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Hubs,

Thanks for always being my protector.

Love,

K

 


 

 

 

 

 

“Maybe I`m too late to be your first.

But right now I`m preparing myself to be your last.”

—Unknown


K Webster’s Taboo World

Welcome to my taboo world! These stories began as an effort to satisfy the taboo cravings in my reader group. The two stories in the duet, Bad Bad Bad, were written off the cuff and on the fly for my group. Since everyone seemed to love the stories so much, I expanded the characters and the world. I’ve been adding new stories ever since. Each book stands alone from the others and doesn’t need to be read in any particular order. I hope you enjoy the naughty characters in this town! These are quick reads sure to satisfy your craving for instalove, smokin’ hot sex, and happily ever afters!

 

Bad Bad Bad

Easton

Crybaby

Lawn Boys

Ex-Rated Attraction

Malfeasance

 

Several more titles to be released soon!

 

 

Thanks for reading!

K




Max Rowe always follows the rules.

A successful judge. A single father. A leader in the community.

Doing the right thing means everything.

 

But when he finds himself rescuing an incredibly young woman, everything he’s worked hard for is quickly forgotten.

The only thing that matters is keeping her safe.

She’s gorgeous, intelligent, and the ultimate temptation.

Doing the wrong thing suddenly feels right.

 

Their chemistry is intense.

It’s a romance no one will approve of, yet one they can’t ignore.

Hot, fast, and explosive.

Someone is going to get burned.
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“How about Legs over there?” my best friend Dane asks, before sipping on his tumbler of bourbon.

I tug at my tie, which feels too tight around my neck in this stuffy bar, and dart my gaze over to a redhead with a rocking body. Gorgeous as hell but completely out of my league. I’m a fifty-two-year-old widower with two teenage daughters. There’s no way in hell someone like her would be interested in someone like me.

“Not my type,” I grunt. Not a complete lie. I’m not one of those douchebags who goes through a midlife crisis and ends up with someone his daughters’ age. If I get back into the dating game, I want something serious. I’m too fucking old to waste my time on a bimbo who wants a sugar daddy.

“She’d be an idiot not to want you,” he replies, a slight bitterness in his tone.

I brush off his comment—not going there today—and sigh. “Evie was a brunette. I prefer brunettes.” It’s been close to eleven years since my wife Evie died too soon from cancer leaving me to manage our two girls alone. She’d been the love of my life. I have never attempted to dive back into the dating pool until recently. So far, it’s been one train wreck after another.

“How about this?” he suggests. “Stop trying to replace someone who isn’t ever coming back. Broaden your horizons a bit. Go for something different, man.” Again, with the subtleties.

I loosen my tie some more. This bar isn’t my scene. It’s a goddamned sex club for crying out loud. If I didn’t know the owner so well, I wouldn’t be here at all. I vowed to both Miles and Dane that I’d give it a try. And here I am, fucking trying.

“That one’s your age,” Dane snorts and points to a woman old enough to be my mother as she flirts with some young couple.

“Fuck you.”

“Can I get you boys another round?” a sweet, soft voice asks from behind me.

Dane nods and rattles his glass but I turn around to regard the waitress because I’m not barbaric like my best friend.

“Make it a double,” I grunt as I lock onto an icy pair of blue eyes. Familiarity sparks within me as I try to place the young woman. “Do I know you?”

She bites down on her lip and lowers her gaze. “You don’t. I’ll be right back.”

I watch her as she rushes back behind the bar to make our drinks. Her long blonde hair has been pulled into a high, sleek ponytail showcasing her slender pale neck. The black leather bustier she’s wearing cinches in her waist and accentuates her perky breasts. I find my eyes roaming her tiny body and landing on her ass that’s barely encased in a pair of red leather shorts. Small. Round. Perfect.

I don’t even like blondes.

“You don’t even like blondes,” Dane mirrors my thoughts, amusement lacing his tone.

“I’m not into her. I think I know her from somewhere.” My eyes travel back up her body to the back of her head. She turns to the side to reach for something and I can’t miss the long scar on her cheekbone under her left eye.

“The jury finds Carson Jennings not guilty of racketeering and money laundering.”

The motherfucker is guilty—it’s written all over his handsome smug face. But I’m just the deliverer of bad news, not the creator. My eyes flit to a pretty blonde in the back of the courtroom. Her features crumple and a tear rolls down her badly bruised cheek and settles where she’s sporting some stitches. Then, she stands and escapes the courtroom as if she’s the one who should be running from the law, not the bastard before me.

“Enjoy,” the blonde mutters as she sets our glasses down.

I gently grip her wrist, stopping her from leaving. “I do know you. You were there a few months ago at the Jennings hearing. I saw you crying.”

Her blue eyes widen as she regards me. Understanding seems to dawn on her and anger twists her features up. “Sure. I remember you. You let a monster run free.” She starts to pull away but I don’t let her wrist go.

“What’s your name?”

She lifts her chin in the air. “None of your business. Now let me go.”

Narrowing my eyes at her, I release her from my grip. She hurries away from me and darts into a back room. I’ll have to ask Miles who she is.

“That one isn’t worth your trouble, man,” Dane tells me. “Women like her have claws. You’ve had a lifetime of having your heart torn out. Play it safe. Red over there has tits that look mighty fucking safe to me.”

Fuck safe.

I’ve been safe and numb for over a decade.

Maybe a few claws in me is just what I need to feel again.

“I’ll be right back.” I stand and drain my glass before stalking away from my best friend.

“Max!” he hollers behind me. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

When I turn around, he’s grinning at me with a knowing look on his face. He thinks I’m dead set on sleeping with the blonde. Honestly, he couldn’t be further from the truth. I just want to talk to her about that day. There have been plenty of times where I felt like the jury made the wrong decision but it wasn’t my call to do anything about it. They were presented the facts and they made the decision. I had to accept it. That day, though, I didn’t accept it any easier than the sad blonde had.

I’m headed toward the back room she disappeared into when a familiar asshole in a suit darts in behind her. My hackles raise because I don’t like the way he seems to stalk after her. I quicken my pace and follow after them. Just as soon as I slip inside, I recognize his voice. Carson Jennings.

“I’ve been looking so hard for you, Goldilocks. Who knew you were right under my nose the entire time?” His voice is menacing.

Her attention is solely on him as she backs away, terror glimmering in her eyes. “Please. Just leave me alone.”

He chuckles. “You know I can’t do that, Dorian. You ran off and we were just getting to the good part.”

When he launches himself at her, his hand seizing her throat, I don’t think, I act. I charge after him and rip him away from her. My fist cracks against his jaw with such force I’m shocked at the sheer power of it. He crashes against a shelf full of clean glasses and crumples to the floor.

“Y-You…I…I…” She trails off and her hands begin trembling.

Carson groans from the floor and starts patting his pockets as if he’s looking for something.

“I need to leave,” she whispers, but her feet are planted firmly on the ground.

He pulls his phone from his pocket. As soon as he starts dialing, I snag her tiny wrist again.

“Come with me,” I order.

She’s still in a daze but she lets me guide her past the idiot who is still sprawled out on the floor. We’ve just made it to the door when I hear him speaking to someone.

“She’s here. Don’t let her leave.”

I slide my arm around her narrow waist and guide her out of the room. “Where’s the closest exit?” I question, my head dipped low to whisper to her.

“Uh,” she says, “that way.” The daze she was in seems to clear and she quickens her step.

It isn’t until the warm late summer air blasts us outside that she starts to truly panic.

“Wait! My purse is in my locker upstairs!” She stops and starts to turn around but a roar has her freezing in my grip.

“DORIAN!”

She completely shuts down. Her shoulders hunch and her head lowers. As if she’s resigned herself to the fact that this motherfucker is going to get her.

Over my dead body.

I hoist her tiny body over my shoulder and haul ass to my black Lexus. Carson is yelling after us but I don’t stop. I continue my trek to my vehicle. Once I toss her into the backseat, I hop in the front and tear out of the parking lot as fast as my car will go. I’ve been drinking but not enough that I don’t have my senses about me.

“You okay back there?” I ask, my eyes darting to the rearview mirror.

Her frightened blue eyes meet mine as she nods. “I-I got away.”

Fuck right she did.

“Do you have anywhere I can take you? Someplace safe?”

This time when our eyes meet, hers are filled with tears. The last thing I need to do is bring this trouble back to my house where I still have one daughter who lives at home. Yet, she doesn’t seem like she’s eager to go wherever home is for her.

“I’ll take you to a hotel. We’ll figure something out,” I assure her.

Why the fuck I’m helping this blonde is beyond me. I don’t get involved in other people’s business. I’m a judge and a father. I don’t focus on much else. Certainly, not saving pretty blondes from assholes at sex clubs. Not my cup of tea at all. I cook steaks on the grill each week for my daughters and am a board member at the local country club. I’m the epitome of boring older guy. Definitely not the type to meet a chick at a sex club and then rescue her.

Yet, here I am.

The motherfucking hero.

I almost roll my eyes. If my daughter Olivia knew I was doing this shit, she’d laugh her ass off. She’s my adventurous kid. And this is most certainly an adventure she’d love to hear about.

We drive in silence past some dinky motels. I’m headed toward an Embassy Suites when a thought occurs to me. If this girl is on the run from the influential Carson Jennings, he’d snap her up in a heartbeat from a hotel. He’s wealthy and has means.

Yanking out my phone, I call Dane.

“I’m going to use your lake cabin tonight. Key still under the ugly-ass gnome on the front porch?” I ask in greeting when he answers.

He snorts. “So, you are into blondes. Right on, man. Take the cabin for as long as you need. I’d planned on going there this weekend with a friend of mine so I just cleaned and stocked it. But this feels like a sexual emergency and here I thought you flat-lined ages ago. My dick can wait but yours is getting older by the minute. Don’t say I never take one for the team.”

Smirking, I shake my head. “I owe you one.”

“Not even going to argue. Have fun, buddy. You certainly deserve it.”

We hang up and I relax in my seat. Once I make sure Carson isn’t on our tail, I head toward the cabin. It’s pitch black out where his property is. The lake isn’t one of the popular haunts around town. This lake is infested with gators and heavily surrounded by woods. But it’s private and good for hunting and fishing. I’ve often considered buying off some of his land to build a little hideaway of my own.

As we wind down the gravel road that’s lined with trees, I can sense the tension rippling from the backseat. All that can be seen ahead are the headlights from my car. Aside from that, everything is dark. I’m sure it feels like a scene straight out of a thriller movie from her point of view.

“I’m taking you somewhere safe,” I assure her.

That’s what the bad guy always says before he brings her to the secluded place to imprison her. I watch Criminal Minds. I know things.

“Okay.”

She’s already planning her escape. She must watch Criminal Minds too.

We eventually pull up to the cabin that’s only a few hundred feet from the lake. Dane isn’t one to rough it so at least the cabin has amenities. She’ll be able to relax—once she realizes I’m not going to tie her up in some musty cellar. I’ll be able to ask her questions and possibly help her. Carson may have means but I’m the motherfucking judge of this town. I have means too.

I shut off the car and climb out. She’s already out of the car, on the defense. One wrong move and the girl would probably take off running in the woods.

“Bears,” I warn, as if I can read her thoughts.

She lets out a terrified gasp and steps closer to me.

“We’ll get you inside but don’t go running off out here. It’s not safe.”

I locate the hidden key and push open the front door. Inside, it smells faintly of Febreze from Dane’s most recent visit. I usher her inside and lock the door behind her. It’s dark for a moment until I locate a lamp.

The cabin is small. One couch that unfolds into a bed. There’s a quaint bathroom with a shower in the corner. A table for two and a tiny kitchenette in another. While there is electricity and plumbing, there isn’t much else. Dane uses the cabin for hunting and apparently the occasional fuckfest now that he’s divorced.

She makes her way over to the couch and sits. Her head is lowered as she stares at her fingernails. With quick, jerky movements, she picks at them in a nervous manner.

With a sigh, I sit down beside her and pat her on the back. “Talk to me. I know I’m just a stranger to you but I’ve thought about you a lot since that day. The look on your face haunted me. I know he was guilty of a lot. That he got away with…”

“Everything,” she says, finishing my statement. “He got away with everything.”

