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-Hoo, Zarah, how well you move- I said while the redhead mounted me like a horse.
"Marcus can't take it anymore," he yelled as I squeezed and squeezed his breasts.
That was easy to fix, in one quick movement I put her under me and began to thrust her very fast making her moan louder than before.
"I can't stand it," he yelled again.
To be honest, I couldn't hold out either- Well, come to my wrist- I roared in her ear and a few seconds later we both reached climax and lay down on the bed.
"It was fantastic," Zarah said with a gasping breath.
-Yes, I have to go- I said avoiding the subject. I got out of bed and started looking for my boxers.
"You're not staying," he pouted.
-I have to work- I put on my shirt, pulled up my pants, put on my shoes and got out of bed to button and adjust my shirt.
"You always have to work," she spat in annoyance, got up from the bed and put her panties on. Zarah was just one of the many girls on my list, whom I only called to fuck and spend the night, just that and nothing else. Don't get me wrong she is a beautiful woman but I don't want anything serious.
-Zarah- I called to get their attention- I remind you that this is nothing serious and it never will be. So I would not waste time on that kind of stupid and enjoy the moment- I said and approached the door of her room.
"You're an idiot" I heard her scream after I closed the door of her room and went down the stairs that led to the living room where her sister was sitting watching TV.
-Hi Marcus- his sister greeted me very flirtatious and mischievous. I'm not going to deny that I also shot Zarah's sister, but I'm not in the mood today.
"I'm sorry Angela, not today" I said as I left her house and went to my beloved Audi r8. I got into my brand-new car, lit a cigarette, and started the car until my parents' house.
I arrived at my parents' house, today I had an important "meeting" with dad and I couldn't miss it. I parked the car in the driveway, took one last drag on my cigarette and threw it on the floor. I didn't like my dad seeing me smoke, I knew I disappointed him doing it but I needed to vent and this was one of the best ways to do it.
I entered the house and one of the maids greeted me indicating that my father was in his study waiting for me, I thanked him and went to my father's study.
Knock, knock, knock! - knock on the door.
"Come in," my father said from the other side of the door.
Between and there he was, leaning on his desk with the newspaper in his hands reading one of its many columns, he was wearing a gray suit that he had given him at Christmas along with his slippers. I suppose he is getting ready to go to the office because of the looks he carries, but who am I to judge.
"Take a seat Mark," he said without taking his eyes off his newspaper. I listened and sat in one of the armchairs in the study.
-Good morning Robert, I'm fine this morning too- I said sarcastically to attract his attention but it didn't work. He kept staring at the newspaper.
-Marcus Alexander Scorza Dallas- he said my full name with his eyes fixed on his newspaper, this is not good- Son of Robert Maximilian Scorza, "the titan of business", was seen last Friday leaving a strip club accompanied by a couple of girls with whom he was very loving and they bit. Reliable sources claim to have followed the businessman to the hotel... - He continued telling the stupid and repetitive news. He should be used to it by now, since every week they said the same thing about me in a section of the newspaper.
-It is a new conquest of the tycoon or is it just another of his sex toys for his beautiful collection- was the last thing my father said before glaring at me. This time he was pissed off.
-Pure shit- do not continue the sentence because I would know that the situation would worsen- Daddy I...
-Clearly it is another toy for your collection, another toy with which you ruin the image of our last name- my father shouted burning with fury, I could only lower my head and feel ashamed. If anyone scolds me for what I'm doing with my life, I don't care, but if my father does, I know it will make me feel like the most shitty and miserable person on this planet.
Dad got up from where he had been lying down for a while and sat in his desk chair. His gesture was serious and cold, this time if he had made him angry and very seriously.
-Rob, you don't know how sorry I'm really...
-You feel it? Are you sorry? - He interrupted me sarcastically, he thought for a few minutes, took a deep breath and continued- You know, you will pay for it and very expensive- he paused and after a few minutes a malicious smile illuminated his face -It's about time What are you feeling son- I'm not liking this at all.
"What do you mean?" I asked hoping it wasn't what I was thinking.
-I mean that you- no, not that- you have- anything but that- get married.
