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Blurb
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Sid is either the kindest man I’ve ever met. 

Or he’s the most heartless playboy to ever exist. 

He’s a billionaire philanthropist. 

The man who likes to win, at all costs. 

Giving to the less fortunate is his passion. 

But that’s not the only thing that attracts me to Sid. 

He’s irresistibly hot and there’s a mystery about him.

I can’t tell whether I admire him or hate him. 

Besides, he’s keeping a dangerous secret. 

Handing him my V-card might be a mistake. 

But Sid will do anything to gain my trust.

After all, he likes to win. 

And I’m his new challenge.
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Chapter 1
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Brie

I took a look at myself in the mirror and double checked to make sure that everything was perfect. I was ready. I knew I was ready. I’d been thinking about this opportunity for a long time, and it had finally come. I deserved this. I’d worked hard for it and now the results of all that hard work were about to pay off.

But I had to be careful. I didn’t have the job...yet.

I smiled at myself in the mirror and tried a few different poses just to make sure that I came off with the right level of sophistication and business-like professionalism. I wanted to look nice, but not come across as overly sexy. But did I want a little sexy. Or was that not professional?

I’d gone over every single suit in my closet and it seemed that all of them were aimed at making me look sexy professional. Ugh. Were all women’s clothes designed that way? Or did I just have a knack for picking out the wrong thing?

I was overthinking this. I looked nice and presentable. I’d always been described as attractive, and though I hated to toot my own horn or pay much attention to it, I knew I was considered attractive by most standards. I turned heads wherever I went, no matter how much I tried to ignore them. It was my mother’s fault. I’d gotten my genes from her. The long dark hair, the pouty lips, the big, blue eyes, curvy hips, long slender, but toned legs, and the all-natural double D breasts.

In some ways being attractive was advantageous, but I hated for any of that to be taken in to account when I worked so hard to prove my merit. I graduated top of my class in high school because I studied my ass off. I graduated Summa Cum Laude at an Ivy League school because I worked even harder, and I was being interviewed to work for Tague Global- one of the biggest charitable organizations in the country- because I had proven myself time and time again. I deserved this chance.

Then why was I so nervous? I’d been pacing the floor all morning. Hell, I hadn’t been able to sleep the night before, and yes, my face was looking a little puffy as a result.

I stepped out of the bathroom of my apartment and went into the kitchen where my morning coffee was waiting for me. Caffeine was probably not what I needed, but I had to have something familiar and soothing.

My meeting was in an hour and a half. I was going to be so early, but I couldn’t just sit there in my apartment and wait any longer. I needed to get going. At least if I was there, then I could say that I was just waiting for them to be ready.

I finished my coffee, grabbed my satchel, and walked out of my apartment. Why was this so hard? The closer I got to the meeting; the harder things became for me. I was starting to sweat. I felt like some sort of an anxiety attack coming on. I’d never suffered from anxiety. If anything, I’d never had anything that had ever come close to overwhelming me before. But right now, I felt like the world was closing in on me.

It was just a testament to how much I wanted this. I couldn’t believe that within the hour I would be sitting in the same room with Sid Brown, the CEO of Tague Global, as well as several other hugely successful businessmen. The man was a mogul. I’d read everything I could about him, long before I’d been contacted for the interview.

He’d followed his father into the world of business while still in college, and he’d succeeded wildly beyond anyone’s expectations. He was a self-made billionaire by the age of thirty. It was astonishing. I only hoped a fraction of his knowledge and skill would rub off on me while I was working with him. And I wanted to help people in the world. That was the real payoff for me. Working for an organization like Tague, would enable me to do just that on a grand scale.

“So, where are you headed today?”

I looked up from my thoughts at the taxi driver who was suddenly very chatty. I took taxis often in the city, and most of the cab drivers seemed to want to chit chat. I was usually fine with it. I’ve always loved meeting people and talking with them, learning about their lives. But today with a million thoughts running through my head, I just wanted to be left alone.

“Um, just a meeting,” I said.

