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      I am in over my head.

      Two days until my first runway show and I feel like I’m caught in a cyclone.

      My rented design studio is full of cranky models, pins and fabric scraps are scattered on every surface, my sketches have been tweaked so many times I barely recognize them anymore. This is not how I pictured the glamorous life of a fashion designer.

      And it’s not even the women’s line giving me the most trouble.

      I’ve promised a preview of my menswear line and I can’t seem to find a lick of inspiration. Mostly because I know very little about men, in general. What I have experienced has been negative. Maybe that’s my problem. I don’t have love for them. I’m staring down at my sketchpad, trying to rework a modern kilt concept for the ninth time—unsuccessfully—all while shouting instructions to seamstresses, interns and models. My head is about to burst.

      My best friend and assistant, Jocelyn, drops down beside me on the leather couch. “Well? Have you come up with anything earth-shattering yet?”

      “No,” I say, blowing out an unsteady breath. “But I have twenty-four hours to produce something for the men’s line. I’ve had less time before, right?”

      “Sure. On The Fashion Game. But this isn’t a reality show, baby cakes. This is the big leagues.” She snaps her gum. “Everyone has already forgotten you won first place on television. This is the real test. You have to deliver.”

      I’m already nodding. Jocelyn is always right, even if her brand of love is tough.

      Fashion is always about what’s next. Not what happened last season. It doesn’t matter that at twenty-one, I’m the youngest contestant ever to win on The Fashion Game. Or that I scored a million dollars to launch my new line. I’ve sunk a hefty chunk of that money into moving from Nebraska to New York City (not cheap), rent my work studio in the Garment District (definitely not cheap) and design the line to end all lines.

      So it’s make or break time.

      If this line sinks, so does Parker Hauser.

      I blow my blonde bangs out of my eyes and stare across the studio. The male model has been waiting there for days, waiting for me to fit him into something. Anything. There is something about the model that I don’t find particularly appealing. I can’t put my finger on what it is, though. Is it his sharp cheekbones and narrow hips? He has a pretty standard body type for males in the industry. Thin, angular, coiffed. Even a little icy.

      Why can’t I seem to give two craps how he ends up dressed?

      Caring about clothes is my job.

      And I’m running out of time. But inspiration is clearly not going to strike on this couch.

      “I’m going out for a walk,” I say, stuffing my sketchpad into my satchel.

      Jocelyn almost spits out her gum. “What? Now?”

      “Yes.”

      “Parker, you need to buckle down and get this done for us—” She snaps her mouth shut, waving a hand as if to clear the air. “For you. This could really launch your brand.”

      “Believe me, I’m aware,” I reassure my best friend, pulling her into a hug. “The last thing I want to do is let down the viewers who voted for me. Or you. After all, you’ve been encouraging me since we were just kids in Nebraska. I’ll get it done. I promise.”

      She looks skeptical as I pull away, but I don’t take it personally.

      I take the elevator down to the lobby of the building and step out onto West 39th Street, surprised to find night is already falling. It’s Friday night and weekend vibes are percolating the February air. It’s unseasonably mild, but still cold enough that I have to belt my favorite purple coat and brace against the wind.

      I’m not sure where I’m heading, but there is inspiration around every corner in my new home. Magnificent old architecture tucked in between modern developments. Characters being characters. Diversity, excitement, revolution. Every store window tells a different tale.

      For some reason, I find myself stopped on the sidewalk, staring across the street at a little dive bar called Mulloy’s. Apart from a few beers in high school, I haven’t done much drinking. I was a contestant on the reality show when I turned twenty-one, so I haven’t had much of a chance to take advantage of the legal drinking age. I’ve never even been in a bar. Maybe some new scenery is just the stimulus I need to finish this line.

      A drink might not hurt, either.

      Decision made, I curl my fingers around the strap of my satchel, wait for the traffic to pass, then cross the side street. It’s kind of amazing, actually, how quickly the world changes around me after stepping into the bar. It goes from street sounds to the welcoming din of conversation. Dark to glowing. Lost to found.

      “Would you like a table?” a girl asks me in an Irish accent, pointing to a stack of menus. “Might be a bit of a wait. Or there are open stools at the bar.”

      “I’ll sit at the bar, thank you.”

      That’s the decision I make, but following through is more intimidating than I imagine. The bar is mostly occupied by men. Large ones in construction clothing. As gingerly and inconspicuously as possible, I take off my coat and hang it on the wall, sliding onto the last stool near the window, pretending not to notice when every single one of their heads swings in my direction. A few of them even elbow each other. Probably because I look like a fish out of water.

      I need to come up with a drink order before the bartender gets here—

      The bartender.

      There he is.

      Oh my.

      My thighs slide together on the stool and I tug my skirt down, frantically trying to hide the clench of my sex. Whoa. What was that? What is happening?

      This man is walking toward me and…oh, he is nothing like the male model back at the studio. He’s big. Tall. Barrel chested. Thick all over. Some might call him overweight, but there’s a shape to his arms and legs that suggests hard work. Manual labor.

      And it’s just how he’s built, too.

      He’s husky.

      My gaze travels down the front of his flannel shirt, lingering on the curl of black hair reaching out through the opening. The buttons strain a little over his stomach—a stomach that looks hard as a rock for all its girth. And his jeans. The zipper of his denim fly is straining, too.

      Then he opens his mouth. “Need to check your ID.”

      His gruff baritone makes my nipples spike.

      The satchel slips off my lap and lands on the ground. Turning red, I jump down and stuff everything back inside of it, begging my body to calm the heck down. “My ID. Yes, of course.” God, my mouth is like a desert as I root out my wallet, untuck my Nebraska driver’s license and hold it out. “H-here you go.”

      He watches me curiously under dark eyebrows for a moment, then takes the card, scanning it with light blue eyes that are such a contrast to the rough and ready rest of him. I use his distraction as an opportunity to study the harsh planes of his face, the close-cropped black beard, the nose that looks like it has been broken.

      Finally, he gives back the ID. “Long way from home, Parker Hauser.”

      “This is home now. Hopefully it stays that way,” I breathe nervously.

      His brows pull together and there’s something about his eyes, the way they slowly take my measure, that turns my legs to wet noodles. “You want a drink, Nebraska?”

      One of the men shouts from a few stools away, “Yo, Daws. I’ll buy her that drink—”

      “I’ll buy all her drinks!” another one calls.

      “Keep your money and shut the fuck up,” growls the bartender, turning to pin the men with a look. When they’ve buried their faces back in their beers, Daws slowly returns his attention to me. “First time?”

      Oh my God. How can he tell I’m a virgin?

      “W-well, yes…” I try to stutter through an answer, my face in flames, but nothing sensible comes out. “I haven’t dated much and—”

      “First time in a bar,” he clarifies quickly, the resonant pitch of his voice sensitizing my skin, head to toe. He takes one heavy breath. Two. “You better hope I’m the only one who heard that slip-up.”

      “Why?”

      His fingers curl into fists on the bar. “I’ll be fighting these men off with a stick.”

      “Would you?” I ask a little wistfully, without thinking. “Fight them for me?”

      He seems to be trying to hide the longing in his eyes, but it slips through. It slips through and it rocks me to the soles of my high heels. His eyes meander down the front of my tucked-in white blouse, my short leather skirt, the length of my crossed thighs, and the Adam’s apple bobs in his throat. “Jesus Christ,” he says hoarsely. “Who wouldn’t fight for you?”

      Moisture soaks into the strip of silk between my legs. Enough to make me gasp.

      I’ve never had this reaction to any man before. I daresay I’m even more turned on right now than I get over the perfect, little black dress. A lot more. And it hits me.

      I took this walk outside the studio to get some inspiration for my men’s line—and here he is. Standing right in front of me. “Daws?” I whisper. “I need you.”
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      This has to be a dream.

      When the knockout blonde walked into my bar, looking like a fairy princess lost in the woods, I was already pinching myself. But then I got a close-up look at her. At that freckled nose, her wide hazel eyes and full upper lip. Now she’s whispering that she needs me and I know for damn sure I’m still asleep in bed. There is no way a pretty, little thing like her wants shit to do with my thick ass. Men who look like me don’t get this lucky.

      Maybe she “needs” me to beat the shit out of someone.

      And hell, I can do that.

      My background as a security guard gave me those necessary skills. Owning a bar in New York City requires a decent amount of muscle, too, and if I find out she’s in trouble or scared of someone, she can rest assured I’ll put it to good use. Matter of fact, the possibility of anyone doing harm to this sweet, beautiful, self-admitted virgin makes my blood boil.

      “Need me to do what?” I ask, leaning a forearm on the bar. “Someone hurt you?” A lump in my throat catches me off guard. “Scare you?”

      “What?” Frowning, she shakes her head. “No. Nothing like that. I need you for something else.”

      My cock grows stiff and achy, even though I know she can’t be needing me for sex. This girl could date anyone. Take her pick. She didn’t walk into this bar and decide a scarred up, big-boned thirty-three-year-old bar owner should be the one to fuck her first.

      Life just doesn’t work that way.

      But tell that to my dick.

      “What is it?”

      She licks her lips and now I have to adjust myself. “Okay, this is going to sound crazy, but please hear me out.” Her tits heave a few times. “Actually, do you mind if I have a drink first? I think I need some courage before I ask.”

      I almost laugh before I realize she’s serious.

      She thinks she’ll ask me for something—anything—and I’ll say no?

      “How about a glass of wine?”

      Her relief that I’ve made the decision for her is palpable. “Yes. Yes, please.”

      On my way to take the good wine out of the refrigerator, I glare at every man at the bar, letting them know to stay right where they are. I’m not good enough for her, but none of them are, either. As soon as I pour her a half glass of wine—she’s only a tiny thing—I make my way back and set it down in front of her. “Have a few sips. I’ll fill some orders and be right back.”

