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Chapter One


 


Yvette Samson stripped her curve-hugging Roberto Cavalli
dress from her body before the door to her contemporary, midtown condominium
even closed behind her. Wearing nothing but a black lace bra, matching
boy-short panties and her four-inch stilettos, she walked into her bedroom and
tossed the dress over the back of the armchair in the far corner. She crossed
to the bed and threw back the crimson-colored duvet, then dragged the satin top
sheet off the mattress.


Carrying the sheet into the living room, she draped it
haphazardly over the enormous, high-backed sofa that served as the centerpiece
of the artistically decorated room. Next, she retrieved a tall, oscillating fan
from the hall closet, plugged it in, positioned it to blow on the sofa and
cranked it to high. She stood in front of the stream of air for several
minutes, letting the wind tunnel she’d created cool her hot, dewy skin. The
quick change in temperature tightened her nipples behind the lacy cups of her
bra. The breeze from the fan on the moist crotch of her panties was as
stimulating as fingers brushing over the sensitive spot, a whisper of a touch
along her pussy lips.


The fine layer of perspiration that covered her chest and
belly felt less sticky and oppressive as it chilled with the light gust coming
her way. Making her skin tingle. She would have turned the air conditioner on,
but with all the humidity and rain of late, the built-up condensation had
killed the motor. The part was on order, leaving Yvette without air
conditioning for the weekend.


The association that maintained the building had informed
her the temperature inside her condo was still within a range deemed
“appropriate” according to their written bylaws. Therefore, her lack of cool
air was not currently subject to their involvement in expediting the repair.
She was this close to checking into a hotel, but couldn’t fully justify
it when the air conditioning units in the condos surrounding hers helped to
keep the building from burning up. In fact, the hallway was downright chilly
from the central unit. A Godsend during this massive heat wave that had hit
Manhattan following the unexpected rains.


She poured a glass of freezer-chilled vodka from the wet bar
and downed a healthy gulp. The frigid liquid helped to cool her insides a bit.
She set the glass on the tall end table next to the sofa, went out into the
foyer and propped the door open. Just enough so she could leave the security
chain in place. The brisk breeze from the hall was welcome, but it’d take
awhile to bring the temperature in her condo down a couple degrees.


Perhaps a cold shower was a better alternative to the fan,
but she suspected the respite would be fleeting. She’d need another one five
minutes later, so what was the point?


Instead, she retrieved a spray bottle from under the kitchen
sink, filled it with cold water and returned to the living room. She flipped on
the CD player, already loaded with sexy jazz tunes, and then sank onto the
plush sofa. She’d covered it with the satin sheet, knowing the lightweight,
slippery material would be a hell of a lot cooler than the velvet.


Finally feeling the relief from her efforts, she reached for
her cocktail and sipped it as she spritzed herself with water, the air from the
fan turning the mist chilly. She leaned back against the rolled arm of the sofa
and spread her long, blonde hair over it, letting the air and the spray of
water cool her neck.


She’d just finished her first glass of vodka, certain her
internal temperature was no longer in the triple-digit range, when the doorman
rang her, announcing Finn Griffith’s unexpected visit. Perking Yvette up
considerably.


“Send him up!” she said into the phone receiver she’d left
on the coffee table.


Finn was a renowned artist who was also devilishly handsome.
A bit broody, as most creative geniuses were, yet definitely a tall, dark and
hunky fantasy come to life. She wondered what had brought him by this evening.


A thrill of anticipation shimmied down her spine at the
possibilities that ran rampant through her mind.


Climbing off the sofa, she refreshed her beverage and poured
one for Finn. Leaving the cocktails on the smoky glass-top of the wet bar, she
strolled to the foyer, just as she heard the elevator ding. She unhooked the
security chain and pulled the door open just enough to peek up and down the
hallway to ensure her neighbors weren’t out and about. Seeing only Finn, she
yanked the door open and filled the doorway with her nearly naked body as she
propped a hip against the frame.


Finn drew up short, staring at her, a wicked grin on his
perfectly sculpted face and lust flashing in his melted-chocolate brown eyes.


“Jesus,” he said. “You could give a grown man wet dreams.”


She smiled. “How sweet of you to say.”


“Do you always answer the door in your underwear and high
heels?”


“When my air conditioner is on the fritz in the dead of
summer…yes.”


Finn whistled under his breath. “You look gorgeous, as
always.” He gave her a kiss on both cheeks, then took her in from head to toe
one more time, making her breath catch and her clit tingle. Finn had a way of
devouring her with his eyes that made her want to strip down to nothing and let
him feast on her.


“Looks like my timing is perfect,” he said. “I come bearing
a gift you’re going to want.”


“Please,” she said in a teasing voice as she crossed her
arms over her chest. “Dicks are a dime a dozen in this town. And it’s too hot
to fuck anyway.”


He chuckled. “You may change your mind about that when you
see what I brought for you.”


She’d noticed he pulled an enormous cooler-on-wheels behind
him. Her attention shifted to it.


“They let you into the elevator with that monstrosity?”


“The appropriate question is, how the hell did it fit?”


She stepped out of the way, pulling the door fully open so
Finn and his traveling ice chest could enter the condo.


“Whatever you’ve got in mind,” she said as she closed the
door behind him and followed him into the living room, “must involve something
that’s going to cool us off.”


Finn shot another sexy, wicked grin over his shoulder. “Or
steam the place up.” He winked at her.


Yvette felt that familiar flash of heat and desire Finn
sparked so easily. He was sexy in an edgy way that suggested he knew how to
fuck a girl until she was fully sated. Yet could instantly have her begging for
more, because she really couldn’t get enough of him. He had obsidian-colored
hair that was always a bit tousled, like he ran his hands through it in
contemplation while he worked. Or he’d just tumbled out of bed after a quick
romp. His eyes were warm and inviting. His smile was wickedly delicious. And
his body…. Tall, muscular and downright tempting!


They had yet to do the dirty deed, despite years of
flirting. Both she and Finn were workaholics, with little time for romance and
dating. Finn was consumed by his art, which included traditional paintings on
canvas, as well as amazingly creative body art on nude models.


His human murals were on display once a month at Body Scenes,
an exclusive nightclub and high-end art gallery that was strictly
invitation-only. Yvette had taken her newly divorced friend, Annabelle, to one
of Finn’s showings at the beginning of the summer. Finn had been minus a female
model for one of his masterpieces and Annabelle had agreed to let Finn paint
her. It’d been an erotic mural. Three men and one woman. Cocks filling
Annabelle in an arousing way that had made Yvette a tad disappointed she hadn’t
been in her friend’s place.


But Yvette had yet to acquiesce to Finn’s dozens of requests
to let him paint her. She’d been waiting for that one special idea, that flash
of inspiration that would capture her in a unique way. For Yvette, body paint
wasn’t it.


