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Tanner’s Devil

By

Sylvia Hubbard

 


 


Tanner's struggling trying to get
away from the gritty streets of Detroit she was born and raised on.
With a pimp as an ex-boyfriend, who's constantly trying to get her
back in the business and back in his arms, Tanner knows she's got
to better her situation immensely and get out the city all together
because Donetello just doesn't want to let go. Yet, with less than
twenty-four hours to raise a large amount of money, Tanner knows
she has to either work her ass off literally or give up her dream
and return to Donetello’s eagerly waiting arms for security and
peace of mind.

Devlin Sanchez has waited his whole
life for this one moment. He's saved himself for only the woman he
would be with forever - his wife, but when he catches his bride in
the arms of his best man and brother, he's driven to circumstances
that leave him unexpectedly wanting more
of what he should have never had - Tanner.

 


Author’s note:

 


First and foremost I want to thank
all of you for purchasing a copy of my work. Whether paper or
electronic, you are supporting a very hard working writer who has
dreamed since she was twelve to be a bestselling author. Slowly but
surely, as you enjoy yourself reading this work, I hope you see
that I deserve the honor.

I would like to explain a little bit about how
Tanner’s Devil came to be. I asked some devoted reader to give me a
character as a challenge. She presented Tanner. I then asked
another, totally different, reader (who was also a writer
struggling with a writer's block) tossed out Devlin (Unfortunately,
she was a historical writer and after she sent me “devlin” I
reminded her I was a contemporary writer.) She emailed me and said,
“You’ll work it out, Sylvia, LOL.” My challenge to both of them was
to bring the characters into a contemporary believable story.

Hence Tanner’s Devil and two very unforgettable
characters that you will love because I fell in love with them as
well.

You, the reader, should also note that Tanner’s
Devil is a live story. This means that as I was writing this story,
my devoted readers had a chance to read the story live. LIVE! That
means every day I posted a part – instead of chapters - in the life
of Tanner and Devil that my readers had an opportunity to comment
on and enjoy reading as much as I enjoyed writing. What you’re
reading is of course an edited version of the book (some versions
edited better than before depending on when you purchased the book,
LOL). It was a whirlwind process, but very fun. But

the foundation story is still there and not much has
been added to the storyline other than I took out Tanner’s brother
and I went into a lot more detail about how Tanner handled the
situation with Devlin’s mother. Oh yeah, I also added extra scenes
between Devlin and Donetello interacting.

In final, I would like to thank each and every
reader all over the world that has supported me in my writing
endeavor from the beginning. I loved all the threatening emails too
that often told me that they were flying to Detroit to hurt me if I
didn’t get busy finishing up the story. I want to thank the city of
Detroit that has given me a diverse culture and active imagination.
I want to thank RSW and Essentially Women for all the support that
they have given, Trista Russell, Beverly Jenkins and Zane, plus all
the other people who have assisted me in getting where I am
today.

Now that I’ve said all that, I want
you to do a favor for me. Yes, you, reader, I’m speaking to you..
And then I will ask you – after you come back to my website
at http://SylviaHubbard.com or depending when you bought this book to post a review - to
tell five people to buy this book. Do this for me and you’ll be
helping my dreams of being a successful writer. You’ll be helping
me accomplish my dreams.

Thank you in advance for your support!

Your Author

Sylvia Hubbard

 



Chapter One

“Nine thousand!” Pari had cried
when Tanner gave her the news about finishing off her education.
“Dollars?”

“No Pari, pesos,” Tanner quipped
sarcastically and stormed in her bedroom.

The puckered look on Pari’s face clearly said she
sympathized for her friend and couldn’t believe nine thousand was
keeping Tanner from getting her degree.

Nine thousand needed by tomorrow afternoon. Pari was
barely making ends meet with her private hustles and Tanner was so
caught up with two internships, working a steady job, going to
school to keep her 4.0 G.P.A., and paying bills that were not hers
accrued by her now dead crack addicted mother; Even the little
hustle Tanner opt to do every once in a while for her ex-pimp,
Donetello, didn’t really make ends meet around Tanner’s life with
the cost of school, books and payments she needed to make on
everything else.

The pounding on the door in the middle of the night
made Pari sprint from her bed, barely dress and not even check to
see who it was. Her room was closest to the front of their upper
two family flat apartment on the Westside of Detroit. Sadly, she
was use to these knocks in the middle of the night.

“Get out the fucking way!” a deep
voice boomed as he was helping someone smaller into the
room.

“Lay her on the couch!” Pari
ordered and then ran to the back of the house to knock on her
roommate’s door. “Tanner! Tanner! You got a client.”

Several locks clicked before the door opened and
Tanner, a thirty-year old light coffee skinned woman with all
seeing eyes came out the room. Her corn-rolled hair was wrapped in
a black silk scarf and it didn’t look like she had been sleep.

Pari followed Tanner in the front room where a
skinny black crackhead was gasping for air. It was a knife wound to
the right side Pari didn’t know much medicinal stuff, but she could
see the lacerations as Tanner went into work, cleaning the wound
and dressing it. The big man that had brought the woman in paced
back and forth. When he lit up a cigarette, Tanner barked, “Put
that shit out!”

He did and when it was all over, Tanner stood and
looked at the large burly man. “Who told you about me?”

“Donetello. He said to bring the
bitch here. He lost his cool when the bitch only pulled in about
twenty bucks tonight.”

“What the fuck does he expect? It
feels like ten below!” Tanner sneered.

The man looked past Tanner at the crackhead, who had
fallen to sleep.

“Will she make it?”

“Yes, but tell your boss she’s out
of commission. She probably won’t be working much because she’s got
a chest infection. I gave her some antibiotics, but if she works
for the next couple of days, it’ll tear her stitches.”

“No can do. Donetello’s got a
private party tonight and she’s on the list. His other girls are
off on other things.”

“Then he shouldn’t have lost his
temper,” Tanner spat angrily, wiping the rest of the blood off her
hands.

“Donetello said if she’s out of
commission, he knows you know someone that can take her place.” The
large man gave a wink at Pari, who gasped at the thought of doing
what he implied.

“Go in your room, Pari,” Tanner
ordered.

Pari protested, “I’m not—”

Tanner turned around sharply at Pari and screamed.
“Go in your mother fucking room, NOW!”

Pari gave her roommate a hurt expression, but
understood Tanner knew more about what was really going on than she
did, so she enclosed herself up in her room, but pressed her ear
against the door to listen.

Tanner must have known this and ordered the large
man to step outside to speak.

