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            You Belong to Me

          

        

      

    

    
      My entire life is one bold-faced, fucking lie. Son of Victor Laurent and sole heir to the entire Laurent fortune built up from a few great grandfathers back in the Civil War times, I’ve been raised—groomed—to be the perfect Southern gentleman. Proper and full of self-control, a man who can keep hold on the vices that help me live my daily life of pure, fucking drudgery.

      

      I know what it means to be controlling not just of myself but of the woman who will one day kneel at my feet. The one who belongs to me, however, is promised to another—and claiming what is mine could cost me everything.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            One

          

          Adam

        

      

    

    
      “No coming until I say so, sweet Rose,” I murmured, my gaze glued to my cell’s screen.

      She moaned a complaint but continued to press the fat dildo I’d told her to buy deep into her dripping pussy. The pussy she’d shaved bare at my request. The little nub she’d had pierced because I desired it. The pussy I dreamed of owning…

      With her phone positioned between her spread thighs, she offered me a close up of the wetness smearing over her swollen labia and the length of rubber she fucked herself with—because I’d told her to. I swore I could smell the glistening of her arousal coating her plump lips. My mouth drooled to taste her.

      “So close…” The sound of her husky voice twitched my dick. “Please, AJ.”

      Sprawled on my bed, I grabbed my straining cock and groaned, mesmerized by the body of the woman I’d never met in real life, the sweet submissive who had agreed to be mine online for the previous six months. “Put your phone down,” I said, my voice low, strangled. “Pinch your nipples. Your clit.”

      The phone moved and stilled, revealing the white ceiling she laid beneath. My dick leaked like a motherfucker at her low moans and gasps while obeying me.

      I stroked my length, slow and steady, teeth clenched to keep from blowing my load. “Come for me, Rose.”

      “Oh… Oh, God!” she cried out, her voice muffled as though she shoved her fist against her mouth, the wet sounds of the dildo fucking her causing my dick to leak.

      Eyes closing, I memorized the sounds of her climax while smearing more pre-cum down my length to the root. “You’re so fucking beautiful… sexy as fuck with those noises you make. Such a good little sub, obeying me like you do. Goddamn, Rose…” I continued with my words of edification while she came down since I couldn’t soothe her with physical touch or tell her to suck me off.

      Six months we’d been messaging and video chatting—without showing our faces. Having met in a BDSM forum, both of us having joined anonymously, we agreed to keep things a secret between us. It fucking sucked, but neither of us had a choice.

      Her phone moved again, and I found my view filled with her shivering body from the neck down.

      “Can I watch you come, Sir?” she whispered, still short of breath.

      I angled the phone, so she could see me working my dick that had swelled to the point of pain beneath my hand. Three strokes and I let go of my control, breath caught on her name while shooting my spunk over my chest in thick ribbons.

      “God,” she groaned. “You’re so hot, AJ.”

      “Fuck.” One last spurt and the muscles in my body went lax, my eyes closing again. “Goddamn, do I love you, Rose.”

      She huffed a quiet snort. “You don’t even know what I look like.” Her usual reply to my usual declaration.

      “I know who you are inside,” I said as a shiver rippled over my skin. “Nothing is more important than that.”

      Sheets or clothing rustled, I couldn’t tell which over the line, and she sighed. “What if I’m cross-eyed?”

      “I’ll adore you forever.”

      “What if I have a big, crooked nose?”

      “Then I’ll kiss it every morning. You’re a beautiful soul, my sweet Rose, and the only one I want for life—as long as you aren’t all ready married.” I’d told her as much a handful of times, but she always managed to laugh me off, assuring me she was very much a single, young woman.

      “You don’t even know my real name,” she said, her voice laced with resignation.

      “Doesn’t matter.”

      “It does, AJ. We’ve both said it before—our families, our heritage dictates what we can say or do.”

      I heaved a sigh and grabbed a handful of tissues to wipe the cum off my chest. “Is it worth it?”

      “What?”

      “Pretending to be something you’re not in order to stay in good graces and earn that damn inheritance promised to you?”

      “It’s not about the money for me,” she murmured.

      After hours spent conversing over the phone, we’d both admitted to each other about coming from affluent families. The reason I’d gone underground with my love of kink was due to the fact my father, the prick, had found out about the sex clubs I’d visited while in college overseas. His threat had come through loud and clear—protect the upstanding Laurent name or face losing everything I stood to gain as his only son.

      “If it’s not the money,” I said, wiping the sticky mess from my abs, “then what’s keeping you from agreeing to meet me?”

      “You know I have a recognizable face in some social circles.”

      “So do I,” I shot back, tossing the tissues onto the hotel floor. “You’re from a rich family, so am I, so what’s the problem? I’ll fly to wherever you are. We can meet and date like a normal couple—no one needs to know what happens behind closed doors.”

      Rose heaved a heavy breath and hesitated long enough my heartbeat kicked up.

      “I can’t,” she finally whispered, the resignation hinted at earlier filling both fucking words.

      Not for the first time, I swallowed my disappointment she wouldn’t use the strength she showed in submitting to me in order to stand up for herself. “What’s holding you back?”

      Silence descended long enough I wondered if she’d hung up—a quick glance at my phone showed the video call ongoing.

      “Well?”

      “Honoring my family’s name,” she whispered, her tone turning toward tears, “and making my parents proud.”

      “If they loved you, they would support your decisions,” I said, frowning at the ceiling. “They would love you for who you are—what you want in life.”

      She didn’t reply, but what was there to say? We had talked about everything a person could about—except for our real identities. Neither of us had experienced that kind of unconditional love from the ones who above all ought to show us such emotion.

      “I’ll love you like that, Rose,” I said when she didn’t respond, putting the truth of my feelings into my voice, praying like fuck she’d hear me. “Please let me. I’ll be twenty-five in a few days. I’ll finally have access to my trust fund, and we can go off on our own—create our own life and live it how we want.”

      “Damn you, AJ.”

      I barely made out her choked whisper while pinching the bridge of my nose. “Please…”

      “I-I can’t.”

      Stomach churning and brow furrowed over the sure tears on her face, I inwardly cursed the hold her family’s name had over her—and mine as well.

      “Will you call me tomorrow?” I asked rather than telling her to do so as I usually did.

      “Goodbye, AJ.”

      Goodbye… The line went dead before I could question her why she would use the word we both agreed to never use.

