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DAVID.

I HAVE NO IDEA WHERE this relationship is headed, but damn she has a nice ass.

My cock throbbed inside my jeans as Jenika sashayed her hips while navigating the tables of the restaurant. 

She threw me an alluring smile over her shoulder before she ducked into the ladies room.

A moment later our waiter arrived with our dessert.

“Thanks,” I said and waved away the lingering waiter. I stared down at the cheesecake I’d ordered under sufferance. Jenika loved dessert. It was an adorable, yet annoying foible. Sometimes even aggravating because it delayed our bedtime and that was always the best time of our day.

A smile tugged at my lips, and I fiddled with the fork. I’d never looked forward to going to bed with a woman so much as I did with Jenika. I chuckled to myself as I thought about the weird and wonderful life I now possessed. I spent my days inventing new football boots, trading information with other scientists, and running my billion-dollar company. I got to run around the best football fields in the world and I was treated like a god because people valued money and power over all else.

Yet, regardless of all my success and my day-to-day dealings with the rich and shameless, my favorite time of the day remained when my red-haired vixen slipped off her dress and revealed her voluptuous body to me.

Jenika re-entered the dining room, her very presence like a warm ray of sunshine. Her smile alone lit up the space, and all eyes surreptitiously watched her as she approached our table once again.

I felt my lips lift and a grin stretched across my face as happiness fills me. After a decade of relentlessly dealing with gold digging bitches, I was finally pretty sure I’d found a woman I could trust and genuinely spend quality time with.

“Oh, wow. That looks amazing,” Jenika said as she sat down, her, beautiful smile even broader as she picked up her spoon. She cracked the burnt sugar crust of her crème brûlée and moaned as she indulgently scooped the custard past her red lips and into her mouth.

Heat poured into my groin, and I glared playfully at her. “You’ve got to stop making those noises when you eat or I’m going to pull you into the car and take you home—dessert or no dessert.”

Jenika laughed and the sound was musical. “You know I have to eat my calories now. I’ll need them the energy for later...”

I chuckled and offered her a cheeky wink. “So true. We still haven’t had the chance to try the shower out yet.”

“Well, that’s because you’re impatient, David.” She sighed as she continued to enjoy her sweets, sucking the spoon clean after each mouthful.

“Again. So, true,” I admitted as I groaned internally. 

This woman is going to be the death of me!

Every little thing about her set me on fire; from the way she walked, to how she ate, to her playful and sensual laughter. Without shame I let my gaze wander over her beautiful form, loving the way color blossomed in her cheeks as I drank her in.

She was such a strange and heady combination of innocence and intense, raw sexuality. Assuming she had told me the truth, she’d only been with a few guys before me—fellow university students mostly. I hadn’t dug deeper, because I didn’t want to know the details. But they must have been pretty crappy in bed because the moment I’d taken her into my arms and kissed her, she’d melted like ice on a hot summer day.

She was eager and enthusiastic to learn what I liked and to share new experiences with me. I’d never had a lover like her. Every woman I’d been with had always had an angle, a play, an end goal in mind when they’d hooked up with me and nine times out of ten it involved my money. But not, Jenika. She was real in a way I hadn’t experienced before. Her enthusiasm, honesty, and freely given affection—it was all new and thoroughly intoxicating.

When she spooned the last morsel of the luxurious dessert into her mouth, the spoon sucked clean for the final time, my patience evaporated.

“All right. Let’s go, gorgeous,” I said. I hadn’t touched my own unwanted dessert. It sat there as perfect as it had arrived on my large white plate, but she’d devoured hers in a just a handful of sensual mouthfuls. 

She swallowed and licked her lips, before she gave me a big smile that lit up my world. “Okay,” she agreed.

I stood and offered her my hand. 

She rose to her feet and used her free hand to adjust her slinky, fitted dress. 

Ignoring her attempt at modesty, I pulled her into my arms. “It’s bedtime, beautiful.”

She giggled as we made our way through the maze of tables and toward the revolving front doors.

“Add it to my account,” I said to the maître d’.

“Of course, sir.”

Whooshing her out of the restaurant and into our waiting limo, I shut the door behind me.

