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This was totally and utterly ridiculous.
Shauna adjusted the strap of her bag on her shoulder and glanced from left to
right, before jabbing the key in the lock. She’d spent one too many nights entertaining
and sleeping by herself. Twisting the knob, she pushed open the door and locked
it behind her.


No one else was on this floor and the
cleaning crew had already been through his office. A smirk curved her lips.
They would be completely alone. A ripple of anticipation rolled through her
body. All she needed was her sexy hunk of man to come striding through the
door.


She could just imagine the look on his
face. Stunned and speechless. It would be priceless. She dropped her bag on a
nearby chair and peered around the room. The office was larger than most.
Papers cluttered in unruly piles threatened to spill from the surface of the
wide cherry wood desk.


A frown pulled her lips down and she
shook her head. This would never do. She had plans for her man and it required
a clean desk. In a matter of minutes she had the files stacked neatly on the
credenza behind the desk.


She nudged the black leather executive
chair with her hip and it rolled beneath the desk. One last glance around the
office and she nodded. Satisfied with her handiwork, she removed her gray
blazer and navy blue/black pencil skirt. She placed the items in the bag, removed
two riding crops, then dropped the bag to the floor.


Shauna fingered her implements of
pleasure/pain. One had a floppy tip and a long sparkly silver-and-purple shaft
that flexed when she flicked her wrist. The other was a little shorter and
stiffer with a broad flat popper made of firm leather. Both had been well used,
mostly on Nathan’s very capable buttocks. She selected the sparkly crop,
allowing the other to drop back in the bag.


Heat flooded her pussy and trickled down
her thighs. They’d never played in his office before, but then he hadn’t been
away for more than a day before. Straightening, she smoothed a hand down the front
of her leather bustier. She’d opted not to wear panties so there would be no
barrier to anything. Also she would be able to tease him without worrying about
taking her underwear off.


With her foot, she shoved the bag beside
a filing cabinet, out of sight. She didn’t want Nathan to open the door and see
the bag. She wanted his focus on her and nothing else.


The faint squeak of soft-soled shoes
reached her ears. Before she left his office tonight, he would remember why
they were so good together. She flicked her wrist and the crop whistled through
the air. Ah, yes. They would have a very good time indeed.


Her heels clicked on the floor as she
walked to his chair. She placed the crop on the seat beside her, leaned back,
and placed her feet on the desk.


Tonight they would make memories.


***


She was mad at him again. Nathan shook
his head and continued down the hall. There wasn’t much he could do about that
at the moment, not with work piling up and the Chief of Police breathing down
his neck. The only way to keep his collar dry was to get results on the latest
string of homicides. Which meant he was stuck sifting through any lead he could
find. That also meant he rarely saw his girlfriend and mistress for any length
of time.


He was usually sliding between the sheets
when she was leaving for work and that had been the norm now for nearly two
weeks now. His footsteps slowed as he rounded the corner and headed toward his
office. There would be consequences for his actions. A spurt of lust shot
through his veins and pooled low. Just imagining what type of punishment she’d
hand out left him harder than finding a clue. He shifted the uncomfortable
erection and resumed his quick pace.


That was happening a lot too. Too many
damn hard-ons and no immediate relief. For all of two seconds he contemplated
locking his office door and firing off a couple of rounds, but somehow she
would know and that would make things even worse at home.


No self-gratification then. He paused
outside his office door. All he needed was a break, a lead, a damn clue to the
identity of the killer and then he could wrap up this case.


He twisted the knob, pushed open the
door, and stopped in his tracks. There she was, leaning back in his leather
executive chair, her stiletto-clad feet propped on a corner of his now barren
desk, wearing a smirk and little else.


Could she hear his heart hammering away?
God, he hoped not. That would give her insight into exactly what he was
feeling. By her slow perusal and the way her gaze lingered on his crotch, she
already knew what he was feeling. He shifted, met her stare, and barely stifled
a groan.


Open appraisal and hunger simmered in her
dark chocolate depths. She licked her lips and his body jerked in response, his
cock aching to feel the warm heat of her mouth on him.