      She smiles, and I swear I hear angels singing. “Thank you, Daws.”

      I grunt, rubbing at the area below my neck. I did not see this coming tonight.

      What the hell is wrong with my chest?

      A few minutes later, I’m back in front of her and she’s drained the whole glass of wine. “All right. Here it is.” She squares her shoulders, leans toward me and lowers her voice. “I need you to be my model.”

      Again, I wonder if I’m dreaming. “Model? For what? A tractor advertisement?”

      Her laugh is cheerful as hell. I want to tuck the sound into my pocket and pull it out on rainy days. “No. I’m a fashion designer. You might have seen me on a reality show called The Fashion Game?” I stare at her blankly and she waves a hand. “Never mind. I won, though, and I’m officially launching at Fashion Week tomorrow afternoon and…I can’t seem to be inspired by the model I hired.”

      It takes me a few ticks to realize how I fit into this explanation. “You…” I point at her. “Want me.” I jab my finger into the center of my belly. “To be your model.”

      “That is correct.”

      “After only a half a glass of wine?”

      Her mouth drops open. “I’m not drunk. This is serious.”

      “Come on, Nebraska. I’m the opposite of a model. I’m an anti-model.”

      “That’s exactly why I need you. You’re real.” She stutters adorably for a moment, regrouping, I’m guessing. “I can’t exactly call you the everyday man, because, well, you’re built like a big ol’ tank. Most men are not. You’re just so unique and…” She ducks her head, hiding her eyes with that fall of blonde bangs. “Look, I have plus-sized female models in my show. Why not men, you know? Bottom line, I just want to make clothes for you. I want you to…wear my clothes. I’ve been blocked for weeks on my menswear line, but I can already see a hundred different options for you. I don’t think I came in here by accident.” She takes a deep breath and blows it out, sending her bangs in a hundred directions. “Wow, that wine really did the trick.”

      I’m still not sure if she’s serious.

      Me? A male model?

      The only manscaping I do is beard-related, I wear a 3XL and I’ve been known to rip through dress shirts if they’re too tight. “You sure this isn’t a joke?” I jerk a thumb over my shoulder. “None of these idiots put you up to this?”

      She seems genuinely offended. Hurt, even. And I wish I hadn’t asked her that. “I would never do something that mean. I really want you.” She blushes. “A-as a model. Of course.”

      “Of course.” I ignore the sinking disappointment. It’s pointless. She’s light years outside of my league. I already knew that. All she did was confirm it. “What would I have to do?”

      “You’re considering it?” Parker says, clapping her hands together. “Well, it would require the next twenty-four hours of your life—I would pay you, of course.”

      “Nope.”

      She blinks. “I suppose we can hammer out those details later. But we would have to work together around the clock. And there would be a runway show at the end of it. Tomorrow. In front of a lot of people.” She slumps a little, as if she’s just considered something. “Critics can be horrible, though. I-I don’t want to subject you to that.” She chews her lip a moment, then slides off the stool. “Maybe it was a bad idea—”

      “Wait.” She’s leaving? Panic rocks me back on my heels. “Hold on, now, Nebraska. Sit back down.” She hesitates. “Please?”

      Parker nods, takes her stool again.

      “What exactly are you worried about?”

      “That critics can be evil on occasion. I’ve prepared myself to be judged, but you…” She shakes her head. “To bring you into the fray and make you vulnerable when you have no experience? That wouldn’t be fair.”

      “Vulnerable?” A laugh rumbles out of me. “Parker, I don’t give a rat’s ass about what some fashion critics say about me. Not if it doesn’t affect your show in a bad way.”

      “I want to take that risk. I think you—” She cuts her gaze to the side. “I think it would be worth it. If you need time to consider the offer, I’ll understand.”

      Let me see. Do I need time to consider spending twenty-four hours with this sweetheart?

      Fuck no.

      Being around her knowing I don’t have a snowball’s chance in hell is going to be murder on my cock, but I can’t bring myself to turn down the opportunity. To hear her laugh, to smell her wildflowers scent, to watch her work and learn more about her. Maybe Parker will let me become her protector. Or the one she runs to with problems.

      Is it crazy to hope for that, since I can’t hope for more?

      “I don’t need time to consider it.” I swipe my phone out of my back pocket. “Just let me get one of my employees in here to cover my shift.”

      “You own this place?”

      I nod once. “I’m Daws Mulloy.”

      She takes that in. “You’re really going to help me?” she squeals, joy flooding her face.

      Don’t fall in love with her. Don’t do it.

      But when she launches herself over the bar into my arms, I worry it might be too late.
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      When me and Daws walk into the studio, everyone has gone home for the night and I’m grateful for the quiet. There is a geyser of ideas in my head and I’m eager to get them on paper. To test fabric against Daws’s skin tone and…and okay, maybe I just want him all to myself. I feel like I’ve gone out into the wilds of Manhattan and brought back a treasure. A big, beautiful treasure and I don’t want anyone else to steal him from me.

      In comparison to his tank-like frame, the studio becomes a tiny dollhouse. I feel smaller, too. Like he could pick me up and toss me around like a beach ball. Why is that so appealing? Why do I keep looking at his thick, work-worn fingers and wondering what they would feel like tangled in my hair?

      I’ve always kind of assumed my sex drive had never been installed. While I was on the reality show, my platonic, short-lived relationship seemed to confirm that. But maybe I just hadn’t met my type. Maybe I just hadn’t met Daws.

      Oh lord, if I’m not careful, he’s going to catch me mooning at him.

      He’s older, wiser and confident. Kind, too, for helping me at a moment’s notice. The women he dates are probably daring and bold. They likely know themselves, whereas I’m still finding out who I am. They probably take shots of tequila and wipe their mouths afterwards with their sleeves. It’s best if I keep my relationship with Daws professional so I don’t get crushed. I know what it feels like to be rejected, but I think it would hurt a lot worse coming from this man.

      “How do you want to get started?” Daws asks, those massive arms crossed over his equally massive chest.

      “Um…” I set down my satchel on one of the work tables and remove my coat. “I think, since I’m designing this line for you, I want to find out which materials appeal to you most.” I unbelt my coat and toss it over my satchel. Then I drop down on my knees and bend over, searching for the sample books in the cabinet underneath. It’s not until my hand closes around the book that I realize I’m probably flashing my ass at the man, thanks to the abbreviated length of my leather skirt. Normally this work space is full of naked models, so I wouldn’t think twice about someone seeing my panties, but I hear Daws’s intake of breath and the groan that follows, and God help me, I tilt my hips even more. Look. “Almost got it…”

      “Take your time.”

      My lips twitch. Fine, there’s nothing exciting about my paisley yellow, cotton thong, but his guttural rasp makes me feel like I’m wearing nothing. When I’ve stretched the moment long enough, I get to my feet again and attempt to keep my breathing even. He’s moved closer, close enough that I could reach out and touch him, his chest rising and falling faster than before.

      “Where do you want me?” he rumbles.

      In my apartment. Covered in whipped cream.

      “Uh, the couch,” I blurt, wondering who I’ve become. “Let’s get comfortable. I might have to sketch for a while once we know the direction we’re taking.”

      He nods, takes off his jacket and lays it down beside mine.

      We take seats beside each other on the couch and I open the fabric sample book, removing a few squares and setting it aside. “Okay, so…” I walk toward Daws on my knees and kneel beside him on the couch. He watches me approach like I’m carrying a grenade, but remains still as I settle in, my knees a quarter inch from his gigantic thigh. “I bet you grumble like a bear when you have to get dressed up, right? Maybe for a wedding or a…date?”

      “Don’t go on many dates,” he grunts.

      “You don’t? Why?”

      My surprise has him raising a brow. “You’ve got eyes, Nebraska.”

      I blink them. “I don’t understand.”

      “Come on now. We both know I’m a mean-looking son of a bitch. It tends to intimidate people. And I’m not as nice to everyone as I am…”

      “To me?”

      Another grunt.

      A legion of butterflies take flight in my chest.

      “What about you?” His blue eyes take on a dangerous glint, those thick fingers flexing where he rests them on his thighs. “I’m assuming you don’t date.”

      “Why?”

      “Dating implies you’ve gone out multiple times. But who would let you go? One date and you’d be engaged, unless the man was a goddamn idiot.”

      He practically shouts the last part at me. Is he upset? Maybe he doesn’t like talking about his love life? Or maybe he just wants to keep our relationship professional, too. In which case, I definitely shouldn’t be prying into his personal affairs. Still…I haven’t really talked to anyone about what happened on the reality show. Every time I bring it up to Jocelyn, she rolls her eyes and tells me to toughen up. “That’s nice of you to say,” I murmur. “I don’t date. I thought I would want to eventually, but I have a hard time figuring out someone’s intentions.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Well, there was one guy. A contestant on the reality show.” I swallow my embarrassment. “He pretended to be interested in me, but only so I’d share my design plans. It was obvious I was a frontrunner and he…used me for information. We never kissed or anything, but he bought me flowers and…ugh. Isn’t that humiliating?”

      “For him it is. Not you.” The sincerity in his tone has me glancing up and I know he really means what he said. He’s even mad on my behalf, that upper lip halfway to a snarl.

      I’m so mesmerized by this unique man that I speak without thinking. “Isn’t it funny that I have such a hard time trusting men now, but I trusted you right away?”

      His chest shudders. “You can trust me, Nebraska. I’ll never let you down.”

      Oh lord, I want to kiss him so bad. Would he welcome it?

      His lap is the Promised Land. I want to be cradled in it and have this man’s big arms wrap around me like a barrier from the rest of the world.

      Professional.

      You’re keeping it professional.

      Not to mention, the clock is ticking and I have a miracle to pull off.