Damn! Tanner, what are you going to do?

A few minutes later, Tanner and the man entered and
Pari could hear a lot of movement. Another door closed and then it
was quiet. When Pari’s ear hurt like hell pressing up against the
door, she gave up and just went to the front room. There was no one
there.

Tanner had left along with the large man and the
injured woman on the couch. On the tabletop was a note from Tanner
saying simply, “I’ll be back.”

* * *

With not much time to change, Tanner basically had
just found a summer dress, but it was cold and January. In Detroit,
outside was no joke in the middle of the night. The long black
ankle length coat and knee high black boots adequately kept her
warm because there had been no snow, but the wind chill could
freeze a sistah where she stood.

Jamiroquai had convinced her on the steps of what
should be done. Nina, the whore Tanner had stitched up, was due to
be at a motel for some rich cat that had called on the fly in less
than thirty minutes. Donetello must have assumed that he had not
hurt Nina as much as she had been hurt. This was why he told
Jamiroquai to just get Tanner to patch Nina up before she was to be
shipped over to this John.

“It’s a new bit,” Jamiroquai
explained. “Donetello will send her over there like this if he has
to. And it looks like you know him well enough to know I ain’t
lying.”

Why did Tanner give in? Because Jamiroquai looked
like if he returned empty handed it was going to kill him to tell
that asshole Donetello that Nina wasn’t going to have to work this
John.

“Most likely he don’t want nothing
but a few licks and a touch. Donetello said he requested and paid
good for a clean girl. And right now, Nina’s bout the only clean
one he can guarantee cause she just had a baby and a full check
up.”

“How much?”

Jamiroquai looked uncomfortable at Tanner’s direct
question. If Tanner was a whore, then Jamiroquai could impose that
it was none of her business, but he was unfamiliar with dealing
with a woman and having no control over her. He needed her and he
didn’t like being put in that position at all. “You know I don’t
know Donetello’s accounting shit. All I know is that he’ll be
willing to pay nicely if you can find someone who can take Nina’s
place.”

Tanner saw the roll of money Jamiroquai had pulled
out from Donetello, which had been given as an enticement.
Donetello knew Tanner wouldn’t be able to resist. He knew Tanner
needed some money bad and he knew how he could make her get back
into the life of prostitution.

“The john ain’t a regular and he’s
checked out real good so all you gotta do is fifteen to thirty
minutes top,” Jamiroquai said as Tanner agreed to take Nina’s
place.

“So why is the john paying so
much?”

“Don said he probably got some
fetish and shit, but the john said there would be no entry and if
there is you just make a little extra.”

“S and M?”

“No. The john just said he wants a
chick that’s clean and will give him oral. Most likely he wants
some weird freaky oral action.”

Her back was against the wall and
now as Jamiroquai finished dropping off Nina at her home, Tanner
tried her best not to show her fear as she fingered the roll of
money in her pocket. Just this once. Just
this once and then that’s it.

You’ll pay for school till the end
of the term and then you’ll be finished. The roll in her pocket didn’t come close to the nine thousand
she needed by three p.m. tomorrow in the school’s business office,
but it was five thousand. Two to stitch up Nina and three to
entice. Enough for over half of what she needed. Now the other four
would have to come from this john unless Donetello was still in a
bad mood and would send some more her way by morning, but she doubt
it. This was a rare exception and if he did send anything, it
wouldn’t amount to enough.

Even if she stayed up all night, she knew the most
she would get were small things. It was rare she let people know
about her medical skills. And she knew if she continued this, she
had a good chance of not getting her medical degree. Unfortunately,
she had to do what she had to do in order to get the money she
needed and Donetello needed someone that could fix his girls up
without tracing it back to him.

Jamiroquai drove her without another word to the
motel on the east side of Detroit and passed her a cell phone.
“He’s in room two-forty. I’ll be out here waiting. That asshole
tries something you don’t like just chirp me and I’m coming
in.”

And probably not in a good mood, Tanner said to
herself pulling down the mirror to look into her chocolate brown
slanted eyes. Long light brown lashes that matched her almost red
brownish hair coloring made her almond colored light skin
attractive.

She knew she didn’t break mirrors and was often
complimented when she decided to comb her hair, but of late could
care less about her appearance.

Reaching in her coat pocket, she pulled out the
eyeliner and lip-gloss to bring out something and then popped a
mint in her mouth.

Hopefully the bath she had taken before going to bed
would be enough to suffice.

Jamiroquai also handed her some condoms and winked
at her for luck.

She snatched them away and got out the car.

Tanner walked up the stairs to the room Jamiroquai
had told her and knocked softly. Her knocking made the door open.
The creepy squeal of the door opening increased the bad feeling in
her stomach. The light in the bathroom and a candle on the table by
the bed only lit the room.

“Put your coat on the chair,” a
deep voice ordered from behind her as soon as she closed the
door.

Gasping in fright, she turned and glared up at the
man, but found she had to careen her head way up. SEVEN FUCKING
FEET?

No, not exactly! He had to be a good six and a half
though because her spine was killing her to look up that high. He
was big like a linebacker with light skin and a cap on, so she
couldn’t determine if he was white with a tan or a black guy that
was really light-skinned. He had medium dark pink lips and a
slightly pinched nose, but even these features made it difficult to
determine his race with that damn black cap on.

He wore a black wife beater and tight blue jeans
that definitely showed he didn’t miss one hour of weight training.
His biceps looked about as thick as her thigh and Tanner gulped as
she wanted to desperately push the chirp button on the phone, which
she clutched in her coat pocket.

Play it cool, Dummy!
She ordered herself.

Tanner was just five feet three and was usually
never attracted to men over six feet, but this big ass man
was…Awesome? Could she really say that?

“Why are you hiding behind the
door?” she questioned.

“I told him I wanted a woman who
didn’t ask any questions,” the man said sharply, locking the hotel
door.

She took off her coat, but kept the cell phone and
condoms in her hand behind her.

He moved up to her with a suspicious look in his
eyes. She couldn’t tell the color of them, because of the cap, but
they were well defined.

Tanner became very aware that her neck was starting
to hurt from looking up so high and this man’s shoulder width was
twice the size of her full frame. Did he eat iron for breakfast?
Stepping back, so her neck wouldn’t hurt anymore, she gasped as he
stepped to her again increasing his closeness this time and making
her very uncomfortable.

So consumed with looking in his face, she flinched
nervously as his hands came to her waist. Tanner didn’t move, much
less breath as he felt the front, back, and side of her. This was
no caress he was frisking her.

