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Chapter 1



~ Week 1: Janelle - The Mansion ~



What in the hell am I doing here? Janelle asked herself for at least the hundredth time since she arrived in Los Angeles from her hometown of Bangor, Maine. Oh right, I have no money and the two hundred grand could help finish putting me through law school if I win... If...
That was the big problem.

Janelle looked around at the other five women who were sharing the limousine with her. She had yet to get to learn all of their names, but the busty blonde sitting across from her was named Bambi and ironically enough, she was a porn star. Janelle seriously doubted she'd be able to say that woman's name without smirking.

Sitting to the left of her was a slim, red-haired, high school teacher named Sandy. Something about Sandy gave Janelle an uneasy feeling. She seemed rather testy and too high-strung for Janelle's tastes. Sandy already made a number of quips at the porn star and they'd only been together in the limo driving for ten minutes.

The truth was, none of the other girls seemed overly friendly. Perhaps the fact that it was a game, made everyone seem very guarded and secretly competitive. They were all there for one reason and one reason alone - to win the two hundred grand. The premise of the game was to put six single women and men into a mansion and record their interactions for the span of a month to be aired for the world to see. There were two goals and two prizes to be won. The first was to be the fan favourite and be the last man... or woman standing after five rounds of eliminations. 

But there was a second goal and it was to see a romantic relationship develop between the singles. The audience would vote on both the single and then the couple they liked the most. While the single would win two hundred grand, the winning couple would also win two hundred thousand, to be split between them, and added to that the winning couple would be given a house to be shared in one of their hometowns. 

Janelle looked down at her dress. A black mini-dress that was too short in the skirt and the neckline dipped way too low for Janelle's liking. She was a jeans and t-shirts kind of girl, always had been. Flaunting her body never appealed to her, but the producers stressed they wanted the women dressed provocatively. 

My God, what am I doing here? Running a hand through her long, dark hair Janelle sat up straighter in her seat as she saw the massive mansion that she would have to call home for the next month come into view.

A series of ohhh's and awww's sounded from the women in the limo, Janelle being one of them. The house was simply magnificent, no doubt about it. Janelle's mind jumped back to her apartment in Bangor. It was a tiny studio apartment barely large enough for one person. If nothing else, she'd be living in luxury for a month.

The limo came to a halt and a doorman stepped up to the car and opened the back door. Janelle tried to remember the procedure upon exiting the vehicle, while attempting to calm her rattled nerves.

Bambi was the first to exit the limo. She walked up to the faint X marked on the pathway, flipped her blonde hair over her shoulder and smiled at the camera.

"I'm Bambi. I'm a porn star and here looking for a man with a big heart, not just a big cock."

"Cut! Redo" The director came running out of the house with a scowl on his face.

"Oh! I'm sorry." Bambi giggled and placed a hand over her mouth, giving the director a flirty smile. "We can't say cock, can we?"

Janelle rolled her eyes. You have got to me kidding me.

Bambi redid her introduction and entered the mansion, putting a seductive swing in her hips as she walked. The remaining girls exited the limo, one by one, until it was Janelle's turn.

Taking a deep breath in, Janelle slid from the limo paying close attention to how high the skirt of her dress was getting on her thighs and tugging it back down. Her lack of experience wearing heels made every step a struggle as she tried her best to walk gracefully. However each tentative step, made what she was doing seem like a losing battle. She made a mental note to practice when she had some alone time.

Raking a shaky hand through her hair, Janelle smiled at the camera and got an incredible urge to vomit. She was not an attention hound. She hated getting her picture taken and yet here she was her every action being recorded. Closing her eyes tightly, Janelle took a deep breath and exhaled slowly, giving herself a moment to calm her shaky nerves before she spoke.

"Hi, I'm Janelle. I'm a law student and am hoping to find the man of my dreams on this incredible journey." She smiled a little wider, more in relief that it was almost over than for the benefit of the camera and scampered off and into the mansion.

Step one complete. It'll get easier.... 





*****





"Hey boys, here they come!"

Mason looked over at Jamie, one of the other men in the group who was standing at the front window watching the limo pull up and the girls exit the car.

"Oh hey! Look at the big tits on that blonde." Terrance, the accountant added going over to the window and joining Jamie in gawking at the girls.

Mason gave his head a little shake. What in the hell was he thinking, agreeing to be on such as show. His sister had signed him up, thinking it would be a fun opportunity for her big brother. She'd been nagging at him for the past year that if he remained married to his job he'd never find himself a good woman and settle down. Mason really didn't feel being twenty-nine and not married was such a big deal. Sure, he wanted to find someone and settle down, but on his own time. Looking at his surroundings, which was loaded with cameras pointing at them from all directions he highly doubted here would be the place he'd find true love.

"Miss Bambi Adams," the butler announced as the blonde with the 'big tits' strutted into the room. While the other five men rushed to Bambi to introduce themselves, Mason took his time standing and strolling over to the group surrounding Bambi.

Once the other five finished their greetings Mason took his turn. "Hey Bambi," he thrust his hand out to her, "I'm Mason."

She licked her lower lip provocatively drawing his eyes to her red glossed lips. "Wow, look at you." She ignored his extended hand and slipped her arms around his neck, pulling herself tight to him. Her breasts, which he guessed to be a solid E, crushed up against the hard wall of his chest as she pressed herself closer to him. 

Mason could feel his face flushing slightly, but he gave her a smile in response.

Her lips grazed his neck as she stretched up along him and whispered in his ear. "I'm Bambi. I look forward to getting to know you much better Mason."

"Ummm. Yeah. For sure." Feeling slightly awkward, he backed away from her and gave her a nod and another smile.

The next woman to enter was a redhead, named Sandy. The third was a short, curvy woman with long golden ringlets, named Virginia. Forth came Sylvia, a brunette with sapphire blue eyes. Fifth was Nadine, a tall, leggy and incredibly stunning Latino woman.

The final woman was the one that caught his attention. She seemed a little more reserved than the others - and extremely nervous. She ran her hand through her long dark hair, and her dark eyes caught his. Something passed between them. He had no idea what it was, but he immediately felt an attraction towards her.

As with the other women, he allowed the other men to say their 'hello's' before stepping forward. He hesitated a moment; with the other women he extended his hand with a handshake, but in this case, he wanted to feel her body against his, if even just briefly.

He gave her a friendly smile, "I'm Mason." Snaking a hand around her waist he gently pulled her close to him.

She fell into him, allowing her body to melt against his. "Janelle," she replied with little more than a whisper, slipping her arms around his neck and holding tight to him.

He breathed in and the sweet smell of strawberries drifted up to his nose. So nice. Her body was also nice, soft and tender against his. There was nothing he hated more - physically speaking - than a stick thin girl. This girl had nice soft curves. He loved it and getting to know her better was definitely on the top of his list.

He held her longer than he knew was necessary and longer than he had any of the others, but she felt so good and so right in his arms. It was hard to let her go. With reluctance he slowly released her, and was delighted to see that his reluctance was mirrored in her dark eyes.

Maybe his sister was right, maybe this would be the place where he'd find "the one." Even if he didn't, winning that two hundred grand would certainly be a help, not only to him, but his family. The past year had been financially straining on both his mother and his sister. 

With his father passing away eight months ago, his mother was left with only their small retirement savings and pension which he estimated would last five years at most. His sister, who was a single mother, had just recently lost her job and was trying to pay their bills and take care of the kids on a casual waitress salary - the only job she could find in a pinch. She managed her monthly bills, but it was tight, and her other bills were falling behind. Mason did his best to help the two women of his life as best he could financially, but there was a limit to what he could do on his NYPD salary - even with all the overtime he was putting in.

Mason's hope over the month long process he was about to embark on spiked. Maybe this would just work out. Maybe.





****





After an hour long cocktail party, where Janelle spent the majority of her time sitting alone and sizing up the others in attendance, Grant, the host of the show, entered the main room and recited the rules of the game. While the host went through the rules with the contestants, Janelle had a hard time keeping her eyes off of Mason and focusing on the host. She knew the rules anyhow; she'd been briefed and given a guide before the show to study. 

Not only had the guide included information on the rules and regulations governing the show and its contestants, it also contained hints and tips on how to look better on camera and tips on "television worthy" conduct. The jest of it was that the more scandal the better and she had a feeling that the majority of women in the room thrived on drama and scandal.

"Now, let's get started with the first game of the month."

Hearing mention of the game pulled Janelle's attention from Mason to the host. Like Janelle, the rest of the contestants suspended their hushed conversations and directed their full attention on Grant.

"Well, one of the most important parts of a relationship is learning to pay attention and really listen to what your partner has to say." The host gave the participants a smile and continued. "During the past hour of the cocktail party, the producers were making notes of the conversations and have made up a list of questions based on what was said to see how much you were paying attention to each other and what was said."

A wave of soft curses resounded throughout the contestants. Janelle could see why, most were so interested in flirting and presenting themselves well that the majority of what was said in the conversations were lost. A sliver of hope sprang up in Janelle. She'd been paying close attention to them all and was fairly confident.

Walking over to a black bowl that Janelle hadn't noticed before, Grant picked it up walked over to the contestants. "One by one, each of you will pick out a random question and answer it. If you're right you go onto round two of questions; if you're wrong, then you've lost this game. We ready?"

A roar of yes, sounded throughout the group. As luck would have it, Janelle, was the first chosen to pick a random question from the bowl.

"Read the question out loud please Janelle," the host prompted. 

Looking down at the card she read. "Which city does Mason hail from?" Janelle smiled and her eyes caught Mason's. "New York City."

Silence for the span of three seconds. 

"Correct!" Grant announced. "We're off to a great start. Next." 

Grant went from person to person. Most of the contestants failed to answer the question correctly, so the second round consisted of Janelle, Mason, the leggy Latino Nadine, and a tall, well-built black accountant by the name of Terrance.

Several more rounds took place until only Janelle and Mason remained.

"I'm going to win this," Janelle teased.

Mason gave her a wink that sent her pulse racing. "We'll see."

"We ready?" Grant asked. 

Both nodded.

"Alright, Mason. What is Janelle's occupation?"

"She's a law student." His reply came fast and without hesitation, impressing Janelle.

"Right.
Alright, Janelle. How many sisters does Mason have?'

Janelle cringed. She heard him mention one. Apparently his sister was the reason why he was there. She couldn't recall him mentioning any other sisters. Taking a deep breath in she slowly released it trying to ignore the cameras pointed in her face. She prayed she'd get used to the cameras - sooner rather than later.

"One," she finally answered.

Silence, for the span of a few seconds.


"Correct! Back to Mason."

Her eyes locked with Mason's and they shared another smile. "Alright, Mason. How old is Janelle?"

Mason's smile faded slightly and indecision flashed in his eyes. "Shit," he whispered under his breath and Janelle knew she'd just won. "Twenty-one."

Silence, for the span of several seconds.

"Sorry Mason. That's incorrect. Janelle is twenty-three." Grant turned to Janelle. "You, my dear, are the nights' winner. So, to your prize. You get to pick the man of your choice and you and he will go on the first fantasy date of the competition."

A number of groans sounded throughout the group. Fantasy dates were a two to three day adventure to fun and exotic locations. They were one of the several perks to the competition. Not only were they perks, but the couple on private dates got more opportunity to get to know each other in a romantic situation, while receiving more air time so the audience would get to know them, and hopefully, make them fan favourites.

Excitement rushed through Janelle, there was no doubt who she was taking. She looked over at Mason. He was sexy-as-sin. Tall, well-built, with short dark hair and piercing grey eyes. Easily one of the hottest men she'd ever met - ever.

Trying to sound nonchalant she grinned over at Mason. "I think it would only be fair to take the runner-up." 

Mason chuckled and gave her an appreciative smile. "Appreciate it."

Turning towards the camera, Grant pasted on what Janelle was dubbing his camera smile. "Well, I can't wait, and I'm sure neither can our viewers, to see how you two make out on your private fantasy date in Miami, Fl."

Excitement rushed through Janelle. She'd always wanted to go to Miami, but just hadn't had the chance to as of yet. Now she was going with the hottest man she'd even seen. Life couldn't get any better than this. 










Chapter 2





"You know, if it had been me that won, I would have taken you in a heartbeat."

Janelle smiled and felt a blush colouring her cheeks as she looked over at him as they walked along the beach, the sun lowering on the horizon as their backdrop. "What, you'd choose me over a porn star?" she teased, trying to cover her embarrassment over the comment.

Mason huffed and smirked making her giggle. "Bambi is not my type."

"Cause she does porn?"

Mason shook his head. "I can't say her doing porn thrills me, but it's the ego she has. I barely know her and can see that no one could ever love her more than she loves herself. I think the porn only amplified the already massive ego." 

Janelle laughed outright. She didn't have to ask him what he was talking about; she'd seen the vanity firsthand herself in the few short hours she'd been in the company of Bambi. 

She was amazed at how well they were getting along so far. During the flight, their conversation was free flowing, mostly due to the fact that there wasn't any camera's on the plane documenting every word said between them.

But the cameras were back. The cameramen following close on their heels. While Janelle was becoming slightly more comfortable in front of the cameras, she hated the fact that she found herself filtering everything she said while they were around, scared that something she didn't mean to say got said and it ended up being aired to the world.

"Hey Janelle-"

Janelle squealed as she stepped on a rather large rock in the sand, lost her footing and began to tumble to the ground. 

"Whoa, I got ya."

Just as she was about to hit the sand a strong arm swooped down, snaked itself around her waist and pulled her back up and into his arms.

