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Tonight was the night. It was make or break. Either Dylan was everything I ever wanted, or he would prove himself to be the playboy he possibly still was. Either way, it was going to be uncomfortable. I was either going to be making one of the biggest next steps of my life, or crying while watching my romance flicks for the next few months.

I showed up at his house around 7 pm. I rang the doorbell. He opened it, and his face was hard but hopeful. Either he was really relieved to see me, or scared that he may not be giving up his chance to claim his inheritance.

He stood there for a moment in front of me.

“Are you going to let me in?”

He then smiled, gave me a hug and kissed the top of my head.

“Of course I am. I just wanted to get a good look at you before this night begins.”

What the hell was that supposed to mean?

He guided me over to the kitchen table and lying on it...was the official document. I gulped.

“I meant what I said, Christine.”

“Seriously, Dylan? I mean, it is five million dollars, and I’m just some girl you met-”

“No, Christine, you’re not just some woman. You’re the woman of my dreams...and if keeping you means no inheritance...well...I’m not going to lie. It’s a lot of money...but I have to live with myself every night for the rest of my life, and if I don’t get to wake up every morning seeing your face...I couldn’t do it. So...”

He handed me the piece of paper.

“You do the honors.”

I felt so guilty. He wanted me to tear it up?

“I’m not messing around. I want you to be sure that I’m not playing you. Look over the document to confirm it’s the real thing, and then...rip it up.”

Ouch.

“Plus...I mean let’s be real...I can’t watch. It’s going to be painful.”

I looked the form over. It looked pretty legitimate to me. 

Damn, Christine, are you really going to do this to the love of your life? I winced. My fingers positioned themselves over the top of the form. I waited for him to respond. He just closed his eyes, waiting for it to be over. I paused.

He wasn’t playing. This man was about to let me tear up his financial security in the name of “love.”

If that wasn’t an act of true love, I didn’t know what was. I was convinced. This form was real. He was real. He loved me. I loved him. This was crazy.

I saw him open his eyes, confused.

“What’s taking so long, Christine?”

I smiled and put the form down. He looked at me in confusion.

“Is something wrong? Are you doubting the form or-”

I kissed him gently.

“I’m confused.”

“I don’t need to tear this up, Dylan. I believe you now. If this were a game, you would have reacted by now, the document wouldn’t check out, your face wouldn’t be filled with anguish.”

His lips slowly formed a smile.

“You mean...you’re going to marry me anyway?”

“Yes, Dylan. Besides...it’s five million dollars. I may have been suspicious of you for a while, but I’m not that crazy.”

He laughed and then gave me a big, passionate kiss.

“I can’t wait to make all of your dreams come true, Christine.”

“You already have, Dylan.”

“Oh no. We’ve only just begun.”

“Ooo, someone’s being naughty.”

“You have no idea.”

He picked me up and held me in his arms as he walked us up the stairs to his bedroom.

“So what did you have in mind?”

“Mmmm. I’ve been wanting to do this to you for a long time.”

He pulled down my jeans and panties. His face lowered.

“I don’t know, Dylan, I’m really not into-AHHH!”

He smiled at me seductively.

“If you’re not into that then those other guys have been doing something wrong.”

His tongue explored the insides of my pussy lips, dipping into me occasionally, and then slowly...made its way to the top of my clit.

“Holy shiiiit!”

“Now you know when it’s good.”

He grinned.

“Damn, Dylan, I had no idea...”

I panted as he continued a slow movement from the bottom of my pussy to the top of my clit. My hands clung to the bed.

“Fuck, Dylan, fuck!”

“That’s what I’m talking about, baby.”

He then started licking faster over my clit, applying pressure every few seconds to the sides of my clit, and then back over it again.

“Shit...UGHHHHHH!...God!...fuuuuucckkkk.”

“Are you getting close?”

“Uh...huh,” I said deliriously.

That was his cue. He quickly took off his pants, leaned over me and plunged into me and furiously thrust into me.

“Oh God, Dylan, YESSSSSS!”

He slowed his thrusts down.

“What are doing, Dylan, I’m close.”

“I’d like to enjoy fucking you slowly for once.”

“Oh yeah...ugh!...but I need to cum.”

“Don’t worry. It will be worth it. It always is when I make you wait for it.”

He continued his slow thrusts in and out of me. He went slower and slower. I was getting frustrated and hotter than hell.

“Dylan...(gasp!)...you’re...ugh...driving me crazy...I-UGH!...Oh God!...can’t...oh God!...so...(gasp!)...so...ugh!...yesssss...ugh!...”

My head leaned back in ecstasy as I tried to cross my tipping point. I looked up and saw him give me a sexy smile. He paused.

“Fuck...Dylan...so close...”

He then pounded into me and thrusted quickly in and out of me and I screamed loudly as my massive orgasm crashed over me.