“What are you doing?” she asked
confused, feeling the strangest tingles move up her legs and an
arousing sensation tickle her below her belly.

He had knelt to inspect both thighs and her question
made him stop what he was doing, leaving his large hand high on her
right thigh in the front and back. “What did I tell you about that
talking?”

Tanner bit the sarcastic remark back and just waited
while he moved to the other thigh all the way down to her ankle and
then stood back up – closer.

This time Tanner didn’t bother to try to look up in
his face and she wasn’t about to step back because she had a
feeling he wanted to make her feel uncomfortable.

“Take off your clothes.”

Would that mean this cornbread fed giant take off
his? And if he did would he look just as magnificent without his
clothes as he did with clothes?

Using this opportunity to move away
from him and catch her own breath, she walked over to the bed to
place the cell phone and condoms there. He hadn’t followed her and
Tanner looked down at the candle to gather her own thoughts
together. He’s just some weird perv john
probably from the boondocks Michigan
trying to get a taste of city life before he goes back to
Pinkie, Michigan.

That had been a running joke when she had been out
in the life doing this all the time. Pinkie, Michigan was actually
nowhere, but it was a terminology used occasionally to say that
since Michigan was shaped by a glove this was where this john was
from – where no one black in their right mind would be, so they
came down here to Detroit to taste life by requesting a black girl
to their room.

Concentrating on the candlelight, she pushed off the
peach summer dress along with her underwear over her boots and
kicked them off.

She started to unzip her boots, but he barked,
“Leave’em.”

His hands came behind her and firmly gripped her
waist. “Lay on the bed on your stomach,” he ordered.

She did as she was told and forced her rapidly
beating heart to relax.

Usually she wasn’t so jumpy and sex
had never really been like, ‘oh yeah, say
my name.’ She had personal lovers –
Donetello being one of her past lovers, but Tanner had always done it just for the money or what she
could get out of it.

Knowing she could get her own without a man by
becoming a nurse practitioner, she had decided to do just that and
in four years, she had scored high on her M-CATS and was now hours
away from completing Wayne State Medical School to finish off her
education. Her prior medical knowledge from her mother, Sissy, had
given her a lot of things too.

Sissy Tanner was a street doctor. She had read the
medical books and was not only making her money running the
streets, but fixing up whores and hustlers who couldn’t leave a
paper trail.

She even gave birth to Tanner at home and took her
to the hospital after it was all over – three years later. Sissy
had never given Tanner a real name and most people called her
Sissy’s daughter so when faced with actually naming her daughter,
Sissy told the hospital to name the child Tanner Tanner. It was a
stupid joke on Tanner, but she dealt with it.

Tanner was a quick learner though because Sissy only
liked to say things one time. On top of that, Sissy taught Tanner
everything she knew because Sissy hated hospitals and she knew
there would be times when she would need medical attention.

Tanner wanted to change her path in life. Knowing
that her mother, grandmother, and even great-grandmother had come
from medicinal knowledge without a degree made her want to really
go legit. She wanted to get her nurse practitioner degree and
really help out people without the worry of authorities coming down
and taking it all away.

So sacrificing one night to a stranger to get where
she wanted to be would be well worth it. It wasn’t as if this was
Tanner’s first time. Her mother had been a whore when she wasn’t
pulling enough money in, and Tanner had followed in her footsteps
by the time she was twelve and fully developed. But at thirty,
Tanner had gotten out of whoring to Donetello’s disappointment -
who also use to be her pimp.

Going through and getting certified medically was
Tanner’s dream and tonight she was only four thousand dollars away
from it. Now she would just see how much she could get out of this
weirdo and never have to step foot in the arena of selling her body
ever again.

The most arousing scent hit her nose and Tanner only
needed her peripheral vision to see he was standing behind her
about a foot from the bed removing his clothes.

Knowing she was splayed open for him, freshly cut
and washed from her evening’s bath, Tanner’s body became aroused.
Something her body had not done in a very long while to the scent
of a man. Why should this simple John do this and how the hell had
he managed to smell like dark roasted hazelnuts and sweet mangoes.
Was it cologne? It had to be. This couldn’t be his natural
scent.

She was strangely tempted to turn around and bury
her face in his groin just to find out. Her mouth salivated at the
thought of knowing he was paying for her to taste.

Concentrate dummy! This is just a job!

“Entry is extra,” she said
abruptly, keeping her eyes straight and not looking at
him.

“Are you trying to read my
mind?”

Why did that sound like a wicked thing to do?
Licking her lips, she said, “Did I?”

He sighed as if bored. “How much?”

“Five hundred.” She had
deliberately called off a high figure. This usually deterred a
guy.

After a second, she thought for sure he was going to
forgo it until he dropped five bills on the bed.

“Anything else so we can get this
talking shit out the way?”

‘What was his aversion to a woman’s
voice?’ she wondered. “That depends on
what you desire, Mistah. You’ve already paid for touching, licking
and normal entry. If you’re paying, we’re playing.”

There was no sound behind her and Tanner strained to
hear where he was. Suddenly his warm hands gripped her thighs and
moved slowly up her butt over her back and to her shoulders.

She had not even felt his big body get on the bed.
It was like he was frisking her again, but he was taking his time
as he moved back down her body before coming back up to her
shoulders. This time she felt his body lie on top of hers and
Tanner forced herself to take long deep breaths to not become
affected by his touch.

“How much will it cost to get your
silence? I don’t want a peep, moan, or whimper.” His fingers
entwined aggressively in her hair unloosing it from her braided
ponytail she had just swept it in.

Yes, he was angry about something, but not angry
enough to hurt her – just enough to make her apprehensive. Tanner
closed her eyes to concentrate.

“Two thousand,” she said in an
unsteady breath. He was affecting her in more ways than physically.
There was just something about him that she couldn’t
explain.

He moved away slightly and Tanner saw about two
grand get tossed on the pile at the corner of the bed. “Is that
enough?” he asked, coming back to lie on top of her and speaking
right by her ear. His breath made the hair on the back of her neck
stand up and goose bumps come to her arms.

To prove it was, she only nodded and he chuckled
sensuously.

Tanner felt him move away again not believing how he
carefully made sure his weight didn’t bother her. Was he used to
women being afraid of his size?

“Turn over,” he ordered.

She obeyed and gasped as there was no denying he was
naked nor that she could safely say this man had not one inch of
fat on his entire body.

