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His Sweet Little Addiction


Chapter 1
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Serena Lee sighed when the blond guy kept staring at her chest. He was cute with his dimpled cheeks and baby blue eyes, but his t-shirt had Charlie Sheen’s face on it with the word “WINNING” underneath the actor’s smug grin. Thanks but no thanks. Repressing the urge to tell the guy, “Hey, buddy, my eyes are up here,” she silently raised her hand and brushed a few strands of hair away from her forehead. Predictably, when the Charlie Sheen fan saw the two-carat ring on her finger, he turned his head and stared at the coffee shop’s menu on the wall.

Thank you, Janine. After Serena had complained about a horny jerk hitting on her without invitation for the hundredth time, her friend Janine had presented her with a cubic zirconia ring. 

“Wow, Janine,” Serena had said when she’d seen the sparkling rock. “Though I’m flattered and I do love you, I only see you as a friend.”

Janine had rolled her eyes. “This is a fake engagement ring.”

“Okay, I’m confused. Why are you giving me this?”

“I figure douche bags will stop trying to get into your pants if you start wearing it.” 

“Does that actually work?”

“Won’t hurt to find out.”

To Serena’s surprise, the ring worked as dickhead repellant. Guys backed off like that once she flashed them the knockoff diamond. The success of the ring also enhanced her disgust toward horny jerks. They wouldn’t leave her alone when she would give them obvious hints that she would only go home with them over her dead body, but they would keep their distance when they thought she was the property of another man. Ugh. 

She glanced at her watch. She’d been in line for over ten minutes. Were people ordering lattes laced with gold or something? Good thing she had nowhere to be.

When she looked up, she froze. Shawn Choi, her overly possessive and controlling (but ridiculously sexy) ex, sat at a table across the room, sipping a cup of black coffee while hunched over a MacBook. She was ashamed to admit that her heart skipped a beat when she looked at his chiseled cheekbones and firm biceps that still managed to reveal themselves under the sleeves of his white silk shirt. And oh, how she felt like slapping herself when a little longing ran through her veins at the memory of his strong, warm arms wrapped around her as he kissed her up against the wall. Shaking her head, she walked toward the door, so she could leave the coffee shop without him noticing her. Of course, just as she touched the door, she heard a deep voice call out, “Serena!”

Shit, she thought. Would it be cowardly of me to run away right now?

But he seized her wrist before she could escape.

Damn, he moves fast.

“Hello, Serena,” he said with a smile on his unblemished face.

She struggled to return his smile. “Hi, Shawn.”

“You have somewhere you need to be?”

Yes, I have a fiance with a black belt waiting for me at home! “No.” Since when was her own mouth a traitor?

He smirked. “You’re trying to get away from me.”

She sighed. God, his bluntness annoyed her. At one point, she had found it refreshing, but now she just saw it as one of his qualities that contributed to him being an asshole. “Okay, yes. To be perfectly honest, painful small talk with one of my exes is not one of my favorite activities, so I should go.”

“Let me buy you coffee.”

“Are you deaf? I said—”

“I know what you said.” He dragged her to the counter.

A few people in line glared at them. “We can’t cut in front of all these people!”

He waved her words away. “My friend owns this coffee shop. What do you want?”

“I don’t want anything!”

A blue-haired guy wearing thick black frames appeared behind the counter. “Yo, Shawn, want another cup of black coffee?” 

“Nothing for me. But Serena would like an iced caramel macchiato and two blueberry scones.” Shawn asked her, “You still like those, right?”

She let out an exasperated breath. “Yes, but—”

The blue-haired guy raised his eyebrows at her. “Serena? Wait, don’t tell me this is the infamous Serena Lee.”

“One and only,” Shawn replied.

The blue-haired guy shook his head. “Heart-breaker,” he said, but there was no malice in his voice. “I’m Jesse, the reason why this amazing place is called Jesse’s Sweets and Coffee. I’ll get started on that macchiato and those scones right away.”

