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        This one is for the hyper-independent eldest daughters who’ve forgotten how to relax.

      

      

      

      
        
        May you find yourself a caretaking, obsessive golden retriever who lets you walk him like a dog in the streets and makes you drop to your knees like a good little wife in the sheets.
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        Easton

      

      

      
        
        February Fourteenth – Ten Years Ago

      

      

      “Smack your gum a little louder, pretty boy.”

      A smile teases my lips as the nickname echoes off the walls of the otherwise silent library. I lift my head from behind my laptop to find two almond-shaped, brown and gold flecked eyes looking back at me. They smolder with amusement despite her full lips screwed into a vexed frown.

      “Not gum. Candy.” I grin at her, holding up the box of Tart Hearts before I go back to chewing—louder this time.

      She scoffs, gaze falling to her screen as she shakes her head. Her nails tap against the keys in a way that spells her annoyance. I know we’re working on the same term paper for our Business Law 101 course. Most of our other classmates will procrastinate until Sunday night to get it done, opting to spend their Valentine’s Day in more enticing ways, but I knew Maya would come down to the North Library to study tonight, and it’s no surprise I ended up doing the same.

      If I were going to ask anyone out on the most romantic of holidays, it’d be her.

      She’d say no, though. So instead, I spend my evening actually getting ahead of my coursework for once while stealing glances at her from the table across the room, searching for the courage I know I won’t find to speak to her.

      I mean, I do speak to Maya often. We take many of the same courses, and that’s not because I’m stalking her. We’re both pre-law. Last term, we formed a study group with a few other students and often meet up, though everyone else had plans tonight.

      I met Maya last fall in an Introduction to Law and Literature course. She caught my eye the first day when she was the only student in the room with the gall to ask our professor for clarification on the syllabus, establishing herself as the most ambitious, outspoken, and driven woman I’ve ever met. And that’s generous, considering my sister Penelope just got admitted to fucking Oxford.

      I’ve lusted after her ever since, and sometimes, I swear I can see a matching passion in Maya’s eyes, but whatever may be brewing beneath the surface, she sure as hell won’t act upon it.

      She’s focused on school, her career, and her future one hundred percent of the time. She’s convinced men are nothing more than a waste of time, a deterrent to her success. Honestly, I can’t say I disagree. I don’t have much to offer besides an above-average cock and an eager tongue, but I’d be more than willing to slip her an orgasm or two between classes if it allowed me even a few moments alone with her.

      There’s something about Maya—her energy, her aura, her smile. It’s the triumph I feel when I’m actually capable of pulling a laugh from that pretty mouth of hers. I’m addicted to her.

      How do I go about telling her that, though?

      Hey, I know you’re way out of my league, but would you ever consider making me your personal boy toy because I’d rather be that to you than nothing at all?

      I’m a fucking lunatic.

      “If you want a piece, Maya baby, all you’ve got to do is walk those pretty legs over here and ask me nicely.”

      Those eyes lift to me over her screen, flaring with just a hint of allure. The first time she called me “pretty boy” was after I offered to take the lead witness freshman year on our university’s Mock Trial team and she promptly told me to sit down before taking the lead herself. Which was to be expected, I’m not the most motivated student. I’m applying for law school because my dad is a doctor and my sister is going to discover lost cities someday, and I’m determined not to be the family fuck-up.

      Regardless, the nickname stuck, just like I got stuck on her, and “Maya baby” followed not long after. She pretends to hate it, but the only thing she seemed to hate more was the three month period when I had stopped calling her that because I thought she didn’t like it.

      She’s complicated, but I’d spend a lifetime unraveling her nuances if I could.

      “Shouldn’t you be out getting yourself into trouble tonight?” Her voice is a purr, her movements like silk as she closes her laptop and stands from her chair. She strides toward me before planting her sweet, thick thighs on the edge of my table and holding out her palm.

      I pull a heart out of the box, making sure I grab a blue one that reads “B Mine” before setting it in her hand and leaning back in my chair, crossing my arms behind my head. “Had better things to do.”

      “Like stalking me?” she asks, tossing the candy into her mouth without even looking at what it says.

      “I do not stalk you,” I scoff.

      “Right. Of course you don’t,” she says, tossing her sleek, straight hair over her shoulder. “That’s why you’re at the North Library tonight when it’s so much farther from your apartment than the Main Library on campus.”