      Shaking myself, I start sorting through the fabric squares in my lap. “As I was saying, I bet you hate dressing up.”

      “You’ve got me.”

      “What is your biggest complaint?”

      He rubs at his throat, as if imagining a tie wrapped around it. “Suits are uncomfortable.”

      “Where? In the arms?”

      “Yeah. Never found one that didn’t feel like a straightjacket.”

      I giggle and his gaze zips to my mouth. “I’m thinking of a way to be fashion-forward and unique, while striving for comfort. Wool is out. Not breathable enough. And a silk blend isn’t masculine enough for you.” I finger the square of jersey knit. “We’ll go with this and splash it up. Some interesting stitching along the lapel, but nothing flowery. Maybe a…gun barrel.”

      I realize that as I’ve been speaking, I’ve unconsciously moved closer to Daws and now my knees are pressed to the side of his thigh. “You’re really good at this,” he says, a line rippling in his cheek, his eyes resolutely forward. Those big hands rake up and down his thighs as if drying his palms and the air around us is close. Expectant.

      But maybe I’m just imagining it?

      “May I?” I ask, holding the square of jersey material up.

      “Anything you want, Parker.”

      Those four words, the gruff way he says my name, produce a slow tug between my legs. My breasts feel heavy, my nipples swollen. Needy. And all my reminders to stay professional can’t stop me from rubbing the square against his strong jaw, down his neck and into that forest of chest hair. “Do you like the way that feels?”

      His eyes are closed. “Yes.”

      Am I mistaken or did his hand edge toward my knee and stop?

      “Are you sure?” Apparently I’ve turned into a shameless hussy. “M-maybe we should unbutton your shirt a little further and make sure the jersey doesn’t irritate your stomach?”

      His eyes remain closed, but he shakes his head. “You don’t want to see that.”

      “I’m going to have to see it eventually.”

      The blue of his eyes is suddenly piercing mine.

      I stutter through an explanation. “I’m basically going to be sewing you into this suit, Daws. You’ll have to be pretty close to naked and…oh God, I should have told you that upfront.” I chew on my lip. “You’re not going to back out, are you?”

      “No, I just misunderstood.” He mutters something about wishful thinking under his breath. Then his blunt fingers move to the buttons of his shirt and start twisting them open, one by one. Reassured he isn’t going to desert me, I watch in breathless anticipation as he reveals the thick hill of his stomach, the whorl of hair around his belly button. There is extra weight there and I’ve never, ever wanted to rub my face in anything so badly. The downward trajectory of my gaze continues and—

      He’s erect.

      Not just erect, though.

      He’s bulging against his fly, stretching the limits of the denim.

      My own body reacts, turning me slick and hot, my skin flaming.

      It’s easy to see that his sex is abundant as the rest of him. How long has he been like this?

      “Wow,” I breathe. “I guess you really like the material.”
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      Parker is a cock tease.

      I don’t even think she realizes it.

      But I know she bent over a lot longer than necessary when she knelt down to find that book. I know she liked me checking out her tight, young ass. Those lithe, parted thighs and the tight-looking pussy in between. Now she’s damn near in my lap, rubbing my hairy chest, leaning so close I can see the outlines of her hard nipples.

      I’ve got your number, Nebraska.

      She’s as sweet as they come, but this has to be an undiscovered kink. She has enticed the desperate, horny, heavy man into her web, now she’s going to torment him with her sexy body until he bursts. A little more of this torture and I’m going to come in my pants.

      Would she get off on that?

      Yeah, I bet she would.

      Bet she’d cream in that little yellow thong.

      I can’t be mad at her for teasing me, though. It’s obvious she’s innocently discovering this specific sexual preference minute by minute. Second by second. It’s not me that turns her on—it’s the game. And I have no choice but to let it play out. I couldn’t put distance between me and this little blonde wonder if I tried. She’s fucking gorgeous, talented, guileless. So if she wants to tickle my dick until the seed blasts out, that’s what she’s going to get.

      “Wow,” she says on an exhale. “I guess you really like the material.”

      This is the other thing. She makes me laugh. Makes my chest feel tight.

      I like her on top of wishing I could fuck her brains out.

      And love. Love is creeping in quickly and I can’t help it. When she looked up at me with her beautiful hazel eyes and told me she trusted me, I knew I’d protect her my whole life. If she lets me be around her in any capacity, I’ll take it like a grateful beggar.

      Cherish her. Keep her safe.

      I’ll be the one who caters to this naughty kink of hers, too.

      Make me miserable, baby. Do it. Flaunt that pussy until my balls give up the fight.

      “I should, um…take some measurements, so I can get started sketching.” Parker surprises me by bounding off the couch, turning a few nervous circles, and darting for a tape measure. “Would it be…uncomfortable? If I asked you to stand up?”

      If she’s going to pretend my discomfort isn’t exactly what she wants, I’ll play the game. “No.” Wincing at the unbelievable pressure in my cock, I stand up, forcing Parker to tilt her head back to keep eye contact. And our substantial size difference causes an unwelcome thought. “If I wanted to overpower you right now, it would be very easy, Parker. Don’t ever do something like this again. Do you understand me? You shouldn’t have brought me somewhere alone.”

      She’s already nodding. “I wouldn’t, Daws. I would only do this with you. I can’t explain how I knew it would be all right.”

      “It will be all right,” I say firmly. “It’ll always be all right with me. Just be careful, please, Nebraska. You’re special.”

      Her features soften and the tape measure unfurls, rolling out in a yellow line on the ground. “You’re special, too.”

      My goddamn heart is involved. There’s no denying it. This girl is going to rip me to shreds and I’m going to let her. I nod once, the knot in my jugular preventing me from speaking.

      Parker comes closer and starts measuring, returning each time to make a note in the margins of her sketchpad. She wraps the measure around my biceps, my chest, my waist, and while I just want to enjoy her nimble touch and her arms encircling me, my cock is pounding, demanding all of my attention. Her wildflower scent, the way she chews her lip, her soft exclamations over my mammoth measurements, have precome coating the head of my cock, have my abdomen in a pretzel.

      If I were a bad man, if she wasn’t such a fucking treasure, I would just drag her to the couch. Rip that skirt down her legs, unzip my pants and steal that virginity like a dirty thief. It would be over in five seconds, too, I’m so hard up for that pussy. No way I could last.

      No way.

      A couple of pumps, tops, and I’d come like a freight train.

      My thoughts take an even darker turn when Parker goes down on her knees in front of me, her wide, curious eyes traveling the length of my hard-on. “I, um…I have to measure your inseam,” she whispers, licking her lips.

      More teasing.

      And this is going to be the worst of it.

      I’ve been measured for a suit before and I know how close her hands are about to come to my balls. My upper lip starts to sweat as she stretches out the tape, inching closer on her knees, putting her in the perfect position to suck my dick. That’s what she wants me to be thinking about, isn’t it? That maybe, just maybe, I’ll get lucky and she’ll give it a kiss.

      I’d pay her.

      I’ve never even considered paying to get off before, but I’d pay Parker everything in my bank account for a hand job. I won’t cheapen her by making the offer, but I think it all the same. I think of how her little hand would look wrapped around my fat cock, how it would give three tugs and I’d come harder than I ever have in my life.

      Maybe if I paid her enough, she’d let me release on her tits.

      Oh fuck, don’t think of that. Do not.

      You’ll come.

      Parker slides the tape up my inner thigh and I hold my breath, letting it out on a ragged groan when her knuckles nudge my aching ball sack. “Sweet fucking Christ,” I choke out, perspiration sliding down my spine. “Hurry and finish.”

      I look down in time to watch her eyes glaze, her chest expands.

      Then she rubs her knuckles, twisting them on the underside of my balls.

      “I bet your suits are uncomfortable here, too,” she whispers, her tits quivering up and down. “You need so much room for these.”

      “Fuck!” I bark, gripping my dick to keep it from erupting. I have no choice but to dislodge her hand and truck it toward the bathroom. Or what I assume is the bathroom, anyway, just off the main design floor. As I push inside and elbow the door closed, I’m practically blind with the need to relieve the pressure in my johnson. There in the dark, enclosed space, I rip down my zipper and start to jerk off. Grunting, straining. I can’t help it. I can’t stop. I think of Parker on her knees, deep throating me…

      And then she walks into the bathroom. I belatedly realize I didn’t lock the door and there’s no pretending now. I’ve got my cock in my hand and I’m beating it in her honor.

      “Enough,” I grit out, miserable, trapped in the ache. “I can’t take any more.”

      She turns on the dim light and sucks in a breath, her cheeks flushing with pleasure.

      “Yeah.” I tilt my hips crudely. “You love seeing what your teasing did to me, don’t you?”

      “Teasing?” Parker echoes breathlessly, her brow knitting slightly. “I didn’t mean to.”

      Right. My laugh is humorless. Pained.

      She comes closer, hesitating about a foot away. “Can I…do anything to help?”

      Parker might be a cock tease, but she’s a merciful one. Thank God. “Let me see your tits,” I say, my tone unrecognizable. Hopeful and depraved all at once. “Please.”

      This perfect girl, she’s already unbuttoning her blouse, her eyes riveted on the dick I’m strangling in my grip. Tugging on shamefully. She pulls the sides of her top open, revealing a silky white bra, her breasts swelling over the cups. And that, Jesus…that is enough to make me come, but I hold off, because she’s even more generous than I hoped.

      She reaches back and unbuttons the bra. It loosens and falls to the ground.

      I start panting, my ball sack tightening ominously.

      They’re a work of art, just like the rest of her. High and full, tipped with rosy, puckered nipples. They’re the tits men bookmark on the internet so they can jack off looking at them over and over again. Young, succulent, out of my league tits. “Ah Jesus,” I groan, moisture beading once, twice, three times on the head of my cock. “Will you just tell me…how you wash them in the shower?”