Slipping her hands up his broad, well-toned chest she pressed her body against his, attempting to steady herself. The attraction she'd been feeling towards him amplified as the smell of his deep, musky cologne drifted to her nose. She inhaled deeply, closing her eyes and enjoying the feel of his arms securely around her.

She looked up into his grey eyes and her thoughts of the camera seemed to slip her mind. His eyes were so deep and intense. She saw her desire reflected in his eyes and it sent a shiver through her.

"Oh, I'm sorry. You're wearing that skimpy dress." Mason quickly took a step back and shrugged off the black leather bomber jacket that he was wearing and slipped it over her shoulders. "You must be freezing." Instead of removing his hands from her shoulders he kept them there, slowly running his hands up and down her upper arms, over the coat.

Janelle nodded, not wanting to admit the real reason for her trembling in his arms. "A little." She dipped her eyes to the sand between their feet, but the feel of his gaze peering down at her made her shift her eyes back up to meet his.

She subconsciously ran her tongue along her lower lip. "I do agree it's a bit short, not my usual style."

Mason's eyes lowered to her chest, where her breasts threatened to spill out of the bodice and then slowly back to meet her eyes. "I think it looks amazing."

Janelle could feel the heat rushing to her cheeks a second time. "I- ummm."

"Truthfully, I had a hard time keeping my eyes off of you. From the moment you walked into the manor."

Me too... The words didn't have a chance to leave her lips as he lowered his mouth to hers. His lips lowered slowly and brushed against hers - feather light. So lightly that she hardly believed that it was happening.

"Mason," his name escaped her lips as little more than a whisper. His hands slid back down to her waist and he pulled her tighter to him, her breasts crushing against his massive chest. His lips claimed hers with a little more passion and lit her body aflame.

She moaned softly, and he nipped at her lower lip. She pressed herself tighter against him, feeling his growing erection against her stomach. His tongue slipped past her lips and as this tongues touched for the first time she fisted the front of his black button down shirt as a shiver of desire rushed through her.

As their kiss deepened, she heard the rustling of movement. Someone walking towards them and she immediately remembered the camera crew that had been following them. She tensed. 

Feeling the change in her, Mason reluctantly withdrew.

"I'm sorry, I forgot..." she whispered as she buried her face against his chest.

With a sigh, Mason's stroked her hair and kissed the top of her head. "Yeah, I know."

She heard the regret in his voice which mirrored the feelings that were running through her.

"Come on. Let's finish our walk." Pulling back fully from her, he took her hand and they continued their walk in silence both lost in their respective thoughts.





*****



Mason opened a bottle of champagne and made his way over to the fireplace where Janelle was stretched out on the floor, on a grey shag rug, a knit blanket covering her naked legs. He was trying his best to ignore the cameras, but it was hard. Being a cop he was used to being watched. To his annoyance, when on the job, it seemed like every time he arrested someone, he did it with an audience of neighbours.

But this was different. As a cop it was part of the job. But when it came to something like this - meeting someone and trying to make a connection, the cameras felt like intruders. He longed for the time they had together on the plane, where it was just him and her.

She smiled softly as he approached and knelt down beside her on the rug. "Champagne, courtesy of the show," he announced, returning her smile and pouring her a glass.

"Thank you." She accepted the glass and graced him with another smile.

Pouring himself a glass, he stretched out fully beside her on the rug and she turned on her side to face him, her head braced on her hand. Mason glanced down to her lips and they reminded him of her kiss. Her lips were so soft, her mouth tasting of spearmint. His cock jerked in his jeans and he groaned inwardly.

"To finding the love of your life on this journey." He hoped that didn't come off as sounding corny.

"And living happily ever after," Janelle chimed in, clinking her class to his.

Their eyes locked as they both sipped from their glass. Damned cameras, he grumbled to himself. What would she do if he pushed her gently back and kissed her with all the fire and passion raging within him? Be responsive, but extremely embarrassed. While he found the camera annoying, he noticed that just when she began to loosen up she'd realize they were being watched and would become shy and embarrassed all over again. 

Janelle broke the silence. "So why did you become a cop?"

Mason let out a sigh of relief. Conversation. Good. It would get his mind off of his dick and how much he wanted to kiss her lush lips - at least he hoped it would.

"Well, the truth is that I didn't join the force for any overly interesting reason. My father was a cop. My grandfather was a cop..."

"Let me guess your great grandfather was a cop?" she teased, and laughed softly.

Laughing, he shook his head. "No smartass..."

Janelle's eyes went wide and she gasped; a grin still on her lips. 

He cocked a brow at her. "What?"

"You're not supposed to say ass on television."

Groaning, Mason rolled his eyes at her. "So I suppose saying, damn, shit and fuck would really get me in crap with the producers huh?"

Laughing, Janelle placed her glass of champagne above their heads and out of the way. She grabbed his glass from him and set it next to hers. Closing the distance between them and she leaned into him. "I hope not," she whispered, her eyes catching his and the longing within them reignited the desire he was trying so desperately to suppress.

The cameras were still at the back of his mind, but he didn't care at that point. Reaching out he grazed her cheek with the back of his hand and then raked his fingers through her long dark hair. The silken strands slowly slipped from his fingers highlighted by the fire raging in the background.

Moving his hand back to her cheek, he hooked his index finger under her chin and tilted her face upwards. Her glossed lips parted and he could see the longing in her eyes. Lowering his mouth to hers he kissed her softly.

She placed a hand on his chest, fisted his shirt and urged him closer. He leaned in further, kissing her with a little more passion. Janelle responded with a soft moan, her tongue sweeping across his lower lip.

The faint smell of her perfume teased his nose and drew him in. Fuck the cameras! He gently pushed her back and leaned over her. His tongue danced with hers and a surge of desire rushed through him. Placing a hand on her hip, his hand snaked its way under the blanket to her hip and the hem of her skirt.

"Mason, the cameras," she whispered in his ear, not quite loud enough for the camera to pick up and then buried her face against his neck.

He groaned inwardly. He knew meeting someone and developing a bond was going to be a hard process, but he never imagined he'd meet someone he wanted so badly.

"This is going to be a hard month or so," he whispered back.

"I know," she pulled back and looked up at him, regret reflected in her eyes. "How can you be so calm around them?"

Mason slid his hand back up to her hip, above the blanket. "I was on a show before."

"Show?
Really?"

"Yeah, not by choice, believe me. But it was one of those shows where a camera crew follows cops around and videotapes it. They followed me for close to a week. After a while I learned to ignore them."

"What do you mean, not by choice?"

Mason shrugged. "Well, my Captain got together with the producer and they decided I'd be ideal. So they asked - very strongly - that I do it. When I say asked strongly, I mean, I had no choice."

"Oh. And this time?"

"My sister. She thinks I'm getting to old to be single and dedicating my life to my job."

Janelle grinned, her smile lighting her whole face and the amusement gleamed in her eyes. "So she thought going on TV would be the best way."

Mason laughed. "As good as any I suppose. I can't say that finding someone the normal way has worked out all that well for me so far."

"Hmmm." Her eyes lowered to his chest for a moment and then shifted back up to meet his. "Maybe you're right. Maybe the show will exceed our expectations."

"Well, so far it seems promising."

Her face flushed and she averted her gaze. "But this is your first date."

Mason nodded. "I know." Sure he'd just met her, but he was the kind of guy that always followed his gut. Following his instincts had kept him alive through a number of very critical situations on the job and his instincts told him that he had found something very special with Janelle.






Chapter 3





"So!" The stunning Latino contestant, Nadine, burst into Janelle's bedroom and tossed herself on Janelle's bed with Bambi, Sandy, Virginia and Sylvia hot on her heels.

The girls are all here, Janelle mused, her body freezing.

Janelle sighed and shrugged as she turned from unpacking her suitcase - something she hadn't had a chance to do before she was whisked away to Miami with Mason.

Mason... The mere thought of him made a smile touch her lips. Only two days with Mason and already she was falling head over heels. Everything about him seemed so... Perfect. Sexy as sin, smart, sweet... Everything she'd ever dreamed to find in a man. And he really seemed to be into her as much as she was into him.

"Pfft. I seriously doubt much happened." A smirk touched Bambi's red painted lips. 

Janelle gritted her teeth, forcing herself to keep from mouthing off a colourful retort. "Maybe what happened isn't anyone's business." Crossing her arms over her chest, she kept her eyes focused on Bambi, ensuring Bambi got the hint that she actually meant she had no intention to sharing a thing with her.

The blonde's blue eyes narrowed at Janelle and she planted her hands on her hips. "No offense honey, but considering the competition, I doubt a little trip to Miami will give you the edge over the rest of us. Mason's a catch; several of us have eyes on him. I suggest you focus on someone else. I plan on going home with it all."

"Bambi, come on. That's-" Nadine gave Janelle a sympathetic smile. 

"It's true." Bambi's attention jumped from Janelle to Nadine and back again. "It's not that she's ugly."

Several gasps sounded amongst the girls.

Rage welled up within Janelle. She'd just spent two wonderful days in Miami with Mason and now she had to deal with bullshit from the wannabe porn queen. It was evident that the other girls had decided while she was gone that Mason was the catch of the group and she was the one not worthy of him.

She turned away from Bambi and continued to unpack her suitcase. "Well Bambi, not all of us have a liking for plastic surgery and boob jobs." As soon as the words came out of her mouth she regretted them, she didn't want to create enemies and saying mean things was not something she normally would do, but dammit, Bambi had been begging for it. 

Another round of gasps sounded throughout the women, followed by a tense silence. Janelle waited, trying to remain casual as she continued to unpack while waiting for the rebuttal that she suspected would come sharp, fast and painful. Perhaps a remark about the fact she wasn't one hundred pounds and tall like the rest of the girls. She braced herself for it.

Instead of the anticipated rebuttal insult, she heard Bambi huff behind her and storm off with several of the girls leaving with her. Letting out the breath she was holding she looked up and caught Nadine's dark eyes. Turning slowly she noticed that Nadine was the only one left in the room with her.

"Hmmmm, I guess Bambi has an entourage now?" 

Nadine grimaced. "I wouldn't say entourage exactly. But whenever there is action going on Bambi seems to be the center of it."

With the suitcase empty Janelle zipped it up and tucked it away in the closet. "I suppose she has all the men gaga over her huh?"

"She's been working it." Nadine gave Janelle a nod. "But she was pissed you won the first fantasy date. She seriously wanted that time with Mason."

"No doubt." Walking back over to the bed, Janelle sat cross-legged on the opposite end than Nadine.

A mischievous gleam overtook Nadine's eyes. "So...  How was it?"

Janelle eyed Nadine for a moment. Should she share? Nadine seemed genuine, but this was a game. Would she somehow find a way to use what she was told to hurt her? Clucking her tongue off the roof of her mouth Janelle decided she needed a friend in the house, and Nadine seemed to be the best bet. 

A wide smile spread across Janelle's face as her mind whizzed through the event of the past couple of days with Mason. "It was amazing!" she confessed and began to relay the two days worth of events to her newfound alliance. 





*****





"So how was your date with Janelle?" Bambi asked as she walked into the gym.

Mason froze in mid-lift, the dumbbells hoisted over chest. With a sigh, he lowered them, placed them on the rack and sat up straight on the bench. Grabbing a towel from the floor beside him, he swiped the perspiration from his face and neck and then focused his gaze on Bambi.

Bambi was wearing a pair of spandex shorts and sports bra that hugged her amble breasts. She strode across the gym and sat down on the bench next to Mason's, crossing one long shapely leg over the other. He could easily see why men were so attracted to her. She was a good looking woman, and was very comfortable with her body. Maybe a few years ago, he'd have been as infatuated with her as the other guys seemed to be. But, not now, especially not after his date with Janelle.

"It was good," he answered deciding to keep the details to himself.

"Oh." She placed her hands on the bench slightly behind her and leaned backwards slightly, her breasts pushing forward. "I was really hoping to have a date with you."

Ahhh fuck. Mason ran a hand through his damp hair. "There are tons of dates to come."

"Well-" Whatever she was about to say was cut off as the host of the show, Grant, came into the gym followed by a couple of camera men.

"Excellent, two of you are already here."

"What's going on?" Mason's brow furrowed as he looked at the host and then it came to him what was about to happen as he saw his housemates entering the gym. Another challenge. His spirits lifted slightly. That meant he had another chance to spend time with Janelle. He just had to win whatever it was that Grant had planned for them. 





*****





Another challenge already?
As had been instructed Janelle changed into her gym attire which consisted of jogging pants and a tank top and made her way to the wing of the house where she was told the gym was. She hadn't had a chance to investigate the gym as of yet, not like she'd have been all that inclined to anyhow. She rarely; correction, never went to the gym, the majority of her exercise was her nightly walks with her beagle, Rufus.

By the time she found the gym the rest of the contestants were already there waiting for her so they could start the challenge. Janelle's eyes scanned the gym. It was massive room which contained every possible piece of fitness equipment she could have imagined and some she didn't even know existed, and twelve treadmills lined up against the back wall.

"Alright folks, it's time for our next challenge," Grant announced addressing the twelve contestants, but keeping his eyes on the camera. Janelle rushed over to take a spot in line between Nadine and Mason.

"Hi," Mason whispered down to her.

"Hi back." Janelle gave him a smile as she met his gaze. "If the challenge is taking place here, then I doubt I'll be winning this one."

He chuckled and gave her a wink. "I think I may have us covered."

Janelle's eyes scanned his muscular body, bare-chested, wearing a pair of jogging pants. She had no doubt whatever physical activity he partook in, he'd do exceptionally well. She felt her face begin to flush as her mind re-enacted their time together and how tenderly his lips had claimed hers and how good his body had felt pressed against hers. 