Her eyes traveled down his body, visually caressing
the tightness of his frame. His manhood had yet to rise, but
flaccid she guessed it was eight now and would grow to three more
magnificent inches when hardened. He was cut and naturally darkened
from base to tip.

He still had yet to take off the
cap and she almost reached up to knock it off herself just so she
could get a good look at him. Quelling this urge, she told herself
that this was his dime and his opportunity to be curious, not hers.
‘Keep your eyes
on the prize, Tanner.’

This gorgeous man seemed furious, yet his touch was
gentle as he palmed her neck and then descended down to her breast.
There was a look of pain and hurt on his face, but as the nipple
hardened from his ministration he seemed in awe of it. He quickly
hid his wonderment as if he did not want her to know his
emotions.

He moved to the side and with one palm, stroked down
her belly, but stopped at the soft hairs covering her pubis. With a
delicate touch, she watched as he weaved his fingers studying the
hairs part between his fingers. He seemed to marvel at the feel of
it and with his other hand parted her thighs wider.

Tanner closed her eyes to stop herself from becoming
enthralled by him. Pushing her emotional wall down again, she tried
not to even care what he did.

His fingers slid down over her clitoris and spread
her feminine lips to rest in the softness of her womanhood. She
winced as he inserted a finger inside of her mild moistness.
Immediately, he removed his hand away from her.

Opening her eyes, she saw he was frowning down at
her. Frowning back, she really wondered why he was suddenly peeved
at her when she was obeying him by just lying there and not saying
a thing.

He placed his finger back inside of her and she
winced once again because she had become even drier than
before.

“Do you require lubricant?” he
suddenly asked.

Tanner blushed at his consideration and he chuckled
as her wetness surrounded his finger. Knowing that her body had
done this, Tanner crimsoned two shades of dark red all over her
light coffee skin and was glad he might be able to see just a
little flush her face made and nothing else. Yet he seemed so aware
of her body that she was sure he had picked up on how his words had
affected her immediately.

A bravura smile came to his lips to prove her point
and took her breath away. “I do prefer when your body talks,
woman.”

She suppressed a giggle and rolled her eyes
heavenwards as his finger moved deeper inside of her making her
body even more aroused.

He began to increase, but Tanner knew her
stimulation would go away if he went too quickly, so she reached
down and slowed his movements and grinded her hips against his hand
to demonstrate how to properly arouse her. He was a fast learner –
too fast and concentrated on watching her body movements to
determine how tender, fast or hard he should go. When she moved his
hand to manipulate her clitoris, it was so hard not to scream in
ecstasy as he learned how to manipulate her body and bring her to
orgasm.

She thrashed and arched so hard, she could feel her
toes go numb, but it was all worth it and Tanner had not climaxed
like that in so long her body convulsed even afterwards in shock.
Tears had streamed from her eyes in bliss as she almost chewed her
bottom lip raw, trying not to make any noise during the
earth-shattering pinnacle.

When she was able to think straight again, she
looked at him. He was still watching her with a curious stare.


Chapter Two

 


“You orgasmed?” he asked a little
apprehensive as if he couldn’t believe it himself.

She nodded shyly not use to being asked.

“Did you enjoy it?”

Tanner couldn’t help blush as the questioned seemed
too innocent for a grown man to ask a woman – not just a woman, a
prostitute in his book. This man was too strange and if he did that
again, she would definitely forget what she was being paid to do
and allow him to do anything he wanted.

Slowly, sitting up, Tanner reached over and gripped
the base of his manhood. Her fingers were long and wrapped around
him firmly, but her longest finger barely touched her thumb. He was
erect, but not completely and a shiver went down her back at the
thought of knowing he could actually get bigger.

Good thing Jamiroquai had gotten magnum condoms.

For some reason, there was innocence about this John
that endeared Tanner to take her time. Yes, he seemed about in his
mid-thirties, but maybe this was his first time with a black woman
and he was probably of the mindset that they should be treated
differently than white women. Or maybe he had not experienced many
women, and was exploring a newfound freedom – sowing his oats.

Tanner wanted to give him a good foundation and
instead of just trying to get his rocks off – as she would any
other john, she took her time in fondling him, noting the almost
baby soft hairs around his base, dark in color and neatly
groomed.

He grabbed her hands abruptly and then lay back on
the bed, pulling her up to his chest.

Realizing he wanted her to touch him just like he
had touched her, this thought made her chest feel warm all over.
Knowing he watched her closely unnerved her, but Tanner focused on
how his body seemed almost perfect. It was as if he had honed it to
be visually appealing and whoever had the honor of having this body
would never want to look anywhere else. But he wasn’t married.
There was no markings on his ring finger that would note he had
taken a piece of jewelry that had been on there a while off.

There were a million questions she wanted to ask him
as she moved down the sculpted pecs and the washboard abs, past his
groin to his thick thighs and powerful legs, noting his clean and
groomed feet.

As she began an upward path back up his magnanimous
body, she took seconds kissing in odd places – on the sides of his
calves, on his inner thighs, on his waist to the side, right above
his pelvic bone, on the beginning of his rib cage, near his navel,
between the tightly defined pecs and finally right on his
collarbone.

By this time, his manhood was definitely at full
attention and his breathing had become shallow. Occasionally, he
would touch her body pleasantly enjoying the connection to her and
what she was doing to him.

He reached up and cupped her cheeks to draw her down
to his face, but she stopped him and shook her head.

“I know,” he said understanding.
“No fluid exchange.”

She showed her relief and allowed him to draw her
down, kiss her chin, cheek and neck. Fighting the urge to allow him
to take over again, Tanner squirmed away and moved back down his
chest. While at his feet, she had grabbed a condom off the bedside
table and after opening it, carefully placed it over his
manhood.

His staff was thick and responded so prevalently to
her touch. Tanner laved her tongue at the base, while fondling each
handful size orb as she delicately put him in her mouth.

He gripped the covers as she descended down,
lovingly suckling the shaft and then rising back up, circled the
tip with her tongue, but quickly proceeded to bring him back to
rest fully inside her mouth. His surprised reaction to the
sensation of her oral touch amused her and as she proceeded to
bring him deeper down her throat, his gasps turned into pleasurable
groans of pleasure, with occasional pleas to not stop what she was
doing to him.

Tanner was so caught up by his response to her oral
ministrations that she had taken him almost to the point and then
brought him down, to only return him almost over the edge.

By this time, he had cursed three times over and
begged her to not stop.

He had even spoken Spanish in his mind-blowing
experience and Tanner found that curiously arousing.

