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Prologue

 


 It was time.

 Jake tilted his head up, closing his eyes as the sun bathed his skin with warmth. He luxuriated in the feeling, until thoughts started whirling inside his mind once more. 

 It was time to speed things up; his people were waiting for him after all. Impatience burned bright inside him. He wanted to take her, here and now. He wanted to make her his. Never before had he felt so out of control with a potential Mate. Of course, never before had his Recruiter’s choice been so…perfect.

 He opened his eyes and watched her cross the garden, stopping every once in a while to collect their empty beer bottles. She was so unlike his former conquests in appearance, and yet, the more he looked at her, the more he wanted her. He wanted to feel her curves under his hands, her body under his. He wanted to fall inside her, and never let go.

 He shook his head at his stupidity. He had his position of First Man to uphold. He couldn’t dally, or take the time needed to seduce her properly. Instead he would need to be harsh; he would need to ply her senses and make her fall for him. There was no other option. His men had told him the compound was once more growing restless, John back at his usual tricks. God but he hated the damn man! He should have killed him last time, and damn the ones who’d stopped him.

 Grabbing his latest bottle, he gulped it down and slammed it onto the nearest table. The other couple looked at him in silence. They knew what was going to happen; they knew their roles in his plan well. With a nod, he drew up to his six–foot–four height and squared his shoulders. Here we go… With a resolute stride, he followed his prey into the house, the alcohol coursing through his veins never once making him stumble. 

 But then he was an Immortal, and not many things could faze him. Except…except maybe the woman who would become his Mate.

 


 It was time. 



 



Chapter One: Slip of the Lips

 


 “I miss big tits.”


 Faye’s head jerked up at her neighbor’s comment. “Excuse me?”


 Jake groaned, a faint blush tinting his cheekbones. “Did I say that out loud?”


 “Yes.”


 “Shit. Sorry, Faye. It’s just…” 


 He let his voice trail, her interest spiking at his uncommon show of indecisiveness. She’d never seen him like that before. He was usually the epitome of cool, with his expensive clothes and abrupt attitude. When she’d moved into this house, she hadn’t counted on her roommate’s best friends living next door. She remembered meeting them that first day, taken aback at the sight of the most beautiful couple she’d ever seen. She’d felt so frumpy in comparison, her with the too bountiful curves and crazy hair. 

 Jake’s body was honed to muscled perfection. His girlfriend had the requisite model looks. They lived in the perfect house and had perfect jobs, working from home as consultants. It was a good thing they were both very nice, otherwise Faye would seriously hate them. 

 “It’s just what?” She couldn’t help but ask.

 His gaze lowered to the deep V of her shirt. “I miss big tits. I love Sofia, but she doesn’t have much on top. Yours, on the opposite, are more than a handful.”

 Faye blinked. He hadn’t really said that, right? His girlfriend was so hot it hurt. She had professionally highlighted blonde hair that hung straight down her back; professionally tanned skin that made her blue eyes pop, and professionally whitened teeth that sparkled like diamonds. And here he was, commenting on her breasts. No way was this real! “Right.”

 “Sorry, Faye. I didn’t mean to be rude.”

 “It’s, uhm, okay.” The napkins she’d been holding fell to the floor when she realized she hadn’t been dreaming. With a low curse, she bent over to retrieve them, catching a wayward one with her left hand and nearly falling over while she was at it.

 “Fuck, babe, you’re not helping.”

 Faye grabbed hold of a table leg and looked up. “What?” She pushed herself upright and winced a little at the subsequent headrush. She kept her hands busy stacking the napkins on top of one another, while she did her best to ignore Jake’s intense gaze. She didn’t know what his problem was, but she was pretty sure he was staring at her cleavage again. What an odd thing to say though. They were friends, of course. All four of them were, but did he really have to talk to her about her breasts? No, even worse, compare them to his girlfriend’s? Maybe he’d had one beer too many, she thought, as she tried to remember how many he’d downed that afternoon. 

 “Faye?” 


 She jumped at his voice suddenly so near. She whirled around and nearly headbutted him. “Shoot, Jake, you scared me!”


 He ignored her, instead saying, “Can I ask you something?”


 She gulped. “Sure.”


 “Can I touch them?” He lowered his head once again, his green eyes darkening. “Please?”


 “Having fun, guys?” Her roommate’s voice rang behind them, interrupting the moment. “Babe, where are the steaks? Sofia’s starving, she says. You wouldn’t believe how much she eats by looking at her, but I swear she gulps down her weight in food on a daily basis.” Chris chuckled as he opened the fridge and looked inside. 

 Faye remained immobile, a disturbing hardness pressed tight against her stomach. What was going on? Had their friend really just asked if he could touch her breasts? What the hell was wrong with him? 

 The weight lifted as Jake took a step back, then ran an agitated hand through his hair. “Fuck,” he muttered.