"This challenge is our physical fitness challenge."

Janelle's mind was pulled from its fantasies and she focused her attention on Grant, dread filling her. She glanced back up at Mason, but his attention was focused on Grant. Would he take her if he won? He said 'us' covered, did that mean he was planning on picking her. She tended to think so and a surge of excitement rushed through her at the thought of spending more intimate time with him.

"Alright, I need everyone to pick a treadmill. Women on the machines on the left, men on the right." Grant motioned towards the line of treadmills against the wall and the group quickly made their way over to the machines. Once everyone was settled on the machines he continued. "Now, this is a physical stamina challenge. The last man... or woman... standing wins."

Oh dear God, Janelle groaned inwardly. I might as well opt out now, there's no way I'm winning this!

"The machines will start as soon as I press this button and will shut off once you give up and step off." Grant lifted his hand which contained a handheld buzzer. "We ready?"

A chorus of confirmations sounded and he pressed the buzzer starting the treadmills.

The treadmill jolted forward, Janelle stumbled and frantically grabbed onto the front bar to keep from toppling off the back. She glanced around her, hoping no one saw her stumble and was relieved that no one appeared to.

The treadmill was moving at a brisk pace, faster than she normally would have walked. With her shorter legs she found she needed to almost jog in order to keep up with the pace. Not good. She glanced over at the other women, none of which seemed to appear as frazzled as she was.

Looking over at the men she noticed they were going at a quicker pace than the women, but were also having less difficulty keeping up. She groaned inwardly as one of the cameramen zoomed in on her. Well, at least I haven't started to perspire yet. 

"Fifteen minutes in," Grant announced. 

Oh dear lord, only fifteen minutes! Janelle grabbed her water bottle and took a deep drink. It felt like she was living a nightmare, her legs were beginning to feel the burn. She vowed silently that as soon as the show was over she'd start to eat better and join a gym.

"Thirty minutes in!" Grant announced.

The pace seemed to get faster as time went on, though Janelle knew it was just her tiring and paining legs. She gripped tight to the bars on either side of her. She didn't want to be the first one to give up, but she was rapidly reaching the point where she'd have to decide to give up voluntarily or risk the embarrassment of falling off the back of the treadmill.

She looked over at Mason who didn't seem to be struggling in the least. Sensing her eyes on him he turned his head and his eyes met hers. I got this; he mouthed to her and gave her a wink.

Yes, he was going to win and pick her. Feeling a surge of relief Janelle stopped the machine and jumped off the back of the treadmill. "I'm out." she announced.

The contestants began to fall like dominoes after she gave up, as if they were waiting for the first person to give up so they could as well. By the time the hour mark hit the only two that remained was Mason and Bambi. Bambi's breasts bounced, threatening to spill from her ultra tight top most of the male eyes in the room were fixated with Bambi's boobs. Janelle growled inwardly, Bambi looked too damned good for exercising for so long. The sweat actually gleamed provocatively over her body. Eventually, Bambi gave up and Mason was declared the winner.

"Now, I want to congratulate Mason for being our last man standing with our stamina challenge." Grant slipped his arm around Mason's shoulders and turned to the camera. "But we have a little twist to this challenge."

Twist? Janelle didn't like the sound of a twist. She caught Mason's gaze and he shrugged.

"We've decided to do a little matchmaking for the fantasy date, which will take place in Rome, Italy. The couple going will be the last man standing and the last woman. So the congratulations also goes to Bambi. We hope you both will love your four day and night fantasy date."

Janelle felt sick to her stomach. Mason was going to have four days in Rome with Bimbo Bambi! Sure, they'd developed a bond with him in Miami, but what if he realized he liked Bambi more? She knew she couldn't think that way. She just had to wait it out and hope he came back to the mansion still wanting her. It was going to be a long four days sitting and waiting. Too long.






*****





Mason knocked on the door of Janelle's room and waited. He didn't have much time, he was supposed to be packing and had to be outside to catch the limo in fifteen minutes. He was excited about Rome, but not excited about Rome with Bambi. What in the name of God was he going to talk to her about? He gave his head a shake, he doubted he'd have to worry about finding topics of conversation; she seemed pretty comfortable with filling every second with talk about her.

The door flung open and Janelle peered up at him, bewildered. "What are you doing here? I thought the limo was going to pick you up and you had to get ready to catch a plane?"

Mason was speechless for a moment. She'd changed from her sweatpants and tank into a short terrycloth robe. She had a towel in her hand, apparently preparing to jump into the shower. He longed to tug the single tie holding the robe together to get a view of her curvy body under the robe. 

Giving his head a shake he tried to refocus back to the reason for his visit. "Yeah, I do." He pushed past her into the room and shut the door behind him.

"Then what are you doing here?"

"I wanted to see you. I wanted to make sure you knew that nothing will happen between me and Bambi. I promise you that much."

Janelle frowned, making him uneasy.

"What's wrong?"

She sighed. "Well, it's just that," she shrugged, "you might decide you like her... And that's okay. I mean... It's not like..."

Ahhh shit-fuck! If he were to be honest with himself, he wouldn't have been too pleased to see her going to Rome with one of the other guys in the house. "Come here."

Janelle gave him a soft smile and closed the distance between them, sliding her arms up his chest to lock her hands behind his neck. "I'm here."

"I don't have much time."

"I know."

He slid his hands around her waist and pulled her tight to him. Her soft, curvy body brushed against his and his cock jerked awake, beginning to rise in his jeans. "God, I wish it was you." He lowered his mouth to hers.

"Me too."

Not being able to hold himself back a moment longer his mouth claimed hers. She moaned and pressed her body tighter to his. She was so soft, so perfect. His tongue thrust between her lips in search of hers. He slowly backed her up until she was pressed against the wall, trapped between the wall and his hard body.

His lips left her mouth and began to trail their way down the side of her neck. She moaned a little louder and her hands slid to his shoulders and her fingers dug into him. When his mouth reached her collarbone, she arched her back, inviting his mouth lower.

His eyes slid down her chest to the low dipping V of the robe. One tug and he'd be able to touch her soft, silky flesh. Her body bucked against his, taunting him. Out of the corner of his eye he caught sight of the camera mounted in the corner of her room the green light lit, indicating it was recording the interactions within the room.

"Damn."

She opened her eyes and her gaze followed his to see the camera. "Damn," she echoed. 

"I got to go Janelle." He touched her cheek, and traced her lower lip with his thumb. "Don't worry. Okay?"

She nodded, looking a little more confident than she had when he arrived. "Okay."

His cock throbbed in his pants, demanding he stay and continue what they'd started. "I gotta go." He could hear the regret in his own voice as he lowered his lips to hers for one final chaste kiss before leaving.










Chapter 4





"Oh-my-God, you wouldn't believe what was just said about me on Twitter!" Bambi proclaimed lifting her eyes from the small screen of her phone and meeting his gaze across the small iron cafe table.

As predicted the past couple of days with Bambi had been a test of his patience and endurance for bullshit. Bambi put a good show on when the cameramen were in tow, but as soon as they were left alone, her complete focus was on her favourite topic - Bambi. Mason was seriously thinking the producers were going to have to rename the show from "The Game Of Love," to "All Bambi, All The Time."

"Mason? Did you hear me?"

Mason took another swig of his beer and nodded. "Sure, yeah. What's going on with Twitter?" If it wasn't for the fact he feared what it would do for his reputation when the show aired, he would have spent the past couple of days so damned wasted he would no longer care about her jabbering on and on about herself.

Of course he also had Janelle on his mind. What was she doing? Did they send out another couple on a private date? Did one of the other guys in the house make a move on her? Would she respond to their advances if they did? She wasn't his, and that was the whole point of the game - meet and get to know various people. God only knew what was going on at the house. A tinge of jealousy surged through him. He hated that he couldn't enjoy his time in Rome. The city was amazing, in every way, he just wished it was Janelle he was spending his time there with.

Bambi placed a hand on his hand. "Well, apparently I wasn't vocal enough in my latest movie."

"I couldn't imagine." The words left his mouth before he had a chance to filter them, but she didn't seem to catch the sarcasm in his tone. Mason lifted his glass to his lips and took another long drink from his glass of wine.

"Yeah, me either. It's not my fault the guys cock wasn't doing it for me."

"You're not supposed to have your cell phone are you?" he asked knowing the answer.

She shrugged. "Our babysitters are gone, so who's going to tell them?"

Mason's mouthful of beer came spewing from his mouth and across the table, as he was overtaken by a series of coughs. There's no way he heard what she said right. No way.

"Oh-my-God Mason, are you okay." She grabbed her napkin and thrust it out to him.

Recovering, Mason nodded and began to wipe the beer off his clothing as best as possible. "Yeah." He was tempted to ask if what he had heard was correct, but decided against it. He didn't need to know the answer and he knew he'd heard correctly.

Before either of them could say another word, the camera crew rejoined them at the cafe, keeping several feet away, but close enough that their presence was too noticeable. Not that Mason minded in this case.

Just enjoy Rome, Compton, just enjoy it. It'll be over soon and you'll be back at the mansion. And Janelle, he coached himself. 





*****





"Hey, what are you doing out here all alone?"

Janelle looked up to see Jamie, exiting the house, a large wicker picnic basket in hand and making his way over to her sitting in the gazebo. A cameraman was hot on his heels. Jamie was an attractive man in his early thirties. He owned a surfing shop in Miami and spent his days surfing and playing volleyball and it showed. His blonde hair was shaggy, in a sexy surfer type if way and his frame tall and lean.

Janelle gave him a soft smile. "Just thinking."

"Do you mind?" He motioned to the empty spot next to her on the white painted wooden bench.

"No," she replied with a shake of her head. The wind picked up and strand of hair whipped into her face. Before she had a chance to brush the hair from her face, Jamie reached out and brushed the strand out of her eye and tucked it behind her ear.

Her dark eyes caught his blue ones and she smiled a little more shyly this time. His touch was soft and gentle. It didn't give her the delicious chills that Mason's did, but none-the-less it was a sweet gesture.

"You know, I wanted to take some time to get to know you when we first got here, but you were whisked off to Miami with Mason so quickly. I never had an opportunity."

"Well, we still have five weeks to get to know everyone here," she reminded him. Mason was coming back to the mansion tomorrow and she was dying from the anxiety from the wait. "Well, maybe we do..."

Once Mason and Bambi left, Grant had announced a second twist, and he sent another couple - the male and female who had second place on the challenge - on a dream date. They had been sent to Paris, France. That couple had been Nadine and Trevor. She didn't know much about Trevor so his leaving the house was of no consequence to her, but she missed having Nadine to talk to. None of the other girls seemed too inclined to be friends with her. She kept telling herself it was a game and not to take their snobbery personally.

"Have you eaten?" He motioned to the basket sitting on the floor of the gazebo at his feet and flicked the cover open. The mouth-watering aroma of chicken tantalized her nostrils.

She hadn't eaten and as she peered down into the basket, the combination of chicken, wine, cheese and fruit seemed too tempting to ignore. It wasn't as though anything was going to happen between them. Mason was spending four days with Bambi, she could have a simple picnic with Jamie, right?

She shook her head. "No, I haven't." She stomach grumbled and she flushed with embarrassment.

He grinned at her and nodded. "Then will you join me?"

"Alright."

There was a small two person table sitting at the center of the gazebo which Jamie proceeded to walk over to and unload the basket. By the time he was done, the set-up was a little more romantic than she was comfortable with. Wine, candlelight, he even had a soft romantic R&B melody playing in the background.

Once done, Jamie took her hand and led her over to the little set-up. His hand was firm around hers, but again, she didn't feel the sizzle she felt when Mason took her hand.

But, Mason isn't here. Mason is with the porn star, a voice in the back of her head reminded her. She sat, and he gently pushed in her chair for her and then took a seat across from her. Filling both of their glasses he handed her a glass of white wine and took one for himself.

Seeing her hesitation, he frowned. "It's just a little picnic. Just getting to know each other, nothing more or less Janelle."

He was right, she knew that. And she knew she was being silly. She'd only spent a couple of days with Mason. She needed to be smart about this and keep her heart guarded for now. Once she spent more time with Mason she knew she could overanalyze at that time.

Yes, she'd just enjoy dinner and get to know Jamie a little. No crime in that.





*****





When the producers said they were cutting the fantasy date between Bambi and himself short by a day Mason couldn't have been happier. The producers didn't give a reason but Mason suspected it was because he and Bambi were far from making a connection and their fantasy few days were making for extremely poor television.

Their flight back and the ride in the limo from the airport to the mansion was taken in virtual silence. It was apparent Bambi had come to terms with the fact that Mason had no interest in her what-so-ever and she wasn't pleased with it. He doubted she got turned down often, but it was what it was and he wasn't about to fake an attraction he didn't feel to spare her feelings or win some money. He was going to play the game fairly or not at all. 

As the mansion came into view Bambi's attitude seemed to perk up and she sat straighter in her seat. Reaching her purse she fumbled for her compact and examined herself in the mirror. Mason had to force himself to keep from rolling his eyes.

The limo came to a halt at the front door and moments later the driver opened the door for them. Bambi jumped out and without a word to Mason scampered into the mansion. Mason's eyes caught the sympathetic drivers and a he gave him a nod.

Making his way into the mansion, Mason's first and only thought was to find Janelle. He wanted to make sure she knew nothing happened between him and Bambi before Bambi got to her and fed her, her version of the past few days. There wasn't much to say, but he'd give Bambi credit in the fact that he could see she was determined to win the game and the money and he wouldn't put it past her to try and sabotage whatever chance there was for him and Janelle.

