who was standing open mouthed watching this mismatched couple.

“It’s been so nice to meet you all, but now I think I need to take Anita home.”

The look on his face left everyone watching in no doubt what they would be doing when he got her home, even though Anita knew there was no way he would want to sleep with her when he found out she was an inexperienced virgin. A sophisticated man of the world as this would want excitement and experience.

On legs only barely supporting her she left the party, a fixed smile on her face. She kept up the pretence until he had walked her to his car and opened the door for her to get in.

“I think it would be better if I called a taxi,” Anita said.

“Don’t be silly, get in; I’ll have you home quicker than a taxi can get here.”

“I know, but you’ve done so much for me already. You've been so kind going along with everything.”

“Please get in, Anita. I can’t possibly leave you standing here. What if someone from the party sees you here alone?”

“Do you really care if anyone finds out this was an act?”

“I’m also concerned with my reputation; if anything happened to you the press would have a field day. Billionaire Charles Whitmore Leaves Date Stranded. I can see it now.”

“Are you really a billionaire?”

“Yes,” he laughed at the shock on her face. “I really am. Now get in the car.”

His car was not overly flamboyant, it was an economical hybrid, brand new of course, but not exactly what she expected from a billionaire, but then she had not met one before. One thing she did know about Charles was that nothing about him seemed to fit in with her preconceived ideas of what one would be like. She liked that about him, she liked it a lot.

“You'll have to tell me where you live,” he said as they pulled away from the party.

She gave him directions, finding it strange to give him her address; she did not want him to think badly of her because she lived in one of the poorer areas of the city.

In a few minutes, they were driving along her street, and it struck her how out of place his car seemed here. Everything about Charles Whitmore was out of place here, it reinforced the idea that they were from two completely different worlds.

“Here we are,” she said as they approached her apartment building.

He pulled over and she felt nervous when he parked the car, rather than just pulling up for her to jump out.

“It’s OK, I can walk up on my own,” she said when he got out and came around to open her door.

“It’s no problem at all,” he said offering her his hand.

She got out and opened her bag to look for the keys. Inserting it into the lock, she nervously opened the door, unsure of what he expected from her.

“Well, goodnight then,” she said after she had turned the light on and placed her keys on the hook.

“Goodnight,” he replied.

For a moment, she thought he was simply going to turn and walk out of her life. However, he leaned forward and drew her to him again, his lips moving against hers and he kissed her in such a way that her insides turned to liquid fire. If he had asked her right then to stay the night, she would have said yes.

Yet that was not his intention, instead he teased her with his mouth and hands. His tongue invading her mouth while his hand slid up and stroked her breast. Her nipples hardened instantly, and she wound her arms around his neck, pulling him closer.

Never had a man touched her voluptuous curves, all her self-consciousness left her, and she relaxed under his touch. Then just as suddenly, he let her go.

“Goodnight, Anita.”

She stood looking at him; no words would even form in her mind. He was leaving her, but her body wanted to beg him to stay, to allow him to have his way with her.

“Will you have dinner with me tomorrow?” he asked.

She looked at him, still not able to think straight, the feel of his lips and hands too fresh in her mind. Slowly she nodded, and watched him smile, a wicked amusement covering his face.

He knew exactly the effect he had on her, and his final words were, “I’ll pick you up at seven.” Before he walked back to his car and drove away, leaving Anita standing and staring after him. 

Her world had been turned upside down and shaken up, what tomorrow would bring she had no idea, but going inside and closing the door all she could do was fantasise about the pleasure he could show her if she dared let him.   


Chapter Three

Throughout the next day, if she could have contacted him to cancel she would have. However he had left no number and there was none listed, as you would expect from someone like Charles. The rich and famous did not exactly want to make themselves available to everyone.

As the day wore on, and she realised she would have to go through with it, she had moments of utter excitement followed by utter panic. Her wardrobe was emptied, in the hope of finding something suitable to wear, but she did not know where he was taking her, and so found it impossible to decide on anything.

It was not that she did not know what to wear on a normal date; it was that she had no idea what to wear to places where rich people went to eat. Her dread was that he would take her to some really fancy and exclusive restaurant and the other diners would now she was of a different class instantly. You could not fake wealth, not when you were a foster kid from a poor background.

At 2 o'clock, she finally grabbed her purse and dashed out to try to find something suitable. She could not really afford a new dress, but what the hell, once in a lifetime experiences like this caused for a little extravagance.

Once in a lifetime, yes, she was not kidding herself they would get past the first date, because he would want to sleep with her surely, and she was not ready for that. This was the conclusion she had come too when she had gone over their conversations. 

He had said several times he wanted to take her to bed. Anita realised her refusal had probably dented his ego; most women would fall into bed with him, and now he felt the thrill of the chase. Once she had given in, he would move on. 

However, when she refused him again tonight, she was certain he would probably tire of her, because she would be dull company after all the rich and famous people he had dated. What would they even find to talk about when they were from such different worlds?

Her stomach turned over again and she felt quite sick. Anita had been unable to stop herself Googling him. So she knew about the women he usually dated, rich socialites, beautiful models and actresses. She paled so significantly in comparison it was as if she did not even exist.

After two hours of shopping, she returned home empty handed, not that it mattered. After mulling it all over, she had decided not to go out with Charles Whitmore at all. When he came for her, she would tell him it was all a mistake, and save him the cost of an expensive dinner. Then at least she would not feel pressured into doing anything she would regret. 

Not that she thought she would regret sleeping with him, at least not the physical act itself. Sex with him would be amazing, but then she would be left empty when he dumped her, as surely he would. However, her regret of not sleeping with him tonight, this one and only chance, may haunt her even more.

When he knocked on the door at seven she nearly never answered, it would be so much easier to ignore it completely. Yet that would be unfair, he deserved an explanation.

Opening the door, her heart thudded frantically in her chest, the sight of him did not help. He was dressed casually, denim jeans that fit perfectly, and a t-shirt that hugged his chest just enough to hint at his muscles. A casual jacket finished the look off perfectly. She was not sure if she had expected him to wear a tux; she definitely had not expected this.

“Hi,” he said, kissing her on the cheek. “Are you ready to go?”

She glanced down at the dress she was wearing; she could easily grab her coat and go out with him, and not look under dressed. But would dinner with him mean he would expect more, could this go anywhere other than down the road to heart ache for her? No, there was no way they could have a future together.

“I’m sorry, Charles, I’m not going out with you.”

“You've got cold feet, understandable. Yesterday was a bit of a wild ride. But it’s just dinner.”

“Is it? I don’t want you to think that because I go to dinner with you I’m going to go to bed with you after.”

He came towards her, and instantly her body became alive, responding to him before he even touched her. So when he did touch her, sliding his finger gently down her cheek for it to come to rest under her chin she nearly exploded. Her breath coming in short sharp gasps, and when his lips pressed against hers she forgot how to breathe completely.

Her body sagged against him, and he wrapped his arms around her to support her. Anita clung to him, his body the only real thing at that moment that could keep her tethered to reality. His lips bore the promise of so much more, of pleasure untold, and at the same time were so gentle and reassuring that she wanted to take more, and go further.

His tongue slid inside her mouth, and he tasted her, taking his time to enjoy her. They stood together like this in an endless kiss, and she relaxed, her mouth returning the sensuous pleasure it received.

Through the fog of wonderful sensations that consumed her brain, she knew in this one act, he had convinced her of one thing. The regret of not having Charles Whitmore, even if it was only for tonight, would always outweigh the regret of a one night stand with him. Tonight if he wanted her, she would give herself to him, and no longer be a virgin.

How she would ever get through dinner with him, she had no idea. Right now, the only appetite she had was for him. She wanted to explore his body, taste it with her lips, and allow him to do the same to her. There was no way she could sit in a restaurant full of people and keep her desire hidden; it would be there for everyone to see.

So she did something reckless, she pushed his jacket off his shoulders, and placed it on a coat hook. When she turned back to him, he seemed to be in the same frame of mind, dinner could wait.

