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      Forbidden love...is undeniable.

      When she was younger, like all little girls, Sophie Hawkins believed in fantasies. She believed in happily-ever-after and that one day her prince would come. What made Sophie’s dreams a bit different was that the man of her dreams wasn’t a fictional prince but her best friend’s dad.

      Matt was handsome and nice, the kind of man every woman would want.

      Time passes, and through the years, Sophie’s reality changes, yet her attraction and memories of Matt Hamilton never fade. Where boys and men are concerned, Matt remains her gold standard.

      When his daughter was young, Matt Hamilton had it all: a family and success.

      With the ticking of the clock and changing of the calendar, seasons pass and situations adjust. Business success remains, but personally, his world changes…until the day fate sets the undeniable in motion.

      Sophie was a sweet little girl, his daughter’s best friend, and a ray of undeniable sunshine. That was before. Now she’s more. She is a grown woman.

      
        
        Who can deny the undeniable?

        Have you been Aleatha’d?

      

      

      Undeniable, part of the Indulgence series of stand-alone steamy stories, will heat your ereader and make you hot and bothered. Undeniable is a fun forbidden-love story that will whisk the reader away to a time when fantasies could come true.
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        To everyone who never stopped believing in fantasies.
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        Years ago

      

      

      As the waves crash over the sand and shells, my eyes go to the man standing thigh deep in the water. I hold my breath as the ocean laps around his legs, each wave licking the hem of his bathing suit. He’s solid and unmoving as he stands watching over the sea. The salt-filled breeze blows his dark hair away from his face, revealing handsome features that I can't even begin to describe.

      His eyes are covered with sunglasses, yet I know their color—green like his daughter’s, like my best friend's.

      I don't understand his mood. It’s as if he isn’t watching a beautiful scene, as if he’s a million miles away instead of on the beach in the most amazing place I’ve ever been. I can’t keep my eyes off of him though I know it’s wrong. I'm too young to understand this kind of attraction, yet I'm drawn to him.

      I try to think of stories.

      Is it the way Cinderella felt when she saw Prince Charming for the first time?

      Jasmine, when she saw Aladdin?

      Maybe it's more like Belle when she met the beast.

      Mr. Hamilton isn't scary like the beast; however, there is something about the way I feel when I’m around him that makes me feel off-balance.

      He isn’t like the boys at Becky's and my school. He isn’t a boy. He’s a man, and for the first time that I can remember, I wish I were a woman. Though it doesn't matter. He doesn't even notice me. Why would he? I'm just a little girl, his daughter's friend.

      It's not as if I'm trying to feel different around him—I don't want to. After all, he’s my best friend’s dad. But Mr. Hamilton doesn’t look like a dad—not like my dad. My dad wears dark socks with his shorts and sandals. His legs are pale from working inside all the time. My dad tells stupid jokes and then laughs when no one else does.

      That’s what dads do.

      Becky’s dad doesn’t do any of those things.

      Shaking my head, I do my best to tuck the feelings away.

      No matter what we try, some memories never go away.
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      I brush the lint from my black top and skirt. It's the same outfit I wear when I'm working at the Ritz’s upscale restaurant. Since event planning is my intended major, a teacher at my high school thought it would be a good idea to get some practical experience, plus she knew I needed the money.

      It must have worked because I'm starting university in less than a month.

      Though my grandparents are helping with my expenses, every little bit of extra money is a plus. That's why, after a one-to-six shift at the Ritz, I agreed to work this private dinner party. After all, private parties are events. My boss, Cindy, did the planning, but she's been great about letting me help with the organization.

      I was a little surprised when she asked me to help with this event—it isn't that large. But once I was here at this beautiful home, I was very glad she did.

      Now, at a little after midnight, absolutely dead on my feet and ready to slip out of these three-inch black heels, I can finally take a satisfied deep breath.

      "Good job, Sophie," Cindy says. "I knew when Mr. Hamilton asked for you, you'd do a great job."

      My tired mind deciphers her words. "What? He asked for me? You didn't tell me that."

      She grins. "I didn't need to. You said yes when I asked." She pats my shoulder. "Go on and go home. You have to be beat. Everything is wrapped up here. Do you need a ride?"

      I let my gaze move to the large windows overlooking the pool and deck. Imagining my grandparents’ house, all stuffy and covered in doilies, I long for the fresh air and sea breeze. "I should take a ride, but I think first I'll make sure everything is put away out on the deck, and then I'll call an Uber."

      "Are you sure? I don't mind driving you."

      I know my grandparents’ home is out of her way, and she is just being nice.

      "I'm good," I say with a smile. I really should buy a car, but I can't spare the cash. I need every cent for university and expenses. Since my parents died and I moved in with my grandparents, they have done their best. My grandpa even lets me drive his car, but it isn't right to leave them without one. I mean, they're old.

      What if something happened?

      "Here." Cindy slips me a roll of cash, and my eyes open wide. I can't tell how much it is, but unless the bills are singles, it's more than I ever expected.

      She wraps her hand around mine. "It's your share of tips. It'll help you with that Uber."

      "Thank you."

      "No, thank you. You're a natural at this party stuff. After you graduate from university, maybe I can work for you."

      My cheeks lift higher, and I tilt my head. "Or you could hire me full time?"

      Cindy winks. "See you later."

      As I walk toward the open door, I feel that satisfied contentment of a job well done. The party went off without a hitch. Since I spent most of my time making sure the servers were doing their jobs and the cleaners were picking up the used glasses, plates, and silverware, I didn't get a chance to truly appreciate the home.

      Mr. Hamilton's home.

      When I was young—okay, a child—I had a friend whose last name was Hamilton. Becky Hamilton. Though I hadn't really gotten a chance to meet this Mr. Hamilton, I know he can't be the same one as Becky’s father. Becky and I grew up in a solid everyday neighborhood with hardworking parents. They could never afford a place like this. Besides, Hamilton is a common name. Heck, it’s even the title of a Broadway musical.

      Though Becky and I lost touch after I moved in with my grandparents, the thing I remember the most about Becky's family is her dad. I actually feel my heart clench at the memories. He was the dad that all the girls in the neighborhood lusted after.

      Maybe we didn't lust. I mean, do eight-year-olds lust?

      Just hearing the name Hamilton reminds me of how much I liked him. It isn't something a girl forgets. It is his image that comes to mind, the one from my memories, that I see in my dreams, the ones where I wake with my fingers in my folds and rubbing my clit.

      I know I'll probably never see him again, and besides, he's married, or he was. But for me he'll always be the gold standard. I will probably die a virgin because no one will ever be Matt Hamilton.

      Slipping out to the pool deck, I sigh, looking up at the multitude of sparkling stars.

      I can't imagine living in a house like this one. It isn't that my grandparents are poor—they aren't—but this is beyond my comprehension. The pool deck extends all the way to the edge of the bay. I'm sure it has a name—all the bodies of water do—but not a name most people would know. Even this piece of the ocean is private, only accessible to the few homes that grace its shores.

      I smile as the warm breeze blows the palm tree's fronds above my head. With only the faint-colored lights beneath the pool's water and what is shining through the large windows from the house, it's like the pool is a haven of peace. After the number of people who were served inside the house and out on the deck, the current solitude definitely is.

      It is with this little slice of freedom that I can't resist one last look at the property.

      I'm about to sink onto one of the cushioned chairs when a deep voice startles me.

      "Are you enjoying yourself?"

      My heart rate accelerates as I turn toward the voice. In the dimness, I can't make out all of the man's features, but I can tell he's tall with broad shoulders. His hair appears dark, and as he nears, so do his eyes, although there is a flash of green. Maybe it's the reflection of the pool's lights.

      "I-I'm sorry. I'm about to call for my ride," I say as I fumble for my phone in my purse.

      The man steps closer, and I wonder if he could be the host. As he nears, I take in his attire. The party was formal, and he's wearing a tuxedo. The tie is now loosened, and I can't stop my grin. It's a real tie, one he had to actually tie into a bow, not the clip kind boys my age would wear to a dance.

      "It's beautiful. Isn't it?" His voice fades into the sound of the soft waves on the shore as he stands with one hand in his pocket, looking out over the bay.

      Following his gaze, I nod. "It is. I would never tire of this as my backyard."

      His laugh rumbles, sending vibrations to my core. For only a moment I'm afraid he's making fun of me, but then he turns and extends his hand.

      "Hardly a yard. The water is paradise. Come see. There's a manatee getting closer."

      I do as he says. As his fingers encase mine, my steps momentarily stutter. There's something in his touch, warmth that shoots through me from my fingers to my toes. It’s like electricity.

      Shyly I raise my eyes to his, wondering if he feels it too.

      Instead of confirming or denying, he pulls me closer to the edge of the stone decking. Without letting go of my hand, he points with his other. "Look. See the ripples?"

      "I do!" I keep my excitement to a stage whisper.

      The water moves. The rays of moonlight no longer reflect, showcasing the large water mammal.

      "Oh, it's so big!"

      He turns toward me with a lopsided grin. "Words to a man's heart."

      I fight to pull my hand away, knowing that pink is filling my cheeks. "I meant the manatee. If I hadn't lived the last eight years in Florida, I would be petrified with one so close."

      He releases my hand and casually wraps his arm around my shoulder. "Then I wish you were new to the area."

      I try to swallow as I turn within his grasp, facing him. "You do?"

      "Yes, then you would be a damsel in distress, and I could protect you."

      "A true knight in shining armor?"

      His embrace of my shoulders lowers to the small of my back as he pulls me closer. "No, Sophie Hawkins, I'm not a knight."
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      "Wait. How do you know my name?"

      My heart pounds against the buttons of his tuxedo as he brings my breasts crashing against his chest. "Because I've known you for most of your life. I've been waiting all night to get you alone."

      I stare up at his handsome face. I must be dreaming. Maybe it's my mind—I'm tired. I need sleep.

      "How?"

      He holds me out to arm’s length. "Look at me, Sophie, with those gorgeous blue eyes you had even as a child. Look at me. Tell me you don't know me."

      My lips disappear behind my teeth as I do as he says. The moon combined with the light streaming from the windows creates the only illumination as I stare up at Mr. Hamilton—dark hair and green eyes.

      He can't be the man in my memories, the one I've fantasized about. He'd be older now. This man doesn't seem older, not really. He is as sexy and dominating as I remember, even more so. His presence consumes me. I feel small in his embrace but not young.

      The pulsating between my legs tells me that I feel nothing like the child who used to idolize him. I'm a woman, a woman who wants my fantasies to become reality.

      "M-Mr. Hamilton? Matt Hamilton?"

      His lips move upward, revealing his million-dollar smile. As I gaze up into his handsome face, my body relaxes against his, fluid in his grasp, while conversely his hardens, his erection probing my stomach.

      I've never been with a man, nothing more than heavy petting. They all paled in comparison to my fantasies, but by the way my body is reacting, it knows the truth my mind has just begun to accept.

      This is Matt Hamilton, and he is my fantasy.

      My face inclines toward his. "How? Why?"

      Before he answers, one of his hands captures my neck and pulls me the few inches closer until our lips connect.