I am literally in shock. I can't get married, I'm not ready for that stage of life, I'm still young, I don't want to have that kind of ties.
-Not in your dreams Robert. I'm not going to do it- I said I was fuming.
-Well- said my dad keeping calm- is that or- don't even think about it- or you give up your position in the company and forget all your fortune and inheritances.
-You can't do this to me dad. I think I'm old enough to know if I tie my life to a girl or lose everything I have fought for in this life- I shouted full of rage and anger, Robert smiled giving me to understand what for him and unfortunately for me it was more than obvious.
-Now you understand- he got up from his chair and leaned with both arms on his desk- Son- he said melancholy- I only want the best for you, and you can't go sleeping with everyone while you earn a bad reputation and dirty our last name- he did a pause, he swallowed hard and released some tears of sadness and then continued- While in dirty his last name.
It left me speechless. She had hit me right where it hurt the most, just by bringing out the memories of my late mother, she made me the weakest person.
-Okay, you win- I said with my head lowered wiping a rebellious tear that escaped my eye- I'm going to get married.
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It's been a week since I accepted the punishment my father "imposed" on me. I was driving one of my many cars in the direction of a restaurant to start making my "punishment" agreements. According to Robert, he would have to marry one of the daughters of his business friends to expand the company and open branches in other countries, I must admit that the treatment was not so bad if it was seen from that point of view, but if we considered that someone (I mean) he would have to lose his freedom by marrying some spoiled girl who was supported by "business", it wasn't a good idea, was it?
I think it's a way for me to pay for all the damage I've done to women over the last decade, well, and for "dirtying" my family name. Although thanks to me we are recognized worldwide.
I had already arrived at the restaurant, I got out of the car handing over the keys to the ballet parking lot to park it, entered and directed me to the reception to ask if Robert had already arrived and at which table he was waiting for me to be like that.
"Good afternoon sir, may I help you," he said kindly with a smile.
"I have a reservation for Robert Scorza," I said nonchalantly.
The girl started typing on a small computer and within minutes she replied -He hasn't arrived yet, but if you like, you can wait for him at the bar or you prefer...
"I'll wait for you at the bar," I interrupted her and headed for the bar.
...
It's been 20 minutes since I arrived, Robert still hasn't arrived and I'm starting to lose my patience. At the bar there were several people, some talking and others drowning their sorrows in alcohol. I had two glasses of whiskey and just as I'm going to ask for the third one, my phone started dreaming, it was a call from my father, wait a moment and I answered.
"Where are you?" I asked a little irritated.
"I'm at the entrance," he answered innocently as if he were a child. "See you inside."
"Okay," I sighed.
-And, Marcus?
-Yes.
"I'm not going alone" was the last thing he said and he hung up the call.
Perfect, not only is he going to punish me but now he would make me meet my future wife or son-in-law. Can't this get any worse?
"Well Marcus you already know Steven Jones" Dad said in an introduction mode.
-In fact we already know each other- said Steven offering me his hand as I greet which I accept as every educated man that I am. The truth is that he had already done business with Steven and also knew his daughters.
-It seems to me that we are missing someone- my father mentioned in doubt, I know that this "someone" is my future wife, who is one of Steven's daughters.
"Yeah, she'll be a little late," Steven said apologizing for one of his daughters. I hope she is the oldest, I would not tolerate having to play the role of babysitter, that would be the last straw.
-Well, let's not waste time anymore and let's start- I said in a dry and indifferent tone to what they paid attention to and we got ready to sit down.
I sat next to my father, who sat on Steven's right side leaving an empty chair on his left for his daughter.
"And tell us Steven, how things are going at home," said Robert to break the ice.
-I am not complaining, Sonia- his wife- went to spend a week in London, Barbara -her eldest daughter- is studying her last semester at law school and Olivia -her youngest daughter- takes dance classes every afternoon- Wait that he does not have 3 daughters, because I only mention two
-And your other daughter? - I asked curiously- What about...? - Shit I don't remember her name.
-Elizabeth- says Robert, at that moment Steven's phone started ringing interrupting our little chat. It was just a message, he read it and got up from the table.