“Oh, business meeting? I bet it is, dressed that way. You know, there must be something in the air today. My last five passengers were all going up and downtown for business. What kind of business are you in?”

I smiled politely, though I felt like screaming. “Oh, I was in the tech field, but now I’m looking into another line of work. I really have some preparation left to do, so...”

I opened my bag and pulled out a folder. I started thumbing through it to go over my resume, and to gaze again at my notes I’d made for the interview. I wasn’t quite sure how to put together notes for an interview since I had no idea exactly what would be asked of me, or the style, or format of the interview, but I figured I had to try it anyway. So, I’d prepared a few different things and I’d found some mock interviews online that really helped a lot.

“That’s fantastic,” The driver continued. He adjusted his hat and turned around to look at me, briefly ignoring the road and giving my heart a startle. “I’ll bet you are going to knock ‘em dead. You don’t have to worry about a thing.”

He turned back around and continued to navigate traffic at a much higher rate of speed than I would have been comfortable with.

“You know,” he continued. “I used to be in the world of business.”

I sighed. He was not going to shut up, was he? “Really?”

“Yep. My brother and I used to own an appliance store.”

“What kind of appliances?”

“You know, the usual,” he replied without going into detail. “Anyway, things didn’t go well. I’m not sure if you have any idea how much the overhead is on a business like that, but it was not cheap. It was hard to make enough just to cover expenses, plus to put money back into the business, and then pay ourselves at the end. We lasted almost a year before we finally had to pack it up and move on. He is a telemarketer now. And I drive this cab. I ain’t bitter though. At least we tried. If we’d never had the guts to even try, then I’d be bitter. So, what I’m trying to say is that no matter how nervous you might be about something, you owe it to yourself to give it everything you got and to try to make the best go of it. If it doesn’t workout, then that’s ok. At least you tried. Plus, you can take that experience and try to do better in your next adventure. That’s what it’s all about.”

I was suddenly feeling better about myself. The cab driver (whose name tag said his name was Markus) had actually tapped into a few good points. I’d never given up at the thought of adversity or let anything really deter me from what I wanted. Why the hell was I scared and nervous now? It was absurd.

“Those are profound words,” I said.

“Yeah, I learn a lot driving this cab. A lot of people don’t realize it, but if you think about it, bartenders and cab drivers—are the smartest people around, because they talk all day long about nothing and everything to everybody. You can’t not learn a lot by doing that, am I right?”

“You’re absolutely right,” I said.

“Well, here we are,” Markus said. “I do hope everything goes well for you. Just remember that you are the best, and they need you so much more than you need them.”

“Thanks,” I said smiling. “I wish I could take your enthusiasm and bottle it. I’d make a fortune.”

“Well, give it a shot; you can probably do that, too,” Markus said.

I paid him and stepped out of the cab.

Markus was a character, and he did make me feel better about things. But now the big, looming building of Tague Global was standing right before me. I instantly felt small and insignificant. I was about to tangle with a giant.

“Well, here goes nothing,” I said before marching towards the entrance.

A few minutes later I was sitting outside the offices of Sid Brown in an empty waiting room. I’d expected to see other people waiting, other candidates that they were considering, or maybe even more office staff milling about doing their daily tasks, but I only saw two women who were answering phones constantly.

When I told them who I was, the dark haired one simply told me to have a seat. I’d been waiting for about ten minutes, without either one of them so much as looking up to ask me if I needed anything or give me any updates. I was tempted to help myself to a cup of coffee or water, but I was too nervous.

As I sat there, I thought briefly about my journey and how I had ended up here. And I thought about my parents. I’ve always been very close to my family. I was the only child, and they thought they’d never be able to have biological children. My mother had two miscarriages before me. She and my father had both accepted as fact that they would be childless unless they went another route.

And then I came along. They always looked at me as kind of a miracle, but I would never tell anyone that they allowed this pride to spoil me. Since I was young, I was taught the value of things, and I was given every opportunity to succeed. My parents were not wealthy by any means, but I had a very comfortable life. My father is a pharmacist and my mother, a schoolteacher. Both of them have been in their chosen careers for almost thirty years at this point.