His first stop was Janelle's room, which he found to be empty. The mansion was surprisingly quiet as he made his way through the hallways looking for Janelle, or anyone who could direct him to her. Making his way towards the back of the house where the pool and one of the numerous hot tubs were located he stopped short in his tracks. Before him, in the hot tub was a naked Sandy and Terrance. They were fucking so hard and fast they didn't even realize he was there watching.

"Only in the Game of Love," he murmured under his breath as he backed back into the house. Standing in the Victorian styled front foyer Mason thought back to their conversations and he remembered she'd mentioned how much she loved walking through the community gardens when she wanted to think. He immediately made his way to the west wing of the house which led to the gardens and gazebo on the property.

As he opened the side door, the soft seductive music caught his attention. Scared he was going to burst in on yet another couple he preceded a little more cautiously. But once again he stopped dead in his tracks. His jaw clenched as he watched Jamie dancing with Janelle, holding her tight to him, their bodies swaying in time with the music. He was about to continue forward when Jamie lowered his lips to Janelle's.

Not wanting to see anymore, Mason gave his head a shake, spun around and marched back into the mansion, without a look back at the couple.





*****





Mason? Before she had a chance to get a better look to confirm what she thought she saw, Jamie's mouth lowered to hers, kissing her aggressively. Shocked by his sudden bout of boldness, Janelle froze, as his mouth covered hers.

As quickly as the kiss began, it ended as Janelle pushed against his chest while stepping away from Jamie. "I'm sorry Jamie. I'm just not..." She chewed at her lower lip as she looked up to meet his questioning blue eyes.

"Mason?" His jaw clenched and hurt flashed in his eyes, but he said nothing more. 

She nodded. "You're an amazing guy. I just..." She nodded. "Mason."

He sighed, running a hand through his hair. "It's alright. Can't blame a guy for trying."

Janelle smiled at him. He truly was a great guy... For someone else. "I gotta go."

He nodded, and she rushed past him. Had Mason really been there? Was it her imagination? Guilt for the dance, for the kiss? She rushed through the house in the direction of Mason's room aware that one of the cameramen was hot on her heels. She didn't like how the cameraman was following her, because he was confirming - without saying a word - what she feared. Mason had seen her with Jamie and jumped to conclusions and the cameraman wanted to be there to get the reaction when she found him.

As feared, when she reached Mason's room the door was open and light spilled into the hallway. She slowed and stepped into the room to see him unpacking his bags. The sound of her footsteps made him pause, his back still to her. 

"Mason, you're back."

"Yeah." He didn't bother to turn to face her, but continued to unpack and put his clothing in the dresser.

"You came to find me at the gazebo."

"Yup."

She turned to the cameraman, and was about to ask him to leave, but remembered the contract she signed. He wasn't going to leave until he was damn good and ready. And he wouldn't be good and ready until he saw that the drama between her and Mason was over.

Janelle entered the room and stepped up behind him. Touching his upper arm she tugged lightly urging him to turn and face her. He stopped unpacking and turned. His expression was unreadable, making her even more uneasy. She suspected what he was thinking because she knew what she'd be thinking if the roles were reversed. But then again, she had no idea what happened between him and Bambi. Maybe he'd changed his mind about her anyhow.

"I was in the gazebo, by myself. Jamie brought me a picnic."

Mason brought a finger to her lips, stopping her ramblings. "It's none of my business." 

She frowned. Mason's voice was too calm and cool. She'd rather he be angry than this. "I want you Mason. That kiss wasn't anything. It didn't mean anything." His expression softened slightly and Janelle released the breath she'd been holding. 

"Look, I'm tired. I'm sorry. I overreacted. I just..." He looked over at the cameraman and scowled. He focused his attention back to her. "This is such a stressed situation and my past few days with Bambi were... not so enjoyable."

Oh thank God. Janelle had to force herself to keep from smiling. He'd just said what she'd been hoping to hear. "So, you and Bambi didn't... hit it off?" she pressed.

Mason laughed, "Far from it." A soft smile remained on his lips after his laugher subsided. "Truth is I spent the whole time wishing it was you with me. Not her."

Not being able to stop herself, Janelle threw herself into his arms. 

Chuckling at her exuberance, Mason caught her and stumbled backwards. The back of his legs hit the edge of the bed and Janelle squealed as she found herself toppling over with him onto the bed.










Chapter 5





Mason rolled the giggling Janelle onto him, straddling his waist. The skirt of her sundress slipped up her bare thighs. Placing his hand on her thighs, his hands slid slowly upwards, and under her skirt taking care to not inch the skirt up any further then it already was for fear the camera would get a shot of something he didn't want it to.

"I was so concerned that maybe you'd spend time with Bambi and change your mind about her," She lowered her voice slightly, "and me."

He threaded his fingers into her hair, and brought her mouth closer to his. "The only person I could think about was you."

The worry and anxiety drained from her eyes and an excitement combined with her desire began to slowly replace it. The woman was so damned sexy; he had a hard time controlling himself with her. At that moment, with her body pinning his down to the bed, her breasts crushing against his chest, and her mouth so close to his neck, he was aching to flip her to her back, strip her naked and do all the things to her that he'd been fantasizing over since the first day they met.

She lowered her mouth to the side of his neck, her tongue lashing out and sending a chill through him. Mason groaned softly and he slid his hands higher to cup her ass cheeks in his hands and pulled her tighter against his growing erection.

"Janelle, the..." The feeling of being watched was gone. Still holding her tight, he looked around her and noticed the cameraman was gone. Looking up to the ceiling he noticed that the green light, which indicated the cameras in the room were recording, was now red.

"Huh," she followed his eyes and also noticed the fact that the cameras were off.

He looked back to her and caught her gaze. They were alone. Alone and not watched for the first time in the week they'd been there.

"Where did the cameraman go?"

"Well, there's people fucking in the hot tub by the pool and Bambi is back to cause trouble so I'm thinking there are more interesting activities going on in the house than to worry about us."

Her dark eyes gleamed mischievously. "Wow, all alone."

"I believe so."

She caught her glossed lower lip between her teeth and his eyes were drawn to her lush lips. He'd been dying to kiss those lips again, and finally he had the chance without the intrusion of other people or having to worry about it being televised. There was no way he was going to be able to resist having this opportunity, especially after seeing her with Jamie. Seeing her with another man only amplified how much he wanted her as his and only his.

And dammit he was going to have her!





*****





Mason flipped her over to her back, so quickly, she yelped in surprise. But her surprise was quickly replaced with deep seeded desire as he settled his large frame between her legs and lowered his hard body onto hers. Grabbing her two small wrists in his one hand he pinned her hands above her head, leaving her helpless to his desires. 

She could feel his rock hard erection pressing against her groin and it was amplifying her desire for him tenfold. She wasn't usually the type of girl to sleep with a man she was just getting to know, but Mason was different. 

He claimed her lips, harder and with more passion than she'd experienced from him before and it sent her arousal skyrocketing. His tongue thrust past her lips and forced hers into submission as her body gyrated under him. 

She wanted him. Needed him. Now! Mason lifted his lips from hers and began to run a string of nips and kisses along her jawline towards her neck. 

"My God Mason," she moaned as she closed her eyes and arched her back, her breasts straining against the bodice of her dress, begging to be released.

"You smell go good," he murmured against her neck, his breath sending a shiver through her and ending with an intense throbbing between her legs. She struggled against his hands, wanting to use her hands to caress the hard muscle of his chest and back under his shirt, but he wasn't releasing her - not yet.

His mouth moved lower, to her collarbone, and he finally released her hands. With a flick of the wrist he undid the buttons holding the bodice of her dress together to expose her lace covered breast. Seconds later his fingers undid the front clasp of her lace bra and the delicate fabric covering her breasts peeled away slowly.

The cool air in the room teased her large, dark nipples, turning them into tight nubs. A prolonged groan escaped his lips as she grabbed the hem of his t-shirt and gave it a tug upwards. Taking the hint he sat up between her legs, and pulled the shirt up and over his head, tossing it to the floor.

"My God, your body is amazing," she whispered. Janelle ran her hands up his torso, her fingers tracing the fine contours of muscle. The muscle flexed and rippled under her touch. His body was magnificent, by far the best body she'd even had the chance to touch and caress in her life.

He smiled down at her, and for the first time she noticed dimples emerging at his cheeks. "I work out from time to time," he teased lowering himself back down onto her.

No doubt, she mused.

He kissed her lightly under her chin and move lower until his mouth and tongue reached the valley between her breasts.

He looked up and his eyes caught hers.

"Mason," she gasped. Slipping her hand behind his head she urged his mouth down to her breast.

His tongue lashed out and swiped across the hardened nub, sending a short jolt of pleasure through her. She moaned softly and arched her back, begging him for more. She slipped her hand to his back and caressed the hard muscle as she indulged herself in the feel of his beautifully torturous tongue.

"I love hearing those moans coming from you," Mason murmured as his lips kissed their way over to her other breasts. While palming and teasing the first nipple with his hand, his tongue began to circle the second nipple.

"Oh God, I'm glad you said that. Mmmmm. I have a feeling you'll be hearing more of it tonight."

Lifting his head, her nipple dropped from his lips and their gazes locked. She saw the questioning in his gaze and knew what he was asking. She nodded. She wanted to feel him in her, taking her, claiming her as his own until they both satisfied the needs they'd been experiencing for each other since their first two day date.

He moved up her body again to graze his lips across hers. "The cameras stay off until morning in the bedrooms right?"

She nodded, "yeah." 

The smell of his aftershave touched her nostrils. She closed her eyes and took in his scent, as if memorizing it. There was an elimination the next day, she prayed they'd both make it to the next round, but if they didn't she wanted to make sure she remembered every second of their night together.

Mason's lips continued to tease hers as his hand slowly inched its way up her inner thigh and to cup her mound over her damp panties. "Every moment I was in Rome, I thought of you. Kept wishing it was you."

Janelle touched his cheek, and ran her thumb along his strong jaw. "We have now."

Mason kept his eyes locked to hers and he yanked down her panties, pulling them down her thighs, and with her assistance removed them and tossed them to the floor leaving her wet pussy exposed and needy for him.

His lips claimed hers again, with passion and need. As their lips and tongues frolicked, he slipped two fingers between her soft, wet folds and ran the length of her from her anus to her clit. She moaned softly against his lips, and wiggled against his hand.

"So wet," he whispered pulling his lips from hers and then thrusting his fingers deep into her throbbing core. She cried out, bucking against his hand as his fingers began to stroke her inner wall, while his thumb stroked her clit.

"Oh Mason. I... I need..." Wave after wave of pleasure rushed through her, making her lose her train of thought. She shuttered and closed her eyes again, basking in the sweet pleasure he was invoking within her.

His warm, hard body slowly moved from hers and she felt his fingers undoing the buttons down the front of her dress while he continued to stroke her bringing her closer and closer to her point of no return. By the time he finished unbuttoning the dress and sliding the material away, leaving her naked to him, her body had become an inferno of need, seconds away from boiling over.

She slowly opened her eyes to see him sitting back on his knees between her legs, his eyes slowly wandering over every inch of her exposed body. "I want to see all of you," she managed to gasp seconds before she reached her breaking point. 

Janelle's body tensed so tightly her stomach ached seconds before she reached her point of climax and all the pent up tension rushed from her, making her cry out so loudly she was sure she could be heard all the way down the hallway.

His eyes met hers and he gave her a sinfully sexy smile. Removing his fingers from her dripping core, he brought his fingers to his mouth and licked her cream from them.

"You're so beautiful Janelle."

"My God Mason," her pussy trembled and she fisted the blanket under her.

Standing Mason undid his belt and pants and let them drop to the floor. His cock strained against his boxer briefs; the head of his cock, dripping with his pre-cum, poked out from the top of the waistband. Hooking his thumbs into the waistband he pushed the briefs down and let them also drop to the floor leaving him gloriously naked before her. 

Janelle caught her lower lip between her teeth as her eyes greedily scanned the length of his body. Her eyes scanned up his thick and powerful thighs, to his massive erect dick, to his flat defined abdominals, broad chest and then to meet his hunger filled eyes. She began to hit up eager to stroke his cock and taste the drop of pre-cum on the tip of his cock.

"Me first." Mason's lips came crashing down onto her kissing her hard, and taking her breath away. Ending the kiss, he pushed her back against the mattress and dropped to his knees at the foot of the bed. Grabbing her hips he pulled her towards him until her bottom was at the edge of the bed, and spread her legs wide.

The cool air in the room teased her wet and exposed pussy, sending a rush through her. Her breath caught in her throat as she watched him, spread her pussy lips with his fingers and lowered his mouth to her mound.

She braced her elbows behind her and watched him kiss her mound. The sight of him knelt between her legs licking the length of her was almost as good as the act itself. She fisted the blanket under her and moaned when his tongue ran the length of her a second time. He stopped at her clit on the third pass his tongue, circling and flicking her swollen clit.

Despite wanting to watch him, she closed her eyes and let her head drop back as she allowed the sweet sensations he was creating within her take her in. His tongue suddenly left her clit and began to work the entrance of her core. He tested and eased the entrance of her cunt, driving her near insanity.

"Mason, please!" She doubted she could handle another moment of his torture.

She thought she heard a soft, deep chuckle, but she didn't have a chance to open her eyes and confirm it because his tongue suddenly thrust into her, and he began fucking her with his tongue as he would with his cock, while his fingers pinched and rolled her clit.

Janelle writhed on the bed, bucking against his mouth. She wanted his cock, she loved his tongue. She was a jumble of emotions and feelings, all so good. Too good. She was going to come, hard, fast and way too soon.

