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This book contains:

Dominate Me Book 1: Stage Surrender

Let go

He made it sound so easy. All I had to do to get the role was let go. If I can surrender completely, I can have the leading role in the movie instead of the supporting role I was auditioning for.

I should have known it wasn't going to be that easy, not when the man on the stage was the famed sex-god, Zach Davis. As an actress, I have done all sorts of things that I was uncomfortable with, including stripping on stage... but I wasn't just undressed, I was on my knees, hands behind my back, bound, helpless to do anything but submit.

This standalone short story is filled with steamy scenes that will have you writhing in pleasure.

Start Reading It Here!

Dominate Me Book 2: Passionate Partners

Everyone tells Freya that it is impossible, that even the most talented, beautiful, and perfect women are not hired by the company, let alone someone as unimpressive as her. The man in charge, Raphael Hunter, may be wildly successful, but he is also controlling, ill-tempered, and stubborn to a fault. He only hires the best.

Yet Freya Fanning believes she can be successful because she has an advantage nobody else knows about:

Raphael is a Master. Her Master. And she wasn't there to work. She was there to be dominated.

Passionate Partners is a standalone short story that is filled with dominating alpha males and a single submissive young woman in public

Start Reading It Here!

Dominate Me Book 3: Racy Romance

Handsome, rich, and stubborn beyond words, Liam Hunt has never been denied anything in his entire life. So when he sets his eyes on innocent college student Kate Snow, she doesn't stand a chance.

Innocent and helpless, Kate finds herself in the clutches of the most powerful man in town... and loving every second of it. The dominating billionaire breaches her every desire and she is entangled in the brutal strength of his passion. When he brings other men to the relationship, she is helpless to do anything but surrender as they show her pleasure beyond her wildest dreams...

Racy Romance is a standalone short steamy story filled with dominating alpha males and a single submissive young woman.

Start Reading It Here!

Dominate Me Book 4: Moaning Maid

Mindy is one of the many maids in the Dungeon Towers, an escape for the rich and powerful. She just wants to earn enough money and graduate, then find a proper job. But when she is caught spying on a group of black men with a submissive woman, she falls into the clutches of a powerful man who loses no time punishing her.

Moaning Maid is a standalone short steamy story features dominating alpha males and submissive young women humiliated and used publicly.

Start Reading It Here!

Dominate Me Book 5: Lustful Lovers

Shy and reserved Rosie has a different side to her that nobody knows about and she wants to keep it that way. Her blind date has a different idea altogether.

Taylor knows her secrets and isn't afraid to push her limits and devastate her control over her mind and body. In the dark, he flicks open her buttons one by one, persuading her to surrender everything with his kisses. Then, he pushes her out into the light with nowhere to hide her shame.

Will there be a happy ending to her love affair or will her life be ruined by the humiliation?

Start Reading It Here!

Dominate Me Book 6: Tantalizing Taboo

"I want to tie you to the bed and map your body with my lips..."

Gracie Lang has been in love with her science teacher for as long as she's known him. The bad ass older man has eyes as dark as the abyss and washboard abs that she dreams of touching.

Eugene West has one rule. He doesn't date students. Not even ex-students. Things get complicated when he finds out the infamous Alex Dante has his eyes set on her. Alex Dante is a sex crazed owner of an underground club that deals primarily with sinful pleasures.

If he doesn't move fast, she's going to be drawn into a world of that will corrupt her forever, but he has another reason for wanting to keep Alex away from Gracie.

Start Reading It Here!



Look Inside Stage Surrender

"You said you'll be auditioning for a role later," he said, standing so close to me that I could feel the warmth from his breath.

"Yes," I said and didn't try to elaborate. I ignored the instinct to wrap myself in my blanked.

"Open your legs," he instructed.

I uncurled my fingers from my lap and listened to his instructions despite the wild pounding in my heart. There was something about his voice that made it almost impossible to deny him.

The moment my legs parted, he stepped inwards, closing the gap between us.

"I'm training you for the role as the lead actress," he said.

"But I-"

"But nothing," he said. "The series is very focused on its sex scenes," he shared.

I stared at the unmistakable bump between his legs and licked my lips. "That's why I'm not auditioning for the lead," I confessed.

"In order to succeed, you need to be bold," he said. "You need to learn to let go of your inhibitions." He leaned down until his lips were inches from mine, then took them to his mouth as his hands cupped my breasts and his fingers started playing with my nipples.