Tanner knew if the protective condom had not been
on, she was sure he would have lost himself to her and she could
have asked for much more.

His manhood pulsed and straightened abruptly and
then his warm essence flowed. The protection served its purpose,
but Tanner was extremely curious as to how he tasted, yet she did
not quell her inquisitiveness.

Instead, she carefully removed the protection and
tossed it while he regained his equilibrium. Going into the
bathroom, she prepared a warm washcloth and then returned to the
bed.

He looked a bit apprehensive because her hands were
clasped tightly around the washcloth, until he was sure what she
was doing as she began to clean him.

Suddenly, a knock on the door startled them both.
Her phone chirped and she knew who it was, but she was being paid
not to speak so she could not say anything. Tanner couldn’t tell
this gorgeous ossified man anything, who was at the door for
her.

Yet, he seemed to know and even gave her a moment to
cover up before he got out the bed, grabbed his wallet and opened
the door.

“Hey, Tanner, what the fuck is
taking you so long? Hit it and quit it, bitch!” Jamiroquai poked
his head in and was greeted by the large form of man, using the
pants he had retrieved the wallet from to cover the front of him
and handing Jamiroquai a couple of bills.

“Is Tanner okay?” Jamiroquai
demanded to know.

The man stepped to the side behind the door to allow
Jamiroquai to see Tanner. She nodded assuredly and winked.

Jamiroquai shrugged and left, most likely to return
to his car. Tanner covered her mouth to suffice the giggle that
wanted to burst forth from her amusement.

Usually she was done by now, but this was taking
much longer than her normal time, yet Tanner, surprisingly, wasn’t
complaining. By now, she would have either been bored to death or
trying her best to get out the room as quick as possible.

The large bodied man returned to the bed, adjusted
his hat as if to say, “round two,” and then yanked the covers away
from her as if to cover her body was an abomination. She grabbed
another condom and opened it up. Crawling over to him, he watched
and allowed her to place a new condom on him. After she secured it,
she laid down on her back and seductively smiled liking that he was
still hard.

Slowly, he knelt down on the bed over her body and
Tanner relaxed as she felt him position himself over her, but he
did not drive into her like she expected. First, he actually
checked to see if she was ready.

This was truly unusual and she had to force herself
not to be touched by his consideration. Yet, her body still had an
even more powerful response to his touch before he pressed himself
inside of her.

Tanner gasped, realizing looks could be deceiving or
maybe she had not had a man in a while, but her body immediately
had to shift some things around in order to compensate his
width.

All this time, she was very aware that he was
watching her very closely and ended up blushing yet again.

“Did I hurt you?” he
asked.

She shook her head, wrapped her legs around his
waist and arched her back. This time it was his turn to be watched
as she opened herself up to make him drive deeper inside of her to
the hilt. Tanner observed as he seemed overwhelmed at being inside
of her and was very aware of her ability to use her inner muscles
to massage him.

Perspiration appeared on his brow and he could
barely keep eye contact, as his hips seemed to develop a mind of
its own.

They began a horizontal tango encompassing Tanner in
a mental paradise beyond either of their control. His passion
became her own and she found herself swept up in a blaze of ecstasy
awakening her body into a powerful climatic flight. Her nails
gripped his shoulders as her back arched more, feeling his body
quake above her.

He wasn’t done even as he orgasmed, but Tanner was
glad he wasn’t and mildly wondered how his stamina was so high as
he came a third time. She gently nudged on his shoulders after he
collapsed on her and he assumed she wanted to stop, so he
immediately got up despite the fact that he was still hard as a
rock. He grabbed the washcloth and proceeded to the bathroom just
as she had done earlier.

Tanner checked her phone surprised that two hours
had gone by and wondered if Jamiroquai was still outside. Quickly
after crawling over the bed to retrieve the money to place it on
the table by the bed near her phone, she moved into a sitting
position on the edge of the bed by the time he came out of the
bathroom. He had removed the condom and cleaned himself.

When he knelt in front of her, she let him gently
spread her legs and tenderly wipe or more like caress her clean.
She noted the soreness, but was honored that he took the time to do
something like that.

‘Did that still make him a
perv?’ She asked herself in curious
amusement. There were just too many questions she wanted to ask
him, but his money had paid for no talking and Tanner had always
been a female that could listen and obey when it was deserved or
paid for as in this case.

He was an extraordinary man. His body was certainly
a gift by God and his stamina was one that any woman would adore.
So why did he have to pay for sex? And why did he act like he was
completely new to this? Certainly a man with his money and looks
should have women throwing themselves at him.

She found herself aroused again, but this time urged
him into lying down while she straddled his hips, gripping firmly
after placing another condom on his manhood. Using her weight and
her already aroused state, she slipped herself over him until her
ass rested on his thighs. This effort took a lot of work, but it
was as if the more she took him in, the more aroused she became.
Tanner was in the throes of another orgasm by the time she finally
rested on his waist.

Once she got her equilibrium together, she was
determined to raise the bar and give him the best she could give.
He was endeared to her as she took him to the pinnacle and held him
there longer and longer until he was again enthralled and begging
for release.

There was no doubt in her mind this man had received
pleasure in her body. He bestowed wondrous kisses to her chest,
neck and face in thankful desire and speaking again in that
beautiful Spanish dialect.

Even though Tanner had not orgasmed with him
physically, she had felt an almost spiritual connection as she
watch him become consumed by the severity of sensations that seem
to overwhelm him. Tanner was almost tempted to lean down and place
a kiss on his lips and feel his mouth touch hers.

He looked up at her as if that was what he wanted
too, but instead Tanner moved away breaking the eye contact and
grabbed the washcloth once again.

When she returned from the bathroom
his eyes were closed and he was breathing deeply.
‘Another satisfied customer,’ she jested with herself. ‘Yep,
you still got it, girl.’

Tanner still cleaned him, taking her time and
marveling at the beauty of his perfect manhood, which had now gone
flaccid. She even found a mole in the middle on the shaft and was
almost inclined to kiss it, but resisted this urge. He did not wake
up during this entire time and she dressed quickly.

His wallet had fallen on the floor by the bed and
she was inclined to look in it, but she did not at first. Instead,
she set it down on the table by the bed and retrieved her money and
phone.

As she went over to the door and was about to leave
out, curiosity got the best of her. Going over to the wallet she
opened it up to note it was a New York State Driver’s License.
Devlin Digori Aurello Rose Sanchez. He was either a dark Hispanic
or a Spaniard. The wallet contained about five thousand more
dollars, but no credit cards. In the back of the identification,
there were two keys.