Not that she didn’t find the pieces brilliant. She just
wanted something different. Something that portrayed her true spirit, the
essence of who she really was. Perhaps it was an intentional challenge she’d
issued for Finn.


As she watched him now, moving with stealthy fluidity that
screamed cocksure arrogance and bad-boy wickedness, anticipation of exciting
things to come—hopefully her!—zinged through her. He dragged her coffee table
farther away from the sofa and carefully placed his shoulder bag on it. Quickly
removing two cameras, he outfitted both of them, then played around with the
lighting in the room before using the digital single lens reflex camera to take
several test shots.


Yvette’s curiosity mounted. What was he up to?


Finally, he grabbed her by the hand and directed her to the
sofa, where she sat still while he took more test shots with the DSLR. When he
stepped back and viewed the shots on the miniature screen on the camera, he
nodded, then shook his head, then nodded again.


Yvette said, “If you tell me I look like a whale on film,
I’m going to kick your sorry ass right out of my condo.”


He lifted his gaze and grinned. “Live solely off fast food
for a year and then you might have a problem.” He eyed her body in a slow,
appreciative way, his eyes lingering on her breasts, the tops of which spilled
out of her demi bra. “Trust me, you’re a knockout, doll. The problem is the
lighting. Not exactly optimal, but this photo shoot is just so you don’t have
to pose for hours on end.”


“That’s good news. You know I have the attention span of a
gnat. Plus, I’ve got three columns and six blogs due this week.” She’d carved
out a nice little niche for herself both in print and on the Internet as an
avant-garde art and food expert. Another reason she and Finn had likely never
hooked up. She was too busy playing Queen of the Mountain, with an endless
stream of competition trying to knock her off the top.


“Despite the lighting, this room will do nicely,” he
commented as he eyed the sofa with the cream-colored sheet draped sloppily over
it, creating ripples of satin amidst a sea of purple velvet. “Your setup is
perfect.”


“Just trying to chill out,” she said. Dying to know what was
in the ice chest, she added, “What, exactly, do you have in mind for this
evening and what makes you think I’m going to go along with it?”


Finn set aside his camera. He plunged his hands in the front
pockets of his black-as-night jeans and gave her a coy smile, his dark brows
lifting suggestively. “Because you like being naughty.”


Her teeth clamped down on her lower lip as excitement shot
through her again. Her nipples were already hard. They seemed to get harder.
Tightening in an almost unbearable way. Drawing her attention to them, along
with their need to be rolled between his fingers and thumbs. Suckled in his
mouth. Flicked by his tongue. Scraped gently by his teeth.


A prickle of arousal danced along her clit as she lifted her
gaze and asked, “You really think you know what I like?”


“Oh yeah.” He kept his hands in his pockets. Didn’t move an
inch. Just eyed her with a sinfully hot look that made her pulse jump. “I was
sitting at home the other day, trying to sketch out a new body art mural, but
all I could think about was you. Sweaty and slick from this ridiculous heat
wave we’re having. And then it hit me. The perfect thing to cool you down while
heating up my canvases.”


She squirmed a little on the plump cushion, her arousal
making her a bit uncomfortable. In a good way, of course. Anticipation mingled
with a need that had been burning bright for years, since the first day she’d
met Finn Griffith. Would it finally be sated tonight?


Yvette said, “If this involves putting my clothes back on,
you can forget it.”


He laughed. “No, doll. I need you just like that.”


“Hmm. Fortuitous.”


“You said it. Now here’s what I’m thinking. Four scenes—I’ve
already figured out the poses for each one. I know you used to model so this
should be a breeze for you.”


“It’s been awhile, Finn,” she said, not exactly thrilled to
admit she was thirty-one, not twenty-one. Even if she was only admitting it to
herself.


He scoffed. “I’ve watched you in the club, Yvette. You’re a
natural. You probably pose in your sleep.”


She couldn’t argue with that one. It was likely true. “So
what’s in it for me? You get a model and more artwork to sell at Body Scenes.
What do I get out of this?” She knew exactly what she wanted and wouldn’t
settle for anything less. Not tonight.


She wanted Finn. Finally stripping down with her. Touching
her naked body with his mouth and hands. Sliding his thick cock into her wet
cunt, thrusting deep, fucking her hard.


It was all she could do to keep from begging for it.


She’d only been teasing when she’d claimed dicks were a dime
a dozen in this town. In her opinion, there weren’t any attached to such a
devilishly handsome man. And she no longer considered it too hot to fuck. She
had no qualms about steaming up the windows with Finn! Had to fan herself with
her hand, in fact, as her cheeks flushed at how badly she wanted it. Wanted him.


He said, “Given your current predicament, how about I put
you up at the Ritz Carlton ’til your cooler is fixed? You can turn the air on
so high, you’ll need to light a fire in the fireplace to take off the chill.
Unlimited champagne, strawberries and room service. Knock your socks off,
babe.”


A tempting offer. But Yvette could afford all of that on her
own. “Hardly incentive.”


Finn grinned. “I’ll be there with you.” His brows lifted
again as he said, “With a box of condoms.”


“Oh,” she said on a lusty sigh. “That’s a horse of a
different color.”


“Tired of us pussy-footing around,” he said, looking as
uncomfortable as she felt. All because of the sizzling chemistry they shared,
which they had yet to act upon. “I’ve become the poster child for blue balls
because of you.”


She made a soft tsking sound. “Poor Finn. We can’t
have that.”


Though, if there were such a phrase related to women being
all twisted in knots over not getting it, she’d be his poster counterpart.


“Plus,” Finn continued the negotiations, “I donate a portion
of the proceeds to the models’ favorite charities when the pieces sell. Ten
percent.”


“I support the homeless shelters,” Yvette told him.
“Twenty-five percent for the worthy cause.”


He laughed good-naturedly as he shook his head. “Highway
robbery.”


“You won’t have the paintings without me.”


“Fifteen percent.”


“Twenty,” she countered. “And that’s as low as I go. Take it
or leave it.”


His dark brown eyes glowed hypnotically as he said, “You
drive a hard bargain. Sold.”


“Well, I suppose I don’t have anything better to do in this
heat. So what do you want me to do?”


“Look sexy as hell.


“Oh is that all?”


He chuckled again. Then he bustled about, setting up his
workspace and his equipment. When he was ready, he took Yvette by the hand and
pulled her off the sofa, moving her out of his way. She went for her cocktail
as he spread out a sheet of plastic on her hardwood floor, in front of the
sofa. Then he pulled the satin down a ways, so it covered the small patch of
plastic.


“Are you planning on squirting oil all over my body?”