      I raise my brow. “Now who’s the stalker?”

      She rolls her eyes, glancing away, though I catch the blush creeping up her cheeks.

      It emboldens me. “Why aren’t you out on a date tonight?”

      “The only thing I’m dating is my coursework.” She huffs a laugh. “Just like someday, I’ll be married to my career.” She shrugs. “I like it that way.”

      “We could always do that thing where if we reach forty and we’re not married, we marry each other,” I offer with a wink.

      Her eyes flash to mine before she dips her head, hiding a smile. “And why would I want to marry you, pretty boy?”

      I bite my lip, rocking in my chair, trying not to giggle like a child. Something about this interaction has me downright fucking giddy. “I’m great in bed.”

      “Mhmm.” She lets out a disbelieving sigh, but her blush deepens.

      “Please,” I huff, feeling more confident than ever before. “Don’t sit here and try to pretend you’ve never thought about it.”

      She bites her lip, refusing to look at me, though I watch her eyes track the flex in my arms where they’re folded behind my head. It’s the same way she watches my hands when I type, the movement of my tongue when I lick my lips because I’ve caught her staring. She’s cataloging my body to imagine all the things I might be able to do with it.

      I unfold my arms and run my palms down my thighs, and she watches that too.

      “See? You’re looking at my hands again.”

      Maya’s eyes snap to mine, the gold in them blazing bright. “They’re nice hands,” she admits, nearly breathless.

      “I can do a lot of nice things with them,” I respond gruffly.

      The air between us grows thick, the unspoken question hanging like a tether neither of us is sure the other wants to pull. I lean forward, looking up to where she still sits on the table in front of me. Slowly, I raise my hand and place it beside her thigh, lifting my pinky to make contact with her leg.

      I pause there, allowing her time to move away, to tell me no. But she doesn’t.

      I circle my finger over the fabric of her tights. They’re sheer, accented by a maroon-colored sweater dress and a pair of knee high boots I’d crawl to see her bare in.

      “Easton,” she breathes.

      I immediately stop, but before I can pull my hand away, she’s grasping the collar of my pullover and hauling me up to stand. I follow her lead, stepping between her legs and reveling at the way they spread for me.

      One second of suspended time allows her eyes to meet mine, a year and a half of pent up tension and daydreams clashing in our gaze before she’s pulling my shirt again, forcing my mouth to hers.

      Her lips meet mine—a soft dichotomy to the fierceness with which she claims my mouth. Her hand curls around the nape of my neck, long nails twisting into my hair as she brushes her tongue across the seam of my lips possessively.

      “Fuck, Maya,” I groan, spurring her on as she grips me tighter, letting out a whimper of her own.

      I slide my hands up her thighs, palms skating over the sheer tights and soft fabric of her sweater dress until I’m grasping her hips. I tug her into me, our bodies flush, and I feel her gasp at my hard length now pressing into her. I drag my lips from hers, brushing along her jaw and down her neck, savoring the taste of her sweet flesh beneath my tongue.

      She runs her fingers through my hair, thighs tightening around my waist. “I never do this.”

      “Thank God,” I rasp against her skin.

      I don’t ever want to think about another man touching her hips or having his mouth on her flesh. I sink my teeth into her collarbone, desperate to be the only man doing that to her too.

      “Rules,” she says, causing me to pull back and look down at her. Her hair is ruffled, pupils blown wide, taking up her dark irises as she breathes heavily, staring at me with a lust-laced gaze.

      “Rules?”

      Maya nods. “This is a one-time thing, we’re not going home together, and we never speak of it again.”

      “Even if I do a really, really good job?”

      She huffs a laugh, shaking her head.

      “Okay. We never speak of it again, unless…” I smirk. “We both cash in on that marriage pact when we’re forty. Then, I’m going to bring up this night every chance I get until you let me repeat it over…” I bring my hand to her neck, gently closing my fingers around her throat. “And over…” I lean in, pressing my lips to her ear. “And over again.”

      “Easton,” she breathes.

      “Yeah, Maya baby?”

      “Shut up and fuck me.” She pulls back, bracing herself back against the table behind her as her legs spread wider. The sweater dress rides up her thighs, revealing smooth, dark skin.

      My cock is raging against my jeans as I slide my palms up her flesh, dipping my fingers between her legs and grasping her sheer tights. “How important are these to you?”

      “Not as important as feeling you touch me.”