 He
looked her over. Sheer black stockings encased long, shapely legs. Her
red-soled shoes bore an ice-pick thin heel and a sexy jeweled ankle strap. She
lowered her feet to the floor and leaned forward, giving him a view of her
breasts as they threatened to spill from the top of her leather bustier. What
was she wearing beneath? A skirt? A thong?


“Close and lock the door, Nathan.” Her
sultry voice washed over him, sensitizing nerves already alive with lust.


“What are you doing here, Shauna?” Even
as he voiced his curiosity, he did as she ordered.


The corners of her mouth twisted upward.
“You’ve been avoiding me.”


“That’s not true.” He frowned. “This
case...”


She merely lifted a brow, while her
fingers swept over the curve of her breasts. He followed her movements, envying
the digits caressing her creamy chocolate flesh. He sucked in a breath.


“This case is important, Shauna.”


“How long has it been?”


Her finger circled one pert nipple. The
pebbled point strained against the supple material, while her gaze never left
his face. He probably should’ve made time for her, for them. Could she see how
much her presence, her actions affected him? A bead of sweat trickled between
his shoulder blades while his cock remained rock-hard. By the smirk teasing her
lips, she did.


He lowered his head. “Too long.”


“My sentiments exactly.” Her hand slid
down her flat abdomen and disappeared from view. Her lids fluttered to
half-mast. “I’ve had to replace the batteries in my vibrator...twice this
week.”


Damn. Was she just going to make him
watch her come, no participation required on his part? That was low and hot all
at the same time.


Nathan clenched his jaw, his hand moving
to the bulge in his pants, and rubbed up and down. She sucked at her bottom lip
and he longed to see her fingers delve into her damp folds, but the desk obstructed
his view. Her scent, sweet and musky, perfumed the air, and his mouth watered
to taste her. A soft moan eased past his lips. He could almost feel her silken
heat wrapped around the rigid length of him.


Abruptly she stilled, her eyes taking on
a dreamy quality he loved to watch. “What are you doing?”


Confused, he glanced around.


“Stop touching yourself.”


He ceased stroking himself and allowed
his hand to fall at his side. He’d been so aroused by her he hadn’t realized
what he was doing.


“Take off your clothes.”


“What?”


Another sly smile and an eyebrow raise.
He tugged at the knot in his tie while the other hand went to the buttons on
his shirt. There weren’t many people left in the building this time of night,
but there was still the potential to get caught. A glance at the door assured
him it was still locked.


 “You must not want me as badly as I think you
do.” Her hand disappeared beneath the desk again. “What a pity. I guess that
means you get to watch.”


He shed his clothes as if there were no
zippers or buttons to impede his progress, then stood, feet shoulder-width
apart and hands behind his back.


“Much better.” She leaned back in the
chair, returning her feet to the desk. Again, her slow perusal left him aching
and wanton for her touch. “Such utter beauty.” Shauna dropped her feet to the
floor and stood, grabbing something from the side of the chair as she moved
forward.


She stopped at the corner of his desk.
Now he could see all of what she wore. The leather corset nipped and tucked in
at her waist. The boning pointed toward the smooth, glistening prize at the
apex of her thighs, and if she leaned back just right on the desk, he’d have a
tantalizing view of her ripe, swollen pussy, just ready to be sampled.


He could already taste her sweetness on
his tongue, and she was always sweet, like sunshine and fresh berries. His
mouth watered to bring her pleasure, to dine from her intimate buffet, but only
if she gave her permission.


Despite her heels, he towered over her
and still couldn’t see what she clutched in her fist. She lifted a hand and
trailed her fingertips over his chest. He inhaled when she flicked his nipple
with her nail.


The warm rasp of her tongue followed and
he fought to keep his hands where they were. Every cell responded to that one
intimate lick and sent fire racing through his veins.


Her mouth and fingers wandered over his
torso, daring to go lower. He clenched his hands at his back. Something cold
touched his left calf, then slowly slid up the inside of his leg. A shiver
undulated his body, but he refrained from touching her.


When her lips closed over the head of his
cock, his fingers curled in her short, dark hair. She tossed his hand aside and
straightened with a frosty glare.


The protest died on his lips at her
reprimand. She tilted her head to the side and quirked a brow. Her riding crop
never stopped moving over his skin. Up and down the inside of each thigh, over
his scrotum, along his shaft, and back again.