      Heat radiates from our kiss like lightning flashing through me, igniting streaks of fire from my lips to my toes and back again. It's like no kiss I've ever had. Matt takes and gives without concern for the future.

      Here, now. It's all that matters as I moan while simultaneously catching my breath.

      "I've dreamt about this," I manage to say. "Maybe I'm dreaming?"

      The hand from my neck moves possessively down my side, skimming the side of my breast. His touch is fire that doesn't burn but smolders.

      "Oh!"

      This isn’t a dream. Every nerve in my body is suddenly alive, and I want more. Maybe it is only one night, a fantasy, but as I squeeze my thighs together, I know that without a doubt, I want Matt Hamilton to be my first.

      And then I remember my childhood friend.

      I take a painful step away from him, backing away from my every dream. "What about your wife?"

      He shakes his head. "We've been divorced for over five years."

      "So you're not...you're not married?"

      "I haven't been for a while, but I'd like to be."

      "Is there someone...someone you're seeing?" I ask.

      "I am seeing someone. I’d like to see more of her.” His smile grows. “I'm looking at her right now."
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      I can't believe Sophie is really here. I know people might think my obsession with her is wrong, but it isn't. I’ve been divorced for five years and she's an adult. She's eighteen, and I can’t deny my need to make her mine.

      She entered my heart as a child, a beautiful, fun-loving child. She was always so happy and upbeat. I loved the breath of fresh air she brought to our home. Her presence did more than make Becky happy; it lightened everyone around her.

      Becky's mother and I went through our problems—we even tried counseling with a sex therapist, Dr. Kizer—and over time, I forgot about the sweet little girl with the big blue eyes. I moved on with my life and my business. Things went well with business. It dominated my world. I've been extremely successful.

      My personal life side not so much.

      And then I stumbled across something about Sophie on one of my daughter's Facebook memories. I dug a little more and learned about the loss of Sophie’s parents and her struggles. It broke my heart to think of the carefree happy girl being sad.

      I watched from afar. At first, my goal was to help her financially. Obviously, she's working too much for someone so young. I never see pictures of her out having fun like others her age. Instead, her posts are about school and work, too much for someone so young. Then as she matured, I longed to see a carefree woman, an older version of the little girl.

      Now, the way she's looking at me, I can only hope that she hasn't forgotten me or doesn’t think of me as some old man.

      The thickest, longest lashes I've ever seen veil her big blue eyes as she lowers her chin. "Please don't tease me because I've thought of you often."

      She's thought of me?

      Immediately, I miss her eyes, so I lift her chin. "Sophie, the only teasing I want to do to you has nothing to do with who I'm seeing. I know this may sound like I'm some sort of creep, but I never forgot you, your smile, or your laugh. I lost track of you, but then a few years ago you popped up on Facebook, and I learned what you've been going through. I'm amazed by the woman you are, even though you're young."

      Her chest expands and contracts, pressing her tits against my chest, making my dick grow harder as I imagine feeling them against my skin. I envision their perkiness as her nipples harden at my touch. Fuck that, at my words, as I tell her what I want to do to her.

      "Young?" she asks in almost a whisper. "You think I'm too young?"

      "I think you're perfect. I think you're old enough to decide if you want to see me—to be with me—and if you want me to see you."

      "Y-you'd want that? To see me?"

      Her innocence captivates me. There’s a sparkle in her shy grin. I want to take away that shyness—and be the one to take her innocence. I want her to feel more comfortable with me than she ever has with anyone else.

      I lower my lips to hers, wanting to go slow, but the attraction is too strong. I can't simply brush a chaste kiss on her. I need to have her: her lips, her soft skin, all of her. There's not an inch of her I don't want to claim. My cock turns to stone as I imagine having all of her: her small tits in the palms of my hands and my cock buried deep inside her.

      All at once I wonder.

      Is Facebook right?

      Or could she be seeing someone else?

      Has someone else had what I want as mine?

      I force our kiss to end as I look down at her veiled eyes and bruised lips. "Tell me. Tell me the truth. Are you seeing someone?"

      She doesn't speak, but her head moves from side to side.

      Though I'm relieved, I need to know one more thing. I know it sounds shitty, like some sort of barbaric caveman, but I want to know. "Have you? Has someone else been with you?"

      Her head falls forward until her forehead hits my chest. I sense sadness emanating from her. The silence eats at me like acid in my gut, filling me with a fury that I can't describe. I haven't seen Sophie in years, yet I've known the undeniable truth for a while—she is mine.

      Should I have moved sooner?

      Did someone else touch her?

      Did someone hurt her?

      Fuck! Her dad is gone. Who has protected her?

      I'm not a violent man, but as the silence settles over us, my fists clench, wanting to hurt whoever's hurt her. Why would someone have this amazing woman in their arms, take her most prized possession, and leave her?

      "Tell me," I growl.

      "No." Her voice is again soft. "I've never...I'm a virgin." She looks up. "I'm sorry if that makes me seem like a child, if that makes you not want me. I'm not experienced like the women you're probably used to."

      The relief is intoxicating. I pull her closer, my dick aching to take away that title, not just once but for the rest of our lives.  "No." I caress her cheek with my now-relaxed knuckles. "It doesn't make you seem like a child. It makes you seem like a gift. My gift."

      She nods. "I want to be yours. I've never had sex, but I've thought about it, fantasized about it."

      My mind goes to the sex therapist I saw years ago and how she encouraged exploration of fantasies. While her advice didn’t change the downward spiral of my first marriage, the meaning resonates with me. Maybe it wasn’t the advice but my partner.

      The tip of my dick moistens, and I hesitate with my next question. As it is, I'm about to come just by rubbing against her. If I add thinking about her fantasies, surely, I'll blow. I can't help myself. "Do you ever touch yourself when you think about it—when you fantasize?"

      The shyness from before lessens as she meets me eye to eye. "Yes, and believe it or not, you're the one in my fantasies."

      Fuck!

      My eyes open wider. "Me? Why me?"

      "Because” —she reaches for my cock and rubs— “I remember you. I've never wanted a boy. I've dreamt of a man, a man who will teach me and show me. I've fantasized about you. It was probably wrong, but you were always the man of my dreams."

      I reach for her hand. I do it because I like the feel of it in mine but also because I'm about to shoot my load right here, right now. If she keeps rubbing my dick, it will be over before it starts, and that's not exactly the manly thing to do.

      "I want to take you inside the house and make you mine." I kiss her knuckles. "But if I do, you need to understand that this isn't a one-and-done deal. I’m not that kind of man. I've been patiently waiting. I've watched you. I remember your smile and carefree air. I remember how you brought the sun with you everywhere you went. I want to see that in your eyes again. Sophie, if I fuck you tonight, you'll be mine forever."

      She doesn't speak, looking at where our hands are intertwined. And then only her eyes move to mine. "Take me, Matt. Help me remember what it's like to feel good."
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      As Matt takes my hand and leads me through his house, I fight the feeling that it is all a dream. His hand is warm and possessive. The scent of his cologne fills my nose with spice and the perfect amount of pine and musk. It's manly yet not overpowering. His broad shoulders are right in front of me, wider than I remembered, wider than any of the boys from my high school. I can still taste his kiss, sweet with a hint of alcohol, something strong and intoxicating. And I hear his shoes upon the marble steps as we move up the huge staircase. Yet I feel as though I'm floating. His feet are hitting the floor, but I have to look down to be sure mine are too.

      How can this be happening to me?

      Before I can overthink it, Matt opens two large doors to the biggest bedroom I've ever seen. The king-sized bed seems small in comparison. One wall is filled with windows, and in the windows is a door leading to a balcony overlooking the bay. As he releases my hand and walks toward the windows, I turn a full circle, taking in the woodwork and custom artistry. I've never seen such understated luxury.

      "Matt?"

      He stills as he reaches for a switch. "Yes?"

      "Is this real?"

      He pushes a switch causing the windows to change to an opaque shade. Though there are no curtains, I'm certain that what he did closed out the outside world, making this just about us.

      My breathing hitches as he turns. Each step toward me is predatory, like a jungle beast about to capture his prey. And though I know I'm the prey, I'm not frightened. I want to show him that I'm ready for my fantasies to come true. Bravely, I take one step and then another, meeting him halfway.

      "This is real." He reaches for my hand and rubs it over his steel-hard erection. "And so is this, and it needs to be inside you. It needs to find its new home."

      My thighs squeeze tight at his words as my core throbs, craving what he describes. At the same time, a part of me is beginning to get nervous. His cock feels so big to my touch. Maybe he won't fit. Maybe I am too young. "I-I," I stutter as my daring facade shatters.

      Matt reaches for my cheek and tenderly teases my skin. "Sophie, I promise to make it good. I want you to want my cock inside of you as much as I want it there. I'll take this as slow and gentle as you want."

      My fantasies come back to mind, scenes from books I've read. "What if I don't want that?"

      He takes a small step back. "You don't want this?"

      I reach for the lapels of his jacket and push them over his wide shoulders, purposely running my fingers over his starched shirt, imagining his solid muscles beneath. "No. I want this. What if I don't want you to be slow and gentle?"

      Before he can answer, I go on. "What if I want you to take me fast and hard?"

      "Sophie?"

      "Matt, you're the man of my dreams. In those dreams, you take control and claim me. Is this real life, or is it my dream?"

      "Fuck!" He reaches for the waistband of my skirt, undoes the button, and lowers the zipper allowing the material to float to the floor, creating a black puddle around my heels.

      As he does, I reach for my shirt and pull it over my head.

      Suddenly I'm standing in front of Matt Hamilton in nothing but black heels, a black bra, and polka-dotted panties.

      So much for sexy.

      "I'm sorry I'm not wearing some Victoria's Secret lacy thing."

      Matt's smile broadens as he runs his hand from my neck over my boobs and down my stomach, teasing the edge of my panties.

      "I'm going to say this once, and you'd better listen."

      There's something about his voice. It's different, authoritative, and makes my heart beat faster.

      He cups my chin. "Tell me, beautiful Sophie, are you listening?"

      "Yes."

      "That was the last time I want to hear you apologize. You're fucking perfect. I'll buy you a closet full of Victoria's Secret if that's what you want, but for me, I want you." He reaches behind me and unsnaps my bra. "And the clothes are just the wrapping. Remember, you're my gift."

      "I just don't want you to change your mind."

      "Are you fucking kidding me? You're mine. My mind is never going to change."

      I sigh, not only hearing his words but also seeing the way his green eyes devour me, eating me up, piece by piece.

      He takes a step back and scans my body from my hair to my shoes and back again. "Now, do as I say."

      "Okay."

      A sexy shimmer shines from his gaze. "Let your hair down and turn around, all the way around, and as you do, shimmy out of that bra. I've been watching you all night, and I'm dying to get a good look at your tits."

      My skin prickles with goose bumps as I reach for the clip in my hair. As I pull, my long blonde hair falls in waves over my shoulders. Without the clasp, the straps have fallen to my arms and the bra is loose. I allow it to drop to the floor, revealing my breasts. Pivoting, I make a complete circle. By the time I'm facing him again, my nipples are as hard as pebbles.