-I'll be back in a moment- without more to say he retired.
As soon as I saw Steven leave the restaurant, I took the opportunity to question my father.
-What's wrong with you? - I said a little annoyed -I know you're up to something.
-You know me well- he said shamelessly, I know who inherits that facet- But, you will have to wait for me to tell you.
-Well, you have to see that you are good...
-Gentlemen- Steven interrupted us who was accompanied by a chestnut, God was so hot. I shamelessly looked at him from head to toe, he had heart-stopping legs and he's wearing a skirt set and I think they call them a red crop top that highlighted each and every one of his curves, it made me want to fuck him right Large lips, defined cheekbones, naturally dark green outlined eyes with some amber highlights. She was simply beautiful and sexy, exaggeratedly sexy- She is my daughter- Steven said, pulling me out of my thoughts
"Delighted," I said to the girl with one of my most mischievous and sexy smile.
"I would like to say the same," she said looking at me with hatred and contempt, but what the hell did she believe.
-Sorry? - I said very indignant, I lost my patience.
-Marcus- my father said to break the tension between the girl and me- She is Elizabeth- and who the hell cares about that- Your future wife-
THAN?!
This spoiled girl cannot be my wife, without a doubt this will be a new problem for my life.
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It had already been 2 hours since I met Elizabeth, and I must admit that she is driving me crazy, she is the most spoiled and immature woman I have seen in my life.
Spoiled because since she arrived she has thrown tantrums about everything and immature because only children behave that fucking way.
At this moment we were trying to reach an agreement, first Robert and Steven started saying what we should do to fulfill my punishment.
-First, as is obvious- my father said seriously- They must get married, it will be something simple, they will only have to go to a tax office and sign a paper- we both agreed.
-Second- continued Steven, who stared at his daughter- As long as they are "married" -he said making quotation marks with his fingers- they must live as if they were a real marriage, that implies sharing everything that surrounds them, understood- now we just he was directing her with a very strict and domineering gesture, to which she only responded by twisting her eyes and nodding. But since I'm not her, I'm going to protest.
-No, don't even dream of that- I am particularly territorial, what is mine is not touched, period, but I fix this- We can live in the same house, but not sleep in the same bed and much less share the same fourth. I propose to live in the same house and that everyone has their room.
Elizabeth looked at me with curiosity and gratitude, I didn't do it for her, I did it for my comfort. My dad and Steven looked at each other thoughtfully, as if they were discussing something with each other until one spoke.
-Not a bad idea- said Steven- but- there always has to be something against- they have to go where the other one goes.
Elizabeth's face changed completely, her eyes are so wide that I think they could go out of their sockets, I imagine that now I will have to accompany her to parties and bars.
-No- she said full of anger and fury- I prefer to share a room- but what the hell is wrong with this woman, I want my space.
"Okay, they will share a room and there is no further discussion on the matter," my father said with satisfaction.
This is going to be worse than I thought.
-Demons - I heard her complain under her breath. Apparently I'm not the only one who thinks that -What is the third agreement? - She said looking at her father.
-Easy- said my dad, who looked at me with malice and a smile- they can't have sex with another person.
-WHAT ?! - This is unheard of, now I'm pissed off- YOU ARE CRAZY, I DON'T THINK TO SLEEP WITH HER- I yelled pointing to the girl who was sitting next to me.
She looked at me surprised, offended and very indignant, I think I just made a very big mistake treating her like that although I said I wanted it and obviously I am capable of fucking her, but that was before spending two hours enduring her spoiled girl tantrums.
-Do not dream that that- he said contemptuously pointing at my penis- it has to enter me, I can contract a disease. They know how many women he has fucked.
Everyone at the table was stunned by his answer, he had hit my ego right and they knew it.
-Good point- said Robert, now everyone will turn against me, I use condoms and I only give it to women, not to the first thing I find- Okay, that's up to you as well as other things.
-Don't worry, they will only have to be married for a year and two months, it's not that bad- said Steven, nor that he was forced to marry for convenience.