“It seems you’ve forgotten a lot in these
two weeks.” She trailed the rigid leather implement higher and pressed it
against his shoulder. “Kneel.”


He did as she bade. Now he was eye-level
with her pussy, the object of his desire, and it tempted him with its ripe
scent of arousal. She raked her fingers through his hair, his scalp tingling
from the impromptu massage. What would she do now? A bit of pain with his
pleasure or continue to slowly tease him with her light strokes and kisses?


Disappointment washed through him when
she released his hair and moved from view. Her heels clicked as she walked
around him, dragging the crop along his chest, then his bicep and shoulder
blades as she circled him.


The supple leather teased with the
promise of pleasure as well as pain. She stroked the curve of his spine,
flirting with the divide of his ass. He tensed. She leaned close, her breath
warming his ear as she fingered the box chain-linked necklace at his throat. 


“You know the biggest turn-on at the
moment?” She nipped his earlobe with her teeth, the sharp bite sending a wave
of heat to his already throbbing cock. He closed his eyes, savoring her
nearness, the way her palm felt against his skin and the circular motion of the
crop against his ass. “Knowing you trust me with your body.” Her lips grazed
his neck. “Show me how you want me to touch you.”


Nathan watched Shauna straighten from the
corner of his eye. He didn’t rush, trailing his fingers over the broad mushroom
head and stroking from tip to balls. The weight of her scrutiny fed his desire
and he sucked in a breath as he curled his fingers around the thick shaft.


She rested one hand on his shoulder as
she continued to flutter the short whip over his back and buttocks. The
coolness of the crop, the heat of her hand, and him stroking up and down his
shaft sent wisps of silvery lightening through his veins. He kept his movements
slow and deliberate, when all he wanted to do was hurry to reach nirvana. As if
sensing his thoughts, she squeezed his shoulder and leaned close.


“Nice and slow, lover. No need to rush a
good thing.”


*****


Shauna let a smile of satisfaction curve
her lips. She enjoyed being able to tease and tempt Nathan. His body went rigid
when she stroked the long rod against the tanned globes of his ass. She held it
there, lightly moving back and forth. Waiting.


She raked her fingers through his golden
blond hair: several streaks of platinum sliced through his wavy locks. At least
he was getting a lot of sun. Up and over she dragged her fingers on his scalp.
She continued her slow massage. Each swipe of her digits caused his shoulders
to droop. When his body relaxed, she swatted his buttocks with her crop.


He flinched, but did not make a sound. A
shiver of pleasure raced through her veins and throbbed in her clit. She left
the luxury of his hair to feather a caress over his reddening flesh. Another
quick tap, not as hard as the first, but enough to hint at more to come.


A low groan filled the air and she
smacked him again. Each moan he uttered was a spoken kiss, a verbal caress, an
intimate joining of lust and love. She longed to keep him—them—in this state
for hours, but they weren’t at home, they were in his office and time was not
on her side. In the meantime, she’d make sure his ass was a nice shiny red. She
grinned, a reminder of the pleasure and pain they shared while he worked.  


*****


Nathan let his head drop forward,
embracing the sizzle of fire racing over his ass while erotic tension surged in
his veins, hardening his cock even more. Another flick of her wrist brought the
flat end of the implement to the fleshy part of his buttocks. He winced at the
sting, but her hand caressed it away, only to repeat the treatment on his other
cheek. His cock jerked with each blow, but he stayed with the slow glide of his
hand. Pre-cum trickled from the opening, aiding his strokes. Each strike
wielded with a little more force than the one before it, left him craving more.


He longed to be buried balls-deep, making
love to her long and slow, or fast and hard. Sweat beaded on his brow as she massaged
the worst of the sting away, but his ass was hot and he didn’t think she was
done with him yet. She squeezed his shoulder, a signal for him to stop. With
reluctance, he let his hand fall away even as his body screamed for release.


“Such a pretty shade of red,” she cooed.
Her heels clicked as she once more stood in front of him.


He glanced up at her. Her eyes were
bright with desire and the evidence slicked her thighs. She stepped close,
until his nose just touched her pelvic bone. Her scent greeted him like an old
friend. All he had to do was stick out his tongue and taste her.