I wished they were there with me, especially my mother. She was the one who was always the best at talking me through things, on the rare occasion that I found some seeds of doubt creeping into me. She would tell me that I was being silly, and if anything, this Sid whatever-his-name-was would have been lucky to have me in his presence. No matter how hard I tried, I had never been able to see myself as being impressive on a scale like that. I didn’t have the conceited gene.

“Mr. Brown will see you now,” the brunette called to me as she sat the phone back down.

“Thank you,” I said.

I was greeted by another woman who came from the back of the office somewhere. I had no idea how, but she appeared to have come out of thin air. It was creepy.

This woman was tall (even taller than me; I’m five-nine) and she had a graceful slenderness to her. The way she walked reminded me of a Victoria’s Secret model on the runway. It was a bit intimidating. Judging by the three employees I’d met so far; I could tell this company seemed to have a thing for hiring beautiful women.

I wasn’t quite sure what to make of that. After all, I hadn’t been there nearly long enough to really make any kind of assumptions. But so far, I was intimidated and overwhelmed. These were two very unfamiliar feelings to me, and I didn’t like them one bit.

The woman led me to a huge office with thick, oak doors. She opened the door and I followed her into an office that was half the size of a gymnasium. It was huge. It almost looked like half office, half man cave. There were plush leather couches, a mini bar, a miniature golf set up, a foosball table, and a huge, big screen television. At the other end was a large, mahogany desk with several chairs in front of it and two large computer monitors.

She led me to one of the chairs on this side of the desk and motioned for me to have a seat.

“Mr. Brown is in a meeting and will be with you very shortly.”

Then she left.

I was now alone in this humongous office that belonged to Sid Brown, one of the richest men in the country. And I was about to come face to face with him. What was it about wealthy people? They seemed to put everyone around them on edge, as if by the definition of being rich, they are already better than you. I’d never felt like this before. 

I had to loosen up or this interview was not going to go well.  After waiting for a few minutes, I decided to do some exploring. I stepped over to the desk and ran my fingers along the smooth, thick wood. It felt cool, and somehow magical beneath my touch. I could literally feel sparks between the wood and my skin as I pulled my hand back.

Then I walked over to the foosball table and took a few turns and knocked the little marble that was painted to look like a soccer ball into the goal. I hadn’t played with this sort of stuff since I graduated college a year and a half ago.

Next, I turned my attention to the mini bar on the side. I wasn’t sure how mini it was, but it was portable, and it appeared to be fully stocked. There was everything you would ever want, to have a nice little party. I wondered how many parties Sid had in this office? 

“Make yourself a drink,” a masculine, booming voice said echoing inside the office.

I jumped away from the mini bar startled. I was looking at a gorgeous man entering the room. He was about six-foot three, wide shouldered, with an athletic build, wavy, well-groomed hair, and the kind of smile that could make a woman freeze where she was. Instantly my heart started to pound in my chest, until I thought I was going to have a heart attack.

He was there. Sid Brown was walking towards me with a suave, sexy, easygoing smile and the long-legged stride to match. His walk purveyed confidence and alpha male strength. I was melting. That was the only way to describe it. My feet felt like they were melting and welded to the floor. I wasn’t sure I could move.

“Oh, um, I’m sorry,” I said. Embarrassment washed over me. I felt so stupid that I’d been caught touching his things.

“No, you’re fine. I hope you weren’t waiting too long.”

“Not at all,” I said.

“Good. I’m Sid Brown,” he said extending his hand.

He was now standing right in front of me. I could smell his sweet cologne, feel the energy that radiated off his body, and that outstanding smile. I swallowed hard and tried to act natural, but I suddenly became a gawky, awkward teenager standing in front of her crush. I hoped he couldn’t tell, but I was anything but confident in that moment. The entire room seemed to start spinning around us, while we both stood still. What was happening to me?

Breathe... breathe...