      With a smirk, he says, "I love the polka dots, but I have more of my gift to unwrap."

      In a quick scoop, Matt has me in his arms and is carrying me toward the big bed. I reach for his tie and pull, dropping it to the floor. By the time he lays me on the comforter, I have most of his shirt's buttons undone. His chest is defined, and I can't resist reaching out to touch his muscles.

      Slowly, he removes his shirt and unbuckles his belt. Before undoing his slacks, he reaches down and slides my panties over my hips and down my legs. There’s a twinkle in his gaze. "The heels are staying on."

      I can't help but smile. The shoes were the one thing I wanted to take off. Now they're all I have on.

      "Scoot forward until you're on the edge of the bed."

      I try not to think about what he's saying. Mostly I'm thinking about his cock. I can see the bulge in his pants and the way it's pushing against the zipper.

      "That's it," he says, encouraging my movements.

      Before I can process, Matt reaches for my feet and lifts them to the bed, spreading my legs and exposing my most private parts.

      For a moment I'm mortified, wanting to apologize for not being waxed or ready. But then I remember him telling me not to apologize.

      "Oh damn, Sophie, you're soaking wet."

      "I-is that...?"

      My eyes close and my head falls back as he plunges a finger inside of me.

      "Oh!" My entire body tenses at the invasion, and then all at once his voice settles over me.

      "It's perfect. Relax, beautiful. Open your eyes and look at me."

      I do as he says. His gaze flickers between my eyes and my core.

      "Do you know how gorgeous your cunt is? Have you ever looked at it?"

      "No," I pant. I've felt it, fingered myself. Though that was nothing like what he's doing—the way he's moving in and out. I can't help myself from moving with him, riding his finger—first one and then two. "Oh!"

      "It's pink and wet, and getting all the attention. Your clit is jealous." As he is speaking, he rubs my clit and electricity rips through me. The room fills with my whimpers and moans as he continues to work me.

      "Play with your tits, Sophie. I want to see you touch yourself."

      Immediately my hands move to my breasts, rubbing and squeezing.

      "Pinch them."

      I do, and at the same time, Matt falls to his knees. I scream in ecstasy as his tongue takes the place of his fingers. It's like nothing I've ever experienced. The intensity is overwhelming as I try to back away, but his grip is unrelenting. It's as his licks turn to nips and bites that I lose control.

      Falling back to the mattress, my entire body convulses as he laps my essence.
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      Her come is the sweetest honey I've ever tasted. With my arm over her hips, Sophie continues to buck as I lick and suck. I could stay here all night with my face buried in her perfect pink pussy if it weren't for my aching dick.

      "Shit, Matt. That was...that was..." Sophie's eyes are glazed with the undeniable sparkle that only comes with a remarkable orgasm. Her voice fades away as she searches for the right word.

      "Amazing, spectacular, the sweetest come I've ever tasted."

      Releasing my pants, I push them down along with my boxers as I fall on top of her. Keeping my weight on my elbows, I climb up her body, kissing her flawless skin as I propel her farther up the mattress.

      "Kiss me. I want you to see how great you taste."

      I don't know if I expected her to be tentative, but she isn't. As soon as our lips touch, Sophie’s tongue probes my lips, seeking out her own essence. "You like that? You like your come?"

      Sophie's face tilts as her brows lift. "I think I'd like yours better."

      I lift my hips. My cock is hard as stone and pointing near my belly button. "Sophie, I want to take you. Remember what I said—once we do this, you're mine."

      She pulls my face close and licks my chin. "I already am."

      Reaching down, I fist my shaft. I'm not sure I've ever been this hard. The tip of my dick is slick from the come that has leaked out. I know her pussy is wet and ready, but I'm still concerned that my size will hurt her.

      As I line up my cock with her entrance, Sophie reaches down and strokes it once and then twice.

      "Can I see you? You feel so big."

      I shake my head. "I am. I'll let you see after we're done. I don't want my size to scare you."

      Her fingers try to surround me. "It already does."

      "Don't let it. I promised you to make it good."

      I watch as she blinks. My cock rubs over her clit and her folds.

      "Tell me when you're ready."

      "I'm ready."

      I ease inside just a little, watching her expression, the way her pretty pink lips form the perfect “O.” “It'll be good. First, I need to take what you’ve saved for me. I’m going to pop your cherry. I'll make it quick.”

      She nods, her eyes wide in wonder as I kiss her nose. "Breathe for me."

      As her tits push toward me, I plunge, deep and fast. Her pussy is so tight, I feel like I'm forcing myself into a condom three sizes too small. She's strangling me, and it's the most painful pleasure I've ever felt. I'm not all the way in when I meet resistance, the cherry she left for me that was mine since I first met her.

      Sophie’s body tenses as I push through, going where no one has gone before.

      I kiss a tear from her cheek. "That was it, Sophie. Now let me make it better."

      She doesn't speak, but she doesn't argue as I begin to move. In and out. Slowly, her pussy releases its death grip of my cock. Her come lets me move with ease, and soon she's moving too. Her back arches as her body moves in rhythm with mine.

      I take turns between kissing her neck and sucking her tight-beaded nipples while my fingers reach between us and flick her oversensitive clit. Every time I do, small detonations go off as her core muscles twitch. But it isn't until our rhythm increases and both of our breathing labors that I know I have her on the brink of the best orgasm of her life.

      "That's it. I want you to come. I want you to come all over me."

      A few more thrusts and she does. Again, she's strangling me from within. Wave after wave of contractions. It's more than I can take as I explode.

      Years of watching and waiting have built into a never-ending fountain as I fill her with my seed. Her whimpers and my grunts fill the air. We're crazy people as we both come apart.

      When I'm finally done, I fall over her, my arms keeping most of my weight off of her.

      I smooth her blonde hair away from her face and wait. Slowly, her eyes open.

      “That,” she says, her voice shaky. “Earlier...but that..."

      I don't pull out, loving the way her pussy holds me. "I promised to make it good."

      She shakes her head. "You lied."

      "What?"

      Her small hand reaches to my cheek. "It wasn't good, Matt. It was fucking fantastic."

      "You know it's official now. No denying that you're mine?"

      "I think I've known that for most of my life. I just didn't believe it would ever happen."

      "Sophie, we didn't talk about protection. Are you on the pill? I know some girls take it to regulate…” My words still as her smile fades. “What is it?”

      “Is this another time when I can't apologize?”

      “Yes. Protection isn’t all your responsibility. I knew what the fuck I was doing. Honestly, I want to hear that you're not on the pill. I want to think my baby could be growing inside of you right now."

      Her eyes widen as her smile resumes. "You'd want that?"

      "Yes, a thousand times yes." And then it's my smile that fades. "Unless you don't?"

      Sophie moves her legs, reminding my cock of its warm haven. Her slight shimmy brings it back to life.

      "I'd love that," she says. "To be a mom to your baby. After all, I'm yours, right?"

      It's amazing that I'm still hard after all of that, but I am. And hearing Sophie admit that she's mine and wants my babies makes me even harder. I rock my hips, sliding my cock out and gently plunging it in and out.

      "Only forever,” I whisper as I push in and pull out. I've never felt anything like her pussy. It's tight and smooth, like a silk glove. In no time at all, I find our rhythm.

      She's so fucking responsive. As I move, Sophie is moving with me, a gentle rocking.

      It's then that I remember her fantasy—fast and hard.

      “Sharing fantasies demonstrates trust.” Dr. Kizer’s words come back to me.

      Sophie shared hers.

      Though it's the last thing I want to do, I pull out. Before Sophie can say anything, I command, “Roll over. Get on your hands and knees.”

      It seems as though she's about to hesitate when a large smile fills her expression, and she obeys.

      I stroke my cock, running my hand up and down. When I look down, I see it's covered in our silky, sticky come. It's then I notice the pink tint, the evidence of Sophie's gift to me. Her virginity is mine. But I want more. I want to be the only one ever to know the heaven of her cunt.

      I lean my body over hers, my cock rubbing against her ass as my chest covers her back. With my lips near her ear, I say, "Sophie, you gave me my fantasy. Now it's your turn."

      As I sit back, I slap her ass with my hand, and she cries out, more in shock than pain.

      I slap her other butt cheek, seeing my bright red handprints and lean over her again. "Real life or fantasy, what will it be?"

      She cranes her neck toward me, her long hair hanging to the other shoulder. "Make my fantasies real."

      One more slap on her perfect round ass. "Is this too real?"

      Her ass shimmies as her knees move farther apart. From my view, I see our come shining on her thighs. I also see by the way her pussy pulsates that she is ready for more, but I want to hear it.

      This time I reach for her hair and fist it tightly. Yanking her head backward, again with my lips near her ear, I suck the sensitive skin of her neck. Her whimpers are an aphrodisiac as my cock throbs in my grip. "Don't make me punish you. I asked you a question. Is this too real?"

      I have her face pulled upward. Her tits heave as she fights to breathe. “No,” she manages.

      “No, Sir,” I correct.

      Her pink tongue darts to her lips. “No, Sir. This is perfect real.”

      Releasing her hair, I grab her hip and line the tip of my cock up with her cunt. Creating suspense, I dip it in and then pull it out, rubbing the tip from her tight hole to her dripping pussy. After a few times, she moves back toward me as her whine of lust fills the room.

      I smack her ass, bringing the red back to life. "No. Remember, I'm in control."

      "Yes, Sir."

      I tease her opening again. "I believe my girl asked for fast and hard. Is that correct?"

      “Yes. Oh, please.”

      “Please?”

      “Please, Sir.” Her plea so breathy, it drips with unbridled need and desire.

      Without restraint I plunge balls deep inside of her. I never would have been able to do that the first time, but now her cunt is ready for me. It's made for me, and I need to have it, have all of her.

      Like an animal, I’m primal and unleashed. Carnal instinct and desire overtake me. There is no gentleness. I'm not sure if I've ever taken a woman with this much force, yet as I pound inside of her, as my balls tighten with unrelenting need to claim this woman and fill her with more of my seed, it is as if I'm possessed.

      I'm not sure how long we go at it. Time stands still as my cock plummets and my balls bounce off her firm ass. She comes and comes. I feel her shatter and hear her screams of ecstasy, but I don't stop. I don't even slow. Until, finally, the pleasure overtakes me, and relief floods my system. Sex with Sophie is like a drug I have only heard about—the fucking best high in the world. And then my body collapses as my come fills her to overflowing, leaking down her thighs and onto the bed below.

      As I pull out, I have the overwhelming fear that I've been too rough. I don't know where it came from, and though it felt right, I am suddenly concerned. That is, until... she rolls to her back and smiles up at me.

      “I think I’ll share more fantasies,” she says with a sparkle in her blue eyes.

      “I’ll do my best to make them come true.”
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      "You’re off to a good start."

      "Sophie, was it too—?"

      "Matt, that was...I don't have words. How could you possibly know my fantasy?"

      Matt grins as he falls to my side and pulls me against his chest. "You're okay? I didn't hurt you, did I? I never want to hurt you."

      My palm covers his cheek, and I rub the scruff that felt so good at my core. "I'm serious, how did you know? I mean, I didn't know if that was really possible. It was like every book but a million times better."