 Chris closed the fridge door with a loud bang. “Can I ask why your erection was trying to drill a way into Faye?”


 “Shit.” Jake’s head hung down. “I just… They were right there and they looked so…so tempting!”


 “What did?” Sofia asked as she entered the room and went straight to her boyfriend. She wrapped her arms around him from behind, her eyebrows snapping together when she noticed his pants tenting. “Well, hello there.”

 Jake swore. Loudly, this time. “Can we please all ignore it until it goes away?”

 “I don’t know.” Sofia teased. “Do you want me to do something about it?”

 


 Faye watched her roommate watch the other couple. He was grinning, obviously enjoying the sexy banter. She wondered, and not for the first time, if there was more to things than she’d been told. She’d been living here for the past two months and she really did enjoy it. Everyone was really nice. They’d all made her feel welcome, and she was grateful. But the other couple was a bit odd at times, and Chris…Chris was hiding something from her. Maybe it was the way he stared at Sofia when he didn’t think she could see him, or maybe it was the fact that he’d clearly implied he was gay, making it all the more implausible, but there was something she was missing. She just wasn’t sure what.

 Sofia chose that moment to ask, “What got you so hot?” 


 “I think I know the answer.” Chris dumped the steaks onto the table and pointed to Faye. “It’s your fault.”


 Her eyebrows shot up. “My fault?” her voice squeaked.


 “Isn’t it, Jake?”


 “Yes, definitely.”


 “I didn’t do anything!” She snapped back, crossing her arms in a vain show of defiance. The gesture didn’t help matters as it pushed her breasts together. “You’re so…so… Men!”

 They laughed at her reply, Chris’s arm wrapping around her waist and tugging her against his side. “We’re not making fun of you, sweetheart. It’s just that top is very…how should I say?”

 “Low cut,” Jake supplied, his girlfriend giggling behind him. 

 “It’s too much, isn’t it?” Faye instantly asked, grabbing the neck of her shirt and tugging it up. “I should go get changed.”

 “No!” Jake said, his eyes widening. “Please, don’t. I’m sorry I said anything, but I was enjoying the view too much and…I miss big tits. Not that I don’t love yours, babe.” He patted his girlfriend’s hand.

 “I could get them done,” Sofia said matter–of–factly, clearly not minding his remark.

 “No, I love your tits, baby, and you know how I hate fake ones. It’s just…I miss the way big tits feel. They’re just…” He closed his eyes, lost in silent contemplation. Or, most likely, one very hot daydream. 

 Faye just shook her head and started to turn around, only to be stopped short by Sofia’s voice. “Don’t worry about Jake, babe. It’s only because he’s had this fantasy about you for months now.”

 Faye felt her world tilt. “What?” she whispered.


 The other woman giggled, her voice lowering as she added, “He wants to fuck your tits.”


 “Sofia!” Jake growled.


 “What?” She turned her head. “It’s true, isn’t it? You told me about it. You even got yourself off just thinking about Faye’s breasts. I know you did!”

 “You didn’t have to tell her all about it!”


 “Guys.” Chris pulled Faye closer against his chest. “You okay, sweetheart?” he asked. 


 She nodded, her face a blank mask.


 “Oh, no.” Sofia’s face shuttered as she realized what she’d done. “Oh, I’m so sorry, Faye. I didn’t realize… I mean, I shouldn’t have said that. Just ignore me, okay? Forget everything I said. Please?” She rushed to her friend. “Please, hon?”

 Faye bit her lip, her face suddenly pressed against her roommate’s warm chest. She could feel Sofia’s hand on her back, rubbing up and down as if she was trying to soothe her. But soothe what exactly? She should be feeling flattered instead. Their friend, the one who looked like a god and who lived with a goddess, wanted her. He’d made himself come, fantasizing about her breasts. Wasn’t that amazing? Exciting, even? A flutter of lust drifted through her, her panties suddenly feeling a lot less dry. Shocked by her reaction, she drew back from Chris and blinked. 

 “Please?” Sofia repeated.


 “I’m fine.” Faye couldn’t help but say. “It’s all right. Unexpected, but all right.”


 “Really?” Jake asked, his eyes darkening once more. “So, it means I can?”


 “Really?” Chris repeated. “Sweetheart, are you sure about this?”


 She looked from one to the other, and gulped. They’d apparently misinterpreted her words. Did they really think she’d let Jake touch her? Or worse, fuck her? Trying to find a way to make them see reason, she asked the one thing that stood out in her overly befuddled brain, “What about Sofia?”

 Jake replied, as if he’d already sorted it all out in his mind. “We could swap.”


 “Swap?” she repeated.


 “Yeah, swap partners. It’s quite common in some circles.”


 “It is? But…No, hold on! Chris is gay!” 