One was to a car and the other was to a house. Both
of them were technologically sophisticated enough to contain a chip
in each, which further perked her curiosity because these keys had
to belong to something very valuable.

Closing the wallet, she placed it back on the table,
gave him one last wistful look and then left. She was desperate,
but she was not a thief.

 



Chapter Three

 


As soon as he heard the door close, Devlin opened
his eyes, tossed the hat off and looked at his wallet. She hadn’t
taken anything. Going over to the closet after he had dressed, bile
rose up in his stomach as the first thing he saw was the tuxedo he
had came to town wearing. Pushing it aside, he reached in the back
of the closet on the top shelf and pulled out a bag, which
contained all his possessions he had on him when he arrived in
Detroit – a twenty thousand dollar watch, his credit cards, eighty
thousand in jewelry, his cell phone, a pager and all the other
credentials he needed to leave out of the country.

He pulled out the envelope that contained his
unsigned marriage certificate and tickets for his honeymoon. With
every fiber of his being, he wanted to rip it to shreds, but he
couldn’t. Stuffing the envelope back in his bag, he pulled out the
cell phone and turned it on. Thirty missed calls. He turned it off
again not bothering to check to see who was calling him.

His stomach growled in hunger, but he didn’t want to
leave yet. This had been a momentous occasion and he needed to
think. True his actions had been careless and his mother would be
sadly disappointed if she ever found out – that was a big if. Could
he actually hide the fact that he had just lost his virginity to
his family members?

Devlin had been always good about hiding anything
else he felt; he didn’t feel that this could be any different.

She was damn fine! Damn good!

His shaft stiffened as he began to remember what he
had just done.

Damn, he shouldn’t have pretended sleep. For five
hundred extra, she could have easily been convinced to give him
more. He wanted some more. Could he get her again?

‘No!’ By
the end of the day his face was going to be plastered over every
newsreel in the country or maybe the world because of his
association with a supermodel as a fiancée. Going back for seconds
would be career-wise and family-wise suicide… yet, just imagining
those blushes and the way she became so wet.

Fondly, he bit his lip and took note of the
tightness in his jeans.

Dammit! He would never get anything accomplished if
he walked around with a hard-on.

Reaching in the bag again, he reached in the bottom
to pull out a business card. On the back of it, he wrote the number
to the pimp. Maybe he could think of some way just to see her again
for a moment before he decided to leave town tonight.

What had the bodyguard called her? Tanner? Strange
for a prostitute to go by her last name. Very strange, but this had
been a very strange day for Devlin Sanchez. No use trying to
pretend though. If he was going to hell in a hand basket he might
as well go for the gold in sinning.

Going to the window, he looked at the sunrise. Today
was a new day.

Today he would change his life completely.

* * *

Tanner entered the apartment quietly, but Pari was
up and glaring at her.

“Where the hell have you been?”
Pari demanded to know. “I was worried to death.”

She didn’t stop to answer her roommate, until she
got in the bathroom to begin to run a hot bath. In her head, Tanner
was going over her schedule – an hour to bathe, another couple of
hours to sleep and then she would get over to the college to pay
what she could and ask for an extension on her fee. Although, she
could only hope that it worked because she had already asked for
six extensions.

“Working,” Tanner said, stripping
everything off and stepped into the bathtub.

Pari gasped realizing what Tanner had done. “We
could have—”

Tanner cut her off. “What’s done is done, Pari. I
got most of the money so—” “But Tanner, you think Donetello’s going
to just let you walk out again.

He’s been trying to drag you down again—”

“I paid Jamiroquai to keep his
mouth closed and tell Donetello I sent another crackhead. I even
sent Jamiroquai with Donetello’s cut so I don’t owe him shit.
Donetello won’t care and he’ll never know. No, I’m not getting back
in the business, but how the hell did you expect me to come up with
nine thousand in less than twenty-four hours?”

Pari had a dumbfounded look on her face as she sunk
on the side of the tub. Her long slim fingers waved in the water
and she looked as if she was still trying to come up with a
plan.

That was so sweet, but Tanner knew her decision to
do what she did had been justifiable. Anything to get legit had
been necessary.

Quietly, her roommate said forlornly, “I got five
hundred I can still give you, which I know you can make back up by
rent day”

Tanner could and gave Pari a reassuring smile.
“Thanks, Pari.”

When her roommate had given her a moment alone,
Tanner said his name out loud. “Devlin Digori Aurello Rose
Sanchez.”

A weird name for a very weird man. It really didn’t
matter because she would never have to see him again.

And why did that suddenly feel like something she
didn’t want?

When she had been in the business, Tanner had been
at the top of her game. Being Donetello’s girl at the same time,
she was able to pick and choose her customers, but she was also
able to bring in a whole lot of money for him.

Lots of drugs and alcohol had helped her get to that
point, but when her mother died from a beating so bad from a John
and Tanner had been unable to save her,

Tanner knew she could not do this life anymore.

Seeing how the people at the hospital looked at her
mother as if she was a piece of trash, Tanner’s mission had been to
open up her own clinic that would service women in the position she
had been in and offer counseling to women who had nowhere else to
go.

She smartened up, got in school and had been
headstrong on getting her education since then. That had been
almost eight years ago and about four years ago, she told Donetello
not only was she not taking Johns anymore, but also she did not
want to be his girlfriend.

Of course, no one walked away from Donetello without
a fight or without payment, so Tanner told Donetello she would give
him a cut of any business he sent her way. It took about three more
months to get Donetello to understand there was no “us”, but in
some sick way he cared about her and did not want to let her
go.

Sometimes Tanner would let him come over and spend
time with her.

He would steal kisses and feels, but Tanner would
draw the line at anything else.

Yet, Tanner had gone to him two weeks ago for a loan
on the money she owed school and he told her his terms. She would
have to come back and work for him until she paid him back, plus be
his girl. Tanner did not want that, but she asked if he had any big
jobs that could get her something fast before her due date, could
he hit her up.

So when Jamiroquai came last night, she knew this
was Donetello at work in her favor and he knew it was an offer too
good for her to resist. Donetello was being more than gracious for
giving her that amount to sleep with the john, but she knew it was
only because Donetello still had feelings for her and knew she
would not budge unless it was a great deal amount of money.

Would he actually believe when Jamiroquai told him
Tanner had found another girl? Hopefully, because Tanner would hate
to have to try to prove it.

But just in case, she would alert Pari not to say
shit. If Tanner was going to lie to Donetello, she had to make sure
not to involve Pari.