“Thanks.” Shawn offered Jesse a twenty-dollar-bill.

Jesse narrowed his eyes. “Do I look like I need your money? My coffee shop is a raging success, as you can see.” He gestured toward the impatient people in line and the tables full of mugs, plates, and hipsters. 

“Just take it.”

“All right.” Jesse shoved the bill into the pocket of his skinny jeans before starting the espresso machine.

“Sit with me,” Shawn said, directing her to his booth. Statement, not a question.

“I’m the infamous heart-breaker?” she hissed.

“You did turn down my proposal.” He pushed her into the booth and sat next to her before she could make a run for it.

“It was...” She rubbed her eyes. “What am I saying? I don’t have to explain myself to you.”

He took her hand, frowning. “Is that an engagement ring?”

She ripped her hand away from his, hoping the ring would work its guy-repelling magic. “Yes.”

“It’s a lot smaller than the one I offered you.”

Oh, Jesus fucking Christ. “Size doesn’t matter.”

“Oh, we both know that’s not true.”

She bristled at his double entendre. “My fiance is waiting for me at home. He has a black belt.”

Amusement shone in his brown eyes. “Was that supposed to scare me?”

Why wasn’t he letting up? He was actually sliding closer to her body instead of farther away from her. “I have a fiance,” she said.

“And I’m supposed to care because...?” He lifted her chin, staring at her full lips, the lips he’d kissed at least hundreds of times that one summer.

Of course the ring didn’t work, she thought. She forgot one crucial fact: her ex was crazy and wholeheartedly believed that she was his and his alone. Never mind that she’d refused to marry him and run back to Northwestern University after their summer together without a word. “You are...”

“Iced caramel macchiato and two blueberry scones,” Jesse said, putting the drink and food on the table. 

“Thank you,” Shawn said without his gaze leaving her mouth.

“You are...you are immoral.” Yeah, it was a pretty lame insult. And yeah, she wasn’t technically engaged, but Shawn didn’t know that. 

“And you are mine.” He laid a kiss on her lips. “Even if your fiance doesn’t know it.”

God have mercy on her soul, she wanted him to kiss her again. That little peck was hardly anything but was enough to make her desire more. The man could wreak such havoc on her rationality and intelligence. 

He nodded toward the coffee and scones. “You should drink and eat.”

She gulped down half of the macchiato. She was tired and needed caffeine; that was why she wasn’t thinking straight. Not because she was attracted to him like a moth to a destructive-as-hell fire and certainly not because she wanted him to have sex with her right there on the table. 

He ran a finger through her long shiny black hair. “You’re gorgeous as ever.” His gaze swept her head to toe, from her dark brown eyes, fair skin, plump red lips, D-cups contained in a cheap white satin blouse, short slender legs covered by a knee-length black skirt and nude tights, to small feet in a pair of magenta ballet flats.

You’re sexy as ever. From his messy short black hair that begged to be touched, almost-black eyes, flawless golden skin, six-pack abs concealed by his white shirt, to tall, lean yet muscular legs in dark blue jeans. “You’re cocky as ever,” she said.

“How have you been?” He took a sip of his coffee. During their brief romance, he’d always taken his coffee black. No sugar and God forbade if there were any trace of fattening creamer in it. And he liked his food as bland and healthy as possible. He was in no way a foodie, and if he could live on vegan protein bars, he totally would. 

“Good.” 

“That’s it? You’re not going to give me any details?”

“My job’s boring, but it pays the bills. And my fiance is great. So sweet and giving.” She laced her words with a dangerously diabetic amount of sugar. 

His eyes flared. “I don’t need more details.”

She bit into a scone, holding back a triumphant grin. “How about you?”

“Fantastic. My dating app is really taking off.”