The crop caressed his flank and again he
tensed. Her fingers wound in his hair, yanking on the strands until he met her
heated stare.


“Your mouth and nothing more.”


He nodded in understanding, and though
her fingers remained threaded in his hair, her grip eased.


She stepped just a little closer. He
opened his mouth and licked those lush, dewy lips. Her honey exploded on his
tongue and he savored her exotic, unique flavor. A moan slipped past her lips
and was music to his ears. The leather continued to caress his buttocks.


He speared deep, wanting to wrap his
hands around her hips to hold her against his mouth, but settled for curling
his fingers along his aching shaft. A sharp sting slapped the flesh on the
muscular part of his shoulders.


“I didn’t give you permission to do
that,” she said with a smirk.


Nathan released his cock and placed his
hand back on his thigh.


“Keep them where I can see them or I may
be forced to use handcuffs.”


He nodded and sucked her clit into his
mouth while he teased the hardened pearl with his tongue. She gripped his shoulder
and rode his tongue and lips. Her juices ran down his chin while he hummed
encouragement in his throat. She was close, if the fingers tugging his hair
were any indication. 


When she pulled back abruptly, he tried
to bank his disappointment and failed miserably. He watched, through narrowed
eyes as she perched on the edge of his desk and spread her legs wide. She
crooked a finger, beckoning him closer.


He labored to his feet and came to stand
within the vee her legs created. She grabbed his shaft and stroked him from tip
to balls, her thumb applying just the right amount of pressure to the vein running
underneath. His hips thrust against her fist.


She tangled her fingers in his hair and
drew him down for a kiss. Just the faint brush of her lips made him want to
gather her close. He leaned in, his palms flat on the desk, the inside of his
wrists skimming her thighs.


Her tongue coaxed his lips apart and he
allowed her entry. She tasted sweet and hot. She moved closer, the coolness of
her bustier tickling his chest and abs, while damp heat greeted his cock. She
pulled away from him and maneuvered him until he was seated on the desk.


The cool surface was a balm on his
stinging cheeks. When she placed a knee on the desk beside him, he grabbed her
around the waist to steady her. She pressed a kiss to his mouth as she
straddled his thighs.


He held his breath as she lowered onto
him. His fingers tightened at her waist as her heat scorched and closed around
him like a silken fist. For the first time since he found her sitting in his
chair, he wasn’t sure he could satisfy her. Indeed, it had been two weeks and
with the foreplay they’d already indulged in, he was close to orgasm.


“Relax.” Her dark brown eyes bore into
his. “I know exactly how you feel.” With that, she rolled her hips and seemed
to sink a little lower. She moved against him, her hands on his shoulders for
leverage.


The soft slap of flesh on flesh
punctuated the moans and groans of their lovemaking. She took her time, sucking
her bottom lip as she slid up and down his shaft. Each stroke sent lightening
coursing through his veins and focused it on their intimate joining.


She was so tight, each downward stroke
settled him down and her juices flowed. Her hips increased spread, while her
nails bit into his shoulders. She was close and he thrust upward, providing as
much friction as possible.


Tension coiled in his belly as she rode
him fast and hard, testing his control, which was quickly slipping. Her pace
was relentless, daring him to keep up. When the first ripple of her orgasm
squeezed and massaged his cock, he wanted to weep.


He grasped her hips and continued the
upward thrusts. She fused her mouth to his as her body quivered and rocked in
his arms. A tingle began at the base of his spine and worked its way to a flash
where it flared into a firestorm of need. His pistoning hips slowed and then
resumed their chaotic ride and he sought to bury himself to the hilt as his
climax shoved him over edge into oblivion.


 Nathan clasped her trembling body to him as
his strokes slowed, then ceased. She dropped her damp forehead in the hollow of
his shoulder. He brushed a kiss along the column of her throat. A smile
whispered against his skin.


“You are still not forgiven,” she said
her voice muffled.


“I expect I won’t be for a while.”


She sat back and cradled his face between
her palms. “I love you, Nathan, and I don’t want our work to become so central
in our lives that we lose one another.”