"Mason... I..." She forced her eyes open and watched him, her body trembling as she found herself cresting the summit. Mason's eyes shifted up to hers and he watched her as she found herself toppling over the edge of her desire and her body erupted, her juices flooding his probing tongue.

Once the final of the series of tremors settled, Mason licked the length of her slit one final time and rose to his feet. Walking over to the nightstand he pulled the top drawer open and grabbed a foil packet. 

Chewing at her lower lip again, she watched him walk back over to the bed and climb back on. Grabbing her waist he slid her further up the bed and knelt between her legs. 

"I need it Mason. Please!" she couldn't believe she was begging to be fucked, but she was and she needed him. Needed it, more than she ever expected she could. 

Lowering his body onto hers, he claimed her lips with his. Janelle moaned against his mouth, loving the taste of her pussy juice on his lips and tongue. Wrapping her legs around his waist, she urged him onto her.

Mason groaned against her lips, and ran the head of his cock along her slit - teasing her with the thick head. He pulled his lips from hers and stared down at her. The heat and intensity in his eyes sent a shiver of need through her. "You sure?"

Janelle groaned and smiled up at him, trying to contain the desire within her. "Are you going to make me beg, Mr Compton?" 

"Hmmm. I like that idea, but you're so warm and tight." He pressed the head of his cock against her opening, his eyes not leaving hers. "I couldn't make you wait, if I wanted to."

Sliding her hands down to his firm, muscular ass she pulled him down, urging him into her. "You're driving me mad Mason," her words came out as little more than a sigh.

He pressed into her further, the head of his cock breaching her entrance. "Fuck, so tight." His voice came out low and feral. 

She shuttered, and bucked her hips successfully impaling herself further, taking in almost half of his length. "More!" she pleaded with him.

Without another word he pulled out almost completely and rammed himself into her fully. She screamed out, her fingernails digging into his ass, and tightening her legs around his waist. He stretched her so beautifully, filling her to the hilt.

"Fuck me!" 

"Yes, baby," he pulled out once more and slammed back into her, faster and harder. 

She cried out a second time, "More, more. Oh God, more!" She couldn't have cared less who heard her, the whole house, it didn't matter. All that mattered was his massive cock sending waves of pleasure through her. 

The head of his cock stroked her inner wall as he thrust into her, over and over. Every nerve in her body was aching for him and for a third release of the night. She was coming close again. Her stomach knotted as she reached her brink. Just when she knew she was seconds away from coming, Mason pulled out.

Janelle whimpered her protest, her pussy yearning for more. She opened her eyes and he smiled down at her. Sitting back on his heels he lifted her bottom and draped one of her legs over his shoulder, spreading her wide for him - her ass suspended in the air between them.

She looked down the length of his torso until her eyes reached his rock hard cock gleaming with her juices. She watched him press the tip into her and then slowly his length slid into her wanton cunt. As he thrust, he did so slowly and deliberately - as if he knew that watching his cock disappearing into her was one of the most erotic sights she'd ever witnessed.

She gripped the sheets under her once more - preparing herself. She was going to come, soon, hard and fast. "Oh fuck Mason!" Her breath hitched in her throat as he brought her to the edge once again. "I'm going to come!"

He picked up speed. His balls slapped against her ass with a soft smacking sound with each thrust. "Ummm. Yeah, come baby. I need to feel it."

The sound of his voice washed over her, and gave her the final push. With one final moan she found herself being swept up in her desire and then she was falling, relief washing over her as her pussy clenched around his intruding cock, begging him to come with her.

"So good!" he groaned low and loud as he slammed into her a final time and his cock unleashed a stream of his seed within her.

Panting hard, Janelle opened her eyes and looked down at their united bodies and then up to meet his gaze. "Oh-my-God Mason."

His eyes were still glazed over with his desire, but he gave her a soft smile. Her heart fluttered at his smile and then sank when he slowly pulled out of her, leaving her feeling barren. After discarding of the condom, Mason slid back into bed with her and pulled a blanket over their naked bodies.

"Stay with me tonight?"

She nodded and snuggled close to his side laying her head on his chest. "I'll have to leave before the cameras are turned back on in the morning." She traced the hard contours of muscle in his chest. Like it had earlier, the muscle flexed under her touch. She loved it. 

He frowned, but nodded. "Alright.
Deal."









Chapter 6



"Janelle. Honey."

Janelle awoke to the deep, sexy sound of Mason's voice. Her eyes fluttered open as she stretched and a smile touched her lips. "Hey."

"Whoa, watch. That camera is on."

The camera! "Oh shit!" Grabbing the sheet she pulled it up and over her head, burrowing under the blankets and out of sight of the camera.

Mason's laughing increased her embarrassment.

"It's not funny! I was supposed to be out of here by now."

The blankets lifted and Mason joined her underneath. "Good morning."

Seeing his smiling, dimpled face helped ease her embarrassment. "Morning."

"It's fine. The cameras didn't catch a thing other than you cuddling in bed with me."

"Yeah, but the viewers will think that I'm some sort of... What if they send me home?"

Hooking his index finger under her chin, Mason leaned down and kissed her tenderly. "Don't worry about it. You're not going home anytime soon and neither am I. And you know what... Even if something like that happens, when this is all over I'll find you. If you want me too. I know all this is fast, and it's quite unorthodox, but I know this is something here between us. So regardless of how this turns out, I want to give us a chance."

Her heart soared. His words were like liquid gold to her ears. Smiling she leaned over to him, kissing him tenderly and placing her palm flat against his chest. "Guess, I'm going to have to take the walk of shame out of here huh?"

"Hmmm. Not until we've had a bath."

Janelle raised a brow at him. "Now?"

He nodded. "No camera in the bathroom. And I have an amazing smelling bubble bath all drawn and ready for us."

Janelle laughed and kissed him a second time. "You ran a bubble bath for us?"

"Indeed I did."

"So are you normally this romantic Mr Compton or am I just special?"

"Hmmm, very special, and no I'm not normally like this. So get your head out from under this blanket, wrap it around you and follow me to the bathroom."

A surge of excitement ran through her, leaving her slightly giddy. She'd never had a man run her a bath before, or display such sweetness towards her. It felt good - real good.

She caught her lower lips between her teeth and nodded, "Alright, lead the way Officer."

Laughing he slid from under the blankets and got out of bed, unconcerned over the camera recording his nudity. Peeping her head from under the covers she took care to wrap the top blanket around her body and took his hand. She intentionally kept her eyes from looking in the direction of the mounted camera as she followed him into the bathroom.





*****





Mason had woken up while the camera was off and before it was due to go back on, but she'd been snuggled so nicely in his bed, and she felt so right sleeping in his arms that he just couldn't bring himself to wake her. It was a little selfish of him, he knew this, especially when he knew how self-conscious she was around the cameras, but he just couldn't help himself. He was hoping the romantic bubble bath he had prepared for them would make up for it.

He closed the door of the bathroom behind them, blocking them from the intrusive cameras. The sounds of them talking could still be heard, but that didn't concern him. Standing before him, Janelle released her hold on the blanket, and let it drop to the floor, it puddled at her feet.

His cock went from semi-hard to fully erect within seconds. He took a couple of steps towards her, and she stepped back, a mischievous look in her eyes. Mason took a couple more steps forward and she carefully took another couple backwards until the back of her calves were against the deep, claw footed tub.

Turning, she stepped into the tub and then turned back to him and motioned with her finger for him to join her.

"With pleasure." He entered the tub and was about to sink into it when she placed a hand on his chest, stopping him.

"My turn."

Mason's brow furrowed. "Your turn?"

His confusion was quickly dissolved when she sank to her knees in front of him, the bubbles covering most of her breasts. "Oh God, Janelle." Just the anticipation of her lips around his cock was driving him near insanity.

Janelle slid her hands around his waist and then slowly lowered them to caress his ass cheeks. She then placed a soft kiss on his stomach and moved lower, slowly, inching her way down to the head of his cock. With each inch her mouth moved downwards on him, his desire rose another level, by the time her mouth finally reached his cock, he was feeling the build of his coming orgasm already.

"You have no idea how fucking hard it is to keep from taking you right now."

She looked up, caught his eyes with her own and smiled. Her tongue lashed out and swiped at the head of his cock. He groaned, and gripped the edges of the tub on either side of him, straining to keep his arousal in check.

She smiled up at him and swirled her tongue around the head, licking up the pre-cum that had just gathered at the tip. A tremor rushed through him, her tongue was like heaven on his cock. He watched as she ran her tongue down the side, took a moment to focus on his balls, taking first one and then the other in her mouth, sucking lightly and then ran her tongue back up the other side.

"Oh Janelle."

"Mmmm. I love your cock Mason." Her voice was barely more than a whisper, and the words were so damned sexy to him he felt like he was going to explode. He groaned his approval, removing a hand from the edge of the tub and slipping it into her dark hair, urging her mouth to the head of his cock again. She needed to take him in and he needed to feel his cum rushing between her sweet lips while she drank him down.

She did as he urged and took the head of his cock into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the tip and probing the slit at the top. "So.
Big. I love it," she murmured, grasping the base of his cock and beginning to stroke him as her mouth continued its torture on the head.

A shot of pleasure rushed through him and he bucked against her mouth. He needed her to take all of him, every delicious inch. He needed to feel his cock pounding against the back of her throat. His balls were beginning to ache from his restraint.

"Take it all." 

She moaned her response and her mouth began to take more of him, with each bob of her head she took in another part of an inch until she took as much as possible in her mouth. Her mouth and hand worked in unison moving up and down on his dick, over and over quickly bringing him to his breaking point.

"Fuck honey, I'm going to come!" His hands tightened in her hair and his body tensed, his balls aching, as he held himself back, not wanting to release until he was given the go ahead.

Janelle's dark eyes lifted and caught his and she continued to suck him, but now with a renewed vigour. Taking her reaction as a green light he grunted as an intense pleasure rushed through him, quickly followed by an equally intense sense of relief. His cum exploded into her mouth and she greedily swallowed him down.

Once he was finished the final of spurts, she let his cock plop from her mouth and smiled softly up at him. A small dribble of cum dripped onto her chin, he swiped it off with his thumb and she sucked his thumb into her mouth.

"Dammit honey." He lowered himself into the tub, a little too quickly and the water swished over the side and onto the floor.

She laughed; her laughter lighting up her face. Her laugher subsided and she eyed him oddly. "What?"

His face grew serious and he touched the side of her face with tenderness and affection. She closed her eyes and melted into his touch. "You're an amazing woman Janelle."

She slowly opened her eyes and looked at him, her face simply beaming. "I feel the same way about you."

He laid back into the tub and pulled her onto of him, as she straddled his waist. Her shaven pussy brushed against his depleted cock, re-igniting his arousal. Janelle leaned over him her breasts crushing against his chest as she pressed her lips to his chest. Her lips slowly moved across his collarbone, up his neck and then to his lips.

"Mason," she whispered; her voice so soft and erotic it flowed over him, furthering his excitement.

"I love how you say my name," he said against her lips.

She smiled softly as she brushed her lips across his. "Mason."

Chuckling, he slipped a hand behind her head and pulled her lips down tighter to his, deepening their kiss.

She slid her tongue past his lips, as she reached between them and began to stroke his semi-erect cock.

Normally, he wouldn't be able to get it back up so quickly, but something about Janelle was making it easy for him to achieve. With her persuasion his cock gradually thickened, becoming as hard as granite.

She lowered herself onto him, and ran the head of his dick between her folds, teasing him with her heated core. He bucked up against her, urging the head of his cock into her opening.

She moaned against his lips and slowly took him in. Her heated core welcomed his cock, stretching to accommodate his girth and embracing his cock so wonderfully he found himself groaning and his hands gripping her hips, pulling her down onto him.

Pulling her lips from his, Janelle arched her back and let her head fall backwards, her dark strands cascading down her back and droplets of water and bubbles coating her breasts and stomach.

"Ahhh, God, you feel amazing."

She didn't respond but whimpered and began to move on him, her hips rotating in circular motions as she moved up and down his length. He fit so perfectly, her pussy milked his cock so beautifully; it felt as though she was made just for him.

Her breasts bounced as she moved on him, slowly at first, but her movements increased until they were frantic, and the water soon began splashing over the sides of the tub.

Her pussy felt amazing and Mason found himself forced to grip her waist and stop her movements, to keep from coming too soon. "Too good, baby." He lifted her off of his cock and she opened her eyes looking at him with questions in her eyes.

"What's wrong?"

"Turn around and bend over the end of the tub." If he could control the motions then he could keep from coming embarrassedly quick.

She did as told turning and leaning over the edge, her breasts hanging over the edge. He got up on his knees and moved up behind her, his hand caressing her ass. Her round ass looking so damned good he was tempted to take her back entrance, but he didn't. Too much, too soon. They had lots of time in the future to explore the more taboo of encounters.

He froze for a moment. The future. He'd only known Janelle for just over a week and already he was thinking about a future with her, and seeing her beyond the show. It was scary, but felt so right. If it hadn't felt right then there was no way things would have progressed the previous night.

Leaning over he placed a kiss on her lower back and began to move lower until he reached her anus. The lower he kissed the louder her whimpers became, driving him wild.

He straightened back up and kissed the back of her neck, the head of his cock prodding at her anus. "It's hard to calm myself down when you make those noises, baby," he whispered in her ear and the slight trembling of desire her body made was his response.

"Mason..." 