I take her hand so she’ll stop destroying her nails. “Look at me.” Her eyes lift to meet mine, hope flickering in them. “Dorian is it?” She nods and I squeeze her hand. “Dorian, I am going to make sure he pays for what he’s done to you.” I use my free hand to brush along her scarred cheekbone. “He did this to you?”

She swallows and nods. “He keeps finding me. I should run away someplace far but…” Tears well in her eyes. “My dad’s grave is here and I just can’t leave him.”

Using my thumb, I swipe away the rogue tear. “I won’t let him find you again. He won’t ever hurt you as long as I have anything to say about it.” The fierce protectiveness in my tone surprises me and clearly, she’s shocked too because her eyes widen.

“Why are you helping me?”

“I don’t know.”
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He releases my hand and strides across the small cabin to the kitchen area. While he fills a small pot with water and sets to boiling it, I can’t help but stare at him. I remember Judge Rowe from the trial. He’d worn the same skeptical expression the entire time. His chiseled jaw would clench and unclench but his lips remained pressed together. The distaste he had for my ex warmed me. Everyone loves Carson. Even my father loved him. And for that, he paid dearly. The fact that this judge didn’t like him had me feeling like, for the first time in forever, someone else could see what a monster Carson was behind the brilliant white smile and perfect suits.

Judge Rowe lifts his gaze from the stove and his intense green eyes meet mine. He gives me a small smile before he flickers his attention back to his task. His shoulders are broad beneath his suit and I admire his physique. It’s been a long time since I felt remotely interested in a man. Carson ruined that for me. So, I thought. But as awareness prickles through me, I can’t help but admit my attraction to the jaw carved from stone and sharp features of the man who saved me. His black hair is stylish for his age and the only indication that he’s much older than me are the few greys at his temples and the tiny crow’s feet at the corner of his eyes.

He’s incredibly handsome.

But best of all, he feels safe.

The tension that always has me in its clutches releases its grip. I look down at my silly uniform and frown. I’d do anything right about now for my favorite fleece pajama bottoms and oversized T-shirt. The waitress job at club Orj-E was just another job on an endless list of ones I didn’t want but needed to survive.

“It’s not my specialty but it’ll have to do,” Judge Rowe says as he sets a steaming bowl of Ramen noodles in front of me on the coffee table.

A smile plays at my lips and God how it feels foreign. I certainly don’t smile much these days. “Thank you. How’d you know beef flavor was my favorite?”

He smirks my way before heading toward a closet door. “It’s everyone’s favorite.” I watch as he shrugs out of his jacket and hangs it on a hanger. His back muscles make the fabric of his white dress shirt bulge. I find my gaze drifting to his ass in his charcoal colored slacks. Damn, Judge Rowe has it going on.

“Here,” he says as he pulls out some folded clothes and turns to me. “You might feel more comfortable in these.” His gaze drops to my breasts for a moment before he looks away. My flesh heats because I can’t say I didn’t like his attention on my cleavage.

I stand and take the clothes from him. Our fingers brush against one another and jolts of awareness skitter through me straight to my core that’s been slumbering for months. “Thank you.” Quickly, I change in the restroom and free my hair from the ponytail. The big white T-shirt and sweatpants are close enough to my comfy pajamas from home. When I exit the bathroom, I’m surprised to see he’s untucked his shirt, taken off his shoes, and lost the tie. He looks comfortable and that makes me feel comfortable. I sit beside him on the sofa and start eating the Ramen. After a long shift on my feet, I’m as close to heaven as I could possibly get.

“So tell me about Carson,” he says, his voice low.

And…I’m back in hell.

“What do you want to know?” I slurp down the noodles and frown at him.

“How do you know him?”

I suck down some more noodles before setting the bowl back down. “He worked for my father. Carson was CFO of Dresser Holdings.”

Understanding washes over him. “I’m sorry about your father then, Miss Dresser.”

Bitter tears well in my eyes but I quickly blink them away. “Thank you, Judge.”

He reaches forward and pats my knee. I’ve known him all of an hour and he’s touched me more than I’ve allowed anyone in the last few months. I’m not even weirded out by his affectionate nature, which surprises me. I don’t like people. Especially men. And here I am cozied up in a cabin with the judge who presided over my hated ex-boyfriend’s case as if we’re best buds.

“Max.”

“What?”

“Max Rowe. You don’t have to call me Judge.” His lips quirk up on one side. Sexy. Endearing. Flirtatious. It’s been so long since anyone has flirted with me in a harmless way. In a way that I don’t feel they’re out to get me or to get inside my pants.

“You look like a Max,” I say, a small smile escaping.

My smile seems to infect him because he beams at me. Max Rowe is beautiful when he smiles. Heat floods through me and I suddenly wish I had something cold to drink.

“He hurt you.” His words come out as a statement and we both sober up. When his thumb brushes across my scarred cheekbone, I close my eyes and relish the tender touch.

“So many times.”

When his thumb brushes across my bottom lip, I open my eyes in surprise and find myself snared in his intense stare. “How could anyone want to hurt you?” His brows furrow together as if he’s genuinely confused by this notion.

I’m overcome with emotion and a choked sob escapes me. His kindness and affection draws me in. I crave it. After having been denied it for so long, I want to cling to it. As if sensing my need, he wraps his arms around me to draw me in for a hug. I meet him halfway and then some as I move into his lap, my legs straddling his waist so I can get closer. He strokes my hair in a sweet way as I cry against his neck. Our hearts are pounding in our chests that are pressed together.

“Shhh,” he coos. “You’re safe now.”

And I feel it down to my bones.

This feeling isn’t one I’m accustomed to.

Always running and hiding and evading Carson while somehow trying to hold on to what shreds of my old life that are still within reach.

With my lips hovering over his flesh, I blurt out my sob story. One that tells of a young woman who fell hopelessly in love with her father’s employee. A woman who allowed this man to control her every word and action. She fell into his trap and never could seem to claw her way out. He destroyed everything in her world, including her father. Ripped apart her father’s legacy from the inside out as he swindled money from the company and brought it to its knees. I tell Max a story of a girl who had to find her father blue and bloated from an overdose because he couldn’t take the fact that his company had been driven into the ground. And the perpetrator got away scot-free because he was well-loved in the community and really good at hiding his trail of destruction. Behind closed doors, he was a monster. A rapist. A man who hit his woman because he could. It wasn’t until the trial where he was found not guilty that she found the courage to run from him.

She’s been running ever since.

He squeezes me tighter. I haven’t told anyone about Carson. They wouldn’t believe me anyways. But this man does believe me. I feel it down to my toes as he strokes my hair and promises justice.

Eventually, I stop crying and his hands come to rest at my ass. It’s far from sexual but my body becomes aware of our nearness. The attraction I’d felt earlier flares back to life and my body seems to overheat. My nerves thrum with excitement. I want him to move his palms up under my shirt and touch my flesh.

You never realize how much you need to be touched until you haven’t been. Now, it’s all I can think about.

“Thank you for believing me. For saving me from him tonight…” I trail off and shudder. Had Max not intervened, Carson would have hurt me again. Like always. Each time I fear it will be the last. One day he won’t be able to hold back and he’ll end me. I just know it.

Max’s powerful hands thread into my hair and he pulls me slightly away from him so he can look at me. His green eyes blaze with possessiveness. But it isn’t a need to overpower like it was with Carson. With Max, his eyes seem to scream that he’ll do whatever it takes to protect me. I don’t understand this connection between us—foreign and strong—but I like it.

“I believed you that day in the courtroom and I didn’t even know your story,” he says, his eyes dropping to my mouth.

Kiss me.

My thought comes so suddenly, I’m embarrassed by it.

I lick my lips, in a way hoping it will entice him. I’m disappointed when he drops his palms down to my hips. But for once, I’m brave. I’m not afraid. Leaning forward, I brush my lips against his soft ones.

“Dorian…” he mutters against my mouth, his grip on my hips tightening. “You’ve had a long night.”

I tentatively cup his scruffy cheeks in my palms and deepen our kiss. When our tongues brush against each other, he lets out a pleased groan. It gives me the courage to kiss him harder. My desperation bleeds into our kiss. I sense his own neediness as his thumbs rub circles over my shirt just below my hips and close enough to my sex to have me mewling. He’s hard beneath me and I can tell he’s rather large. To be sure, I adjust my body so that I can rub against him. This makes both of us hiss in pleasure. His grip on me becomes almost brutal as he guides my hips so that I’m grinding against him.

Our kiss doesn’t last long because just as soon as it’s started, he’s pulling me away.

“I’m sorry,” he says, his brows furrowing.

I can’t stop staring at his strong, masculine mouth. Wondering what the five o’clock shadow would feel like between my thighs. Heat creeps up my neck giving my dirty thoughts away.

“Sorry for what?”

Instead of answering, he’s gentle as he picks me up and plops me down beside him. “Want to help roll out the sofa?” I’m disappointed but give him a nod.

I stand and together we move the table and pull out the couch into a bed. We put the bedding on it and I’m just crawling onto it when I notice him making a pallet on the floor.

“Don’t be ridiculous, Max,” I tell him, pointing at the bed beside me. “We’re adults. You don’t have to sleep on the floor to protect my virtue.”

His shoulders relax and he flashes me another one of his handsome grins. “I am too old to be getting on the floor.”

“Old?” I snort as I slip under the covers. “Hardly.”

He unbuttons his dress shirt and tosses it on the chair. The wife beater he’s wearing is molded to his body. His belt slips from the hoops with a swoosh that has me shivering as more dirty thoughts ripple through me. He leaves his slacks on much to my dismay.

“Seriously. How old are you anyway?”

Embarrassment causes his face to redden slightly. “Fifty-two.” His palm rubs at the back of his neck giving me a delicious view of his veiny forearm that’s muscular and tanned. When he looks up at me under his dark lashes, a shy, boyish grin on his handsome face, my heart rate quickens. “See? Old.”

Same age as my dad. Color me shocked. He’s far more built than Carson, who is fifteen years his junior, ever was. Max is like Hugh Jackman—talk about getting better with age. “You look good.”

He jerks his head my way and smiles. “Thanks.” His mouth twitches as if he wants to say more but he refrains and turns off all the lights. The moment the bed dips and his manly scent envelops me, I crave to touch him.

Why am I such a creep with this man?

There’s mutual attraction here though. I’m not imagining it. I certainly didn’t imagine his tongue in my mouth and how hard he was when we kissed.

I start to ask him if I can scoot closer but then I harness the same bravery I’d latched onto earlier. Instead of asking, I snuggle up against him. My palm slides up his chest and I rest my thigh on top of his. He doesn’t push away but instead positions me so that my head rests on his shoulder and his arm is wrapped around me.

Safe.

The word pops up inside of me again, suddenly and without warning.

Max Rowe isn’t a monster like Carson.

“Tomorrow, I’m going to make some calls,” he says, his voice low and velvety in the darkness.

My heart patters. “Yeah?”

“It pisses me off this asshole has hurt you and continues to hurt you. I’m going to make sure we nail him for something. Sheriff McMahon is a good buddy of mine. I’ll call him first.”

Hope blossoms inside of me. “Thank you.”

“I’m going to help you get your life back, Dorian.”
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When you live in the same town for as long as I have, you know people. You make alliances and friends in all sorts of places. As soon as I started sniffing around, I discovered Carson Jennings wasn’t exactly as loved as he outwardly portrayed.

He ruined Dresser Holdings.

Singlehandedly.

But apparently, he also did some shady shit at his own father’s company. Old man Jennings fired his own son. It was kept hush-hush but some digging produced all kinds of fruitful information. Because I know people.

Sheriff and policemen. Attorneys. Businessmen.

All my friends.

All men who are loyal and have integrity.

All men who bend over backwards to help Judge Rowe.

I’m satisfied as I drink some coffee I managed to dig out of Dane’s cabinet. This morning, when the sun came up, I got to work. Dorian, the poor, exhausted woman, slept dead to the world. She looked as though she could sleep for days.

Sleeping in the same bed with her proved to be difficult. I haven’t had a woman in my bed since Evie passed. After over a decade of being alone, it felt nice to have the hot breath of a woman against my neck while she slept softly.

