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Sign up for my newsletter and get The Unexpected Nanny, Dirty Little Virgin and other romance books for free!

Sign up now

https://www.steamyromance.info/free-books-and-audiobooks-hot-and-steamy/

Want to see the rest of my books?

Go Here!

https://books2read.com/ap/8YkZvR/Michelle-Love

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Blurb


[image: image]


Rachelle starts out telling Blake he's moving too fast and too hard. She tells him she needs time and space and that he needs to back off.

Blake goes to see Kip and Peyton who give him the advice of making her jealous at the five-star restaurant she works at after her school day.

Kip finds a nice looking woman for Blake to take out. Rachelle is brought out as the woman Blake's on a date with complains about her meal.

When she sees Blake she falters. Trying to act as if she doesn't care. The air is filled with sexual tension.Blake and Rachelle meet by the

restrooms and have a steamy scene as they argue then find they can't keep their hands off each other.

But they part ways at the end as Rachelle pulls back and finds she can't give into him again, no matter how much she wants to, she's afraid to fall in love with him.
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Rachelle

Someone’s car alarm goes off outside, waking me up from a deep sleep. Blake has me wrapped in his arms, and his breathing is making a few hairs on the back of my neck move, which tickles me. I try to move a little, but he holds me tighter.

Is this what life will be like with Blake loving me?

Are my movements to be constricted by him always? Is it only going to be what and how he wants every little thing? Can I live that way?

He told me he loved me after we made love. Or rather, he made love to me. He won’t allow me to do anything to him. To say he’s over-bearing is a bit of an understatement.

I have the necklace on he gave me with my picture in the pendant which hangs from it. It’s me when I was three and the absence of any emotion on my young face bothers me immensely.

The fact that he called my old foster mother is cause for concern. He could be considered a stalker by some. Sure, he sugar-coats it with the idea he wants to learn about me to help me.

But I don’t recall asking him for his help!

It’s a bit disconcerting he thinks I’m such a damn mess I need help in the first place. I mean, he’s over here thinking about how he can fix me and not looking at the fact he’s a billionaire who still lives in a tiny, old house his dead parents raised him in.

I mean, he has issues he isn’t dealing with either!

And just what is supposed to happen now? Is he thinking he’s moving in with me and we’ll get married? Is he thinking he’ll buy a mansion here in Los Angeles, and we’ll live here forever?

I don’t want to live in L.A. forever. I want to live in a woodsy area where there are actual seasons: spring, summer, winter, and fall. I’m from Texas, where there is summer, and some days there’s a little winter, but very little else.

Here I am in California, which isn’t a lot different. Colorado, Montana, or Wyoming have always been places I’d like to try out. But Mr. Take Charge and Let Me Fix You may not have that in his plans for our future.

‘Our future’ now that’s something to think about!

Here it is, the third night we’ve spent together in a little over two weeks, and he loves me, and we need each other. No way! No damn way!

I can’t figure out why my body reacts to his like he’s the air I have to fill my lungs with. It has to be his air, no one else’s. I have to ask myself if it’s because he’s so fucking handsome or built or a combination of them both?

I don’t know who could be filled by his monster cock while looking at his golden curls, which hang around his head in the dim light, shining like a fucking halo around his gorgeous, fucking face, and not think they need him!

Fuck yes, I need him when he’s right there, looking at me in all his beauty and his badass muscles all rippling beneath my hands. Fuck yes, I want him to fill me with the pulsating, firm, wide, and long cock that feels like a satin-covered cement log of pure pleasure!

Who the hell wouldn’t?

I have to wonder about the two women he said he had relationships with. Why did they break up with him, or did he break up with them? And why was it so amicable?

Probably so they could get under him every once in a while to get another dose of Doctor, Fucks So Great.

I don’t know if I’ve only let really bad lovers into my life prior to Blake or what. But not one of the guys I’ve ever had sex with even came close to doing what he does. He’s a master! Hands down, a master!

The man looked at me and told me to come and I did. No coherent thought was going through my mind. No stimulation of any kind was happening. He just said to do it and my body was all like, ‘sure, anything you say, master.’

I can’t live this way. He’ll rule me like a king rules his kingdom. Like a shepherd rules his sheep. I’m no sheep, and I don’t need to be ruled. Or held so fucking tight that I can’t move.

With a forceful movement, I try to get out of his grasp, but he holds me tight and groans a little, pulling me even closer. His soft lips touch my neck, and he mumbles. “Love you, baby.”

What an ass!

I jab him in the ribs with my elbow. “Let me up, Blake!”

He jerks and releases me. “Oh, sorry, baby.”

“I have to go pee, damn!” I say as I get out of bed and stomp away to the bathroom.

“You okay, baby?” he asks.

I slam the bathroom door without answering him. 
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Pushing a cherry Danish towards Rachelle as she taps incessantly at her cell phone, I ask, “Do you want to talk?”

She shakes her head and pushes the food back as she seemingly ignores me. I have no idea what I did to piss her off, but she is most definitely pissed for some damn reason.

I take the plate with the pastry on it and take it back to the little kitchen. 

“What would you like to do today, babe?”

Her tapping stops, and I glance at her to find her looking at me with what I believe is a glare for some reason. “Oh, you haven’t already set up our day, dear?”

“That was quite the sarcastic tone. And if you want to know, I thought we might look around at some places for your restaurant.” I walk back into the living room and sit beside her on the sofa.

She hurries away a little and taps away again at her phone. “I don’t want to do that today.”

“Okay,” I say, leaning over and nudging her shoulder with mine. “Wanna fool around?”

Her dark blue eyes level on mine. “No!”

Placing my hand over her phone, I press it down and take her chin in my other hand. “Okay, spill it. What has you so mad?”

“You held me to you all night!” she says with clenched teeth as if it’s some horrible thing I did. “I couldn’t even move until I hit you in the ribs to make you let me go.”

“Is that why you did that?” I rub the place on my ribcage that still is tender from that. “Baby, you could’ve just woke me up and I would’ve let you go. No need for violence.” I chuckle, and she frowns.

“I tried to get away from you twice. Do you think I need you to hold me when I sleep? Do you think I need to be taken care of? Do you think I even want that?” The way her eyes go dark, and not in a good way, has me wondering what’s happening in her head.

“Look, the whole abandonment issue is complicated, but this is a prime example of....”

She screams and gets up. “Stop! Just stop it!” She throws her hands up in the air as she paces in the small living room. “You’re no therapist. I haven’t even looked for one as I don’t think I’m as fucked up as you think I am.”

“I never called you fucked up, Rachelle!” I stand up too. “I just want to help...”

She holds up her little hand, stopping me. “Help me, I know. You’ve said it more than once in the last couple of weeks since we’ve known each other. By the way, Blake. Who the fuck tells someone they love them after only two weeks, huh? Talk about having issues!”

She may have just punched me


















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