He just grinned at her over his shoulder as he worked. Then
he opened the ice chest and hefted a large block, encased in a plastic mold.
This piqued Yvette’s interest even more. The square was about three feet tall,
maybe two feet wide. Finn set it on the satin and plastic in front of the sofa
and removed the molds that conformed to each side, revealing a beautifully
sculpted, crystal-clear ice cube. Simple by all counts, but with smooth,
beveled edges and a perfect, round hole in the middle. The light Finn angled
toward it created a spectrum of color inside the cube, making it flash and
twinkle like a diamond.


Yvette set her glass down and returned to Finn’s side. “It’s
fantastic, Finn.”


“I had it made just for the occasion. I took a chance
stopping by today after I’d picked up all the ice sculptures I’d ordered. It’ll
start melting in a few minutes, but again, I just need the general visual so I
can create the painting.”


He turned to her, fluffing the thick mass of blond hair falling
over her shoulders and down her back in waves of plump curls. He mussed it a
bit, then grinned at her.


“Give me a hungry look,” he said, his deep voice low and
sexy. “Like you’re restless and in desperate need of me.”


Her eyelids dropped to half-mast. “That won’t be difficult
to do.” Leaning close to him, she said, “I am restless and in desperate
need of you.”


Hell, she’d wanted him for four years. And here he was, in
her condo when she was wearing next to nothing.


Fortuitous, indeed!


She was no longer cursing the heat and humidity. It’d helped
her to end up exactly where she wanted to be. Well, almost… “So, you want me to
look horny with come-hither eyes?”


He grinned at her. “I want you to look like you’ve got
something to give me and you think I want it.”


Her gaze connected with his, holding it steady. “Do
you want it?”









Chapter Two


 


Finn’s jaw tightened. He reached out to her, placing one
hand on her hip. The other slid around her neck to cup the back of her head. He
pulled her close to him and said, “You know I do.”


Her hands slid between them and she worked the buttons on his
shirt as she said, “Took you long enough to make a move on me.”


“Timing,” he muttered before his head dipped and his lips
brushed over hers. “It turned out to be perfect today. Especially because I
want the whole weekend with you. A quick fuck’s not going to be enough.”


“And here I was pissed off that my cooler was shot to shit.
Seems it chose the right time to crap out on me.”


“Sometimes, it all just falls into line.” As though done
with the small talk, his mouth pressed to hers. Yvette’s lips parted and his
tongue plunged inside, sweeping over hers, tangling with it, teasing it.
Teasing her. Oh what a wicked tongue it was! Yvette couldn’t wait to
feel it on her nipples and her clit.


Tugging the material of Finn’s white, button-down shirt from
the waist of his jeans helped her to spread the opening of the shirt wide, so
she could run her hands over his magnificent body. His hard pectoral muscles.
His rigid abdomen. His strong back. Her hands splayed across his shoulder
blades as she pressed her chest to his, loving the feel of his hot skin and
hard muscles against her breasts.


All the while, Finn continued his tongue tango, deepening
their kiss as though her hands on his body excited him even more.


When they finally came up for air, Finn groaned. “Christ, this
is painful.” He shifted from one booted foot to the other, as though to
alleviate the pressure between his legs.


“Getting a little snug behind that zipper?” she asked as she
ran the tip of her tongue over her upper lip. Tasting the minty flavor Finn left
behind, which mingled with her vodka to create a refreshing combination.


“I’ve been hard since I stepped into your elevator.” He
shook his head. “Hell, I’ve been hard since I met you.”


Grinning, she said, “Perhaps you should have waited to break
out the ice. It’s melting while we’re making out.”


“It’ll last a while longer.” That said, he dipped his head
again and kissed her passionately, conveying his desire for her. His need for
her.


Yvette melted faster than the ice under his heat and
intensity. Her body pressed tighter against his as the hand at her hip moved to
her ass. He cupped the lace-covered cheek, giving it a hard squeeze. His
erection pushed against her belly, making her wish she was as tall as him so
his cock would nestle between her legs. She wanted them naked so she could rub
her mound against the full length of him, feel the thick organ slide along her
wet pussy lips. Nudge her opening. Slip inside…


She moaned as her body went into sensory overload. She
wanted Finn in the worst way, but couldn’t stop kissing him to tell him. His
mouth on hers was electric!


The fingers that were twisted in her hair, which was damp at
the nape of her neck, slid over her throat and across her collarbone. His hand
swept lower and he palmed a breast as his kiss went on and on. He squeezed
roughly, causing fire to ignite in her belly. The pad of his thumb rubbed her
nipple even tighter. When he pinched it, Yvette tore her mouth from his.


“Oh God!”


His hands on her body felt even more sinfully delicious than
she’d imagined!


Her breath came in hard pulls, as did his. But Finn didn’t
let up. His hand eased down between her parted legs and he stroked her outer
lips through the thin material of her panties, the lace adding extra friction.
Making her crazy for him.


“Finn,” she whispered on a sharp rush of air.


As though accepting that one word as a plea for mercy, his
fingers swept aside the damp crotch of her panties and he stroked her bare
flesh, making her hotter. Wetter. When he targeted her swollen clit, massaging
it with skill and confidence, knowing exactly the rhythm that would get her
off, Yvette’s knees nearly knocked together.


Liquid fire seemed to flow through her veins. Her head fell
back on her shoulders as Finn’s mouth pressed to her neck, his lips and tongue
teasing her moist skin, his teeth nipping, his breath soothing the erotic
sting. All the while, his fingertips worked her into a sexual frenzy, pushing
her right to the edge. He eased one long finger deep into her wet pussy and she
let out another unchecked moan.


“Oh yes,” she whispered as the sensuous sensations built
inside her. The fire burned brighter, making her insides sizzle.


“God, you’re turning me on,” he said against her neck, his
voice low and strained. The heel of his hand rubbed her clit as he pushed a
second finger into her aching cunt. “You are so tight. So wet.”


“And so ready to come…”


He groaned. “Do it,” he whispered. “Come all over my
fingers.” His pace quickened. The hand on her ass kept her steady, pressed
against him. His tongue and teeth teased her throat as he working her a little
harder, a little faster.


Yvette’s hands grasped his thick biceps as she held onto
him. The sensations inside her swelled, expanding tight like a balloon with too
much internal pressure. It burst deep in her cunt, sending the erotic
sensations in every direction and making her cry out from the release of the
exquisite tension.


“Holy Christ!” She gasped for air. “Oh God, Finn!” Her inner
walls clenched tight around his fingers as she savored the glorious feelings
coursing through her body, riding the wave of sexual bliss. “Oh God, that is so
good.”


She stared up at the ceiling Finn had painted for her when
she’d first moved in. The abstract, jewel-toned mural made her smile, because
it was Finn’s artwork. His creative genius.


The release of years of sexual tension she’d never been able
to alleviate because it was all tied up around wanting Finn was miraculously
liberating. And having their first encounter here in her condo, in the living
room where he’d painted the ceiling, was perfect. Apropos. Right.