I lift my gaze from my mug to regard her sleeping form. Dorian is drop dead gorgeous in an understated kind of way. Her blonde hair is silky and this morning I selfishly ran my fingers through it before I slipped out of bed. She’s tiny but underneath her skittish nature, I can tell she’s fierce. That motherfucker took and took from her. I just want to help her get it back.

She moans in her sleep and rolls to her back. The oversized T-shirt has been pulled up her body so that the bottom swells of her breasts are revealed. They’re so smooth and perfect, I find myself mesmerized by them. Put under a damn spell just by looking at a small portion of her naked breasts. My cock hardens in my slacks. It’s pure fucking torture being cooped up in this cabin with her. Last night, when we kissed, I’d felt as though my chest was going to explode. She lit me up from the inside. I haven’t felt that way in so long that it took me by complete surprise.

But as much as I want the sexy young woman, she’s not in the right headspace and I’m in no position to start something with her. I can help her, sure. I certainly don’t need to fuck her though. I’m not the kind of guy who screws just to get my dick wet. I’d fall in way too deep and get too damned hurt when she had the sense to go find a man closer to her own age.

“Not a morning person?” she asks, her voice raspy with sleep. She hasn’t made any moves to cover her breasts. I drag my gaze to her half-lidded eyes.

“I was just thinking I’d be one helluva morning person if this was my view each day,” I say, a grin turning up one corner of my lips. Okay, so maybe a little flirting is fine.

She beams at me. “My view isn’t so bad either. Got any more of that coffee?”

While I make her some, she spends a few minutes in the bathroom. When she exits, her hair has been smoothed out and her face washed clean. Without her makeup, she seems younger. Maybe even Olivia’s age.

“How old are you?” I question.

“Just turned twenty-two last month.”

I hand her the coffee. She inhales the aroma before sipping it.

“Why does it taste so good this morning?” she asks, her eyes closed in pleasure.

“I’m kind of a freak about coffee,” I admit, a sheepish grin on my lips.

Her eyes fly to mine. “Me too. I wanted the Starbucks job but apparently, I’m overqualified.” She snorts as if she has trouble believing that.

“What are you qualified to do?” I’m genuinely curious to know the answer.

Her brows crinkle together as she rests the mug on her knee. “Business. Management. Finance. My degree was in business because I’d wanted to help my father run his company. But…” She bites on her bottom lip and I can tell it’s to keep from crying. “But it didn’t work out that way. It’s hard to keep a solid, good job when all you’re doing is running from your past.” A frustrated sigh escapes her.

“Dorian…” I scrub at my face. There are so many things I want to do to help her. I’ve never wanted to help anyone as much as I do right now. Maybe it makes me desperate or a freak. And normally, I’d keep my mouth shut because I have an image to uphold. But with this girl baring all her dark secrets to me, I feel compelled to tell her exactly what’s on my mind. “I think you should stay with me until we sort this out. I have the means to protect you and…”

Her blue eyes light up with such a hopeful expression that it has me blurting out my next words without hesitation.

“I could always use an intern.”

She blinks in surprise, her mouth opening and closing for a moment before she speaks again. “What exactly does an intern do for a judge?”

I rub at the back of my neck. “Honestly?”

She nods, a cute smile on her lips.

“I have no fucking idea.”

We both laugh but the hope has dimmed in her bright eyes. She thinks I’m fucking with her I guess.

“I don’t know,” I explain, “but we’ll figure it out. I’ve been asked a few times if I’d take an intern and I had never been interested. Usually, I pass the opportunities on to other employees and judges at the courthouse. Normally, I don’t have the time nor the patience.”

Her back straightens as she listens.

“But there are some things I do need help with. You’d have to pass a drug test and a background check. Sign a non-disclosure agreement. And of course, HR will want to confirm your education and degree.”

“Of course,” she says, excitement in her voice. “I can do this.” Then her features fall. “I’ll still need my night job though. Internships are unpaid usually.”

I shake my head. “You’ll get paid. I’ll see to it that you do. You can tell Miles you’re done. It didn’t look like you enjoyed that job too much anyway.”

Her lip curls up. “I hated it. How do you know Miles anyway?”

This is something I don’t want to talk about. He’s family now but it doesn’t mean I have to like him. “I see him around. What do you think?” I ask, changing the subject. “Start tomorrow?”

She beams at me and she’s positively beautiful. I don’t know why I’m so enraptured by this woman. I need to get a handle on myself though. Especially if she’s going to work with me. The kiss was fun but it can’t happen again. Neither can sleeping with her.

“You really want me to come stay with you? You don’t think he’ll find me there?” She’s already transforming from the battered and frightened woman. It’s beautiful to watch. The way her shoulders are no longer hunched. How her eyes shimmer with anticipation.

“I have multiple spare rooms. My daughter Sophia is kind of a bear but I don’t think it’ll be a problem,” I assure her. Sophia is going through so much lately and I don’t know how to help her. She claims she’s fine but ever since her softball accident, which left her hip all messed up, she hasn’t been the same. “We should probably swing by your place and grab some things.”

She sets her coffee down on the end table and climbs off the bed, before walking over to me. I’m taken by surprise when she leans forward and kisses my forehead. “Thank you.”

While she gathers her uniform and we tidy up the cabin, I can’t help but want to tell her the same. Thank you, Dorian. Fire burns in my chest and purpose thrums through me. It’s been years since I’ve felt this alive.
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“Have you always lived here?” My shoulders are tense as we walk through the apartment complex. It’s on the crummy side of town and the people loitering about are questionable, even at this time of morning. The place is rundown and weeds overrun the cracks in the sidewalks. She’ll be much fucking safer at my house.

“For the past two months. They let me pay my rent in cash to keep me out of the system. Apparently, that isn’t unusual for them. Aside from the occasional creeper offering to give me a good time and the couple above me who have loud, strange sex, it’s been fine.” She walks up to a door and hesitates. I drag my attention from the apartment next door that has a dirty used diaper sitting on the welcome mat.

The moment I realize her door is ajar, I step in front of her. “Stay back,” I order, a low growl in my throat.

She nods rapidly at me, the terrified woman from before back in place.

I push through the door and my heart sinks. The place has been trashed. Holes punched in walls. Her couch sliced to shreds. Dishes broken all over the kitchen floor.

“Fuck,” I curse under my breath.

“What—” A whine in her throat lets me know she sees the destruction.

“Stay here. Let me make sure nobody is here.” I stalk through the place opening closet doors and looking under her bed, but nobody is here. In her bedroom, all of her clothes have been yanked from her closet and drawers. Everything has been shredded. Whoever did this was a fucking asshole. My bet is on her stalker abusive ex. “It’s safe,” I call out.

Moments later, she stands in the doorway of her bedroom, tears brimming in her eyes. “How could he?”

I storm over to her and pull her against my chest. I’d need a fucking hug too if someone destroyed my house. “The same way he could hurt you. He’s a bastard and won’t get off so easily. Pack a bag of what is salvageable, if anything, and I’ll make sure we get you whatever else you need later.”

Pulling out my phone while she picks through clothes on the floor, I dial my friend Rick.

“Sheriff McMahon,” he booms from the other line.

I scrub at my face, my eyes skimming to the broken picture frames on the floor and shake my head. “Hey, man.”

“Something else come up?” We just spoke this morning and I’m already calling again.

“Actually, her place has been destroyed. It was him, Rick. I know it was him,” I grit out, fury bubbling in my chest. I’m not a violent man but so help me I want to bash Carson’s skull in. The one satisfying punch to his pretty face wasn’t enough.

“Text me the address and I’m on my way. Filing a report is the first step in building a solid case against this guy,” he explains, his voice gruff. “See you soon.”

I send him the address and then set to helping her find anything that hasn’t been ruined. Not much remains. She disappears from the bedroom and when I hear her shriek, I rush into the other room.

“They were in the dryer!” she exclaims as she holds a pair of flannel pajama bottoms to her chest. “These are my favorite. He didn’t ruin them.”

It’s then that I decide I’m going to find the brand and buy her a pair in every color. Anything to see that sweet smile on her face again.

She sets to pulling the other clothes out of the dryer while I look up the apartment complex management. Taking my conversation into the other room, I tell them to get the place cleaned up and repaired. That I am paying for the damages and that she’s moving out. Since she was paying month to month in cash, they didn’t even question it. She has a sack full of things that weren’t destroyed when Sheriff finally shows up.

He pulls off his aviator sunglasses as he steps into the apartment, a scowl painted on his face. Rick and I go way back. He’d gone to school with my younger brother Mathias and was always at the house growing up. My brother moved out west for college and ended up settling eventually in San Francisco. Rick and I grew closer once my brother was no longer in the picture.

“I’m Sheriff McMahon,” he greets when he sees Dorian.

She shakes his hand and frowns. “Sorry about all this.”

“Nothing to be sorry about, sweetheart. There’s nothing I hate more than an abusive man dead set on destroying a woman’s life. You’re going to tell me everything you can about Carson Jennings.” He flashes me a dark look. “And then we’re going to take the evil bastard down.”
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“Sophia!” I boom from the entryway of my house as I close the door behind us. After the sheriff worked the scene at her apartment and helped her file a restraining order against Carson, we headed to the mall. At first, she was resistant to letting me pay for clothes but when I agreed it could be a loan, she finally caved.

Sophia’s tell-tale shuffle can be heard and soon she rounds the corner relying way too heavily on the cane. I make a mental note to sit down with Drew, the owner of the physical therapy clinic she goes to three times a week, and get some real answers about her deterioration.

Her expression is bored as she surveys the many bags resting at my feet. But when her green eyes lift to find the pretty blonde standing behind me, she stiffens. All boredom has left as her brows furl together.

“Sweetheart,” I say in a tone one would use on a dog that looks seconds from biting. “This is a friend of mine. Dorian Dresser. She’s going to stay with us for a while.”

Sophia’s dark brow lifts at the mention of “friend” and the smirk on her face tells me she hardly believes the words coming out of my mouth. It’s not my place to tell Dorian’s story so this will have to do for now.

“She’ll be interning at the courthouse with me,” I continue. “Why don’t you pull out some steaks and we’ll grill out later?”

Sophia acknowledges Dorian with an icy smile before shuffling away toward the kitchen. Once she’s out of earshot, I turn to apologize. “I’m sorry. She’s been fairly unhappy since she had her softball injury last spring.”

Dorian waves me off. “It’s fine.”

“Let me show you to your room.” I gather the bags up and I lead her through my massive home giving her a brief tour along the way. Because I’m a selfish, lonely man, I show her to the guest room that’s right next to the master. Once inside, I set the bags on the queen-sized bed that is decorated with a quilt which was passed down through my late wife’s family. Often, I find Sophia curled up in here with the quilt wrapped around her.

“Help yourself to anything here at the house. There’s a bathroom attached. I’ll fire up the grill around five…” I trail off when she falls on her back onto the bed and her breasts bounce beneath the fabric of Dane’s borrowed T-shirt. I can see her nipples, erect and just begging for attention. Fuck me, maybe inviting her here was a bad idea. I clear my throat. “If you need me, I’ll be next door. I’m in desperate need of a shower.”

A cold one.
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I wake from my nap confused and disoriented. Panic seizes me immobile until I realize I’m not in Carson’s fancy house. I’m safe. With a judge of all people. The shower in the guest bathroom is ten times more luxurious than the crappy one I had at my apartment that had limited hot water. This one sprays hot water for what feels like eternity. After the longest shower ever, I wrap up in a towel and set to hanging my new clothes in the closet. A knock at the door startles me.

Rushing over to the door, I fling it open, eager to see Max again. He may or may not have starred in a little fantasy in the shower where I brought myself to orgasm for the first time in months.

“I was going to let you know that…” His words trail off as he gapes at me in nothing but my towel. I’d answered the door without thinking. Heat creeps up my throat as he tries and fails to peel his gaze from my body that’s barely covered by a plush towel that’s tied simply at my breasts. “I, uh, I…”

While he’s struggling to form words, I quickly peruse his freshly showered body. He’s no longer wearing a suit but instead looks casual—and hot as hell if I’m being frank—in a fitted black V-neck T-shirt and sexy jeans that are trendy with some holes and wear in the denim. His brownish black hair is styled in a way that I’d coin as “just fucked” and is messy in a deliberate way. He rubs his palm across his scruffy cheek before dragging his gaze up to the ceiling as though he’s saying a prayer to the man above.

