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Dear Reader

	 

	Heads-up 

	This book contains very adult themes.

	So please be prepared for that. Guidelines to follow on the next few pages, so please read them.

	 


TWs

	This Book is chalk full of
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		On Pg. Explicit Sexual Situations 

		 On PG. Written Romanian Accent 

		ON Pg. Slang

		On Page Colloquial Speech/Slang

		Unexpected Pregnancy-(not clueless-more Carless)

		The books in this collection have no real plot, they were simply fun to write.

		Lots of Profanity



	please adhere to Advisement.

	 


This book contains 
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	Written Language

	British Accents/Spanish/Spanglish/Irish accents and Slang, as well as Latina-Afro-Latina and African American Colloquial speech 

	they are not typos.
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	This Book is Rated R

	Reader Discretions is Advised 18+. 

	And don’t forget to check the information in the back of the book, about other genres, as well as pertinent information about the author.

	 


We Hope you Enjoy this book!

	And don’t forget to help a Sistah out, by leaving a Review! LOL
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Chapter One

	Flatiron District

	Downtown Manhattan…

	LeCrat & Dragoş Publishing LLC.
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	I was…

	so fucking horny! I frowned as I slammed the laptop closed, then sighed for what seemed like the millionth fucking time. I needed some hot nasty ass sex to take my mind from the shit I was dealing with. 

	Nothing like a good fuck to get your bearings! 

	For a year now, I had abstained from sex, because I just had other more pressing shit in my life going on and getting fucked physically hadn’t been one of them; especially when I was trying so desperately not to get fucked mentally by my new business partner! 

	Ciprian Dragoş! 

	Sexy, ass spanking hot, Asshole extraordinaire! My publishing company was on the brink of Chapter 11, but I was doing everything humanly possible to keep that from happening. My Big dreams of being a writer catapulted me through college and grad school; however, when it came right down to it, I couldn’t write for shit…and I actually sucked as a writer!

	Although I was lucky enough not to have to work my way through college working two jobs like many of my classmates at Northwestern; I did however work my fucking ass off for my company! I dreamed of being a writer, but it just wasn’t in the cards for me. 

	I knew it, and everyone around me knew it Northwestern were too polite to say so. So, as the adage goes, “those who cannot do…teach…so I decided to take my love for reading and writing in another direction, hence, the publishing company. I figured if I couldn’t write, I would make sure those who could get the spotlight would.

	 Things were going well the first six years. 

	I loved the acquisitions of new material. I loved the look in my client’s eyes when I asked for a full copy of their manuscript or asked to represent them. 

	Equally, the look on an Interracial or Multicultural Romance writer’s face who’s been trying for decades just to get someone to read their stuff; let alone publish it! All of it…just gave me that warm and fuzzy feeling inside, and I practically skipped into work every day. 

	We were knocking some of the other well-known houses out of the box too, until one of my authors, who I am assuming can’t write for shit on her own an obvious factor my assistant editors didn’t seem to catch; decided to plagiarize a well-known author…and that in my business spells suit to all those involved. The suit hit us hard. 

	A year of never-ending court sessions it seemed. By the time it was over, not only was my name now hushed and whispered about, but many of my promising clients were seriously thinking about filing suits to be let out of their contracts. A complete year of this shiza, but I was optimistic that we would bounce back from it. 

	However, six months ago I was so far in the red, my reputation as an editor and publishing firm so far in the trash, that I accepted Ciprian Dragoş’ offer to bail me out by becoming my partner. 

	Sexy didn’t even describe this Romanian hottie fully, but it would have to do for now. 

	6’4…230lbs of toned muscles…blonde shoulder length tresses …and the most magnificent grey-blue eyes I had ever seen. His height and stature reminded me of Dolph Lundren in his glory days, before he got all wrinkled and crack like. 

	Only ten times hotter in every way shape and form. 

	I wanted to fuck him, no ifs ands or buts about it. 

	But he was a gaping asshole! 

	Six months of me attempting to be the pleasant partner was getting on my last fucking nerve. I wanted to lash out, break shit, throw shit; and all at him because he’d nearly taken my company over. 

	Six months of attempting to get to know him, attempting to be gracious, thinking of my company, holding up my end of the new contracts, being stout for my employees, when all the while I wanted to cry; but my strong Afro-Latina blood wouldn’t allow me to break down. 

	Especially not in front of his ass. I knew that if I could just get through the next six months, my company would be fine with the new turnovers.

	Notwithstanding, for the last two months I was endeavoring to keep my hormones in check. My company needed me and playing footsie with the new partner was out of the question.  

	My new forced partner, because I sure as hell didn’t want his fucking ass here; was a pain in my fucking ass in more ways than one!

	First, he was too got damned gorgeous to be next to! 

	I had imagined him fucking me on my desk any number of times and had even closed the door after many a meeting with him and masturbated just thinking about that gigantic frame of his. 

	I would bet my last dime that his schlong was fucking enormous. 

	I looked up as my secretary Nina knocked on my door. 

	Nina was a sexy bitch. 

	Blond hair to her waist, perky high tits, and a seriously nice round ass; that would cause a minority woman to look twice. I swore daily that she either had some Latina or African-American in her background, but she would simply laugh, then wink at me. Had I swung that way more often than I did, I would have totally done her. 

	However, I knew that she was the clingy type just from the phone calls between her and her girlfriend.

	I wanted none of that. I liked fucking, and after Evan I was done with that relationship bullshit. 

	I just wanted to fuck and be fucked; nothing more.

	“Que pasa?” I asked as she sauntered in, the white skirt fit her as if it was a second skin.

	“Ciprian wants to see you in his office. Something about going over the new contracts. I believe the lawyers are here as well.” She stated, I hissed fuck under my breath, then nodded sighing as I rose. 