      "Sophie, you're my fantasy too. I've never been like that. You make me lose control. I want to do things to you that I've never done before." His expression saddens, "But I don't want to scare you away. If it's too much—"

      "How can you scare me away? I'm yours forever."

      Matt sits up and looks down at me. Slowly and gently, he tugs my hair until it's fanned over the pillow. "You're more beautiful than I remember, more stunning than your pictures." He touches my lips. "You're also the sunshine I remember. Your smile is addicting and contagious. I love seeing your lips all pink and bruised. I think I'll keep them like that forever."

      "Forever?" I ask.

      "Is there anything stopping your forever? I'll marry you tomorrow, or is it today?"

      "I start college in two weeks."

      "I can afford whatever you want. You don't need to go to school. I know your major. My company has lots of events. You can work for me, for us," he corrects. "Marry me, and it will be half yours."

      I shrug. "I think I want all of it—marriage and education. Is that too much?"

      He leans down and kisses my nose. "If that's what you want, then that's what we can do."

      I swallow, thinking about my grandparents. "Can we take this slow? Like maybe not get married—"

      I stop speaking as his eyes narrow.

      "Listen," I say hurriedly. "Not get married tomorrow or today," I add with a smile. "I know you've been married before, but I haven't. I'd like a wedding. How about after my first semester?"

      His body stiffens. "None of that dorm shit. You're living with me. There's no way I'm leaving you alone with college boys."

      "Why would I want a boy when I have a man?"

      His chest rises and falls. "I trust you. It's them I don't trust."

      "My grandparents..."

      Matt takes a deep breath. "Okay. We can ease them into it. Is your first semester paid?"

      I nod.

      "Including housing?"

      "Yes...Sir," I add with a grin.

      Matt shakes his head. "Be careful. I'm ready to take you again."

      "Real life or fantasy?"

      His lips connect with mine. When he finally pulls away, I'm lost in the emotion of his green eyes. It's like I'm all he can see. "Sophie, whatever you need to have—real life or fantasy—I’ll never deny you. I’m the man to give you what you want."

      "Yes, you are, but only forever. How about I start at the dorm, but” —I shrug my shoulder— “I spend whatever time here you want me to spend?"

      "That's every minute of every day. It'll be hard for you to get to class."

      "One day at a time."

      "As long as one thing is clear: you're mine." Matt reaches down and cups my core. "And this pussy is mine. No one, not even you, can bring it pleasure. That's my job." His brow lengthens. "Is that understood?"

      "Yes, Sir."

      I giggle as he moves on top of me.

      "I warned you."

      "I guess I'm a slow learner."

      "Tell me, Sophie. What other fantasies have you had?"

      I look down, but the way he's on top of me, I still can't see his cock. "I still haven't seen you."

      "I'm big."

      My eyes widen. "I know that."

      "You want to see my cock?"

      "I do."

      "What will you do to see it?"

      I swallow, thinking of the books I've read. Before I can speak, Matt rolls off of me, covering himself with the sheets and giving me the answer. "Beg."

      "Beg to see your cock?"

      He nods and tips his head toward the floor. "On your knees, now."

      My pulse races as I crawl from the big bed to the floor. Lowering myself to my knees, I bow my head. "Sir, may I please see your cock?"

      My wet thighs grow wetter as I wait for his answer. I keep my head bowed, like scenes I’ve read. It's his feet I see first, right in front of me. It takes all my self-control not to lift my eyes as his stance widens.

      "Because you've been a good girl, I'll not only let you see it, you may also suck it."

      I lick my lips in anticipation as I lift my chin.

      Fuck!

      It's huge.

      It's rock-hard and pointed upward. A lump forms in my throat as I imagine that giant thing inside of me.

      "Sophie," Matt says softly. "Take a breath. You're all right. You can do it."

      "It's so big."

      "Like that manatee?" he asks with a hint of laughter to his voice.

      "I didn't try to suck the manatee. The manatee wasn't inside me."

      His soft laugh grows, rumbling through the bedroom. "No, it wasn't, but I was. You can do this. Remember you wanted to taste my come?"

      I nod.

      He reaches for my chin. "You can tell me no, or you're tired, or not tonight. I'll always listen."

      I try to swallow again. "Sir, I want to try."

      His chest rises and falls as he grasps his length. "Have you...?"

      With my eyes still too wide, I shake my head.

      "Think of it like a popsicle, a warm, really big popsicle."

      I smile. "I always liked popsicles."

      "Open your mouth, and watch those teeth."

      Closing my eyes, I do as he says. Musk fills my nose and touches my tongue as I lick the tip. When I do, his cock twitches. I open my eyes to see Matt's eyes closed. Slowly, I open my lips wider and take a little more inside. It's tart and salty. I bob my head. Inch by inch, I work him, taking him deeper until his length reaches the back of my throat.

      Though he started this fantasy all domineering-like, as I have him between my lips, Matt is anything but. He's in a state of bliss, letting me have my way. With each suck and lick, I'm filled with a sense of control. I'm in charge of his pleasure, and it's empowering.

      I keep going as his cock grows even harder. Adding my hands, I fist what won’t fit in my mouth and roll his balls in my fingertips. His breathing quickens and stance widens.

      "Sophie, I'm..." He tries to push me away, but I reach for his legs. I know what's coming, and I want to taste every drop.

      It's as he comes that Matt reaches for my head and gently thrusts into my mouth. Hurriedly, I swallow, gulp after gulp. It’s not like anything I’ve ever tasted. Once he's done, I continue to suck and lick. His legs grow slack in my grasp as I keep working, making sure I've cleaned every drop.

      "Fuck, Sophie. That can't be your first blow job."

      I stand, reaching my tiptoes, and kiss him deeply. He wanted me to taste myself. I want the same for him. As our kiss ends, I say, "It was. I'll try to work on my technique. Tell me what I need to do."

      Shaking his head, Matt says, "Move in tonight because you're a natural."
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      I flop down on the bed in my dorm room. My roommate, McKenzie, seems nice enough, but she's not who I plan on spending most of my nights with. After our first few days of classes, I'm more than ready to spend time at Matt's place.

      Though Matt wasn't sure about me living in the dorm, living here makes it a lot easier to slip away than from my grandparents’ house. I was never able to spend a full night away unless I told them I was at a friend's house. They may be old, but they aren't senile. It didn't make sense that I went from never sleeping over at anyone's house to suddenly being gone every night.

      I had lots of girls I got along with in high school but not since Becky had I ever had a best friend. Cindy is probably the closest but more than likely because we work together. Up until Matt, I was too busy to do high-school-girl things. Now, I'm no longer in high school, and with him, I'm no longer a girl. I'm a woman.

      Maybe the dorm will help me have that best friend again.

      My phone vibrates with a text message:

      Matt:

      I’LL BE THERE IN FIFTEEN MINUTES.

      Me:

      DOES THAT MEAN I’LL COME IN SIXTEEN?

      Matt:

      WEAR A DRESS AND YOU’LL COME IN FIFTEEN AND TWO SECONDS.

      Me:

      CONFIDENT MUCH?

      Matt:

      DO YOU DOUBT ME?

      

      Hell, no, I don't doubt him. I'm already wet, and he's not even near me.

      

      Me:

      NO, SIR. NEVER.

      Matt:

      FUCK. I’M RUNNING STOPLIGHTS. I’LL BE THERE IN TEN.

      Me:

      DON’T GET PULLED OVER. I’LL HAVE TO TAKE MATTERS IN MY OWN HANDS.

      Matt:

      DON’T EVEN JOKE, BEAUTIFUL. I’LL PUNISH YOUR ASS. YOUR PUSSY IS MINE.

      Me:

      LOVE YOU.

      Matt:

      I LOVE YOU TOO. I’M READY TO SHOW YOU HOW MUCH.

      

      I can't stop the goofy smile. It's only been four weeks, but it's been the best four weeks of my life. And now we'll be able to spend more time together.

      It isn't like Matt's always available either. He has work. He has other obligations. But when we are together, it seems like it's only us. No one else matters.

      "Hey, Sophie," McKenzie says as she opens the door and comes in our room, throwing her backpack on her bed. "Ready for dinner?"

      "I'm sorry. I'm going to go out with a friend."

      Her eyes widen. "A friend or a boyfriend?"

      It's hard for me to think of Matt as a boyfriend because he isn't a boy, but then again, that is what he is. I could say fiancé, but I don't have a ring yet. That hasn't stopped him talking about the wedding.

      I'm trying to decide if I want one in town or a destination wedding. With starting university and moving out of my grandparents’ house, it's all been so much. The idea of getting married has me excited but also exhausted. It seems like lately all I want to do is sleep. That's why I haven't seen Matt for a few days.

      Now, I'm beyond ready.

      I shrug. "Boyfriend, but he's not a boy."

      She jumps to the end of my bed and sits with a pounce. The movement makes me bounce and giggle.

      "Tell me!" she says. "So…is he older?"

      "Yes."

      "Have you guys done it?"

      My cheeks grow hot. "Yes. Have you?"

      Is this what college is about, having girl talks with your roommate?

      I'm not sure, but in a way, I like it. Since Matt and I have been seeing one another, he's convinced me to take a step back from the Ritz and concentrate on school. That isn't completely true. He wants me to concentrate on him but school also because it's what I want.

      McKenzie nods. "Yeah, Justin and I've been together for over a year. He'll be here this weekend. He goes to Florida State. We figure we'll switch off weekends." Her nose scrunches. "Sorry, I know I should have asked. I'm just glad you have a boyfriend too. Where does he go?"

      "He doesn't. He's out of school."

      "Oh! Like graduated?"

      "Yeah," I say, not telling her that he's not only graduated undergrad, but postgrad, like ten years ago. Truth is, Matt is thirty-six.

      "I can't wait to meet him."

      I stand, straightening the skirt of my sundress, and reach for my purse. "One day. And hey, the weekend thing is cool with me. I probably won't be here a lot. The guy I’m dating has a house off campus." A multimillion-dollar home on the water, but saying that seems like overkill.

      Suddenly, the door to our dorm room opens, and a girl about our age peeks her head in. "Sorry," she says. "I'm not trying to bother you, but someone told me that Sophie Hawkins is here."

      I narrow my eyes. There's something about this girl that's familiar. It's her eyes, her green eyes. "I-I'm Sophie."

      Our door flies open, and the green-eyed girl rushes toward me, wrapping me in a hug. "Oh my God, it is you! I'm Becky! Becky Hamilton! Do you remember me?"

      My eyes open wide. "Becky! It's been forever!" And I'm going to marry your dad.

      Yep, this didn't seem like the right place to say that.

      "Oh my gosh! Sophie, I'm so sorry we haven't kept up." She turns toward McKenzie. "Hi, I'm Becky Hamilton. Sorry to bother you two, but I just had to see if my best friend ever is really in my dorm."

      "Your dorm?" I ask. "You live here too?" Why didn't Matt tell me?

      "Yes, just three doors down. Let's catch up. We can order pizza. You still like pizza, don't you?"