“OH GOD DYLLLAAAAANNNN OOOOOOOOH...AAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHH...UGGGGGGGGGGGHHHH!”

“Christine!...UGHHHHHHH!...that’s what I like to hear...UGHHHHHH!!!!!”

He thrust into me quickly a few more times as he came. I laid my head back on a pillow, spent and coming down from an amazing orgasm. He crashed down beside me.

As I caught my breath and opened my eyes, I saw him looking over at me with blissful satisfaction on his face.

“Oh...Dylan...”

“That’s how I’ve wanted to fuck you for a long time.”

“Holy crap, Dylan...that was amazing.”

“Mmm, baby, hearing you scream my name like that was amazing. That’s how hot it can be when you know what you’re doing.”

I moaned my acknowledgement.

“There are benefits to this reputation of yours.”

“Yes...there are, but I’m yours now, Christine. Don’t forget that.”

I smiled.

“I had no idea that my former boyfriends were that crappy. I’ve been missing out.”

He laughed.

“Thank God that’s over. A girl like you needs to be fucked like that more often.”

I leaned over and kissed him.

“I’m so lucky to have a guy that wants that for me.”

“Mmm, and I’m lucky to have found a woman I can give my heart to...speaking of which.”

He turned to open his nightstand drawer. He brought out a box and took out a beautiful ring. I gasped.

“I wanted to do this right. Stand up for a minute.”

I giggled.

“Don’t you think I should be wearing pants for this?”

“Not necessary. I’m enjoying you too much naked. Just stand up.”

I stood up and he knelt down in front of me.

“Christine Kensington...I’m madly in love with you and I would be honored if you would marry me.”

I squealed.

“Dylan, I will absolutely marry you.”

He gave me a long, deep, passionate kiss and lowered me back on the bed.

“I love you, Dylan, but I’m exhausted.”

“I’m not going to fuck you, Christine. I just want to enjoy your body. It’s such a beautiful one.”

I blushed and laid back as he slowly kissed my neck, my breasts, my arms and my legs, and then laid down beside me. We talked for a while and fell asleep. The next morning, he was gone again. Only this time, I wasn’t worried. He walked through the door carrying a familiar tray with two dishes of food on it.

“I wanted to make up for the breakfast we didn’t have last time.”

“Awww.”

As we ate our breakfast, we discussed wedding ideas and places to go for our honeymoon.
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I went to Dylan’s house the next night after work. We ordered take out and ate it in the kitchen.

“So, Christine...I have a question and it’s kind of bugging me.”

“Yes?”

“OK...don’t take this the wrong way-”

“Oh God, now what?”

“...How did you find out about the inheritance?”

I sighed. I figured it was only a matter of time.

“Why? Are you going to hunt them down?”

“Nooo, of course not, but...you don’t know my...uhm...past and I just was curious how you got the information.”

“Well...if you must know, I got an email in my work inbox from Stacey.”

He groaned.

“Great. Just great.”

That didn’t sound good.

“Oh no, what’s the problem?”

“Well...she was the last woman I dated before you. I did get serious with her...for-”

“For the wrong reasons, yes Dylan, I understand.”

“It’s not just that. I mean, she was pretty upset.”

“Well, duh, Dylan, what do you expect when you propose to a woman and don’t mean it?”

“Yeah, I know...I just hope...”

“What don’t I know?”

“She was kind of hysterical and she...might or might not be inclined to stalk me.”

I frowned.

“Oh man, Dylan, really?”

He sighed.

“Just be aware of your surroundings for a while, ok?”

“Super, Dylan. That’s great.”

He kissed me.

“Am I worth it?”

“Of course you are, Dylan. Whatever we have to do to deal with this, we’ll do.”

“Thank you, baby. I was hoping you’d understand.”

Yep. I was officially paranoid now.

The next few days, I tripped frequently, knocked things over by accident, and was generally a klutz because of all the back and forth checking my eyes were doing to stay on the lookout for any surprises from Stacey.

I walked into work the next week, and lo and behold, Dylan’s back was to me as he was sitting in his chair talking to some strange lady. That was probably Stacey. Should I sit at my cubicle or run like hell. Well, I was getting paid here, so I guess I was going to have to sit at my cubicle.

I sat down at my computer, pretending to work, wondering about all the whispering. Suddenly, I heard the sounds of someone crying. Oh, boy. She then walked past my cubicle and gave me a dirty look.

“It’s not fair, Christine, it’s not fair.”

“Says the woman who screwed someone else right after you called off the wedding,” Dylan said from behind his cubicle.

Oooh, she went and revenge fucked someone else shortly after she found out. Yeah, this woman was something else. I watched her leave the building and then turned to Dylan.

“She seems nice.”

He sighed.

“Yep, I definitely was spared that big mistake.”

I smiled.

“So, Christine...”

Oh no, here we go.

“Are you in the mood for some ice cream tonight?”

I smirked.
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