He took her in his arms again; his lips on hers for a brief moment before kissing her cheek and then down her throat. His hand covered her breast, kneading it gently until her nipple hardened, and then his mouth covered it and nipped the stiff little peak, a wonderful sensation only dulled by the fabric of her dress. 

The heat that flared in her body was intense and it frightened her, taking away all sense and reason. She would do whatever he wanted; he inflamed her senses too much for her to be able to say no to him, she only hoped she could trust him not to hurt her.

His hand slid down her body, and when it reached her thigh, he began to pull her dress up inch by agonising inch. When he had it bunched up, he slid his hand under it and down to cover her mound, and she knew he would feel the warm heat of her arousal. 

Like a bitch on heat, she moved her feet apart to allow him better access. He drew his finger along the length of her slit, pressing her already sopping panties against her heated flesh.

Her body trembled at this new experience, no man had ever touched her so intimately, and she felt relief that she had not panicked and pulled away from him. It felt right, she forgot about who he was, and concentrated on what he was doing to her right now in this moment.

Closing her eyes, she took in every slight change in pressure against her heated flesh. His fingers ran the length of her slit repeatedly; they rubbed her clit after every stroke, making her wetter until she thought her juices would run down her thighs.

Then just as she got used to the feel of him, her pushed the fabric of her panties aside and dipped his finger into her slick sex. She whimpered softly, and her hands gripped his arms tightly, fighting to keep herself upright. He withdrew almost immediately, and she feared he had changed his mind, instead he scooped her effortlessly up in his arms and said,” Where's the bedroom?”

She pointed to the small room that was her bedroom, she had never expected to have a man in there and it was purely functional, nothing that hinted at love and romance. The bedding was not even to her taste, she had got it on sale while she scrimped along to her first pay check. However when he lay her down on the bed, she did not care, and thankfully he seemed too wrapped up in kissing her body to notice.

His lips were warm and soft, leaving trails of fire wherever they touched her skin. He slowly pulled her dress up her thighs, kissing her flesh in its wake, drawing it up over her stomach which she wanted to cover, she was embarrassed to let him see her naked. Yet the feelings he had ignited chased away all her fears, replacing them with a need to have him kiss every inch of her.

When he could push her dress no further her made her sit up and then unzipped it before pulling from her body. Thankfully, she had worn her best lingerie, a present she had bought for herself last Christmas; she had never had much opportunity to wear it, until now.

Her best lingerie did not stay on for long, he unclasped the bra and her breasts almost burst from it. He licked his lips in anticipation and then cupped her right breast in his hand, rubbing his thumb over the taut nipple before lowering his mouth and licking it. Her whole body seemed to be concentrated into that one point. The feel of his tongue, soft and then hard as he ran it around her areola, before at last sucking it into his mouth.

Her back arched and she offered herself to him, encouraging his touch, the feel of his teeth grazing her nipple making the rest of her feel left out. She wanted him to touch her, to stroke her everywhere, and her clit throbbed with a particular urgency. Thrusting herself forward she wanted to ask him to touch her there, she was desperate for some relief to this intense need. However, her inexperience stopped her.

He pulled back, releasing her breast, and used both his hands on her breasts, kneading them, stroking them before kissing each in turn. Then his mouth moved lower and he kissed her stomach, his hand moving with it. Slowly he inched towards the little bundle of nerves that needed his attention, but he teased her, moving closer before inching away. 

Anita thrust her hips forward, and he chuckled to himself, before finally touching her there. She thought she might come right away. The relief of his fingers pinching and stroking her was almost too much. He ran a finger along her slit, and she knew she was sopping wet, her arousal making her sex heated and damp.

When he stopped, she nearly cried out in disappointment. Yet she should not have fretted, he was only moving so he could remove her panties. As his fingers curled around the elastic, she lifted her hips up so he could pull them down her thighs, and turned her face so he could not see her blush. She had never been naked in front of a man, and no one had ever seen her down there, in her most intimate place.

When his mouth covered her clit, sucking and licking her there, her eyes flew open and her hands went to push into his hair, she thrust herself forward, feeling wanton and wild at the delights of his mouth. Craning her neck forward she tried to watch what he was doing to her, but all she could see was the top of his head so she relaxed and tried to enjoy it, but there was nothing relaxing about the tension that was building in her body.

She climbed towards release, her body working on autopilot because all sense had left her. As she neared the peak he moved and licked her slit from one end to the other, when he moved to do it again he pushed a little deeper inside her. Then his finger pushed into her, and she knew he would realise she was a virgin.

She thought he would pull away and recoil from her, laugh at her innocence. Instead, he used his mouth on her clit, licking and sucking, two fingers pushing gently inside her, until she came.

Anita fought the desire to push him away, to clamp her legs shut when the first wave hit her. She trembled as her body tensed and relaxed, not knowing where the messages came from that told her body to react this way. It was if it had always known, and needed awakening, and that was what Charles Whitmore had done, unlocked the key to her pleasure. 

When her body stilled he gave her a moment to regain her composure. She wiped the tears from her eyes, while he kissed her again and again, this time moving up until he lay by the side of her.

“Are you OK?” he asked drawing her close.

She nodded, and then took a deep breath before saying. “I'm sorry, I understand if you want to leave.”

He turned her towards him, brushing her hair back from her face. “Sorry about what?”

“That I’m not more experienced.”

“Don’t be silly. I was surprised, that's all. I’ve not had the pleasure of being someone's first.”

“You don’t have to, if you don’t want to.”

“There is nothing I want more at this moment than to be inside you, but I want you to be sure. I promise I’ll take it slow, but I still need you to be sure it’s what you want.”

“It is, more than anything.” She wanted to hide under the bed covers at her words and their meaning. Admitting to Charles, a total stranger, that she wanted to do the most intimate things with him seemed a bit surreal. Yet out of all the people she had met, all the people she had spent time with she felt more comfortable with him in the short time she had known him than anyone else ever.

He hugged her close and then got up off the bed, and undressed, pulling his t-shirt over his head, and then unbuckling his belt before letting his jeans drop to the floor. He had pulled a packet from his pocket and Anita had to swallow hard to keep her nerve when she saw he had condoms in his hand. 

This made it so real; she was going to make love, right now tonight, with a billionaire. A wave of nausea passed over her, but she kept control of her nerves. A difficult task when Charles was removing the last of his clothes and standing in all his magnificent glory in front of her.

His cock was already erect, his obvious arousal helping to give her confidence. He must surely want her as much as she wanted him, but the size of him, surely he would never fit inside her without hurting her. She had no other man to compare him to, and so hoped everything would be all right.

He moved towards her and eased himself down next to her. Kissing her and touching her until she relaxed. Anita longed to touch him, to feel his stiff length in her hand, but she could not find the courage, not yet. 

Charles slid a hand down between her legs, and she parted them for him. He pushed gently inside her, finding her still wet, and after massaging her sex in the most wonderful way he soon had her writhing under his expert touch. His mouth covered her breasts and he kissed and sucked her nipples while his hands opened the packet of condoms and rolled one down over his thick length.

Gently he eased her onto her back before pushing her legs apart so he could slide between them. Using his elbows to take his weight off her he held his cock firmly and brushed the wet opening of her sex with the head of his cock. He teased her, pushing a little inside before drawing back out, slowly he inched forward until at last he pushed deeper inside her.

She gasped at the feel of him, and although he took it slowly, he stretched her tightness, making her feel uncomfortably full. He moved inside her, drawing back before pushing a little deeper, careful not to take things too quickly. Then he was brushing against her hymen, pushing harder he broke her, and she felt a stinging sensation that left her scared he had hurt her internally somehow. 

She needn't have worried, and as he moved in and out a few more times the feel of him inside her soothed the pain, and at last, she learned what it was to be made love to. The more he moved the better it felt, and soon she felt her orgasm building again. 