He swallowed, covering her hands with
his. She could be tough and wield her crop with fierceness, but these moments
when they were in each other’s arms were when she spoke her heart. “I hear
you.” He twisted his head and kissed the inside of her wrist. “I love you too.
From now on I’ll watch the hours at work.” She pulled away with a sigh. He
retained his grip, searching her face. Something flickered in her irises.
“Trust works two ways, Shauna.”


She smiled and settled on the desk next
to him. “It’s been a hectic coupla weeks without you around.”


“Is that all?”


“Actually...yes. I missed you.”


Pleasure stole through him at her
admission. “I think you got me with each swing of that riding crop.” He
grimaced.


She laughed. “You deserved it and so much
more.”


“Indeed.” He wrapped his arm around her
shoulders and drew her close. “What are your plans when you leave here?”


“Home and a bubble bath.”


“Sounds tempting.”


She nodded.


Before he could answer, the shrill ring
of his phone interrupted. He flashed her an apologetic smile and reached for
the phone. “Peters.”


She slid off the desk and he admired the
smooth, round globes of her ass as she sashayed away. He missed half of what
the caller was saying as he watched her bend at the waist, exposing her further
to his hungry exploration. His cock twitched. She retrieved a short clinging
skirt from a bag beside his filing cabinets he hadn’t noticed earlier, stepped
into the garment, and drew it up over the lush swell of her hips. And she still
didn’t wear any panties.


“...surveillance. This could be the break
we’ve been looking for,” the caller said in his ear.


“What? What was that?” Nathan tore his
attention from the temptation of her body and back to his phone call.


“He may have been caught on a security
tape. The owner has been gracious enough to give me a copy of the tape. If he’s
on this, we’ve got him.”


“Great. Bring it in and radio for a unit
to sit on the store in case he comes back for breath mints or something.”
Nathan let the receiver drop into its cradle. This was the big break he’d been
waiting for and then he could close this case and make the world a little safer
for the woman dressing in his office.


He faced her. She was adjusting the strap
on her shoes then shrugged into a gray blazer. Damn, he wanted to see her half
naked a little longer. And speaking of naked, he glanced down at his body. He
needed to put on his clothes if he was going to follow up on this lead.


“I have a lead...”


“I heard.”


He stood in front of her and palmed her
cheek. “Please don’t be upset.”


She shook her head. “I’m not. Go close
your case and come home to me.”


He watched the sway of her hips as she
crossed the room.


“But don’t take too long. I’d enjoy
breaking in a new whip.” She retrieved the one from the desk and sauntered from
the room.


He slowly tugged on his clothes, a smile
curving his lips. So would he. So would he.


***


A few days later, Nathan clutched the
braided handle of a brown paper bag in one hand and a box of chocolates in the
other. Shauna, longtime girlfriend and mistress, had been more than patient
with him. He’d spent the last couple of weeks tracking down a vicious serial
killer and, sadly, neglecting his love life. Hopefully all of that would come
to an end tonight. Or else...


He bounded up the stairs of the front
porch. If the candies and special body oil didn’t do the trick, he was sure to
feel the lash of her riding crop. A shiver of pleasure raced down his spine and
hardened his cock. Even if he did feel the sting, it would be a night to remember.


An eager smile curved his lips as he
fumbled his key in the lock and shouldered open the door. He entered a narrow
foyer, kicked the door closed, and removed his shoes. The vestibule opened into
a hallway. Juggling his packages, he halted on the threshold of the kitchen.
Bent over the counter, forearms resting on the black granite top, head bobbing
to the earbuds tucked in her ears, stood the object of his desire.


The pastel pink shirt she wore
complimented her smooth mocha skin and as she reached for the wine glass of
burgundy liquid, her hem raised, exposing her firm, rounded buttocks to his
scrutiny.


 He
wanted to cup those luscious cheeks and feel her squirm against him, but first
he needed to garner a little favor. Paper rattled as he moved forward. She
glanced over her shoulder, a siren’s smile curving her delectable lips before
dropping into a frown. A sigh brushed his lips. So much for softening her up.


She tugged the earbuds from her ears,
stood in front of him, and touched his cheek with a cool, but gentle finger. He
flinched as her digits whispered over the abraded flesh. The arrest hadn’t gone
as smoothly as he’d have liked, but the perp was in custody.