      “The fuck?” I sat up and hit connect.

      She didn’t answer.

      I shot off a message through the app we used, asking if she was okay and waited a full hour before I tossed my phone aside, cursed a dozen times or so, and punched the shit out of my pillow.
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          Adam

        

      

    

    
      An incoming text pulled my head up from resting on the town car’s back seat. I all ready knew I was late, but missing my flight out of Chicago after being up for over twenty-four hours straight, closing a deal for the family business, I didn’t need to read more bitching.

      I swiped the screen anyway.

      Prick: Where are you?

      Scowling, I shot off a reply reminding my father that Galen, our family driver, would get me to the estate as soon as he could—same as I’d done fifteen minutes earlier.

      Prick: We aren’t waiting any longer.

      “That’s fine by me,” I muttered to myself while giving him a thumbs up emoji rather than the middle finger I’d have preferred.

      Our “big dinner.” Me, my father, and his friend he’d bailed out of having to declare bankruptcy—in exchange for his daughter’s hand in marriage.

      The poor girl had agreed to marry him, but what woman wouldn’t? Only forty-three, healthy, rich as Midas with the same touch when it came to business, and a widow for almost twenty-five years, my father was a prime cut of beef to a woman looking for a sugar daddy.

      Problem was, he didn’t know how to be faithful or kind. Broken hearts littered his past, and the only reason he’d married my mother was because he’d knocked her up when they were both sixteen, and their parents demanded I be born a member of both affluent families.

      The prick had cheated on her—from what I’d heard—and hadn’t been faithful to any of the other unwise women who’d attached themselves to him over the years. Thank fuck I’d at least missed out on that last part of his personality. With the same black hair and teal-green eyes, I couldn’t claim he hadn’t sired me—unfortunately.

      My father, the tyrant who covered his evilness with philanthropy in order to make others look the other way. A powerful, successful businessman who brushed elbows with government officials across the country, a man not to be ignored or disobeyed, one who lived life in the spotlight—and dragged his son along for the ride.

      Bastard.

      I blew a breath between my lips, my head falling back again, eyes closing. Two days’ worth of scruff lined my jaw, and my wrinkled Armani suit would get me “the look” and probably words after dinner, but I couldn’t bring myself to give a fuck.

      I’d closed the goddamn deal and deserved a fucking break. Oh, if only the prick knew how I liked to take my breaks. I’d managed to obey his order about the no kink thing for an entire three years before giving in and anonymously joining the online BDSM community where I’d met my sweet Rose. Her demure, submissive nature fulfilled me in ways no one ever had—and her silence fucking wrecked me.

      Two days had passed since she’d said goodbye, and she’d yet to reply to my messages or answer my video calls. In two days, I would turn twenty-five. Forty-eight hours and I would have the freedom to be my own man, but I didn’t want to go off on my own without her.

      Goddamnit all to fucking hell and back.

      The car took a familiar turn, and I heaved a breath, pulling the back of my head off the seat, readying myself for the next couple of hours—greet the new soon-to-be addition to our house, be polite, and make my escape as soon as possible, so I could bury my face in my pillow and pass out.

      The head servant of the Laurent’s Maryland estate, Mrs. Hummel, stood by the front door, wrinkled hands clasped before her. I wondered what she thought of my father nabbing himself a new, much-younger bride to finally replace my mother who had taken her own life when I’d been toddling around in diapers. I couldn’t blame the woman who escaped my memory. Living with my prick of a father had proven tough for even me. Hell, if nothing else, he taught me how not to treat a woman.

      “They’re in the dinin’ room, Master Adam,” Mrs. Hummel drawled with a kind smile, her white teeth flashing against her dark skin. The only person in the damn household who seemed to like me.

      “Thank you.” Lips pressed tight, I stretched my neck side to side while striding across the white marble floor toward the dining room.

      Lily Turner had been sold off by her prick of a father, and even though I hadn’t met my father’s business associate from New York, I couldn’t stand him for what he’d done—saved his ass by sacrificing his daughter.  Dinner was going to be one pain in the ass.

      I had so many other things I could be doing—the first of which was trying to get my sweet Rose to answer my messages. The second was finding an apartment or condo to rent in two days since I couldn’t stand living with my father any longer than necessary.

      I could⁠—

      The thought cut off as I stepped through the dining room door. Gentle waves of golden locks glinting in the chandeliers’ light hung past stooped shoulders covered by a pink, summer dress. Head lowered, gaze on her plate, she hid her face from me, but my heartbeat kicked up a notch, and my dick twitched at the woman who appeared much younger than the twenty-six years my father had claimed her to be.

      A scowl flitted over my brow at my body’s unusual lack of control.

      Rose, I reminded myself, wanting to stay faithful in every way while tearing my gaze off my father’s fiancé to take in her parents.

      The older woman across from the younger kept her lips in a tight line, her hazel eyes sad. Her husband, on the other hand, beamed as though he’d won the lottery. The prick beside him met my gaze, his face an unreadable mask, thank fuck.

      “Father.” I dipped my head and glanced at the empty place across from the younger woman. “My apologies for being late.”

      “My son, Adam,” my father said from his place at the head of the table.

      Mr. Turner stood and held out his hand as I moved forward, determined to put on my Laurent best. “Pleasure, young man.”

      “Same.” I didn’t bother matching his squeezing fingers. Let the asshole think what he would of my limp grip.

      “My wife, Nancy and daughter, Lily.”

      Nancy muttered, “Pleased to meet you,” but their daughter merely lifted her head and peered at me through dark lashes, shutting down all my senses except the blood rushing to my groin.

      Hazel eyes, more green than brown, acted as a window into her soul—one filled with anguish and pain. She blinked, her lips parting, pupils dilating, all the tells I so didn’t need to see.

      Fuck it all to hell!

      I slid into my chair across from her on weak knees, my stomach dropping at the pure, absolute trouble in my future.

      Two more days… Escaping the pricks house turned into a necessity rather than desire.

      I dug into the cold meal probably served ahead of time as punishment for my tardiness and ignored the chatter between the prick and the asshole that resumed. The clinking of flatware here and there were the only noises introduced by our female company.

      Awareness of the beauty across from me had my pulse thrumming and head spinning. I would not be an unfaithful man to my Rose—even if she hadn’t yet agreed to be mine outside of cyberspace.

      Focus. Focus. No matter how many times I chanted the word in my head, I couldn’t stop thinking about the golden waves of hair, the pain—and instant desire—I’d read in Lily’s eyes.