‘So where are you going to get two
thousand?’ she asked herself.

She decided to first ask for the extension and then
cross that bridge when she had to.

When she could not sit in the bathtub anymore,
Tanner’s stomach growled for sustenance. Wrapping only her favorite
thick warm pink robe around her, she made herself a grill cheese
sandwich and joined Pari on the couch, who was watching an
entertainment cable channel. Even though Tanner knew she needed
some sleep, her brain was trying too hard not to think of what she
had done and she felt maybe talking to Pari would get her mind off
the weird stranger.

“Oh man, look!” Pari cried
excitedly. “That’s the guy who got duped at his
wedding.”

Tanner looked at the screen, but forgot her reading
and TV watching glasses. She reached in her purse to find them, but
by the time she put them on the anchors were moving on to a new
subject.

“Who is he?” Tanner asked but only
to make conversation.

“Really, Tanner, you’ve got to
watch more news. He’s been all over the place. Even the local
network station is broadcasting his story.” Pari was flicking
through the channels, trying to find this “hot” news story again,
while explaining the whole story to Tanner.

“This rich white guy with old money
pledged to stay a virgin until he got married, right?” She giggled
at the hilarity of a man doing something like that in the
twenty-first century. “His family comes from some royal line of
something, but he’s American born.”

“Pari, skip the details,” Tanner
said, hating when her roommate ran off on nothingness.

“Oh yeah. Anyways, now he’s thirty
something and his parents planned for him to marry this supermodel
in the U.P., which is where she’s from.”

“Wait. He’s over thirty and a
virgin?” Tanner asked skeptically.

“Yeah! And fine as hell! Too bad
he’s white cause I‘d jump his fine ass bones.” Pari continued, glad
she had Tanner’s attention because Tanner was usually never
interested in nothing but medical stuff. “He admitted to only
masturbation a few years back. He did an interview with Barbara
Walters when he was voted like sexiest man for some magazine, about
abstaining and saving himself for the woman he was going to be with
forever. ‘Cause of some old family tradition by his great
grandfather who was some kind of prince over in some European
country. Matter of fact, this Devlin’s guy is like a duke somewhere
overseas or something and named after his
great-grandfather.”

“That’s some weird—” Tanner caught
herself. Never had she just encountered weirdness all at once and
looked at the television screen as Pari pointed to the ongoing
story.

“…Thirty-three year old, wealthy
bachelor Duke Devlin Rose Sanchez is seen here walking out the
church where he was last seen to marry in Upper Michigan,” the
anchorwoman reported off screen. “According to witnesses, Mr.
Sanchez discovered his bride and best man together in the back of
the church.

Devlin Sanchez has made headline not only for his
wealthy long term bachelorhood, but because of his virginity, which
he has vowed to only relinquish to his wife…”

Tanner hadn’t realized it until her eyes started
hurting, that she had walked up to the screen. Upon blinking to
make sure she wasn’t dreaming, she realized Devlin Sanchez was the
same man who had been with her last night!

Dear Lord, she had fucked the thirty-three-year-old
virgin!

A light knock on the front door had Pari running to
open it while Tanner started pacing in order to think.

‘Why now?! Why her?!’

“I said good morning, Tanner,”
Donetello’s smooth deep voice like Keith Washington, licking his
dark lips and smelling good as hell. He was dressed as if he was
going to a Forbes business meeting, but this was his style even
though Donetello would never know big business like
that.

Facing him completely, she was a bit startled by his
sudden appearance in her living room. And she was very acutely
aware that she was naked underneath the robe.

Yet, unlike any other time when she would just
become instantly turned on at the knowledge of knowing she had
Donetello’s fine black ass wrapped around her finger, this time,
she felt instant dread.

Because all she could do was think about how she
could get back to Devlin Sanchez just one more time.

 



Chapter Four

 


Donetello was six feet tall and one of the most
handsome men Tanner had laid eyes on. She had a crush on him since
the first time seeing him at sixteen years old when he pulled up
next to her in a gold custom decked out Crown Vic.

He had just won the turf war, which included Tanner
and her mother, plus eighteen other women.

It must have been love at first sight as well for
him because from that point on, if she wasn’t on the street or
hustling something for him, she was with Donetello. He taught her
the real tricks of the trade – how to make a man feel like a king
and she learned fast.

Now, standing in the middle of her living room early
in the morning in the latest Sean John get up, as if he was going
to the Grammy’s in a few seconds with P. Diddy, with dark smooth
chocolate skin that reminded a woman of a Hershey bar, bald head,
and a brawny, thick body full of power, he stared at her with
concern.

Forcing herself to stay and look calm, Tanner didn’t
break eye contact and wondered did his sandy hazel eyes see her
lies. Donetello didn’t like deceit and she had always been fearful
of doing something behind his back. Even though she was short,
Tanner was a powerhouse of muscle and thickness all in the right
places and could hold her own in a fight with any female. She had
been known to take a john out because her mother always told her if
she felt her life was in jeopardy to try to take them out before
they took her.

Yet, Donetello had a presence that spoke power,
respect and fear. She had always preferred shorter and leaner men;
Donetello had been an exception to the rule. Matter of fact, she
had always only let Donetello get away with anything.

“A moment of your time in private,”
Donetello said. It wasn’t a request, but a polite order.

Tanner let him follow her into her room, which only
contained a full size bed, a dresser and a desk. It had previously
contained a laptop, printer, a TV, and expensive sound system, but
she had pawned all of that for the initial payment on her
education.

The primary color in her room was pink, her favorite
color, and back in the day by servicing one john, she had gotten
the room completely decorated in style, but this last year in
college had been the hardest financially for her. Her heart pounded
as Donetello shut the door behind him, ensconcing himself in the
room alone with Tanner.

She had to fight the urge to bite the inside of her
mouth to not show him her nervousness as she sat on the bed and he
remained standing in front of her.

“It’s D-Day,” he said, pointing to
her calendar.

‘Donetello Day?’
she wondered to herself. If Donetello knew she
took the job it meant he owned her. He didn’t care about the money
she had earned.

No, the payment he wanted was between her legs and
Tanner didn’t want to give it up for a summer to him, even though
that may not be enough in Donetello’s book.

“What day?” she asked out loud as
if she had not heard him.

“Time for you to pay the piper,
Tanner – your tuition payment.”

Tanner said nothing, nor did she portray any emotion
on her face as Donetello took his coat off and carefully put it on
the back of the chair by the desk. Strapped to his side was his
.350 Magnum that he never left home without.