“It’s not as bad as it looks,” he said,
holding her dark chocolate gaze.


A flicker of concern flashed through her
irises while she pursed her lips. “Really? It looks like you’ve been slapped
with a cheese grater.” She spun on her heel and stalked to the fridge. “I think
the last words I said to you were come back in one piece, no scratches,
bruises, nicks or dents.” She jerked on the handle and snatched an ice tray
from the shelf. “Were those not the words I said?”


He bit back a chuckle. “Yes, those were.
However, the criminal in question was less than cooperative.”


She huffed and dropped cubes into a tea
towel before fixing him with a glare. “And where was your partner and backup?”


“Jones has a broken nose. By the time
backup jumped into the fray, we had the guy subdued and in restraints.” Nathan
placed his packages on the counter as she approached. “And I’m home for a few
days.”


“Are you now?”


He settled into one of the high-back
padded stools and nodded. “We got a signed confession. So the captain told us
to take a few days to recuperate, then come back and solve another one.”


She straddled his lap and placed the ice
pack on his cheek. “Do you have some sort of idea what you’re going to do with
all that time?”


He shifted, centering her heated core
over the hard bulge in his slacks. She leaned closer, combing her fingers
through the thickness of his hair. He closed his eyes, savoring the way she
massaged his scalp each time her digits raked through his tresses.


Tension drained from his shoulders, only
to settle between his legs. He rested his hands at her waist, liking the way the
shirt tightened around her breasts. Her pert nipples tented the shirt and he
longed to suck one into his mouth. Her fingers tugged on his hair, pulling his
head back. When he gasped at the unexpected bite of pain, she brought her mouth
down on his in a demanding kiss.


He forgot to breathe as her mouth
devoured his, taking and giving all in one heartbeat. She nipped his bottom lip
and her tongue flicked over the fullness to ease the sting before darting
inside his mouth.


She moaned and pressed closer to him. The
ice pack brushed his shoulder and landed on the floor with a thud. The cubes
skittered across the marble floor. His hands gripped her hips while she ground
against his erection. Her juices soaked his pants and he longed to be buried
deep in her honeyed depths.


Abruptly she tore her mouth from his to
gaze at him. “I’m glad you’re home.”


“I brought a peace offering.”


The corner of her mouth lifted in a half
smirk. “Oh?”


He slid his hand up her ribcage to cup
her breasts, relishing the way the soft globes fit into the palms of his hands.
A tremor undulated her body when he massaged the pebbled peaks. She curled her
fingers around his wrists.


She arched a brow.


“I did. Your favorite candy and oil for a
massage.”


“And you thought this would get you back
into my good graces?


“At least enough to garner some
sympathy.” He kissed the inside of her wrists.


“Are you saying there are more bruises on
this body of mine?”


He nodded. Much to his disappointment,
she slid off his lap.


“Take off your clothes.”


The command sent a shiver of lust through
his veins. Even as he rushed to comply, he knew she wouldn’t be pleased with
the marks dotting his torso. He shed his pants and underwear in one fluid motion,
gritting his teeth when his left elbow grazed his ribs. Before he could hesitate,
his shirt joined the pile.


Fear skittered across her features,
before it slid from view. Still her eyes glistened with unshed tears, while her
lip quivered. She blinked and the only emotion left behind, desire, shone in
her gaze. Wordlessly, she grabbed his hand, led him from the kitchen, down the
hall, and into the bedroom. She pointed to the bed.


“Sit.”


“EMTs and a doc in the ER looked me over,
Shauna. Nothing is broken, just some bruises, sweetheart.”


She planted her hands on her hips and
stared at him. “Nathan...” She dragged her fingers through her short, dark hair
and shook her head. Once more uncertainty peeked through and he longed to erase
that expression from her face. “Are you sure you’re okay?”


“Sore, but I’ve had worse.”


For one long moment, she studied him, her
gaze lingering on his torso and the pretty colors there, before settling on his
semi-erection. He leaned back, resting his weight on his elbows. She arched a
brow.


“So what’s the verdict?”


“You need rest,” she said.


“I need you.”