      I pulled my cell from my pocket and hit resend of my last message asking Rose if she was okay.

      The tinkling notification from a cell reached my ears as I shoved another mouthful of cold crab cakes into my mouth. Neither of the two men seemed to have noticed or cared about the electronic interruption, but Lily’s mother frowned over at her.

      “Sorry,” Lily whispered, head lowering once more, her gaze on her lap.

      Proper etiquette demanded I make small talk, but Lily’s mother went back to her meal, and Lily kept her head lowered, probably answering whoever had texted her. As for the two men, I had zero desire to include myself in whatever they bullshitted about.

      My feet itched to move, but I remained seated and ate, half-sick at my lack of control and Rose’s lack of correspondence.

      Thinking perhaps demanding my sweet submissive answer might have a better outcome, I typed out a quick message, telling her to respond immediately.

      It took all of three seconds for her reply to flit across the screen.

      Rose: I can’t talk right now.

      Relief over her finally answering lowered my tensed shoulders, but I wasn’t going to be put off any longer.

      Me: Why haven’t you responded to my last ten messages?

      Rose: Can we talk later, plz?

      I stole a glance at my father, but he wasn’t paying attention to anything but the asshole beside him. Sucking down a few gulps of expensive-as-shit wine, I fought to steady myself before replying.

      Me: We can talk later, but your punishment won’t wait.

      Rose: Don’t do this right now.

      Me: That’s not your safeword…

      Rose: Please.

      Me: You could be sitting down to tea with the Queen of England, and I wouldn’t fucking care. Slip your finger beneath the edge of your panties.

      She didn’t respond.

      I managed to chew another forkful of food and swallow down the rest of my wine. The thought she ignored me again—didn’t obey—twisted my stomach.

      Me: Are you wet?

      Rose: Yes.

      My dick twitched in my slacks, and I decided to push her in a way she’d denied me countless times before.

      Me: Taste the arousal on your finger.

      A near-silent gasp lifted my head.

      Lily still stared at her lap, the food before her ignored. Her mother and father had fallen to the prick’s spell of sucking people in—too bad for him, he held no such sway over his fiancé. She, like me, seemed more interested in messaging her friend than paying attention to the man she would soon call husband.

      My cell vibrated in my hand.

      Rose: I can’t right now!

      I bit back my grin at her not saying no.

      Me: Do it, Rose. Stick that slickened finger between your lips and suck it clean.

      Dick swelling at the image I’d created in my head, I hit send and flagged the butler by the kitchen door, pointing at my wine glass.

      A strangled sound shot my focus to Lily’s face. Her cheeks flushed bright red as she peered down at her lap, the pulse in her neck thrumming like mad.

      “Lily, dear?” her mother said.

      “I-I’m sorry… If you’ll excuse me for a moment?” Lily’s low, husky voice rolled over me, stealing my breath.

      I blinked as she pushed up from the table and hurried away, her cell phone in one hand, a finger from her other hand between her lips. I blinked again as she disappeared through the door, my brain scrambling to make sense of what I’d seen.

      A server poured my wine, and my heart beat heavy in my ears as explanation after explanation—excuses for Lily’s behavior—flitted through my brain, denying what couldn’t possibly be true.

      Lily—my father’s fiancé—was my sweet Rose.
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      I guzzled down the newly poured glass of wine, a million thoughts racing through my damn head. Rose belonged to me—body, mind, and soul. Lily didn’t yet belong to my father, but she would within a mere week if all went according to her parents and my father’s plans.

      Let it rest, keep my identity a secret from Lily—and have my heart ripped from my chest when she vowed to be faithful to the prick—or reveal myself and pray like fuck the cards landed where they belonged—in my favor?

      “If you’ll excuse me—”Mrs. Turner started to stand “—I’m going to go check on Lily.”

      “I’ll go.” I pushed back so hard, my chair wobbled. I swallowed but gave over to the fact my body and mouth had made the decision before my mind did. “Please. Enjoy the rest of your dinner.” I didn’t wait for Mrs. Turner to agree but spun on my heel and strode from the dining room.

      The powder room lay near the front of the foyer, beneath the winding stairs leading to the second floor. I glanced around while making my way toward the closed door. No staff loitered in the area.

      I considered knocking, but there was no way in hell Lily would let me in for a private discussion. A plan mapped out in my brain in the space of a few seconds, and I slipped into the coat closet, keeping the door cracked so I could watch the powder room’s door.

      My hands shook as I pulled my cell from my pocket.

      Me: Did you taste the tangy sweetness on your finger?

      Heartbeat pounding between my ears, I watched the door… waiting… waiting for her reply.

      Rose: Yes, damn you.

      “Fuck.” I grabbed my swelling dick inside my slacks, imagining her husky voice filled with resignation.

      Me: Where are you?

      Rose: In a bathroom.

      Me: What color is it?

      I could imagine her confusion over the question rather than the command to finger herself like she probably expected.

      Rose: A godawful salmon color.

      I bit back my groan, knowing there was no chance I’d been wrong about the fucking situation I found myself in. My damn hand shook while typing.

      Me: Are you touching yourself?

      Rose: Yes

      Uncaring of the circumstances, my dick stiffened fully.

      Me: No coming. I want you to go back to whatever it was you were doing, your scent still on your fingers, your pussy aching to come.

      Rose: Damn you, AJ!

      The memory of how often she groaned those words over the live feed video between us tightened my balls.

      A full minute later, the bathroom door opened, and Lily emerged, her cheeks pink.

      I shoved my cell in my pocket. The second she turned toward the dining room, I swung open the door and grabbed hold of her from behind, my hand clamped over her mouth.

      She tensed, but I swept her backward into the coat closet before her mind dictated to her body to fight my hold.

      “Shh…” I murmured, spinning her and pressing her back against the wall, kicking the door shut with my heel.

      A muffled shriek leaked around my palm, and she began to beat against me, but I stepped in close, the softness of her curves fitting against me in all the right places—even as she fought to escape.

      “My sweet Rose.” My whisper stopped her flailing arms and muffled shrieks in a heartbeat. I removed my hand from her mouth, half-dizzy from finally touching her as she gasped.

      “A-AJ?”

      “Mmm,” I murmured an affirmative, breathing the slight scent of honeysuckle. “Adam Jackson Laurent.”