When we parted, we were both gasping for air, but he recovered sooner. "The show is basically porn disguised as a television series," he said. His fingers closed over my pebbled nipples and pulled.

I gasped and arched towards him, feeling the pleasure course through my body. "It- Ahh... It didn't say that in the script," I said breathlessly.

"Of course not," he leaned down and took my nipple to his mouth, sucking first my left nipple, then my right, alternating between pinching my nipples and kissing them. Masculinity poured from him in waves, filling me in a desperate haze of desire. His hair was slightly disheveled.

He wasn't the type of man to ask for what he wanted. He was the type to take and take until there was nothing left for him to own. The animal look on his face gave away his intention to conquer me and I found myself weakened, completely willing to surrender to his every desire.

"What would I have to do as lead?" I asked, although my brain was screaming for me to stop talking and just let him do whatever he wanted with me.

I parted my lips and let out a soft moan when his fingers sent pleasurable tingles down to my loins. He kissed the tender hollow of my neck and his fingers started moving downwards.

"The first episode is just the prelude, so you would be fucking just one man in an alleyway in order to get him to give you the information you need to close the case," he said, his fingers kneading my waist, eyes burning into mine with an intensity that scared me.

"In an alleyway?" I echoed.

"Yes," he said. "We'll need a good angle, so your leg has to be lifted high," he said, his right hand moving past my inner thigh. He hooked his arm under my knee and draped my leg over his shoulder.

My eyes widened and I tried to close my legs, only to have his arm in my way, pining my leg close to his body. His right hand trailed lower as he pushed me down onto the bed, hands still massaging my breasts expertly.

He leaned so close to me that my nipples were brushing against his chest. The sensation was electrifying. Adrenaline flooded my veins and my blood throbbed. The last of the buttons on his shirt opened and I had a full view of his muscular chest, hard and warm under my palms.

"And then what happens?" I asked.

He groaned as he pushed his hips between my legs. I could feel his hardness throbbing behind his pants, begging to be free, pressing against my pussy. He rubbed against my engorged clit and I felt myself getting even wetter.

Then, his fingers started going lower, moving down my belly and further down until he was cupping my wet folds.

"Then he'll fuck you," he said.

Start Reading It Here!



Look Inside Passionate Partners

"Don't stop," I gasped, offering myself to him freely. My body was aflame with acute surges of desire. His erection cushioned against my inner thigh.

Blood humming in my veins, I murmured, "Kiss me."

He didn't need to be asked twice, his lips on my throat, hands on my neck and back, pushing me to him. His tongue was wet on my throat, tasting my pulse, which had jumped way high. His hands roamed my naked back, snaking through the loose dress to touch the creamy soft skin beneath it.

Shivers went through my body from his lips and touch on my body. It was a delightful sensation, not just physically, but on a deeply emotional manner. It made me feel incredibly sexy to have a man want me so much that he didn't care if we were caught in the act.

Jason's strong hands on my body awakened all my nerve endings and took the breath out of my lungs.

His brazen hands were all over me and I trembled for him, heartbeat thumping rapidly against my chest. The brutal strength of his passion was infectious, bringing charges of excitement through my body.

I clutched fistfuls of his shirt, wanting to tear the clothing off his body. But I knew better. He still had a meeting to attend later. His lips and tongue were all over my chest, then he cupped my breasts and tilted me back. His mouth closed over my breast and his tongue darted over his nipple.

I propped myself up with my arms on behind me and offered my breasts willingly to him. He sucked and licked first one breast, then the other, his hands reaching under my thighs to push me against his erection. He was very hard, throbbing with the need of his desire.

His body radiated heat as he touched me with feverish need, his touches sending ripples of pleasure down my spine. He rained kisses up my nipples across my shoulders as he grabbed my buttocks and pushed me flush against his erection, his intention clear but there was still his pants in the way.

Yet, I could feel him, hard and throbbing, pressing against my engorged clit, the material of his pants rubbing against my wet slit. I bucked against him harder, lusting for him. I was quivering with need as I wrapped my legs around him, allowing him to dry hump me.

His fingers curled into my hair and pulled my hair band off so he could grab me by the hair. He seemed to enjoy it rough, which wasn't a problem at all. Except I didn't want to get him too far. There was still the meeting he had to attend. I wanted him to want me just enough.

When he pulled back to undo his belt, I crossed my legs and flipped my dress back over my thigh, covering my flesh. I pulled my dress over my breasts and gave him a seductive smile as I laid back against the table.