-Well I think that's all- said Robert, at least we're leaving I thought as we all stood up- We have to work but you- he pointed to me and Elizabeth- They will stay to finish the contract and get to know each other a bit.
But what is their fucking determination to make us spend time together, they don't understand that we don't get along.
With nothing more to say, the two of them left, leaving me and Elizabeth's tantrum alone. She took a seat and politely motioned for me to do the same as her. I hesitated for a moment but in the end I did, she called a waiter and asked for the menu, the man left and she took out her phone to type very quickly.
"What, are you canceling a party?" I said sarcastically, the waiter put the menu on the table and left. She shook her head and let out an incredulous and arrogant smile.
-Guess- she raised her head and looked at me expectantly- you think I'm the typical irresponsible spoiled that only goes out to party, is kept and pampered by daddy and mommy and does nothing good for humanity, right?
-Yes, although I don't think they pamper you so much. If not for what other reason would they force you to get married so young? - I said arrogantly without giving it so much importance.
"I'm not surprised coming from you," she said nonchalantly as she took the menu and read it.
-What do you mean- I asked curiously.
-I thought you didn't care what others think of you- she's certainly right, because I'm giving her so much importance.
The waiter approached, took the orders, and turned to leave.
-I don't care what you say or think about me...
-Then why are you on the defensive?
-I'm not defending myself- at that moment I realized that many people were seeing me, I think I'm so upset that I didn't even realize I started screaming.
-I told you- she said with a victorious smile- and do not worry about the contract, put in what you want that I do not care- she said unconcerned causing her arms under her breasts, she has big breasts, I think one of them fits perfectly in my hand...
-Don't be a pervert- he said, pulling me out of my thoughts- you're incredible- he scold me and started writing on his cell phone.
"I know, you're not the only one who thinks so" I smiled as arrogantly as possible and she glared at me.
...
We were sitting, still in the restaurant, waiting for dessert to be brought to us. I am solving some work issues from my phone and Elizabeth just writes and reads some things on hers.
The environment is uncomfortable, until now I can't think of anything to put or demand in the contract, this is stressful. I have many things to do in my company and I have not been able to do them because I am here with my future wife, of whom I do not even know the size of her panties.
-As long as we live in the same house- Until finally it occurs to him to say something- I want to use whatever I want.
-Okay- I don't understand what you mean but I'm not in the mood to argue.
-I would also like a study.
-And more or less for what? - Now I'm more confused than before.
-I just want a study, I'll take care of buying the furniture and other things that I require-Apart from being a capricious spoiled, without a doubt I won the lottery- Come on, that's all I ask for myself.
-Okay- unfortunately she is right and I cannot deny it- but where will you get the money to buy the furniture- I asked her with great curiosity, I don't think she works.
"You really think I'm kept," she said, very offended. "I'm not like my sisters."
-I hope so, don't even dream that you'll be the typical trophy wife because...
Her phone started ringing, interrupting me, she answered and spent about 5 minutes talking.
When he finished speaking, he got up from his seat, spoke to the innkeeper who was serving us and then he spoke to me.
-I have to go, the bill is already paid. See you in two days - and without further ado he left. But what the hell is wrong with this woman. She didn't even want to discuss the contract. This is going to be a long year with her
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Elizabeth jones
God, I'm so tired. Since yesterday afternoon I have been in the office finishing some designs for the new collection. I am a dressmaker, I have an Internet page where I sell my designs and I will soon open a store. Well I expected to open a store but thanks to my father punishing me because I will have to delay the opening.
My family does not know that I work, they do not even suspect it, they continue to believe that I am the party daughter, alcoholic and addicted to tattoos, but it is not like that, that is the image that they have always had of me and that they will surely have antlers that I die.
Yes, I'm addicted to tattoos (although my parents don't know I have them because they covered them with makeup), but I'm not that partying and I don't like alcohol that much.
I am punished for the simple fact that my father thinks I am an irresponsible woman and all because since I turned 18 and I was able to start working I have not stopped doing it. He thinks I'm home late from partying with Andrew (my beloved best friend) when I'm not.