      “No. Oh God, no,” she whimpered as a shudder trembled her in my arms.

      “That’s not your safeword,” I whispered, shoving my nose beneath her ear, against skin so soft, I groaned. A deep inhale filled my lungs with her honeysuckle sweetness. “Better than I imagined,” I murmured beneath her lobe.

      Another whimper escaped her as I slid my lips down over the nape of her neck, my tongue flicking out to taste—and welling pre-cum on the slit of my dick.

      “Th-this can’t be happening!” Lily—my Rose—no longer fought, sagging against the wall, pliant beneath my hands sliding down her waist to her flared hips.

      “Did you touch yourself?” I asked, wishing like fuck I could see her face in the darkness pressing against us.

      “Y-yes.”

      I leaned in until the heat of her lips grazed mine, but I didn’t close the distance between us. “Did you come?”

      “Y-you told me not to,” she whispered, and a shot of adrenaline rushed through my body.

      More than anything, I wanted to kiss my obedient little sub—claim her lips, bruise them with six months’ worth of pent-up desire—and send her back to the prick’s lair for everyone to see.

      Two days…

      I dropped to my knees instead, determined to kiss the lips which wouldn’t betray they belonged to someone other than my father.

      “What are you—” Her breath caught as I yanked her dress to her knees and pressed my face against the soaked satin covering her pussy. “Oh…”

      I hummed my pleasure at finding her panties wet with a tangy scent that flooded my mouth with saliva.

      “I’m going to eat this pussy,” I said, pulling her panties aside with a single finger, “and you’re allowed to come for being such a good little sub.”

      “Oh God.” Her hands went to my head, fingers of one hand tangling in my hair, the other hand holding her cell pressed against my ear.

      Nosing up through her slickened slit, I rumbled a groan in my chest and lapped at her wetness.

      “So fucking good.” Another lick coated my tongue with her musky sweetness, and I grasped her thighs, pushing her legs wider. “Open for me, sweet Rose.”

      She whimpered again but did as told, and I dove in, flooding my senses with her scent, her taste—both of which were ten times more addictive than I’d imagined.

      My cock leaked in my boxers—fucking body trembling with pure need to claim her physically. I latched onto her clit, nibbling and suckling the piercing, rimming her quivering hole with my fingertips.

      “AJ,” she whispered my nickname as I slid two fingers deep inside her soaked, tight pussy, her nails digging into my scalp. Her breaths escaped in pants—those needy sounds I recognized all-too-well were music to my ears as I used my fingers to fuck her.

      I rubbed along the front of her inner wall and tipped my head back, desperate to see her in the dark. Not Rose, this time… “Come for me, Lily.”

      She gasped as I latched back onto her clit and bit down, flicking the vertical bar through her clit with my tongue. Wetness dripped down my hand, her pussy clenching on my fingers as she squirmed and moaned like a good little girl, coming for me like I’d ordered. I brought her back down slowly, licking every trace of her cum from between her thighs.

      “Such a good little girl,” I murmured, flicking the bar through her clit one last time.

      She gasped and bucked against me.

      “I love everything about you,” I reminded her, pulling my fingers from her tight sheath. I sucked them clean and sat back on my haunches, my chest aching over the fact, just as last time I’d told her those words, she didn’t whisper her usual declaration of love. I hated having to right her panties and lower her skirt without reassurance of her love, but if we stayed away much longer, someone would come looking for us.

      “You’re going to go back to the dining room and finish your dinner,” I said, standing once more and pulling her against my aching chest.

      “H-how?” she whispered against my suit coat, pliant and soft.

      “Walk in. Sit. Pick up the fork you haven’t touched yet, and eat.”

      “I’m too sick to eat. I can’t even…” She sighed, and I stepped back, keeping my hands on her upper arms.

      “You planned on breaking things off with me completely, didn’t you?”

      “I have to, AJ.” Sadness laced her voice. “I-I promised my father⁠—”

      “I don’t give a flying fuck what you promised. You belong to me, Lily. Me. You know it, and I know it.”

      “I have to go.” She tore from my arms and fumbled in the dark.

      “Here,” I said, grasping the door handle and opening it slightly. The foyer beyond appeared empty, and Lily pushed passed me, cell phone still clutched in her hand, her heels clicking quickly across the marble—away from me. The pink of her skirt swished against the back of her knees like a vintage 1950’s housewife dress. I’d never seen anything so damn sexy in my life.

      She disappeared through the dining room door without looking back.

      I ached to stalk after her, confront the two pricks who thought to decide her future, expose our risqué, secret affair and let them all know that damn wedding would never happen.

      Two more days…

      Jaw clenched, I moved on wooden legs toward the stairs, toward the privacy of my room where I could blow my load and pass out. Too fucking bad I couldn’t sleep straight through to my birthday, but I would make it through.

      Then, I could do as I damn well pleased. So could Lily—if I could persuade her that our love was more important than any family name.
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      “You disappointed me last night, Adam.” Eight on the nose and the prick sat at the head of the breakfast table, alone, both palms resting beside his plate.

      I wanted to tell him to fuck off but satisfied myself with turning my back on him to pour coffee from the buffet table.

      “Apologies, Father.”

      “Retiring without properly excusing yourself will not be tolerated.”

      “Yes, sir.” I dribbled a little creamer into my coffee but still didn’t turn.

      Mrs. Hummel came through the kitchen door, a fresh pot of coffee in her hands, but the prick didn’t bother mincing words in front of the help.

      “You will portray the man you were raised to be. You will be prompt—proper—or so help me God⁠—”

      Lily appeared in the dining room doorway, pulling up short when her gaze lit on me. “Oh…” She turned toward my father, and I forced myself to focus on the coffee and mug in my shaking hand.

      “Please, dear.” My father’s chair scooted back from behind me, and I clenched my jaw against his light, sweet tone, imagining her moving toward him, his hand upon her back while seating her. “Allow me to make your plate. Cream and sugar in your coffee?”

      “Black. Please,” she whispered, “and thank you.”

      Fucking dear. I’d never once sat in a café with Lily, but I knew how she took her coffee. While thoughts of punching in my father’s nose had filled my head throughout childhood, I’d never once actually considered the action, but…

      I placed two Danishes on a plate and turned as Mrs. Hummel lingered beside the kitchen door.

      Lily sat where her father had the night before—so I sat next to her while my father poured her coffee and got her plate.