      I know I’m pushing it here.

      She’s already given me more than enough, but I’m probably never going to get this chance again and I can’t stop myself from taking advantage.

      When she starts talking, I try to quiet my ragged breathing to hear. “I lather up my hands with my violet soap and…” She cups them, massaging gently. “I do this.”

      My back hits the wall, my hips jerking involuntarily. My hand is moving in a fucking blur now, rifling up and down my engorged dick and I can’t take my gaze off her methodical movements. She starts to sway her hips side to side, her lips parting, swollen, a whimper leaving her when she pinches her nipples. “Show me the ass now,” I say choppily, selfishly pushing it even further. “Please, you beautiful little thing. Just a peek.”

      Her excitement is palpable as she turns around.

      I expect her to lift the hem, show me just enough cheek to knock me off the cliff.

      I never expect her skirt to drop.

      And there she is, naked except for high heels and a thong—and I come all over the floor.

      My roar of agony, pleasure, relief is broken and animalistic. White ropes fire off from my tip. I try to control where they land, but there’s no controlling this orgasm. It’s alive, it’s got a mind of its own, because Parker caused it. I come and come until there’s a puddle on the floor, my eyes roaming desperately over the delicious crack of her ass, the taut slope of her cheeks, the side profile of her firm tits. I’ll never have it better than this.

      When I’m finally finished, I try to get myself together as quickly as possible. Breathing still labored, sweat dotting my brow, I zip back into my jeans. “Fuck, Parker. I’m…thank you.” I swallow with an effort. “You’re so goddamn beautiful—”

      She turns.

      The need in her eyes rocks me.

      Swear to God, it’s like she can barely stand the state she’s in. Her hands are agitated in her hair, stroking down over her tits and squeezing. Watching me lose my shit over her must have gotten her worked up. Yeah. That thong is soaked, clinging to her skin, and I can see the untouched valley of her pussy. I have to grit my teeth to keep from lunging for it. Just for a sniff. Just to rub my face on it through her underwear. “Daws? I…I need you.”

      My favorite four words in the English language.

      I already decided that back in Mulloy’s.

      Every time she says it, I can’t believe I heard her right.

      Maybe…no.

      No way she’d let me eat her pussy.

      “What do you need?”

      “I’m turned on. I-I think that’s what this is. It’s never been this…intense.”

      Her breathless confession rouses my cock, puts it on the road to stiffening again. Parker’s newly discovered kink is doing a number on her. I damn well know it. But maybe I want to pretend she could actually want me. Just for a night. So I don’t tell her it’s the teasing working her up. Not me. “Say the word, Parker,” I growl, “and I’ll lick you straight off.”

      Those hazel eyes light up. “Really?”

      Her surprise is confusing, but I’m too focused on not letting the window of opportunity close. So I take one step and throw her over my shoulder, marching into the design room.

      I’ll tongue fuck her right. I’ll do it so well, she’ll come knocking on my door for it. Any hour of the day, any time of night, I’ll be her permanent pussy eater. Now this has to be the best I can hope for with Parker. When we walked into this place, the best I was hoping for was to spend time around her. This is like winning the lottery three times in a row.

      No. It’s way better.

      I park her ass on the edge of a long table. “Lift your hips,” I rasp—and she does, allowing me to peel the thong down her legs, letting it drop.

      Completely naked now, she’s golden, eager. A virgin angel. And she’s shy, hesitant to let me spread her thighs. So shy it makes me hotter. I almost have to take my cock back out, just to give it space to grow. “Can’t lick your pussy if you don’t let me see, pretty baby.” I kneel, kiss each of her knees in turn, before trying again to pry them open. This time, she lets me and there it is.

      The Holy fucking Grail of pussies.

      It’s dripping wet, lips parted slightly, virgin blush peeking out.

      Looks like it wouldn’t fit my pinky.

      If I was ever lucky enough to get my cock in that, I’d never want to take it out.

      I’d spend my life finding new angles to fuck it from.

      And yet, Parker is looking down at me like she’s nervous about what I think. Just virgin nerves, I’m sure. But I have to be mindful of that.

      I reach out and slide my thumb down through her parted slit, gathering moisture from her entrance and bringing it back to her clit. Circling gently. “You are beautiful here, Parker. Men commit murder over pussy this sweet.”

      I would.

      Without question.

      Parker gasps and settles the curve of her right foot against my shoulder, knee bent. “Th-thank you.” Her eyelids flutter and droop. “Oh, I like when you touch me there.”

      “Good girl. Tell me what feels best. I’ll keep my thumb right here on your little clit. And you let me know when you’re ready for me to lick—”

      “I’m ready,” she blurts, cheeks suffusing with pink. “I’m…very ready.”

      It takes all of my willpower not to push her flat on the table and eat her hungrily. Like a beast might snap and slaver over a bone. Instead, I use my free arm to gather her closer to the edge, stopping when her hot, wet sex is a centimeter from my face, her clit pulsing against my strumming thumb. Jesus. She smells like wildflowers here, too. “My mouth is your playground, pretty baby. You want to yank me closer, moan for Daddy or grind on that fucking tongue, you do it. Use me to get there.” I swipe my tongue up the middle of her folds and flick it against her clit. “I’ll work like a goddamn dog for this pussy.”

      Christ, she’s responsive.

      That first flicker of my tongue against her clit and her thighs start shaking around my head. She lets out a surprised sob and thrusts her fingers into my hair. Tugs me closer.

      And then this little cock tease rides my face.

      She draws me flush to her juicy pussy and works her hips frantically, moaning, like she’s never had an orgasm in her life. Can’t go on living unless I give her one. I stiffen up my tongue and let her buck against it until my desperation to be the source of her pleasure takes over. I know what she needs and I have to give it to her. Have to. I drag my tongue side to side over her clit. Up and down. I suction my upper lip right above the little bud and paddle it relentlessly until I hear the scream erupt from her throat.

      I scoop her ass cheeks into my hands and let my middle fingers meet at her asshole, rubbing on the sweet puckered thing roughly, imagining what it would be like to lick a digit and slide it in. Would she let me? Would she like it?

      Jesus Christ, she’s grinding on me now, her swollen bud sliding against my upper lip, down to my tongue, back up. She’s using my whole face and it’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever experienced. She is. She’s fucking magnificent, this sweet, dirty girl.

      Her legs tremble with increased force.

      “Don’t stop,” she pants, her thighs wrapping around my head like twin boa constrictors. “Don’t stop. Please. Daws!”

      Parker calling my name while creaming on my tongue causes my dick to erupt once again in my jeans, turning me into a groaning fiend, my hips pumping against the air futilely while I stuff my tongue into her constricting pussy, coating my tongue in her moisture. Trying to memorize the flavor so I can recall the perfection for the rest of my life.

      Before I can get my fill—not that I ever could—Parker topples backwards and lies panting on her back. Our harsh breaths echo in the still room, no other sound except the buzzing of the lights. I stand and look down at her, this incredible beauty with the gentle heart and greedy body, her blonde hair fanned out around her flushed face. And I have to tamp down on the words trying to travel up my throat. I’m not going to ruin my chance to be in her life—in any capacity—by asking if she’ll let me be her man.

      It’s like my head knows I’m just a perfect fit for her kink…

      But my heart is saying different.

      My heart has no practice with feeling this much, though, so I don’t think I can trust it.

      Still, when she smiles up at me like I’m her hero, I crack.

      “Parker, I—”

      “Oh my God, Daws! It’s so late!” Something just beyond my shoulder catches her eye and she gasps, jackknifing on the table. “We have to get to work.”

      As she hurries to get dressed, I tell myself it’s for the best that I don’t get the chance to say what’s on my mind. I’ve always been a realistic man and I need to stay that way.

      There’s no sweet angel named Parker in the cards for me.
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      Daws is the perfect work companion.

      He seems to understand I’ve been struck by inspirational lightning and lets me buzz around him, draping fabrics over his shoulders, around his waist, pinning here, cutting there. I’m lucky we had a bolt of charcoal-colored jersey in the supply closet, because no fabric stores are open this time of night. I sketch, I dive back into action, I pace.

      I stare at his insanely sexy body.

      I stare a lot.

      It’s a wonder I get anything done.

      In order to make the fits precise, he has to strip down to his boxers and I wish—I wish—we had time to address the meaty erection that never stops tenting his underwear, but if I don’t get the jacket done tonight, I won’t have time to make the matching pants tomorrow.

      Lord, though.

      I want to drag my tongue through that line of black hair that divides the wide hump of his belly in half. I want to bite his love handles. I want to climb onto his shoulders, just to watch him support my weight with ease. This man is unmovable and beautiful and I think—is it possible?—that I’m falling for him.

      My blood pumps faster every time I think about what we did. How he found such unabashed pleasure just from looking at my body. It excites me. How turned on Daws is around me at all times. And what he did to me with his tongue…

      Discreetly, I fan my heated face. I’ve given myself orgasms with my own fingers, but I’ve never, ever had anyone do that to me. Never thought anyone could succeed in blowing my mind so thoroughly. The experience was erotic and intense and…right. It felt right because of who it was with. This man who is gentle and reassuring and funny and protective. There wasn’t even a passing hint of self-consciousness.

      I feel happy when I’m around him.

      Right now, even under this deadline, I’m insanely, stupidly happy.

      He tells me stories about the regulars at Mulloy’s while I work. About dirty Pauline, an elderly neighborhood lady who sneaks in every day at the same time, claiming to be hiding from the police. Then there’s Gil and his wife, Geraldine, who spend their summers traveling with an a cappella group, the construction workers who leave dust on the stools and the finance guys who come in to loosen their ties.