      I nod. "I do, but—”

      "But Sophie can't," McKenzie volunteers. "She's got a hot date with an older guy."

      My stomach twists at my roommate’s honesty. If only she knew.

      "Really? Cool!" Becky says.

      My phone buzzes.

      

      Matt:

      WHERE ARE YOU?

      

      I try to force a grin. "I do, and he's here." I give Becky a quick squeeze. "Maybe another day?"

      "Okay. Hey, have fun!"

      I just nod again as I hurry out of my room and toward the front of the building.
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      My dick doubles in size just seeing Sophie walk from the glass doors to the car. It's a new Audi convertible. I just bought it today.

      It takes her a second to spot me. I know she is looking for my usual Jaguar.

      Her smile grows as I jump out and open the passenger door for her.

      "Nice dress," I whisper close to her neck. Just before closing the door, I add, "That better be all you're wearing."

      She doesn't answer, but by the way her cheeks fill with pink, I know my good girl has followed my instructions.

      Once I'm back in the driver's seat, I lean over and give her a kiss. Damn, she tastes so good. My tongue probes her lips, sliding past the flavored gloss and into her sweet mouth.

      "Nice car," she says after our kiss ends.

      "Do you like it?"

      "I do."

      I put the convertible in gear, and we make our way toward the campus's main drag. "Good, I debated on the color."

      She scans the silver hood. "It's classy. I like it."

      I reach into the cup holder and pull out a key fob. Handing it to her, I say, "That's good because it's yours."

      The color drains from her face. "What? No. I can't."

      "You're the woman I love and will soon be Mrs. Matthew Hamilton. My wife can't be taking the bus and Ubers."

      "But it's too much. I can't pay you back."

      I let my hand reach for her thigh. "You don't have to. All you have to do is be you. That makes me happy." My fingers grip tighter.

      "Matt?” Her head turns from side to side. “This is, umm, open. People can see."

      She's right, it is open. The top is down and so are the windows. I watch as her long hair blows around her face. She's a vision.

      "I believe that I promised you something,” I say as my hand moves higher. “As it is, I'm already beyond my time schedule."

      "Matt..."

      "Lift that skirt, Sophie, let me see that pretty blonde pussy."

      Her shiny lip disappears behind her teeth as she slowly lifts the skirt of her sundress. Inch by inch she exposes her tanned, fit thighs.

      "Spread those legs. I want to see your come, the way it shines in the sunlight."

      Through the top of her dress, her nipples harden, tenting the material. "Beautiful, tell me there's no bra under there."

      "I'm not wearing a bra," she whispers.

      "Fuck, keep lifting that dress."

      Her breathing quickens as we enter the freeway. "Matt?"

      The bucket seats are low. That doesn't mean that some trucker or maybe even a horny mom in a minivan can't see down, but they can't unless they're looking. I don't plan to let her be exposed that long, but fuck, I need to see her.

      "Sophie." My tone isn't asking.

      I suck in a breath as she bunches her dress near her waist. On the soft leather is her bare ass. Her neatly trimmed blonde bush is barely visible. It's the glistening come on her thighs that has my attention.

      "I need to taste you."

      She turns toward me, waiting. When she said her fantasy was a man to teach her and show her, it's become my life's mission. I adore the way she listens and obeys. "Finger yourself and let me taste you."

      "Oh, Matt."

      "Now."

      Her fingers spread her folds as one disappears inside her.

      "How does it feel?"

      "Good, but not as good as when you do it."

      "That's it. Now add another. Your pussy is used to my cock. One of your little fingers isn't going to do it." Her tits heave as she adds another finger. "Get them nice and wet." My cock grows even harder as I remember to watch the traffic. "Now let me suck them."

      Fucking nectar.

      I taunt her finger with my tongue, sucking and licking. By the time I'm done, her head is against the seat, and even with her sunglasses on, I can tell her eyes are closed.

      "Tell me what you're thinking."

      "I'm thinking that if you don't fuck me soon, I may combust."

      I laugh. "I thought we were going to dinner."

      She shakes her head. "Pizza delivery at your house."

      "Is that an order?"

      "Yes, Sir, it is."

      I reach over and pull down her dress. "We're getting off the freeway.” I look into her blue eyes. “That pretty pink pussy is only for me. We're not showing it to the neighbors."

      As soon as I pull into the garage, I release my seatbelt. The garage door is closing as I walk around and open her door. I reach for Sophie's hand, helping her from the car. Help is a nice way to say that I pull her into my arms and slam the door.

      Spinning her back toward the car, I whisper, my voice rumbling menacingly near her ear. "Do as you’re told. Hold on to that door because I'm taking you right here, right now."

      "Fuck yes."

      “Yes?”

      Her breathing is labored. “Yes, Sir.” Her small hands grip the top of the door as I use my knee to spread her legs. In a quick ninja move, my belt is undone, fly unzipped, and boxers pushed low.

      With my dick in my hand, I line it up with her perfect pussy. No buildup. No foreplay—unless the car counts. And I slam into her.

      "Oh, Matt!"

      Balls deep, I fill her completely, over and over. It isn't until I notice her blanching fingers that I even register the sound of us coming together. She's so fucking wet; it's like a tiny slip-and-slide tunnel squeezing my cock. Each thrust is bliss.

      In the few weeks Sophie and I've been together, I love the way she's opened up. There's nothing shy about her, the way she loves making love. She's the most responsive woman I've ever known.

      "God, Matt, don't stop."

      I have no plans to stop, ever.

      "Harder!"

      Pulling her ass higher, I do as she says, harder and faster, my body pounding against her ass until we both explode. It is a fucking free fall from a thousand feet up as we float back to earth.

      I lean down, still connected, and kiss her neck. "Hi, sweetness, I’ve missed you. How were your last few days of college?"

      She cranes her neck toward me. Even in the dimly lit garage, I can see the sparkle in her blue eyes. "I thought they were good. But nothing compares to this." She stretches her neck to kiss me. “I’ve missed you too.”

      “Me or my cock?”

      “Both.”

      I move in and out of her. It's like I'm perpetually hard in her presence. Even a cataclysmic orgasm doesn't take away my erection.  "How about slow this time?"

      Her head drops forward. "Only if you make me come like that again."

      "Challenge accepted."
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      Wearing only Matt's shirt, I cuddle next to him on the couch. Some football game is playing on his giant TV as I nibble a slice of pizza. It seems like I'm always hungry, but when I eat, my stomach gets all upset.

      He looks at me with concern in his green eyes. "Sophie, you need to eat more." His grin returns. "I know I've already used up more than one slice of pizza's strength, and I'm not letting you leave until I fuck you at least two more times."

      I shake my head. "I thought old men couldn't get it up."

      Matt reaches for the plate and sets it on the floor as his body covers mine. He's changed from his early suit pants into jeans. The way they hang low on his hips should be illegal, especially when he's not wearing a shirt.

      "Oh, you're going to regret that," he warns. "I don't think I'm returning you to your dorm until tomorrow morning. You'll find out just how long I can stay up."

      I giggle as he leans forward and sucks my nipple.

      "I swear that all this attention is making your tits bigger."

      I laugh. "Are you saying they're too small?"

      He leans back and his eyes narrow. "Sophie, when was your last period? I don't remember you ever having one."

      My chin drops to my chest. I knew this was coming, I just didn't know how to be the one to bring it up.

      Matt lifts my chin. His green eyes are now wide with wonder and a sense of expectancy. "Have you had one? Since...us?"

      I shake my head and quickly shrug. "You said you wanted a baby."

      He jumps off me, off the couch. It's comical because his jeans are unzipped and the tip of his cock is peeking over his boxers. Yet for the first time, he's not thinking about sex. He's grinning from ear to ear. "Are you sure?"

      Though I nod, I say, "I haven't taken a test, but I'm late, really late. Like two weeks. From what I read, you probably got your wish. It probably happened our first night."

      He reaches for my hands and pulls me off the couch. "Sophie, I don’t say it enough. I love you.” His hand goes to my stomach. “And I already love our baby. We need to celebrate. This is the best news ever."

      All of a sudden, Matt pulls me through the open glass doors onto the pool deck.

      "Matt, I'm” —I look down at his half-buttoned shirt I’m wearing— “not dressed."

      "This is where it all started.” He gestures around the pool deck. “This is where I want to marry you. Here, at our house. We'll go tomorrow and buy you the wedding dress of your dreams, and then to the jewelry store for the biggest ring. Lastly, we'll go talk to your grandparents." His brows knit together. "I know they'll probably hate me at first, but I'll swear on my life to be the best husband to their granddaughter and best father to their great-grandchild."

      "We talked about waiting."

      "That was when it was just us. Now it's” —he motions between us— “us.”

      "Maybe I should take a test."

      "Oh, I need to call Becky!"

      Her name brings back my shock at seeing her. My steps stutter as I fall into one of the cushioned chairs still wearing only his shirt. "You know we used to be best friends?"

      Matt sits beside me. "Why do you look sad? You can be again. I'm sure she'll be thrilled to see you."

      "Does she know…about us?"

      He tilts his head. "She knows I'm seeing someone."

      "She does? You talk?"

      "Of course we talk. Sophie, I love being a dad. I love my daughter. I'll love all my children." He squeezes my hand. "All of them. Sophie, we're going to be parents!"

      I sigh. I think there was a part of me that was worried about his and Becky's relationship. If they weren't close, what did that mean for our children? "I need to tell you something."

      "Anything."

      "I saw her—Becky. She found me. Tonight, right before you picked me up."

      Matt's eyes close. "Fuck, I'm so overwhelmed with you that I never thought about you two at the same college."

      "So you knew she was there?"

      "Of course I did. I mean, I'm paying the bill. I didn't help her move in only because her mom wanted to. We agree to coexist."

      "How do you think she'll feel about being a big sister?"

      "She already is," Matt says. "Her mom has other kids. Becky is great with them."

      "It was so good to see her. I’ve missed her, but I'm afraid she's going to hate me."

      "Never. Once best friends, always best friends."

      I scrunch my nose. "And you don't think it's a little weird that I'm having my best friend's father's baby?"

      Holy cow! The reality hits me. I’m having my best friend’s dad’s baby!

      Matt laughs. "You're having my baby. The rest is just bonus."

      I shake my head. "She lives three doors down from me."

      Matt scans the pool deck and beyond. "Unless you're saying she lives in that house over there, then you're wrong."

      "At the dorm."

      "Sophia Hawkins, soon to be Hamilton, my baby is not living on dorm food or resting on some bed that eight years’ worth of freshmen have slept and screwed on."

      "But..."

      "But what? Now you have a car. You can drive to classes."

      I shake my head. "I can't cook."

      Matt's smile grows. "That's okay. I have a cook."

      I look around. "You do? I've never seen her."

      "She doesn't live here. And she also knows about you. She's giving us our privacy."

      "But…what about my clothes?"

      "We'll move your stuff here as soon as possible."

      "I can't go to class tomorrow in the same sundress."

      Matt reaches for my hand and pulls me into the house. "Come with me."

      As we go up the stairs, I ask, "Is this my lesson on your ability to stay erect?"

      He peers over his broad shoulder with a grin. "No, but it could be."