      She kept her gaze on the table, empty hands on her lap.

      No chance of messaging … naughty little girl needed to be punished. My fingers itched to redden her gorgeous ass, but that would have to wait.

      “Good morning,” I said to her as the prick set her coffee and a plate with various breakfast foods in front of her.

      Lily merely dipped her head in reply, and my father sat back down. I ignored him and the fact he thought to appear the gracious host. The man never served anyone—ever.

      Lily’s parents arrived before I could sip my coffee again, and light, senseless chatter battered my ears. Awareness of the warm body beside mine, the honeysuckle sweetness teasing my nose had my dick swelling even though I’d jerked off fifteen minutes earlier in the shower.

      The connection between Lily and I couldn’t be ignored, regardless of what she’d promised her father. Her body practically hummed, goosebumps on her bare arms, and her hand trembling as she attempted to eat soothed the ache that had lingered in my chest all night while I’d tried to sleep.

      Knowing my sweet Rose lay accessible a few doors down the hallway had tested my resolve to keep my dick to myself until she agreed to be mine. Shooting cum up my chest twice the night before hadn’t lessened the ache in my balls or given me the relief I’d sought.

      Sleep had finally claimed me, but I felt anything but refreshed.

      Pretending all was well in the world between the prick and me—even though I knew he would lay into me thoroughly once given the chance—I involved myself in the conversation around me, giving my two cents about business ventures when asked by Mr. Turner. I even invited the two ladies to converse, but getting Lily to say anything besides one-word answers proved impossible.

      At least the prick dipped his head once at me in recognition of my having heard his earlier threat.

      I was the first to finish eating and lounged back as much as I could without slouching, one hand on my refilled coffee mug, the other on my thigh as Mrs. Hummel came in to clear my plate. Needing to keep up the usual pretense of Laurent snob, I didn’t address the help like I usually would have.

      Father regaled the Turners once more with tales from his impressive past of brushing shoulders with people of importance—the arrogant ass—and I slowly slid my hand over to Lily’s knee.

      Her sharp inhale went unnoticed as both of the Turners laughed at whatever the fuck my father said—something to do with the senator who agreed to go skeet shooting with us earlier that summer.

      Smiling as though enjoying the boorish tale, I gathered up the fabric of Lily’s skirt until my palm rested on her bare skin—smooth and warm. My dick fought against the boxers and slacks restraining it.

      Inch by torturous, pre-cum welling inch, I slid my hand up beneath Lily’s skirt.

      She pressed her knees together, and wanting to tsk at her naughtiness, I pinched lightly. Her thighs fell open, and goddamn, did I long to tell her what a good little girl she was.

      “Adam remembers, I’m sure.” My father laughed, and I forced a smile, scrambling to remember what he’d been speaking about. Ah, yes… the senator.

      “He landed on his ass,” I said, uncaring of the glint in my father’s eye over the slang word, “and refused to shoot the shotgun again.”

      More laughter … More chatter…

      I slid my fingertips along the inside of her thigh, retreating and moving back upward, teasing … gaining ground to the heaven I wanted to bury myself in until neither of us remembered our real names.

      I shifted on my chair to ease my aching balls and sipped my coffee, finally brushing my fingertips along the scrap of satin losing its fight to hold back Lily’s arousal.

      Naughty, naughty girl.

      I didn’t look at her a single time—didn’t glance her way or feign interest in the beauty beside me—while gliding my fingertip over the satin-covered bar through her protruding clit.

      Lily didn’t have the control I prided myself in. I knew when to back off, but fuck, how I wanted her to come right there at the table, showing her parents and my father I controlled her pleasure, she came for me and me alone.

      At the first hint of a gasp on her lips, I slid my hand back down her thigh, rubbing my thumb in circles over her kneecap.

      Proving who her heart and body belonged to too soon would be nothing but trouble.

      “If you’ll excuse me?” I pushed back from the table, napkin held in front of me to hide the bulge between my thighs. “Father, if you don’t need me for wedding plans today, I’ll be in the office finishing up details on the Chicago project.”

      He dipped his head a single time, not even bothering to make eye contact.

      “Mr. and Mrs. Turner.” I nodded their way. “Lily.” Boorish and deadpan as the prick, I excused myself and made an escape from the dining room.

      I managed to avoid the estate until the seven o’clock dinner hour—actually arriving a few minutes later to ensure my father didn’t get a moment alone with me. Unsettled, I doubted my control would be at its usual level.

      My dick had been hard all day, and the memory of Lily—her scent, her taste—had driven me to distraction to the point I couldn’t focus on the work I attempted to get done. I stayed locked up in the office to escape the temptation of seeking her out, finding her alone, and fucking her against the nearest wall.

      Seated across the dinner table from Lily once more, I breathed a sigh of relief at the temptation of her beyond my reach.

      Small talk came a bit easier, and even Lily managed to open her mouth. But anyone with any sense of discernment would read the unhappiness in the downturn of her eyebrows and corners of her lips. Her shoulders once more slumped beneath a modest green blouse.

      “Tomorrow is Adam’s birthday.”

      Surprise my father thought beyond his impending nuptials, I lifted my attention from the last bite of prime rib I’d speared onto my fork.

      “Oh!” Mrs. Turner beamed across the table at me. “We must celebrate!”

      “That’s okay, ma’am.” I smiled in return, fighting off the desire to flit my gaze to her daughter. Lily’s focus seared my face. “We needn’t bother with the upcoming wedding. I’m sure the staff has their hands full.”

      “Mr. Laurent?” Mrs. Turner turned her attention on the prick. “Surely you wouldn’t mind? A small affair—a cake at least…” She glanced across the table at her husband. “Adam is going to be family, after all.”

      “Indeed.” Mr. Turner clapped me on the shoulder. “A cake, champagne, and a few toasts, don’t you think?”

      “If it would please you,” I murmured, an eyebrow raised in my father’s direction.

      He dipped his head. “Hummel!” My father called out even though she lingered by the kitchen door awaiting his every need.

      “Yes, Mr. Laurent, sir?”

      “Make the arrangements. It is a rather significant birthday, after all,” he said, but his smile appeared forced. “Twenty-five and a man in charge of his own destiny.”

      The prick still had control over that destiny for a handful of hours, and although his tone didn’t hint at his true feelings, I felt sure he hated that bit of control he held over me would soon slip from his fingers.

      “Thank you, Father. I look forward to it.”