They punished me because a month ago, I arrived at my parents' house at 3 in the morning for being in a meeting with the decorators of the place where I will open my store and for retouching some details of a few dresses from the collection with Andrew who he is also my partner. Before going into the meeting, I asked my sister Barbara to let my parents know that I would be late so they won't worry. Well, the bitch didn't tell them anything and when I got home Steven scold me and punished me because he thought I was having a party.
And from so many punishments that he could give me, he came up with the brilliant idea of ​​marrying one of the children of his partners in order to expand his company and increase his profits - something that I don't even care about at all.
If you are so interested in expanding your beloved company because it does not compromise my sister Barbara, she does like that world of business, money and luxury. On the other hand, I am more... simple in every possible aspect, I like the world of fashion and entertainment more.
When I dropped Marcus off at the restaurant, it was because Andrew was waiting for me to review the latest shipment of fabrics and lace, although I won't deny that I was already bored that he was criticizing me.
I've known Marcus since I was 10 years old, he and Barbara were best friends until Marcus's mother passed away and his joyous part died with her. I remember old Marcus, he was always happy and made jokes about everything that went through his mind, he was never upset about anything and when he smiled he could make anyone's day, it was just perfect and I liked him.
My father had been looking for a good prospect for months to be my husband, obviously I had more than one reject me thanks to my rebellious scenes, which made them see me as a spoiled brat (which I am not) and that my father They burned from Iran. As soon as my dad found out that Robert was looking for a wife for his son "The Womanizing Tycoon" (as the press calls him and is known throughout the world), he did not hesitate for a second to offer my hand which Robert accepted regardless of whether towards or not my scenes of rebellion.
I knew Steven wasn't doing this out of wanting to teach me a lesson, much less to expand his company. He was doing it to get rid of me, something he has tried to do for as long as I can remember. The reason is simple, I am not a legitimate daughter, I am not the daughter of his beloved wife Sonia, which she and Barbara made clear to me since my mother died and I had to live with them. That no longer matters to me, now I just want to get revenge on Marcus for what he said in the restaurant about what he thinks I am and that he wouldn't be hard on me, I don't mind what he said, if not the way he did it. I swear he will pay me.
Anyway, tomorrow will be a very busy day, I have to go to four meetings with Andrew and I also have to go and marry Marcus, which will not be easy.
-ELIZABETH- someone yelled my name, pulling me out of my thoughts and making me fall out of the chair in fright.
-Aww- I'd lay on the floor, this will leave a mark on me. As I could I got up from the floor and saw Andrew dying of laughter on the threshold of the door.
"I'm sorry, I swear it wasn't my intention," she said after calming her laughter. "You have to choose your morning clothes, dear, and also rest a bit."
-Andy, I don't want to go to my house and I have a lot of work to do here- I don't even think to set foot in that house, I don't feel like arguing with Steven, although I would like to talk to my little Olivia, she is the only one who treats me well in that house.
-I understand you, but you have to choose a white dress for tomorrow- I feel that he is more excited about my "wedding" than I am.
-I already told you, I'm not wearing a white dress.
"So you plan to marry those looks," he said contemptuously pointing at my lace bra and my high jeans with holes in the legs.
-No, but I will not get married dressed in white, nor that it was a great thing, I also know that this - I pointed out my dress - is your favorite outfit.
-Yes, but as your best friend, I will not allow you to marry such provocative looks- he took me by the hand and dragged me to a small closet where he kept clothes for when I will have to sleep in the office or go to meetings early.
Andrew opened the closet and sat in a chair, letting me choose the clothes. I don't want to waste a lot of time so I'll use the first thing I find, that is:
which I am proud to boast that it was designed by me.
I show it to Andy and he approves.
-Perfect now only the shoes are missing- Andy said, I think I will use the vans- and in no way will you use the vans Elizabeth- he scold me, as he knew.
-Well, it's that or I'm going barefoot, because I don't have any more shoes here- and it's true, I only had vans at hand.
Andrew got up from his seat and left the room, where will he go? When he returned, he carried in his hands a box wrapped in matte beige paper with a black ribbon.
