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        One taste and I was hers...

      

        

      
        Jet Avery isn’t looking for love when Camille stumbles into his bar looking for work. She’s young, inexperienced, and is the physical embodiment of innocent sin. He should turn her away—demand that she run—but one look into her bright blue eyes, and he’s powerless.

      

        

      
        Hiring her on the spot is his first mistake, but how long can he fight the pull? That powerful need to take her purity?

      

        

      
        Because there’s no doubt about it; she will be his ultimate sin.
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        This one is dedicated to C.M. Steele.

      

      

      

      
        
        Thank you for pushing me when I needed it. For helping me break the huge writer’s block/fog I had been under. This book is for you.

      

      

      

      
        
        Love you, sweetie.
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      I am fucked.

      Screwed.

      Up a river without a single measure of security to keep me from drowning in this renewed hunger churning within. A yearning the likes of which I haven’t felt in years: attraction. This scorch within my veins causes my chest to feel tight and my cock to throb in time with my every breath.

      And all this as the walking temptation before me just smiles.

      Nothing more. Not a single care in the world for how she’s turning my life on its axis.

      It’s sweet the way her top lip curls up at one side, and yet, you can’t deny there’s a subtle sinful edge to her expression that very few women can pull off.

      Being a successful bar owner, I’ve seen it all over the years. The overdone and fake—surgically enhanced until recognizing their unique beauty is nearly impossible. Because after spending their every cent and those of the men they con on beauty products and procedures, they look just like everyone else.

      Nothing stands out. Instead, they’re nothing more than a semi-pretty face in a sea of what’s hot and trendy.

      Moreover, with my luck, they all enter my bar with the desire to land something hard for the night. Money hungry and coquettish, they want the attention I’ll never give. That up until this very moment I’ve had no desire to.

      I couldn’t even tell you the last time I felt the touch of a woman. Her wetness on my fingertips. Her heat surrounding my cock.

      Easily more than three years, and before my mother passed, leaving me this bar. Wasted is my first bar, and has been in the family for longer than I’ve been alive. Means the most out of the four I own throughout the East Coast.

      This one is my base, though. New York is my heart and home.

      “How can I help—” The resounding crack of my neck as I turn to look at Ben, my bartender, is loud. It makes him take a step back, while my glare keeps him from saying another word. With two hands up, he walks back to his station and places another beer in front of a regular.

      I can feel the looks of those around me, but I don’t give a flying fuck. My attention is on her. Only her.

      With him gone, I look back at my—

      No, not mine. Just a pretty thing that has my curiosity piqued. Nothing fucking more than that. All I want is a taste of whatever heaven she is selling.

      Leaning over the bar top, I place my hands face down on the resin top and lean forward. I raise a brow and wait for her to speak, to tell me what she wants so I can deliver.

      She mutters the word right under her breath before squaring her shoulders. “Hi, I’m Camille, and I saw your sign outside saying you’re looking for a waitress?” At the sound of her sweet, dulcet tone, the noise level around me drops to a dull thrum. Almost nonexistent.

      It’s odd—feeling this out of control over my surroundings and reactions. Doesn’t sit well with me, and I respond with a short nod. It’s all I can muster without having her run from me. My thoughts are dirty and my need full of depravity.

      She huffs under her breath, and the action causes her body to jiggle, a movement I catch and it’s completely mouthwatering. She’s short, almost too short to reach over the bar, but it’s enough for me to just make out her form in one of the mirrors behind her.

      The little morsel in front of me is oblivious to this. To the way my chest lets out a low rumble as I watch her back arch and ass pop out just a tiny bit more as she shifts on her feet. Her lips are moving, and yet, I can’t make out a single syllable.

      Instead, my dark brown eyes travel lower. Down her decadent curves and bitable cheeks to her thighs which are encased in a grey, skin-tight, and short-sleeved jersey dress. Fabric stretched, it leaves very little to the imagination, and it both pisses me the fuck off and turns me on.

      Fuck the summer months and the need they create for women to show skin. Not women, just her. This pretty little thing should come with a warning and wear a parka year-round.

      From somewhere behind me there is a feminine clearing of a throat, but I ignore it and focus on how soft her long hair looks. How the beachy waves with a few subtle highlights flow down the center of her back.

      My cock pulses and my hands clench. The need to pull her across the bar and into my arms is strong, but I keep my composure instead, fighting against every male instinct, and try to control my breathing.

      There’s no way she could or should work here.

      Ben coughs, and my eyes snap to his amused ones. “Everything okay there, boss?”

      “Peachy,” I half grunt, my voice rougher than I intend, and then I’m back to Camille. A Camille that now looks unsure as I sweep my eyes across her body once more.

      And that’s when I notice her blush and how it travels down her neck and disappears under the edge of that godforsaken dress. Fuck, I need to see more.