She sighed contently as his lips grazed hers again, before
settling over them. He kissed her, long and deep. Her arms slid around his
neck. He withdrew his fingers from her now-dripping cunt and pulled her into a
tight embrace.


When he finally dragged his mouth from hers, Yvette was
breathless.


“God, your body feels good against mine,” he said in that
low, strained tone that was so damn sexy. “And your pussy… Christ, Yvette.
You’re so fucking tight.”


She smiled. “Haven’t had much time to get around.” Nor had
there been much point to it, when Finn was the one who commanded her passion,
owned her desire.


Sure, she’d had substitute lovers, but they’d never
satisfied her. Had only left her wanting more.


Wanting Finn.


The orgasm he’d just given her was enough to take the edge
off. For all of two minutes. She wanted him more than before, now that she had
confirmation of how explosive they could be together.


Finn grinned at her and said, “That’s the look I want for
this first shot. That ‘I have something he wants’ look.”


Apparently, she did have something Finn wanted.


He stepped away from her, but grabbed her hand and led her
over to the huge cube of ice that was still fully intact. Just a bit watery on
the top, with trickles running down the sides.


“You don’t mind getting wet, do you, doll?”


“According to you—and because of you—I already am.” She
winked at him. He chuckled.


“Such a good sport.” He positioned her in front of the cube
and said, “Sit right in the middle of the block and spread your legs wide. I
want one on either side of the ice cube. Hands on your thighs. Chest high so I
get a great shot of those perfect breasts.” His gaze lingered on her chest for
a moment before he fluffed her curls again, making them spill over her
shoulders and down her back. The strands blew away from her face with the fan
pointed at her.


“This is going to be cold.” But she relished the idea,
because she was still burning up from Finn’s kisses and his hands on her body.
His skilled finger-fucking. The wicked taste of things to come.


She lowered herself down onto the ice sculpture, gasping at
the cold puddle of water she sat in, which instantly soaked her panties.


“Oh my,” she muttered. “Super frigid.”


“I’ll make it quick,” he said. “Spread your legs, babe.” He
started firing off shots. Her nipples were rock-hard from the cold, as well as
the way Finn mumbled complimentary things under his breath as he snapped shots
of her.


When he said, “Damn, you make me hard,” her toes curled in
her high heels.


She flashed him what she hoped was a sexy smile. Tossed her
head so her hair went flying over her shoulder. Tried to give him the look he
wanted.


Her ass was almost numb when he finally put the camera down
and reached for her, helping her off the melting block of ice, which he wrapped
in the mold and returned to the chest.


“Oh Jesus,” she said as the air from the fan made her butt
even colder.


Finn cupped her cheeks with his large hands to warm them,
massaging vigorously.


“That’s a nice little fringe benefit,” she said, excited all
over again to have Finn’s hands on her body.


He said, “I meant to cool you down, not give you pneumonia.”


“Think I’ll survive.” She wrapped her arms around his neck
and kissed him.


Finn backed her up against the sofa and directed her down
onto it as he broke their kiss. “Lie on your side,” he instructed. “Top leg
slightly bent. Hand supporting your head. This other arm… You’ll need to drape
it over your hip.” He positioned her just so.


But the hand lying against her hip didn’t stay there. She
reached for Finn, her fingers curling around the waistband of his jeans,
holding him in place.


She smiled up at him as her hand moved south, over the
erection that bulged behind the denim. Finn groaned, which egged her on. She
sat up and worked the button and zipper on his pants, then pushed the material
over his hips and down his legs, followed quickly by his briefs. Finn stripped
off his unbuttoned shirt, toed off his boots and divested himself of the pool
of clothing at his feet.


“Now there’s something to paint.” She whistled under her
breath as her pulse raced and everything inside her went tight and tingly.
“Good Lord, Finn. You put the statue of David to shame.”


He grinned at her. “No need to flatter me, babe.”


She licked her lips as her gaze slid over his hunky body,
landing on his big, beautiful cock. Fully erect and jutting upward, just
waiting for her mouth to close over it.


She wanted Finn inside her now more than ever!


“Not trying to flatter you,” she muttered. “Just thinking
out loud.”


Unable to resist temptation, her fingers wrapped around his
thick shaft, causing Finn’s hips to buck and a low grunt to fall from his lips.


“Oh this is so going to be worth the wait,” she said
as she leaned toward him, looking forward to taking him in her mouth and
bringing him the kind of intense pleasure he’d brought her.


Her tongue darted out to taste his slightly salty flesh.
Then it flicked over the head of his cock, teasing him. When she loosened her
grip on him and licked him from base to tip, he sucked in a sharp breath of
air. She smiled at the response she evoked. She licked him again, then swirled
her tongue around his head, tasting the pre-cum that pearled there.


Finn’s fingers threaded through her long hair and he lifted
the thick mass away from her face and off her shoulders. The blast of air
against her damp neck felt heavenly. But she didn’t bother thanking him
verbally. Instead, her lips closed around the head of his cock and she took him
deep in her mouth.


“Oh yeah,” he said in a tight voice. “That feels good,
babe.”


Her head bobbed up and down, her lips sliding along his
shaft. His hips jerked forward then back, fucking her mouth the way he would
her pussy when they eventually got around to it. The anticipation was
electrifying. As exciting as getting Finn off with her mouth.


She took him deeper and he groaned. “That’s it, babe. Suck
my cock.”


Her free hand cupped his balls, massaging them with a light
touch. His fingers twisted in her hair, pulling a little tighter than before,
but she barely noticed. His arousal escalated along with his breathing. She
could hear his sharp rasps, feel his legs tremble. Knew he was close to coming.


She released him from her mouth, her head dipped and her
tongue flicked over his sac before she lightly suckled his flesh.


“Yvette… Fuck.”


As she licked his balls, her hand worked his cock, pumping
up and down. Giving Yvette another idea.


She gave up her tight grip on him and reached for the clasp
at the front of her bra, unhooking it and stripping the flimsy material off
her, tossing it onto the pile of clothes on the floor. She scooted her butt to
the very edge of the sofa and leaned forward, pressing her breasts against him
so his cock was caught in the valley between the two mounds. Her skin was slick
from perspiration, providing amble lubrication.


“You’re going to make me come in no time flat,” he warned.


Her grin was a tight one. She didn’t care how quickly he
came. All she cared about was turning him on, making him as hot as he made her.


His cock slid along her wet skin, disappearing briefly
before reappearing between her plumped-up mounds. She toyed with the nipples as
Finn fucked her breasts, his low grunts making her wet between the legs, making
her cunt ache to be filled by him.


“Yvette,” he whispered her name in his sexy voice.


Her clit tingled. She wanted to rub it with her fingers, get
off along with him, but stayed the course. Focused solely on his pleasure as
his movements became a bit faster, a bit more forceful.