He thrust into her, now buried up to the hilt inside her tight sex. Her inner walls yielded for him, and the friction of their bodies moving together in a wonderful rhythm made her feel a close bond with him she had never felt with anyone before. Anita had never experienced love, not real love, and this was the closest she had ever been to feeling such a need for another person.

Anita lifted her hands and began to touch him, stroking him, feeling his skin and the heat radiating from his body. He looked down at her and smiled, kissing her softly on the mouth. She wrapped her arms around his neck and drew him to her, throwing all her passion into this embrace. 

Their kiss deepened, and she felt his climax nearing, his mouth becoming rougher and his thrusts harder. His hand covered her breast and stroked her, rolling her nipple between his thumb and finger. 

This was enough to send her over the edge, her orgasm strong and powerful, her sex contracting hard around him. He let himself go, she could feel him tense and then release, his cock pushing deep inside her.

His warm seed filled the condom, his cock spurting into her as he buried his face in the pillow beside her head to muffle his cries of ecstasy. She knew he had taken it slow, that he had held himself back. The only thing she was unsure of was whether he would make love to her again, tonight, or ever.


Chapter Four

Anita lay in Charles’s arms feeling stunned at what had happened. She had not intended to sleep with him before he arrived, yet now she had given herself to him, and did not know if this was the beginning, or the end, of their relationship.

She simply could not see what a man like Charles would see in someone like her. It was not just her curvy body; her doubts went deeper than that. He was a billionaire, used to all the best things in life. Where as she was a poor orphan who had spent her life getting by on the barest minimum.

Charles was lying deep in thought too, and Anita wondered if he was trying to think of a way to get out of there as fast as possible without seeming like a complete cad. Maybe he was worried she would sell her story to the papers or something. Did that really happen? She guessed it probably did.

The silence had become uncomfortable, they did not know each other well enough to lie there without talking for so long after what had passed between them.

“It’s OK, if you want to leave?” she said at last, as usual trying to make the situation easier. Avoiding conflict had always been her way of dealing with situations, even if it was to her disadvantage.

“Why would I leave you now?” he asked. “Is that the kind of man you think I am?”

“That’s just it, I don’t know what kind of man you are, the same as you don’t know the kind of woman I am.”

“I have some idea,” he said, smiling and running his finger along the curve of her breast, instantly igniting her need for him. He saw a flicker of pain cross her face and then said, “I’m sorry. That was shallow of me. I realise things have happened in kind of the wrong order, and believe it or not this is a first for me. I have never slept with a woman on the first date before.”

“It’s worse than that. We haven't even had a date.”

He laughed. “You're right. So what do you want to do? We can either get dressed and go out, or I can order in, the choice is yours.”

Anita did not have to think about it for long. There was no way she was in a fit state to go out, and sit in a crowded room of people and eat. At this moment, she did not know if she could eat at all, her stomach was a knot of nerves.

“Can we eat in?” 

Anita pushed the state of her apartment from her mind. She could not help if it was small and shabby, it was clean and tidy, and he would have to deal with it. It reflected who she was, poor, and there was point in giving him the impression she was anything but.

“Good idea, I’ll go and order, don’t worry,” he said, looking at the frown on her face. “I’m not running out on you.”

She smiled at him, but she felt anything but happy. It was not that she regretted sleeping with him; instead, she feared she had given him a completely wrong impression of her.

He grabbed his jeans and pulled them on, leaving the hard toned muscles of his six-pack visible. Her fingers itched to stroke his skin, to feel those muscles flex under her touch.

She had to pull herself together; it was time to find out exactly what was going on and try to save herself further heartache. Because if he walked out of her life now she would already be quite devastated. He had unlocked something in her she had never felt before. It was a need, not for sex, but for a closeness with another human being, more particularly, Charles.

She could hear him talking on the phone, so she ducked into the bathroom, and pulled on a robe. Then she ventured out, to find him putting the kettle on.

“I thought some tea might be a good idea.”

“I’ll do it,” she said.

Going to the cupboard, she pulled out two mugs and placed them down before fetching the tea bags. The whole scene felt so odd, so awkward, they needed to clear the air, but she did not know how.

After she poured the water into the cups, she stood stirring them. He came to her and put his arms around her, drawing her close to him.

For a moment she stood stiffly, keeping herself together, then her body went limp, and she burst into tears, his strong arms supporting her as she sobbed. Gently he turned her around and she rested her head against his chest while he stroked her neck and back until her tears had subsided.

“I’m so sorry,” he said. “I honestly never meant to hurt you.”

“It’s not you, it’s me. I don’t really know how to be close to someone. I’m not sure what I’m supposed to do or say.”

“Is that all? I thought I’d hurt you, or that you regretted giving yourself to me.”

“No,” she said firmly, her face still hidden from him. “That is one thing I will never regret.”

“Good, because I really thought you wanted me to leave.”

Her fingers pressed firmly against his warm skin, possessively holding him against her. “No, that's the last thing I want.”

He held her close, the warmth of his body reassuring. She was so mixed up about what had happened. Frightened she would say the wrong thing and make him leave, but holding him gave her comfort.

“Come on, drink your tea, it will make you feel better.” 

Charles picked up the two mugs, managing to carry them in one hand while holding hers tightly and led her to the shabby sofa. He did not seem at all fazed by her apartment, and sat down, pulling her gently to sit next to him. 

He sipped his tea, and then said, “Why don’t you tell me about yourself, and then I’ll tell you about me if you like.”

“There's not much to tell,” she said. 

Anita hated talking about her life; most people avoided her when they knew she had not had a conventional upbringing. All her life other kids were prone to shunning her when they knew she came from a foster home.

“I’d still like to know, it’s probably a lot more interesting than mine.”

“I doubt it, you're a billionaire. How much better does it get than that?”

“Money's not everything,” he replied. “It comes with a great deal of responsibility.”

Anita had never thought about it like that, when the other kids had laughed at her for never having designer wear, or the latest gadget, she had always dreamed of being one of the rich kids.

“How did you make your money?” she asked, much preferring to talk about his life.

“I didn’t, at least not all of it. My dad made his money in real estate, he worked hard, he and my mom. They rode the wave and it worked for a long time. When I was sixteen he got me involved, it wasn’t my thing really. But it was expected. You know how parents can be.”

She answered before she even thought about what she was saying. “No, I don’t. I can’t remember my mom, and I never knew who my dad was.”

“Oh, honey. I had no idea. That must be incredibly tough.” His arm tightened around her.

“I guess. I don’t know any different. But growing up, seeing other kids with their parents, especially this time of year...” Her voice trailed off as she remembered how excited other kids got around this time of year. Her various foster parents had been kind, she had never gone without presents, but it was not the same. 

The older she got the more she noticed it. Then she had left her foster parents and gone to live on her own, and Christmas had become the worst time of year. She never really felt part of the festivities, this year she had hoped it would be different, but so much for her new start.

“You grew up in the city?” he asked.

“No. I only moved here two months ago. New job, new start. But I think after last night I might have stepped on a few too many toes. I don’t think Rochelle is going to make things easy for me.”

“I’m sorry if I made things worse,” he said looking a little sheepish.

“Don’t be stupid. I mean, it was me who lied to her in the first place. It was kind of you to pretend like that.”

“But it’s not so pretend now is it?” Charles said, making her heart beat wildly in her chest. “Anita. Look at me. You have this habit of trying to avoid me. I find it most off putting. Most women chase me, but not you. I need to hear what you want from this relationship.”

“Relationship,” she repeated. “Is that what we have?”

“I thought it was. Or did you just want me for sex?”

His words broke her mood, and she burst out laughing, nearly spilling her half empty mug. As she looked at it, she turned her thoughts around. For once, her mug was half full.

There was a knock at the door, saving her from having to find an answer. She got up, and he followed. It was their food, but she was shocked to see it was not a take out; it was from one of the best, most exclusive restaurants in the city. She looked at him astonished.

He paid the bill, and tipped the guy who had brought it, even though she guessed from his face that he was not normally expected to be a delivery boy. They took the food to the kitchen, Anita set about getting plates and cutlery ready, while he went to put a shirt on. He had insisted she stayed in her robe.