I took his hand. I was suddenly aware that my palm was slightly sweaty and clammy. Oh, this was already becoming the worst day of my life. How much was I about to embarrass myself?

“I’m, Brie Lawson,” I said.

“Charmed,” he replied. He gestured with his thick, muscular hand towards his desk. “Shall we get started?”

“Sure,” I said.

“Or, would you prefer to have a drink first?”

I was at a loss for words. Was he really suggesting having a drink this early?

“I’m kidding,” Sid said. “A little humor to start the day. I know how nerve racking these types of interviews can be, so I try to make them as painless as possible.”

“Thanks,” I said. “I appreciate that.”

He led me to his desk, and I took a chair in the middle while he walked around behind the thick, mahogany masterpiece. He was now sitting right across from me with a relaxed smile. Somehow, I felt like I was staring up at a King who was looking down on his loyal subject. It was very intimidating, but I did my best to meet it head on.

“So, I’ve reviewed your resume,” Sid said. “It’s very impressive.”

“Thanks.”

“Now, that isn’t to say that it stands out necessarily just based on your educational background itself. We get a lot of the same. But yours did stand out on other merits.”

“Glad to hear it,” I said.

Sid sipped from a coffee thermos on his desk. “The thing that struck me most about your resume, was the volume of work you’ve done with charities over the years. I’m surprised you had any other time to get anything else done.”

“Charity has always been something that was near and dear to my heart. I’ve always wanted to help others. It might sound cheesy, but it’s a passion of mine.”

“That was the impression I got,” Sid said. “I love to see that level of enthusiasm for what we do. A lot of people come in here because they know the name, the brand, and they want to use it as a big boost on their own resumes, but I don’t get that feeling from you.”

I smiled. I was relieved that he didn’t see me that way. Normally, I was immune to praise, but when he said those things, I couldn’t help but beam with pride. I wanted him to hire me so he could see my work in action, and I could have the chance to make him even more proud. There was something about Sid that inspired me.

“Thank you,” I said.

“No problem,” Sid replied. “So, when would you like to start?”

What did he say?

There was silence in the room for what had to be a good five to ten seconds. Finally, I said, “Excuse me?”

“When would you like to start work?”

“You mean, I’m hired. Just like that?”

“I do things a bit differently than other people in my position. I don’t like meetings and interviews, so if I call you in for an interview, it’s really more to introduce myself. The job was yours before you walked in the door, if you wanted it, of course.”

“Oh, wow. I definitely want the job,” I said. “Thank you, so much!”

I wanted to jump up and down and cheer with glee. It took every ounce of self-control I had to sit still and not go completely nuts. This was everything I’d wanted for so long, and now here it was. It was being offered to me. Here I’d been so nervous all morning, and the job was already in the bag.

“Fantastic,” Sid said.

He stood up and held out his hand.

I shook it firmly.

“Welcome aboard,” he said.

“I’m thrilled,” I said.

“So are we,” Sid said.

I couldn’t hold back the blush.

His cell phone rang right then.

Sid reached into his pocket nervously. “Sorry, I thought turned this off.”

He pulled out his phone and then paused. “Um... actually, I need to take this. It will just be a moment.”

I nodded and sat back down to finish up.

“Should I step out?” I asked.

“No, it’s fine,” Sid said. Then he answered the call.  “Hello?”

I felt very awkward listening to him on the phone. I felt like I should have stepped outside for a moment, to give him some privacy, but now that he told me not to, it sounded like that would have been more rude to do now. Oh, the rules of etiquette. So many different possible exceptions.

“Oh, ok... that’s too bad....of course... I understand...”

It sounded like Sid was getting some bad news. Now this was really awkward. Although, I did love the way that Sid felt comfortable enough to have me, essentially a perfect stranger, in the room with him. That was just another sign of his overpowering confidence. He was such a strong personality, but there wasn’t anything cocky or conceited about him. You could take him as he was, or you could not take him.

And I wanted to take him...