"How do you like your coffee, Mr. Storms?" I asked abruptly.

He reeled back in shock. "Black," he responded automatically.

"Sugar?" I smiled.

"No sugar," he said, looking completely stunned. I felt bad for the guy, but not enough to continue what I halted abruptly.

"Why don't you have a seat while I get your drink ready," I pointed him to one of the comfortable couches a few feet away from my desk and he went over to the seat as if in a daze.

Start Reading It Here!



Look Inside Racy Romance

"Maybe that's not the best- Oh!" I gasped as he pulled me to his chest. My heart was beating out of my chest, a steady thump-thump-thump that made everything harder. "Sir, this is highly inappropriate," I whispered. His chest was all muscle, hard and perfect. My mind was a muddle of confusion and arousal. He was all masculinity and dominance, just taking whatever he wanted, which in this case, was me.

"Perhaps," he agreed, "But I see you aren't trying to get away." His voice held a smooth, velvety undertone that made me wonder if he had done this before. Something told me this was a first for him too, but that was impossible. He no doubt had the money and power to get any woman he wanted.

Right now, he wanted me and I couldn't help but be drawn by him. The desire was palpable.

"No," I whispered, letting the beautiful orbs consume me. I touched my fingertips to his jaw, loving the way they rubbed against the five o'clock stubble on his cheeks. "I don't know anything about you-" I started.

"But there's something right about having you in my arms," he finished smoothly, like butter on bread.

"Yes," I whispered breathily. Something about being in his embrace felt right, my curves flush against his hard body, heartbeat to heartbeat. It felt as if everything in my life had led up to this moment.

And then it all shattered.

His fingers curled into my hair and pulled my head back roughly. The pain jolted me back to reality and my eyes widened in surprise. I gasped, my lips parting as I was forced to arch into his chest.

His lips locked onto mine in an instant, devouring me from the inside out. He was kissing me with more passion than I knew was possible.

There was something utterly erotic about letting a stranger treat me like a cheap hooker off the streets. His grasp was too hard, as if afraid I would run away and he held me with an intensity that hurt.

His tongue battled mine for dominance, winning easily as I yielded to his touch, responding to his tongue. It was impossible to do anything other than yield to his dominating touch, his fingers lost in my hair, pulling my head back to make me arch against him. His free hand cupped my buttocks, massaging the soft flesh there until I was moaning into the kiss.

He groaned, fingers on my body tightening, as if trying to mold my body to his. I felt his body responding in the form of a deep shudder. Something hard grew between his legs and pressed against my body. I couldn't help the smile from appearing on my lips. It was nice to know that I wasn't the only person getting aroused by the proximity.

When he finally released his fingers from the tangle of my hair, I continued pressing into his lips, begging for more. He tasted like chocolate caramel. My body tingled. He kissed me as if his life depended it and when we parted, we were both gasping for air.

He tipped his head, his arm on my waist to push me to him, deepening the contact. My body came alive. His neatly done hair was all askew from me running my fingers through it. His mouth was parted and wet, begging for more kisses and I wanted to give him everything he wanted.

His fingers came down my lower back until he was grasping my buttocks. With trembling hands, I slid my own hand between our chests until I was cupping his manhood, hard and throbbing.

"Please," I whispered. "Touch me."

Start Reading It Here!



Look Inside Moaning Maid

I took a deep shuddering breath and crawled quietly to the edge of the attic where I knew I would be able to see everything.

There was a panel on the floor that I could remove, but I wasn't sure if I wanted to do that. It was risky. Someone could look up and see me spying.

A particularly loud scream made up my mind for me.

I carefully removed the panel and peeked down the open hole.

There were six black men surrounding a single white young woman, who was laughing playfully as she tried to run away. Whichever way she turned, one was there to catch her. They were gradually pulling her clothes off, tearing and ripping the fabric that clung to her full body.

She twisted and turned, helping them in their pursuit to take off her clothes. Every movement she made only eased their effort to take off her clothes.

In no time at all, her shirt and skirt were torn to pieces, strewn all over the carpeted floor like discarded extra bits of fabric in a messy tailor shop

"Oh, stop, please," she cried out in mock horror, throwing her hands over her head. She pretended to be a damsel in distress, but the corner of her eyes wrinkled in mirth.

"You're in trouble now," one of the men sneered, pulling off her bra so that her breasts were exposed, pink nipples quickly perky in the open air.

"Ah!" she shrieked, hugging her arms around herself quickly to hide her body, but that only gave the men the chance to lift her into the air. One man wrapped his arms around her waist from behind and lifted her into the air while two other worked on pulling her panties off.