He couldn't have waited another moment to have her if he wanted to - which he didn't. He stroked the length of her slit a few times before pressing the head of his cock at the entrance of her heated core. With one fast and forceful thrust he slammed into her, her pussy taking him in to the hilt.

His plan was to take it slow and steady, to feel her come several times before he took what he needed, but he wasn't sure if he'd be able to wait that long. His hands gripped her hips tighter, slamming into her harder. Her whole body bounced with each forceful movement.

"God, Oh God, Mason. So close..." She cried out.

Her pussy clenched around his intruding cock, begging him to come with her. Her need fuelled the fire within him and he doubled his efforts. Seconds later he felt her body shutter under him and then her body tensed, she cried out, and a gushing of her juices surrounded his cock.

His cock couldn't handle a moment more of the delicious torture. Just as he was about to released, he remembered he hadn't put on protection so at the last second he pulled out, and with one single stroke of his hand his cum exploded from his cock, spraying a stream of his seed over her ass and back.

"Oh-my-God Mason, you're amazing," she panted, slumping against the tub.

He chuckled softly, washing his cum from her back and ass. "You took the words right out of my mouth baby."










Chapter 7





Janelle felt like she was floating on clouds as they walked hand in hand downstairs and headed towards the kitchen to prepare breakfast. She knew she had a goofy grin plastered on her face, but she didn't care. She looked up at Mason, examining his strong profile.

As they neared the kitchen they both stopped in their tracks as they heard the voices of a couple of men shouting coming from the main room. The shouting was followed by a crashing and a number of other voices screaming, shouting and cheering.

"Stay here." Mason ordered and rushed off towards the main room.

Janelle hesitated, not sure if she should adhere to his orders or rush after him. Her curiosity got the better of her and she dashed off in the direction of the main room. She entered the room to see Mason, pulling the muscular construction worker, Anthony, off of another man she hadn't gotten to know very well, a lean man by the name of Garratt.

Trevor followed Mason's lean, jumped in and grabbed Garratt. She wasn't shocked to see that Bambi seemed to be at the center of the fight. Scanning the room she noticed that all twelve contestants were in the room, all of them with their eyes glued to the two combatants.

Noticing Nadine across the room, she made her way over to her friend while keeping her eyes on Mason. Like a true cop, he was doing a good job at defusing the situation, keeping his body between the two men and getting to the bottom of the dispute.

"What's going on?" she asked in a hushed whisper as she approached Nadine.

Nadine rolled her eyes. "Bambi," she whispered back.

Big surprise that is, she thought, eyeing Bambi who seemed more smug than concerned over the men’s welfare.

"How was your date?"

Nadine's eyes shifted back to Janelle and a wide grin spread across her lips. "Amazing." Nadine eyed Mason, who was still in the process of defusing the situation and then back at Janelle. "And Mason?"

Janelle's grin matched Nadine's. "Amazing," she mimicked Nadine's previous answer.

Nadine laughed. "By the look in your eyes when you look at him, I'm thinking it was better than amazing. When Trevor and I got back late last night I went to your room and you weren't there."

Janelle's eyes dropped to the floor and nodded, her face flushing slightly. "I was with Mason."

As if he heard them talking about him Mason looked over at Janelle and Nadine. He frowned for a moment, as if scowling her for not following his direction and staying put, but then his scowl turned to a smile and he gave her a wink that sent her heart aflutter.

Seeming satisfied that the dispute had been settled Mason made his way over to Janelle and Nadine. He'd just made it to the two women when Grant entered the room.

"I'd like everyone's attention."

A rumbling of hushed murmurs sounded throughout the contestants, but the voices hushed quickly and they all gave Grant their attention. Mason slipped an arm possessively around Janelle's waist and he pulled her tight to him.

"As you all know, each week the viewers will eliminate one man and one woman until we have a couple left, and then a grand winner will be awarded out of the two finalists. While the fans will be voting for their favourite individual contestants they will also be casting votes for their favourite couple. But for this first week, you guys will be doing the eliminating. Each person will be choosing one man and one woman to go home in a secret ballot. Now if everyone is ready, then please follow me to the elimination room."

Janelle glanced over at Mason and he gave her shoulder a reassuring squeeze. "Don't worry," he mouthed and placed a kiss at her temple.





****



~ First Elimination ~



Once all the contestants had cast their votes they all lined up and awaited the verdict of the voting. Mason went through his mind the events of the past week. He'd had two fantasy dates, surely that would have rubbed some people the wrong way. He was sure his turning down Bambi didn't gain him any credit with her and Janelle's turning Jamie down didn't gain either of them credit from him.

"I'm scared," Janelle whispered up to him, softly enough that she couldn't be heard.

He glanced down at her and gave her hand a squeeze.

"Is everyone ready for the results of the votes," Grant asked entering the room.

A series of yes's sounded throughout the contestants.

"Alright. We're going to give the results for the men first. Would the gentlemen step forward."

The six men stepped forward and waited as the ladies watched on. "Alright, the first man safe is... Jamie. Please go over and sit on the couches."

Jamie gave everyone a relieved smile and took his place on the first safe couch.

"Next. Terrance. And Trevor."

Shit. Running a hand through his hair Mason looked over at the men who had fought in the living room and he'd broken up.

"Anthony, you're also safe. Take a seat."

Then there was two. He prayed silently he wouldn't be the one leaving so soon. It wasn't just the money for him; he wanted to further explore what he had with Janelle before going back home. If he was eliminated now, maybe she would give Jamie a chance. Maybe... No, he couldn't even entertain that line of thought. 

His thoughts were interrupted with Grant calling his name and motioning for him to sit down. He let out the breath he'd been holding and made his way over to the sofa. Thank fucking God. His attention was now on Janelle.

Mason watched as the women were called one by one and. Like Mason, Janelle stood in the bottom two with Sylvia at her side. His eyes locked with hers and he gave her a reassuring nod. Again, he held his breath waiting for her name to be called.

"Janelle!" Grant announced.

Standing, Mason met the relieved Janelle halfway as she made her way to the couches and pulled her into his arms, kissing her quickly.

"See, I told you we'd be okay," he whispered to her as they made their way to the couches.

Safe for another week.






*****





~ Week : The Mansion ~



"Where are you taking me Mason?"

"You'll see."

Janelle was tempted to remove the necktie from her eyes, but restrained herself. They'd just had their third elimination and it was down to six people now. Mason, Jamie and Trevor for the men and herself, Nadine and Bambi for the women. While Mason had been on the bottom two for the first elimination, the viewers seemed to really adore him, placing him at the top of the heap for the next two eliminations and he was the front runner to win the whole thing. She, on the other hand, was struggling and being at the bottom of the heap for three weeks running was beginning to wear on her.

"I can't believe neither one of us have won a challenge since the first week!"

"Ahhh, we will. Besides, it doesn't matter where we spend time together as long as we are, right?" he reasoned.

He was right. The other people in the house knew they were now a couple. Neither of them had had a fantasy date since the first week, but it was just as well. She hated the idea of him spending one-on-one time with someone else and she knew he felt the same.

Nadine and Trevor had also quickly become a couple. Bambi had spent the past few weeks working the camera and jumping from man to man using whoever she could to get her airtime on fantasy dates... Until now. Now she had Jamie and in pure Bambi style as soon as the last elimination came and went, she began to work him.

"We're here."

They stopped and he stepped up to her and removed the blindfold. She slowly opened her eyes and gasped. "It's beautiful." She scanned the scene before her. He'd taken her to the lake behind the house, and set up a lavish night picnic. The sky was clear and the moonlight danced off the water in the background. Torches had been lit and the flames lashed out at the night. On the ground was a blanket with a picnic basket sitting on it.

"There's more." Taking her hand he ushered her over to the blanket and they sat down. Opening the basket he removed a small cake with a single candle sitting atop it.

"Oh-my-God, how did you know?" she asked smiling widely and looking at the tiny birthday cake.

He rolled his eyes at her. "You told me, silly girl." 

She didn't recall mentioning it, but they'd talked so much over the past few weeks it was hard to say. She slept in his room every night now, and her nervousness over the cameras was virtually non-existent. She'd gotten used to them. Even now, with a cameraman lurking less than six feet away from then, she was about as aware of him as she was one of the trees surrounding them.

Mason lit the candle and held the cake out to her so she could blow out the candle. "Happy birthday sweetie. Make a wish."

Janelle closed her eyes and made a wish. Opening her eyes she caught his as she gently blew on the flame. The flame went out and she beamed over at him. "Thank you."

Placing the cake on the blanket he pulled a knife from the basket and carefully cut the small cake in half, making two perfectly sized portions of chocolate cake. Chocolate - her favourite.

"How did I get so lucky to find you?"

He grinned. "You signed up for a reality TV show."

She rolled her eyes at him. "You know what I mean."

Mason chuckled. "Yeah, I know what you mean." 

He brought a piece of cake to her mouth and she took a bite. It was delicious. "I don't want to be a buzz kill, but I don't think I'm going to make it through the next round Mason. I know you're making it to the end, but my days here are very limited."

He frowned. She knew he hated talking about it, neither one of them wanted the fairy tale to end. But it was going to and she feared it was going to end sooner rather than later.

"Listen honey. Whether you make it or not is immaterial. This isn't some little fling for me. You know this. If you leave next week, I finish playing the game to the best of my ability and when I'm done we'll be together. Besides, there is always the prize for the fan favourite couple. You never know."

He took her hand and kissed it lightly, "But hey, I could be out on my ear next elimination and you could take it all. Don't underestimate yourself."

"You're right. This whole thing has just been more stressful than I anticipated." Her eyes darted over to the cameraman. "It'll be nice to see how things go for us in a normal environment."

Leaning forward, Mason brushed his lips across hers. "If we can make it here, we can make it anywhere baby."





~ Fourth Elimination ~



Janelle's heart was thudding in her chest and she found it hard to swallow. Each elimination was harder than the last on her. She'd spent virtually every day with Mason for the past month, while the money would be great - life changing even - she'd found another more important reason to remain in the mansion.

Mason gave her hand a squeeze as they waited for Grant to make the announcement on who was going to be eliminated that week. Glancing to her left Janelle caught Nadine's eye and Nadine gave her a knowing smile. Glancing to her right she watched Bambi, who was looking confident and smug as usual.

She hated the idea of either her or Nadine being eliminated. She and Nadine had become the best of friends and they'd promised to keep in touch after the show - no hard feelings regardless of the results. For some reason the viewers seemed to really love Bambi's exploits in the mansion, she supposed as far as entertainment value went Bambi was the best of the bunch.

Grant emerged from the back room with the results of the viewer polls in his hands. Janelle's heart stopped for a moment.

"Breathe," Mason whispered down at her.

She let out the breath she was holding and smiled up at him. Keep optimistic Janelle. Optimistic, she repeated over and over to herself.

"Alright everyone. The results are in. We'll start with the men."

Mason's hand tightened on hers slightly.

"The first person safe is... Trevor."

Janelle glanced over at Trevor and Nadine and smiled, and then turned her attention back to Grant.

"The second person safe and will be spending another week in the mansion is... Mason."

Relief flooded over Janelle. One down.


Her gaze locked with his and he gave her a nod.

"Now onto the women. The first woman safe this week is... Bambi."

Fuck! Janelle cursed silently. Either Nadine or herself would be going home. She wasn't sure what she hated more, the fact she may be headed home, or her best friend in the house would be leaving her to deal with Bambi on her own. Only two weeks left. Two weeks and it'll be all over.

"The second person safe for one more week is... Nadine. Congratulations. Janelle and Jamie please say your goodbyes and leave the mansion."

Janelle forced down the tears that threatened to spill from her eyes. It was over and Mason would be staying at the mansion - with Bambi. Mason pulled her into his arms and held her tight, kissing the top of her head.

"Don't worry. It'll be over soon and I'll find you. Okay."

She nodded, not being able to hold back the tears as they spilled out onto his suit jacket. She hated that she was being emotional, especially when she was being filmed for the world to see. She'd watched a number of reality shows over the years and would always roll her eyes when the females got emotional and here she was doing exactly what she swore she wouldn't do.

Mason lowered his mouth to hers one last time and kissed her with a passion she'd never felt before - not from him - not from anyone in her life. The kiss held promises of a future for them and helped to settle her frazzled nerves slightly.

Mason, pulled back keeping her at arms length. "Three weeks."

She nodded. "Three weeks."

"Don't worry, I'll take good care of him," Bambi offered.

Eyes narrowed, Janelle glared over at the smirking Bambi.

"I'm so sorry Janelle." Nadine's voice shifted her focus to Nadine with Trevor at her side. "We'll keep in touch okay?"

Janelle gave Nadine a strained smile and nodded, falling back into Mason's warm and strong arms. She held him like her life depended on it, engraving the feeling his hard body against hers into her mind - just in case. 








Chapter 8





~ Week 5: The Mansion ~ 



The house just didn't seem the same without Janelle in it. In just a few short weeks he'd gotten used to waking up with her snuggled next to him in his bed. Now the queen sized bed felt too big, too barren. Seeing Nadine and Trevor together only amplified how much he was missing her. Because of the contract he signed when coming onto the show he wasn't allowed contact with the outside world, including Janelle. 

After pulling on a pair of swim trucks Mason grabbed a towel and made his way towards the pool. Most of his time was being spent exhausting himself either in the gym or doing laps in the pool.

He was relieved that the pool area was vacant when he entered it. Trevor and Nadine had once again won the fantasy date and were enjoying four days and nights in Argentina, leaving him home alone with Bambi. He'd been avoiding Bambi, like the plague hoping she'd get the hint, which seemed to be having the reverse effect than intended.