I put my hand to the back of my neck and massaged the tension in the muscles using slow, pulsating little strokes. This interview was getting hot, or it might have just been me. There was something about Sid that drew me into him. I imagined he had that same type of effect on a lot of people, though. He was just so magnetic. I wanted to get close to him. I wanted to learn from him, and most of all I wanted to be with him.

That could be very dangerous. I’d always strived to keep my personal life and my business life separate, but working for a man like Sid, I wasn’t sure that would be so possible. Of course, I was just flattering myself. Sid was not exactly known for his monogamous nature. He was always with a different woman, and he had a penchant for supermodels and Hollywood Starlets.

Of course, that could have been part of his well-crafted image. I knew that a man like Sid had to keep all eyes on him, as par for the course with his business. That was the world we lived in. The information age where everyone was on camera all the time. If you weren’t constantly being talked about online, then you were yesterday’s news.

“No problem,” Sid said. “I’ll talk to you later. Bye.”

Sid ended his call and spun his chair back around. “I’m sorry about that,” Sid said.

“That’s fine,” I replied. “I just wanted to tell you once again how happy I am to come aboard. You won’t regret this decision, I promise.”

Sid smiled. “I’m sure that’s true. Hey, I realize this is very last minute, but do you have plans tonight?”

What was he asking me? Plans? Huh?

“Um... no, not that I... uh...no. I don’t have any plans.”

Sid smiled. “Fantastic. Listen, my date just cancelled for this evening. It sounds like she’s got a touch of the flu that’s going around. Anyway, I’m going to the Rescue Me Charity Fundraiser Dinner tonight, and it looks like I’m swinging solo now. I hate to go to these things alone. Would you care to join me? It really is a fun time, and it serves a great cause.”

He was asking me out? And he was asking me to the biggest charity fundraiser of the year? The one that several big-name stars always attended? I was speechless... My lips were moving, but no sound was coming out.

“So... is that a yes?” Sid asked with a grin.

“Oh, um... I’d be honored,” I said.

“Fantastic,” Sid replied. “I’ll pick you up at six.”

“Ok, that sounds great,” I said.

As I rode down the elevator a few minutes later, my mind struggled to put together all the pieces of what had just happened. I wanted to scream at the top of my lungs in pure, total joy.

I was going out on a date with Sid Brown. This was beyond my wildest dreams.

What the hell was I going to wear?
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Sid

I watched Brie Lawson walk down the hallway after leaving my office. Wow, what a beauty. I knew she would be perfect for the job based on her resume. It was spotless perfection. And meeting her in person, I was blown away by her intelligence, her poise, quick wit, and great sense of humor. I could also see she had a great heart and a strong desire to really help people. She was going to be a wonderful asset to the company.

And the fact that she was stunningly beautiful was just icing on the cake. As I closed the door and sauntered over to my mini bar to pour myself a whiskey, I found myself still thinking of her. She was amazing. I wanted her. It had been a while since I’d wanted a woman this badly whom I’d just met, but Brie was special. There was a chemistry, a special connection between the two of us. It was a bit like electricity when we first met.

I wondered if she felt it, too.

I could see she was a bit nervous, but this type of interview could do that to anyone. I would have been anxious in her shoes, but I couldn’t help thinking it might have had something to do with the same attraction I felt. Or maybe I was just insane and trying to delude myself a bit. I was known to do that from time to time.

I sipped my whiskey and looked out the window at the beautiful city beneath me. I loved Los Angeles. There was always something happening, no matter if I could see it or not. It was every bit as exciting as New York, and the weather was way better. Plus, we had Hollywood.

Now that was a business I had yet to do much in. But I was still young, and I figured that one day I would have the chance to dip my toes in that as well. It would be an adventure. Life was, at least the way I lived it.

The phone on my desk buzzed.

I pressed the button to answer it.

“Yes, Margie?” I asked my secretary.

“Mr. Brown, there is a Mr. Corbin for you on the line. Shall I put him through?”

“Yes, thanks.”