      More than he could possibly know.

      I glanced over at Lily, and the anguish in her eyes knifed me like a blade to my gut, ripping with its serrated edge, tearing me apart. In my mind, I reminded her of our last video conversation … I would soon have the means to support us in somewhat comfort—if she’d have me.

      She looked away first, but I wasn’t about to give up.

      Freedom glinted like rays of the rising sun on my horizon, and as the metaphoric sky lightened in my mind, I realized exactly what I wanted for my birthday. The gift I, in turn, would offer to Lily—to my father.

      I declined after dinner drinks and retired to my room, giving my mind free rein. At one a.m., I would officially be twenty-five, an independent man of means, one hell-bent on having what belonged to me.
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      I twisted the knob to her room. Unlocked.

      Had she known I would come to her? Had she hoped?

      I slipped into the guest room, the full moon casting shadows through the glass panes unhindered by the heavy drapes Lily had left open. A cool breeze wafted from the opened window, and outside, a noisy cricket called.

      My gaze settled on the bed and the curled-up form that had kicked the blankets from her bare legs—one arm draped over the bed’s edge, all three limbs almost glowing in the moonbeam lighting across the mattress, drawing me in like a moth to a flame.

      So beautiful, so dangerous—but hardly deadly for me.

      I stripped in silence, my dick all ready at full mast and aching.

      One-ten, her clock read.

      Twenty-five and my own man, I strode forward, ready to claim my woman. I trailed my fingertips up her calf with enough pressure not to tickle.

      Lily shuddered a sigh and rolled fully onto her back, the image of her naked body, perfect breasts, rounded hips playing peek-a-boo with the moon’s light. Avoiding the inside of her knee, I slid my fingers up over her thigh. Smooth … freshly waxed or shaved, the jut of her pubic bone and the glint of her clit bar called to me.

      I soothed my palm over her bare pussy and slid a finger down through her lips while leaning down to breathe against her mouth.

      She moaned and stretched, widening her thighs. “AJ…”

      The husk of her voice lowered my head, and I tasted her lips for the first time, gently licking along the seam, pressing two fingers into her pussy.

      “Mmm…” She opened to me, and I swept my tongue into her mouth. Syrupy sweet, she breathed into my mouth, and I licked the inside of her lip, capturing and memorizing her taste.

      My ears buzzed, balls tightened, and I let out a soft groan of pure fucking ecstasy. So perfect—so damn perfect. Her pussy moistened at my touch, making a slippery mess for my rubbing fingers.

      “AJ,” she murmured against my lips, grabbing my head and holding me close.

      Our kiss turned needy, her body writhing beneath my hand as I fucked her with my fingers. She whimpered, moaned as her climax rose.

      I pulled back, jaw clenched, fighting the need to climb onto the bed between her spread thighs and bury myself balls deep in her tight heat, claiming the woman who’d never known a man’s touch.

      “Don’t stop!” She reached for me, but I straightened fully, peering down at her, knowing the moon lit my back, hiding my face in shadow.

      “As much as I want to taste every inch of you, feel your pussy finally clench at my dick, I’m afraid it must wait, sweet Rose.”

      Her audible gulp lifted my lips. I’d never laid a hand on her as her Sir—but I was about to. I strode to the chair in the room’s corner and sat, legs spread, dick standing straight up and leaking.

      “Come here.”

      She slid off the bed with barely a whisper of sound, her feet silent as she padded across the carpet between us. Like a good little sub, she sank to her knees in front of me, hands on her lap, head lowered.

      I wasn’t sure she would submit herself to me, but I’d hoped. Even if she hadn’t, I still would have doled out her punishment until she gave in to my demands.

      “Over my knees, Rose.”

      She obeyed without hesitation, and I groaned as her warm, satiny-soft skin brushed and settled against mine. Pliant, but not for long…

      I smoothed my hand over the rounded globes of her ass like I’d dreamed of doing for six months, and she squirmed, rubbing her pierced clit against my thigh.

      “No coming until I say so.”

      “Yes, Sir,” she whispered, jerking my dick against my abs.

      Crack!

      She jerked forward with a gasp as my palm made contact against her virgin ass.

      “Color?”

      “Green,” she said with a rush, followed by a whimper.

      I let two more fly, holding back until I learned her pain levels a bit better. By the fifth swat, she lifted toward me, moaning as I smoothed the sting with my palm.

      “Did you think I would let you go so easily?” I asked, my voice low while sliding my hand between her thighs.

      “N-no…”

      I stroked through her soaked lower lips, petal-soft and slick.

      Rose had thought she might like pain, and satisfaction at finding her completely aroused coursed through me. I pressed my fingers into her tight channel—the pussy that hadn’t known anything but the dildos and vibrators I’d told her to purchase. No man had touched her as I did. No other man had tasted her. No other man had the privilege of watching her come, hear her gasps and moans—the hitch of breath as her climax dissipated.

      “I’m never letting you go,” I murmured, removing my fingers from her tight sheath.

      “Please, Sir,” she whimpered and rubbed against me. “Don’t stop. I-I need to come. Please.”

      “You’ve earned your reward, my love, but you need to take it.” I pulled her up and arranged her on my lap, my dick shoved up against her clit. I gripped the arms of the chair and stared into her wide eyes in the dim light of the moon. “You’re still on the pill?”

      “Yes, Sir,” she whispered, her voice shaking.

      “Then take it bare, Rose,” I murmured. “Every inch.”

      Lower lip between her teeth and hand shaking, she wrapped her fingers around my dick, and I hissed, my balls near seizing. I allowed her a few seconds to become familiar with the hard length she caressed, drawing pre-cum to my crown, but I wanted to last longer than five seconds.

      “Now, Rose,” I said between gritted teeth.

      She lifted and pressed my crown against her opening. Her thighs trembled while slowly lowering, impaling herself a couple inches on my rigid length.

      “Oh…” She lifted and sank again with trembling thighs, burying another inch of my cock in her tightness. “I-I don’t know if I can.”

      “If you can take that fat dildo, you can take me.”

      Her chest rose, breath held.

      “All of it. Now!”

      She pushed down hard, shoving my dick all the way up against her womb.

      “Oh, God.”

      Jaw clenched, I didn’t make a single sound. Tight. Hot. Most lush grip ever. I nudged upward, and she groaned, rocking a bit, grinding her clit bar against my pelvis.

      “God…”

      “No coming until I say so.”