“You look nice,” I mutter, my voice barely a whisper.

His sharp green eyes snap to mine and I don’t miss the flicker of hunger in them. It sends a shiver rippling down my spine that has nothing to do with the fact my hair is still wet and the air conditioning is too low.

“So do you.” His voice is gruff and all male. It speaks to the female parts of me that are desperate to connect with a man both physically and emotionally.

“Oh,” I say with a playful laugh. “This ol’ thing?”

His lips curve up on one side. I’m growing quite fond of his crooked grins. “Especially that ol’ thing.” He reaches forward and tugs at a wet strand of my hair. His nearness is waking parts of me that have been slumbering for far too long. I nearly let out a moan of need when his thumb brushes along my jawline before he withdraws his hand. “You should get dressed and come help us cook.”

He stalks down the hallway away from me but I don’t miss the fact that he casts another glance over his shoulder. His expression is troubled, as if he’s at war with himself. It makes me want to side with the flirtatious man within him in convincing the responsible judge that it’s okay to be a little reckless.

I’m tired of running and hiding.

I just want to be free.

And he might be just the person to help me do that.
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Thirty minutes later and I’m all dolled up. For him. Ever since I acknowledged my attraction to Max, and decided I wanted to do something about it, I’ve been a bit determined. And by determined, I mean back to my old self. The fire that used to burn within me and drive me to be the best at whatever I set my mind to has once again sparked. I feel the slow burn inside of me that has the potential to be a raging inferno again. Carson doused those flames with his icy, cold heart. But I’m done being contained.

Before I exit the room, I glance down at my new summer dress. It’s a bright blue halter top that exposes my cleavage in a tasteful way. I’ve pulled my hair into a sleek ponytail so that the open back of the dress is revealed. The white flip-flops I slip into aren’t exactly sexy but the rest looks pretty damn good. My makeup is muted but I paid extra attention to my lips. They look fuller and kissable. I will kiss him again today.

I roam through the house toward the kitchen. His daughter Sophia sits at the table cutting vegetables for a salad. Max stands at the kitchen island stabbing holes in steaks. Each time he plunges the blade into the meat, his forearm muscle flexes. I still have a hard time believing he’s as old as he claims. When I look at Max Rowe, I don’t see an aging man.

Virile.

Strong.

Sexy.

Addictive.

I don’t think he realizes how delicious he really is. Any time we flirt, he almost seems shy. And while he appears to be a generally confident man, something about his way with women—or at least me—seems sweet and innocent.

After the hell I endured with Carson, Max is exactly what I need.

“Do you know how to make lemonade?” Sophia asks in greeting, her tone venom-filled.

Max’s attention is drawn to me and his features darken upon seeing me. Something carnal flashes in his bright green eyes that seems to light a match within me. Okay, so maybe he’s not so innocent after all. But instead of fearing him, it only makes me want him more.

“I do,” I answer her and flash a smile.

She rolls her eyes and goes back to chopping. When my head turns back to Max, I find him prowling my way, the hunger in his gaze powerful.

“You look beautiful,” he utters, his eyes shamelessly roaming over my body but lingering at my breasts. “Breathtaking.”

Sophia makes a snorting sound but I ignore her. I’m too caught up in this man’s feral stare. It’s as if he’s undressing me with his eyes. I want to be naked for him. I want to see this same stare as he spreads my thighs apart and sinks inside of me.

“Lemonade,” I say, my words shaky.

He clears his throat, the spell broken. “Top cabinet over there. There’s a mix inside but we always cut some fresh lemons to add to the pitcher. Pitcher is in that cabinet by the refrigerator.”

I flash him a smile and set to making the lemonade. Sophia doesn’t speak much but Max and I easily fall into a conversation about my studies in college. Despite Carson terrorizing me, I managed to finish my degree this past spring. Chatting with Max is easy. He makes me feel comfortable.

“Want to come help me with the grill?” he questions. “I’ll show you the pool.”

I nod with a bright smile on my face. I sure as heck don’t want to be left alone with the ice queen who looks like she eats blondes like me for dinner rather than the steak we have planned. Once outside, he checks on the grill but doesn’t put the steaks on right away. He sets the plate on the ledge next to the grill and offers me his hand. Without hesitation, I take it. Electric currents seem to pulsate from where his hot hand keeps my cold one warmed. Together, we walk through the big yard where he shows me the pool, hot tub, and finally a gazebo in one corner of the yard that overlooks a small coy pond.

“Oh!” I exclaim upon seeing the big yellow fish. “They’re so beautiful.” I rest my chest against the gazebo side as I peer down at the coy.

“So beautiful,” he agrees, his voice husky.

I nearly moan the moment his hands find my waist. He steps closer to me to peer over my head at the fish. His heat almost suffocates me but in a good way. I want him to envelop every sense that I have. With him so close to me, I can’t help but lean back against him, seeking his comforting touch. He smells delicious and everything about him calls to me. Instead of fighting this moment, his arms wrap around my middle just under my breasts and he hugs me to him. His erection is hard and imposing pressed against my back.

“You make me forget what’s right and wrong,” he admits, shame tainting his words.

I turn my head so I can look up at him. His green eyes blaze with need for me. It makes me tremble in his arms. “Sometimes it’s nice just to forget everything for a little while.”

His mouth is inches from mine. I want him to kiss me again. When I lick my lips as an invitation, a low growl rumbles in his chest. It vibrates me to my core.

“Dorian…”

I twist in his arms so that my breasts are smashed between us. Lifting my chin, I meet his fiery gaze with a blazing one of my own. “I want to forget right now.”

That’s all the invitation the good judge needs.

His hand slides to my throat where he grips me in a possessive way. He lowers his mouth to mine and captures my lips with his full ones. Max doesn’t kiss me sweetly. This kiss is a whole bunch of promises rolled into one moment.

I will kiss you until you lose your breath.

I will own every part of your body with my mouth.

I will push my cock inside of you and make you mine.

A moan escapes me which seems to set him off. His palms slide down to my ass where he lifts me. I clutch onto his neck in fear that he’ll drop me. But he lifts me as though I weigh nothing. When he pushes my back against the gazebo side and his cock grinds against my pussy through our clothes, I cry out in pleasure. He kisses me hard in an all-consuming way as he works his hips against me. Each time his cock rubs against my clit, I shudder.

“You’re going to make me come like this,” I whisper against his lips, surprise in my tone.

He growls again which sets my insides on fire. “I’m going to make you come like this and then I’m going to make you come a whole lot of other ways too.”

The images running through my mind are filthy. Coupled with the way he expertly rubs against me, I lose myself to a volcanic orgasm within seconds. I start to scream in pleasure but he silences me with devouring kiss. When I come down from my high, he pulls from our kiss and stares down at me as if in awe.

I want to freeze this moment.

Forget about everything in my crappy life and let this sexy, powerful judge own my mouth and my body.

“This is probably all kinds of wrong,” he mutters. But his tone isn’t regretful. If anything, the way he watches me is wolfish. Devious even. It doesn’t alarm me because Max is a good guy. His dark, rebellious intentions turn me on.

“Then why does it feel so right?” I challenge, a smirk playing at my lips.

Slowly, he sets me on my feet and straightens my dress. “Let’s get those steaks started. But later tonight…” he trails off and his jaw clenches. His eyes roam my body again. “Later I will get to know you a little better.”

He stalks away from me, his long legs carrying him across the yard. I take a moment to compose myself and wonder if I should go change my panties before dinner. Heat floods down south as I remember his promise.

“Later I will get to know you a little better.”

If that’s his promise, I probably won’t be needing panties anyway.
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“I’m going to Alicia’s for the night,” Sophia calls out as she shuffles away from the dining room table where we’ve just eaten the best dinner I’ve had in ages. Max is a grill master on top of everything else he’s apparently good at.

“Soph,” he calls out, the commanding thunder in his voice causing her to stop. “You okay, sweetheart?”

She turns and flashes a bright, but completely fake, smile at him. “Of course, Daddy. I’ll text you tomorrow.”

When she’s gone, he stands to start cleaning the kitchen. Wordlessly, I fall into step behind him. Together, we work in the kitchen, brushing up against one another as we clean and put away all the food. Long after the front door slams closed with Sophia’s departure, he grabs my hand and guides me through the house.

“I want to show you something,” he says as he pushes into a room I haven’t seen yet.

I’m momentarily stunned as I admire the masculine space. Books of all kinds line the shelves on each of the walls. A chaise lounge sits in the middle of the room and a desk is on one side.

“Is this your office?”

He nods and leads me to the desk. With a gesture of his hand, he motions for me to sit on the top of it. Once I’m settled, he sits in the chair and sets to rummaging in a drawer. He eventually pulls out a bottle of whiskey.

After he twists off the lid, he takes a long pull before handing it to me. With a brow arched in question I take a swallow. It burns me all the way down to my stomach. “You wanted to come show me how to kill my liver in one fell swoop?”

He chuckles and playfully swats at the inside of my thigh. Quivers of need jolt straight to my sex. “Actually, smartass, I wanted to show you this.” He reaches into the drawer and pulls out a newspaper clipping.

Frowning, I take the clipping from him and read the article. A woman, Arlene Rowe, was shot and killed during a robbery gone bad. Her picture is grainy because it’s an old clipping but the eyes are the same.

“Your mom?” I ask, my voice hoarse with emotion.

He plucks the whiskey bottle from my hand and takes another long gulp. When his eyes flash to mine, they’re full of pain. It makes my heart ache for him. I know exactly how he feels.

“She was just twenty-eight when she died. I’d been heartbroken. Cried every night begging my father to bring her back.” He swallows down his emotion and casts his gaze off behind me. “But he couldn’t bring her back. I was angry. Lashed out. Pleaded for justice. I was a young boy but I followed her case. I harassed the hell out of my father’s attorney, Phil. Phil kind of took me under his wing when he didn’t have to. Apprised me of every step of the trial. I sat in the front row of that courtroom when the jury found that bastard guilty of murder.” The judge, with narrowed eyes and an angry scowl, bit out the sentence. “Life without parole. It was the happiest day of my life after one of the saddest. Right then, I knew I wanted to be a judge. I wanted to bring justice to the bad guys.”

A tear rolls down my cheek and drips from my jaw. “I’m so sorry.”

His palm finds my thigh and his thumb rubs a circle on the inside of it just under my dress. “Don’t be. From something tragic, I found purpose. It was then I’d discovered my fire. Sometimes, after the most terrible things, we get to find out who we really are. Strengthens our character.”

Our eyes meet and he smiles sadly at me.

“Dorian, Carson may have screwed you up and ruined your father, but it isn’t over. He doesn’t get to win. Find your fire, beautiful.”

I take the offered whiskey bottle and gulp down more of the gasoline that seems to ignite me from within. He’s right. I can’t keep running and being torn apart. I’m ready to fight for what’s mine.

His green eyes are chaotic as he slides his other palm to my thigh. A shiver runs down my spine when he pushes my dress slowly up my legs.

“I keep telling myself to stay away,” he murmurs, his voice low and deadly. “But I can’t stop thinking about you.” Our eyes lock as his thumbs rub dangerously close to my sex under my dress. “I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop. For the first time since the girls’ mother died, I feel as though the man within me is awake.” His jaw clenches and his nostrils flare. Sure, I know he’s safe but right now he looks positively dangerous. “Tell me no, Dorian.”

I bite on my lip and try to summon up the bravery I was feeling earlier. My words are but a whisper. “What if I don’t want to say no?”

His brows furl together and he presses a soft kiss to the inside of my thigh. He’s so close to my sex, I can practically feel his breath there. “You get to do whatever you want,” he assures me, his lips pecking at my sensitive flesh. When he sucks on my skin, I let out an embarrassing moan. He pulls away and lifts a brow.

“D-Do more of that,” I instruct, my voice shaky with need.

