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Caden

	 

	Keeley

	 

	“Saw Jason moved out.”

	My heart sinks. Of all the shit I have to handle today, my landlord is top of the list of things I’ve been hoping to avoid. Mentioning Jason is his way of reminding me I'm alone again, with no one to help with rent or reassure me that this too shall pass. No one to comfort eat ice cream with, or ramen, since that's all I can afford. Most of all, no one to run interference between me and any passing lecherous assholes. I could have gone at least a few more hours without having to face this bunch of shitty facts, but no such luck.

	Of course not. Because I have no luck at all.

	I stay focused on my mailbox, turning the key, opening the door, hoping Wallis will get the message and move on. I don’t need him making me feel like a failure, on top of everything else. Besides, one of these envelopes might actually hold a job offer.

	I stifle the impulse to laugh. Like anything good’s going to happen to me today.

	As if he's determined to prove me right, I feel Wallis’ hand on my hip, too low on my hip. I swallow and turn around, finding him even closer than normal.

	“I know you’ve been out of work a while,” he says. He’s not even trying to be sympathetic, his eyes hot with lust as they rove down my body.

	Ugh. This is why I spend as little time as possible in the public areas of this building. Wallis has always made me feel uncomfortable. It wasn’t so bad when I had a job. I was hardly ever here. It wasn’t even so bad when Jason, my boyf—, sorry, ex-boyfriend, still lived here. He was a big guy. A big douchebag, as I found out two days ago when I got home to find he’d emptied our apartment of his stuff, and most of mine, before taking the contents of my bank accounts too. Still, he’d been big enough to scare Wallis into behaving himself whenever he saw me.

	But he's not here anymore. I've got no one to watch my back now. Although, if I think about it, I never did. Just guys getting close enough to stab me in it.

	I shove the helplessness and anger back in their box and summon up my best ‘I’ve got to go now’ smile as I push past him. Or try to. Usually he lets me go, but this time he seems determined to make a point, and he pushes me back against the mailboxes. Fear rolls in my belly, cold and sour.

	“Now, now,” he says, a cruel smile curving his thin, wet lips. “We’re having a conversation. Don’t be rude.”

	“I have an interview to go to,” I tell him, trying, and failing, to force some steel into my voice.

	“You’ve got five minutes for your landlord,” he tells me, leaning in closer, and I grit my teeth against the rancid stench of his breath. He lifts a finger to the skin of my chest, where my blouse dips down to show just a hint of cleavage. I’m not dressing like a ho to get a job, but it’s the smartest shirt I own, and I need to show my best side to prospective employers. But the way he's touching me makes me want to pull a sack over my head. “I just want you to know, if money’s tight, we can work out some kind of alternative arrangement.”

	The impulse to punch him is almost overwhelming. Maybe it’s the knowledge that if I lose this apartment, I’ll be homeless, because there’s nowhere else I can go. No job, no references, not even any friends or family to crash with. I’d be screwed. I need a place to live, even one with cockroaches big enough to put a leash and collar on and take to the dog park.

	Instead, I summon up a smile. I know it’s weak, can tell by the malicious glee in his eyes as he registers my fear of him. There’s nothing I can do about that. Usually, I find it easier to deal with this asshole. Today is not that day. Today is the day I’ll count a win if I get through it without having a screaming, crying meltdown and throwing myself off a bridge.

	“Thanks, Wallis. I’ll bear that in mind.”

	He hooks his finger into my blouse, pulling it, and me, towards him. I can’t resist. I can’t afford to piss him off. He runs this building. I have no idea how he managed to afford it in the first place, but he did, and now he gets to take advantage of any tenant unfortunate enough to be in a tight spot financially. I also can’t afford to damage this shirt. I don't have money for another one, and damn him, he knows it.

	He leans in, staring into my eyes, no doubt getting off on my fear, my helpless anger. If I don’t get a job soon, I’m going to find out what else he gets off on, and I know I won’t enjoy a single second of it.

	Damn it. I need a job.