Underneath that expensive silk shirt was most likely
a bulletproof vest and no doubt a four-inch blade was strapped to
his leg.

But Tanner wasn’t worried about Donetello shooting
or stabbing her. He wouldn’t kill her. The worse he would maybe do
is bitch slap her with the butt of his gun for paying Jamiroquai to
lie for her.

Bracing herself, she was hoping she could muster
enough courage to not give in if it became too bad.

“I didn’t see your car outside.
Pawned it?” he questioned.

“Yeah.” She had done that months
ago to pay off the initial balance, but she was not going to let
him know.

He looked around the room. “Your computer setup,
stereo and TV are all gone. Bet your jewelry box has tumbleweeds
inside of it.”

“Are you here to rub it in?” she
asked.

“Jam told me you didn’t go last
night.”

She didn’t say anything. It hadn’t been a question,
so she only just sighed as forlornly as possible as if it had been
hard to even think of passing up he had given her last night.

Donetello stepped closer to her and cupped her
cheek. She wanted to draw away, but she knew that would immediately
alert him that her feelings had changed for him. Usually when he
did this, she would lean her face into his wide palm and sometimes
even kiss it tenderly. This time, she did lean, but she did not
kiss it.

“Nine thousand is a lot of money to
ask for Tanner, with no strings attached. You know
that.”

“I know, Donnie,” she said,
purposely calling him by his nickname he only reserved for close
friends and family. “I’m asking a lot from you.”

“Tan, you know you have my heart,
don’t cha? You make a man wanna go legit.” He knelt down so she did
not have to look up at him and put his arms around her waist. “You
know you my girl, right? And Sissy would want me to take care of
your ass by any means necessary.”

Tanner wanted to scream at
him, ‘I’ve made you more money than any
one of your whores or your damn operations in the time I worked for
you, bastard! You got mo’fo nerve crying over nine grand and trying
to use me for it.’

But she did not mumble a word of her disgust for his
frugalness and selfishness.

“I know you would if you could,
Donetello” She knew he had only come because he assumed her back
was against the wall and he was just here to come and give her what
she needed, if she sold her soul to the devil. Deciding to turn the
tables, she said, “But what if it wasn’t the full nine. I mean two
grand ain’t that much.”

A suspicious glare shot in his light brown eyes, but
it quickly faded.

This request quickly caught him off guard. Tanner
knew he could make this at the casino in an hour. “What about the
rest of the payment?”

“Two thousand would hold them off
until I could come up with the rest—hopefully,” she added, lying
through her teeth. The rest of the money was inside of her coat two
feet away from the bed hanging behind the door. “But I’m sure that
two thousand would definitely show that I am going to promise to
pay them the rest.”

“And what would I get, Tanner?”
There was no sweetness in his tone.

He was all business, but he didn’t change his
proximity to her, which she wanted him too.

“What is it you require,
Donetello?” she asked. Now she could deal. A summer of just being
his girl – as long as he didn’t know the truth - would pass the
time, while she finished her interview process and then selecting
the job she wanted – which would hopefully be out of state. “How
much of myself do you want?” Seductively leaning forward, she let
the robe fall open to reveal a peek of her thirty-six C cups with
the dark, perky tips.

His eyes couldn’t help but to look and he smile
greedily. “How bout a taste, Tanner? Show me how much you really
want my help?”

Tanner continued in her seductress role and leaned
back on the bed spreading her legs. She knew Donetello wanted her
and she also knew there was no way she was going to avoid getting
the last of her money in time if she didn’t do this. “Take it,” she
ordered.

Pretending she wanted him was just too easy. She did
this all the time for the johns and playing the role of a wanton
hussy came effortlessly to her. The only difference was that, this
was the first time she had to play it with Donetello, but he didn’t
even know the difference.

He didn’t waste any time digging in and Donetello
was just as skilled with his mouth as she remembered him. Knowing
he only reserved this privilege to very few had always turned
Tanner on and she relished in knowing he was eating her like he had
not had a meal for days. His lips skillfully nibbled her womanly
lips, lavished his tongue around her clitoris and then quivered the
tip in her syrupy moistness.

She watched him, responding with sighs of pleasure
she was use to doing and unlike all the other times, this was
different. Tanner didn’t feel that thrill, that rush of bliss that
would envelope her. Instead she was hoping he would get a fill of
her and leave – just like any other john.

Closing her eyes, she pretended she
had experienced some kind of pleasure. To compensate any boredom
and falling asleep, Tanner started to imagine that it wasn’t
Donetello down there. Instead, that strong face of Devlin Sanchez
popped into her mind. It didn’t matter that she couldn’t see his
face all the way, but the knowledge that he was laving her pussy so
good, made her heart race and her skin perspire.
Damn! Damn! Yes!

She couldn’t breath as her body’s nerves seem to
gather for a storm of never ending gratification and she laid back
on the bed, gripped his head with her thighs and grinded her pussy
on his nice beautiful mouth.

‘Devlin! Eat it good,
baby,’ her mind shrilled, but she bit her
lips to not speak. She further imagined his hands now coming over
her waist to hold her down, knowing she was about to
come.

His tongue increased and the honey she release
flowed freely as her body culminated to a powerful orgasm that she
had never had before. But it wasn’t just physically. Matter of
fact, the more she imagine Devlin’s mouth down there, the more she
could feel her entire body responding to the oral ministration.

Donetello moaned because he knew something was
different.

“Fuck!” Tanner spat when it felt
like a lightning bolt had shot through her head, down her spine and
burst forth the most wondrous flood of vibrations throughout every
vein in her body. “D-D-” She bit her lip harder to stop herself
from saying Devlin’s name.

When the climax subsided, Donetello pulled away
using a silk handkerchief to wipe his face and Tanner turned to the
side to hide her guilty expression with tears welling up in her
eyes.

He sat beside her on the bed. “Damn, girl, you ain’t
never came like that before.”

Tanner said nothing, wallowing in pure shame at
envisioning another man while she was with Donetello. What had this
stranger done to her? And why did she just want to scrub away
Donetello’s touch, put on some clothes, and rush over to see if the
john was still at the hotel?

No man had affected her like this – except
Donetello, but this wasn’t happening to her. She refused to believe
that some strange man could just affect her like that. She had been
with Donetello for a long time before she had even admitted she was
even remotely in love






cover.jpg





tmp_3e2779d355189bc821e069fcfc847f86_pRiK8T_html_m550b9c38.jpg