He pushes his hand on my stomach urging me to lie back. “Then I’m going to do more of that. Lots more of that.”

I’m staring up at the ceiling when he starts kissing his way up my thigh. When his hot breath tickles me over my panties, I whimper. The kiss he applies right to my clit over my underwear is downright scandalous and yet I want him to do it again. My fingers thread in his perfectly messy hair and I encourage him to repeat his dirty kiss. This time, though, he doesn’t peck it. He kisses me there with his whole mouth.

Lips.

Tongue.

Oh, God…teeth.

I jolt off the desk but his palm pushes my stomach back down as he assaults my sex with his perfect mouth. I’ve never hated a pair of panties as much as I do now. They’re in the way and I want them gone.

“Spread your legs,” he orders, a growl low in his throat.

I obey and immediately jerk them open. His hands are curious as they roam along my thighs but don’t touch me where I need to be touched most. I cry out when he licks me hard through the fabric of my panties. I’m soaked all the way through from both his mouth and my own arousal. He seems to sense this and his tongue drifts to the sides as if he can seek entrance that way. I’m about to beg him to take my panties off when his large finger hooks into the side of them. He pulls the fabric aside so that I’m bare to him. Before I can process what’s happening, his mouth is back on me but it’s flesh against flesh.

“Oh, God!” I cry out, my body once again rising from the desk.

He plunges his tongue deep inside of me while simultaneously pushing me back down on the desk. I’m losing all sense of reality. I’ve never been fucked by a tongue before. It’s strong and slippery and invasive. I don’t want him to stop. When his thumb rubs against my clit, I yelp out his name. This seems to motivate him because everything he does to me seems to intensify. All it takes are a few more firm strokes against my clit and I explode. My entire body trembles with my release. I’ve barely come down from my high when he’s pulling away and standing.

“Tell me no, Dorian,” he practically snarls at me. He’s so damn gorgeous now that he’s lost control and the feral glint is in his eyes again. “Tell me no because if you don’t, I’m going to pull my cock out and fuck you right here on this desk.” His jaw clenches. “Tell. Me. No.”

“Fuck me, Judge,” I order, not at all intimidated by his fierce warning.

He growls as he shoves my dress out of the way. My panties get ripped down my thighs and then tossed way. His gaze is locked on mine as he unbuckles his jeans and pushes them down his thighs.

“Shirt,” I moan. “Off.”

In one of those sexy guy moves, he grabs at the collar behind his neck and pulls it up over his head revealing his muscular tattooed chest to me. Selfishly, I stare between us and inspect his muscles on top of muscles. He has a V. None of the ex-boyfriends I was with ever looked remotely this good. I’ve died and gone to hottie hell. And I sure as heck never want to leave. With his lip caught between his teeth on one side, he shoves his black boxer briefs down and grips his impressive, thick cock in his strong veiny hand.

“You’re about to get fucked, little girl.”
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I’ve died and gone to heaven. That’s the only way to explain the blonde-haired, blue eyed angel who’s sprawled out on my desk. Her chest is heaving, her eyes are wild, and her pussy is still soaked from where I brought her to orgasm with just my thumb and tongue.

Fuck did she taste good.

Sweet as sin.

And when her pussy clenched around my tongue when she came, I’d never experienced anything quite like it. She’s tight and going to feel damn good on my dick.

I grab her hips and yank her closer to me until her ass hangs off the edge of the desk. A moan of anticipation escapes her. Her fingers go to the back of her neck as she unties the top of her dress. My cock slides between the lips of her hot sex but I don’t enter her yet. I’m too busy feasting on the little strip show she’s doing. The moment she peels the dress down to her stomach and reveals her bare breasts, I groan.

Small, peachy nipples.

Tiny white tits that I want to turn purple.

Fuck, she’s perfect.

“Touch them,” I bark out, my voice hoarse with need.

She obeys—good little girl—and teases her nipples with her thumbs. My hips buck against her and she jolts as my cock slides against her still sensitive clit.

“I need to go upstairs and fetch a condom,” I utter but don’t stop rubbing against her.

Her desperate whimper almost does me in. “I’m clean. And you…you’re clean right?”

I nod. “Babies?”

“Pull out,” she breathes, her eyes hooded and urgent.

With my dick in one hand and my other on her hip, I drive deep into her tight body with one powerful thrust. She screams and I nearly black out with pleasure. It’s been so long that I forgot what it’s like to be with a woman.

It’s fucking amazing.

As soon as I start bucking into her, she flashes me a desperate look. “Kiss me.”

I don’t have to be told twice, I slide an arm beneath her and pull her into my arms. Her body settles on my cock and her arms wrap around my neck. With her legs wrapped tightly around me, we’re in a perfect position to kiss. Our lips and tongues fight to get to each other. I step out of my shoes and the rest of my clothes as I walk her to the closest wall which just happens to be my bookshelf. She cries out when I push her against the books and never lose my stride of fucking her.

“God,” I groan against her mouth. “You’re so fucking perfect.”

She rips at my hair as she starts to lose herself to another orgasm. This one I can feel claiming her from the inside. Her body seizes around my cock and milks my own climax out of me with such force, I nearly drop her.

I start to pull out to send my come shooting between us, but she has me on lock down, her mouth desperately claiming mine. I’m so wrapped up in her, I don’t even give a damn. I let out a deep moan as the last of my orgasm shoots inside of her.

We both still after some time and our kisses become slower. We’re locked together like some complicated two-piece puzzle. When my cum runs back out of her and slides down my thigh, I slip her off my now flaccid cock and set her to her feet.

“Are you okay?” My voice is hoarse.

She looks up at me with a brightness I’ve yet to see in her eyes. “I don’t think I’ve ever been better.”
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“Why does it feel like I’m in a fantasy here with you?” she murmurs in the dark, her naked body curled against mine. I stroke her still-wet hair. It was the first time I’d showered with another woman since my wife. I’d forgotten how intimate it could be and after her soaping down my chest, I was ready to fuck her again. I did exactly that against the shower wall while she screamed my name.

“Because it feels too good to be true,” I answer honestly.

She’s quiet for a moment. “You don’t turn into a monster at midnight, do you?”

“No, beautiful. Still your Prince Charming,” I tease, my voice light in an attempt to steer her from dark thoughts of her ex.

Her body turns to face mine. “This is what it’s supposed to feel like, right? It didn’t feel like this with Carson. He was my…he was my only…”

Just the mention of that abusive prick has my blood boiling. “I was lucky enough to find someone compatible and wonderful early on in my life. I lost her but, yes, we shared moments exactly like this. A man is supposed to worship his woman, not hurt her. A man, if he’s any man at all, should want her to soar. Carson liked you under the sole of his expensive shoe. You don’t belong there, gorgeous.”

I can’t see her but I need to kiss her. My lips seek hers in the darkness. Our kiss is unrushed as I take my time tasting her. This thing with Dorian is moving quickly and out of control but I don’t want it to stop. She’s the first real thing I’ve felt in forever. My life has been about my girls. But now that they’re all grown up, I was losing my purpose.

Dorian gives me a feeling of purpose.

I can protect and look after her.

Keep her safe from that motherfucker.

“I like being in your arms,” she admits, her voice sweet and sultry.

I kiss her deeply. My cock is thick and aroused, pressed against her thigh. “You fit perfectly in them.” I nip at her bottom lip causing her to mewl.

“I like that you’re not soft with me despite…despite everything…” Her voice catches. “It’s like you lose control around me.”

I groan because she’s right. I can’t keep my hands off her now that I’ve had her. “I can’t be soft with you,” I tease before sucking on her lip. “Everything is very, very hard.” I thrust against her thigh making her giggle.

“Good. I don’t want you going easy on me. I like it,” she whispers. Her body wiggles against me. “The kinds of bruises you could give me are far different than the ones I’d gotten before. Are you going to bruise me?” Her words are meant to turn me on and provoke me. Fuck, do they ever work.

“Damn right I am,” I growl as I roll her onto her stomach. I kiss her bare shoulder blade before nudging her thighs apart with my knee. “You want to get held down and fucked?”

“Mmm,” she whimpers. “I do.”

I pin her to the bed by her upper arms and begin dragging the tip of my engorged cock against her wet center. My cock slips down between the lips of her pussy and rubs against her clit making her jolt.

“Don’t tease me.” Her voice is muffled against the sheets.

“Like this?”

“Oh, shit,” she curses.

I tease her anyway because I know she likes it. Her moans and squirming tell me so. When she can’t take it anymore and lets out a scream of pleasure, I choose that moment to drive my cock the rest of the way inside of her. Her vaginal walls are still clenching in ecstasy and it feels fucking amazing. I thrust hard and furiously into her, my slick body slapping against hers until I find my own release. A hot jet of cum spurts inside of her but I manage to pull out and shoot the rest on her perfect ass.

“Oh, God,” she whispers. “That was…that felt…”

I smirk as I smear my hand in the evidence of my release on her ass before slapping her flesh. “Coming all over your ass is almost as good as coming inside of you.”

I grab her hips and flip her onto her back. Crawling my way up her body, I kiss her soft skin along the way, paying special attention to her nipples.

“I could get used to this. You. Us,” I admit, my voice husky and raw. “You woke the damn animal inside of me and I’m not sure he’ll ever rest again.”

She grips my hair and guides me up closer to her until our mouths meet again. Her breath is hot against my lips. “Who needs rest?”
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I yawn as I stare at an open case file. Maybe staying up until the early morning hours making love to Dorian was a bad idea. My gaze drifts over to the round table in my office where she is tapping away furiously on my laptop. Ignoring my file, I watch her. Her back is straight and there’s a determined glint in her eyes. For a half a second, I worried maybe she wouldn’t be professional while she worked with me. That all dissipated the moment she sat down and started working on what I asked her to with ease and few questions. HR was thrilled that I’d recruited an intern and was glad to push the paperwork along.

“Hmmm,” she hums, her brows scrunching together. She says no more on the subject but I’m sure she’s having a difference of opinion on something she’s reading.

“There are a lot of ‘hmmms’ in this job. There are also a lot of smiles when justice is served,” I say, my voice drawing her gaze to mine.

“How do you do it?” Her nose scrunches as if she’s trying to imagine being in my shoes. “How do you not get angry when the wrong verdicts are reached?”

I adjust my tie and lean back in my leather desk chair. “I just trust the system. Most of the time, it works. And if we don’t get the answer we want, often, I see these cases again in retrials. It’s the attorney’s duty to gather the evidence that will convince a jury. Their job is much more important than mine.”

She nods. “I can see that. The world needs more good attorneys, huh?”

“That they do.” My eyes flit over to the clock. “It’s almost noon and I don’t have to be in the courtroom until two. You want to grab lunch?”

Her lips curl into a breathtaking smile. “Of course.” She closes the laptop and stands. One of her new suits hugs her body like a glove. The light grey material clings to her ass so that you have no doubts about how perfect her curves really are. My dick twitches knowing that I was inside of her again this morning before our shower. We’ve been careless about sex but neither of us seem too bothered by it. I wouldn’t sleep with her unless I felt like something real existed between us. Dorian isn’t the promiscuous type either. She wants whatever blossoms between us as well.

“Your wolfish grins shouldn’t turn me on as much as they do,” she says, her lips lifting on one side.

I stand from my chair and grab my suit jacket from the closet. “I never had wolfish grins until you. I told you that you’d awoken the beast.”

Prowling over to her, I’m elated when she doesn’t cower away but instead lifts her chin as if she’s ready to accept a kiss. I’d be an asshole if I denied her. I slide my fingers into her messy blonde waves and crush my lips against hers. A small moan escapes her as I kiss her deeply and filled with intent. Her hands grip the lapels on my jacket as we kiss.

When we pull apart, my forehead rests against hers. “I’m glad I found you in the club the other night. I didn’t realize how lonely I was until I had you in my arms. I’m glad I held out for you. Nobody else could fill that void, I’m sure of it.”

She sighs and leans forward to kiss my lips again. “I’d sworn off men and then I met you. All powerful and imposing and hot. There was no ignoring you, Max. And quite frankly, I didn’t want to. It’s nice what’s brewing between us. Feels right.”