 Chris chuckled. “Baby, I’m not gay. I’m bisexual.”


 “You are?”


 “Yes. Haven’t we talked about this before?” he asked, his expression innocent.


 She was sure they hadn’t. And shoot, what had they meant by swapping? Did that mean Chris would have fun with Sofia, while her and…and Jake would have sex? “I–” she cut herself off when she noticed the way her roommate’s eyes had lit up. He was hard, that was plain to see. His eyes were already eating Sofia up, probably imagining what he could do to her. Shit! Would he hate her if she said no, when he obviously wanted this badly? Had he been waiting for this moment for a long time, yearning for Sofia in silence?

 As if sensing her turmoil, Chris moved towards her. “It’s your decision, baby. It won’t change anything between us. You know that, right?”

 She looked up at his earnest face and took a deep breath. He’d told her the one thing she couldn’t resist, the one thing that would make the balance tip in his favor. Nodding, she said, “Okay then.” 




Chapter Two: Red and Creamy

 


 By tomorrow evening, it would be over. Repeating the mantra to herself, Faye walked up the front steps and rang the doorbell. She could hear it echo around the sprawling mansion, footsteps answering the shrill sound. Closer and closer until the door opened and Jake was standing right in front of her. He was dressed casually…well, casually for him. His shirt was rolled up his strong forearms, but it was obviously high quality cotton and crease–free. His khakis were sharply pressed, only the bump at his groin messing up with the clean lines. Oh. Faye’s eyes widened at the sight. He was already hard?

 “Hey, baby. Come on in. I was waiting for you.” He grabbed her hand and pulled her inside, closing the door behind her with his foot. She jumped at the sound of her freedom slipping away. 


Shit. What was she thinking? She wasn’t going to be tortured! She was here to have fun. She was going to have sex with her friend and neighbor, the man who’d featured in countless fantasies over the past few months. He was just so damn hot, she hadn’t been able to help herself. It hadn’t helped that Sofia had a loose tongue and had told her exactly how good a lover he was. In detail. Each time they’d had sex, which was far too often, she’d told her new friend all about it.

 Trying to forget about those conversations, she breathed out and turned, only to be immediately assailed by his mouth. She should have known he wouldn’t be very patient. She should have expected it, and yet her first reaction had been to grab his shoulders and push him away. 

 She hadn’t kissed a man in months, and it felt odd to have a strange tongue inside her mouth. His technique was different to what she was used to too…a lot more forceful. Hands found her butt, pulling her tight against him. She looped her arms around his neck and held on, swept away by his obvious enjoyment. He growled in her throat, sucking on her tongue as if he was dying of thirst. As if he wanted nothing more than to push her against the front door and have his way with her. He did pull back however, and she blinked at the abrupt stop. Wow, she mouthed to herself, his lips were lethal!

 “I want you so fucking bad,” he murmured, his eyes finding hers. “Can we go upstairs straight away?” 

 She nodded, unable to speak. Her legs felt rubbery, her pussy drenched. She hadn’t wanted to admit it earlier, but she was aroused. She felt bad about it, thinking of her friend and how she shouldn’t really feel this way towards her boyfriend. Then she remembered Sofia was having sex with Chris probably right at that second, and decided to forget about them for the time being. Pushing away the dark thoughts, she followed Jake as he hurried up the staircase. He stopped in front of a door at the end of the hallway, opening it with a flourish and letting her step inside first. She stopped short at what greeted her. 

 


 She’d never been in this room, and yet she’d heard about it from Sofia. It was a play room; there was just no other way to describe it. There was a daybed, large enough to be comfortable for two people lying on it. A sturdy chair. A widescreen TV and a collection of DVDs. Shelves lined with boxes of… She walked closer and felt herself start to blush. Toys. Cock rings, vibes, plugs. Anything and everything under the sun. “Did you rob a sex shop?”

 Jake chuckled behind her, his arms wrapping around her waist and stopping right beneath her breasts. “I like toys. I know you do too.”

 She stilled. “Who told you that?”

 “Chris,” he whispered in her ear. “He said you ordered them online. So, what’s your favorite, baby?”

 She licked her lips, wondering how her roommate even knew about those. And why the hell had he told Jake about her purchases? “Uh, I don’t know.”

 “Oh no, Faye, that won’t do.” Warm palms drifted up her shirt, opening each button slowly until it parted. A rumble echoed in his chest as her breasts were revealed. “Tell me, baby. What’s your favorite toy?” he repeated as he took the shirt off of her. His chest once more pressed against her back, he traced her lace bra with soft fingers. “So fucking nice. I know what my fave toy for you is gonna be.”

 She tilted her head back. “What’s that?”

 With a smirk, he leaned forward and grabbed a box on the upper shelf. Moving so he stood in front of her, he said, “Take off your bra.” 

 Faye jerked. “Now?”