The other day, she’d encountered a Buzzfeed article on how a dating app called Sparks had been sold to match.com for a sweet ninety-million dollars. She’d almost spat out her cola when she’d read “Shawn Choi, the creator of Sparks” and seen a picture of her ex looking smug in a black suit. When they’d dated, she’d known Shawn was wealthy but not that wealthy. “That’s great to hear.” She glanced at her watch. “Ah, I should go now. Andy’s probably getting impatient.” When Shawn made no move to get up, she said, “Excuse me.” 

“Do you really want to go home to Andy?”

“Uh, yeah,” she replied. Why was Shawn still sitting? She had an imaginary fiance to appease.

“Is your fiance a jealous man?”

“No, he trusts me.” Unlike you. During their relationship, Shawn had freaked out whenever she had so much as looked at another guy and had even punched a few men who’d dared to flirt with her in his vicinity. Because she’d been twenty (and hence stupid), she’d thought Shawn’s insane jealousy had been sexy rather than, well, insane. 

“His mistake,” he said, finally standing up and letting her leave the booth.

She gritted her teeth. “Thanks for the coffee and scones.”

“Do you have a car?”

“No.”

“How are you getting home then?”

“I’m taking something called public transportation.”

“You can’t take public transportation alone!” he exclaimed. “That’s unsafe. I’ll drive you.”

“I’m not going to have you drive me home to my fiance.” And I sure as hell don’t want you to know where I live.

“Fine.” He shoved a few bills into her hand. “Here’s money for a taxi.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. The bus is perfectly safe.” She tried to hand the money back to him, but he stuffed it into her purse. 

“Not as safe as a taxi.” Before she could protest again, he pulled her out of the coffee shop and called her a taxi.

“This is—” 

He cut her off with a kiss, then whispered into her ear, “You may be fucking your fiance tonight, but you’ll be thinking of me.” He shoved her into the taxi and the driver drove off before she could reply.
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Chapter 2
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On Friday, Serena wanted to stab her eyes out. She’d been looking at spreadsheets for over three hours and she was still nowhere close to being done with entering the tax-deductible donations that Thompson Software had made over the last five years. A sigh escaped her lips. She wished she was still in school, applying critical theory to the works of George Eliot and Zora Neale Hurston. But alas, after graduating from Northwestern University with a useless degree in English literature, she’d accumulated over sixty-thousand dollars in student loan debt, and while novels nourished her mind, they did not put anything in her belly. Thus she’d accepted a position at Thompson as a Data Entry Associate—a fancy term for Excel monkey—although the work was coma-inducing; however, it offered health insurance (including vision and dental), a decent income, and a 401(k). It also didn’t hurt that her coworkers and boss were some of the nicest people she’d ever met.

A chocolate-colored hand tapped her desk. Serena looked up from her computer to see Kerry Thompson smiling at her. “How’s the work coming along?” her boss asked.

Awful. “It’s going well,” Serena said.

“Good. You think you’ll be able to make it for the midday party?” Kerry was getting married in a week, and instead of having only one bachelorette party, she was having a whole week of events to celebrate her last days of freedom. The festivities would begin with a party at the Ritz-Carlton that Friday afternoon. Kerry, being the world’s coolest boss, had allowed her employees to take a half-day to attend the bash. 

“I’d love to, but I have to finish entering these donations,” Serena said. Kerry had told her she wanted them done by five o’clock, which meant that Serena would have to work through lunch if she wanted a snowball’s chance in hell of finishing.

“I appreciate your work ethic, but my motto is work hard, play hard. So just have the donations done by five on Monday.” 

“Thank you, boss.”

Kerry winked. “See you at the midday party.”

After Serena entered more donations for ten minutes, a guy called out, “Special delivery for Serena Lee!”

Her jaw dropped when she saw the “special delivery.” The guy carried a huge bouquet of blue irises and a Hello Kitty plush that was taller than her. He grinned when he dropped off the gifts at her cubicle. “Looks like someone has a secret admirer,” he said, handing her an envelope.

“Thank you,” she mumbled, having a good idea about the identity of her “secret” admirer.

“Have a good day.” 