She was completely naked in just a few minutes of being in their presence.

I felt a tightness inside me, coiled so tightly it took all I had to stop myself from moaning. Shame filled me and I knew I should be putting the panel back as quietly as I could and walk away. I wasn't supposed to be here, looking at them.

The manager's suggestive wink as I was leaving suddenly made sense. She knew what I was going to see if I made my way to the attic to study.

My book bag laid forgotten by the door. Studying was the furthest thing on my mind. I couldn't tear my eyes away from the perverse sight beneath the floor.

I should be looking away. Instead, a part of me wanted to be in her place. To be naked while the men around me ravaged me despite my wishes. She looked as if she was having the time of her life, her head thrown back and moaning as the men started rubbing their hands on her body, feeling every inch of her as she was held up by three men.

Start Reading It Here!



Look Inside Lustful Lovers

He kissed down my chest, taking one hardening nub in his mouth and teasing it, drawing strangled moans from my lips as jolts of pleasure coursed through my body. He smirked, enjoying the reaction he was drawing from me.

His wet lips left a trail of fire down my belly and stopped just short of the bush between my legs.

"Look at the time," he announced suddenly. "I should go buy breakfast," he said.

"No!" I gasped.

He smirked as he walked over to the windows and very deliberately opened the long thermal blackout curtains. Light shone into the room, illuminating everything in the living room, especially on my very naked body. Painfully obvious was the juice leaking down my inner thigh. My inner fluid glistened in the light and the more I tried to close my legs together, the more I spread the liquid on my legs.

"I'll be right back," he said.

"No!" I cried out to his disappearing back. He didn't turn back.

The open window faced the parking lot, which was always full and always busy.

I tried to twist around so that nobody could see how naked I was, but the fact that I couldn't see people looking in didn't mean they weren't seeing me.

I waited with bated breath for his return. From the corner of my eyes, I saw a car stop and park just outside the window and I stood absolutely still, horrified that the occupants, a man and a woman, would glance in and see me.

I struggled briefly against the bondage holding me still but that only made my breasts move around more. Pleasure coursed up my spine. The nipple clamps hung heavily on my nipples. Every move I made only pinched my nipples more.

Thankfully, they were in a hurry and disappeared without looking in.

The thrill of almost being seen made me even wetter and I crossed my legs as a coil of tightness formed in my loins. It felt possible to cum just from standing naked on a table in the living room, as ridiculous as that was. There wasn't even a dildo inside me, or a vibrator working on me.

The couple returned not five minutes later and climbed back into the car without even glancing at my direction. My heartbeat sped up and I fought for air, my chest rising and falling heavily. My breasts hung heavily from my chest, nipples pebbled. There were fresh marks of lashes on my body from the whip.

Taylor's hickeys were obvious on my breasts as well. I drew in a deep, shuddering breath and felt a throbbing between my legs. Wetness seeped out of me and my pussy clenched against nothing.

A part of me wanted to be seen.

The gods must've been hearing to my inner thoughts because the next car that drove into the parking lot decided to park directly in front of the window.

Five well-built young men in football uniform emerged from the car. At first they were talking to each other, laughing and joking around. And then one of the men, Number 8, looked into the window and our eyes met.

His jaw dropped and he stopped moving altogether.

"Guys, look there," he said, pointing directly at me. I felt the tightness between my legs grow to an uncomfortable level. Their eyes were glued to me immediately. They looked surprised, but there was an intense expression of desire in their gaze that was impossible to ignore...

Start Reading It Here!



Look Inside Tantalizing Taboo

"Let me," he said throatily, his voice suddenly unrecognizable. "Just relax..."

It felt odd to stand still as he started taking my clothes off one by one. He pulled my shirt off, then my bra, freeing my breasts. His eyes found my soft mounds hungrily and he licked his lips.

I drew back and inhaled sharply when he reached down to take my nipple into his mouth, suckling and licking the soft, sensitive nub.

His palm held the small of my back, stopping me from escaping his teasing tongue. I threw my head back and moaned, my fingers lost in his hair as he sent jolt after jolt of pleasure down my spine. His hands wrapped around my small waist, pushing me to him, forcing me to arc my breasts towards him, as if inviting him to drink from my breasts.

His fingers moved from my waist to my buttocks and further down until he was fingering me through my panties from behind. I bucked against him, control over my body completely devastated within moments of having his hands on my body.