	 

	***

	 

	Caden

	 

	I step out of the diner, sipping my coffee and trying not to smirk at Parker, my driver, as he glares at anyone within a twenty foot radius while standing next to my town car, idling by the crumbling curb. He hates that I insist on coming to this place, only half a block shy of the ghetto, every morning for coffee. Always reminds me how he’s supposed to be my bodyguard, not a spectator at the scene of my death.

	I always remind him that money can’t buy everything. I may be a billionaire, but I can’t move an entire diner to a decent part of town. Believe me, I’ve looked into it. The cost was prohibitive, even by my standards.

	I have suggested to Parker that I drive myself if the area upsets him that much. The only response he gave that idea was a look that my mother must have felt ninety miles away in the Hamptons, because she called later that same day to see how I was, an occurrence unusual enough to warrant a note in my calendar.

	That said, I don’t dawdle. I love my coffee, but I’m not willing to die for it, and people around here are desperate to do just about anything for a quick buck, even with two hundred and fifty pounds of Parker looking on. It doesn’t pay to hang around and tempt fate.

	I’m only a couple of feet from the car when a blur of motion has me turning to look, but not before someone runs straight into me, bouncing off with a breathless “Oof!”. I reach out to catch them on instinct, my arm wrapping around the stranger before they can hit the pavement.

	Immediately, my brain short circuits, my mind purely focused on the soft weight of warm flesh in my arms. Firm breasts press against my chest as it registers that I’m holding a woman, and a beautiful one at that.

	Her makeup is basic, not enough to hide the natural beauty of high cheekbones, flawless skin, and large hazel eyes, fringed with dark honey eyelashes. Her lips are soft and full, like the rest of her, and as I stare at her mouth, I can’t help wondering what it would feel like wrapped around my cock. The thought sends a rush of heat to my groin, my cock hardening immediately to the point of pain. She clearly feels it too, because that warm skin turns rosy over her cheekbones and her lips part to form an O. Her breath comes short and so does mine.

	“Sir? You okay?”

	Parker’s deep voice, dark as a mineshaft, jerks me back to the real world. I drag my eyes away from the woman in my arms to nod at him.

	“Yes. Are you okay?” I ask the luscious armful of female currently pressed up against me.

	The feel of her body so close to mine is nothing new, in itself. I’ve been blessed with good genes, and that combined with my net worth means I’m never short of female company, should I wish it.

	Lately, though, I haven’t been in the mood. They’re always after something, usually a wedding ring, or at least an unlimited allowance. I didn’t get where I am by lacking in discernment. It’s been months since I even took a date to any of the various events I have to attend. It’s simply less hassle that way. No matter how clear I am with my various companions regarding the temporary nature of our liaison, I always end up having to block yet another telephone number from my phone when they harass me for days after, wanting to know what they did wrong and how they can make it up to me.

	The fact of the matter is, it’s been a long time since I reacted to anyone with the intensity I’m currently feeling. I don't see the point of maintaining a relationship when I have lost interest. That said, I can barely construct a coherent thought right now as the woman I’m currently holding wriggles against me, except to register that it feels good.

	Maybe too good.

	We are in public, after all. As I look around, a skinny guy with lank hair looks away. Like he's avoiding my gaze.

	“You can let go of me now,” she says, and I blink, then stare at her. Her face is flushed, and a pulse hammers at the base of her throat. She’s breathing in choppy gasps, her chest heaving as she pants for air. I recognize all these signs, but there’s one thing which isn’t adding up the same way.

	Now that I focus properly on her, I notice she’s not undulating in that sensual manner women use to let me know they’re ready and willing to do a whole lot more than stand in a drafty ballroom, eating canapes and making small talk.

	She’s actually trying to get away from me.

	I think back, but no. I honestly can’t remember the last time this happened.

	I’m so shocked, I let go, and she shoots out of my arms as though spring-loaded. The skinny guy on the corner straightens, and a protective instinct I didn't even know I had roars to life within me.  I don’t even think twice before my hand whips out to wrap around hers. I can’t let her leave yet. I just can’t. I turn and drag her into the back of the town car, and Parker immediately slams the door shut behind us.