      Entering his room, he bypasses the bed and leads me toward his closet. I've been in there before. Like everything else in this house, it's big. This time, my steps stop at the entry. One side is filled with women's clothes. Dresses, slacks, jeans, and tops. There's a rack filled with all different styles of shoes.

      I reach for a shoe. It's my size.

      I pull a dress from the hanger. It's my size.

      "How?"

      "I'm a man of many talents."

      "Matt?"

      "Okay. It wasn't me. I hired a personal shopper." His green eyes shine. "She can buy your maternity clothes too, or you can. The particulars are up to you."

      I look down at my stomach. With only few of the buttons on his shirt closed, I can see my tanned skin and my hip bones. "Pregnant."

      I sink to the soft carpet.

      Matt follows after me, landing on his knees.
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      Oh no. Is she sick? Sophie's cheeks are pale and so are her lips. "Sophie, are you all right? What's the matter?"

      "Matt, I'm pregnant."

      My cheeks rise. "Yes, we've established that. Do you want to get a test to be sure?"

      "I'm going to get fat. Will you still like me when I'm fat?"

      "No."

      Her blue eyes widen and immediately fill with tears.

      I pull her close. "Stop. I won't like you...well, I will. I will love you. I do, forever and always." I stroke her long hair. "I think I always have. From the first time I saw you, I knew you were sunshine. You still are, Sophie. That’s what you bring to my life.

      "I live in the Sunshine State and somehow the sun forgot to shine on me. Until you. In the short time we've been together, my whole world has changed. As soon as I open my eyes in the morning, I think of you. I can't wait to finish my latest business deal so I can be with you.

      "You've given me a purpose to breathe." I touch her stomach, splaying my fingers over her warm skin. "And the night you gave me the honor of your most prized possession we made a baby. It's a miracle and so are you. There is nothing I won't do for you because you have done everything for me."

      My speech is real and from the heart. It was supposed to make her happy, but instead, more tears fall from her closed eyes and down her cheeks.

      I push her to arm's length and stare. "Open your eyes." She immediately obeys. The lifting of her lids is like opening a floodgate, allowing more tears to fall. "Is this wrong? Do you not want me?"

      She lifts the tails of my shirt that she's wearing, exposing her sensual body, and wipes her eyes. "I can't believe you've made all my fantasies real. When my parents died, I thought I'd never have a real family again. You've given me everything I've ever dreamed of. I don't only love you, but I want you."

      I narrow my gaze. "You want me?"

      She nods, once again tucking her lip behind her teeth.

      Reaching down to my unbuttoned jeans, I fist my cock. Its width grows at my own touch. "How about this? Do you want my dick? Does your pussy want it?"

      Her lip breaks free. "So fucking bad. I'm not experienced enough to know, but I think it's the hormones. Every second I'm awake, I need to have you inside me."

      I look over her shoulder. "Our bed is right over there."

      "Ours?"

      "Yes, ours."

      She shakes her head. "It is, but I need you right now, right here. Slow and gentle. Let's show our baby that Mommy and Daddy love one another even on the closet floor."

      I push my jeans and boxers down as she lies back and spreads her legs. The tip of my cock slips through her warm come as it delves deep in her core. "Your wish is my command."

      Two days later, I'm reading my tablet next to the pool as Sophie sleeps under an umbrella. She's so adorable. Though I know it's our baby making her tired, I've done my part. It's Saturday afternoon, and we've already had sex two times. Three, but once we never really ended.

      She is unquenchable, and I love every minute of it.

      Her fantasies have also taken on a more domineering tone. Last night, when she asked me to tie her hands, I remembered Dr. Kizer’s words about trust. Even in this short time, Sophie trusts me with her love, body, and fantasies. I have no doubt that she is my every dream, fantasy, and life.

      Before our little bondage session, we had dinner with her grandparents. It started as I predicted. They were shocked at my age and weren't happy—with either of us. But I told them what I've told Sophie. I love her. I have loved and will love her forever, and more than life itself, I need to have her. I will spend the rest of my life making sure she's happy.

      If that means she finishes college while married and a mother, then so be it. If it means after this semester, she'll take me up on the offer to quit school and go straight to running the events of our company, that is fine too. If she decides to stay home and pop out a million babies, that is also fine. My goal is to make her fantasies come true—no matter what they include.

      I'm not convinced that her grandparents believe me, but I understand. Actions speak louder than words. Right now, my action is moving her into our home. In two weeks, we're taking the weekend and going to Key West. I'd said we'd be married here at the house, but Sophie wanted something else. I was willing to go to someplace more exotic, but Sophie is afraid for her grandparents to travel that far.

      In two weeks, the stunning sleeping woman under the umbrella will be Sophie Hamilton. We only have one more person to invite.

      I pick up my phone and open my recent calls. Taking a deep breath, I hit CALL.

      "Hey, Beck. It's Dad."

      "Hi."

      "Do you have time for lunch with your old man tomorrow?"

      "Gosh, I don't know. I could probably pencil you in." Her laughter makes me smile. "Guess who I saw?"

      "Who?" I ask, knowing her answer.

      "You'll never believe it. I don't know if you remember her but Sophie Hawkins. She was my best friend when we were younger."

      I take a deep breath and look over at Sophie. "I remember."

      "She's here. Well, I haven't seen her for the last few days, but she lives right down the hall from me."

      Not anymore, but I didn't say that.

      "Best friends are hard to come by," I say. Yes, I know I sound like a dad. "I bet she was happy to see you."

      Becky laughs. "I think so. She was taking off on a date with some hot dude."

      Hot dude?

      "Remember that I told you that I started seeing someone?"

      "Yeah."

      "And you're okay with that?" I ask, knowing her answer won't change the way I feel about Sophie.

      "Of course, Dad. Even old guys should be happy."

      "Hey, thanks. I wondered if you'd like to meet her tomorrow."

      "Well, shit. Now our lunch plans are in ink. I want to meet the first woman you've been serious about since Mom."

      "Okay. How about here at the house? Do you want me to pick you up?"

      "No. I can drive,” she says. “I love my new car. It was the best graduation gift ever."

      "You know that just because I found someone doesn't mean I love you less."

      "Stop being all mushy. Someday I’ll meet someone too. Actually, I may have, and you'll always be my dad."

      She met someone?

      "Love you, Beck. See you tomorrow. Noon?"

      "I should be awake by then."
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      Waking Sunday morning, I stare in awe at the beautiful woman beside me. Her long golden hair lies upon her pillow, her lips are pink and parted, and her long lashes flutter with REM sleep. Lifting my head to my fist, my elbow on the bed, I continue to take her in. The sheets are twisted around her shapely legs, leaving her midsection and above exposed.

      The woman in my bed is stunning.

      No makeup and mussed hair.

      I resist the urge to wake her.

      The way my dick aches and stands to attention below the sheet, I don’t know how long I will be able to resist touching and waking her. Hell, she was the one to wake me sometime during the night for another round of sex.

      I’ve never been so perpetually hard.

      My dick is acting like I’m the eighteen-year-old.

      The reality of our age difference registers in a way it hadn’t before.

      Today we’re going to tell Becky that her childhood best friend will soon be her step-mother and that in eight months, she’ll be a big sister again. Beck’s mother has two young children with her new husband.

      I’d been as young as Sophie when Beck was born. Life back then had been more difficult, emotionally and financially. I would like to think I’ve been a good dad, and despite the issues in my first marriage, her mother and I gave Becky a sense of security.

      As I watch Sophie sleep, I’m grateful for another chance. I won’t love this new baby any more than I do Becky, but damn, I’m excited to be the husband Sophie needs and father to our child.

      Sophie’s eyelids flutter as the gorgeous blue of her orbs comes into view. The tips of her lips curl upward before she speaks.

      “Are you watching me sleep?” she asks.

      The sound of her voice makes me smile. “Yes, and you’re beautiful.”

      She turns toward me. “I don’t know if that’s creepy or sweet.”

      Lowering my head, I brush my lips over hers. When our gazes again meet, I say, “Whatever you want it to be.”

      “Hmm,” she hums. “More of my fantasies.”

      “I have one,” I admit, trusting her as she’s trusted me.

      “You do?”

      “Do you want to hear it?”

      Her pink lip disappears behind her front teeth. “Um, yes.” Her petite hand comes to my cheek. “I want us to be completely open with one another. I trust you and even the other day when you tied my hands, I knew I would be safe and loved. What do you want me to do?”

      I reach for her hand and kiss her palm, before lowering it under the sheets. My eyes close as she fists my hard dick. With simply her touch, my balls retract. Damn. “I want you to fuck me. Ride me.” I turn to see her smiling face. “I want to watch you.”

      She takes a deep breath. “On top? Me?”

      “Unless, you don’t—”

      She wiggles from the twisted sheet, her perfect nude body on display as she pushes my chest back and climbs over me. From my vantage, her luscious tits are right before my eyes as she positions herself over my torso.  I strain my neck to catch one of her nipples, and I suck.

      Sophie’s back straightens as she pulls away. “No, Sir,” she says with a grin. “You want me to fuck you. I’m the one in charge.”

      I can’t hold back my smile. “It’s an illusion that at this moment, I’m enjoying.”

      “Good.” She lifts her tight ass as her hands hold onto my shoulders. “Now, no touching. Put your hands behind your head.”

      Doing as she says, I reply, “You are cute when you think you’re in charge.”

      Her blue eyes disappear as she positions the tip of my dick at her entrance. Her grip disappears as she works herself, sheathing my length in small increments. It takes all of my willpower not to buck upward or tug her down. Inch by inch, her fucking tight, warm pussy stretches, taking me in. I watch as her face contorts, morphing from thought to ecstasy.

      “Oh,” she moans as her body quivers.

      “That’s it, Sophie, take me all the way.”

      “God, Matt, I’m so full like this.”

      My hands itch to move, to grab ahold of her hips and pull her in place. “I need you to move, or I’m going to do it.”

      Her grin returns as she shakes her head. “No, remember? Your fantasy.” Leaning back down, her fingernails grip my shoulders as slowly, she begins to flex her legs, lifting and lowering herself. Her long hair creates a veil around our faces. Within the golden tunnel, all I can see is her beautiful face. Her pace is painstakingly slow, both erotic and agonizing.

      Up and down.

      After a bit, her breathing quickens as she speeds up her movements.

      I can’t take it anymore. Reaching for her hips, I flip us so I’m on top while keeping us connected.

      “Matt,” she shrieks.

      “You’re killing me.”

      “I don’t want to do that,” she says with a giggle.

      I smooth strands of her long hair away from her face. “Good, because I’m going to speed things up a bit.”

      Sophie nods. “Yes, Sir.” Her back arches as I drive into her. The friction is intense as I reach for her hands, hold them over her head, and suck one nipple and then the other. I’m lost in a fog as I continue kissing, nipping, and sucking. No part of her skin is safe as I nip the sensitive flesh of her neck, collarbone, and lower. My morning scruff leaves her skin pink in the wake of my attention.

      She wraps her toned legs around me as I slam her into the soft mattress. Her pussy quivers around my cock seconds before she comes. Our bedroom fills with her whimpers and moans before her arms and legs fall slack.