 “Yes.” He put the box in his back pocket, as he waited for her to do his bidding.

 She gulped. “Right.” Before she could lose courage, she opened the back clasp and drew the straps down her shoulders, her breasts coming to rest on her chest. She winced at the sight but didn’t have time to protest. Jake had already grabbed the bra and sent it flying to the opposite side of the room. 

 He moved to his knees in front of her, his hands weighing her breasts with apparent relish. “Oh, baby, they’re amazing. So soft and round and… Oh yeah.” He levelled his face with them and took one nipple into his mouth, biting on it until the surrounding skin crinkled. Then he did it all over again to the other one. 

 She clasped the back of his head and held on, feeling a sudden urge to rub her thighs together. “Jake!”

 “I’m going to fuck your amazing tits, baby. I’m going to cover them with my cum,” he said, his voice husky. “And then, I’ll get you naked and I’ll eat your pussy until you scream out my name.”

 “Wow.”

 He laughed. “Are you getting wet, Faye?” Her eyes as wide as saucers, she nodded. “Perfect,” he praised her, standing up and pulling the box out of his pocket. He opened it and showed her its content. 

 “What is it?” Faye asked, her lips dry.

 “Nipple clamps. I’ve had this image of you in my head ever since we met. Your tits on display, the clamps tight around your engorged nipples.”

 “Oh…” She licked her lips. “Doesn’t it hurt?”

 “Yes, but it’s a good hurt. Trust me, okay?” She nodded almost immediately, making him smile. “Good girl. Tell me if it gets too much.” And with that, he got the toy ready while she stood there fidgeting. He slid the bar down so the clamps opened, the black rubber at their ends looking scary. She watched him as concentration made him frown. He lowered his head, taking one nipple into his warm mouth. The suction movement made her skin crinkle, then harden. He growled deep in his throat before doing the same to her other nipple. 

 Minutes later, she was swaying on her feet, her hands clasping the back of his head. It looked like he couldn’t get enough of her breasts, her nipples aching from all the pulling, the biting and the sucking.

 She barely noticed when he moved the first clamp into position. That didn’t last long however. Her body froze, her breath hitching when he pulled the bar back into place, the tweezer–like apparatus squeezing her nipple until it darkened to a deep red. “Oh God.”

 “All right?” Jake’s fingers flitted over the distended nub, the faint touch too much too soon. She drew back and would have whirled around if he hadn’t grabbed her shoulders. His head lowered, his mouth finding hers once again. His kiss was more this time: more passion, more heat. Her legs were trembling when he drew back, his eyes dark as he stared down at her. “I’m going to do the second one now. Take a deep breath,” he advised as he grabbed the metal chain linking the two clamps.

 She watched him do it this time. His hands were gentle but assured as he opened the two prongs and drew them wide enough so they fit around her nipple. He took it in his mouth for one very hot second, leaving it wet and invitingly hard. She was expecting the pain, her thighs clenching even before the clamp squeezed tight. Tighter. “Oh God,” she repeated, her voice hoarse.

 Her thoughts were interrupted by Jake’s loud groan. “You look amazing. Just like I’d imagined you.” He palmed his cock through his pants, unable to stop himself from thumbing his tip. Moisture trickled out, wetting the cotton.

 Faye’s eyes focused on that wet spot. She couldn’t tear her gaze away, Jake using this opportunity to unsnap his pants and draw them down his legs. Muscled thighs emerged, sparsely covered by light brown hairs. Strong calves. Big feet. Her eyes went back up and widened at the sight of his erection. Wow, she mouthed to herself. That was one mean–looking dick!

 “Kneel down on the daybed.”

 She blinked back to the present at his voice. “What?” She was still staring at his impressive erection, wondering how it would feel to have it inside her. 

 “Kneel down,” he repeated as he pushed her into position. “I need to fuck those tits.”

 She moved as ordered, all the while thinking he could have said that in a nicer way. She was used to making love however, and this was definitely fucking. She knelt down, her breasts wriggling with her movements, the clamps pinching. It was painful, yes, but she could feel how wet she was. It was strangely arousing, like someone squeezing her nipples for minutes on end. 

 She shivered as she watched Jake step closer. He’d taken his shirt off, his body naked in all its glory. She gulped at all that smooth skin, all those sculpted muscles. It was obvious he spent a lot of time in the gym; and while she’d thought once he was overly built, there was something about him… Her mind stopped short when she watched him palm his cock in his right hand. He moved until it laid between her breasts and under the chain, its leaking tip nearly bumping into her chin. Oh, she finally realized what he was going to do. 