A second later the familiar voice of Dallas Corbin came on the line. Dallas and I had been friends for a few years. We’d gone in on a few of the early properties I’d flipped when I was still a college kid and had no idea what I was doing. But luckily, the first few properties sold without a hitch and then I was able to bounce back from the few mistakes that I made later.

“Dallas, how’s it hanging?” I asked.

“A little to the left, in pretty good shape,” Dallas joked.

I shook my head. It was a running gag with us that he would always answer such questions with blunt honesty. The guy was a character.

“You rascal, what’s going on?”

Dallas sighed. “Well, I was going to get your opinion on that Fountain Lane property we talked about last week. I’m getting ready to move on it, but I thought I’d check to make sure you didn’t have any reservations.”

“Um, no reservations. I looked at everything and I think it’s a great little investment. So, go ahead and get that set up. We can talk more tonight at the fundraiser.”

“Oh, yeah. I’m looking forward to that, but I was going to ask you if you wanted to get in a round of golf before then.”

I shook my head. “No can do. I’ve got a few properties to check out and then I have a late meeting. I’ll be lucky to get to the fundraiser on time.”

“Ah, ok. I should have known. You work way too much for such a young guy.”

“Hey, so did you. That’s why you can sit around and throw money at projects just to keep from being bored with yourself all day.”

Dallas chuckled. “So, how is Emily? Things getting serious with you two?”

“Oh, no. We only went out a few times. She cancelled on me tonight. Said she has the flu. I don’t know... she didn’t sound sick, but I’ll give her the benefit of the doubt.”

“What woman is going to stand up the great Sid Brown?”

“What? Nobody calls me that,” I said. “But some women find me boring, and the whole workaholic thing is tough for some to accept. Plus, the fundraiser can be intimidating for people who aren’t ready for that level of exposure.”

“So, I guess we are both flying solo,” Dallas replied.

“Not me. I’ve already got another date.”

“See? Women practically throw themselves at you.”

“Don’t get started with that. It was an accident. But she is quite a lady. I’ll introduce you, but don’t even think about trying anything funny.”

“Who me?”

“Yes, you,” I said. “Or do I have to remind you of your wandering eye? How many guys’ have tried to break your legs because you hit on their wives and girlfriends?”

“I don’t know; I’ve lost count. Anyway, I’ll see you tonight. I’ve got to run.”

“Ok. See you later.”

I ended the call and finished my whiskey. Afterwards, I headed out of the office and drove about ten miles out of town to look at a few new properties with a real estate agent friend of mine named Millie Rose. She and I had been working together for a few months now. Millie had an incredible eye for the right types of properties. She and I had developed a great system for working together, and when we weren’t working, we tried our hardest not to sleep together, but this did not often work. Millie was unbelievably beautiful, sexy, and full of surprises as well as a mischievous attitude. We were well matched.

Millie had recently entered a serious relationship, therefore we were now just business partners. But the passion and the attraction for each other, was still very much there. The only reason we never got together officially was because of our working relationship. I’ve always been a bit old fashioned in the respect that I feel business and pleasure is usually a bad idea to mix together. Although, rules were meant to be broken sometimes.

Millie showed me four separate properties. All of them had great bones, great potential, and I could envision a lot of very interesting things that could be done with each. I took some great pictures which I would send to Joseph, my renovation guy, and he would tell me what he felt would be the best designs for each property.

After the last home we looked at, Millie and I were saying our goodbyes as we prepared to get in our cars, when she leaned over and said, “You know, Trevor is out of town tonight. I hate it when he goes out on business. I might get lonely later.”

“Well, I think you’ll manage; besides I do have a charity fundraiser tonight.”

“I was thinking after it’s over.”

I smiled and scratched my head. Wow, this woman was tempting. “Not a good idea, and you know it.”

Then I got in my car and left. In my rearview I could see Millie watching me leave with an odd smile on her face. Yeah, she knew that I was right. She also knew that I wanted her. That was the dilemma we shared.

I arrived back to the office with about twenty minutes to spare for my last meeting of the day. It was a proposal to build a new mini mall on the outskirts of a suburb not too far from the city. It sounded like a good idea on paper, but I wasn’t totally convinced until the presentation.