When the head of his cock thrust upward, she dropped her
chin to her chest and opened her mouth, sucking him briefly before he pulled
out. A strange hissing noise slipped from his lips, which made her smile again.


The next time his cock reappeared between her breasts, she
sucked him a bit longer, until he said, “Shit… I’m going to come.”


They stayed in the same position—with her breasts
surrounding his cock as she sucked it hard.


“Oh yeah. That’s it.” His body quaked as he came. “God,
Yvette!”


She didn’t release him, wanting to prolong his orgasm, make
it as powerful as possible. His cock jerked in her mouth, but she kept her lips
closed around his shaft until the trembling in his body eased and he backed
away.


Staring up at him, feeling particularly pleased with her
accomplishment, she said, “I guess for this next pose, you get the ‘I sucked
him good’ look.”


He laughed, though it was a bit strained. “You did. And yes,
that’s exactly how you look.”


Finn dragged his briefs back on, but didn’t bother with the
rest of his clothes. He raked a hand through his hair, making the tousled
strands messier.


Yvette shivered with excitement at how disoriented he looked
as he seemed to try to remember what the hell he was doing in her condo in the
first place. She watched as he picked up the DSLR, then set it back down on the
coffee table in lieu of his regular camera.


He turned back to face her and frowned. “What?”


She laughed. “What about the ice?”


“Ah fuck.” He returned the camera to the table and crossed
to the ice chest. He pulled out two cubes, much smaller than the last one, but
also in plastic molds. “Stop gloating and get back into position.”


“Yes sir.” But she liked how discombobulated he was. It was so
unlike Finn. He was usually cool and in control. At the moment, however, he
looked like finishing this photo shoot was the absolute last thing he had on
his mind. Fucking her being the first.


When she was settled on the sofa again, on her side, she
remembered she’d discarded her bra. “You want me topless?” she asked.


“I want you completely naked and in about twenty different
positions,” he said, that wicked glint returning to his chocolate-colored eyes.
“But for the photo, yeah, sure. Topless works.”


His gaze was on her breasts, confirming he liked the
impromptu change.


Draping a narrow, buff-colored piece of cloth along her
side, he then removed the two cubes from their frames and positioned them on
her body. One sitting upright in the dip of her waist, the hole in the center
facing forward. The other cube leaned at an angle against the first one. She had
to rest her arm against her hip to keep them from sliding off her body, as they
instantly started to melt because her skin was hotter than the freakin’ sun.
Finn’s doing. The cloth protecting her from the “burn” of the ice was soaked
within seconds, which felt good against her blazing flesh.


She propped her head up with the other hand and winked at
him. He started snapping shots. She gave him a few more sexy looks before the
leaning cube slid away and landed on the sofa.


“Got enough to work with?” she asked.


“Enough to fantasize about from here to eternity,” he
mumbled.


Yvette laughed. “This was your idea, remember?”


He put his camera down, lifted both the cubes and tossed
them into the ice chest. Returning to her side, he sank a knee onto the cushion
and rubbed the water that had pooled in the dip of her waist over her hips and
stomach. Sweeping his hands upward, he coated her breasts with the cold water
as she shifted onto her back.


“That feels wonderful,” she said. Her nipples had never been
so hard for so long, and Finn’s palms gliding over them made her painfully
aware of how much she wanted him.


How much more she wanted from him.


“Do you have any idea how fucking hot you are?” he asked.


“Melted the ice right off my body.”


He grinned. “Wasn’t talking about the temperature of your
skin, doll.”


She liked his little term of endearment. “Flattery will, of
course, get you everywhere with me.”


“And I still have places to go with you,” he told her as he
bent his head to hers and kissed her again. It was hot and sexy and she wished
it’d go on for days and days.


He eventually pulled away and climbed off the sofa.
Assessing her a moment, he said, “Roll onto your stomach.”


She did as he asked.


“Rest your head on your hands, but look at me. Legs bent at
the knees, feet in the air.”


“Deceptively innocent,” she said.


“Right. Except for the come-fuck-me pumps you’re wearing and
the bra you’re not.”


He let out what could only be described as a growl. Low and
primal. It sent a thrill of excitement shimmying down Yvette’s spine.


“Such a naughty girl.” He snickered and moved toward her,
seemingly envisioning the next pose, debating on any adjustments he might make.


She watched him as his gaze slid over her like an intimate
caress. He didn’t seem to miss an inch of her. Took her in from head to toe
before saying, “I need a nice arch in your back. A distinctive curve.”


His knee sank onto the sofa cushion, just behind her legs,
still bent at a ninety-degree angle.


“Come up on your arms a little more and lift your hips.”


She did as he asked, effectively pushing her ass into the
air.


“Not too much, just…” He seemed to lose his train of thought
as he stared at her butt.


Yvette watched him over her shoulder. Loving the way his
dark eyes glowed seductively, as though sexy thoughts were running through his
mind. Not just the positioning he needed for this next shot, but what he
planned to do to her later. Or over the weekend. Or in the next few seconds.


He gripped her ankles and spread her legs apart. Then he
leaned over her and hooked his fingers in the elastic band of her lacy
boy-shorts. “Lift,” he said. She did, and he slid the panties over her ass and
down her legs. She worked with him to get the panties off her body, with her
legs still bent at the knees, her feet still dangling in the air.


And speaking of dangling… He hooked the panties on one
stiletto heel and smiled.


“Nice touch,” she said.


“Nice ass,” he replied as his gaze lingered on her bare
cheeks.


The heat roared through Yvette’s body once again. The
internal fire grew as Finn moved between her legs, positioning his body in the
vee created by her parted thighs. His hands gripped her waist and he lifted her
up a bit more, causing her ass to push against his crotch. He was hard again.


Yvette sighed. She was getting the hang of this four-scene
seduction. In each one, Finn’s ice sculptures got smaller as the number of them
multiplied and the amount of skin revealed increased.


From behind her, his hands moved back to her ass. He cupped
the cheeks and squeezed them, then bent down to take a playful nip at her
flesh.


She let out a tiny yelp, followed by, “Finn Griffith. You
bad boy.”


He grinned at her. “Yvette Samson. You naughty girl.”


She sighed happily. “Guilty as charged.”


His hand slid between her parted legs as he remained behind
her. He stroked her slick folds, making her moan. Then he rubbed her clit,
swollen and in need of his attention. But Yvette wanted more this time.


“Are you going to fuck me?” she asked over her shoulder.


His grin was positively wicked. “Yeah, babe. I am. But not
this time. We’ll never get through the last two poses if I put my cock in your
pussy. Your very wet, tight pussy,” he added as he pushed a finger deep inside
her.


“Finn!” Her excitement escalated as he stroked her quickly.
“You’re going to have to stop teasing me eventually.”


