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Just a billion after taxes. 

That's what I was going to put in my pocket if said a three letter word: “Yes.”

The papers would have been drawn up. I would have had the funds in my bank account by the close of business the next day.

And I would have never had to work another day in my life.  

Not bad for thirty. 

It was an existence most hardworking and good people could only dream about.  But hell, I was already a millionaire. Yeah I was a millionaire who worked his ass off doing one-hundred hour weeks with no end in sight. 

But I loved it. I loved the idea. I knew it was worth way more than a billion. And I didn't like the attitude of the fuck who wanted to buy my idea. He was going to turn into something corporate, dull, and uninspiring. 

Inspiration. Isn't that what we all need? Something to excite us? Make us look forward to the day? Make us not dread Mondays or the alarm clock going off before the sun comes up?

And that day I didn't have to look far for mine.

My God. She lit up the room. Her name tag said “Jennifer”. I imagined waking up next to her and whispering “Jenn” into her ear while I smelled her dark curly hair and caressed her shapely toned back. Her knowing right away it was our time and seeing her naked body flip over and climb on my rock hard cock.

This ass hole is sitting across this big bullshit oak table, trying to sell me on his vision for the customer service phone App I spent years creating on my lap top. I tuned him out the moment this exotic creature walked in with a Cherry Pepsi and a glass of ice on a tray. 

It never crossed my mind she was black. She was just gorgeous. She was wearing this simple dress shirt and black pants combo you see in in most uppity restaurants. But it couldn't hide her tight athletic body.  She had her hair pulled up tight and in a bun. Then these feline eyes with both class and a little bit of naughty were betraying the serious focused look on her face.

I kept thinking I hope she goes for white guys. 

Over and over. 

I was looking across the table sucking on the can of soda pop, but I was actually trying to steal glances at her out of the corner of my right eye. 

There I was, worth millions but too scared to look in the eyes of  a black girl who looked like she was barely out of high school.

I felt like such a fake because of the fear. I still felt it. I still suffered from the the horrible memories of growing up and being scared of pretty girls. 

It made no sense.

“Fuck,” I said as pop ran down my face onto my dress shirt and tie. The only one I owned. Or the only one that fit my little brother and me owned. Because I borrowed it from him.

“Excuse me Mr. Cole?”

“Sorry, I had a spill there,” I said smiling.

I didn't dare say it was because I was trying to look at Jennifer's tight perfect ass while she left the conference room. 

I closed my eyes for a second fighting down the boner I had from the moment our eyes met a couple minutes prior.

She wasn't tall, but tall enough. Perfect shape and a ittle on the lean side. Like she was an athlete. I loved athletic women for as far back as I could remember loving women.

Stacy Sutton. I used to go home back in high school and beat off to her. Cheerleader, ran the hurdles for track. God damn her legs were fantastic. 

The boner came back again.

“Fuck Mike. Focus. Don't let women dominate you like they always have. Be a man,” I pleaded with myself in my mind.

“This meeting is adjourned,” I said, popping to my feet. “I'll be in touch.”

The stares from across the table were combinations of shock, nervousness, and rage. 

I knew what I had to do as I raced quickly for the door. Millions or billions was all meaningless detail to me.
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He was cute. Very. Kind of unkept but definitely irresistible. Like the nerdy awkward guy back in high school whom you secretly wished would grow a pair and make a move.

But this Michael Cole, he gave me a bad vibe the moment he started talking. I admit my heart skipped a beat when I turned to see his hand my shoulder in the back office area of the law firm. 

Bold coming back there. Leaving a meeting like that just to come up and meet me. Then he messed the whole thing up. He talked about lavishing me with a trip to Beverly Hills and a shopping spree. Then dinner at this really expensive French Bistro in the ritziest area of Boston. 

It was like he didn't know how to relate. He just led with his money. It all made me feel like a whore. I have more self respect than that. It was flattering and he was damn hot with that messy overgrown hair and tie hanging open. Those slacks showed off his muscular legs just right. He smelled great too. Like freshly showered man. 

The sexiest smell on earth. 

But I wasn't about to. And it was mostly due to white guys in general. 

Cole wasn't my first and I swore I was done with them.

My mind fixated on what happened the first time. I was past it in some areas but not in others.

I forgave but I didn't forget. And it changed everything. Anybody who has had their heart broken and in a shocking way will never be the same. You'll never get fully comfortable with anyone. 

On the positive, I cam to realize I had  to love myself more than anyone could ever possibly love me.

Ryan was the beginning and end of my world. He was handsome, kind, and sexy. He always got straight A's. He was the football star at our high school. The quarterback with the great body and pearly white smile. He also had a heart. He did volunteer work at elderly homes and loved animals just as much as me.

I had my half-ride scholarship to BU for Tennis and he had his full ride to Boston College for football. 

I put him off for months and it was tough. We were dating and a couple. But sex was such a big step.

I look back and I know why I finally did it. I was worried he'd get around all those coeds at the big school and get wandering eye.

But I had guys hitting on me constantly at my tournaments. Hot tennis players. Black guys even. I went to a mostly white high school, so I was used to upscale. I didn't have a preference for black guys. But I loved how aggressive they were when they'd hit on me. You could feel the sexual arousal they were experiencing. Like it was in the air. 

Intoxicating. 

My first boyfriend was black. His name was Robert.  His parents were in the church. My parents and our family went to that same church. We went to Sunday school together.

I liked him. He was solid and smart. Such a gentleman too. But he bored me. I needed to be touched and shown love. And he needed to follow the Bible.

When we moved after my parents divorced, I called it off. The funny part is after the Ryan deal, I began to miss him. I could have used a solid man in my life.

Not like Michael Cole. He's just another Ryan. Another heartbreak waiting to happen. 

At the same time I hadn't been that turned on in a while. My breasts ached and my nipples tingled the rest of the day. My panties felt warm and I was sure I'd released a little into them when he put his face close to my ear and told me how cute he thought I was.

Right up until he started trying to make me some bought and paid for woman. I am more than that. I didn't trust white guys. 

But I messed up long ago. I would have been with Johnny if I hadn't moved away. Life was simpler than. He loved me for me and it was all laid out nice and safe.

The biggest thing I didn't realize until I got more life experience is that it's dumb to think a good situation will just come around again.

But I was woman with needs. I needed excitement. 

I thought about how big Michael Cole's cock might be as I hopped the train for my apartment out by the University.  I hoped it was as big as Ryan's and he knew how to fuck me like Ryan did.

Even though I hated Ryan, I still craved it inside me. Growing in my mouth. Growing fast that it pushed to the back of my throat without me moving a muscle.

God I was a dirty girl. To still want a man who betrayed me like that.

And to want a man like Michael Cole.

I man I knew I couldn't count on or control. 

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
K.C. BRANDT






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