      I confide my worries about falling short with my first line and he reassures me, telling me I’m going to knock it out of the park…and I believe him. I believe the confidence boosts in me.

      While I get sewing on the jacket, Daws leaves and brings back chocolate shakes. Burgers and fries. Until that moment, I don’t realize how hungry I am, and eat mine in approximately ninety seconds while he laughs.

      “Do you want to catch some sleep on the couch?” I ask, hurrying back to the sewing machine. “I’ll wake you up when it’s time for a fitting.”

      He nods and drops down onto the leather, his feet hanging well over the edge. The very picture of a hibernating bear. His eyes close, but I don’t think he ever really sleeps. Several times while the machine whirs in front of me, I swear I feel his gaze on me from across the room and sparks dance up my neck.

      What if there’s something real here?

      I’m still a little raw over what happened on the reality show. Not because I had feelings for that jerk, but because I read the situation so wrong. I am naïve. Jocelyn tells me that all the time. I might be reading too much into Daws’s interest. This could just be about sex for him, whereas for me…I want to go on dates with this man. I want to go to baseball games, pull him behind a stall in the farmer’s market for a kiss, show him off to my friends.

      Which means I am severely jumping the gun.

      I’ve known him for all of five hours.

      Reel it in, girl.

      Still, I can’t help but continue to sneak looks at him while he naps.

      And I’m pretty sure he’s sneaking them at me, too.

      It’s five o’clock in the morning when I sew the final stitch and slump back in my chair. I start to get up and go wake Daws for the fitting, but he’s already closing the distance between us. There’s genuine interest on his face to see what I’ve done and it elevates my mood from exhausted to giddy.

      “I like that,” he says gruffly, tracing the red gun barrel I’ve stitched onto the lapels. “You made it look like shoulder holsters.”

      “Yes,” I breathe, standing up and holding the jacket against him. “It won’t take me long to do the matching pants today and put the same stitching on the pockets. And…hmm. I’m going to have you wear a plain white T-shirt underneath this. You’re a modern twist on a badass western sheriff. Deadwood meets Moulin Rouge.”

      “I’m either really tired or you’re rubbing off on me, because that actually made sense,” he chuckles. “You want me to try it on?”

      “Please!” I drag him to one of the full-length mirrors and help him put on the jacket, exhaling a sigh of relief when it drops down perfectly over his extra-broad shoulders. Smoothing wrinkles and picking lint, I circle him like a nervous hummingbird, finally stopping to examine him in the mirror. And wow. Just wow. He was already hot, but now he looks like an action star on the red carpet. “Oh, Daws. I can’t believe it…this might be my favorite piece in the whole line. It’s the anchor that’s going to pull it all together.”

      “Comfortable, too,” he comments, testing the arms. “Good job, Nebraska.”

      “Thank you.” I clasp my hands beneath my chin. “Now we just have to practice your runway walk.”

      “I’m going to have to learn one before I can practice it.”

      “Noted.” I scan the room and wince. “We’re going to need more space for legs as long as yours. Are you up for a walk?”

      We buy coffees and walk up to the High Line, an old elevated rail line turned city park that runs along the West Side of Manhattan. The sun is just beginning to come up, rays of light threading in between the skyscrapers to our left, the Hudson River silent, stretching out endlessly on our right. There are normally crowds and vendors packing every inch of the narrow walk, but it’s early on a weekend and we’re the only people in the world. As wired as I am from a sleepless night followed by a fashion victory, the brisk, sharp morning feels extra surreal.

      I set my paper coffee cup down on the railing and square my shoulders. “All right. Runway walk. So I don’t expect you to glide like a model. In fact, I don’t want you to. Just be Daws, okay? We’re only going to work on your pace and the turn.” I center myself in the middle of the High Line, straighten my back, deaden my eyes and strut. “See? There will be music playing. Keep pace with it, but don’t hurry.” I pause, widen my stance, drop my hip. “And then stop, pose, turn to the right, walk back to the left of the next model.”

      When we face each other again, there is heat banked in his eyes. “Not sure I understand. I might need to watch you do that another hundred times.”

      A giggle almost escapes, but I clamp my lips together and keep it trapped. Is he flirting with me? Shivers race over every inch of my skin at the possibility that he wants to do more of what we did last night in the design room. Although…if he likes me, wouldn’t he have held my hand during our walk? Or kissed me? Or told me bluntly that he’s interested in making me his girlfriend? He’s so blunt in manner, I can’t imagine him keeping anything to himself.

      “You give it a try,” I say with a jerky motion. “I bet you’ll be great.”

      There is something so magical about the two of us being alone in the early morning, our voices crystal clear against the sunrise. His boots fall heavily when he walks, his gait so loose and masculine, it reminds me of something. “Were you a bodyguard in a past life?”

      He’s at the end of his imaginary runway now and he stops, the way a ship coasts to rest at a dock. The pose he chooses is to cross his arms, look mean, drop them to his sides and return to me at a casual pace, as if he didn’t just make me want to throw my panties into the Hudson. “Yeah I was,” he answers with a twinkle of amusement in his eyes. “How did you know?”

      “You look like you should be walking alongside the president or something.”

      “Actually, I did. A few times, during UN assemblies mostly.” He stops in front of me. “Back when I worked for the former mayor.”

      My chin is in the vicinity of my toes. “No way! Why did you stop?”

      Daws hesitates, as if uncomfortable. “Do you remember the attempt on the mayor’s life? During that awards ceremony at City Hall?” I nod slowly and he taps his shoulder. “The bullet ended up here instead. I had every intention of going back to work, but…”

      “What?”

      “Me getting shot scared my grandmother and her health is fragile, so…” He clears his throat. “I went into the bar business instead.”

      “Oh,” I sigh dreamily, swaying toward him a little. “You quit for your grandma.”

      He grunts, once again seeming uncomfortable with any kind of recognition. “You never told me how I did with the runway walk.”

      “Oh! It was perfect! You’re going to put everyone to shame.”

      He scoffs, but there’s a slight change in color to the tips of his ears. “I don’t know about that, Nebraska.”

      “Could I kiss you?” I whisper. “Or would that be terrible?”

      Daws does a double-take. “You want to kiss me?”

      My laugh is halting but incredulous. “Why do you sound surprised?”

      He just continues to stare at me, perplexed. “What would a sweet, beautiful, talented young girl like you want with an older, overweight, scarred up motherfucker like me?”

      “I’d want to kiss him. I thought I made that clear.” I stomp my foot. “And don’t you dare talk about yourself as if…as if you’re not a big gorgeous beast with a huge heart and a generous spirit. You saved my life by helping me—”

      “You’re grateful, is that it?” He steps closer, lifts his hand as if he wants to touch my face, but draws it back instead. “That’s why you’re offering to kiss me?”

      “No! I want to kiss you because I think I’ll die if I don’t.”

      Daws swoops close and lowers his head, pressing his hard mouth to mine and going still. Breathing hard, but not taking it any further. As if giving me a chance to change my mind. When I only whimper and tip my face up, he sinks our mouths together with a groan, his extra-large hands coming up to frame my hips through my coat. He kisses me like I’m made of porcelain at first, bringing his tongue to mine gently, licking, pulling the taste back into his mouth to savor it. Bury it like a bone. But I’m not easily breakable and I let him know it by going up on my toes, exploring the deepest recesses of his mouth with my tongue, molding my slight stomach against his hardy one, rubbing my breasts against it like a kitten, just picturing all that coarse, dark hair beneath his coat. How I would thread my fingers through it.

      I realize there’s nothing to stop me.

      With our kiss beginning to accelerate into something breathless and insatiable, I unbutton his coat and slide my palm up beneath his button-down, sobbing into his mouth when I feel the dense forest of his chest hair abrading my palm. God, it’s so masculine. So real. So hot.

      Experimentally, I scrape my nails lightly over his nipple and he makes a hoarse, choppy sound, the steel of his erection lifting between us, thick and highly noticeable, even through both of our coats. Oh my God. Oh my God. I’ve just discovered this giant, insanely sexy man gets turned on by having his nipples played with. I’m pretty sure I’m going to masturbate thinking about that for the rest of my life. Unless…maybe I’ll get to keep the real thing? Maybe?

      Please Baby Jesus?

      “Parker,” he rasps, his mouth racing up the side of my neck, his hand tunneling through my hair. “How far do you need to take this game, pretty baby? You want me to tell you when I’m right about to come in my pants, so you can pull back? You want to keep me on the edge for a while?”

      Game? “I-I don’t understand.”

      “This game. Where you tease me. Make me think I might…” His breathing picks up, starts to rattle in his throat. “You let me think I might get to put my cock inside you, if I play my cards right. Even just the tip.” He groans through clenched teeth as if the very idea causes him acute pain. “I’ll play whatever game you need, just tell me how to make it best for you.”

      He thinks I’m teasing him?

      Where did that come from?

      I’m not sure, but I’m starting to think Daws believes that I’m out of his league. Which is crazy, because I feel the exact opposite. And not only does he think I’m on some higher level, but he thinks I know it, too, and I’m using it against him.

      It’s all so ludicrous, so shocking, I wouldn’t even begin to know how to deny it with words. Really, though. Who needs words when I can show him with my body instead?

      Knowing what’s about to happen, my pulse slows in my veins like warm honey and the flesh between my thighs melts, grows moist and pliant. I wrap my arms around his neck and jump, tightening my thighs around his waist. I don’t want his coat in the way, so push it to the side and let it fall back into place, hiding my legs from view. Daws’s hands immediately fly to my butt, taking one cheek in each hand beneath my leather skirt, squeezing like he can’t help it.

      “Daws?” I pout against his mouth. “I don’t want just the tip. I want it all.”

      “Parker.” His fingers shake as he tucks them under the strap of my thong, trailing the tips up and down the valley of my backside. “Don’t be cruel to me.”