By the time I finished up at the office and got home, I had about two hours until I had to pick up Brie. I’d been thinking about her off and on all day long. I just could not get the woman out of my head. There was this perfect glow about her. That combined with the way Millie had thrown herself at me, was enough to get me hard as a rock and keep me that way most of the day.

As I stepped out of my suit and stripped down, I felt freer than I had all day long. My whole body was aching for a release. I wished to hell I had less of a moral compass sometimes. I would have taken Millie up on her offer and probably fucked her right then and there.

Now, here I was standing in my bedroom, watching my naked body in my large mirror. My body was tight and toned from years of dedication to fitness and martial arts. I loved to work up a sweat and be active throughout the day, especially first thing in the morning. It set me up for the day to come.

My cock was stiff as a board. It jutted out from my body with purpose. It needed something. It wanted release.

Was it thinking about Brie all day? Was that why her sweet smile kept popping in my mind?

I stepped into the bathroom and started up the shower on hot. I loved a good steamy shower. It awakened the body and wrung toxic sweat out of the pores. As I waited for the water to warm up, I found myself pacing back and forth in the large bathroom. I was wired, pent up. My cock was so hard I thought it might explode at any second.

I stepped into the hot shower and let the warm water wash over my body, as my mind drifted to thoughts of Brie. I would see her in a few hours, and I couldn’t wait. I’d been thinking of nothing else the entire day. No matter what I was doing, Brie was in the back of my mind. And as I wrapped my hand around my hard cock right then, I thought of her and how much I’d love to see her stroking me, to feel her soft hands wrapped around my dick.

I closed my mind and imagined the entire scene. Brie was with me in the shower. She was on her knees, licking her lips getting close to my dick, just breathing around it. Her hot, steamy breath on my cock sent shudders and waves of sensation roaring up and down. Oh, it was paradise.

My hand was gripping my thickness ferociously now, my arm moving harder as I squeezed and rubbed, tugged, and pulled on my prick, sometimes turning my hand over to properly massage the giant head where the sensation was the highest.

In my mind, Brie opened her mouth and kissed the tip of my dick softly, as she guided me into her waiting mouth. I could feel the tiniest, little sensation of teeth as she glided over me a little bit. And then she would stop, closing her lips around the tip suck at it, licking, twirling her tongue around the underside and then the top of my head, before sucking back on it as if slurping me up inside her warm, wet mouth.

I reached down with my hand and guided her head as I slowly rocked my hips forward entering her mouth completely. I moved slowly, letting her teeth make just enough room until I was fully in her mouth.

She moaned loudly below me, the vibrations of her moan reverberating up through my cock and tingling my balls as she tried to keep a slow, steady pace.

I tried to breathe deeply, but each breath came in a short little gasping breath. I leaned against the shower wall and rested my head. I could practically feel everything that I was imagining. Now Brie’s mouth was tightening its grip around my cock and her head was moving faster up and down on me. Her moans were getting even louder.

I looked down and saw that she was fingering herself with her right hand while keeping her other hand wrapped firmly against my tight ball sack, massaging my nuts gently, it was mesmerizing. Every now and then her finger would slip up against the sack and split the balls away from each other to give me a sweet, erotic thrill. This was a new sensation and it was a bit of a surprise how wonderful it felt.

I knew I was going to come soon. Brie stood up and turned around, leaning her body against the wall. Her large, round, soft breasts hung beneath her, protruding out the side just a little bit. I reached up with my hand and grabbed a handful. She moaned softly.

I loved to hear her moan. It was the signal that sent the message to the rest of my body that I was doing what she loved. And that made me crazy with desire.

My hand was beating my meat furiously now, squeezing hard and moving up and down on my dick. I was going to come so soon. I knew it. I wanted to come inside of Brie so badly. Yes, I had to finish the fantasy.