 Big hands grabbed her breasts, pushing them on either side so they cuddled his cock. He breathed out and with a muffled curse, drew back. His hips rocked, his erection forcing a way upwards amidst all that soft flesh. The head of his cock bumped against her neck and she lowered her face, her mouth opening, her tongue finding a pearl of semen. She lapped it up, the taste of his cum strange but wildly arousing. She went back for more but he was already drawing back. He laughed at her disgruntled groan, his thumbs hitting the clamps and making pain radiate throughout her breasts. She gasped but he wasn’t finished. He was far from it actually. 

 “Cup your tits and hold them for me,” he ordered, his gaze never leaving her. She obeyed, juices wetting her panties. He pumped his cock between her breasts, stopping at every upward motion so she could lick or suck on his head. He began panting, his face a flushed red as he grasped his balls and tugged at them. With his free hand, he pulled on the link chain. Hard. Her nipples caught fire and she gasped, her hands automatically coming up to soothe them.

 He grabbed her fingers and held them into place, forcing them to touch his cock, her breasts. His hips rocked. He grunted. His cock pulled back just before it spurted cum all over her exposed skin. He swore and looked down, a smirk playing on his lips when he saw her nipples, painfully red and now covered in his essence. 



 



Chapter Two: One Lick, One Suck

 


 Her breasts were killing her. If he’d told her it hurt even more when the clamps came off, she’d have hightailed it out of here before he’d even touched her. Lying on her side with her hands over her aching nipples, she ignored him as he moved around the room. It was only when he palmed her shoulder and forced her onto her back that she opened her eyes and stared at him. He sent her a quick smile before leaning down and dragging a wet towel over her chest. He wiped away his cum, his movements slow and deliberate. By the time he was finished, she was biting on her lower lip hard enough to draw blood.

 “Your turn,” he growled as he knelt in front of her, stretching her legs out so they were dangling over the end of the daybed. He moved between them, his hands divesting her of her sandals before sliding upward. 

 She shivered at the ticklish sensation when they brushed her knees, but they didn’t stop. It was only when they crawled under her skirt, the material bunching up as they moved up…and up…that she started feeling faint. She wasn’t too sure about being naked in front of him. “Jake?”

 “Yes, baby?” He looked up.


 “I… I…” She licked her lips. “Are you sure about this?”


 His eyes widened almost comically. “Are you freaking kidding? I’ve just come all over your tits, and now you want to stop?”


 “No.” She shook her head. “It’s just… I don’t… I’m not sure I’ll be able to please you,” she added in a rush.


 Silence met her words. It didn’t last long however. “Faye,” he said, his hands starting their upward motion once more. “I haven’t come like this in years. You were amazing. You’d never played with clamps before, but you didn’t complain. You let me play with your tits and I loved every second of it. I’m sure I’m gonna love whatever happens tonight. And you know what?” He looked up and she shook her head. “I can’t wait.” He smirked just as his fingers opened her up. 

 Faye’s breath hitched as she felt the strange fingers parting her inner lips. This was really happening. She’d been slightly out of it earlier when he’d fucked her tits, the pain making her lose her contact with reality, but this…this she was really feeling. Experiencing. 

 He pushed her skirt up until it circled her hips, her lower half now bare. “Oh, baby. Look at you!” No, thank you, came her instinctive reaction. “What a sweet little pussy.” He leaned down so he was holding himself up on his elbows. A grin still playing on his lips, he parted her with his thumbs and lowered his head until the tip of his tongue was on her clit.

 Her hips rocked up, a gasp echoing above their heads. She widened her thighs, giving him better access without even realizing what she’d done. His tongue was already lapping at her clit, one finger sliding down to find her entrance. It slipped inside for a quick feel then retreated, leaving a trail of wetness as it kept on gliding downward. It bumped against her rose, the skin crinkling at the unexpected touch. Faye’s eyes widened. “Jake?”

 “Shhh, just hold on, baby. Let me please you. I wanna hear you scream my name,” he said against her folds. 

 “But….” her voice trailed. His finger drew back up, finding her entrance once more. It hooked inside her, the fingertip harsh against her inner wall. It rubbed and pressed and pumped until that elusive spot sat up and started panting. “Jake!”

 This time, she’d nearly screamed his name. She looked down and spotted his smirk, and knew in that split second that she should be scared. Strangely enough, she wasn’t. It was as if her body had already accepted him. Before she could think further, his lips closed around her hardening clit and he sucked on it, tightening his hold until she was squirming. His finger never wavered from her G–spot, the incessant pressure too much for her to bear. Her legs closed around his shoulders, and neither knew whether she’d wanted to push him away or pull him closer. It didn’t matter however as she was already coming.

 Her mouth opened, a scream ringing loudly as his teeth closed around her clit. He bit her, the never–before–experienced caress proving her downfall. She shouted his name, lost to the world, never realizing that was what he’d been waiting for. 

 


 “All right?” Jake called out, his palms cupping her thighs. He squeezed them for a second before standing back up, his erection leading the way. 