Her stomach growls and we both laugh.

“Let’s get you out of here so I can feed you. As much as you love my cock, it’ll have to be in the form of dessert later.”

She snorts and I’ve never felt so alive.
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“Food trucks remind me of my dad,” she says softly as she crumples up the foil from her taco.

I hold my hand out to accept the trash and add it to the bag in my lap. It was too windy to sit outside but I like having her all to myself in my car anyway. “Yeah?”

She points at a building. “That was his. Before Carson ruined it all. Dad and I would meet out here for lunch a lot. It was funny watching him savagely eat food truck greasy tacos while wearing an expensive Armani suit. He looked out of place, but that was Dad. He did what he wanted. I admired that about him. Fearless. Then…” Her voice catches and she looks down at her lap. “Then it was like he lost his inner fire and was afraid. Afraid of losing everything and having to start over again. I still can’t believe he left me.”

Leaning across the console, I grip her jaw and turn her toward me. Fresh, hot tears roll down her pretty pink cheeks. “Even the strongest people have moments of weakness. He loved you with everything he had. I know he’d be proud of how you’ve risen from the ashes and are forging a new path.”

Her nostrils flare and her bottom lip wobbles. “Because of you. Had you not shown up, I’d be looking for a new job today sporting a black eye or worse.”

“All I did was remind you of who you were,” I murmur, my lips brushing against hers. “You did the rest.”

We kiss and she tastes like lime from her tacos. I could devour her all day but I’ll need to get back to the courthouse soon to get ready for my next case. Our kiss lasts until someone pounds on her window.

Carson glares from the other side of the glass. Rage explodes from within me and I don’t think twice before heaving myself out of the car and stalking over to him.

“Got this all on tape,” he says in a smug tone. “Revered judge fucking my girlfriend. What will the precious public think?” He’s still holding the phone in his hand and I want to swat it from his grip.

But I keep my cool.

I can’t go around acting like a violent hothead like him.

My reputation is on the line.

Plus, he’s only digging himself deeper.

“Mr. Jennings,” I say in a cold voice. “Miss Dresser has filed a restraining order against you. You’re to not be within five hundred feet of her. I suggest you carry yourself away from here before I call Sheriff McMahon.”

His eyes narrow at me. He shuts off the phone and shoves it in his pocket. “Fine. I’m leaving but she’s still my goddamned woman. I’ll get her back, Judge. I always get her in the end. Pretty little Dorian can run,” he seethes, his face turning bright red. “But she can’t fucking hide.”

He storms away.

I don’t realize I’m still staring after him with my fists clenched until two thin arms hug me from behind.

“Thank you,” she whispers. “I was so scared.”

My heart sinks. I hate the fact that he thinks he’ll get her eventually. Over my goddamned dead body.

“You don’t have to be scared around me, beautiful. I won’t let that motherfucker hurt you ever again.”

The vow hangs thick in the air.

It’s a promise I won’t ever break.
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I’m an intern.

For the hottest judge this country has ever seen.

And I’m learning.

The past two weeks, I’ve spent assisting Max with duties and cases. I’ve seen him marry couples and serve out sentences to criminals. Max, while a wild stallion in bed, is extremely professional at work. He doesn’t fuck around or abuse his position aside from the stolen kiss here and there. The powerful, beautiful man teaches me things. Actual things about the law and what he does. It’s fascinating and I’m completely enthralled.

“Need some help?” Speaking of the devil. His deep voice jerks me away from the computer monitor. Heat burns at my cheeks and suddenly I’m embarrassed.

“I was just searching for things on the internet,” I admit, stretching my legs out across the duvet on his bed.

His dark eyebrow arches up before he heads into his closet to change his shirt. When he comes back out, his eyes are narrowed in curiosity. “Soph is cutting up vegetables for the salad. She’s not wearing her signature scowl. I think we should celebrate as soon as you’re done searching for mysterious ‘things.’”

I laugh and turn the screen around to show him. “It’s silly. I just thought…I mean, it’s been so much fun…” I trail off, my self-confidence gone. This really is stupid. I have a college degree in business. Looking up classes is probably a waste of time.

“Law school?” His tone is surprised but I don’t miss the flash of pride in his eyes. “What brought this on?”

I bite on my bottom lip and shrug. “I wasn’t sure about the whole interning thing but I’m really enjoying it. When those attorneys go at it in the courtroom, I’m mesmerized. It’s silly,” I repeat and sigh.

He walks over to the bed where I’m sitting and runs his palm over my bare thigh. A shiver ripples down my spine. I’m absolutely transfixed by this man. Addicted to his touch. When he’s not fucking my brains out like a man in his thirties, he’s showering me with attention and affection. The biggest hurdle in our budding relationship is his daughter but even she seems to be thawing at my presence.

“I think you can be whatever you want to be. Don’t worry about what others think, Dorian.” He kisses the top of my head. “Worry about what you want.”

I want a lot of things but Carson forced that selfish part of me into hiding. Now that she’s free again, I’m stacking up my wants faster than I can attain them.

I want to be in a career where I’m admired and respected. I want justice for others since justice was not served for me. And I want a partner. A best friend. A lover who doesn’t just understand my body but understands me.

Max’s green eyes are glimmering with adoration. I love that I am the only one who causes that look in his eyes. His jaw is clenched as he plucks the laptop from my lap and sets it on the nightstand. The shirt he just put on gets torn off his body. His ab muscles flex with the movements and I become mesmerized by his perfect flesh.

“Take off your dress,” he orders, his tone husky. “We can sneak a few more minutes before Soph starts hollering for help.”

I nod and pull my dress off my body. When I discard the bra and bare my naked breasts at him, he growls. So feral. So animalistic. So alluring.

“Lie back,” he barks as he sends his jeans and boxers hurtling to the floor.

I obey him and let out a squeal when he savagely rips my panties down my thighs and off of me. He pounces on me and I moan the moment our flesh touches. I’m drawn to his magnetic presence. I can’t get enough of him. His lips set to devouring mine in a way that makes me lose my mind.

Our kiss is fervent and I can’t get enough. I love how he speaks to me as though I’m someone deserving of everything I could ever want. That he’d be the type of man to encourage me, not bring me down. We roll over while we make out. I straddle him and kiss him eagerly, my wet sex rubbing against his ridiculously toned lower abs. His hard erection slides along the crack of my ass making me shiver. I lean forward, rubbing my breasts against his pectorals and offer my sex to him. Like a heat seeking missile, his cock plunges into me hard enough to rip me apart. I cry out against his lips. His hips are powerful as he thunders them up against me. I’m supposed to be riding him and yet he’s once again fucking me like there’s no tomorrow.

It’s insane how much I’m enjoying the way he overpowers me, even from beneath. I thought I was done with the alphas of the world. They abuse women, so I thought. Not this one. Abusing me with his cock and perfect mouth don’t count because I want it so bad I can’t stand it. It’s nice to let go and have him take care of me when I don’t even want to take care of myself.

Before I know what’s happening, I’m flipped onto my back and he drives into me hard enough to make the headboard slam against the wall. My fingernails dig into his shoulders as I hold on for the ride. His hand finds my jaw and he clutches onto it to hold me in place while we kiss. The brutal way in which he makes love has me falling so deep for this man I know soon I’ll be a goner.

I unravel with a scream that once again sets him off. His seed is hot as it bursts inside me but then he’s yanking out to expel the rest of it on my lower belly. We’re both breathing heavy and I feel as though my world is spinning off its axis.

“I don’t know how we got from that night we met to here,” he pants, his dripping dick still throbbing between us. “But I’m sure as hell happy we ended up here.”
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“Is everything okay?” I ask Sophia. Her green eyes are distant, dazed even. She blinks it away and regards me with a curled lip.

“Just fine, Mother.”

I gape at her and try desperately not to let her get to me. Something is going on with her and I intend on finding out. “Don’t be silly. We’re friends.”

She rolls her eyes. Max is outside tending to the grill with his cell phone pressed to his ear. Today he’s handsome in a white T-shirt that hugs his muscular back in all the right ways. Dragging my eyes from my man, I sit down in the chair beside her and take her hand.

“You can talk to me.”

Her hardened features soften ever so slightly. A flash of sadness flickers in her eyes. “I’m seventeen, Dorian. I walk with a cane.” Tears well in her eyes before she hastily blinks them back. “My softball career is over. I hate my life.”

“Is physical therapy not helping any? Can you go see a specialist?”

She shrugs. “The therapists treat me as though I’m the one hindering the progress. I can’t make my hips work. I’m in pain all the time. My grades are slipping. Worst of all, I don’t care anymore.” Her tears freely fall.

“I’m sorry,” I whisper. “I am so sorry you have to go through this.”

Her features turn hard again as she swipes away the rest of her tears. “What’s going on with you and Dad anyway? What are you after?” She sniffles and shoots me a scathing glare. “I thought he just needed to get laid but here you still are.”

Guilt infects me. By letting Max take care of me, I disrupted this poor girl’s life. “He and I hit it off really well. Your dad saved me from my ex.”

Her mouth pops open. “What?”

“My ex was…” Now it’s my time to choke up with tears. “He was abusive. A rapist. The prick was responsible for my father’s death. I’d been running when he caught up to me again. Your dad stepped in and rescued me.”

Pride shines in her eyes. Despite her pain, she adores her father. Who wouldn’t? Max is an amazing man. “I’ve been such a bitch to you,” she says with a sigh.

“You had your reasons,” I tell her with smile. “I just want you to know that I’m not some gold digger. Sure, Max is helping me get on my feet but I have real feelings for him. I’ve never been treated as though I’m…” I trail off and glance out the window again. “Everything. It’s nice. Actually, it’s more than nice. It’s everything I ever wanted.”

She smiles at me, the anger long faded. “I’m glad he found you. You’re different than most of the women who have tried desperately and failed to date him. The fact that he took a chance with you after all these years says a lot. My dad makes good, sound decisions.” Her eyes twinkle and it reminds me of Max so much I can’t help but grin back at her. “I trust in his decision to be with you.” Then her features darken. “But if you hurt him, I’ll cane you to death.”

We’re both giggling when Max walks back inside. His eyes are wide in surprise. I’ve been around Sophia and him for a couple of weeks now and she’s barely cracked a smile.

“You’re amazing,” he mouths to me from behind her, a strong emotion glimmering in his emerald eyes.

I wink at him. “So are you.”
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He’s following me.

Again.

But at least he can’t get to me.

I slip into the washroom at the courthouse and take a deep breath. Carson thinks he’s being slick, hiding in the shadows and behind people. I see him though. More than anything, I sense him. Every day he comes to the courthouse. I’ve been with Max for two wonderful months but this nightmare I can’t seem to shake keeps following me. I don’t tell Max because Carson isn’t doing anything but trying to intimidate me.

I am not afraid anymore.

Being with Max has strengthened me.

He is peace but he’s also fire. It fuels my own fire inside and I feel as though I can handle anything with him by my side. And oddly enough, I’ve found a good friend in his daughter. We’d started off rough but after our heart to heart, Sophia opened up to me. My heart aches for the pain she’s going through. Max has exhausted all options. Doctors. Specialists. The works. But he keeps trying, God love him.

God’s not the only one who loves him.

I stare at my reflection in the bathroom mirror. A smile plays at my lips and my blue eyes sparkle. Confidence and self-worth belong to me again. I owe that to him. Every single bit.

After finishing my business, I slip out of the washroom and head back toward his office where I have a mountain of work waiting for me. I’m almost there when someone brutally grips my bicep causing me to yelp.

“I’m tired of waiting,” Carson growls, his grip tightening. “Time to come home.”

I jerk my head over my shoulder and glare at him. “Get your hand off of me or I’ll scream.”

He has the sense to look worried and glances around. People are watching. Leaning forward, he snarls against my ear. “I have a video of the good judge with his tongue down his intern’s throat. I bet that would ruin more than his career. I’ve been saving it for a rainy day.”

“Let. Go. Of. Me.” My voice is loud and deadly.

His hand drops and he stalks away from me shaking his phone.

Shit. Shit. Shit.

This is bad.