      “I’m not.” I kiss his mouth slowly, letting the feeling building inside me for him come out. Putting need and affection and maybe even love into every stroke of my tongue, the shifting angles of my lips. “I think…I think I’ve been waiting for a real man to come along and make me a woman. You’re him. I know it. Don’t make me wait.”

      “Christ, you mean it, don’t you?” He pulls back slightly to search my expression. “You’re going to let me pop your cherry.”

      “Yes.” I grind against his bulge, making myself wetter. “Pop it for me, Daws.”

      One of his hands leaves my bottom and starts to wrestle frantically with the fly of his jeans. “Thank you, God. Thank you.”

      He’s breathing like a stallion after a race and maybe, just maybe, teasing is a hobby I should consider, because there is something intoxicating about how overwrought he is with hunger. How he’s so horny for me that he’s sweating, even in the February air.

      I hear the zing of his zipper coming down and there it is. His fat, greedy meat is between my thighs, guided by his fist. “Goddammit, Parker. You shouldn’t be fucked like this your first time, but I’m not going to wait and risk you changing your mind.” My thong is yanked to the side and then he’s shoving himself inside my drenched sex, grunting and groaning, squeezing his wide, rigid manhood between my clenching virgin walls, pausing only when there’s a tear inside me and I gasp at the sharp jab of momentary discomfort.

      “Hurts,” I sob, testing our connection with little circles of my hips, searching for a comfortable position. “You feel so huge. Like you’re ready to burst.”

      “I am. I’m ready to blow you sky high. Fuck. Don’t move,” he pants, his grip bruising on my ass to keep me still. “Don’t move that tight little pussy one inch or I’m done.”

      “But it’s starting to feel better,” I moan, trying to roll my lower body. “It feels good.”

      “I’m not even halfway in yet, pretty baby.” He’s caught in a permanent wince. “Jesus Christ, my fucking balls. I’m not going to be able to hold them off.”

      “But…” I kiss his perspiring neck. “You’re not wearing a condom.”

      A shudder wracks his massive frame. “Ah, Parker. Baby. Please don’t make me pull out,” he begs through clenched teeth. “Please.”

      Wickedness wells up inside me. I have no idea where it comes from, but it makes me feel achy, wild, sexy. Like a temptation. “If you make me come, you don’t have to pull out.”

      He stumbles a few steps, chest heaving. “Cruel girl,” he rasps against my mouth, the admonishment making moisture run down my thighs. “Cruel, beautiful…”—he rams the remaining inches into me—“…tight little girl.”

      More discomfort starts to grip me, but I’m distracted by a jogger coming toward us. They’re about a hundred yards away, but at the pace they’re running, they’ll reach us in no time. “D-Daws…” I tap on his shoulder. “There’s s-someone.”

      He goes dangerously still. “Is it a man?”

      I try to focus, squinting into the distance. “No. Woman.”

      Some of the tension leaves him. “I’d have killed a man for getting this close while your pussy is out.” He grips my backside and starts to ride me up and down the painfully thick length of his erection. “Flip up my collar and tuck your head into my neck.” I do as I’m told, burrowing my face into his perfect warmth and tightening my thighs around his pumping hips. “My coat hides the rest of you. Keep bouncing on that dick for me.”

      It’s all so dirty and desperate, my teeth come out and sink into his neck. He grunts, but continues lifting me and slapping me back down on his lap, impaling me brutally. Perfectly.

      “Daws, Daws, Daws,” I chant, gasping when a tweak of his hips brings my clit up against the wide, pulsing pedestal of his arousal. I cling to him like a life preserver in a storm and grind my hips up and back, moving faster than I ever knew I was capable of moving. “Oh yes, oh God!” I scream into his neck. “Daddy. Please.”

      How can I call him anything else when he’s holding me like this, shielding me, introducing me to a whole new world? When he’s the master of my entire universe? The beginning and the end of my everything? He is making me, breaking me, bringing me to a place I didn’t know existed and I’m mindless with the need to get there, my clit tingling, my pelvis quickening, my muscles gathering together.

      “You can’t call me that and expect me to last. Come on, you little prick tease,” he pants raggedly, his pinky sneaking just inside my back entrance and jiggling. “I can’t take it anymore. Can’t believe I get to put my load in this hot little pussy.” He pulls out his pinky and spanks me hard, his body starting to shake, telling me he’s reached his peak. “Put your cream on my dick, Parker. Please. Please.”

      That hard slap of my buttocks loosens the knot inside me and I unravel. My brain knows I’m in the safest arms imaginable, but my body is in a never-ending spiral. There’s no bottom. I just continue to roll and roll and roll, end over end, through a field of pleasure, my femininity seizing up, my vocal cords aching from holding in a shriek.

      “Not pulling out,” he groans. “Can’t.”

      Daws has my butt in his hands and is shoving me down roughly onto his still rock-hard erection, tilting his hips up at the same time, looking me right in the eye and growling. As though he wants to take permanent residence inside me and he’s angry it’s not possible. I can feel his shaft jerking rhythmically within my channel, the swell of his belly pressing against mine, an abundance of wetness spreading where our bodies meet.

      “Jesus. I must be the luckiest man alive,” Daws grates through clenched teeth, pulling out a little and ramming deep again, the force causing us to stagger two steps. “Balls deep in the hottest little girl in the city. Got her cherry juice dripping off my cock, that greedy pussy pulsing for more. I’ll give you more any time I’m allowed. I’ll beg for it.”

      His mouth captures mine before I can respond and I get lost in the passionate kiss, the final shudder of his big, rugged body. I get lost in the way he wraps his arms around me, cradling me close, our labored breaths mingling with the sounds of New York City waking up. And I’m positive there has never been a more perfect moment in time.

      I want more of them.

      With Daws.

      And I think there’s a good chance he wants them with me, too.

      But I’m about to find out that nothing this amazing ever came easy.
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      After Parker and I walk back to the design space, the rest of the day goes by in a blur.

      We’re not alone for a second. She’s running back and forth between models, instructing hairdressers, zipping garments into bags. In the middle of it all, she’s sewing the pants to match my jacket. Every once in a while, she looks over at me where I pretend I’m doing a crossword— instead of staring at her—and she beams, sending my fucking heart climbing into my mouth.

      If you’d asked me yesterday if I thought it was possible to fall in love in less than twenty-four hours, I would have laughed.

      It’s not only possible. It happened to me.

      I love this girl.

      I want to protect her. Guard her innocence against the evils of the world. Hold her in my arms and let nothing but good things touch her. And God, I want to fuck her again. I’m praying like hell it wasn’t a one-time thing. If it was, I need to be grateful. Grateful for the memory of that tight-as-hell clench of her pussy, her breathy whimpering sounds. How her sweet backside felt in my hands, those little muscles flexing as she rode my dick. Be grateful.

      There’s no help for wanting more, though. Now.

      I miss holding her, kissing her, talking to her.

      I can’t look away from Parker as she zigzags across the room, in her element. A toss of her hair makes my pulse drum wildly. I have to swallow a knot when she giggles. Jesus Christ, this is more than love. I’m goddamn obsessed with her. With her hazel eyes and freckles and the lithe curve of her calves. With her tits. With her sweet voice and sense of humor. I have to physically restrain myself from plucking her out of this place, driving her to the middle of nowhere and fucking her until she’s pregnant. Mine.

      Parker is mine.

      In my head, at least. For now.

      I’m starting to think she might actually date me, if I asked. And I plan to ask.

      Crazier things must have happened, right? Crazier than a perfect angel going out with a big, ugly bastard like me?

      “Hello,” a girl says, stopping beside my chair. She holds out a hand, her smile brittle. “I don’t think we’ve met. I’m Jocelyn.”

      I shake her hand without taking my attention off Parker. “Daws.”

      “Daws.” She says my name like there’s a snail in her mouth. “I’m Parker’s best friend and assistant.” Her laugh is humorless. “A lot seems to have happened since I went home last night. For instance, Parker seems to have lost her mind. A plus-size male model at Fashion Week? Well…it just isn’t done.”

      Heat crawls up the back of my neck. A little while ago, some kid walked in straight out of the pages of a magazine. A young guy with symmetrical features and not an ounce of fat on him. Parker told him she wouldn’t be needing his services for the show and he left, but not before I asked myself what the hell she’d want with me…when she could have someone a lot closer to perfect. Perfect like her. “I doubt people want to watch me strut down a runway, either, but I trust Parker to decide what’s best,” I say, finally.

      “Isn’t that sweet?” Jocelyn sighs, tapping a finger on her arm. “I guess we’ll find out soon enough if this was a…” She sniffs, gives me a once-over. “Huge…mistake.”

      She walks away.

      The coffee I drank this morning turns sour in my stomach and I can’t bring myself to meet Parker’s eyes the next time she looks over and smiles. A few minutes ago, I was dead set on asking her out, but now I’m wondering if I’ve been crazy and sleep-deprived to think dating her was possible. Every single person in this room is rail thin and fashionable and part of her world. Everyone but me. I’m an interloper.

      “Hey,” Parker says breathlessly, jogging over to me with black pants draped over her arm. “Can you come with me to the back room? Just want to try these on you before I pack them up for the show.”

      “Sure,” I say, standing up and following her to a small room the size of a supply closet. Everyone has more or less been changing out in the open, not that I cared to look anywhere but at Parker. Is she asking me to change in a separate room because of my size?

      Christ, I need to relax.

      I’m letting her friend fuck with my head.

      “You seem tense,” Parker says, already going to work on my zipper. “Are you okay?”

      “Yeah, just…not my usual scene is all.” I brush her hair back. “Don’t worry about me.”