	I pulled down my red skirt, straightened the white blouse I was wearing, then walked out of the office. 

	“The view is right sweet.” Nina purred in that sexy British accent of hers, I sent her a wink and walked on. When I reached his office, I groaned, then hesitated before I knocked. 

	For the last two months, we played this little cat and mouse game, him trying to get me into his bed, and me refusing on the regular. 

	I exhaled, because everything in me wanted to give in, however, I knew from experience business and politics were never good bed fellows. Evan had proven that in more ways than one, so I made it a point after that disaster never to allow myself the luxury again. 

	Even if I was as randy as a goat, I would stick to my guns on this one. 

	I knew that Ciprian could have me doing dumb shit, just from one touch.

	 As I raised my hand to knock the door swung open, and he leaned against it grinning down on me.

	“I’m seriously loving the look on your face right now drăguţă. Pissed, are we?” Baby he said, his grin widened, I shoved him out of the way, then walked into his office.

	“What Ciprian?” I snapped, and he motioned me in. He was always talking shit in Romanian, so me and Rosetta learned real fast. Plus, I wanted to make sure every deal that he made was on the up-and- up; so, I basically speed taught myself Romanian. As per Nina’s heads up all fourteen lawyers were there, and that smelled fishy to me. “What is this?” I spat as I spun to glare up at him.

	“As of last week, the bank has decided to foreclose on the business and relegate the assets, as well as the loan.” He stated as he took his seat, I huffed up, then watched him through narrowed eyes and a tight mouth.

	“Why you fucking…” I began, when he held his had up grinning slightly.

	“Don’t blame me. I merely bailed you out Constantina. I brought the company out right, so as of last night, LeCrat publishing belongs to me.” He countered; his grin wider now.

	“Meaning what?” I hissed.

	“As of right now I could very well own the company entirely; however, I have a proposal for you?” He chuckled.

	“And that is what…you moth…” He interrupted me motioning towards the lawyers.

	“Gentlemen, if you will.” Ciprian interrupted; they each nodded, rose, then walked towards the door. “I’ll send for Livu if she agrees with the terms of the new contracts.” He called; they paused at the door, then nodded on their way out.

	I stormed over to his desk and leaned forward to not only glare at him, but so as to put myself in direct line with his head, in case I needed to punch him in his pompous ass face. The smirk he gave me pissed me off even more, because my eyes immediately went to those sexy ass full lips of his.

	“Now now Constantina, all is fair in the publishing game.” He stated, I swung on him, but he moved so quickly that he surged up from his desk, both my wrist in his hands in one motion. 

	“You asshole!” I spat, then jerked away from him. He rounded the desk to stand in front of me, and I attempted to kick him in his balls, but he brought his leg over and blocked my foot, pinning both my legs with his. His six-foot four frame was awe inspiring to the normal sane person; however, I was looking for ways to climb his body so that I could kick his fucking ass! 

	He did this on purpose!

	“Will you at least here my proposal my zeita maro?” He laughed my brown goddess, I attempted to bite him, he chuckled once more, then gripped me tighter. 

	“What?” I snapped as he finally released me, and I began to pace, my brain refusing to accept the fact that he now owned my company lock stock and barrel if he was at his usual prowess in the business world.

	“I’ll give it back to you, with a mere 20% holding share if you agree to my terms?” He simpered, and I so desperately wanted to slap that smug look off his face.

	“For what in return?” I hissed glaring up at him.

	“Six months of corpul tău?” He grinned wider.

	“Wait…what?” My mouth dropped, I pulled a confused face then, because I could have sworn he just said your body!

	“You heard me. Six glorious months of your body. In which time, you fuck no one but me, do what I say, cum when I call, and that’s it.” He shrugged laughing at the expression on my face, because he seriously had to be talking out of his ass.

	“Get da fuc outta here! Deadass?” I cried, and he nodded.

	“Yes.” He stated.

	“So basically, you want me to whore myself out for an entire six months to you Ciprian, and you’ll give me my company back minus the 20% shares?” I spat growing angrier by the minute.

	“Exactly.” He nodded.

	“Why you sorry mother…” He cut me off as I swung on him for a second time, seized me, sat me on his desk, then pushed himself between my thighs as he drew his fingers through my hair and jerked on it exposing my neck.

	“Tell me at no point in this relationship, v-aţi dorit vreodată pentru mine să ţi-o trag?” Have you ever wished for me to fuck you… he grinned into my throat, I panted from the shiver it sent up my spine, and I tried my best to stay angry; as I jerked back to look up into those amazing grey-blue eyes of his.

	“Jur că, and maybe I’ll think of something else?” Swear it, he whispered; his accent stronger for the desire he felt as he drew his hand up my thigh, and my traitorous body shivered at his touch. 

	“Yea right…I…” I laughed, but he shook his head no.

	“Taci.” Shush, he hissed in my ear as his hand traveled further up, and my body anticipated what would come next. As he caressed my nether lips with his index finger, I swear you would have thought that I was a deep well, as my juices seemed to completely drench his fingers as he circled them around my opening.

	“No…then why is my zeita maro so wet for me.” He groaned in my ear, and my back arched as he slipped two fingers inside of my pussy, and my muscles gripped him, milking them for all they were worth.

	“Ciprian.” I moaned, he turned my face towards him and sucked, not kissed my lips, and it caused my pussy to tighten even more around his fingers. With his other hand, he ripped my blouse open, and when his lips closed over my nipple I nearly screamed.

	“Spune-mi că doresc să te dracu’.” Tell me you wish for me to fuck you, he hissed in my ear, and I moaned as his fingers continued to play
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