-I know it is not a real marriage but this is my wedding gift to you- he said and handed me the box, without a doubt Andy is a love of person, he always consents to me and I am not surprised that he does this for me- And what the hell are you waiting for, "he said now with impatience.
Without thinking, remove the ribbon and tear off the paper that wrapped the box, to my surprise they were black heels.
Which I had been looking to buy for a long time, only that I had not had time to do so.
-They are beautiful- I yelled a little euphoric as he threw me into his arms as thanks- Thank you- I kissed his cheek and he returned my awkward hug.
"Now if you're ready to get married," he whispered in my ear.
-I hope so- I separated from him and dragged him to my office to finish the designs, I am not going to sleep if I have not finished with my work.
-You don't get tired of working, right?
-No, and this is just the beginning of the night Andy- it's just the beginning.
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Elizabeth jones
"Wake up," I said to Andy as I shook him roughly by the shoulders.
-5 more minutes- I plead lazily without opening my eyes.
-You don't leave me choice- I dropped his shoulders, grabbed the glass of cold water I had on my desk and spilled it on his head.
The poor man got up from his chair, where he was asleep before, shivering from the cold, I feel guilty but at least he's already awake.
-But what's wrong woman- he says shivering from the cold, poor man, nobody sends him to sleep like a marmot- I was dreaming of Shirley- he replied with an idiotic voice in love.
-I'm sorry, but you have to help me with the tattoos- I said while offering her a small body makeup bag- today I don't know if I'm going to see my dad and...
-He doesn't know yet- Andy completed a bit annoyed- And you're not ready to tell him about it.
I nodded giving him every reason, I sat on a chair and he began to cover each of my beautiful tattoos. I'd love to be able to show them off but I don't want to argue with Steven about this yet, he doesn't really like the idea of ​​a woman wearing tattoos.
About 40 minutes after Andrew finished covering my tattoos, I ran to change my clothes, fix my hair in a high tail and put on makeup as simple as possible, although with these dark circles I don't think it could be something simple.
I looked in the mirror and I'm not bad at all, as always my tattoos are not noticeable thanks to Andrew's magic. The shirt highlights my attributes, the shorts make my butt stand out, and the heels make me look taller than I am, which I love.
"You are beautiful," said Andy who had already changed the tramp looks he was wearing for jeans, a black dress shirt, a jacket and a pair of brown suede ankle boots. He looks very handsome.
-You do not see anything bad- I returned the compliment and we both left the study to go to his car.
"I drive," I said, snatching the keys from his hands and running to the pilot's seat.
"But today is not your turn," he replied, pouting and crossing his arms. "It's not fair."
-Don't be a crybaby and get on, we're already late- I started the car while he sat in the passenger seat, clasped my belt and Andy did the same- hold on.
-Don't mom, it's too early for you to drive like this- he told me with a notable concern on his face.
-Shut up, it's in the "Taverns" right? - I asked to know where the first meeting of the day would be, Andy nodded and without wasting any more time I pressed the accelerator with my foot and the car started at full speed in the direction of the luxurious restaurant.
God how I love to feel the adrenaline while driving like this, there is no doubt that it is my best way to drain stress and fatigue.
...
They had already concluded three of the meetings I had to attend, right now I am on my way to my favorite coffee shop for lunch and then going to marry that idiot Marcus, what fun (note the sarcasm).
-Are you okay? - Andy said worried- I notice you a little distracted since the last meeting.
-It's just that... I don't feel comfortable with the idea of ​​sharing one of the best stages of life with someone I don't even know- it's the truth, I don't know him and I don't think I'll ever get to know him.
-Honey, you told me it will only be a year and two months. You are not tied to him for life- Andy said without taking his eyes off the road.
-In a year many things happen Andrew- I said a little upset- it's just that... I feel lost.
-Elizabeth Marie Jones- Andy braked on the edge of a sidewalk- I know you well enough to know that you will get out of this, and I will not accept that you give up just before winning the game. See the good side of the situation, when you marry him you will be famous, you can increase the profits of your designs and get more sponsors. According to me it is better than it seems.
-You're fucking right, I'm not going to give up, I'll
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