      “Fuck.” Our foreheads press together as we both glance down to where I fist the tights at the apex of her thighs. The rip of fabric mingles with our rapid breathing as I tear them open, granting me access to her bare skin.

      I slip her dress higher so it bunches at her waist, looping my arms around her thighs as I fall to the floor in front of her, putting me at face-level with her pussy.

      “What are you doing?” she hisses.

      I brush a finger over the silk of her lace panties, slipping beneath the fabric and pulling it aside. She’s already wet, glistening with arousal beneath the perfectly manicured triangle of dark hair. So fucking hot.

      “Maya baby, I’ve been craving your taste since we met.” I lift my head, finding her flaming dark eyes searing through me. “You’re not going to deny me that now, are you?”

      “Shouldn’t we…” She’s breathless, chest heaving as she glances around the quiet library. “Try and be quick about this? We’re technically in public.”

      She’s nervous, clearly outside her comfort zone, and fuck if that doesn’t spur me on, desperate to make sure this is the best sexual experience she’ll ever have.

      “My only priority is to feel you coming on my face, and if someone wants to interrupt that, they can fucking watch.”

      “Jesus Christ,” she moans, head falling back.

      “Is that a yes, Maya baby?”

      “God, Easton,” she rasps, head snapping down to watch me move between her thighs. “Yes, please. Fuck.”

      She gasps as I tug her to the edge of the table, pressing on the inside of her knees to spread her wider. Her legs tremble as I pull her panties to the side once more before swiping my tongue up her slit.

      I flick her clit in a teasing lick before moving down to her center and thrusting inside her and dragging my mouth back. I feel her nails in my hair, pulling at my strands and forcing my face exactly where she wants me.

      I suck her bud into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it as I nip with my teeth, teasing a finger at her center. She whimpers when I enter her, bending my finger at the knuckle to make a beckoning motion, massaging her in just the right spot.

      “Christ, Maya. You taste so fucking good, baby.”

      My cock throbs as I continue to lap at her, desperate to get inside her wet warmth. Her hold on my hair tightens as her thighs tremble around my head. Her moans—quiet and soft at first—start to grow louder. She’s losing control, no longer concerned with fear that we may be caught like this.

      She bucks her hips against my face, chasing friction and ecstasy, desperate for the release I’m about to give her. I slip a second finger inside her, curling both and moving my hand faster while I match the rhythm with my tongue on her clit.

      “Easton,” she breathes, and I damn near come at the breathless moan of my name from her lips. I press my free hand against my cock, adding pressure to quell the release begging to barrel through me. I need to be inside her.

      Her quivering legs crush my face as her hand behind my head presses me to her center so hard, I think I might suffocate, but fuck, I am not complaining.

      “Atta girl. Let me taste you.”

      “Fuck,” she gasps, and I feel her climax rush through her, drenching my fingers. She lets go of my head, body trembling, as she falls back onto the desk.

      I let her ride it out as her hips continue to move against my face, leaving her clit and slipping my tongue inside her, allowing her release to coat my mouth as I savor her taste.

      “Easton, my god,” she continues as she floats back down to Earth.

      I don’t stop until I’ve wrung every last drop of pleasure from her, sitting back on my knees to take in her glowing dark skin, trembling limbs, and wild hair as she lays back on the table, satisfied by me.

      She slowly raises back up to sit, and I get to my feet, towering above her. She lifts her gaze, eyes hooded and lust-laced as a soft, sated smile tugs at her full lips. “Are you gonna fuck me now, pretty boy?” I reach into my back pocket for my wallet, pulling out the condom I keep inside it. Maya’s eyes blow wide as I flip the foil in my fingers. “Damn. You come prepared.”

      “When you’re around? Always, Maya baby. Never know when a miracle might present itself.”

      “Fucking me is a miracle?” she muses.

      “I haven’t fucked you yet, but baby, eating that pretty cunt of yours sure felt like a dream come true.”

      I tear the wrapper open with my teeth as I pop the button on my jeans. She watches with rapt attention, eyes flaring and bottom lip slipping beneath her teeth as I pull out my cock. Her gaze rapidly darts between my face and where I fist myself. Satisfaction rushes through me at the sight of her salivating for me.

      I roll the condom over my tip and down my length before guiding it between her legs. “Lean back on your elbows. I want you to watch me sink inside this perfect pussy.”

      “Easton,” she moans. “Your fucking mouth.”
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