“You think this is easy for me?” He eyed her like a sailor
who’d been out to sea too long. “I want to fuck you. Hard and fast. Until you
come, screaming my name.”


“Oh.” She gasped for air. “So why are you still
wearing those briefs?”


Mischief danced in his dark eyes. “You helped take the edge
off so I can stay focused. Thanks for that, by the way.” He winked at her. Then
he said, “But I need to concentrate so the shots are in focus. Once I’m inside
you… I’m going to forget my own name.”


“You are so very wicked,” she said.


And obviously determined to get her off again. His hands
shifted, the finger in her cunt withdrawing as he cupped her bare cheeks again.
“I want the Cheshire Cat grin on this one,” he said of their next pose. “You
don’t happen to have a—”


“End table behind you,” she interjected in a breathless
tone.


Finn stared at her, surprised she knew the direction in
which his thoughts had traveled. It wasn’t such a big mystery, she thought. If
he wasn’t going to fuck her with his cock just yet…


He left her for a brief moment as he went to the round end
table and pulled the drawer open. Her goody drawer, containing a dildo,
lubricant and condoms. His gaze flashed to her. “Seriously? In the living
room?”


“Hey, I live alone,” she reminded her. “I can fuck myself
wherever I want.”


He chuckled. “You and I really need to spend more time
together.”


“So this is the last time I’ll need that thing?” she asked
as he took the dildo from the drawer.


“I plan on tossing it in the trash when I’m done.”


He got his grin, she was sure.






Chapter Three


 


He squirted a bit of the lubricant onto the head of the
rigid, crystal cock and then returned to the sofa, a lascivious look in his
beautiful eyes. Yvette’s stomach fluttered, and that prickly sensation along
her clit made her clamp down on her bottom lip. She’d never taken Finn for the
shy type. Had suspected he’d be adventurous and uninhibited in bed. He was
proving that in spades.


As he ran the tip of the toy along her lips—the swollen
flesh so slick from her arousal the lubricant wasn’t even necessary—she watched
him over her shoulder. His gaze was on her ass as he teased her lips, then her
clit. He nudged the opening of her pussy, pushing the head in a half-inch or so
and twisting it, turning it to the right, then to the left.


She knew what he was doing. Working her into a frenzy until
she begged for it. Begged him to fuck her with her own sex toy.


Two could play the game. She lifted her hips and ass
farther, coming up on her knees. She spread her legs as wide as possible, which
was actually quite a bit, given the depth of the gigantic sofa. The satin
material against her skin felt cool and sensual. The air from the fan blew on
her damp flesh. When she propped herself up on her forearms, the rush of air
against her breasts and nipples excited her even more.


Finn continued to use the head of the dildo to rub her outer
folds, then press just a hair into her pussy, then stroke her lips again.


Balancing herself on one arm, she reached behind her and grabbed
a bare cheek, pulling on it to spread herself wider for him.


“You know you want to fuck me with that.”


His gaze lifted from her ass to her face. He grinned.


Clearly he wanted her to beg.


“So do it,” she said. “Make me come.”


He pushed the tip of the dildo an inch inside her body,
twisted it again then pulled it out. “I have every intention of making you
come.”


The way he was toying with her made her hotter. He pushed
in, twisted and pulled out one more time, the teasing becoming erotic torture.


“For God’s sake, Finn.” She caved. The way he devoured her
with his eyes, the way he teased her with the fake cock. The way he promised
sexual bliss without saying a word was enough to make her give him exactly what
he wanted. So he’d give her exactly what she wanted. “Stop playing
around and fuck me already. You know I want it, Finn. Give it to me. Fuck me
hard and make me come. Please!”


He groaned. “That’s exactly what I want to do.”


The flash of heat and lust in his eyes told her he was
talking about fucking her with his cock, not the fake one. But he didn’t
remove his briefs. Didn’t put away the dildo. Instead, he eased it farther into
her wet cunt, then pulled it out, then eased it back in. A slow, steady rhythm
that made her breathing pick up.


“Oh yes,” she said, needing to have her pussy filled. “Fuck
me, Finn.”


The crystal cock stroked her inner walls, going deeper each
time he slid it almost out before pushing it back in. The pace was a sensual
one, heightening her arousal, making her even wetter.


But also making her want more.


“Faster, Finn.”


He shook his head. Continued the slow, steady rhythm he’d
set. Each time the dildo slid out, then plunged back in, her body jerked. Her
stomach quivered. Her breasts swayed.


Finn’s free hand rested on her ass and he moved it downward
so his thumb reached her anus. He rubbed the small hole, then pressed into it,
driving her even wilder.


Yet Yvette wanted more.


“Fuck me hard, Finn. Please.”


Her nipples grazed the soft satin below her as she rocked
her hips, meeting his strokes, but also trying to pick up the pace.


Finn did the crazy twisting thing again and she cried out
from the pleasure that rocketed through her body.


He groaned, as though he was as turned-on as she was. Proved
that was the case, actually, as the crystal cock thrust into her, a little
quicker this time.


She released her grip on her ass cheek, needing to steady
herself with both forearms on the sofa as Finn’s strong strokes rocked her
body. Her palms flattened against the cushion and her head dropped to the backs
of her hands as he fucked her.


“That’s it,” she whispered. “Faster.”


His tempo turned to double-time.


“Oh God, yes,” she muttered between low moans and endless
whimpering. The sensations mounted inside her, growing stronger and more
vibrant. She was wet and hot and dying for more. “Fuck my pussy, Finn. Make me
come.”


She grabbed the edge of the sofa cushion where it met the
arm, gripping it tight to keep her steady as she shifted her weight and freed
her other arm. That hand slid down her belly to her clit, which she rubbed
vigorously as Finn pumped the crystal rod in and out of her cunt.


“God, you’re making me so hard,” he said. He let out another
one of those sexy growls, which made her toes curl in her shoes.


“You’re making me crazy,” she shot back. “I’m so close…”


“You want more?”


“Yes!”


He put a little muscle behind his quick pace, working her
feverishly as he turned the long, full strokes into short, plunging ones that
kept her cunt filled. The head of the dildo rubbed her G-spot, sending her into
a sexual tizzy. She abandoned her clit-rubbing, in need of holding onto the arm
of the sofa to stabilize herself against the frantic onslaught.


“Oh God, Finn. That feels so good. Fuck my pussy. Oh God,
yes!” She came with a sharp cry as he hit all the right spots and the beautiful
sensations he evoked exploded inside her like a twenty-foot wave crashing onto
the shore. She could barely breathe, just clung to the arm of the couch like it
was a life-preserver, as wave after wave of sensation rippled through her.


She was barely cognizant of Finn withdrawing the dildo from
her body. Her eyes were closed, but she heard his bare feet on her hardwood
floor as he padded out of the room, likely heading toward the bathroom. Or the
trash, as he’d threatened earlier.