 Faye groaned as she flung an arm over her face, hiding her flushed cheeks. “Yeah,” she breathed out, tightening her legs to keep that joyous feeling inside her as long as possible.

 “I want to fuck you,” he announced, his voice low as he stared at her body. “Now.”

 She drew her arm down and gasped when she noticed him towering over her. “Now?” Her gaze found his cock and she realized how stupid her question had been. He was once more hard, the tip already leaking. She watched cum glisten down, paralleling that thick vein on the underside. Before she knew it, she was sitting up, her hand on his cock, and was licking it off. 

 


 * * * *

 


 Jake growled, his hands clasping the back of her head, tangling in her hair as he pulled her closer. Once she had licked him clean, she trailed her tongue down that vein, down until she was lapping at his balls. Her lips closed around one, sucking him in for one very intense second. She drew back but he was already seeing stars. “Do that again.”

 She looked up at him. “Do what?”

 “Suck my balls. Please, baby,” he added, almost as an after–thought. She smiled and nodded before leaning down once again. Her nails ran up his thighs, scratching at his sensitive skin. He stood still, waiting for that amazing feeling. And here it was. She opened her mouth wide and took his other ball in her mouth, her tongue playing with it as if it was an ice cube. She drew back, the skin tensing until his ball shot out of her mouth. “Fuck!” He nearly came, semen trickling down his cock in reaction. He watched as she licked it all clean for the second time, shaking his head at her obvious enjoyment. She was amazing… But if she didn’t stop soon, he’d cover her with his cum again. Not that this would be a bad thing, but he really wanted to feel how hot it was inside her. He’d fantasized about claiming her for so long, he couldn’t wait any longer. Not when he was so…so close. “Stop,” he said before pulling her back. “Your mouth is enough to drive me crazy, but I want to fuck you, Faye.”

 She licked her lips as he grabbed her hands and helped her up. He looked around, his mind going through all the positions he could move her body in. What he really wanted to do though was to take her from behind, his hands on her tits. He wanted to twist her nipples as she came. He wanted to feel her walls tight around his pounding cock, feel her juices coat him. Shit! He was driving himself crazy!

 He made her kneel on the daybed, her back facing him and that lovely ass right where he wanted it. He nearly forgot about the condom he’d made sure to prepare earlier, left predominantly on a nearby table. He quickly sheathed himself, his fingers tightening around his cock, remembering how she’d held it in her hands only minutes before. “Ready?” he asked as he stepped behind her, his gaze taking everything in. From the way she was holding herself up on her hands and knees, to the way her breasts were swaying underneath her, to how her pink slit was beckoning him. It was a rush, unlike anything he’d felt in a long while. His.

 He didn’t bother waiting for her response, simply grabbed her hips in both hands and thrust into her. Her back arched, her mouth opening on a gasp as her walls widened to let him pass. He kept his progress slow, not wanting to hurt her. 

 “Oh, Jake. Oh God.”

 “So fucking tight,” he muttered, fingers digging into the soft skin of her waist. She was hot and wet, and once he was to the deep of her, he drew back and slammed back in. “Oh yeah.”

 He watched as she tried to grab onto the bed’s material but it was too thick and she couldn’t get a hold on it. In the end, she simply clenched her hands into fists and arched her back, as his rhythm sped up. When the head of his cock hit that spot inside her, she moaned out loud. 

 “You like that, uh?” he asked, his voice husky. “What about this?” Leaning down, he grabbed a bouncing breast in one hand and squeezed. The nipple was still tender, the skin so sensitive to his touch that her insides clenched in reaction. Smiling to himself, he tweaked it one last time before smoothing his palm over the curve of her stomach. He could feel her stop her movements, as if she wanted to make sure he knew where he needed to go. He slid his fingers along her slit, finding her hardened clit almost instantly. “Should I play with your pussy, Faye?”

 “Yes!”


 “Or, would you rather I fuck you?” He rocked his hips, his cock pistoning in and out of her for one very hot moment.


 “Mmm.” She licked her lips. “Both? Please?”


 He couldn’t help but laugh. “You’re one greedy woman, sweetheart. I like that.” His fingers tight around her clit, he started fucking her in earnest, his movements turning erratic. It was all her fault. She’d clamped her walls around his pounding cock and wasn’t letting go. “Fuck, babe!”

 “Please, Jake, please.” Her voice belied her incoming orgasm, her limbs tensing. “Ohhhh.” One harsh twist of her clit later, she went flying. He watched as pleasure swept through her, bowing her body in a graceful arc. She finally leaned down until her face was nearly touching the mattress. 

 It didn’t take much more for him to shout out his release. He filled up the condom with thick, creamy cum, already wanting more. His hands clasped her waist, and that was when he realized her body was still experiencing aftershocks. 