      “I’m not done,” I say, pulling out and moving my beautiful fiancée to her hands and knees. Craning her neck over her shoulder, her blue eyes gleam. “Are you ready for more?” I ask as I tease her wet cunt with my fingers.

      “Yes.” Her answer is more than words as she responds, her pussy tightening around my fingers.

      In no time, I’m again balls deep, pounding into her warm haven from behind. My fingers blanch as I hold tightly to her hips until I feel the burn building within me. My muscles strain as I prod harder and harder. She’s calling out my name as she comes again.

      All at once the wave hits me, and I let out a primal roar. My dick throbs as I come, filling her to overflowing with my seed.

      When I pull out, I roll onto my back and bring Sophie with me. Our breathing slows to normal as our hearts beat as one. Stomach to stomach, her tits flatten against the hardness of my chest. I lift her face and kiss her pink lips. “You’re amazing.”

      Her head shakes. “I think that was you. Remember, I was apparently killing you.”

      “I definitely like you on top, but damn, my patience was expiring fast.”

      “I liked it, but…” her words trail away.

      “But what?”

      “I’m sorry.” Her gaze meets mine. “I’m sorry I’m so inexperienced. You probably want—”

      My finger comes to her lips. “I want you, Sophie. You are just the right amount of experienced for me.”

      “Is it bad that I like you to be in control?”

      “No, that’s not bad. I like that too. I also want you to know that it’s okay to try new things. I want you to feel like we can tell each other everything.”

      She shrugs. “I like the way it felt. Maybe I need practice.”

      “We have time for that.” My eyebrows rise. “Now?”

      Her grin is back. “I think I need to use the bathroom first.”

      When she starts to move, I reach for her wrist, stopping her. “Sophie, I wanted to tell you. I invited someone to lunch today.”

      “Um, okay.” She turns toward the clock on the dresser. “It’s only nine. Do you want me to leave?”

      “Hell no. This is your home too.”

      “Who did you invite?”

      “Becky.”
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      My stomach drops as I stare into Matt’s eyes. “Becky?”

      “Yes, Sophie, my daughter and your friend.”

      “Why didn’t you tell me before now?”

      His palm comes to my cheek, gently cupping. “Because I was afraid you’d react as you are right now.”

      “I-I’m not reacting.”

      “You are. Your cheeks just went pale, and the gleam in your lovely eyes has dimmed.”

      I reach for the sheet and pull it over my breasts, unsure of what I am thinking or feeling. “I’m pregnant, remember?”

      Matt’s eyes open wide. “Oh damn, I forgot.”

      I playfully slap his arm. “I saw Becky the other day for the first time in years, and now she’s going to find out about us.”

      He nods.

      “And you think that’s okay?” I ask.

      “Do you think it would be better just to invite her to the wedding and let her learn there?”

      I don’t know what I’m thinking. “She’ll hate me.”

      “Why would she hate you, Sophie? At one time you were best friends. You can be like that again.”

      I shake my head as bile bubbles in my stomach. The nausea is caused by more than the news about Becky. Pushing off from the bed, I run to the attached bathroom and kneel before the toilet just in time. Matt’s voice chases after me, but all I hear are my mostly dry heaves. When the uproar of my queasiness finally stops, Matt is beside me, a cup of water in one hand and a dampened washcloth in the other.

      “Sophie, I’m sorry. I didn’t realize it would upset you this much. I can reschedule and talk to Beck alone.”

      Standing, I take what he is offering and rinse the bad taste from my mouth. “No, I don’t think I got sick because of Becky.” My head tilts. “I think it’s our baby. I haven’t had much sickness, but…I don’t know.”

      He reaches for my hands. “What kind of father do you think I’ll be to our baby?”

      Images of Matt holding a small baby and playing with a toddler come to my mind as my cheeks raise in a smile. “Amazing. I know you will be. I remember how you were with Becky when we were younger.”

      “I want to be. What kind of father would I be to Becky if I didn’t try to include her in our lives?”

      I take a deep breath. “You’re right but…I’m scared.”

      “Of what?”

      “That this will end.” I motion between us. “Maybe this is a dream and telling Becky will make it end. I’ll wake up and…” Tears come to my eyes. “I don’t want you to have to choose between Becky and me.”

      “I’m not.”

      “What if you have to?”

      He wraps his arms around me and pulls me close against his wide chest. Beneath my ear, his heart is pounding out a rhythm. “Can you hear that?” he asks.

      I nod. “Your heart? Yes.”

      “Listen closely.”

      I do as he says, listening to the thump, thump.

      “Do you hear what it’s saying?”

      I look up, my gaze meeting his. “Saying?”

      “Yes, Sophie. My heart is saying that it has plenty of room for more people to love.”

      The tears are back. I think it’s the hormones.

      He cups my chin and holds my stare. “Wouldn’t it be awful if a heart could only love one other person? What would happen when children are born or grandchildren? You love your grandparents, right?”

      “I do.”

      “What about me?”

      A smile comes to my lips. “Yes, I love you. It’s different.”

      “Of course it is. That’s what my heart is saying. It’s possible to love many people. Think about it. What about parents and siblings and good friends?”

      I suck in a ragged breath and nod. “Good friends,” I repeat. “Do you think Becky and I can be that again?”

      “I think she’ll be surprised and relieved.”

      “Relieved?”

      “I told her I wanted her to meet the woman I’m dating. She’s probably nervous, wondering what that woman is like and if that woman will like her.”

      I nod. “I guess that would be normal.”

      “So imagine her excitement when she finds out that the woman I love has loved her too—since they were children.”

      “You met with my grandparents. I can do this.”

      He again pulls me close. “How are you feeling?”

      “Hungry,” I reply with a grin.
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      The doors to the pool deck are open, and a soft, warm breeze skirts around us. Beyond the deck, the water glistens with the midday sun, and high above the sky is a cloudless cobalt shade of blue.

      “I can help,” I offer as Sophie empties containers of food I picked up at the grocery store into different dishes, placing each on the island in the kitchen.

      “You bought it all. That is a help.” She shrugs. “One day, I suppose I should learn how to cook.”

      I take a deep breath and sit on one of the tall barstools near the kitchen island. I don’t care if she learns to cook or not. When it comes to Sophie, her cooking isn’t what I want to eat.

      “Remember,” she says, pulling me away from my improper thoughts as she spoons chicken salad into croissants before putting them on a tray, “I’m studying event planning. I learned presentation is equally as important when I worked for a caterer.” Her smiling gaze meets mine. “That was before you convinced me to concentrate on school.”

      “I didn’t say that.”

      Her big blue eyes open wide. “You did too.”

      “No,” I say, standing and moving toward her. “I didn’t say only school.”

      “Oh, that’s right.” She places the tray of sandwiches with the other foods and taps her finger on her pink lips. “Hmm. There was something else I was supposed to concentrate on.” She grins. “What was that?”

      “Who, not what.” I tug her away from the empty containers and into my embrace. Staring down at her, I say the only thing that is on my mind. “Me—concentrate on me.”

      Her body melts against mine. “You make it hard to think of anything else.”

      “I love you, and you’re absolutely radiant.”

      She is.

      I don’t know if it’s the pregnancy or just her.

      She’s wearing a bright yellow sundress, one that the personal shopper picked out. Her hair is mostly pulled back into a low ponytail and her makeup is minimal.

      “You’re my sunshine, Sophie. I want to keep your beautiful smile shining. That’s my job. As for cooking, that’s what Kat is for.”

      “I suppose I’ll be meeting her soon, too.” She looks down at the spread before us and gathers the containers for the recycling. “This is a lot of food for three people.”

      I barely let her out of my grasp. “I know what I’m hungry for.”

      “I hope it’s chicken salad or maybe fresh fruit.”

      “No,” I say with a grin. But before I can share that she is my desired entrée, the alarm system dings, indicating the opening of the front door. Sophie hurriedly tosses the containers in the recycling and claps the crumbs from her hands. “Matt, I’m going to go out to the pool for a moment.”

      I reach for her hand. “Sophie.”

      “No,” she says adamantly, “we aren’t ambushing her. Go, greet Becky. Give her a second to understand.”

      I nod, knowing that Sophie is probably right. I was so confident in this reunion that I didn’t consider the possibility, as Sophie said, of ambushing my daughter.

      “Dad?” Becky calls from the foyer. “Where are you?”

      I wait only a few seconds until Sophie slips through the open doorway to the pool deck. “In the kitchen, Beck,” I reply.

      A few seconds later my daughter is there, her bright green eyes shining as she looks around the kitchen before giving me a quick hug.

      “So there’s food.” She peers my way. “Where is this mystery woman?”

      “Lemonade?” I ask, gesturing toward the pitcher on the counter.

      Her head tilts. “Will I need something stronger?”

      “You aren’t old enough for anything stronger.”

      She plucks a piece of pineapple from the bowl of mixed fruit and eats it. “Did you call me over on false pretenses? I’m excited to meet whoever caught your attention.” When I don’t answer, she asks, “Are you or are you not dating?”

      “It’s even more than that, Beck.”

      Her eyebrows lower. “You got married without telling me?”

      “You know I wouldn’t do that.”

      “Oh my God, Dad, just tell me. The suspense is killing me.”

      “How do you feel about me marrying again?”

      She shrugs as she sits on a tall stool at the kitchen island with the pool deck behind her. “I’m not a little kid. I guess I want you to be happy.”

      I let out the breath I was holding. “I am, Beck. I’m in love.”

      She scrunches her nose. “Please don’t go into too much detail.”

      “I want you to know that I love you too. I always will. And now that I found, or refound, someone, I want us all to be a family.” I start to tell her about the baby but stop myself as Sophie appears in the doorway.

      Becky nods. “If you want that, why are you hiding her?”

      “He isn’t. I am,” Sophie says.

      Beck spins toward her. “Sophie.” Beck jumps up. “Oh, what are you doing here?” It’s as Becky approaches Sophie that the metaphorical dots begin to connect in her head. “Wait. What are you doing here?” Beck turns to me. “Dad?”

      Sophie doesn’t move from the doorway. Instead, I go to her. “Becky, I’m seeing Sophie.”

      My daughter’s head shakes. “That doesn’t even make sense.”

      I reach for Sophie’s hand and squeeze. “I bet it doesn’t.” I look down at Sophie. “Does it?”

      She grins. Her smile brightens the kitchen, the house, the entire world. Her eyes meet mine. “She’s right. This makes no sense at all. Sometimes I wonder if it’s real.”

      “Oh, it’s real.”

      “Hello.”

      Sophie and I turn back to Becky.

      “This isn’t some kind of joke?” Becky asks.

      Sophie and I shake our heads in unison.

      “How long has this been going on?” Becky asks.

      Letting go of my hand, Sophie walks toward Becky. “About a month. I was afraid to say anything when you came in my dorm room. I guess I’m a bit head over heels.”

      Becky’s nose scrunches. “With my dad?”

      Sophie nods. “Yes. I love him.”

      “My dad?”

      “Don’t you love him?”