Maybe she should tell him she didn’t want him to toss her
toy. So he was planning on fucking her this weekend, but what about the next
weekend? And the weekend after that? She may need that dildo, after all.
Though, admittedly, she’d never get as much pleasure out of it as she’d just
gotten from Finn.


Holy Christ, he’d fucked her good.


When she heard him return to the room, she opened her eyes.
She still clung to the arm of the sofa, her head resting along the top.


Finn grinned at her over his shoulder as he returned the
dildo to the drawer. He must have washed it off for her. How sweet.


“Thank you,” she said, her voice a bit raspy. The
post-orgasm euphoria still coursed through her, keeping her aroused.


“Thought it might come in handy sometime,” he said with a
wink.


She relinquished her hold on the sofa and rolled onto her
back. She needed a shower. Maybe a nap. But her body still hummed with
excitement and anticipation. She still wanted Finn. On top of her. Beneath her.
Behind her. Inside her.


She groaned. “Jesus, Finn. You are the World Champion of
Foreplay.”


“What can I say?” He returned to the ice chest. “You inspire
me, doll.”


She grinned at him. “You have very sweet pillow talk.”


“Didn’t really take you for the type who’d like it.”


“Just seems right with you.” The thought made her stomach
flip. Maybe she was getting in over her head. Was this the real reason she and
Finn had never hooked up? Because they both knew it wasn’t going to be some
quick roll in the hay? A little groping and a fast fuck followed by a bullshit
line like, “Hey, that was great. We should do it again sometime.”


Everything was working out beautifully tonight and that had
to mean something. That they’d needed to be at the right place at the right
time with each other, not just geographically speaking. Also physically and
emotionally.


Were they finally on the same page with each other and
that’s why this was turning into one of the best nights of her life?


Because, admittedly, she was loving every single minute of
Finn’s visit. She wasn’t thinking about work or her deadlines. In fact, she was
perfectly happy to spend the entire weekend holed up at the Ritz with him. A
thought that would have made her panic had he brought it up a few weeks ago.
But lately, she had to admit, Finn had consumed her mind. She’d fantasized
about him. She’d taken every single one of his calls recently, no matter how
busy she’d been, instead of letting them go to voicemail, as she usually did
when she was up against a deadline.


Had their four years of flirting and wanting each other been
the real foreplay? A prelude to tonight—a night that had been worth
waiting for?


And she wasn’t just talking about the sex…


As Finn directed her back into the position she’d been in
before they’d gotten sidetracked, she wondered if he was as ensnared as she
was. Rolling onto her stomach and giving him the curved back he’d requested,
her feet in the air again, she wondered if Finn’s thoughts had run the way of
hers. Had he reached this same point, a little ahead of her, and had known it
was time to act on it?


Was that what all the calls and texts of late had been
about? Were his more-frequent-than-usual communiqués leading up to this moment?


She thought about what he’d said earlier, when he’d told her
he’d been trying to come up with a new body art mural, but hadn’t been able to
think of anything other than her.


Hmm….


It was a lot to consider and Yvette found that she hoped her
ruminations were dead-on. Because she was ready to start something with Finn.
To move past the friend stage and the super-flirty emails and the witty
exchanges at Body Scenes. She’d been dying for more tonight and it wasn’t just
sexual fulfillment. She wanted a relationship with Finn.


“You ready?” he asked as he retrieved three cubes from the
ice chest.


“Yeah,” she said, still a little surprised by her epiphany,
surprised she wasn’t just talking about the ice and continuing the photo shoot.
Though the former truly was a refreshing sensation on her hot body.


Finn placed the cloth along her spine, followed by two cubes.
He stacked the third one in the center of the two that formed the base. He
searched around for her panties, which she’d obviously kicked off the heel of
her shoe during that last wild ride she’d taken with Finn.


Locating them, he dangled the lacy material from her
stiletto and then went for his camera.


“What kind of a look do you want this time?” she asked.


“The exact one you’re giving me. Like you’ve just been
thoroughly fucked.”


She sighed as her gaze landed on the erection behind his
very sexy black briefs. “Not quite thoroughly.”


Finn groaned. “You’re making this so much harder than I
imagined.”


“The shoot or your cock?”


“Both.”


Yvette smiled. “Serves you right, the way you’ve been
teasing me all night.”


“Teasing you?” he said as he snapped a few shots. “I haven’t
left you high and dry, babe. You’ve gotten off twice already and I’m still not
done with you.”


Excitement shot through her at his words.


Finishing up, he tossed the three cubes by way of all the
others. Yvette rolled onto her back, not caring about the water that had
puddled on her skin. The moisture felt good combined with the satin sheet. She
ran a hand from her collarbone to her stomach, her fingers gliding along her
dewy flesh. Her nipples had to be setting some sort of world record for staying
so hard for so damn long.


“What’s next?” she asked Finn, her body tingling with
anticipation.


“Next,” he said as he stood beside the sofa. “I want you
just like that. Only rest your head on the arm of the couch so your hair falls
over it and down the side. I need you to bend the leg that’s along the back of
the sofa. I’ll figure out what to do with your arms later.”


He stared at her as she sprawled across the large sofa,
stretching her body out, then fanning her hair along the arm.


“Like this?” she asked.


He grunted. “Yeah, just like that. Except…” He took hold of
the leg closest to him and pulled her thighs wide open. His knee sank onto the
sofa cushion, again in the vee she created, and he leaned toward her. “You’re
just too fucking irresistible.”


His hands eased up her sides, then inward as he palmed her
breasts. He squeezed them, massaged them, played with the nipples. When he bent
his head to her and took one tight peak into his mouth, she let out a small
cry. Her fingers twisted in his thick, slightly damp hair as his tongue curled
around her nipple, then flicked it.


“Suck it, Finn. Suck my nipple.” He did, causing fire to
roar through her body. The ice be damned, she was nothing but a raging inferno
tonight! “Now the other one, Finn. Suck it hard.”


As he did as she asked, the pad of his thumb stroked over
the nipple he’d abandoned. The taut bud was slick and it slid between his
finger and thumb as he pinched it while suckling the other one.


Yvette writhed beneath him. She was unbearably hot, especially
with Finn’s body hovering above hers. She liked having him between her legs.
Wanted to feel the full weight of him on her, their bodies pressed together,
legs entwined.


But she didn’t protest when he shifted slightly away from
her, his mouth moving from her breasts to blaze a trail down her stomach to her
mound. His fingers parted her outer lips as his tongue targeted her clit.


“Finn.” She sighed. His mouth felt heavenly on her body. She
lifted her hips as he slid a hand around to her backside and cupped an ass
cheek while he went down on her. His tongue stroked her folds and flicked her
clit before he sucked gently on it, making her hips jerk upward, effectively
pressing her more firmly against his mouth.