Dropping his towel on one of the patio loungers he made his way to the edge of the pool and dove in. The water was refreshing as it surrounded his body and his worries began to fade away as he began to swim, using strong, fluid motions. He'd swam several laps, when he sensed he was no longer alone. Reaching the end of the pool Mason surfaced fully and looked in the direction where the feeling of being watched was coming from.

Sure enough, Bambi was reclined on the lounge chair where his towel was draped in a pink bikini that barely covered her.

"Hey Bambi." He tried his best to keep his tone even and nonchalant. The last thing he wanted was to encourage her. All of her playthings had been eliminated from the house so he was now her only source of potential "fun."

Before she had a chance to reply he ducked back down into the water and continued his workout. He was hoping that if he ignored her long enough she'd eventually get bored and find something else to do within the house. Up until this point it had worked for him.

He'd gotten two laps in when her body blocked his progress. Emerging from the water he stood before her, their bodies a mere foot apart. He wiped the water from his face and looked down at her, waiting for her to either move or tell him what she wanted.

"Look Mason. I think we got off on the wrong foot when we first got here."

Planting his hands on his hips he shook his head. "No, I think we're fine." He attempted to step around her and she blocked his path.

She placed a hand on his chest and he tensed, but didn't move away. "Listen. Now that Janelle is gone I think you need to reconsider how you play this out."

He stepped back out of her reach and eyed her suspiciously. He had a feeling he knew where this was going and he wanted no part of it.

"One of us may win, but we're both head-runners in this game. If we got together, we'd be guaranteed to take it all."

Mason raised his hand stopping her. "I'm not single Bambi."

Bambi huffed, "You know what I mean. You and Janelle will not win the couple prize. But, me and you. It would be a slam dunk." She reached behind her and undid her bikini top, as she closed the distance between them. "We can pretend we're a couple. We can take this prize together. We just need to..." She pressed her body against his and slipped her hand behind his neck and pulled his lips down to hers.

He wouldn't lie. She felt nice against him, her pink nipples hard and pressing against his chest. He lowered his lips to hers and just before their lips touched he stopped. "Don't take this the wrong way, but it'll never, ever happen, Bambi." 

Their eyes locked and he saw the fire of both desire and anger within her eyes. It was going to be a long, long couple of weeks. Bambi wasn't the type to take rejection well, and he suspected this current rejection of her was going to cause him a world of trouble. Getting the feeling that they were being watched he lifted his eyes and his stomach sunk. A cameraman was crouched by the side of the pool and had captured every second of his encounter with Bambi and he doubted the editing of his encounter with Bambi would be in his favour. 





*****





~ Bangor, Maine: Janelle ~



Coming back to Bangor and the problems she'd left behind when she went on the show was a real eye opener to Janelle. She came home to an eviction notice on her apartment door and no funds in her bank account. Her long shot of winning the money and putting herself through law school that way didn't pan out.

Luckily, the show didn't have a long wait till air time. In fact, it aired just a week after the events happened so when she got home she was a minor local celebrity. Knowing she needed money fast or she'd be out on her ear with no place to go, she applied for a bartending job at a bar not too far from her apartment and got the job on the spot. She got the job because she was on the show not because she had any experience, but she wasn't complaining. A job was a job and as it turned out the bar was busy and the patrons tipped well, so things were looking up.

After popping some popcorn Janelle pressed play on her video recorder anxious to see how Mason was doing on the show. Not seeing him the past couple of weeks was killing her, but it would be over soon. And she believed in her heart he honestly wanted to be with her when it was all over. She just had to be patient and sate her need for him with the weekly episodes.

Could a new romance be blossoming within the house... Stay tuned for this explosive episode of "The Game Of Love."

New romance? Janelle's pulse began to race. What did they mean by new romance? With who? All that was left was Nadine and Trevor, Mason and Bambi. No... Not possible...

She sat up straighter on the sofa, her eyes glued to the television screen. She fast-forwarded through the scenes with Trevor and Nadine until she reached Mason. He was swimming in the pool, his body gliding fast and powerfully through the water. She felt a shiver run through her just watching him and she missed him even more than she had minutes ago.

Bambi entered the pool area in a string bikini that barely covered her hard nipples. A growl rose up within her. There was no way he'd go for her. No way... But...


Bambi watched him from her lounge chair, but Mason seemed to be ignoring her. That's my guy! Seemingly bored with being ignored, Bambi got up from her chair and entered the pool and settled herself in Mason's direct path and waited.

Janelle's eyes narrowed. Bitch!

Mason stopped swimming and stood in front of her. They spoke in hushed tones, too low to be made out.

Janelle leaned forward in the chair. She didn't like the looks of this. They looked too cosy.

Bambi undid her top and tossed it into the pool and then leaned forward. They spoken another moment and he leaned in.

Janelle's heart sank. He's kissing her? The angle was odd, but it seemed that way. He was leaned in and their bodies were flush to each other. "Oh-my-God!" She could hardly believe her eyes. Was Mason using her all along so he could win the couples prize as well? Was it all a game for him? Had she been a game to him?

She watched the rest of the episode. Bambi snuck into his room after the cameras went off and didn't appear to come back out. She felt sick to her stomach and couldn't watch another moment. She didn't even care, at that point, who was eliminated. She was confident Mason was going to win in the end so she didn't need to see any more. She shut off the television, curled up in a ball on the sofa and let the tears flow.





*****





The previous week had been hard; Janelle didn't think she had ever cried as much in her life. But as she pulled herself out bed this morning and padded her way into the kitchen for an espresso she was feeling a little better. If Mason wanted Bambi - for whatever reason - there was nothing she could do about it. She knew she had to treat her time at the mansion with him as the past and move on, regardless of how hard that was for her.

With the espresso machine turned on and heating she made her way to the bathroom and gave her teeth a quick brush. While she was in mid-brush a knock sounded at the door. 

Shit! Spitting out the toothpaste and giving her mouth a quick rinse she rushed to the door. Without bothering to ask who it was she flung it open and found herself face to face with Mason, looking sexier than he remembered him to be. He was wearing his normal jeans and t-shirt with a slight shadow along his jaw. 

"Oh-my-God!"

He gave her a lopsided grin, "Not really. But-"

A thousand different emotions rushed through her. "What are you doing here? The show-"

He shrugged. "I was eliminated last night and had the show sent me here."

"What!"

He nodded. "Yup. Bambi and Trevor are left to slug it out. Nadine was eliminated after you and I went next."

"Wow. I'm sorry." She frowned. "But what are you doing here?"

It was his turn to frown confusion evident on his handsome features. "I... I'm done. I wanted to see you. I... Can I come in?"

Janelle hesitated and chewed at her lower lip in consideration. Finally, she nodded. He came there the least she supposed she could do was let him explain himself. The truth was she doubted she'd have had the strength to turn him away anyhow.

He stepped to her and pulled her into his arms. She tensed in his arms, at first, but his embrace felt so familiar and so right she couldn't help but melt into him. "I've missed you, she confessed. But I'm so angry. How could you do that to me?"

He pulled away and frowned down at her, his brow furrowed. "What are you talking about Janelle?"

His expression of pure shock shook Janelle. Maybe what she'd seen wasn't what had actually happened. "You and Bambi."

"What?" His face was distorted in pure confusion.

"Nothing happened?" She looked over at the television. "But the show..."

Mason's jaw clenched as he followed her eyes to the television. "Show me."

Janelle turned on the television and started the player, then sat down beside Mason on the sofa. She watched his reactions as he watched the episode and with each passing minute she saw his anger increase, but he said nothing. When the episode ended he remained silence for a couple of minutes, as Janelle's heart raced.

Slowly, he shook his head. "She never stayed in my room Janelle. Never."


"But she went in..."

He turned to her and shook his head. "And I kicked her out less than a minute after she entered. And the pool. I never kissed her. Yes, I was close to her, but just to tell her it would never happen. I just didn't want to embarrass her, but telling her so the cameras could hear."

Janelle felt her face flushing. "Oh." She looked down at her hands, embarrassed she could ever have doubted him. "It just... Looked..."

He took a deep breath in and slowly released it. "I've been miserable this past week without you. The house was so quiet. My bed so... empty."

Janelle lifted her eyes to meet his. "Me too."

"So, I was doing a lot of thinking this past week. I want you to come to New York with me."

Her heart skipped a beat. "What? New York? Move in with you?"

He nodded. "I know it's a big step and we've only known each other for a month. But this has been one of the best months of my life Janelle. And this past week without you has been one of the worst."

She knew what he meant. She'd felt the same way. But it seemed so crazy, so fast. But what was life without taking a chance. She had nothing holding her in Bangor, other than a bartending job and she could just as easily do that in New York.

"There's no place I'd rather be."








Chapter 9





He smiled widely, the dimples she adored appearing. "Me either." He leaned over and kissed her softly. With such tenderness that it left her light-headed.

"That's the robe you were wearing in the mansion isn't it?" 

Laughing, Janelle nodded glancing down at the robe that had partially fallen open. Embarrassed she attempted to pull it together, but he stopped her. The feel of his hands over hers sent a chill down her spine and she inhaled sharply. The spark was there, more powerful than ever. 

"Oh, and guess what," he said, pushing her back onto the sofa and giving the tie on her robe a tug.

"What?" she managed to gasp.

"No cameras."

The robe fell away and she sighed loudly. No cameras...  A soft smile touched her lips as she looked up at him hovering over her body, with a hand bracing up his weight planted at the side of her head.

"Just me and you." He lowered his lips to the side of her neck. He kissed her neck softly and she sighed again.

"Me and you," she echoed as the familiar sensual sensations rushed through her.

She slipped her hands under his shirt and pushed it up, caressing the muscle in his back as he lowered himself onto her. His rising cock pressed against her groin as his body fully covered hers, the only thing separating them was his jeans.

As Mason's mouth moved lower and across her collarbone, Janelle's fingers quickly undid his pants. She couldn't believe how needy she was for him, but she loved it. She loved the need and fire she had within her for him, she revelled in it.

Mason's mouth reached her breast and his tongue flicked at her nipple. She moaned softly, her hands no longer able to finish their task as the sensations his tongue was having on one nipple while his fingers pinched and rolled the other into a hardened peak.

"I've missed you Mason."

"Me too honey." He sat up and pulled his t-shirt up and off and then tossed it to the floor. Standing, he quickly shed the remainder of his clothing, to stand gloriously naked in front of her, his cock begging her to lick, suck and fuck it.

Janelle, started to sit up to wrap her lips around his cock, but he stopped her.

"Later."

She groaned in frustration. "Has anyone ever told you that you're awfully bossy?" she teased.

"All the time, usually when I'm putting handcuffs on them though." He paused and a look of mischief flashed in his eyes. "Stand up." 

She did as told, curious as to what he had in mind.

Mason slipped the robe from her body, but didn't toss it to the floor straight away. Instead, he pulled the belt from the robe before allowing it to drop to the floor with his clothing.

She glanced down at the soft belt and then up at him. "Now what do you plan on doing with that?" While she asked the question, she knew. Her pussy began to throb and her juices gathered between her legs.

She began backing away from him and towards the bedroom, keeping her eyes locked to his lust filled grey ones.

He gave her a sexy grin and began stalking towards her.

Laughing she turned and ran for the bedroom, Mason hot in pursuit.

He grabbed her around the waist just as she entered the bedroom and scooped her up into his arms. She squealed in surprise and delight, as she carried her over to the four posted bed and deposited her on the center.

"Well considering you jumped to the conclusion that I would get with Bambi, I think you need to be punished."

Janelle laughed harder. "Is that so?"

"Uh-huh." He climbed onto the bed with her, grabbed her wrists, lifted them over her head and quickly secured her hands to one of the bedposts.

She tested the binds and discovered she was trapped and at his mercy. And she loved it! Her pussy was throbbing so horribly, she suspected all he'd need to do would be thrust a finger into her and she'd come - hard and fast.

"Hmmm. Now what am I going to do with you?" He rubbed his chin as his eyes scanned the length of her body.

"Fuck me," she couldn't stop herself from answering.

His eyes darkened and the desire was so thick in his eyes, it left her breathless. He slipped onto the bed and stretched out alongside of her. She wiggled, attempting to free her hands, but it was no use.

"Oh, you're not getting away." He leaned over and kissed her stomach, his lips slowly moving lower.

She groaned, she couldn't imagine wanting to get away. Not when he was sending so many amazing sensations through her.

"Mason," she moaned, she wanted him so much it was literally hurting. She spread her legs a little wider trying to ease some of the building tension between them. The juices that had been building between her legs, dripped between her ass cheeks.

Mason kissed her mound, spread her pussy lips and blew between her soft, juicy folds. A wave of pleasure rushed through her, running from the top of her head to explode between her legs. She pulled and tugged at the binds around her wrists, but to no avail.

"I need you. Please."

He kissed her mound once more and his eyes locked to hers. The intensity and fire within her eyes sent another shiver through her.

Straightening up, he repositioned his body between her legs and settled himself onto her. "Now do you think you're in a position to be demanding anything?" he murmured as he ran a string of kisses along her jaw while stroking the length of her slit with the head of his cock. 

She shook her head. "No, Sir."

He chuckled, but his laughter was low and husky. 

Damn, even his chuckling turns me on! 

He pressed his cock into her, slowly and she moaned softly. Janelle bucked against him, attempting to impale herself fully onto his shaft.

"Impatient, impatient," he scolded her, brushing his lips across hers.

"Only for you," she whispered against his lips and then cursed silently in frustration as she tried to free herself so she could touch him and couldn't.

"Oh Janelle," he groaned as he pushed himself into her fully.