The obnoxiously big gifts prompted a few of her coworkers to crowd around her cubicle.

“Is someone trading in her fake engagement ring for a real one?” Claire, a software engineer, asked.

“I can’t decide if this Hello Kitty thing is super-cute or super-demonic.” Michael, a programmer analyst, poked the six-foot-tall plush.

“Cute and demonic aren’t necessarily mutually exclusive,” Lauren, a developer, said.

“Can we read your secret admirer’s note?” Ben, Human Resources manager, asked.

“I’m still single,” Serena said. “And no, Ben.” She had a feeling that Shawn’s note would be very NSFW.

“So who sent you these?” Lauren asked.

“I don’t know,” Serena lied. “Can we all get back to work?”

“Fine,” her coworkers muttered.

“See you at the midday party later, Serena,” Claire said.

Serena quietly groaned through her fingers when her coworkers returned to their desks. Why couldn’t Shawn be subtle about, well, anything? Her phone rang, causing her to lift her eyes toward the ceiling. After picking up the phone, she said, “Hello.”

“Like the gifts?”

“How did you find out where I work and get this number?”

“Something called LinkedIn and Thompson Software’s online directory,” Shawn answered. 

She stared at the Hello Kitty plush. How was she going to get on the L with that thing? She had to admit to herself that she loved it though. Not that she would ever tell Shawn that. “Why did you send such large gifts?”

“They represent the size of my love for you.”

“That’s so cheesy.”

His voice turned husky. “What are you wearing?”

“Why do you care...? Oh my God.” She whispered, “Are you trying to initiate phone sex while I’m at work?”

“Yes,” he replied without an ounce of shame.

“Are you trying to get me fired?”

“If you get fired, I’ll support you, baby.”

“I’m hanging up on you.”

She threw herself into Excel, silencing the phone when it began ringing again.

***
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AT FIVE O’CLOCK, SERENA was full of cake and hors d'oeuvres. Kerry’s midday bash had been so much fun. There had been three penis cakes, male and female dancers in nothing but edible underwear, a river of champagne, tone-deaf karaoke, and platters upon platters of delicious hors d'oeuvres. She hummed “China Girl”—her ironic go-to for karaoke—as she made her way to the restroom. After finishing her business and fixing her hair, she left the restroom, texting Janine, Hey, girl. Can u help me transport a 6-ft-tall Hello Kitty plush on Monday? Luv u! Distracted by her phone, she bumped into someone. “Oh, sorry—Jesus fucking Christ!” She widened her eyes when she saw Shawn smirk down at her. God, her ex was tall,even taller than the Hello Kitty toy. 

“Fancy running into you again,” he said.

“Um, what brings you to the Ritz-Carlton?”

“Had to go to a tech conference. You?” He glanced at the hot pink gift bag she held.

She put the gift bag behind her. “My boss had a bachelorette party here.”

“What’s in the bag?”

She flushed. “None of your business.”

“Now I have to know.” He snatched the bag out of her hands. “My, my, that’s a big vibrator.” He clicked his tongue. “Randy can’t be that good in bed if you need one.”

She plucked the bag from his grasp. “My boss was handing them out at her party. And my fiance’s name is Andy.”

“Randy, Andy, whatever. He’s going to be out of the picture soon, so I don’t see why I should bother learning his name.” Then he asked, a mischievous glint in his eyes, “Do you want to try out the vibrator back at my place?”

“You’re disgusting.”

He twisted a few strands of her hair around his finger. “I don’t think you mean that.”

“I have to leave.”

Once again, he seized her wrist before she could escape. “Are you going to take public transportation?” He said the words “public transportation” like they were the name of a particularly nasty disease.

“Uh, yeah.”

“Why doesn’t your fiance pick you up?”

“He was busy yesterday and he’s on a business trip this weekend.”

By the glee on his face, she knew that had been the wrong lie to tell. “Your fiance’s out of town?”

Shit. “Well, yeah, but...”