      “Can’t.” She licked her lips, her fingernails latching onto my shoulders and digging in.

      Fuck. I grasped her hips and lifted her, the tight walls of her pussy squeezing the life from my dick, making me lightheaded.

      Her breath caught as I lowered her once more.

      “Is my cock better than a dildo?” I sounded as if someone had their hand wrapped around my neck, cutting off my air.

      “Fuck, yes,” she groaned, her head tipping back eyes closing. “Didn’t know… Holy shit.”

      I fucked in and out of her, slowly enough I could keep from losing control.

      Her arousal slicked between my thighs, dripping onto the seat beneath my balls.

      “You belong to me, Lily Rose. No one else.”

      Another whimper and she bit down on her lower lip.

      “Look at me.”

      She blinked in the dimness, but I could make out her enlarged pupils, the love and lust in the soul shining inside.

      My drawn-up balls weren’t going to last another second.

      “Come for me.”

      Her lips parted, and I caught her mouth, holding her tight against my chest, swallowing her cries as she climaxed, her pussy pulsing around my thrusting length. I growled and let loose, spurts of hot cum shooting up through my dick and into her body.

      Stars filled my vision, my heart fucking pounded. I poured my love for her into our kiss, into every gentle last nudge against her womb, hoping she felt the same emotion I did. Once relaxed, I swept my lips across hers one last time before tilting my forehead against hers.

      “I … I’ve been wrong this whole time,” I whispered. “If I’d known it would be this way, I wouldn’t have waited. You’re my everything, Lily Rose. I would give the world to be by your side.”

      She shuddered but didn’t speak.

      I wanted to order she tell me the same, demand she assure me of her love, but I needed to know her true feelings for me. Waiting was the hardest damn thing I’d ever done.

      “I’m scared, AJ,” she finally whispered, and I stood, striding toward the bed with her legs wrapped around my waist.

      “Tell me,” I said, lying down with her beside me, my softening dick sliding from her.

      “I-I’m scared of how much I love you.” Eyes clenched shut, she frowned. “How much I want to take control of my own destiny and tell my father and yours to go to hell.”

      My breath left in a rush, and I smoothed the hair off her forehead. “You love me?”

      Her eyelashes fluttered upward. Wide and luminous, her eyes reflected the same emotion filling my heart. “More than anything.”

      “I’m staying the night,” I said, my hand on her lower back, pulling her tight against me, chest to toes.

      “And then?”

      “In the morning, we start life anew. We tell our fathers we won’t be subjects any longer and begin our own adventure.” I peered into her eyes while rubbing my thumb in circles on her lower back, hoping like fuck she wanted the same. “What do you say, my sweet Lily Rose?”

      She tipped her face up and brushed her lips across mine. “Yes—as long as you’re beside me.”

      “Always.”
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      I blinked my eyes open to the morning light spilling through the open drapes of the Laurent’s guest room. The room where AJ—Adam—had claimed me, body and soul, the night before.

      Curled up against him, my cheek rested on his chest, I basked in the heat of his hard body, the musky scent of his cologne lingering on his skin. He breathed deeply beneath me, and I couldn’t contain my smile.

      A new beginning lay before us, and nothing, no one, would keep us apart.

      “Mmm.” Adam caressed a hand down my back to my bare ass and squeezed. “God, you’ve got a great ass.”

      I giggled, and he twined his hand in my hair and tipped my face toward him with a fingertip on my chin.

      “Good morning.” His scratchy morning voice flooded warmth through me, and I pressed my thighs tightly together, aching to be filled by him again.

      “Morning.”

      He dragged me up over his body and brushed his lips across mine, making me wish we could stay in bed and learn each other’s bodies all day long.

      “What time is your fitting this morning?”

      “What?” I started to pull away, but he held me firmly against his side.

      “Your appointment. Wedding dress.”

      I blinked, at a complete loss for why he’d ask such a thing.

      “The wedding dress you’re supposed to wear to marry my father—what time is your appointment?”

      “Eight,” I whispered, my brow furrowing further.

      He glanced at the clock on the bed stand. “Seven. I’m surprised Mrs. Hummel hasn’t come knocking all ready.”

      I hadn’t considered getting caught red handed or the scandalous shitshow that would rise as a result of one of the Laurent staff walking in on us in bed together. I opened my mouth to question if that had been his intent, and as though summoned by his words, a knock sounded on the door a split second before it pushed in.

      “Lil—” A gasp left my mother as she pulled up over the threshold, her gaze jumping from my face to Adam’s and back again. “Lily Rose!” she hissed, her hand still clutching the door knob. “What have you done?”

      “Ready, my love?” Adam asked, brushing my hair over my shoulder, as my body caught up with my brain. Eyes wide and pulse thrumming, I swallowed, but couldn’t utter a word. Couldn’t move.

      Adam squeezed me tight as though assuring me all would turn out as it should, but fear tingled down my spine. I hated confrontation with a passion. Hated raised voices. Angry words.

      “Good morning, Mrs. Turner,” he called out, cheery as fuck, solidifying in my mind that he had wanted to get caught in my bed. “Seems you’ve found us in a very compromising situation.” He crawled from beneath the sheet, and I yanked it beneath my chin, cowering beneath my mother’s stare.

      Mother’s gaze flitted toward Adam as he stood and she gasped at his nakedness before spinning. “Mr. Turner!” she shrieked into the hallway, and a shot of adrenaline licked down my spine.

      Adam yanked on his pants, and I clenched my eyes shut, trying in vain to still my racing heart.

      “What the…” Mr. Laurent’s voice jerked my eyelids up. My fiancé stood in the doorway, my mother behind him. His gaze lingered on the sheet covering me before flitting toward Adam. Red splotched his cheeks, and his mouth worked, but no sound escaped.

      “She’s no longer your virgin bride,” Adam said, pulling his shirt on.

      “What have you done?” Low and haggard, his father’s voice barely reached my ears.

      “Slept with your fiancé.” He slipped one shoe on. “Enjoyed every damn second of it too,” he added while pulling on the second.

      “You … you conniving little…”

      Adam tsked and straightened, turning to fully face him. “Go ahead. Say what you’ve always wanted to.”

      “The final straw, Adam!” Mr. Laurent’s brow dented as his voice steadied. “You are done! Out of my will. Inheritance—gone!”

      “Take your goddamn threats and shove them up your corrupt ass. I don’t give a shit about the goddamn inheritance.”

