I don't know what has gotten up Dashawn’s a*s,

but he has been a grumpy gus ever since the -
meeting ended. He had all of a sudden snapped
out my name and told me to gather my things and g
follow him.

He then asked me to print out ten contracts that
he said needed to be signed, but | didn't see why
because he wasn't meeting with those clients until
after the New Year, but whatever, | do as I'm told.
But it was like he was trying to keep me busy. By
four, he snapped and said we were done for the

day.

“Do you have a bag packed or do | need to stop by
your house?”

“No, | have a bag ready,” | said, holding up my
travel bag.

“Good, let's go, we're wasting daylight.”




mi
my toes curling in sympathy with her feet.

“Dashawn, where have you been? | missed you.
You haven't called me in weeks.” |

“Sheryl, I've been busy. Why would I call you?”

She blushed and looked at me, giving me the evil
eye.

“Well, | thought we hit it off when we went 1o
dinner.”

“We had a business meeting to talk about one of
your clients’”

“But, | thought, like me, you felt a spark,” she said,
leaning closer and folding her arms under her 5
brast so they were literally in his face. i

“Well, | didn't. So if you will excuse




got in the back when he o
was surprised when Dashawn got in

“What?" he asked at my look.
“I thought you would be riding your bike."

‘| don't ride my bike to the city. It stays home at
the compound.”

“Oh.”
“Prospect, bag,” he said.

The prospect handed him a travel bag. | watched
as he stripped off his suit jacket, and then started
unbuttoning his shirt. My eyes widened as his
chest and then his abs came on display. He was
ripped as f*ck. Not an ounce of fat. He wasn't too
bulky but he had muscle. Bigger than five years
ago. There were the initials CKT on his left
shoulder inside a heart. Under that was a bigger:
heart with the word Mom in it. | smiled, tha a
sweet. J




“Um, no, that's okay.”

| heard rustling and then his throat cleared. |

looked at him. He had put on a pair of black jea

and was now lacing up a pair of biker boots. The
last thing he put on was his leather cut. He wen




love like theirs. I’ II only make one woman my;_;u_'l "
Lady. | will love her with my whole being”
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whspered I looked out the wmdow | didnt Wa.;
~ him to see the longing in my eyes. | vividly

" remember the connection we had five years ago.

“Then why agree to go to lunch with Mike?"
“What?”

“Why did you agree to go 10 lunch with Mike if you
don't see yourself having a future with him?”




so. You'll be
are there, and | don't wi
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| moaned. He leaned back and looked into my
eyes. | don't know what he saw, but he then |
leaned down and lightly brushed his lips again'st"-' i
mine. His tongue snaked out and licked my '
bottom lip. | gasped, and he took advantage and
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~ biker in zero point two seconds.

He nipped my ear lobe and to my embarrassment
| moaned. He leaned back and looked into my"
eyes. | don't know what he saw, but he then
leaned down and lightly brushed his lips against.
mine. His tongue snaked out and licked my

bottom lip. | gasped, and he took advantage and 8

plunged his tongue into my mouth. | have never -
been kissed like this. He consumed me. _l don'




- “F*ck, they're gorgeous like | knew they would '
~ He cupped them and | gasped.

‘When | was younger, the make-out sessions | had

~ with Elliot were all over the clothes. He always
tried to go under my shirt and in my pants, but |
never allowed it. | couldn’t believe I was allowing
Dashawn to touch me now. But | wanted it. | don't
know what it was about him, but my body wanted -

Ad

his touch.
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he thrusted up, and | exploded. Hi
sensation that went through me had my
trembling. The moaning and cry coming
was almost a sob. | felt a liquid heat pool
underwear. As | came down, | looked at D

“You are so beautiful when you c*m”
“Is that what | did?”

He looked shocked. “Baby, are you telling me,
you've never c*m before? What about
touched yourself?”

~“I've never felt comfortable d




m so Sony. You must think | am such a sl*t. |
- forgot about him”

“Hey, | think no such thing. | loved watching you
c*m, and | love even more that | was the first
person to ever give you an orgasm.” He then
mumbled something and | asked what?

“Nothing, come here,’ he said, gesturing to me,

| leaned towards him. He fixed my hair and as |
watched him, he had a small smile on his face and
his eyes were so soft and beautiful.

“You will cancel your lunch with Mike,” he said to
me as he leaned back.

| was taken aback and blinked at him.

“Do you understand, sweet girl? | won't allow
another man to feed you that | don't approve of,
and no one will touch what is mine.

| was speechless. What did he mean? What is
his? | stared at him incredulously.

“Nod if you understand,” he demanded. | was still
in shock at his words, but | numbly nodded.