He drew back as I was moaning and writhing, then leaned down to pull my panties free. I lifted my legs, letting the last remaining fabric on my body to fall completely.

His jaw tightened as he ogled me, drinking in every curve of my body.

"You're so beautiful," he said, staring at me indulgently.

"Th- thank you," I whispered, suddenly afraid. My mind was a whirlpool of emotions.

"Tell me why you're here," he asked suddenly.

I fought back the urge to cover my breasts and pussy from his prying eyes as I stood in front of him. "I don't know," I said honestly. I barely knew the man and yet I was in his home, completely naked while he stood in front of me, fully clothed.

"It's not because of my dashing good looks?" he laughed, easing the tension somewhat by coaxing a smile out of me.

"I've never done this before," I said, panic rising up my chest.

"Me neither," he said, mistaking my admission of being a virgin for going home with a man I just met. It was a relief at least, to know that it was the first time he brought a woman to his home. "You're even more beautiful when you smile," he said. His hands cupped my ass and he gave them an almost painful squeeze as he leaned in to kiss my lips. His tongue dominated my mouth, taking control of the kiss completely so I had no choice but to mewl and melt under him.

My fingers found his shirt and undid his buttons eagerly. I wanted to feel his chest with my bare hands.

To my surprise, he gripped my wrists again and brought them behind me. I yelped, then cried out loudly when he pushed me bodily onto his bed. The soft springs bounced me and I was disoriented long enough for him to push me all the way down with his hands, his hands on my buttocks, massaging me roughly.

I tried to twist and turn around, but he pressed me down with his large hand easily and his lips closed onto my buttocks.

He suckled the soft flesh there, then bit down hard, leaving teeth marks on my ass.

"Alex!" I cried out, kicking and pulling away from him in panic. His mouth hungrily cascaded along my ass, moving to bite the other cheek as I squirmed helplessly under him. Beneath the pain was an incomprehensible need for him to do more. It occurred to me later that I enjoyed that he was marking me as his.

His fingers found the wetness between my legs and I gasped as he plunged a single digit inside me, feeling a wetness there that held on to him. My walls clenched around his fingers and he groaned, his lips close to my buttocks so I could feel his breath on my skin.

"I want to taste you," he said, easily flipping me onto my back. He eased my thighs wide with his hands and spread my legs open as his grip moved from my thighs to my ankles.

My hands went to my exposed pink lips immediately, hiding my sex from his eyes.

"Should I tie you up already?" he asked, his expression a mixture of playful and serious that made me shudder. I shook my head and took my hands away silently, lying back down to focus on not closing my legs.

He lowered his head between my legs and took my pulsating lips to his mouth.

A strangled scream escaped my lips. My inner thighs clenched and fought to stay close, but his hands were stronger, keeping them wide open as he ravaged my pussy lips, licking the folds open with his expert tongue and teasing my clit.

My fingers grasped the blankets and sheets around me, trying to find something solid to hold onto, lest I float away on the cloud of ecstasy.

Start Reading It Here!
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Let go

He made it sound so easy. All I had to do to get the role was let go. If I can surrender completely, I can have the leading role in the movie instead of the supporting role I was auditioning for.

I should have known it wasn't going to be that easy, not when the man on the stage was the famed sex-god, Zach Davis. As an actress, I have done all sorts of things that I was uncomfortable with, including stripping on stage... but I wasn't just undressed, I was on my knees, hands behind my back, bound, helpless to do anything but submit.

This standalone short story is filled with steamy scenes that will have you writhing in pleasure.
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I woke up drenched in sweat and gasping for air, my chest lifting and falling rapidly. My forehead was warm when I draped my arm over it and when I pull my arm away, it was covered in a layer of sweat. I felt as if I had just woken from a nightmare, but no matter how much I tried, I couldn't remember what woke me up so abruptly. Sleep wouldn't be possible for now. I sighed and resigned myself to an early morning.

I sat up straight in bed, blinking in the dark. Wiping sweat off my forehead, I tried to remember what I had to do today. Right. I had an interview to attend. It was probably just going to be another heart-crushing failure. It wasn't even for a big role. I was auditioning as an extra in a new TV series. I had been through so many interviews in the past month and just as many rejections that I couldn't muster the will to be excited. I didn't even know it was possible to go through so many rejections within such a short time span and still have my heart in one fully-functioning piece.