“Gone for a whole weekend... I could never leave you alone for that long.”

“Oh, I know,” she muttered. When they’d been together, he had gotten annoyed at her if she’d stayed in the shower for too long and sometimes he would’ve insisted on joining her.

All of a sudden, he threw her over his shoulder, making her shriek. “Let’s go,” he said.

“Put me down!” she shouted. Another shriek flew out of her mouth when he slapped her ass. “You did not just fucking spank me!”

“I like to think of it as a love-tap.”

“You’re so damn corny!”

He strode into a single-user restroom, locked the door, then set her down on her feet. She made a move for the exit, but he pinned her arms to the wall before she could take two steps. Breathing hard, she said, “Let. Me. Go.” Her pulse raced as he pressed his body against hers. She sucked in a breath when she felt his hard erection on her waist. 

“Are you scared of me?” 

“Well, you threw me over your shoulder like a caveman and are now pinning me against the wall. I think fear is the only logical emotion to have right now.” Although that didn’t stop her from possessing some very illogical feelings. A wetness between her thighs flowed into her panties at the intimate contact of their bodies; and she knew it was senseless, but a part of her wanted him to tear off her clothes and make love to her right here, right now. Why was he so hot and why did she have to remember how spectacular he’d been in bed?

“You know I’d never hurt you,” he said softly. 

She stared into his eyes. “I know.” He was a domineering bastard and hated the word no; however, he’d never harmed her when they’d been together and she knew he wouldn’t harm her now or ever. “But I’m engaged, so we shouldn’t be doing this.”

“Correction—you shouldn’t be with Sandy.”

“Andy.”

“Whatever.” He grabbed the back of her head. “Be with me. Be my wife.”

Once upon a time, for a split second, she’d considered saying yes after he’d asked her to marry him. Why not? she’d thought. He was the most handsome man she’d ever laid eyes on, incredibly wealthy, and amazing in bed. And she’d loved him. How could she not? She’d been a 20-year-old girl in LA struggling to make ends meet during her unpaid internship at a literary agency, and he’d been a 25-year-old Silicon Valley multimillionaire who’d swept her off her feet and taken care of her for 3 glorious sun-filled months. 

But now, she was 22 and liked to think she’d grown a little smarter. So she said to the now 27-year-old multimillionaire, “No. You’re a dangerous combination of good-looking and controlling.”

“Or the perfect combination.” His teeth grazed her lip.

She moaned when his hand went under her skirt and started massaging the front of her panties. Fuck, fuck, fuck. With every second he caressed her, the dampness in her underwear increased.

“You’re so wet right now,” he whispered. His hand left her sex when she was only seconds away from coming.

“Please don’t stop.” Lord, he could turn her into such a thirsty and pathetic creature. Just minutes ago, she’d been trying to refuse him. Now she was practically begging him to touch her.

“Tell me I’m better than your fiance.”

“Please, Shawn.”

He bit her earlobe. “Tell me I’m the best you’ve ever had.”

She groaned, lowering her hands. If he wasn’t going to make her come, she guessed she would have to do it herself. Unfortunately, he caught her wrists when her fingers were a mere inch away from touching her sex.

“Baby, I’m not going to let you come till you tell me I’m the best you’ve ever had,” he said.

“Screw you.”

“Not what I want to hear, Serena.”

Finally, she couldn’t take it anymore. “Fine, fine, you’re the best I’ve ever had. You’re the god of sex. Now please make me come!”

“As you wish.” He began caressing her sex again. With his other hand, he undid all of the buttons on her blouse, grabbed one of the cups of her strapless bra, then pulled it down till her white breasts were exposed. He squeezed her left breast, making her cry of pleasure, then put the nipple of her right breast in his mouth. She damn-near exploded at the simultaneous sensations of him massaging her sex, holding her left breast, and kissing her right tit. At last, with one more stroke, she came, screaming his name and soaking her underwear.

Red flooded her face. She’d submitted
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