When he returned she was putting the mouth watering food on plates. The smell was incredible, the whole lot, including a bottle of very expensive bottle of wine must have cost a fortune.

“You didn’t have to do this,” she said.

“Yes, I did. Anyway, we had reservations there. It seemed only right to order something.”

“I thought it took months to get a table at a restaurant like that.”

“It does. Unless you’re Charles Whitmore.”

She raised her eyebrows at him, and he laughed. “Seriously, when you’re one of the richest men in the city, certain doors are always open to you.”

“Wow. Things like that really happen?”

“You have no idea.” 

They had moved to sit at the little table, something she barely used. Dinner on her lap with the TV on was the norm for Anita. Sitting here eating a meal with a man was something she had never done. It made the evening feel special, although they had not even gone out.

“How big is your family?” Anita asked him between mouthfuls of the wonderful food.

“I have two sisters, one is married and has a baby, and the other is at university. My mom and dad live in the house I grew up in. To be honest I lived there until I was twenty five, it seemed ridiculous to move out when I was working so many hours and only needed somewhere to sleep. My parents didn’t mind, I think they like having us all around. Now the baby's come along, they are enjoying being grandparents.”

“You're a close family by the sound of it.”

“Yes. You don’t mind me talking about them?”

“No, not at all. To be honest I’m sometimes fascinated by what other people find normal about their family. To me it’s extraordinary.”

“Well, my mom would bore you with pictures and stories about her kids. She’s a real homemaker. She worked hard with my dad until we came along. It was only when things started going badly and they risked losing everything she went back to work with him. She’s a smart lady.”

“And they turned things around?”

“Sort of. When I went to work with them things were going down hill. The property crash was upon them. As I said, real estate was never really my thing. I got them to invest in technology instead. Meant they didn’t have all their eggs in one basket. It paid off, big time. So that's where my money came from.”

“No wonder they let you live at home so long,” Anita said.

“I know they were grateful. But I owed them so much, they taught me to think big, and not to be afraid of doing things differently. It means I’m not restricted in what I do.”

“Like pretending you were my boyfriend?”

“Yes, exactly. Try it out, see if it works, and if you fail, you get back up and try again. That’s what they taught me.”

Anita fell silent, thinking over what he had said. She couldn’t imagine how different her life would be if she had had supportive parents. All through school, she had worked hard because she knew there would only be herself to depend on. Yet it had meant she played it safe repeatedly. No risks.

Shaking off her thoughts she told him, “This food is delicious.”

“I’m glad you like it. I’ll be honest with you. I don’t get special treatment for who I am, or I don’t take advantage of it.” He put his knife and fork down, having finished his. “In truth the restaurant belongs to a school friend. I loaned him some money to set it up.”

“I see. I’m disappointed. I was looking forward to seeing what it’s like in the world of Charles Whitmore.”

“Does that mean you’re going to go out with me? By that I mean really out with me, as in leaving your apartment?”

“If you really want me to. I still don’t get it though. Why you want to date me?” 

He got up and came around the table to rest against it, looking down at her. “I want to date you because you’re real. There's no pretence, no expectations. You didn’t even know who I was.”

“There was a tiny bit of pretence.”

“You know what I mean.” He leaned forward and kissed her, his hand sliding into her robe to stroke her breast. Now she knew why he had insisted she left it on, easy access for his warm hands.

Briefly, she worried that she tasted of the garlic that had smothered her chicken, but as his thumb brushed over her nipple, she didn’t care. All she wanted was for him to take her back to the bedroom and make love to her again.

He must have read her mind because he moved away and pulled her up from the chair, walking back to the bedroom with her following. In the small room she found the courage to lift his shirt and pull it over his head. She then set about kissing his chest, her tongue rolling over his nipple, and enjoyed the way he moved. His arousal becoming ever obvious by the bulge in his jeans.

While her mouth still worked on kissing every inch of his well toned chest, her hands moved down to undo his belt. She could not resist touching his hard length, still hidden in his jeans, running her hand along it, and feeling him pressing against her. Curling her fingers around his cock she teased him until his hips were thrusting up, pushing himself into her hand.

He fought to control himself while she continued to tease him in her naive way. She wanted to undo his jeans and let them drop to the floor, to feel him in her hands, rigid and erect in anticipation of the pleasure he would take from her curvy body. In that moment she realised how much more confident she felt having someone desire her, faults and all.

In her need to show him how much she appreciated him she undid his jeans, and took him firmly in her hand, hearing his breath hiss through his teeth at the feel of her skin on his. Slowly she ran her hand up and down him, feeling his body tense. 

His hand slid around her neck, stroking her hair and over her shoulders. He never asked her, but she knew what he wanted, she was not so naive that she did not know what a blowjob was, she simply had never given one.

Tentatively she took the head of his cock in her warm wet mouth. Charles took a jagged breath, and pushed forward a little, wanting her to take more. Feeling his need, she slid her mouth over him, sucking and rolling her tongue over the head of his cock. 

His hands moved to her breasts and massaged them while she moved her head up and down, struggling to concentrate on her rhythm when his hands were doing such wonderful things to her body.

Over and over, she bobbed her head up and down, experimenting by sucking harder, running her teeth lightly along his length and swirling her tongue over the head of his cock. Anita enjoyed finding out that when she did something he liked, his hands became firmer, playing with her nipples, and when he lost control he pinched them, not hard enough to hurt, but hard enough to send exquisite jolts of electricity through her body.

His climax surprised her, his thick seed filling her mouth. A moment of fleeting panic passed over her and then she remembered to swallow, and although he tasted strange, she managed not to gag. His hips thrust forward; he took control of his orgasm, teaching her what he liked, until he was completely spent.

“Oh! That was good,” he said, pulling slowly out of her mouth.

She managed to smile at him, and then headed for the bathroom. When she returned, she thought he might have laughed at her. Her inexperience had shown again. Instead, he was waiting for her in bed, eager to please her.

He was sitting up, his back resting against the headboard. The sheets were pulled back, and she could see his cock, now limp in his lap. Holding his hand out he helped her into bed, getting her to kneel.

“Slide your leg over me. I’m going to return the favour until I’m ready again.”

She straddled him, not sure what he intended, but Charles had plenty of ideas. He lifted her so she was kneeling up, and then slid his body down lower so that his mouth covered her sex. His finger pushed inside her, and penetrated her deeply, and then he slid another one in, stretching her. His tongue licked her clit, finding a rhythm that matched his fingers. 

Anita could never have believed a man could give so much satisfaction with his mouth. But Charles had a gift, she wanted it to go on forever, his tongue rasping over her clit until it pulsed as though it had a life of its own. All the while his fingers worked in and out of her, he explored her, changing the angle until at last he hit the spot he had been searching for. 

Her world exploded, and she thrust her mound forward, pressing down on his fingers at the same time. She whimpered before finally crying out as her orgasm rocked her body. Her fingers curling around the edge of the headboard, digging into it as she came.

Tears filled her eyes as her climax finally subsided, her body a mass of over sensitive nerves, but he was not ready to let her go. He was hard again now, he guided her down onto his stiff cock, and inch by inch, she took him in her already wet sex. He had made her ready for him, and his hands on her hips guided her in a slow rhythm, made more incredible by her already sensitive state.

When she had learned how to move on him he slid one hand down so his thumb rested against her clit, brushing against her every time she lowered herself down onto his cock. His mouth latched onto her breast, and her senses were well and truly overwhelmed. 

He guided her to circle her hips, while moving up and down, and she closed her eyes to take in everything he was doing to her. Her stamina had increased, her earlier release having let out her pent up nerves. 

For the first time in her life she was enjoying sex, finding what her body craved, and Charles, an ever willing partner, helped her fulfil her need until she cried out again in ecstasy. 