Closing my eyes brought me right back to it. Brie was in front of me, her round ass pushing right against me. I grabbed my dick and found that familiar spot in the crack of her ass and pushed gently into that tight, wet pussy. It was like sliding into the most amazing well of feeling imaginable. I could smell her, feel her, and practically taste her.

“Fuck...” I moaned as I got closer to my climax. My arm was getting so tired. It wanted to quit, but I wasn’t about to.

I licked my lips and bit my tongue as I struggled to contain the raging lust that was burrowing its way out of my body. I could hardly breathe. Every single muscle in my body was tight, as I held on patiently waiting for the sweet release of the epic climax, I felt building through my loins.

Brie was wrapped around my cock. Her savory pussy lips were doing their job well, as they slipped up and down the sides of my great shaft as I pummeled her inner walls with the promise of a beautiful climax.

Looking down at her body below me was the type of sight that could set a man on fire from his soul to his heart, and out through his body. Brie had definitely lit me on fire. This was a passion I had not felt in so long. I’d only been in love once, truly in love. And love was something I hadn’t let myself get too wrapped up in. I believe in love. But I don’t think it’s so plentiful in the world. If you are damn lucky you might find it once in this world, rarer still maybe twice. I’d found love once, but I’d been wrong. It wasn’t the love I thought it was.

Right then what I felt for Brie—sweet, sultry Brie—was total, mind consuming lust. The type of lust that could drive a man utterly insane if it is not requited. It will literally eat him up alive and become all-consuming if he does not acknowledge it as such, and initiate sexual activity to release the fire burning within him.

And Brie had done that with me. I didn’t often indulge in self-release. I was usually too busy with work to focus on such things, and I had plenty of female friends to share my bed with. But I didn’t think I could have spent the next few hours with Brie unless I’d already given myself this expungement of lustful toxins.

“I’m almost there!” I moaned out loud. I was only vaguely aware I was alone. The image in my mind was so fully developed and so totally vivid that I could have sworn Brie was really there, and this was not existing in my over indulged imagination.

My legs were starting to cramp as I pumped my cock deeper and deeper into the tight, succulent slit between Brie’s legs. Her round, soft, ass cheeks pressed against me, wrapping me up inside of her body. 

Brie had the most amazing body. She was curvy, and full, with dynamite hips, a sweet, round, delicious ass, and large breasts that I’d dreamt about, since I first became aware of the pleasure a man can have if he is lucky in this world.

I reached up and grabbed her long hair, holding onto it for balance as I rode this final stretch to the full completion of my orgasm. My knees were buckling under me, threatening to send me crashing to the hard shower floor. I was determined though. I would obtain this pleasure. Nothing would stop me from becoming one with Brie.

“Shit!”

I yelled loudly as the orgasm hit me. I felt my cock quivering as it stiffened even farther in my clutched hand.

My salty seed flung from the end of my rigid cock and flew over a foot in front of me. It hadn’t flung up in the air like that since I was a teenager. I watched it land on the side walls of the shower, spilling on the floor, and the last remnants covering my hand. It was hot to the touch at first, like lava, but then it became a sticky, gelatinous substance.

My legs were quivering as I dropped to the floor and let the hot water fall over top of me. I was completely spent, but I was happier than I’d been in a good long while. Everything just felt new and fresh in my life. I’d never been that spiritual, and I didn’t know much about the new age movement at all, but sitting in the shower after such a self-loving and honest act, I couldn’t help but feel that tonight was the start of a new chapter in my life.

I had no real reason to feel that way, but it was interesting. It was downright peculiar. And I couldn’t wait to get started with the evening ahead of me.

I stood up on my shaky legs and finished showering. Afterwards I dried off and commenced shaving. As I did so, I began to feel a bit uneasy. The house was silent; I was the only one there. I’ve never been much for paying others to do things for me. I love cooking, so I typically prepared all my own meals, and I would have been annoyed if there were other people in my house all the time doing random menial tasks, most of which I was fully capable of doing myself. The only thing I did hire done, was some of the landscaping on the property. My yard was the size the five football fields, so I employed a landscaping crew to take care of it. And I had a maid service come in once a week
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