      Everything that this piece of shit counter is hiding from me.

      “...is the position still available?” This beautiful little thing, with bright blue eyes and warm chocolate hair, extends a hand out for me to shake, and I do, enjoying how well her delicate hand fits in mine. How each small move makes those larger-than-a-handful tits jiggle. “Well? Is it?”

      From the corner of my eye, I could see that my bartender and head waitress are both looking this way with interest, curiosity, since I never spare the women that come inside my bar more than a passing look.

      This is more than out of the ordinary for me; however, as much as I like them both, I’m not ready to dissect this—or entertain the way Ben is looking at her.

      “Not paying you to stare,” I hiss out low, a warning more to Ben then Ana.

      “I’m going to go and pretend I never came here.” Camille pulls her hand from mine, and I bite the inside of my cheek to stop from asking for it back. Instead, she taps her light pink nails on the stone counter twice before half turning. And just as I am about to stop her, she looks back at me with fire in her eyes, and it sets my body ablaze. Heats me from head to toe. “All you had to say was that I’m not what you’re looking for. Spared us both the awkwardness.”

      Not what I’m looking for? I’m almost salivating here.

      With that, she turns and walks toward the exit, and I find myself jumping over the bar before she can curl those dainty fingers around the doorknob. My tunnel vision is set on her, and I pay no mind to the few patrons mingling around this early in the afternoon. Thank Christ this didn’t happen during the Friday happy-hour surge.

      I’m acting irrational. Crazy. Like a horny teen who just caught sight of his first set of tits.

      Without conscious thought, I reach out and cup her elbow, effectively bringing her actions to a halt. She gasps but doesn’t pull away. Just stands there while I bring her a smidgen closer—keeping her warmth far enough away so as not to graze my skin.

      It’s then that the sweet scent of cherries hits my senses, and my hiss isn’t low.

      Our eyes lock, her blue ones inquisitive. “Are you okay?”

      Again, I don’t speak. My body is under attack: overstimulated.

      Her sweet face. Her scent. Her height.

      Fuck, it nearly tramples me—almost bowls me over—as I realize just how much smaller than me she is. My over six-foot-two frame dwarfs her no more than five-foot stature, and I barely hold back the groan that wants to escape.

      Lord, forgive me, I could break her. Ruin her.

      That realization is like a punch to the gut. She’s just a girl and too young for me.

      At thirty-three, I should be desiring a woman and not this child. Her age is written all over her face; at the most, she’s twenty and that’s my wishful thinking.

      “Look, I think—”

      “Is this your way of telling me that you can talk and understand words? That you are in fact not mute?” Jesus, her sass sends a rush of adrenaline down my spine. Sparks to life this dormant desire I’ve ignored since my last relationship years ago, this need to dominate and demand respect.

      Step the fuck back. Let her leave.

      I should. God, I should.

      Too young for you.

      “Well? Because I need to—”

      “You’re hired.” What the fuck did I just do?

      “W-What?” she stammers before licking her bottom lip. A plump lip I want to taste.

      Releasing her, I take a step back. “You’re hired.”

      “This is giving me whiplash...I don’t understand.” Camille turns to face me fully, and it’s the happiness in her eyes that cements my resolve. “I mean, you have no idea if I’m even old enough to work here? If I have any experience?”

      Crossing my arms over my chest, I stare her down. “Do you want the job?”

      “Of course...” she wrings her hands in front of her “...but what about—”

      “How old are you?” I interrupt.

      “Just turned twenty-one last week, and I have all the paperwork needed to prove it.”

      “Good. Very good.”

      “I’m so confused...” she trails off, not knowing my name. I should tell her to call me Mr. Avery or boss, like most of my staff, but I don’t.

      “Call me Jet, and you’re hired.” And I am beyond fucked. Camille is completely legal, and my cock likes her very much.

      “Really?” There’s so much hope in her voice, a sense of relief that I will never destroy.

      Ignoring the way my heart thumps harshly at her happiness, I smile. “Yeah, head on back to the bar and ask for Ana. She’s the head waitress and will give you an application I’ll need filled out before you can start. All the instructions are attached in a packet, along with the list of documents I require for your file.”

      “Thank you,” she breathes out, and then does something that destroys what’s left of my world. Camille, in her innocent beauty, kisses my cheek before walking away. A soft touch of her lips, a fleeting moment that lasts no more than a second, tells me everything I need to know.

      This has disaster written all over it, but I’ll gladly bear the consequences.

      Keeping our relationship professional will be hard, but I’d rather die of blue balls then send her out there to fall into the wrong hands, ones that might see a beautiful girl as easy prey.

      I might want a taste of her sugar, but I will never force myself or mistreat her. Instead, I’m going to protect her. She can work here and be safe.

      No one will ever harm her.

      She’s under my care now.
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