      She ducks her head. “What if I want to?” A smile curves her lips when the back of her hand brushes over my hard-on. “If you walk down the runway with this, we’re definitely going to be the talk of the town.” She slips her hand into my briefs and grips my cock, forcing me to trap a moan. Like clockwork, my dick stiffens even further. Lengthens in her palm, pulsing for its favorite person. “How many strokes do you think it’ll take?” she whispers.

      “Four. Maybe five, tops,” I rasp, my balls already beginning to tingle. “I’d probably only need one if I hadn’t blown every drop I had in your pretty little pussy this morning.”

      Ever the tease, Parker squeezes the base of my cock, drawing her grip slowly to the tip. “One,” she breathes, giving me another full-length massage, root to head. Jesus, that’s good. Too good. A bead of sweat rolls down my spine. “Two.”

      I’m struggling to breathe, fumbling with the hem of my shirt to pull it up, so I don’t cover it in come. “Fuck. Can’t believe you’re beating me off.” I look down and almost drop my seed at the sight of her little hand playing with my big, veiny dick. “Fuck. Fuck. I was wrong. It’s only going to take three pumps.”

      Eyes lusty, she tightens her hold and fondles me roughly. “Three.”

      A groan of surrender and gratitude is wrested from me as I fill her palm with come, my legs unsteady beneath me. “Pretty baby,” I pant, overflowing her hand, thrusting, jerking my hips up and back until the pressure has finally deserted me. “Look what you do to me. I can’t last thirty seconds with you.” I reach down and cup her pussy. “Do I have time to eat this?”

      “I wish,” she whines, shifting in my grip, moaning quietly. “We have to leave for the show in five minutes. But afterward…”

      When she trails off, I know this is my opening to ask her out.

      To ask her to have dinner with me tonight. To spend the night in my bed where I can make her come. Make her breakfast. Hold her as she sleeps.

      I’m not sure why I hesitate. Maybe it’s the fact that I just busted in three strokes. Or the fact that she’s more beautiful than any woman has the right to be and she’s about to launch her business on a massive stage. Image has to be everything in this world of hers. Won’t she care what people think if she’s seen with a man twice her size? Twelve years older? Her best friend already has a clear dislike for me. Am I being unrealistic to hope Parker could be mine?

      No.

      No, the way she’s looking up at me like I’m her hero…like I’m important…

      That has to mean something.

      “Parker—”

      There’s a loud knock on the door. “I hope you’re done messing around in there, because it’s time to go, Parker,” her friend calls through the door. “It’s almost show time and we still have to get the models and all the pieces to the venue.”

      Parker shakes herself, using a paper towel to clean off her hand. “She’s right. We have to move.” She shoves my pants down and crouches so I can step into the new pair. “Be right out!” A moment later, she zips me in and does a little shoulder shimmy. “Perfect fit,” she breathes, searching my face. “Were you going to…ask me something?”

      Again, I hesitate. She might be too nice to turn me down, even though she should. Wouldn’t that be taking advantage of her kindness? God, that’s the last thing I want to do. “I was just going to say good luck on the show.”

      “Oh.” Her shoulders dip a little and I mentally kick myself. “Thanks.”

      No, I fucked up. I disappointed her. “Wait—”

      “Can you give the pants to one of the interns so they can put it in a garment bag?” She’s already turning and pushing out of the room, but not before I see the sheen of moisture in her eyes. “See you downstairs.”

      “Parker.”

      But she’s already gone.
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      The crowd loves Daws.

      There is an audible gasp when he walks out onto the runway, looking incredible in the custom suit. He walks his usual way, like an irreverent off-duty bodyguard. Blisteringly sexy. The major magazine editor sitting in the front row nods her approval. And everyone goes bananas. Flashbulbs go off, people crane their necks to get a better look at him, applause breaks out.

      A small laugh puffs from my mouth backstage. There’s a little pinwheel of jealousy whipping around in my belly, because I don’t like sharing him. He’s mine. He’s mine.

      At least, I wish he was.

      He doesn’t seem to return the feeling.

      I swallow hard and send the next model down the runway, ordering myself to focus. I should be happy. The show is going amazingly well. And I no longer have to worry about the critics being unkind to this man I seem to have definitely, perhaps unwisely fallen in love with. He’s going to be the main thing everyone remembers from Fashion Week.

      Jocelyn gives me a thumbs up from across the prep area.

      “You’re a smash,” she mouths, smiling.

      I am. The show is, rather.

      I’m not a flash in the pan. I’m the real deal.

      So why do I feel like crying?

      Daws returns from his trip down the runway and his eyes are on me immediately. He doesn’t seem to give a shiny shoot that he just rocked Fashion Week and maybe even changed the entire industry. But it hurts to look at him when I love him and where we stand is so uncertain. So I focus on what I’m doing. Putting last-second touches on models and sending them out one by one. Maybe everything will be clear once I’m done with the show.

      But when I look up again, Daws is surrounded by men and women in smart suits. They’re handing him business cards and peppering him with questions. He doesn’t seem to know how to respond, his hand rubbing awkwardly at the back of his neck.

      “What’s going on over there?” I ask Jocelyn. “Is Daws okay?”

      She snorts. “He’s great. Every modeling agency in attendance wants to sign him. There’s no accounting for taste, I guess.”

      My back goes up. “What is that supposed to mean?”

      Jocelyn settles a firm hand on my shoulder. “It means he’s just another man riding on your coattails. Using you. Just like what happened on the reality show.”

      My stomach drops. “What? No. Daws wouldn’t do that.”

      She gives me a sympathetic head tilt. “Did you think the last guy would?”

      No. No, I’d been so sure he was interested in me. Not my talent or how far I could get him in the competition. While all the time, he’d just been scheming. And Daws…

      I watch him accept a business card and nod at whatever the man is saying to him.

      I gave him every chance to ask me out. To confess his feelings. And he didn’t.

      Did he see me as nothing more than a good opportunity?

      “No,” I say, shaking my head. “I went out and found him. Not the other way around.”

      “Yeah, I’m shocked he agreed to help. Shocked, I tell you,” Jocelyn says, sarcasm lacing her tone. “You’re beautiful, Parker. There isn’t a guy alive who wouldn’t jump at the chance to be alone with you. Maybe he wasn’t using you for a modeling contract. Maybe he used you for sex instead. But the motivation is the same. Greed.” She nods at Daws and his bevy of admirers. “And whether or not he wanted a contract in the beginning, he looks like he’s happy to take it now.”

      Is he?

      Was I just a hookup to him?

      Men and women have sex all the time and don’t enter into a relationship.

      What made me think we were different?

      A sharp ache takes up residence in the center of my chest and I gulp a breath of air, rubbing at the painful spot. I think my heart is breaking.

      “It’s your turn.” Jocelyn pushes me toward the stage entrance. “Go out and accept those accolades. We earned them!”

      Having no choice, I walk out on stage to a standing ovation. And when I reach the end of the runway, I hop off the end and keep right on walking.
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      Where the hell is Parker?

      These goddamn people won’t leave me alone and I don’t like how pale Parker turned when she was talking to her friend. There is something wrong and I need to find her, talk to her, tell her I love her. I’ve made a huge mistake by waiting. I know it in my bones.

      “Excuse me,” I growl at the people around me, pushing yet another business card out of my face and approaching Jocelyn. “Where’s Parker? She hasn’t come back yet?”

      “No. And I’m sure she’ll be busy for a while. Schmoozing, making plans with people…more on her level. After all, she’s just pulled off the show of the season.”

      Ignoring her intended slight, pride infuses my chest. “Oh good,” I breathe, relieved. “I thought it went well, but I wasn’t sure. I’ve never been to one of these things before.”

      “Shocking.” She turns to face me and lowers her voice. “Look, buddy. You might have gotten away with one good show, but the novelty will wear off. Parker is a brand. A fashion brand. And you don’t fit into it—no pun intended.”

      I keep my voice measured, even though I worry there’s some truth to what she’s saying. I stick out like a sore thumb in this place. Among these people. “Like I said, Parker can decide for herself.”

      “No, she can’t. She’s too freaking nice for this business. That’s why she has me. To make the hard decisions when she can’t.” She gives me a disgusted once-over. “We’re on our way up. Me. And Parker. There’s no room for anyone else.”

      I think of how Parker has been avoiding my eyes all afternoon and my gut clenches. “Did she say she wanted me gone?”

      Jocelyn considers lying. I can see it in her calculating expression. “She won’t,” the girl says finally. “Like I said, she’s too nice to do what’s best for herself.”

      And what’s best for her is not being with me.

      I don’t want to believe it’s true and I fight the urge to give in to the doubt. There is something real between us, isn’t there? I didn’t imagine our connection, even though our time together seemed like a fantasy. But when Parker never comes back, even after I’ve been backstage waiting for an hour, I’m forced to accept that my luck has run out.

      Still wearing the suit Parker made for me, I dodge a few greedy-eyed talent agents and leave the venue. I don’t want to go home to my apartment downtown, so I walk. I walk through the city until it gets dark and I circle back, moving restlessly. Without direction. I’m not sure where I’m heading until I get there. The High Line.

      Was it really only this morning I held Parker in my arms here?

      Kissed her?

      Took her virginity?

      I know I should be grateful for the time I was given with the most perfect woman on the face of the earth, but my goddamn heart won’t stop searching for her. Missing her. I’m never going to be the same. All I can hope for is that she’ll be happy.

      My thoughts trail off when I see her.

      Up ahead.

      She’s leaning against the rail, looking out over the Hudson, the moonlight bathing her beautiful face. I’m arrested in place, overcome by the angelic sight of her.

      Then I see the tears. I hear her sobbing.

      And the night shatters around me.

      “Parker,” I rasp, striding toward her, taking her by the shoulders and turning her toward me to check if she’s injured. When I find her whole and healthy, I draw her up against my chest. “Baby, what’s wrong?”