He came too, filling the condom with his seed, lifting his hips to meet her with short hard thrusts. His voice mingled with hers, until they were spent, and it no longer mattered who they were or what their lives had been up to this point, all that mattered was that they had found each other.


Chapter Five

Monday morning found Anita sat at her desk early; she had struggled to sleep, dreading having to face everyone. It would be easier if she was already there working rather than having to walk in past everyone and their sidelong looks and gossip. 

Because they would be gossiping about her. She was sure many of them must have seen through the little act at the party, and she had no way of proving that she really was going out with Charles Whitmore. In truth, even she had trouble getting her head round it.

She looked up just in time to see Rochelle walking in; the look they exchanged did not bode well for her relationship with her co-workers. Lowering her gaze a little, she watched surreptitiously as Rochelle walked over to Samantha. They engaged it a brief conversation, and more than once Rochelle's eyes flicked over to Anita. 

There was nothing for it than to keep her head down and work hard, avoiding everyone as much as possible. This was a great plan, but eventually she needed a coffee break, her concentration was slipping, and so she got up.

Almost instantly, Rochelle left her seat, and went to the lounge, Anita found it a little amusing that she must have been waiting the whole morning for this confrontation.

At first Rochelle seemed to be ignoring her, it was only when there was no one else there that she rounded on Anita.

“I don’t know what that was at the party, but you can’t fool me. There is no way a man like Charles Whitmore would go out with someone like you.”

“Really, Rochelle. I thought you were interested in Stan, if I didn’t know better I would say you were jealous of someone like me.” Even Anita was shocked by the way she spoke. One thing for sure, having Charles in her life, and in her bed, had given her a confidence she had never had before.

“Jealous. No. But I don’t like being made a fool of, and that's what you’ve tried to do to all of us. What is he a friend of a friend? Did you beg him to be your “date”?”

Part of Anita felt a pang of guilt, Rochelle was not far wrong. Only pure luck had led her to Charles on the night of the party, if she hadn't met him then they would have discovered her lie sooner or later. However, she was sick and tired of having to put up with women like Rochelle treating her like a piece of dirt. 

“Rochelle, I resent the fact that you are calling me a liar. Charles Whitmore and I are very much an item.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. I have seen pictures of the kind of women he usually dates.” Here Rochelle looked Anita up and down as though she were the most distasteful thing on the planet. “And you are not it.”

Tears threatened Anita, how dare Rochelle speak to her like this? Maybe she was not the sexiest woman on the planet, and yes, she carried too much weight, but that did not make her worth any less as a person. However, she managed to control her emotions, swallowing her tears, but not her pride.

“I feel sorry for you Rochelle.” Anita paused; Samantha had come into the lounge to see what was going on. However, Anita was determined to finish her sentence. “You must be a very insecure person to be so mean to another woman. Please keep your opinions to yourself; my private life is none of your business.”

“It is when you lie to everyone in the department.”

“I am not lying, Charles and I are dating. If you don’t want to believe me then that's up to you.”

“Prove it.”

“Excuse me?”

“Prove he’s your boyfriend.”

“And how exactly am I expected to do that?”

“I don’t know. Call him. Or ask him to meet you.”

“He’s a very busy man.”

“But if you mean that much to him he would do this for you surely?”

Anita did not know. One weekend was not really long enough for her to feel comfortable at calling him when he was most likely working. Looking at Rochelle, she knew this was not something she was going to let go. If this was not ended now then it never would be.

“My phone is in my desk.” 

Anita then stalked out of the room, her head held high, but inside she felt sick with nerves. This could finish everything. If she disturbed Charles and made him angry, he might think twice about dating her. Yet if she did not call him, Rochelle would have won. Trying not to let Rochelle see her hands shaking she pulled her phone out and found his number, reluctantly pressing the call button.

His now familiar voice answered, “Hi, honey. Everything OK?”

She was taken aback, but at once felt at ease, of course, her number would tell him who was calling, and he sounded happy to hear from her. “Hello, Charles. I’m sorry to bother you but I’m having a bit of a problem at work.” She raised her eyes to look at Rochelle, who visibly paled.

On the other end of the phone, Charles chuckled. “What do you need me to do?”

“I don’t know, any ideas?”

“I might have. Look I’m in your building now; I’ve just finished a meeting with Graham Randall.”

“Oh, I didn’t know you knew him.”

“Yes, that's why I was there the other night. I had only gone into that office to make a private phone call after meeting him. I’ll come your way. Will that do?”

“Yes, perfectly. I’ll see you soon.” She smiled at the worried look on Rochelle's face, and ended the call.

Putting the phone back in her desk she took her time before speaking to Rochelle, letting the woman stew over what had been said. It also gave Anita a moment to decide how to phrase it.

“He'll be along in a moment, he was meeting Mr Randall.”

“Mr Randall? Our boss Mr Randall?” Samantha who had been standing silently behind Rochelle sounded shocked, and instantly abandoned her friend.

Rochelle stood looking awkward, and Anita felt sorry for her, but if this was going to end now it had to be done. Hopefully, no matter what happened between Anita and Charles, Rochelle would learn her lesson and leave her alone. 

“Are you going to wait there, or shall I let you know when he comes?” asked Anita after five minutes had passed. 

She hoped Charles would not be too much longer, she had work to do and it was getting a bit awkward with Rochelle hovering by her desk. Other people were looking at them, and Anita was sure word had gone around the office about what was going on.

As the minutes ticked by, Rochelle's expression changed and became a little smugger. “Are you sure you spoke to him on the phone?”

Anita felt her anger rising, was there no convincing this woman? “Yes, he should be here soon.”

Rochelle's voice rose slightly so more people could hear. “I was wondering if you were making that up too.”

Exasperated Anita replied, “No. Not at all. I don’t know what floor he was on. He'll be here.”

Rochelle made a point of looking at her watch, and then at Anita, who failed to be intimidated by this foul woman.

Then she looked up and he was there, striding towards her, turning heads with his good looks and air of authority. She smiled at him, forgetting all about Rochelle standing watching. Her whole world was consumed by him, her heart beating rapidly and her face flushing with happiness.

“Hi, honey,” he said, leaning forward and giving her a kiss on the cheek. He turned to Rochelle, and said, “Hello again.”

“Hello,” Rochelle managed to say, the look on her face telling everyone she had been well and truly beaten. “Nice to see you again. I must get back to work.” 

Anita watched with some satisfaction as she scuttled off back to her desk. If she were a dog, she would have her tail well and truly between her legs.

“Thank you,” Anita said to Charles.

He smiled, “No problem. I don’t mind coming to see you at all. In fact if there weren’t so many people about I’d drag you off to an empty office and do such naughty things to you...” He let the words hang, enjoying the way she blushed. 

“You are so bad,” she said, trying to regain her professional composure.

“Oh, I want to be.” He leaned forward and whispered in her ear, his breath warm against her ear making her want him to make love to her right now. “I will pick you up after work to take you home, and show you how bad.”

Anita cleared her throat, struggling to keep control of herself. “I look forward to that.”

He laughed, and got up from where he had leaned against her desk. “I will see you at five then.”

With that he left, leaving Anita to try to concentrate on her work, not easy when all she could do was watch each agonisingly slow minute tick by.

***

He sauntered back in at five, Rochelle was putting her coat on, she had kept a very low profile for the rest of the day, and now she turned her back so she did not have to speak, and left as soon as he had walked past.

“So my visit this morning worked?”

“Yes. Thank you.”

“No problem, anything you need, I’m there for you.”

It was such an easy phrase for him to say, and yet to Anita it was the nicest thing anyone had ever said. She turned from him and wiped her tears away, feeling stupid.

“Hey, she wasn’t that nasty to you was she? Say the word and I could get Graham Randall to fire her.”

“No, no don’t do anything like that. She won't give me any more trouble.”

“Then what is it?” he asked, pulling her into his arms, totally unaware of all the other people around them watching.

“It’s nothing.”

“You wouldn’t be upset if it was nothing,” he said. “Come on, tell me please.”