She remained where she was.


He frowned and straightened. “Shauna.” He
extended his hand. “When you came to my office the other day, you were very specific
in what you wanted and needed from me. Now I’m asking for the same thing. I
need you, right here next to me. I need to feel your skin against mine, our
bodies joined as one, moving until nothing else matters but the ecstasy we
bring one another. I need to feel the passion of your kiss and the sting of
your nails as they scrape along my shoulders.” His gaze never wavered from hers
and neither did his hand. She was the only person in the world he ever spoke to
like this and after the day he’d had, he had to feel her body next to his.


When her smaller digits touched his, he
grasped her fingers and pulled her close. She stumbled forward. He curved an
arm around her waist and hauled her against him. She planted her hands on
either side of him in an attempt to keep off his injuries. Nathan was having
none of that. He wanted to feel the press of her breasts against his chest.


He maneuvered until he was on top,
settled in the vee of her thighs, her sweet pussy hot and moist against his now
raging hard-on. She flattened her palms on his chest. He savored the heat
before he shackled her wrists and held them above her head in one hand. Her
eyes widened while lust shimmered in their dark brown depths.


“Is this what you need, Nathan?”


He released her wrists, only to grab the
front of her shirt. A hard yank ripped the garment in two, baring her breasts
for his enjoyment alone. He fondled the chocolate peaks, admiring the contrast
of his lightly tanned hand on her skin. She gasped when he squeezed her nipple.


Her hips bucked and the tip of his penis
brushed her entrance. He went still as lightning flashed through his system. He
didn’t have to hurry, but he could savor the moment and heighten her arousal as
well. Shauna wiggled her hips and he dipped his head and captured that perfect
nipple between his lips, flicking his tongue over the hardened bud. She arched
against his mouth and threaded her fingers through his hair.


Nathan laved until she squirmed with a
breathless moan. He lavished attention on her other breast while he cupped the
other. Slowly he rocked his hips, entering her silken heat with a gasp and a
sigh.


She pulled on his hair and claimed his
mouth. The kiss was slow, following the same languid pace of his strokes. Her
hands roamed the curve of his spine and grabbed a handful of his ass. He hissed
at the small bite as her nails sank into the fleshy part. Her legs tangled with
his while her pelvis rose in greeting on each stroke.


“Harder.”


He obliged, driving into her tight
channel with enough force to move them up the bed. She met each pounding thrust
with a rise of her hips, grinding against him in a way that sent shivers of
pleasure along his nerve endings. This was where he wanted to be, buried deep
in her heat, giving her what she demanded while taking what he needed.


“Faster.” She urged him on with a smack
to his buttocks.


Pain/pleasure coursed through him as she
spanked him again. He increased his thrusts. The slap of flesh on flesh mingled
with her moans and his grunts. Her nails bit into the hard muscles of his back
as she spasmed around him, massaging his cock with each rhythmic squeeze.


She clung to him as her body quivered
with release, but he needed more. He paused long enough to drape her legs over
his arms and managed to sink a little deeper in her heat.


Anticipation built and coiled tight with
each stroke. Lightning flashed and zipped through his veins. Nothing else
existed but the way her pussy gripped his cock. So wet and slippery and she was
all his. His climax overwhelmed, racing up his calves, leaping over his
hamstrings and buttocks to spurt into the welcome haven of her body.


He collapsed into her arms, placing a
damp kiss in the hollow of her throat. Nathan held her close as she combed her
fingers through his hair. Their ragged pants filled the sex-laden air.


“So what do you plan as an encore?”
Shauna traced his areola.


“A hot bubble bath for two.” He skimmed
his lips over her jaw until he met her lips. “Then a massage.”


“You are speaking my language,” she said
between kisses. “But there’s one thing you forgot.”


A smirk teased the corners of his mouth.
“Oh, yeah?”


She ran a gentle finger along the bruise
on his face and he went still. “There must be a bit of punishment for coming
home black-and-blue.”


Anticipation rippled through his veins
and his cock jerked in response. “Whatever you desire, my lovely mistress.”


Her lips curved in a siren’s smile. “A
few days off?”


“Absolutely.”


“Then there isn’t a moment to waste.”
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