She cried out against his lips and the tension was released with a single thrust of his cock. Her pussy clenched around his cock as she came, making him groan in response.

"You make me crazy honey," he whispered against her lips before kissing her harder, his tongue forcing its way into her mouth.

She wrapped her legs around his waist and began to move with him as he thrust into her. Their bodies began to move as one, in perfect harmony. His movements within her were slow, methodical and filled with such passion and affection that it brought tears to her eyes. With each thrust of his cock, she felt his love and affection for her.

It was intense. It was overwhelming. The feel of his body rubbing against hers was the best she'd ever felt. His lips left hers and began to move down her neck. Janelle arched her back, tilting her head back giving him better access to her tender flesh.

She felt her desire building once more. Her pussy throbbed and with each thrust of his cock, the head of his cock stroking her inner wall, as she came closer and closer to her amazing climax. She wiggled once more against the restrains and suddenly her hands were free! She grabbed onto his shoulders and held on tight, relishing the feel of his beautiful body. The waves of pleasure came faster and harder, her moans becoming louder and more feverish.

Close, so close.

"Janelle."

She opened her eyes and their gazes locked. The look of fire, passion and affection in his eyes was more than she could handle and the feelings overwhelmed her as her body let go and her pussy juices flooded his cock.

"Oh God," he groaned, releasing deep within her.

She held tight to him, trembling under his hard body as he filled her with his seed. With a loud sigh, Mason's forehead dropped to her shoulder and they basked in the feel of their united bodies.

When he looked back up and met her gaze, her heard leapt. "My God, I'm falling for you."

She touched the side of his face tenderly. "I fell for you the first day we met."

The look in his eyes said it all to her. He was hers, fully and completely. Hers.








*****



~ The Mansion: Final elimination ~



"Wow, back again." Janelle held tight to Mason's hand as they sat with the other eight eliminated contestants across the room from the finalists Bambi and Trevor.

Mason glanced over at her and smiled, giving her hand a quick squeeze.

Janelle was excited to see Nadine again, but sadly Nadine was heartbroken seeing Trevor hand Bambi across from them holding hands and acting like the perfect couple. Janelle could sympathize, Nadine had developed genuine feelings for Trevor and to see him shift his focus so quickly would hurt. If it had of been Mason sitting up there with Bambi she would have been a wreck.

"Alright everybody. It's time to announce the winner of "The Game Of Love," and recipient of the two hundred thousand dollars."

At this point Janelle couldn't have cared less who one the singles prize. She hated Bambi, but was also bitter with Trevor over him hurting Nadine so at that point she couldn't have cared less.

The couple’s prize however, she still held onto a small hope on that. She had just moved to New York and she and Mason quickly realized his one bedroom apartment was making for cramped accommodations for the two of them. The house would be a dream come true for them, and a good start for their lives together. She didn't hold much hope of winning, but Mason seemed to be optimistic and his optimism seemed to be spreading onto her.

So caught up in her thoughts she didn't even hear the winner's name being called until she noticed everyone clapping and Bambi stood, beaming from ear to ear. 

After several minutes of congratulations, Grant moved onto the award that she and Mason were waiting for. She looked up at Grant and he mouthed we got this over to her.

Oh God, I hope so, she mouthed back.

"The couple who are the winner of the couples cash prize to be split between them and a house to start their lives together won by a landslide," Grant informed the group, speaking towards the camera.

Janelle held her breath. Please, please, please... She silently prayed. Mason flinched and as she looked down she noticed her fingernails were digging into his hand she was so nervous. She immediately loosened her grip and looked up at him apologetically.

The wink he gave her in return set her at ease. The house and money would be great but she had what was most important. She had the best prize already standing beside her.

"Janelle and Mason, please stand!"

Cheers, clapping and whistles followed the announcement and it wasn't until Mason stood and gave her hand a tug that she realized it was real. She'd won, they'd won. Glancing over at Bambi's scowling at her and Mason confirmed what she'd heard. Feeling giddy and light-headed Janelle stood with Mason accepting the congratulations.

"Congratulations honey," Mason said, pulling her against him.

Looking up into his grey eyes, she knew she was a winner. She went onto the show hoping to pay for school and keep from being evicted and now she had everything she could have dreamed of, and it was all centered around the sexiest, sweetest, most amazing man she'd ever met.



The End
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Chapter 1



Portland, Maine - Day 1



Lincoln had been watching Angelique Donovan - a twenty-eight year old bail jumper - for several days now from the cover of his black 1969 Chevy Impala SS. It wasn't the most inconspicuous car to be on a stakeout in, but it was as close to a partner as he ever got. He'd been given it by his father on his eighteenth birthday - fifteen years ago - just before both of his parents died in a head on collision with a drunk driver. 

He had four sisters, though he rarely saw them; life happens like that sometimes and he'd grown to accept that. They all lived in various areas of the North East, while he’d moved to Denver eight years ago and never looked back. For the most part, the car was the closest thing to family that he had and considering he spent more time in it tracking down bail jumpers, than he did in his apartment, he considered the car his home. 

The dark-haired beauty was a hard worker, he'd give her that much. She pulled in long shifts every day and of the past three days he'd watched her, two of the shifts had been doubles. Regardless of how many hours she worked, she always greeted each customer with a wide, friendly smile. If he allowed himself he could have easily been pulled in by that bright smile, and the friendly gleam in her lively blue eyes.

But he wouldn't allow himself, because this time next week he'd be handing her over in handcuffs to the authorities in Denver, Colorado, where she was to stand trial on a murder charge. He had wondered countless times over the past few days how such a sweet, pretty little thing like Angelique Donovan could murder anyone. But he'd been a bounty hunter for close to ten years and one thing he'd learned in his time capturing bail jumpers was that anyone is capable of committing a crime. And in many cases it was the people you least expected that committed the worst kinds.

Lincoln sighed. "Well, show-time," he grumbled, thrusting his pistol in his shoulder holster, stuffing a pair of handcuffs in the pocket of his black leather bomber jacket and opening the car door. Not bothering to lock the car, he strutted across the parking lot of the coffee house towards the front entrance, keeping his eyes locked on Angelique.

He wondered if she'd be the type to run when she discovered who he was and why he was there. Most were, but considering it was a public place with so many co-workers around, maybe he'd get lucky and she'd go quietly, maybe even without him having to cuff her.

A guy can only dream.

He opened the front door of the coffee shop for a couple of elderly ladies to exit. They looked up at him, soft smiles touching their lips and muttered their thanks. He gave them a curt nod of his head and slipped through the open door. Of the three girls working the front cashes, Angelique was the only one busy so he waited in line for her.

"I can help you over here, Sir," one of the available hostesses told him but he gave a slight shake of his head.

"Nah thanks, I'll wait for Angelique."

He heard one of the girl mutter 'typical' under her breath followed by, 'she gets all the hot ones.' Lincoln grinned to himself at being referred to as a 'hot one' and removed the mirrored sunglasses that covered his stormy grey eyes and gave the hostess that made the hot one comment a wink. She flushed and scurried away into the back kitchen causing his grin to widen.

The customer before him took his coffee from the counter when Angelique presented him with it and left. His turn. Stepping up to the counter, with his thumbs hooked into the front pockets of his jeans he waited for Angelique to acknowledge him.

"How can I help you?" Angelique looked up, her eyes shining, her smile friendly. She chewed at her lower lip as she waited for his response, drawing his eyes to her full, glossed lips.

His cock stirred in his jeans and he growled at himself for letting his mind become distracted; even if it was just long enough to admire her subtle beauty. Shit, even the dorky visor sitting atop her head looked adorable.

Fuck and double fuck.

He cleared his throat, pushing his attraction for her to the back of his mind. He had a job to do and eyeing her like a teenager with a hard-on wasn't going to get it done. He slipped his hand into the inside pocket of his jacket and pulled out his badge. "Well, Angelique... you could help by coming quietly with me."

He locked gazes with her and waited for it - waiting for the pieces of the puzzle to fall into place for her and for her to realize she'd been tracked down and that she was going to be taken back to Denver.

That's it honey, think it over....

Lincoln held his breath, and before his eyes the realization set in. Her eyes widened, her smile faded, and she took a couple of steps back from the cash register.

Oh come on, don't make me chase you.

But she was going to run; he could see it in her eyes, as they quickly surveyed the restaurant around her. It was the look a deer got when it sensed a hunter and was about to make a run for it. She took another step back.

"I... I th-think you have the wrong person."

Lincoln stuffed the badge back into his inner pocket and then slipped his hand into his outside jacket pocket to produce the handcuffs. "Don't make this harder than it has to be, Angelique."

She sighed. Frowning, her eyes showed a look of resignation. "Alright," she muttered, "I'll go with you."

Slipping the cuffs back into his pocket, Lincoln let out a sigh of relief. He took a step back from the counter and waited for her to come around the counter and allow him to escort her from the restaurant.

Head down, she slowly made her way around the counter, until she hit the door for the kitchen. And just like that she made a run for it, dashing into the kitchen.

"Fuck!" Lincoln growled leaping over the counter and beginning what he assumed would be a short, yet annoying pursuit.

As he entered the kitchen, he felt his feet slip out from under him. He reached out to steady himself on the stainless steel counter next to him, but it was too late. Within seconds he found himself on his back, lying on the greasy floor. He turned his head just in time to see her smirk at him, give a tiny wave and disappear out the back exit.

"Oh, that cocky little..." he bellowed as he pulled himself to his feet and continued his pursuit of her, bursting through the back and into the back lot of the coffee shop. His eyes did a quick scan and happened to see her race into an alley between two apartment buildings.

He broke into a full run chasing after her. He dodged cars as he crossed the busy street and ducked into the alley he'd seen her disappear into. The alley became a maze of dead ends and high fences, so he was certain as long as he followed where it led, he'd have her.



****



Damn, damn, damn. 

Tears blurred Angelique's eyes as she sat, hidden at the back of a stinky dumpster. How did life get this bad for her? Just six months ago she had everything, a promising career as a journalist at a prestigious newspaper, a nice home and was soon to be married to a man she loved and admired, Nathan Winters. Then, in the blink of an eye Nathan was dead and she was the one going to trial for his murder.

Her breath caught in her throat as she heard the sound of footsteps beside the dumpster. Just as the footsteps began to move away, she heard a squeak and felt something run across her exposed ankle. She yelped, and covered her mouth to try and stifle the noise, but it was too late. The owner of the footsteps started back in her direction.

The footsteps came back to the dumpster, and the lid was flipped open to display the bounty hunter glaring down at her. In other circumstances she would have found him attractive, but as he stood staring down at her trembling body, all she could thing about was that this was the end of the line for her. She was going to trial and then to prison for a crime she didn't commit.

"It's over Angelique, come out." He extended his hand to her, but she cowered away from him, inching away until her back hit the cold steel back of the massive dumpster.

The blonde-haired man huffed and his eyes narrowed at her. "You can't be serious. You have no idea how pissed I'm going to be if I have to come in there after you."

It may have been over for her; she was caught, but she'd be damned if she was going to make it easy on him. She cocked her head to the side and gave him the same condescending smirk she'd given him when she'd seen him slip on the vegetable oil she'd intentionally spilled on the kitchen floor during her escape from the coffee shop. "Guess you're going to have to earn that bounty and come and get me."

His features darkened and anger flashed within his deep grey eyes. "Fine. Have it your way." A deep, growl-like noise came from him as he pulled himself up and into the dumpster.

Seeing one final chance to escape, she scrambled to her feet and leapt over the side as he jumped in. She tripped as she landed on the cement ground of the alleyway, skinning the palms of her hands, but she righted herself once more and lunged forward.

"For the love of fuck, Angelique!" he shouted after her followed by a grunt and thud as he jumped from the dumpster and continued his pursuit.

She had just begun to regain a small sliver of hope when she felt an arm wrap around her waist and an impact which felt like the force of a Mack truck slamming into her back, sending her tumbling to the ground. As Angelique landed, the wind was knocked from her as his weight came crashing down onto her. She was still trying to regain her breath when she felt his weight lift, and her wrists being grabbed roughly and cuffed behind her back.

"We could have just done this the easy way, Angelique and you could have saved me a lot of aggravation. Now you have me in a bad mood."

Angelique huffed. "Do you honestly think I care about your mood?"

"You should since you're stuck with me for the next week. I can be a really nice guy, Angelique, but I can just as easily be a major asshole. Ball’s in your court."

Once her arms were secure, Lincoln stood, grabbed her arm and pulled her roughly to her feet. Still not wanting to admit defeat, even with her arms secure behind her back, she tried to jerk her arm from his grasp. 

Grabbing her around the waist he pulled her rear tight against him. The fight in her was pretty much gone, but she couldn't resist bucking against him a couple more times. She gasped and she froze against him as she felt his cock begin to grow and press against her bottom.

"Oh-my-god," she gasped. "You're actually turned on by this? By chasing down a defenceless woman?"

Lincoln stepped back from her, grabbed her arm roughly and pulled her along as they made their way back out of the alleyway. "You were squirming that tight ass of yours against my dick as if you were a damned stripper after a buck; what did you expect?" he defended, refusing to meet her gaze, though as she watched his expression she saw a flush beginning to redden his face. A slight grin touched her lips as a plan began to formulate in her mind, not the best plan in the world, admittedly, but one nonetheless. 

She allowed her eyes to wander up and down the length of him. He was at least six foot. She guessed close to 6 foot 2, short-cut blonde hair and deep grey eyes. His shoulders and chest were thick and powerful. He was attractive, no doubt about it, in a rugged sort of way. The kind of guy she'd easily be able to fall for - under different circumstances.
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