“It’s me being silly,” she said, but seeing the concern on his face told him the truth. “No one has ever really been there for me, not unconditionally, and never because they wanted to be. I had foster parents yes, but it’s not the same.”

He gathered her into his arms, and held her close. “I’m here for you now.”

She wrapped her arms around him, and they stood for a long time holding each other. Then he bent his head and kissed her, by now the office had emptied, and so she felt less self conscious about kissing him back.

“I really need to get you home,” he said, breaking the kiss and taking hold of her hand.

They ran to the car like a couple of love struck teenagers, and within minutes, they were taking the short drive back to her apartment. His hand resting on her knee, and then going further up to stroke her thigh. She eased her thighs apart, and sighed happily when his fingers stroked her clit, pressing firmly against her panties. 

Reluctantly he had to use both hands to guide the car into a parking space, Anita could tell by the bulge in his pants how aroused he was, and she could not wait to get inside and undress him. So keen in fact that her hand was already in her purse trying to find her keys before they were even half way to her apartment.

He stood impatiently while she unlocked the door, and if her need was not quite so great she might have enjoyed fumbling with them just to experience his desire for her consuming him. However, her need was just as great, and so she unlocked the door with trembling fingers and as soon as they were inside and the door shut behind them they fell to removing each other's clothing as quickly as possible.

They did not even get as far as the bedroom; Charles lifted her right leg, and then slowly pressed his thumb inside her. He then slid it, slick with her juices over her clit, and she was glad of the wall pressed against her back. His mouth claimed hers and kissed her while he worked his thumb deep inside her before stimulating her clit over and over again.

Anita had never been so wet, his thumb pushing in at such an angle that it brushed against the walls of her sex over and over again. She thought she would come right then, but not wanting him to feel left out she rubbed her hand along the length of his cock, feeling it harden in her hand.

“I think you'll need one of these,” he said giving her the condom.

She unwrapped it and having watched him fit one rolled it down over his thick erect cock. As she did she grasped him tightly, and he grew harder. With a groan, he lifted her other leg and she guided him into her slick wet sex, feeling him slide against her tight walls, filling her completely.

He withdrew almost entirely, only the head of his cock was inside her before he rammed into her hard. This was the first time he hadn't taken her slowly, and it turned her on incredibly knowing he wanted her this much. Pulling out again he penetrated her completely in one smooth action, her back supported by the wall.

His mouth claimed her breasts, sucking her nipple hard and rolling his tongue over it. She felt herself coming, all the time he thrust into her hard, stretching her tightness until her sex throbbed. When she came she unconsciously dug her fingers into him, the feelings were so intense. 

Her whole body seemed to throb and pulse around him; she cried out, nipping his neck to try to keep her voice down, anyone passing outside her apartment would hear her. Charles thrust into her quick and hard, jerking up into her until he came, his warm seed filling the condom. 

They were both left breathless; Anita ached inside form his hard thrusts, an ache that reminded her how much he wanted her. It was at moments like this when all her doubts over him left her, surely he wouldn’t make love to her so intensely unless he needed her as much as she needed him. 

“I should go and shower,” she said as he lowered her to the floor, still kissing and stroking her breasts.

“That is a good idea,” he said.

“You want to shower with me?”

“Why not, I could soap your back, and other places.”

“You are insatiable you know.”

“Only where you’re concerned,” he said, and she believed him.

They went to her small bathroom and she turned the warm water on, and they squeezed into the small cubicle. He grabbed the soap, and made a nice rich lather, which he rubbed over her generous breasts, paying particular attention to her taut nipples. 

Trying to keep her senses intact, she took the soap from him and rubbed his chest, wanting to see if he had the same reaction as she did when he touched her. She was pleased to hear him groan when she tweaked his nipples, and then could not resist rinsing them off before using her tongue to flick over them. He obviously liked that, and his cock was soon rigid, sticking up nice and erect between them. 

While she licked and sucked his nipples, she lathered the soap into nice thick suds and stroked his cock with her well lubricated hands. They slid up and down him, and he thrust forward into her palm as she stroked him. Running her hand upwards she covered the head of his cock with her hand, and felt his precome as it appeared only to be washed away by the water.

Leaving one hand to massage her breasts, he slid the other down and inserted a finger inside her sex, pushing nice and deep. Then another and another until she was as stretched as if his cock filled her. Taking their time they brought each other to a shuddering climax, the warm water heightening their senses, and making their bodies tingle.

Afterwards they went out and dried each other, taking their time to kiss and caress the other. Anita felt no self consciousness at all; she was comfortable in her body for the first time. He wanted her for who she was, and that feeling of contentment lasted for all of five minutes.

They were nearly dry, and she was so relaxed, that she was only partly listening to him, but then he said, “I’ve told my parents about you.”

She jolted out of her daze. “Already?”

“I couldn’t see any point in not. You know how serious I am about you, Anita. Don’t you?” He looked unsure for a moment. “And I thought you were serious about me.”

“I am. It’s only; I’ve never had a boyfriend, so the whole parents thing is new to me.”

“Well you had better get used to the idea. They want you to spend Christmas with us.”


Chapter Six

“Can you help me with the zip?” Anita asked, partly because she couldn’t reach, and partly because she wanted to feel his hands on the bare skin of her back.

“There,” Charles said, planting a kiss on the smooth skin that showed above the back of her dress, sending a thrill down her spine.

“Do you think they'll like me?” she asked for the hundredth time.

“They will love you. Just as I do.”

Anita always got a kick out of him telling her that he loved her; it was such a novel experience. The first time she had thought he was joking, it was straight after sex and she figured he was caught in the moment. Now he told her every day, without fail, yet she struggled to say the words back, they felt so odd when they formed in her mouth.

“I wish I’d had chance to meet them before today, that's all. It seems so imposing to go and spend Christmas with your parents when I’ve never even met them.

“It'll be fine, and don’t worry, they are just glad I have someone special in my life.” 

He kissed her again and she turned around to face him, wrapping her arms around him and pulling him close, taking strength from his solidness. She couldn’t work out how she had lived before him, her life had been so empty, and only now did she realise this. However if his parents didn’t like her then it might be over, and she didn’t know if she was strong enough to deal with that.

Most women wouldn’t feel so much pressure, but Anita had never spent time with a close knit family, especially not at Christmas. From what Charles had said his sisters would be there too, she would be the only stranger amongst them. All she had to hold onto was that Charles loved her, and she would use that as a mantra to get through the day.

Charles was gathering up the gifts he had bought, and she went to help him carry them out. He had insisted that they should be from both of them, saving her the worry and expense of buying gifts for people she didn’t know. At first she had rejected the idea, but eventually they had compromised and she had gone shopping with him to give her opinion on his choices. 

She had, however, played her part by wrapping the gifts, something Charles was terrible at. Smiling she remembered the clump of tape that he had produced when trying to seal his sister's gift, it was nice to find something he didn’t excel at, it made him more human, more normal.

“Ready?” he asked when everything was securely placed in his car for the thirty minute drive to his parents’ house.

“As I’m ever going to be.” Running and hiding still seemed like a great idea to Anita.

“It'll be over before you know it, and then we can come back and I’ll give you my gift.”

They had agreed to trade gifts later that evening, Anita didn’t know why, but she guessed it involved sexy lingerie that he didn’t want to embarrass her with in front of his family. Well, she was grateful for that, and she also worried her present for Charles would look insignificant next to the expensive gifts the family would no doubt trade. She had been shocked at how much Charles had spent on them, and it opened her eyes up to another world, one she had only glimpsed so far. 

Today, having Christmas lunch at their family home would no doubt shock her even more. 

***

“Here we are,” he said as they pulled up in front of a fairly modest house, standing in a beautiful parkland setting. “Not as grand as you thought?”

“No, I expected a huge mansion with butlers and everything.”

He laughed. “My parents moved here when things first started going well for them. They've extended it, but my mom refused to move, she likes the family feel of the place, and it does mean we don’t need a butler.”