Bypassing Max’s office, I hurry to the HR department. Once I slip in, with tears sliding down my cheeks, I turn in my resignation effective immediately.

Carson can try and bring me down all he wants but I’ll be damned if I let him bring Max down too.
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“I wish you’d have talked to me first,” Max tells me, his brows furrowed. I know he’s disappointed. I’m devastated. Working with him was so much fun and I’d learned tons.

“He was dead set on ruining you,” I whisper and nuzzle against him on the sofa. “I couldn’t let that happen.”

He grabs my hips and pulls me into his lap. Concern is etched on his handsome features. I shiver at his touch. This man never ceases to drive my body crazy with desire.

“I suppose it’ll allow you to spend more time on your law classes.” His lips quirk up in a half smile. “I will just miss seeing you all day.”

Heat creeps up my neck. He’d shocked me when he paid my tuition for this fall semester. I’d been embarrassed but a fierce emotion gleamed in his eyes that said he wasn’t to be argued with. Truth is, Max is too good to me. I don’t deserve him.

“I’ll see you around,” I vow. “We can still eat lunch. Besides, now that I’ll be shadowing Dane a few times a week, I’ll still see you at the courthouse. It just won’t be a conflict of interest that could cost you your job.”

He softens at the mention of his best friend. The moment I’d told him about what happened earlier today and my resignation, he phoned his friend. Dane is a divorce attorney but said he’d be more than happy to take me on as an intern.

I lean forward and kiss Max’s soft lips. Sophia is out with friends so it’s just the two of us. His large palms roam my ass through my dress. When he leans forward and bites my breast through my clothes, I let out a yelp.

“Ow,” I huff and slap his head.

He laughs and sets to kissing my throat. “Dorian…”

I’m panting and grinding against his erection. “Yeah, baby?”

“I love you.”

I still in his arms. His lips stop their pathway to my ear. “Fuck. I’m sorry. I just can’t hold that thought in any longer and—”

“I love you too,” I blurt out. God, how I do.

His fingers thread into my hair and he jerks my head back so he can look at me. Fire flashes in his emerald eyes. Fire for us. Fire for me. We spend the next few seconds clawing at each other’s clothes. He manages to unzip his pants far enough to pull his cock out. I don’t even get my panties off—they just get pushed to the side. Then he’s inside of me. Hard and unrelenting. Those naughty teeth are once again nipping at my sore breasts.

“Max,” I moan, my fingers ripping at his hair.

“My sweet Dorian,” he breathes against my chest.

We fuck like two crazy teenagers on his couch until we come with our feelings unabashedly blurted from our lips once more.

Holy hell, we’re in love.
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“Don’t you think you’re moving a little fast?” Dane questions, his hip leaned against the glass case in the jewelry store.

I drag my gaze from the glitzy diamond and frown. “It feels right.”

My best friend presses his lips together and regards me with a frown. I know he likes having Dorian interning for him. She’s been there for nearly a month now. I don’t know what his fucking problem is.

“Out with it,” I grumble as bring the ring up closer so I can inspect the diamond closely. “You’re not on board with me wanting to marry her. Tell me why.”

He scrubs at his jaw. “You haven’t dated in over a decade. The first chick you stick your dick into you’re ready to marry. Seems impulsive and not at all like you, Max.”

I scowl and pass him the ring to inspect. “I have always made good decisions, man. She’s the best damn decision I’ve ever made. I love her. She loves me. Who cares if it’s fast? It’s happening.”

He inspects the ring and gives me a nod before handing it back. “I just worry she’ll screw you over or some shit.”

I lift a brow. “Does Dorian really seem the type to screw anyone over? Hell, she’s the only person these days that can make Sophia smile. She’s perfect, Dane.”

“What about her ex, Carson?” His features darken. “He still fucking stalks her.”

I grit my teeth at the mention of that motherfucker. He’s yet to put his hands on her again but he does seem to show up wherever she goes. I’ve called Sheriff McMahon out several times because he’s violating his restraining order. The hits keep stacking up on the guy. It’s only a matter of time before we nail his ass and he leaves her alone for good.

“I’ll keep her safe,” I vow, my voice deadly.

He sighs. “Well, since you’ve obviously thought all of this out thoroughly, I guess your mind is made up. Will we be having a big wedding? What’s on the agenda?”

I’d sent Soph on a recon mission to determine if Dorian was the storybook wedding type. She’d said one day when she gets married, she wants something simple since her dad is no longer here to walk her down the aisle. She told my daughter it doesn’t matter when it comes to the wedding as long as the love is there.

The love is so damn there.

“Simple. Just us. My daughters. A few friends.”

He then smirks at me. “What happens if she says no?”

“She won’t say no.”

“So confident I see.”

I flash him a smug grin. “All she says is yes around me.”

He laughs loudly and earns us an annoyed glare from the salesclerk. I’m about to drop fifteen grand on a ring. She can at least look happy about it.

“I want this one,” I tell her, wiggling the ring at her. “Wrap it up.”
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“Where’s Soph?” Dorian asks, frowning.

I hug her to me and kiss the top of her head. We’re sitting on the back patio next to the fire pit after a nice grilled fish dinner. She sips on some lemon water and I nurse a beer. Together, we lounge on the outdoor sofa with her sitting between my spread legs leaned back against me with the blanket covering us.

“Staying with her sister and her husband tonight.” I’m glad those two seem to be connecting again.

“Just us. All alone. I wonder what sort of trouble we’ll get into,” she teases.

I reach into my pocket. “I imagine the good kind of trouble. Let me see your hand.”

She sets down the glass and absently holds her hand back to me. I slide the ring down her finger before releasing her hand. A small gasp escapes her. I chuckle when she scrambles to sit up and then straddles me. The brisk air chills her so I grab the blanket to pull up over her shoulders.

“Max…”

I take her hand wearing my ring and bring it to my lips. With a kiss to her knuckle, I smile. “Please be my wife. I love you so much. We were two people who desperately needed one another. Circumstance had us at the right place at exactly the right time. I can’t let you go, Dorian. I don’t want to let you go. You make me so damn happy. And I want to keep making you happy until the day I die.”

Tears well in her eyes. When she leans forward to kiss me, they roll out and splash my face. Our mouths meet for a needy kiss and she nods the whole time.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” I say with a laugh before she attacks my mouth again.

“Yes.” Her palms cup my cheeks. “So many yeses. All the yeses.”

We set to tearing each other’s clothes off. My shirt gets tossed away and her dress is a thing of the past. It’s chilly outside but we’re making fire. She squeals when I savagely rip the fabric of her panties and toss them into the fire pit.

“I can’t believe you set my panties on fire!” she squeals, laughing.

“I’ve heard that one a time or two from you,” I tease back.

She laughs but the moment I lift her by the hips and then push her down on my hard throbbing length, her laughter dies away. Her fingers claw at me as she kisses me wildly. I fuck her hard and without apology. Our slapping bodies will no doubt give the neighbors something to talk about. Her screams will make them jealous.

As she rides me, she fumbles with her bra and tosses it away. “Suck them.”

Obeying my sweet girl, I lean forward and suck her nipple hard enough to make her squeal. Her pussy clenches around me which tells me she loves the fuck out of it. Our lovemaking is harsh and rushed as we each fight to devour the other. When she comes with my name bursting from her lips, I let out my own release with a groan. My hot seed shoots deep inside her.

We haven’t been careful.

I don’t even care.

I want her.

All of her.

Everything we can be together.

“I’m pretty sure we just made a baby right now,” I say with a laugh.

She stiffens in my arms. It’s then I realize maybe she doesn’t want kids. I have two but I always wanted to have more. We never really discussed having a family. I just thought it was a given.

“Max…” Her voice is wobbly. “There’s something I need to tell you.”

Looking up at her, I stroke her cheek. “It’s okay, beautiful. Talk to me.”

“We didn’t just make a baby. I wanted to tell you sooner.” A sob catches in her throat.

She can’t have kids. That’s the only explanation for her behavior. “It’s okay. You not being able to get pregnant isn’t a deal breaker for me, sweetheart. I love you no matter what. I’ve got the girls. And if you want to adopt one day, I’m all for it.”

Tears roll down her eyes and she presses a kiss to my forehead. “How did I somehow catch the perfect man?”

I kiss her throat. “I caught you, baby. I’m the lucky one here.”

She places her hands on my shoulders and pulls away. Her pink cheeks are streaked with tears and her lips are swollen from our kissing. With the shadows from the fire pit dancing around us, her tits seem fuller and are begging for more attention. I lean forward to suck on her nipple again, but she pushes me away.

“I’m pregnant, Max.”

I freeze and jerk my head up. “W-What?”

Her lip wobbles again. The words come out barely as a whisper. “I found out but was afraid it would ruin what we had. I didn’t tell you. I’ve been holding onto this secret for a while.”

My thumb brushes across her stomach that I now realize seems pudgier than usual. Here I thought I just fed her better than she was used to. “How long?”

“A little over two months. I’m so sorry.”

I grip her jaw and pull her to my mouth. The kiss I give her is possessive. “This is the best present ever, Dorian. You’ve made me happier than I could have ever dreamed.”

“You’re not mad?”

I laugh. “I’m fucking over the moon with excitement. Are you happy?”

She bites on her bottom lip and nods. “So happy.”

“We made a baby,” I say in awe.

“We sure did.”
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We still haven’t told my girls but we’re dying to. Dorian manages to hide her pregnancy with flowing shirts to mask her swell despite her being well into her fifth month. But when we’re alone, I like when she shows her belly off to me. I get so turned on seeing her rounded stomach.

“Your son wants chocolate pudding,” she tells me as she looks up from her laptop.

“Daddy is hungry for something sweet too.”

She laughs. “You’re impossible.”

“How are your classes this semester? Need any help?”

A yawn escapes her and she stretches. Her fitted tank lifts and reveals her cute stomach to me. She’s just wearing the shirt and a pair of pink panties that are making my mouth water.

“Hard but still fun. Dane likes to quiz me at work. Sometimes he drives me crazy,” she pouts.

I chuckle. “He’s reliving the past through you. That guy was a major over-achiever in college. Looks like he’s trying to teach his little apprentice how to be the best too.”

She sets her computer down on the floor and lies back on the chaise lounge. I love how relaxed she is in my presence. Like a lazy cat just waiting to be pet. I willingly volunteer for that job every goddamned day.

I peel off my shirt, pride thrumming through me when I get her attention, and strut over to her. Her eyes rake over my hard chest down to something else that is hard. I’m still sweaty from working out in my home gym but Dorian always seems more turned on after I’ve been to the gym. I think she likes looking at me all sweaty, veins still bulging from exertion.

“See something you like?” I tease, rubbing my palm across my solid abs.

“I see something I love. I see something delicious.” Her blue eyes are hooded with desire.

“Better than chocolate pudding?”

“Close.”

We both laugh.

“Touch yourself over your panties,” I order, my demand husky.

She parts her thighs and reaches down between her legs. The pink is darker where her sex is because she’s wet there. I want to rip her panties off and lick her juices from them.

“How does it feel?”

A moan escapes her. “Not as good as when you touch me.”

I kneel down at the end of the chaise lounge and ignore my raging boner that’s tenting my basketball shorts. Grabbing her by the hips, I pull her to the end. She cries out when I move her hand away and replace it with my mouth. I nip at her clit through the fabric. My tongue teases along the sides of her panties, tickling her thighs. And to drive her crazier, I explore her sensitive areas with my fingers. I slip one finger in the side of her soaked underwear and seek her entrance. Another moan rips from her when I push it inside her tight body.

I fuck her with my finger from an odd angle while I continue to bite at her clit and the lips of her pussy. She squirms and thrashes and soon screams my name. Her entire body shudders from her release. I waste no time jerking her panties down her thighs, pushing my shorts down, and then entering her with one hard thrust. Her fingernails claw at me so she can draw me closer to her. Our teeth bump against each other as I kiss her roughly. My cock is in fucking heaven having her wrapped so tight around me.

“Max!” she cries out as I slam into her hard.

Together, we fuck like wild animals until she’s shuddering again.

This is my life now.

Dorian and I—a perfect pair.

Nothing can ever change this.