      “You have nothing,” he all but spit the words, his heated stare never once leaving Adam’s face.

      “Oh, but I do.” Adam finally let out the grin his voice had hinted at.

      I jerked my head toward Mr. Laurent to find his forehead smoothing, understanding filling his eyes.

      “That’s right, you prick,” Adam said with a sneer. “Twenty-five. Independently wealthy. No longer beneath your thumb, slaving away for the family name while waiting to claim what’s mine.”

      Mr. Laurent straightened, his hands fisting at his sides. “Get. Out.”

      “Gladly.” Adam turned toward me, and other than complete satisfaction, I couldn’t read what other feelings coursed through him. Fear had me clutching the sheet in a white-knuckled grip as I stared up at him, desperate to read his thoughts. “Lily is coming with me.”

      “The fuck she is!” The half-shriek from my father rumbled a chuckle in Adam’s chest, and I tore my attention off him to find my father pushing past Mr. Laurent to glare at us.

      Adam grabbed my robe off the foot of the bed and held it up for me to put on, blocking my nakedness from the sight of those on the other side of the bedroom.

      “You’ve never been anything but a selfish little brat,” Mr. Laurent spat as I quickly slipped my arms into the robe. I couldn’t bear to look at him—the heated tone of his voice promised daggers in his flinty glare, something I had no wish to see.

      “Nothing I ever did was good enough for you,” he continued as Adam helped my shaking hands close the front of the robe. “Designer clothes, vacations, tuition—I bought every goddamn little toy you ever wanted. Gave you everything!”

      Why didn’t Adam retort with the fact his father was nothing but a dictator who never showed an outward manifestation of love—or even voice it for that matter? At least, that’s what Adam had told me countless times over the previous six months.

      “You’re doing this for all those times I threatened to disinherit you.”

      Adam continued to ignore his father and tied the robe tightly around my waist. Perhaps he waited for his father to run out of steam so we could have a proper discussion of the decision we’d made.

      “You figured you would exact revenge now that you’re of age and take away the one thing I wanted, the one thing my life lacked.”

      My head jerked from his father and back to Adam, my eyes widening as the meaning behind Mr. Laurent’s rant finally registered in my brain. “AJ?”

      He snorted but wouldn’t meet my gaze. “Don’t listen to a word the prick says.”

      “You little shit! Jealous little… shit! You deflowered the woman promised to me out of hatred!”

      “AJ, tell me that’s not true!” I hopped off the bed and pulled from his grasp, wrapping my arms around my middle.

      “It’s not.” Lips pressed in a straight line, he peered at me, but for the life of me, I couldn’t discern his true thoughts toward me.

      “The fuck it’s not.” Mr. Laurent took a few steps toward us, but Adam’s glare stopped him in his tracks. “He’s a spoiled brat, my dear.” Mr. Laurent’s voice, softer, sickeningly sweet addressed me, his smile kind—something Adam had declared the prick didn’t know how to be.

      “Don’t listen to him, Lily.”

      “Adam has always needed to one up his old man,” Mr. Laurent continued to peer at me with softness in his eyes. “His jealousy and petty insecurities have been an issue since his mother took her life. She did it because of him, you know. So demanding and selfish even as a child.”

      “What the fuck are you talking about?” Tension rippled down Adam’s body as his hands fisted at his sides. “It was your infidelities that led to her suicide! I was nothing more than a toddler!”

      Mr. Laurent shook his head, pity filling his face as he peered at his only son. “Even now, you think of nothing and no one but yourself. Admit it, Adam. You’re trying to steal my bride to get back at me.”

      I’d never once seen or heard Adam at a loss for words, and the fact he didn’t refute his father’s claim knifed through my chest, and my throat threatened to close off.

      My mother slid past Mr. Laurent and moved toward us, her hand outstretched. “There’s still time to fix this, Lily, dear. Surely, Mr. Laurent?”

      Adam’s father turned his focus back on me, his sweet smile twisting my stomach to the point I swallowed against rising bile. “I’m still willing to take your daughter as my bride and give your husband the promised money.”

      “Enough lies.” Adam grasped my hand and yanked me toward him.

      “Now see here⁠—”

      “My apologies, Mr. and Mrs. Turner, for not claiming what belonged to me months ago,” Adam said, cutting off my father’s huff and folding my stiff form into his arms, his hand soothing down my tangled hair. “Lily was determined to be obedient to you both. Sacrifice her own happiness for the sake of the Turner name.”

      “And she’ll continue to do so!” my father said, his jowls quivering. “You’re marrying Mr. Laurent, and that’s final, young lady!” Fury and red filled his face although he kept his voice low. “Otherwise, we’re ruined! You would see us fall from grace? Penniless and desolate?”

      A shudder rippled through me, tightening my throat and bring tears to haze my vision.

      “Lily.” Adam touched my chin, turning my focus on him.

      He studied me intently and not a hint of the love he’d declared for me the night before shone in his eyes. “Tell me the truth,” I whispered, my voice catching. “Please don’t lie to me.”

      “I learned about my father’s engagement on the same night I joined that forum. The same night we first met, but I swear to you, I didn’t know who you were until two nights ago.”

      “Bullshit!” Mr. Laurent muttered a few more choice words, but I ignored him, praying to see the truth in Adam’s eyes.

      “I’ve never lied to you, Lily. Withheld the truth of my identity, same as you, but never once did I lie. You’ve got to believe me.” His palms grew damp on my waist, the heat of his touch searing me through the silken robe as his voice shook. “Please. Please come with me now.”

      Lower lip between my teeth, I continued to study him. We’d spoken for over six months, getting to know one another as well anyone could without revealing their identities—or faces. I thought I’d known him inside and out. Perhaps I didn’t know Adam—but I knew the man who controlled my body.

      “AJ…” I whispered his nickname, the only one I’d known until two days prior, and licked my dry lips. “Sir.”

      His slow smile melted my heart. “Tell them you’re coming with me, Rose.”

      A shudder rippled through me at the tone he chose to use, the one I never disobeyed.

      “I’m leaving with AJ,” I whispered without taking my gaze off him.

      The tension left his shoulders, and even though curses filled the room beyond us, I lost myself in the love I’d nearly drowned in the night before.

      “How could you do this to us?” My mother’s snipped words bit, and I flinched.

      “Rose.” AJ’s low murmur caressed my ears, and I
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