He licked her pussy with quick strokes and occasional
suckling that had her barreling toward an orgasm faster than she could say
“make me come”. The words never made it out of her mouth.


Finn pushed a long finger into her cunt and she came. “Oh
God!” It was just as wonderful as her last two orgasms, but it had happened so
fast, it’d taken her by surprise.


Finn grinned up at her. “That didn’t take much effort.”


“Oh shut up.” She laughed. “Yes, you are extremely good at
eating pussy, okay? I shall never knock your prowess, but don’t expect me to
blog about it.” As if she’d advertise this man’s sexual skills. She wanted him
all to herself!


That thought did not alarm her the way she once thought it
might.


“I told you,” he said. “You inspire me.”


“Are you inspired enough to fuck me?”


The wicked glint in his chocolate-brown eyes gave her the
answer she sought.


He moved off the sofa and stripped off his briefs. He took a
long swig of vodka and dragged the back of a hand across his perspiring
forehead, then went for a condom in her goody drawer.


Finally!


Yvette was this close to jumping for joy.


He returned to the sofa, balancing himself on one knee
between her parted legs. His fingers wrapped around her calf and he lifted her
leg so it rested against his shoulder. With one foot firmly on the floor beside
the couch, he had the right leverage to lean over her, the head of his cock
pressing against the opening of her wet cunt.


Their gazes locked and she said, “No more teasing.”


His cock thrust into her and Yvette cried out.


Finn didn’t waste time with a slow rhythm. He pulled out
then thrust back into her with a quick, steady pace.


“Oh God!” Her head fell back against the arm of the sofa as
Finn leaned farther forward and planted his hand beside her head. He fucked her
with hard thrusts and quick strokes, causing her mind to go blank and her eyes
to close. “Oh yes,” she whispered. “Just like that.”


She hadn’t had to ask or instruct or beg. He’d known exactly
what she wanted and was giving it to her. His thick shaft felt huge inside her,
stretching her and hitting all the right spots. He fucked her hard, making her
whimper and moan and mumble things that weren’t even coherent.


“Goddamn, you feel good.” He groaned. “So fucking tight.
Jesus, Yvette.”


She wasn’t sure how he managed it, but he fucked her even
harder. Faster.


“Oh Finn!” She came again, her inner walls contracting,
clutching at the hard rod that pleasured her. The sensations were more intense
this time, because it was Finn inside her.


“Yes, babe,” he mumbled in her ear. “That’s right. Squeeze
me tight.”


She lost all control of her body as it responded innately to
Finn’s. Her hips lifted and she ground against him, while also milking his cock
with a squeeze-and-release motion that had him breathing heavy and her thinking
she was about to have another orgasm.


His hands shifted and slid under her ass. He came up on his
knee and hammered into her until she was screaming again as the erotic
sensations tore through her and he did make her come again. He kept fucking
her, giving her exactly what she’d wanted all along—more.


“I’m going to have to build up a tolerance,” he said before
another groan fell from his lips. “Your pussy feels so good. Christ, you’re
going to make me come.”


She rocked her hips against him, keeping up with his frantic
pace as her cunt clutched him tight. When that first tremor rocked his body,
she squeezed him even tighter.


“Oh fuck. Yvette!”


He was close, she could feel it.


“Come inside me, Finn. Fuck me harder and come inside me.”
It was a wonder she could get the words out because she was having trouble
breathing. Her heavy panting filled the room, along with Finn’s grunts of
pleasure. She used her hips and cunt to get him a little more worked up.


When his body started to shake, she said, “Yes, Finn, that’s
it. Fuck my pussy until you come. Come inside me.” She felt her own orgasm
build again. The prickly sensation, the taunting pressure, the exquisite
tension. “God, Finn. You’re going to make me come again.”


“Ah shit!” He thrust deep into her and she felt his cock
pulse and throb as he climaxed, his body convulsing all around her.


He pushed a little deeper and it was Yvette’s undoing.
“Yes!” She cried out. “Oh Finn! Yes!” Her hands gripped his shoulders and they
both rode the waves of ecstasy. Her inner walls constricted around his cock,
holding him inside her body. Her hips rolled and rocked, stealing every ounce
of pleasure his body gave hers.


Finn didn’t collapse on top of her, but he was close enough
that he could kiss her. His mouth pressed to hers for the briefest of moments
before their lips parted and his tongue delved inside, kissing her
passionately, hungrily. As though he couldn’t quite get enough of her. She
prayed that was the case, because she clearly couldn’t get enough of him!


When they finally came up for air and her orgasm ebbed, she
said, “Now I’ve been thoroughly fucked.”


Finn groaned. “I didn’t even make it past the first
position.”


She smiled, unable to resist gloating. “We have all weekend
to appease your creative mind.”


“And suddenly overactive libido?”


“Guess we’ve got the right chemistry.”


He nodded. “Explosive chemistry. Jesus… I could fuck you all
night. Just need a breather in between.”


“You won’t hear any complaints from me.” This time, she
kissed him.


When they were both a bit steadier, Finn climbed off the
sofa, tidying himself up before configuring his last shot. Yvette didn’t have
to move an inch. Her leg was still bent at the knee alongside the back of the
sofa, the heel of her shoe resting in between the cushions so it didn’t poke
through the material.


Finn stacked four ice cubes—smaller than the others, but
still bigger than regular cubes—on her bent knee. One on top of the other,
though the second and fourth ones were turned at an angle for a more arty
effect.


As he snapped the photos, she asked, “Why’d you choose four
poses, stopping at four ice cubes? What’s the significance of that number?”


He set the camera aside and told her, “We met four years ago
today. In Central Park. You were wearing a turquoise-colored dress that did the
most amazing things for your body. Jesus, those legs…” He shook his head as he
whistled under his breath. “You were licking an ice cream cone that was melting
fast in the heat. All I could think about was how incredible that tongue would
feel on my cock. And I was right.”


She sat up, making the carefully balanced ice cubes topple
over. Staring at him, a bit dumbfounded, she said, “Finn Griffith. You hopeless
romantic.”


He laughed. “Hardly! I wanted to fuck your brains out. But,”
he said with a sigh, “the timing always seemed to be off between us. And then
this week, I just… I don’t know. I woke up a couple of days ago and it hit me. Four
years. And I’d yet to make a move on you. I couldn’t let another four days
go by let alone four more years.”


Yvette stood, albeit on shaky legs because her knees had
gone weak at Finn’s admission. Her high heels didn’t help either. She ran a
hand over his shoulder and down his arm. Her fingers twined with his as she
said, “You’re right. Sometimes it all just falls in line.”


She smiled up at him. He smiled back.


“I do adore you,” she told him.


“Right back at you,” he said with a wink. Then added, “Now
pack a bag, doll. “Let’s go get it on at the Ritz.”
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