Fucking nothing.
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“We should get drunk,” Sophia challenges, an evil glint in her eyes. “Since Daddy is off golfing with Miles and Dane, it would be fun. Our little secret.”

I self-consciously pull at my oversized shirt. “I’m not really in the mood. Plus, you’re too young,” I admonish.

She rolls her eyes. “Is that really the reason? Or is it because you’re pregnant?”

My mouth pops open. Max promised he’d tell the girls this weekend over dinner. We just haven’t gotten that far yet.

“I, uh, oh my God.”

A smug grin crosses over her face. “I fucking knew it!”

“Language, Soph!” I shriek and my hand automatically goes to my belly when our son jumps from my outburst. Before I can pull it away, I notice her gaze on me.

“Just tell me,” she whines. “I’m a big girl. I can take it.”

I chew on my lip for a second before letting out a huff. “We were going to tell you this weekend. I’m pregnant. A boy.”

Her screech makes me laugh.

“This is so exciting!”

We giggle and hug in the kitchen. Sophia may be much younger than I am but we’ve grown really close. Over time, I divulged every dirty detail that Carson did to me. Stuff I couldn’t even bring myself to tell her father. She knows he still stalks me from time to time too. Together we cried and she viciously vowed to hurt him one day. I love her like I would a sister. I may have lost my family when Dad died, but I gained a new one. I’ve never been happier.

Ding-dong!

“You stay and watch the sauce. Keep cutting the mushrooms. I’ll get the door,” I tell her, my voice breathy from laughing. I’m all smiles as I flit through the house. My house. A few weeks ago, Max had one of his judge friends marry us at the courthouse. It was small and perfect. I’m officially Mrs. Rowe now.

My smile gets impossibly wider.

The moment I open the front door though, it melts away like butter in a frying pan.

“Well if it isn’t the little princess moving from one fucking prince charming to the other,” Carson snarls, staggering slightly toward me.

I go to slam the door shut but he pushes right inside. His hand catches me by the throat and I’m slammed against the nearest wall. He leans forward and I get a disgusting whiff of hard liquor. It’s barely five in the afternoon and he’s wasted.

“And you got yourself knocked up too,” he snarls, his hand squeezing my throat. “I bet you’re so goddamned happy!”

I flinch when he screams at me. My fingernails claw at him so he’ll release me but stars are beginning to glitter in my vision. When I see Sophia behind him, I implore her to run and get help with my eyes.

He starts shaking me and my head bangs against the wall. Blackness swarms around me. Just when I think my perfect life will be over as quick as it began, I’m released. His howling is loud but I slide down to my knees to try and catch my breath. Glass shatters and I hear grunting. When I come to my senses, I see Carson straddling Soph as he tries to strangle her. A kitchen knife sticks out of his back.

Oh God.

I bolt into Max’s office and look in the drawer he told me about. Once I pull out my weapon, I rush back in there. Since he’s sitting on top of her, I easily take a shot at him, knowing I won’t hit her. The bang is loud and scares the baby in my belly because he rolls hard in my stomach.

Carson howls again and releases Sophia. He falls onto his side cursing. It’s not a fatal wound from what I can tell but at least he’s let her go. She scrambles to her feet and hobbles over to me. I’m supposed to be the one consoling the teenager here but I’m crying so hard and my hands are shaking too badly. She whispers assurances to me as she takes the gun.

“Sit, Dorian,” she demands, her voice authoritative like her father’s.

She disappears and then returns with her cell phone to her ear. I can hear her talking calmly to someone. Sheriff McMahon. Then she calls her father. His bellowing can be heard all the way over here.

Carson sobs from the floor but neither of us move to help him.

Either he’s going to die or go to prison.

Either way, I’ll be glad.

My nightmare will finally be over.
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Several months later…

 

“With all the evidence stacked against him and an attempted murder charge, that asshole is looking at sixty years at least. The jury will proverbially hang him. To attack a pregnant woman and a teenager in their own home, he’s going down.” Max smiles at me before kissing our son on his dark head.

“Justice will be served. I have no doubt,” I agree, flashing him a grin.

Ethan, named after my father, kicks his little legs and stops nursing to gaze dreamily up at me. His eyes are a perfect shade of blue like mine but he looks so much like Max it hurts. This kid is beautiful and he’s mine.

“Olivia and her family will be over later for dinner. If you’re not feeling up to it, I can reschedule,” he says, as he makes silly faces at our baby.

Ethan coos and gurgles at his daddy.

These two are too adorable.

“I feel good. I want to see them,” I assure him.

He leans forward and kisses my mouth as Ethan greedily finds the breast again. “You make me feel young again, Dorian Dresser Rowe.”

My heart patters at hearing my new last name. It never gets old. “You make me feel loved again, Maximillian Edward Rowe.”

We both grin before he attacks my mouth once more.

Flames of love and desire surge through me.

Carson spent so much time trying to snuff me out. And at one time, I’d thought he had. But then a formidable and brutally handsome judge stepped into my life. He picked me up when I thought I’d never get up again. Dusted me off and looked right in my eyes. Max made me feel worthy and valued and like I was something special. He rekindled that fire and continually feeds it to this day. With every kind word, sensual touch, and sweet kiss, I fall deeper into the raging flames of love we make.

The internship. Law school. My career. All of those are exciting and I’m thrilled to be on that journey.

But my favorite adventure is the one I set out on every day with Max. Together we experience new things. Together we share our love and enjoy life.

Together we are…

Simply together.

And that’s better than anything I could ever imagine.

 

The End
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A desperate temptation neither can ignore.

 

An injury has changed her entire life.

She’s crippled, hopeless, and angry.

And the only one who can lessen her pain is him.

 

Being the boss is sometimes a pain in the ass.

He’s irritated, impatient, and doesn’t play games.

Yet he’s the only one willing to fight her…for her.

 

Daring.

Forbidden.

Out of control.

Someone is going to get hurt.

And, oh, how painfully sweet that will be.

 

Amazon

Amazon UK

Amazon CA

Amazon AUS

K’s Website

 


K Webster’s Taboo World

Cast of Characters

 

Brandt Smith (Rick’s Best Friend)

Kelsey McMahon (Rick’s Daughter)

Rick McMahon (Sheriff)

Mandy Halston (Kelsey’s Best Friend)

 

Miles Reynolds (Drew’s Best Friend)

Olivia Rowe (Max’s Daughter/Sophia’s Sister)

 

Dane Alexander (Max’s Best Friend)

Nick Stratton

 

Judge Maximillian “Max” Rowe (Olivia and Sophia’s Father)

Dorian Dresser

 

Drew Hamilton (Miles’s Best Friend)

Sophia Rowe (Max’s Daughter/Olivia’s Sister)

 

Easton McAvoy (Preacher)

Lacy Greenwood (Stephanie’s Daughter)

 

Stephanie Greenwood (Lacy’s Mother)

Anthony Blakely (Quinn’s Son)

Aiden Blakely (Quinn’s Son)


K Webster’s Taboo World Reading List

These don’t necessarily have to be read in order to enjoy, but if you would like to know the order I wrote them in, it is as follows (with more being added to as I publish):

 

 

Bad Bad Bad – Available Now

Ex-Rated Attraction – Available Now

Naughty St. Nick (What Happens During Holidays Antho) – Available Now

Malfeasance – Available Now

Easton (Formerly known as Preach) – Available Now

Crybaby – Available Now

Lawn Boys – Available Now




[image: ]

The Breaking the Rules Series:

Broken (Book 1)

Wrong (Book 2)

Scarred (Book 3)

Mistake (Book 4)

Crushed (Book 5 – a novella)

 

The Vegas Aces Series:

Rock Country (Book 1)

Rock Heart (Book 2)

Rock Bottom (Book 3)

 

The Becoming Her Series:

Becoming Lady Thomas (Book 1)

Becoming Countess Dumont (Book 2)

Becoming Mrs. Benedict (Book 3)

 

War & Peace Series:

This is War, Baby (Book 1)—BANNED (only sold on K Webster’s website)

This is Love, Baby (Book 2)

This Isn’t Over, Baby (Book 3)

This Isn’t You, Baby (Book 4)

This is Me, Baby (Book 5)

This Isn’t Fair, Baby (Book 6)

This is the End, Baby (Book 7—a novella)

 

2 Lovers Series:

Text 2 Lovers (Book 1)

Hate 2 Lovers (Book 2)

Thieves 2 Lovers (Book 3)

 

Alpha & Omega Duet:

Alpha & Omega (Book 1)

Omega & Love (Book 2)

 

Pretty Stolen Dolls Series:

Pretty Stolen Dolls (Book 1)

Pretty Lost Dolls (Book 2)

Pretty New Doll (Book 3)

Pretty Broken Dolls (Book 4)

 

Taboo Treats:

Bad Bad Bad

Easton

Crybaby

Lawn Boys

Malfeasance

 

Dirty Bits by Carina Press:

Ex-Rated Attraction

 

Standalone Novels:

Apartment 2B

Love and Law

Moth to a Flame

Erased

The Road Back to Us

Surviving Harley

Give Me Yesterday

Running Free

Dirty Ugly Toy

Zeke’s Eden

Sweet Jayne

Untimely You

Mad Sea

Whispers and the Roars

Schooled by a Senior

B-Sides and Rarities

Blue Hill Blood by Elizabeth Gray

Notice

The Wild—BANNED (only sold on K Webster’s website)

The Day She Cried




[image: ]

Thank you to my husband. You’re my rock. Always. I love you.

 

A huge thank you to my Krazy for K Webster’s Books reader group. You all are insanely supportive and I can’t thank you enough.

 

A gigantic thank you to my betas who read this story. Elizabeth Clinton, Ella Stewart, Misty Walker, Shannon Miller, Amy Bosica, Brooklyn Miller, Robin Martin, Amy Simms, Jessica Viteri, Amanda Söderlund, and Tammy McGowan, you all helped make this story even better. Your feedback and early reading is important to this entire process and I can’t thank you enough.

 

A big ol’ thank you to Misty Walker for encouraging me daily! Your support and friendship means the world.

 

A big thank you to my author friends who have given me your friendship and your support. You have no idea how much that means to me.

 

Thank you to all of my blogger friends both big and small that go above and beyond to always share my stuff. You all rock! #AllBlogsMatter

 

Thank you PREMA Editing for editing this!

 

Thank you to the gals from the Drawn to Him Anthology who invited me into your antho! What a success it was and it gave birth to my little story here!

 

Thank you Stacey Blake with Champagne Formats for being super fab as always when formatting my books and in general. I love you! I love you! I love you!

 

A big thanks to my PR gal, Nicole Blanchard. You are fabulous at what you do and keep me on track! I love ya, girl.

 

Lastly but certainly not least of all, thank you to all of the wonderful readers out there that are willing to hear my story and enjoy my characters like I do. It means the world to me!




[image: ]

K Webster is a USA Today bestselling author of over fifty romance books in many different genres including contemporary romance, historical romance, paranormal romance, dark romance, romantic suspense, taboo romance, and erotic romance. When not spending time with her hilarious and handsome husband and two adorable children, she’s active on social media connecting with her readers.

 

Her other passions besides writing include reading and graphic design. K can always be found in front of her computer chasing her next idea and taking action. She looks forward to the day when she will see one of her titles on the big screen.

 

Join K Webster’s newsletter to receive a couple of updates a month on new releases and exclusive content. To join, all you need to do is go here.

 

Facebook

Blog

Twitter

Email

Goodreads

Instagram

 

images/00011.jpeg
chapter six





images/00010.jpeg
chapter five





images/00013.jpeg
chapter eight





images/00012.jpeg
chapter seven





images/00015.jpeg
other books by
K. WEBSTER





images/00014.jpeg
epilogue





cover.jpeg
J

'K WEBSTER, ™=





images/00017.jpeg
about the author





images/00016.jpeg
acknowledgements





images/00002.jpeg
dedication





images/00001.jpeg
malfeasance

'

K WEBSTER





images/00004.jpeg
Judye





images/00003.jpeg
chapter one





images/00006.jpeg
Dotria





images/00005.jpeg
chapter two





images/00008.jpeg





images/00007.jpeg
chapter three





images/00009.jpeg
chapter four