      Becky looks my way and back to Sophie. “Well, yeah, because he’s my dad.”

      “Beck, I’m sorry,” I say. “I didn’t expect this to be weird.”

      “You’re dating someone my age, and you thought it wasn’t weird?”

      “I’m dating a woman who I’m in love with. Age means nothing.”

      Becky paces around the kitchen island. “Okay, then I think I should let you know that I’m dating someone. He’s a professor at the university.”

      My neck straightened. “One of your professors? That’s not right.”

      Her eyes opened wide. “Age means nothing?”

      “Who?” Sophie asks.

      “It’s not age,” I try to reason. “It’s his position of authority. There are rules.”

      “Yeah, I’m not in his class.”

      “Who?” Sophie asks again.

      “Now what do you think?” Becky asks me.

      “I want to kick his ass. Do you love him?”

      She lets out a long breath. “Do you two—love each other?”

      “Yes,” we both answer in unison.

      Slowly, my daughter approaches Sophie. “I’m not dating anyone or even seeing anyone. I was making a point.”

      “I can leave if you want to talk to Matt,” Sophie offers.

      “No,” Becky says. “I still think this is all kinds of messed up, but Dad has been alone for a long time. I want him happy.” She reaches for Sophie’s hand. “Are you…happy?”

      “More than I ever thought possible.”

      Becky takes a deep breath. “Okay.” She turns to me. “You said that you’re more than dating and less than married. What does that mean?”

      “Well,” I say, “how about we eat some lunch and chat?”
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      The ocean breeze blows strands of my blonde hair around my face as I look up at the most handsome green eyes I've ever known.

      Seeing Matt on the beach reminds me of the first time I knew that I loved him. It reminds me of the dreams of a young girl wishing for her prince. As his gaze takes me in, I know that dreams as well as fantasies can come true. From the moment I exited the hotel and walked the path toward him, Matt has only had eyes for me. We are standing on the sand in paradise, yet we could be anywhere because the only thing that matters is the man holding my hand.

      “I now pronounce you husband and wife. For the first time,” the officiant says, “let me introduce Mr. and Mrs. Matthew Hamilton." He winks at Matt. "It's time to kiss your bride."

      "My wife..."

      Tears escape my eyes as Matt pulls me close. Our lips unite. I'm expecting chaste, but I've come to understand that Matt undeniably does the unexpected. Instead of brisk, his mouth consumes. My back flexes as he bows me backward, his broad chest smashing my breasts as heat fills my blood and wetness pools between my legs.

      "I need to have you, Mrs. Hamilton," he whispers.

      My cheeks blush as I stand straight and look out to the chairs. Matthew's parents are here as well as my grandparents. There are also a few friends, but it's the person handing me back my bouquet that means the most to me, well, other than Matt.

      "I heard that," Becky whispers with a grin. "Can you two try to keep it under control until you're behind closed doors?"

      My cheeks ache from smiling so much. "Talk to your father."

      She shakes her head. "No, I like seeing him happy."

      I kiss my best friend's cheek. "Me too."

      After the reception of food and drinks on a secluded hotel deck overlooking the ocean, we are back in our honeymoon suite.

      "Come here, Mrs. Hamilton."

      His deep voice sends vibrations to my core that the shimmer in his eyes only accentuates.

      "Mrs. Hamilton," I say. "I don't think I'll ever tire of hearing that."

      "Good," Matt says, "because you're stuck with it forever."

      Our lips meet again. With no concern of an audience, Matt's tongue probes, stealing my breath as well as my words. I can only form moans as he pulls me close.

      "You look amazing in that dress..." His words trail away as the gleam in his smirk intensifies.

      "I'm sensing a but."

      His eyebrows arch up and down. "My wife is very intuitive."

      "I think I've got you figured out."

      "The dress needs to go."

      I am ready for this. I admit it was weird to shop with Becky, considering Matt's her dad, but she never let me feel strange. Instead, she was with me every step of the way to buy what he will find under my long dress.

      "Then I need some help. It took Becky and Grandma an hour to get me into this. If I try to get out on my own, I may not succeed until tomorrow morning."

      Matt takes a step closer and pulls my hips against him. Through the skirts and lingerie, I can feel his erection under his trousers. I no longer wonder what it looks like or how it feels. I know, and I know I love what he does with it as much as I love him.

      "Tomorrow," he says, "will not do. I'll tear it off with my teeth before then."

      Spinning in his arms, I offer him the buttons along the back. "No teeth, just buttons."

      "Fuck! Are there a hundred?"

      I laugh. "Look under the buttons on top. There are hidden ones beneath."

      He lets out a long breath.

      "See, I do have you figured out. If there had been a hundred," I say as he loosens each hidden button, "then the dress would be ruined, and our daughter would never have the chance to wear it."

      "Daughter?” he asks. “Isn't it too early to know?"

      "Yes, but if this one isn't a girl, we can try again."

      The dress gapes as he eases the sleeves from my arms. As I step out, I'm now wearing a nearly sheer white corset and matching lace panties. Matt takes two staggered steps back.

      "Fuck. Sophie, I thought you were gorgeous in the dress, but this..."

      I step toward him. "This is your wedding gift. It's time you unwrap it."
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        Four years later

      

      

      "Becky, tell Mommy I don't have to wear this," Michael says to his sister, pulling at the bow tie to his small tuxedo.

      "But you do, buddy. Please, it's for me."

      Michael huffs with his little arms straight before his body relaxes and he wraps those same arms around Becky's neck. "You look really pretty, sis."

      "Thanks, so do you."

      Tears fill my eyes as I watch my best friend with her littlest brother. Littlest for now. It seems as though the one inside me is another boy, due in only two more months. I run my hand over my large midsection.

      "I'm not pretty," Michael protests.

      "No, you're not,” Becky says with a grin. “You're handsome. Can you go find Dad and tell him it's almost time?"

      Michael nods as he runs toward the dressing room door.

      Becky's green eyes move to me. "Stop being so emotional. You're going to make me cry."

      I try to laugh. "It's just that you're beautiful. I'm so happy you found your special someone and are getting married. You know Matt and I adore Gregg."

      "I couldn't let my best friend have all the fun."

      We both turn toward the full-length mirror. Becky's dark hair is styled in a sweeping twist and her wedding dress is a designer original. Nothing but the best, Matt insisted. It's hard to believe we're the same young girls who played dolls together.

      “Well” —I force a grin— “at least I can say I introduced you to the love of your life.” Gregg had been in one of my classes. We were paired for a project, and I knew he’d be perfect for Becky.

      "And so can I," she says.

      "You did," I confirm. I kiss her cheek. "I should wait outside and let your mom be in here with you."

      "You don't have to leave. You're my matron of honor. Mom's good. She'll be back in here after she makes sure the ushers are seating everyone right."

      We both laugh. I may be the event planner, but Becky's mom always has been the one who thrived on organization.

      "Are you sure about me standing up with you," I ask. "Look at me. I'm a boat."

      "You're not. You're my best friend, my other mom, and having my next little brother. I'd say that makes you pretty special."

      I adjust Becky's necklace and notice her boobs. "When are you going to tell your dad?"

      Her eyes grow wide. "What?"

      "Beck, your dress has been refitted three times and look at your rack. It's peeking out for the whole world to see. Your little brother is going to have a playmate who, if I'm right, will be about three or four months younger."

      "Shit, does Dad know?"

      I try to hide my grin.

      "How?" she asks.

      "Well, believe it or not, your dad knows how babies are made, and he also is very familiar with the changes. My boobs are always our first clue."

      "Is he...is he mad?"

      "Are you kidding? You're his baby girl. He was ready to kill Gregg."

      Becky gasps.

      "I'm teasing. Well, kind of. He still wants to hear it from you."

      Becky reaches for my hand. "I'm so glad we're still best friends."

      "Me too."
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      Later that night, after Michael is tucked into bed, I collapse on our bed with a sigh.

      "Becky was radiant today," Matt says.

      I smile. "She was. I'm so happy for them."

      Matt climbs up the mattress and leans against the headboard. "Did you tell her I knew about the baby?"

      I lay my head on his chest. "It may have come up."

      He rubs my back. "She told me before we walked down the aisle. I think I finally understand the look your grandpa gave me at that dinner years ago."

      Smiling up at him, I say, "He loves you."

      "Now, but that night he was ready to take me on. And I know he's like ninety, but knowing what I'd done to his precious granddaughter, he may have taken me down."

      "So Gregg?"

      "He's a good guy. He loves Becky. But I made him the same promise your grandpa did to me."

      I sit up. "What did Grandpa say? You never told me."

      Matt shrugs. "He said if I ever hurt you, he'll get me, even if it's from the grave."

      "My grandpa said that?"

      "Yep, and I made Gregg the same promise."

      I settle my head again as Matt splays his hand over my huge tummy. "How's our little guy? Do you think he'd mind if Mommy and Daddy had some fun?"

      My head moves back and forth. "Aren't you tired?"

      Matt pulls the pillow from behind my back and leans over me. "Sophie, I promised your grandpa I loved you and would be the best husband to you.” He spreads my legs as he speaks between kisses to my sensitive skin. “I told him that he'd never need to worry. You and I were undeniable, meant to be."

      His gaze meets mine.

      “Oh.” My back arches as he plunges inside me.

      When I open my eyes, his adoring green gaze is shining down. “Go ahead, deny it. Deny we were meant for one another.”

      A smile returns to my lips. “No, Sir. I can’t.” I lift my palm to his stubbly cheek. “You’re my Prince Charming, you always were. Now make me come.”

      His laugh rumbles from him to me.

      “You’re insatiable, especially when you’re pregnant.”

      “It’s your job to keep me that way.”

      Matt brushes a kiss over my lips. “Challenge accepted.”

      “I love you, Matt.”

      “I love you, too.”

      Undeniable.

      The magic word.
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        Did you enjoy UNDENIABLE?

        Did you know there are more sexy stories in the Indulgence series?

        You can read all three current Indulgence series stories, free to read in Kindle Unlimited, in INDULGENCE BOXED SET, Vol. 1.

      

        

      
        Or individually, also in KU.

      

        

      
        Dr. Kizer is making fantasies come true. Read Erika and Victor’s story in UNCONVENTIONAL. Paul and Jenn’s story in UNEXPECTED, and  learn if Marji’s fantasies can come true in UNFORGETTABLE.
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      LEND IT: Did you enjoy UNDENIABLE? Do you have a friend who'd enjoy UNDENIABLE? UNDENIABLE may be lent one time. Sharing is caring!

      RECOMMEND IT: Do you have multiple friends who'd enjoy this short, steamy story? Tell them about it! Call, text, post, tweet...your recommendation is the nicest gift you can give to an author!

      REVIEW IT: Tell the world. Please go to the retailer where you purchased this book, as well as Goodreads, and write a review. Please share your thoughts about UNDENIABLE on:

      *Amazon, UNDENIABLE  Customer Reviews

      *Barnes & Noble, UNDENIABLE, Customer Reviews

      *iBooks, UNDENIABLE Customer Reviews

      * BookBub, UNDENIABLE Customer Reviews

      *Goodreads.com/Aleatha Romig
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