 God, his Mate was something else all right… 



 



Chapter Three: Interlude

 


 Jake had wrapped his shirt on her shoulders, and as she’d slid her hands in the sleeves, she hadn’t been able to stop herself from shivering. What they’d done before had been fucking, there was just no other way to describe it. But this, wearing his shirt like that as he led her downstairs, this was intimate. Which was slightly bizarre considering that he wasn’t her boyfriend. No, even worse: that he was her friend’s boyfriend. She’d been in this kitchen countless of times before, chatting with Sofia, drinking or waiting for their lunch to be delivered. And now here she was, standing half–naked against the counter, watching a khakis–clad Jake putter around.

 The muscles in his back bunched as he opened the fridge and leaned in, her mouth becoming dry at the sight. He was so much more appealing that she’d given him credit for. Clothed he was handsome, naked he was a god. A pagan god. And he was hers…at least for the coming night. 

 He turned around and spotted her standing there, her face heated and the expression in her eyes probably far too easy to read. “Feeling hot, sweetheart?”

 She gulped. “Something like that. Could I get, uhm, some water? Please?”

 “You can get anything you want,” he replied, advancing towards her. 

 “Anything?” she repeated, entranced. His gaze was locked on hers, trapping her into place as if she was bound by invisible ties. 

 “Yes.” He stopped right in front of her, his massive chest so close she nearly leaned up and licked his nipple. But he was still talking… “What would you like, Faye? What’s your ultimate fantasy?”

 “I… I don’t know.”

 The lie made him smile. “It’s just the two of us, baby. You won’t have to tell them what we do tonight. It can just stay our little secret.” 

 “But–”


 “I want to know what you like, what you want. You’re mine, remember?”


 She frowned. “You already have a girlfriend, Jake.”


 “Really?” he asked, his voice ringing loudly in the room.


 Faye felt her eyes widen at his answer. What the hell was going on? “I need to go.” She whirled around and raced up the stairs, intent on finding her clothes and getting dressed. She needed to go home, she knew she did, but instead her feet took her to the play room. She looked at the nipple clamps, the prongs’ black leather stark against the deep red color of the daybed. She thought back to what she’d done, how they’d felt, the pain she hadn’t expected and yet enjoyed. Jake’s words. His body. The way he’d pleasured her, almost as if he knew what would make her writhe even harder. 

 Who was she kidding? She couldn’t leave. She wouldn’t. This was her opportunity, her one chance of getting what she’d dreamt of for years. She’d yearned to find a man strong enough to give her what she wanted, and she was confident Jake would. He’d asked her what her fantasy was, and her answer had been on the tip of her tongue. Could she really ask him that? Would he keep it a secret as he’d implied earlier? Could she trust him? 

 She imagined him tying her up against the wall, her back to him, her ass calling out to him. Moisture pooled between her thighs, a wayward moan escaping her lips.

 And that’s how Jake found her, all thoughts of food forgotten once more.



 



Chapter Four: Master Me

 


 “What did you say?”

 Faye fidgeted under his hungry gaze, her fingers playing with the hem of his shirt still covering her. She took a deep breath and repeated, “I want you to be rough. I want you to…to dominate me.”

 “Like what? Bondage?”

 She nodded. “Yes. And…and more. I mean, if you want. You don’t have to say yes or anything, but you asked me about my ultimate fantasy and–”

 He cut her off. “And it’s BDSM.”

 She nodded once again, her cheeks flushing bright red. She wondered all of a sudden if she shouldn’t have remained quiet, if she shouldn’t have lied and found something else for him to do. A new position. A new toy. Anything but the truth. “I’m sorry,” she finally admitted, lowering her head so he couldn’t see the look in her eyes. She felt so damn stupid. She shouldn’t have told him! He probably thought she was a nymphomaniac or a weirdo. 

 “We need to go shopping.”

 Her head jerked up so fast she nearly gave herself a headrush. “What?”

 Eyes glinting, he grabbed her waist in both hands and leaned down. “I have a few things I can use, but if you really want this, baby, we should go to a sex shop.” His palms drifted down, cupping her ass and kneading her cheeks. “This is going to be fun.” 

 He smirked down at her, and she felt her breath leave in a big whoosh. He wasn’t saying no! He even looked like he thought it was a good idea. Spurred by the thought, she couldn’t help but ask, “Have you…ever done it before?”

 “Dominated someone?” 


 She nodded. 


 “Yes.”


 Sofia had never mentioned it! Ignoring the tinges of jealousy sparking in her, she said, “And you enjoyed it?”


 “I loved it.” He bent his head and traced her forehead with his lips. “I can’t wait to tie you up and have my way with you. I’m going to make you feel things you wouldn’t even have dreamt of.” 