Jenika slid seductively to the other side of the long, black leather bench seat and gestured to the vast amount of room between us. “I don’t know why you always insist on this car. I feel like I’m going to my débutante ball, or something.”

Without instruction my driver started the limo and pulled smoothly into the heavy San Francisco traffic. 

“You know I like having my hands free to grope you all the way home,” I teased. “Your curves slay me.”

She slipped a hand over my hip and grabbed my inner thigh with her small hand, nibbling on her lower lip all the while. “I missed you this week, you know?” 

I grabbed her around the waist and pulled her onto my lap, inhaling her delicious floral scent.

Jasmine and citrus.

My mouth watered. “I’ve been busy, babe. You know I wish I could see you more often.” I had my seventh pair of football boots releasing in just a few weeks, and my first line of soccer boots. Work was absolutely hectic and time consuming.

She leaned forward and kissed my lips lightly, the softness as sweet as it was tantalizing. “Yeah, I know, and I’m proud of all the work you do. You’re amazing. I just wish I got to see you more, that’s all.”

There wasn’t any pressure or demand in her tone, just sadness and honesty; a fresh and welcome change I still wasn’t quite used to.

“Come here, baby.” I pulled her closer, loving the way her arms slid around my neck.

She held me tight, like she’d never let me go.

I pressed my lips to hers and slid my tongue into the warmth of her mouth. Savoring her sweetness and reveling in the little moans that rose from her throat the longer and more passionately we kissed.

When things started to get too hot and heavy I reluctantly eased back and let her slide from my lap. I didn’t want to be fully erect for the long elevator ride up to my penthouse. We’d been caught far too many times by my neighbors already. And despite my confidence, my cock proudly straining against my trousers had the effect of stilting greetings and causing faces to flush red.

“How was your week?” I asked, clearing my throat as I glanced out the window to see how far we had to go.

“Good.” She smiled. “The new principal is a bit of a dick, but nothing I can’t handle.”

Jenika had graduated from university just last year with a double degree in commerce and finance, but unexpectedly she’d decided to go into teaching to work with some pretty tough and underprivileged kids. She was resilient and kind, everything a good teacher should be.

I had squashed the urge to slide in and help her with her career several times already. My head said that she deserved be teaching at a good school, or at college level, somewhere worthy of her softness and talent. Somewhere she’d be truly appreciated. But what my head thought was irrelevant to the whims of her heart, so I stayed out of her business and she was happy. I understood her desire to stand on her own two feet and certainly respected it. And when she succeeded on her own chosen path, she’d know that it was because she’d done it entirely on her own. There was a lot of satisfaction to be felt in that 

And I should know.

“You can handle anything you set your mind to, sweetheart. You’re one tough girl.”

“I’m twenty-three, David,” she snipped, cocking an elegant eyebrow. “I’m hardly a girl.”

Oh, the impudence of the young! 

I grinned. “And baby, I was already travelling around Europe and making my first million while you were still in nappies.”

“I was not!” she retorted, smacking my shoulder playfully. “There’s only fifteen years between us!”

That was true, but I loved teasing her about our age difference. Though we had great chemistry and loved spending time together, the subject had the tendency of getting under her skin. I took her hand and pressed a kiss to it which has the desired effect.

Jenika melted like putty, her gaze instantly glazing as she swallowed her desire.

The limo slowed down and I looked outside. 

Right on time.

The footman from my building was already opening the door for us, his gaze averted as he bid us a good evening.

“Let’s go, baby.” I slid across the seat, stepped out, and offered her my hand. 

She gave me one of her playful glares as she wiggled across the smooth leather. “You know, when I start calling you Daddy, you’re not going to think it’s so funny!”

I couldn’t help but laugh as I pulled her from the limo, a secret part of me rather aroused by the taboo of that particular kink. “You didn’t tell me you were into role playing,” I said. “Want to try that sometime?”

She shook her head, and her mouth turned downward in a subtle grimace. 

I mentally kicked myself for forgetting the issues she had with her father. We hadn’t talked a lot about our families or our pasts in any depth yet, but I did know that her father hadn’t been in the picture for a very long time.