Even so, I was still hopeful at each and every audition I went to. I sighed and took in a deep, shuddering breath of the humid hot air, wishing we could afford to have the air conditioning unit on. The truth was, my roommate was almost as broke as I was. Like me, she worked part time as a waitress whenever she doesn't have a role lined up... which was fast turning into all the time.

Neither of us has had much luck with roles since we graduated at the start of summer. It has been a good few months since graduation.

Summer ended only in name. The air was hot and humid and having the windows open only invited insects into the room. I wished the cool fall air could come already, but that was just wistful thinking. The cold would come all at once and turn the town into a giant freezer without warning. Such was the weather nowadays.

The old pedestal fan hummed next to me, blowing relentless simmering air around the room a vain attempt to keep the room a respectable temperature. All it managed to do was distribute the heat around. It drove my long hair away from my sweat-stained face.

I turned to the window in hopes of seeing the first signs of daylight, but it was still too early for that. My reflection stared back at me, eyes large and sad. I reached for the blinds and drew it over the windows almost in anger. In all other professions, I would be considered pretty and petite, but not mine.

I was neither pretty-enough nor thin-enough to be a successful actress, which was ridiculous considering I wore a size four. I had an hour-glass figure that I had wanted since I've first laid eyes on Marilyn Monroe and decided I wanted to grow up to be just like her. People looked for a size zero nowadays, which was ridiculous.

My brown hair curled over my shoulders and stuck to my neck. I sighed. It had been a while since I could afford to have my hair colored the pretty blonde shade that I much preferred.

Still lamenting my state of unemployment, I reached for my phone on the dressing table and pulled out the charging plug. The display shined too brightly in my eyes and I flinched.

Five thirty. Too early to be awake, but too late to go back to sleep.

Now completely awake, I felt the heat and the sticky discomfort of a night's worth of sweat on my body. It wrapped around every inch of me and made my clothes stick to my body uncomfortably.

Unable to stand the sweat-stained clothes much longer, I pulled off my sleeping shirt and underwear. I debated between having a shower or having breakfast and decided on the latter when my stomach started growling.

I wrapped a towel over my breast and walked into kitchen, not caring that the bottom of the towel barely covered my buttocks. It wasn't as if my roommate hasn't seen my bum before.

There was a tight knot in my belly from merely walking around half naked and I berated myself for staying chaste for so long. I had broken up with my ex a year ago. He was the kind of man whom mothers would warn their daughters about. He was all promises and sweet talk. And then, the moment he realized I was adamant about remaining a virgin before marriage, he was gone, as if I was some sort of conquest he got tired of. He wouldn't even acknowledge me in class.

It wasn't as if I hadn't considered masturbating. I had thought about that for countless, sleepless nights before. Touching myself still felt wrong and I could never bring myself to- well, bring myself to completion, thanks to my strict and very successful Catholic upbringing. I drew out a long self-pitying sigh.

It took only a moment for me to realize that there was a man on the couch. He was gorgeous, but not in the gym-rat sort of way. The only thing he was wearing was his boxers and that gave me a good eyeful of his lean muscles as he stretched over the couch that was too small to carry his full frame. His back was turned towards me, so I couldn't have a good look at his face, but even his backside looked familiar.

I admit I thought I was hallucinating at first, but the longer I stared at him, the more I familiar he looked. Maybe he was someone from work. It wasn't the first time she's brought a customer home with her.

It was odd that Anna didn't let him sleep in her room after. Maybe she really didn't like the sex.

I snorted at the thought. No way this sexy hunk was capable of bad sex. I considered putting on more clothes, but the thrill of working in the kitchen half naked and getting caught by Anna's lover made my insides tighten pleasurably and I decided to not.

I hummed a little as I walked into the kitchen and got started with breakfast. Some actresses I know would skip meals before auditions, but I had so many auditions a day that if I skipped every meal before auditions, I might as well have died of hunger ages ago.

I was making the last piece of pancake when a pair of hands snaked around my belly and held me to a hard chest.

"Did you have a good night's rest, Anna?" a sexy voice vibrated through my body, awakening every nerve ending in my body. His lips were on my neck, warm and dangerous. My knees weakened from a single touch of his lips on my flesh. His fingers on my belly were lithe, but strong.

I gasped and tried to twist around, but the arms around me were all muscle, refusing to budge. How did anyone manage to get into the apartment without me seeing? I could feel his erection pressing against my bare behind, the throbbing hard muscle probing my body as if seeking entry. I gulped and drew a deep breath as his hands reached up to cup my breasts.

All the air left my lungs at once as a jolt of
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