	 

	Keeley

	I have no idea what just happened. One minute I was running along the sidewalk, hoping to catch the 29 bus downtown so I could pound the pavement and rustle up some more interviews, the next I was bouncing off a guy so built, he should have been wearing a roof, not a suit which cost more than a year’s rent.

	I may be permanently skating the underside of poverty, but I've worked in enough corporate offices to know what rich looks like, and it looks like I just knocked its coffee on the ground.

	Great.

	He didn’t seem bothered at the time, but now I’m sprawled across the back seat of his car. His grip around my wrist doesn’t lessen, and before I can even scream, the door closes behind us. Two seconds later, the car pulls away from the curb, and I’m left in the dark with a guy who seems infinitely more dangerous than Wallis. And yet, I'm not screaming for help.

	I stare up at him, trying, and failing, to catch my breath. The man is just gorgeous. A hard face above broad shoulders, framed with inky black hair styled so neatly that I want to mess it up, maybe run my hands through it while bouncing up and down in his lap…

	Fuck me, where had that thought come from? After all, I'm a virgin. But something about this guy has me thinking thoughts I shouldn’t be having.

	My face burns. I try to look away, but his gaze has me trapped. Deep blue eyes, framed with long black eyelashes, bore into me, and I’m horrified to feel my pussy tingling with heat, moisture dampening my panties as my nipples harden to aching points.

	Well, I should be horrified.

	But I’m not really. I’m...horny. I want this man. Two days after the last one left me almost bankrupt and liable for rent in a building with a real dick of a landlord, I should be thinking about all the ways this is a really terrible idea. Instead, my skin is prickling with awareness. I’m deeply aware of the burn of his skin against my wrist, the heat settling into my bones, winding through my blood to pool in my belly. My mouth is dry and when I lick my lips, his eyes follow the motion, darkening with an intent which should have me running, or at least pushing away from him, but instead, I’m crawling closer.

	He draws me against him, his free hand skimming over my shoulder and down my back to curve under my ass, lifting me into his lap so that I’m straddling him.

	“Sorry about that,” he mutters. “There was a man, looking very suspicious...Are you okay?”

	My skirt rides up, and he pulls me closer, the bulge in his pants pressing against my clit as he settles me tight against him. I gasp, “Yes,” as sensation skitters through me.

	“Where did you come from?” he murmurs, brushing a strand of hair off my face. He slides his hand around the back of my neck and pulls me closer. With a fraction of an inch between our mouths, I moan, unable to speak, desperate to feel his lips on mine.

	I sway into him, my lips meeting his as my nipples rub against his chest, and I moan again. He takes advantage of my parted lips to sweep his tongue into my mouth, and heat rises and washes through me. His tongue seeks out every heated corner of my mouth, controlling me, dominating me, and all I can do is arch into him, submitting to his power.

	My hips flex over the bulge in his lap, and he groans into my mouth. His lips leave mine, dragging down the side of my neck, sucking and nipping on my flesh. My head falls back, and I struggle to breathe as his hand covers my breast, his thumb flicking over my nipple, torturing me through the fabric of my shirt and bra.

	His tongue laves the skin of my throat, and I cry out as his teeth nip, delicate little prickles of pain swiftly morphing into something hot and demanding. The fabric of my shirt rubs against my sensitized skin, another kind of torture that makes me cry out, pulling at the buttons, freeing myself from the sensory overload.

	His hand dips inside my bra, and I gasp as his fingers cover the hot, aching flesh of my breast, pinching and rolling my nipple. I try to move away, desperate to gain some respite, but his arm at my back is unrelenting, holding me firmly in place while I cry out in an agony of pleasure and pain, gasping for air. Heat builds within me, but it’s not enough. I need more.

	His hand leaves my breast, and I sob in relief, only to have my breath lock in my throat as his fingers brush over the soft skin of my thigh.

	His mouth moves south over my chest while his fingers circle closer to my hot, wet center, already soaked and aching. My pussy clenches as his touch grazes the skin of my thighs, and I whimper, desperate for him
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