“Are you sure?” I continued to joke, trying to salvage the situation as I put my arm around her shoulders and guided her inside. “Any other kinks you want to explore? How about BDSM? I’m not too well practised with ropes and handcuffs, but for you, I’d try anything.” I placed a hand on my heart, swearing to be any lover she wanted.

She giggled in amusement. “I know, but what we do now is more than enough,” she whispered as she slid her hands around my waist and gave me her best come-hither look.

The elevator dinged and I managed to get her inside and up to my penthouse without stripping her out of her sexy black dress. Which was an incredible feat of restraint considering how I was feeling.

My heart was beginning to pound like a drum that I could hear inside my own head, and my hands were wandering of their own accord, feeling her beautiful soft curves beneath the flimsy fabric of her dress. “God, I want you,” I groaned as I pulled her to the bedroom, our lips locked, as our hands pulled and tugged at each other’s clothes feverishly.

Jenika managed to get my shirt open, and my suit pants undone before I’d found the flesh I wanted.

“Hold up,” I said, stepping back from her groping hands to push the shirt from my shoulders. “Strip, now, young lady. I can never get that dress of yours off fast enough.” Despite my constant offers to buy her new clothes, she always demurely refused. Choosing to wear the same dress a dozen times.

She gave me a beautiful slow smile, then stepped back and shimmied her hips, the little black dress sliding to the ground with practiced ease. Her cheeks flushing rosy with color, she stood before me in black lacy underwear I hadn’t seen before.

Now, they’re new!

“Damn, you’re sexy,” I breathed, my intonation thick with lust.

She gave me another smile. “I have spent more money on my underwear in the few months I’ve known you, than the ten years before it,” she admitted.

I pulled at my tie and shucked off my pants. I’d offered to buy her as many lacy undergarments as she desired as well, but again, she always refused. But now that I knew how amazing she looked in it, I was going to steal them, write down the sizes, and order everything that Victoria’s Secret had in her size! “And I appreciate it,” I said as I stepped toward her. “You know I’m a sucker for the window dressing.”

Jenika smiled and stepped forward, meeting me halfway before wrapping her hand around my throbbing shaft. “I do. I do...” She worked her hand up and down me exactly the way I liked it, her smile turning devilish as the blood began to pound and my cock thickened to rock hardness for her.

“Come here, beautiful girl.” I cupped her face and devoured her mouth. Indulging in the passionate way she kissed me back. Her tongue lifted to meet mine enthusiastically, small moans escaping her throat as our affections became more primal.

I stroked her skin with my fingertips and reached behind her, unsnapping her black lacey bra and letting it fall away between us. Trailing my lips over her cheek, and down her throat, I bit down on the side of her neck, tasting the saltiness of her warm skin. 

She arched into me, her hands running over my hips and grabbing my ass.

She’d even bitten my it playfully one night, her eyes gleaming with mischief, which had given me the biggest shock of my life. But it had also been a major turn on. I never knew what was going to happen with Jenika, and that alone made my heart race in anticipation of these precious nights we spent together.
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DAVID.

“SHOWER?” JENIKA ASKED, panting a little as she pressed against my bare chest.

Good girl. I would have forgotten completely. 

“Oh, absolutely.” I took her by the hand and walked her into my massive ensuite. I’d had this apartment built specifically with a huge, luxurious double shower, for this exact purpose—for enjoying sudsy, filthy fun.

Jenika grabbed the tiny, piece of black lace between her legs and pushed them down her legs, past her ankles and onto the floor. Then she stood back up and stepped out of them and I got to view her, in all her glorious perfection.

“Delicious,” I drawled as I picked her up with ease and sat her on top of the bench, spreading her legs wide and pressing between them. 

She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me, letting her hands wander over my shoulders to set my body alight.

I dropped to the tiled floor between her milky, thick thighs and set my mouth to her bare pussy.

“Oh... fuck!” she cried, gripping the marble vanity. 

I let my tongue circle her clit, lavishing her with my years of oral prowess. She smelled like rain and sunshine, flowers and cream. It was intoxicating. I couldn’t get enough. I ran my tongue up and down her folds, enjoying the little gasps of ecstasy she uttered as she grabbed my hair and panted. 

She begged for me to stop, then to not stop. She didn’t seem to know what
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