Feeling a little relieved, she waited for him to come around and open the car door for her. Getting out she smoothed her dress, and trying not to let her hands tremble, picked up her purse before holding his warm hand and allowing him to lead her up to the front door.

He didn’t knock, instead letting himself in and calling out “Hello!”  

“We're in here,” a voice answered, from the room nearest to them.

Anita admired the big Christmas wreath hanging on the door, but it did nothing to prepare her for the inside of the house. It was so tastefully decorated, with a Christmas tree in the large hallway. Anita stood admiring the twinkling lights and breathing in the fresh smell of pine while Charles took her coat. 

Before they had finished removing their coats a woman, who she instantly guessed was Charles’s Mom, came out of one of the doorways, hands held out in welcome. The resemblance to Charles was obvious, dark hair, and an incredible openness that made Anita feel at home straight away. 

Anita didn’t know what she had expected, but this woman reminded her of a farmer's wife, not the stick thin, dyed blonde she had expected her to be. The Whitmore’s were certainly not your average rich family, Anita relaxed and smiled warmly.

“Hello, you must be Anita. Charles has told us so much about you.” For a moment they didn’t know how to greet each other, and then Mrs Whitmore took the initiative and pulled Anita into her arms in a warm hug.

“It’s so nice to meet you Mrs Whitmore.”

“Oh my. You make me sound like my mother in law, who I have aspired all my life not to be.” She winked at Charles, who grinned. “Call me Amy.”

“Amy, nice to meet you.” 

“Come on. Let’s go in.” She linked arms with Anita and they went to join the other members of the family.

“This is, Robert, man of the house.” A young woman, a couple of years younger than Charles laughed, Amy gave her a disapproving look before chastising her,  “It’s Christmas, and your Dad has to carve the turkey, so he’s entitled to be man of the house for the day.”

“I’ll give him until three o'clock before you’ve taken the job back.” The young woman laughed, a look of pure mischief in her eyes, but when she turned to Anita a smile spread across her face and she said, “Hi, I’m Clare. It’s so nice to finally meet a girlfriend of Charles’s that we haven't had to get out our diamond and pearls for.” 

“I hope that's a good thing?” Anita replied, looking to Charles for reassurance.

“Oh, yes. Although for Clare anything other than pyjamas and a robe is dressing for dinner.” Clare grabbed a cushion and threw it at Charles, who ducked.

“Please, we have a guest, can we at least get through lunch without any fighting, children,” said Amy. Then she turned and asked Anita, “What can I get you to drink?” 

“Oh...” Anita looked around the room, flustered. She hadn't noticed what anyone else was drinking so didn’t know if it was too early for anything stronger than tea.

“Come on, we’ll go and get you a glass of Mom's best sherry.” Clare held Anita's hand and led her out to an adjoining room with a huge drinks cabinet.

Feeling relieved Anita let out a huge breath she didn’t know she had been holding on to. Immediately she began to relax, and felt very grateful to Clare, who was busy filling two sherry glasses.

“Thank you,” Anita said, as Clare handed her a glass. “And not just for this.” She held her glass up.

“No problem. I know we can be a bit intimidating, but you'll get used to us. Mom gets a bit stressed before lunch; she wants it all to be so perfect. You do know Charles and I were just messing around, don’t you?”

“Yes, I know how much you mean to him.”

“He’s not been telling you the family secrets has he?” Clare asked quickly.

“Oh, no. Nothing like that.” Anita was horrified she had said the wrong thing.

Clare laughed. “I’m only joking, but being the black sheep of the family I do wonder what he’s told you about me.”

Anita was intrigued, she had assumed all the Whitmore children were high achievers like Charles. “He’s only told me about your childhood, and that you have strong opinions.”

“He left out all the juicy bits then? Good old Charles, probably frightened I’d put you off the family.”

Anita doubted there was anything Clare could say to put her off, still she would have liked more details, but Charles wandered in, and Clare got another glass out and filled it.

“Here you go big brother. I was about to tell Anita all about my colourful life.”

“Were you? It appears I’ve got here just in time then. I don’t need you roping Anita into one of your campaigns.”

“Why not?”

“Because it’s Christmas, and I’m sure the worms, or toads, will survive one day without you recruiting new members to your cause.”

“Endangered species. And they were butterflies.”

He laughed, “We'll be endangered if we don’t get back in there.”

He took Anita by the hand and led her back in. 

Amy had gone off to the kitchen to check lunch when the front door opened and Charles’s other sister came in with her husband and their baby.

Immediately all attention shifted to them and Anita was relieved to take a back seat for a moment. They all got up and fussed around the baby who giggled and gurgled at them, sending them into raptures.

Eventually Charles managed to drag his sister away and he introduced them. “Anita, this is my sister, Lizzy.”

“Hello, Lizzy,” said Anita, not sure whether to shake her hand or hug her. It was hard to tell what Lizzy was thinking, but Anita was sure she was being assessed in a more judgemental way than the rest of the family had done.

Lizzy saw her hesitation, and must have noticed the slight blush that came to Anita's face. Her face broke into a beautiful smile and she kissed Anita on both cheeks.

“So you are the one who's captured my brother’s heart,” she said. Turning to Charles she added. “I approve, maybe next year it will be you two with a baby. Might give poor Alex a break.”

Charles looked across the room to the baby being jiggled on Amy's knee while Clare knelt in front of him with a brightly coloured toy. “But he loves it.”

“That’s what worries me,” Lizzy said, and then laughed. “He is quickly learning how to wrap all of you around his little pink finger. He'll be unbearably spoilt by you all if we're not careful.”

“You can’t blame us, he’s seriously cute,” said Charles with a hint of wistfulness in his voice.

“I know, and I’m only joking. Come on Uncle Charles, let’s go wrestle him from Mom so you can have your cuddle fix before lunch.”

“Coming?” Charles asked Anita.

“I’ll just finish my drink,” she said, and watched them cross the room to the baby. Anita had never given much thought to having children of her own; it had always seemed so far off in the future. The only thing she knew was that if she ever had children she wanted them to live in a happy secure family like this one.

She had never known what it was like to argue with a sibling, to have someone there at your side unconditionally. To share things and make memories with people who would be there for you your whole life. It had never been so obvious before exactly what she had missed.

Lizzy’s husband made his way over to introduce himself, “Hi, I’m Clayton. You must be Anita.”

“Yes. Nice to meet you Clayton. You have a beautiful baby.”

“Thank you,” he said grinning. “And how are you coping? They can be a little protective of one another.” His gaze took in the family scene before them.

“Good I think. They are all being very kind.”

“They are, don’t get me wrong they will do anything for you. But Lizzy and Charles are particularly close, so if she gives you a hard time let me know and I’ll have a word.”

“I’m glad they look out for one another.”

“Yes, my family don’t usually give two hoots what any of the others are doing, but not the Whitmore clan. How about your lot?”

“Oh, I don’t have any family.”

Clayton paused, fiddling with his glass. “I’m sorry. Have I put my foot in it? It’s usually my speciality; it’s why Lizzy doesn’t like me going out in public on my own.” He laughed, and looked lovingly at his wife, before turning a concerned eye to Anita.

“No, I’m fine. Family gatherings like this are just a bit strange to me. A new experience, I only hope I survive it without joining you in putting my foot in it.”

Clayton laughed, “You'll do just great. It’s Christmas, by the time they've eaten Amy's delicious lunch they won’t care what you say. The expensive wine helps too,” he added with a wink.

“Lunch is ready,” Amy announced, looking more than a little hot and bothered.

They made their way into the dining room where another magnificent tree stood in all its elegance. One thing for sure, Amy Whitmore had good taste, and her love of her home shone through. Anita could only imagine what it would be like to have grown up here, and when Charles squeezed her hand to reassure her, she was glad that he at least had a happy childhood. It had made him the man he was, the man she loved.

Dinner passed by fairly uneventfully. Robert duly carved the turkey, which was wonderful, as was everything else on the table. Amy sat watching them all, so content she forgot to eat much herself. They all chatted happily, the enormous amount of food making anything more than small talk impossible.