      “Nothing,” she says hastily, swiping at her eyes. “I’m fine.”

      “The hell you are. Talk to me.”

      She buries her nose in the center of my chest and my heart flops over. “I know I shouldn’t be upset at you for just…for wanting to keep things casual.” She hiccups, her tears soaking the front of my shirt. “It’s normal—healthy, even!—to seek out no-strings sex. People do it all the time. But I thought…I thought maybe we weren’t so casual. And I went and got attached to you. And I think it’s great that you’re going to be a professional m-model now—”

      “Whoa whoa. Wait.” There are several things she said that I need to address immediately, mainly the unbelievable part about her being attached to me, but I can’t help but interrupt at this misconception. “Where did you get that idea?”

      She sniffs. “Jocelyn said they were offering you contracts. Six-figure ones, probably. And I shouldn’t be jealous that people are going to be looking at you. But I am.” She closes her eyes and wails the last part into my belly. “I don’t want to share.”

      Holy shit.

      “Do you actually think I want to be a model, Nebraska? I don’t. I turned them all down.” My heart is going a million miles per hour as I lift her chin up. She doesn’t want to share me. She doesn’t want to share me. Can this actually be happening? “I only did this show for you. Nobody else. And baby, please don’t share me. Keep me all to yourself. Did you think I wouldn’t want that? Want you?”

      “You didn’t say anything.”

      “I know. I fucked up so bad, Parker, I’m sorry. You’re a goddamn angel and I didn’t…I still can’t believe this is real. That you could want to be with me.”

      This pisses her off. “Why can’t you see that you’re amazing? Those people loved you!”

      I shake my head, cradling her face in my hands. “I only care about you loving me.”

      “Good, because I do.” She blinks back tears. “I love you. You’re sweet and funny and grumpy and you make me happy. You make me feel safe. Like even if I bomb or make a hideous dress, I can never completely fail, because you’d be there. I’d always be winning.”

      I want to sink down to the earth and pray to my maker. What did I do to deserve this girl? How did I live without her before? “I love you, Parker. I started loving you the second you walked into my bar. There is nothing casual about this. I didn’t tell you when I should have because your world is all about beauty and perfection. I’ll never think of myself as either of those things.” I swallow. “You worked so hard on this brand—”

      “Brand?” She exhales a humorless laugh. “It was Jocelyn, wasn’t it? She played us both. Tried to drive us apart.”

      “Yeah. I knew better and I let what she said get to me, anyway.” I lean down and kiss her tear-moistened lips, once, twice, until she sniffs and kisses me back, making everything in my world right again. “I’m fucking sorry, baby. Never again. If you’ll let me be your man, I’ll never let either of us doubt again. I love you.”

      With tears in her eyes, she wraps her arms around me—as far as they’ll go, anyway. “And if you let me be your woman, I’ll watch sunrises and sunsets with you every day.” She looks up at me with a serious expression. “At least until we have babies. Then we’ll have to take sleep wherever we can get it.”

      Babies.

      Hallelujah. I scoop my girl up in my arms and stride for the stairs leading down to the street. “No better time to get started.”
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      There is something so delicious about being able to make my husband come at the drop of a hat. One might assume that after two babies and eight years together, he’d have gotten used to me. Learned how to control himself, control how he responds to my touch. My body. Well, he hasn’t. I can still send him over the edge with three hard strokes. This man I love like crazy has it bad for me. Just like I have it bad for him.

      When he accused me of being a tease all those years ago, I took it with a grain of salt. Although, there was no denying that I enjoyed making Daws sweat. Eight years later, I’ve embraced that playful side of me—much to the misery and delight of my sexy beast of a husband.

      I walk into our bedroom in a frilly pink teddy and watch his Adam’s apple bob in his throat, his hands paused in the act of removing his shoes. “Shit,” he mutters thickly. “That’s a new one. Did you make it yourself?”

      “Mmmhmm.” I turn in a slow circle between his long, thick, outstretched legs, giving him a chance to take in the finer details. The pink lace barely containing my breasts, the sheer material draping down over my stomach, the hem brushing the waistband of my matching thong. My silver five-inch heels. “Made it just for you.”

      His breath is already rattling in his chest, a tell-tale bulge appearing in his lap. “Parker,” he warns, shaking his head. “You know I won’t last with you wearing that little thing.”

      Lust slithers up my ribcage and hardens my nipples. What woman wouldn’t want to be desired like this? To a point that a man can’t keep from spilling at the sight of you.

      Oh, Daws always makes sure I reach my peak.

      Sometimes he’s inside me, cursing and straining to keep from coming.

      Begging.

      Groaning.

      Panting.

      Other times, when he can’t hold back, he finishes me with his tongue.

      What will tonight bring?

      When I saw this pink lace in the fabric shop, it made me think of him. Mostly that it would drive him wild. But I also got a sense of nostalgia thinking of the first time he brought me home and we ate pink, strawberry frosted donuts in bed together between bouts of lovemaking. I woke up alone the next morning to rain pattering on the window of his apartment. Only a minute passed before he returned, hair wet from the rain, a diamond ring in his pocket.

      We haven’t spent a night apart since.

      Not unless Daws is working a late shift at the bar or I’m scrambling to put final touches on a new line before a show. Over the last eight years, my brand has dovetailed into two aesthetics. One is my edgy womenswear collection. The other is my even more popular plus-size men’s line. Sometimes I even convince my husband to model for me. He makes me pay him in kisses and it’s so not a hardship.

      “You’ll last me for me, won’t you?” I whisper, straddling his lap, sliding forward until my softness presses to his erection and listening to his rough intake of breath. “I want to come while you’re inside me so deep, Daddy.”

      Daws groans long and loud, turning his big body and throwing me down on the bed. His thick body flattens me, stealing my breath with its weight. I love this part. Watching him fumble for his zipper, his face contorted in pain. We don’t role play very often. We don’t need to. Mostly I just love to call him the D word to remind him he’s in charge.

      With a grunt, he drops his heavy cock out onto my stomach, the tip leaving a trail of moisture on my teddy. Our mouths lock together and we roll together on the bed, side to side, wrestling his shirt off as we kiss, my thighs opening in welcome.

      Finally, my husband’s gloriously broad, hairy chest is on display and now it’s my turn to start panting. God. God, he’s the hottest man alive, all salt and pepper hair and weathered skin. Faded tattoos and a bullet hole in his shoulder. And a lifetime of desire banked in his eyes.

      “You’re so sexy,” I murmur, dragging my fingernails down hard over his nipples.

      His shaft jumps between my legs and he curses through clenched teeth.

      Lord, he gets me wet. The thong is already plastered to my intimate flesh, a buzz of hunger riding up and down every inch of my skin. “Can I lick them?”

      His swallow is audible. “Not if you want to come on my dick.”

      “Shh…” I lever myself up and slide down slightly, putting my mouth on level with his left nipple. My tongue circles the dusky disc and he shudders, bucks his hips. “You can handle it.”

      “I can’t. I can’t.”

      Feeling wicked, loving how he’s pacing the edge of the cliff already, I close my teeth around the whole thing and bite down.

      “FUCK! Parker.” He drags me back up the bed and shoves my thighs open. “My little cock tease wife is at it again, isn’t she?” My thong is yanked to the right and he spits on my sex—a hard, meant shot of saliva—before filling me with eight fat, glorious inches. “Ahhhh Jesus,” he says choppily, his neck losing power to drop his head forward. “Can’t believe I get to come in this pussy. Can’t believe I don’t have to use a condom. Still can’t fucking believe it.”

      I slide my hands into the loosened back waistband of his trousers, grabbing as much of his beautiful beefy ass as I can. “Well I can’t believe all of this is mine.” My nails skewer his flesh and his shaft judders inside me, his breath coming in spurts. “All. Mine.” I clench the walls of my womanhood around his steel length. “This too.”

      He falls on me like an animal, groaning into my neck, slamming into me five times before stopping, his frustration evident. “Have to stop. I’m going to bust. You’re doing it on purpose.”

      “Doing what?”

      “Being Parker. Being my perfect wife.” He bares his teeth against my ear. “Being a hot little fuck for Daddy.”

      I gasp when his words make me clench involuntarily, my flesh starting to quicken.

      “Yeah, that’s right, pretty baby. Two can play at this game.”

      He rams himself deep and the headboard cracks against the wall. One, two, three thrusts. And moaning, both of us clawing at flesh, we have to stop. It’s too much. He’s too thick and I’m too tight and it’s always like this. We’re insatiable and it’s new every single time.

      “Goddammit,” Daws rasps, wrapping a hand around my throat. “You’ve had my dick hard for eight motherfucking years. I can’t get enough. This obsession is permanent. Gets deeper every day. I’ll never get enough.”

      “I’ll never get enough of you either, husband,” I gasp, willing him to tighten his hold on my throat—and he does. “I love you.”

      “I love you, too,” he heaves, his hips beginning to roll again, involuntarily, his jaw slackening with pleasure. “Jesus, it’s happening. I can’t hold it. Come with me.”

      And I do.

      I’ll follow him anywhere. Forever.

      

      THE END
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          Daddy’s Worst Nightmare is available now…

        

      

    

    
      Damian has been my guardian angel since I was six, emerging from the shadows to save me time and time again from my father’s enemies. The night of my eighteenth birthday party, he finally comes to claim me. He’ll play dirty to make me his wife…and he’s not taking no for an answer.

      

      In the bitter cold world where I grew up, Arya was the only one to show me kindness by feeding me when I was hungry. Now I’ve built a criminal empire, simply to lay it at her feet. Taking Arya away from her father is easy. And cherishing her is what I was born to do. It’s keeping her safe from the darkness of my world that will be the challenge…

      
        
        Get it here: https://bit.ly/3f39Axy
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