By the time Christmas pudding was finished, Anita didn’t think she would need to eat for a week. The wine had indeed flowed freely, with only Charles abstaining because he was going to drive them home. The others were all staying for the night, something that concerned Anita. She would hate to be the reason Charles wasn’t staying with his family on Christmas day.

When they went out to the car to fetch the gifts they had bought she tackled him about it. 

“I can always get a taxi home,” she said.

“Not on Christmas day. Anyway I want to take you home,” he said and then gave her a wicked grin. “When I stay at my parent's house it always makes me feel like I’m a teenager, and separate rooms would not be a good idea. I have plans of my own for us tonight.”

The effects of the wine and food had made Anita a bit tipsy and she giggled at the thought of them having to sneak around if they stayed here. Plus she couldn’t wait to make love to Charles, it was the best gift she could ever have on Christmas Day. So she settled for giving him a peck on the cheek, and saying, “I can’t wait.”

They went back inside with their gifts, Anita feeling a little self conscious being part of such an intimate part of the celebrations. It had to be said that baby Alex had more presents than the rest of the family put together. However he was oblivious to most of it, and fell asleep before they were all opened.

Lizzy took him upstairs and put him down to sleep, switching the baby monitor on and settling down before they carried on. All the presents Anita had helped Charles pick were so well received she felt a rush of pleasure at their happy faces. However receiving gifts from the family was harder.

They had been picked with care; it was obvious that Charles had taken time to help them choose her gifts. No token slippers or gifts that would end up in the back of a cupboard. Lizzy and Clayton bought her a large bottle of her favourite perfume, while Clare had got her some luxurious throws and matching cushions.

“Charles said you hadn't been in the city long and that your apartment might need cheering up.”

“Thank you,” said Anita.

When she was passed the gift from Amy and Robert she was already feeling a bit emotional. Their present was too much though, it was a set of picture frames, very expensive, and too much for her small apartment.

Amy came over and put her arms around Anita, “We hope you will be part of our family Anita, and you can fill these with good memories.”

Blindly Anita got up and apologised before leaving the room. She headed for the kitchen, and stood for a moment gasping for air. When an arm went around her she had expected it to be Charles, but it was Amy.

She handed Anita a tissue, and said, “I’m sorry if it was too much, but we've never seen Charles so happy, and we really hope things work out between you. I’ve always told him to follow his heart and it has never led him astray. I truly believe you will make a wonderful addition to our family.”

Anita turned and hugged her back. “Thank you,” she gasped between sobs.

“Now, let’s dry your eyes. I think Charles would like to take you home as soon as you’re ready.”

“I’m OK. I don’t want to spoil your day.”

“Nonsense. I know he wants you to himself. I’m not too old to know you two need some alone time. Come one.” 

She waited while Anita wiped her eyes and composed herself enough to walk back into the room. Charles was waiting, looking concerned, and something else, nervous. Anita felt sick, had her reaction to his family been that bad that he had seen through her. Did he now realise she would never fit in with them?

Feeling miserable she said goodbye to the Whitmore family, thanking them for their gifts, and especially Amy for making her feel so at home. Then they went out to the car, the fading light as gloomy as her mood. She was such an idiot, but she couldn’t help the way she felt, and hoped she could make Charles understand her.

“Your family are great,” she said after they had been driving for a few minutes and the silence between them seemed too deep and uncomfortable.

“I am really glad you liked them. They liked you, but then I knew they would.”

“I hope I didn’t ruin their day.”

“Don’t be silly, they understand.” He smiled at her, but he still looked different somehow, nervous. 

Anita wondered if one of his sisters had said something to him when she was out of the room. Perhaps they had given him a woman's point of view and told him he could do so much better, and Anita knew for a fact that he could.

The rest of the journey flew past, there was little traffic on the road at this time on Christmas Day. Most other people would be with family and friends enjoying the evening, and Anita felt even worse for dragging him away from his family.

They headed back to her apartment, which surprised her because she thought they had planned on spending the evening at his place. Wordlessly, and with a mounting feeling of dread she got the key out of her purse and opened the door, letting them both in to her shabby apartment.

“I thought you might like to see what your gifts look like in their new home,” he said, carrying in the things his family had given her.

She turned to him, tears in her eyes. “It’s OK. I understand, I blew it.”

“Hey, honey, no tears, not today.” He gathered her into his arms, holding her close.

“I don’t understand, I thought you were going to break up with me.”

He burst out laughing, sounding even more nervous now. “No, you’ve got it all wrong. I’m sorry, I thought this was a good idea, but now maybe I should have left it for another day. It’s already been a bit much for you. But here goes anyway.”

He pulled away from her and self consciously got down on one knee, a small box in his hand. Reaching out he took her hands in his and asked her, “Anita, will you marry me?”

The shock was so great she thought she would faint. Of all the things she had expected, this was not it. In no way had she seen this coming, but with a shuddering breath she managed to breathe out, “Yes.”

He opened the box; a huge diamond glinted in the light as he pushed it onto her finger. Then he got up and pulled her into his arms, kissing her fiercely, and leaving her breathless. “I can’t believe you thought I would break up with you.”

“I’m sorry, but you seemed so distant after we left your parents house.” She didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. It hadn't sunk in yet that Charles Whitmore wanted her to marry him.

“I’ve never been so nervous in all my life. Out of all the business deals I’ve ever done this has to be the hardest thing ever. I don’t know what I’d have done if you had said no.”

Then he pulled his phone from his pocket. “I need to call my family. They'll give me hell if I don’t let them know.”

“They all knew you were going to ask me?” she asked incredulously.

“Only my mom and dad. But no doubt they spilled the beans once we left.” He dialled and the call was answered immediately. “She said yes!” Anita heard a huge cheer from the other end of the line. Then he handed her the phone, “My mom.”

With shaking hands Anita took the phone, “Hello,” she said quietly.

“Welcome to the family, Anita. We all truly mean that. All I ask is that you don’t let Charles monopolise you, we want to get to know you properly.”

“I promise,” she said, and handed the phone back to Charles.

“That’s it; you'll be lost to me now. My mom is itching to help arrange the wedding.”

“Oh, I feel sick. A wedding! Can’t we just go off and do it quietly on some desert island or something?” she asked.

“You must be joking! But don’t worry, we’ll do it together.” He pulled her into his arms, and held her close.

“But I’ve got no money, and no one to give me away.” Her past hit her again.

“None of that matters,” he said, and kissed her tenderly, until her nerves had changed to a different feeling, tendrils of desire growing in her body, curling around her insides. 

For now she was willing to believe him. He led her to the small bedroom where they had first made love and began to undress her, kissing her slowly and thoroughly until she wanted to tear his clothes off and demand he made love to her.

However, Charles took his time, stroking her flesh, kissing her breasts when he removed her bra, before pulling her panties off to leave her naked before him. Only then did he undress himself, and Anita sat and watched him, full of wonder. 

How had she ever captured the heart of such a man? She could never have dreamed of such a thing happening, it had been sudden, and thrilling, yet there was nothing unbelievable about the way she felt for him.

When he eased himself down between her thighs, and she felt the familiar pressure of his cock against her sex she relaxed and allowed him to penetrate her completely. At first he moved slowly, and when she wrapped her arms around his neck she forgot about everything as the ring on her finger glinted in the light. 

For now, at this moment, he was all that mattered, the feel of his thick length thrusting inside her, and his mouth covering her breast and sucking on her nipple. She sighed with utter contentment when he moved his hand between their bodies and his thumb found her clit. 

This contentment soon passed to be replaced by a tension that grew and grew until she cried out as her climax consumed her. She clung to Charles, holding him close while he jerked hard into her, his orgasm strong and powerful. After he had finished he smiled at her and she kissed his lips.

“I love you,” she said to him, and for once she felt as though she belonged, to this man for ever, it made up for all the years she had spent feeling alone.
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