 She shivered at his words, never realizing one hand had lifted from her butt. It was only when it fell down, smacking her tender skin for a fleeting second, that she finally understood what she’d done. She’d asked for this, so she couldn’t complain. And she wanted it. She did. But did she really trust him that much? Did she know Jake that well? She gasped as her cheek began to tingle, pain spreading throughout her lower half. Jake was huge and thickly muscled. He could really hurt her if he didn’t pay attention or got too lost in it. 

 “Faye? Look at me, Faye. I want you to look at me.” His low voice got through to her and she obeyed, his gaze locking on hers. He simply stared at her for a moment, as if he was trying to see deep inside her, to see whether she really wanted this. “Do you trust me?” 

 She bit her lip. He’d asked her the one thing she didn’t know the answer to. “I… I don’t know.”

 His eyes closed, and when he reopened them, they were darker than before. “We can’t do this if there’s no trust between us, baby.” His palm massaged the patch of skin he’d just hit.

 “I know.”


 “Do you? Are you sure you want to do this, Faye?”


 She answered straight away, “Yes. Please, Jake, I… I want this. I really do.”


 “But do you want this enough to be under my rule tonight? If I tie you up, if I blindfold you and tell you to bend over the bed, will you do it?” She nodded, her eyes wide. “Even if I decide to spank you?”

 “Yes.”


 He stared into her eyes and finally said, “Okay then. Let’s do a test. I’ll go to the store by myself while you stay here.”


 “But–”


 “No buts!” He stepped away from her, his eyebrows drawing together. “Is that clear, Faye?”


 “Sorry,” she replied sheepishly. 


 “Sorry, Master.”


 Oh hell. He actually wanted her to call him Master? She’d never be able to say that with a straight face! “Uhm.” She licked her lips, trying to find a way out of this.

 “Sorry, Master,” he repeated, his voice harsh. “I’m not joking around, Faye. If you can’t even do that, there’s no point in us starting this whole thing.”


Shit! “Uhm, sorry, Master?”

 “That’s better.” His hands landed on her shoulders and he quickly retrieved the shirt, putting it on and leaving her once more naked. Her arms automatically wrapped around herself in a vain effort to hide herself. “Hands by your sides!” 

 “Yes, Master,” she found herself responding, her arms trembling as they moved down. 

 “Good girl. Now I want you to sit on the daybed until I come back.” He waited until she’d settled, before crossing the room and pushing a few buttons. “I want you to watch this while I’m gone. But Faye,” he looked at her, “you are not allowed to make yourself come, do you hear?”

 “What?” She understood better when the plasma screen opposite her came to life. A whirring sound rang seconds later, and a movie title appeared. “Oh hell.” It was a bondage movie. A leather–clad man stepped into view, his chest covered in baby oil, making his six–pack glisten in the torches’ light. She was so enraptured by the scene that she barely registered Jake coming to stand in front of her. It was only when he blocked her view that she jerked. “Yes? Uhm, I mean, yes, Master?”

 There was a pleased twinkle in his eyes when he said, “I’ll repeat myself only once, Faye. You are not to touch yourself or make yourself come until I’m back here with you. Understood?” She nodded. “Good. Now, enjoy the movie and think of what will happen when I get back.” He leaned over her and wrapped his hands in her hair, before pressing his lips on hers for a quick kiss. “Be good, Faye.”

 “I will…Master.” She watched him leave the room, her gaze immediately veering back to the TV screen.

 


 * * * *

 


 Faye was going crazy. She’d been watching the movie for close to an hour, the action pushing her further and further into a trance–like state. She’d witnessed it all: women being flogged by their Masters while begging for it; women wearing strange contraptions, and even those nipple clamps Jake seemed to enjoy; women pushed to their limits. Women being brought to screaming orgasms, their pussies drenched with their juices and their Masters’ combined. She moaned at the thought and wondered where Jake was. She couldn’t wait any longer. Her hands were clasped on her thighs, her nails digging into the skin as she fought the urge to touch herself. Those damn clamps were taunting her, lying beside her as if they were just waiting for her to pick them up. She remembered the pain, but also the intense pleasure they’d brought. 

 Moisture pooled between her thighs, wetting the thick fabric underneath her. She winced but it’s not as if she could do anything about it. She even wriggled a little bit, her clit hardening as she spread her legs wider. “No!” Her sharp voice pulled her back to herself, and she moved to a kneeling position, her hands once more on her thighs.

 


 The movie’s credits were rolling on the screen by the time Jake strolled into the room, a wicked smile on his face. “What a nice sight, sweetheart. I haven’t said anything, and you’re already in the correct position. I hope the movie taught you a few things that might be useful for us later on tonight.”

 “Yes, Master.”


 “Did you touch yourself?”


 “No, Master.”


 “Did you come?”


 “No, Master.”


 “Are you sure?”


 “Yes, Master.” She nearly added that she was dying to come, but she managed to keep silent. That had probably to do with the bag of goodies he was opening. Dumping its contents onto the table in the corner, he quickly sorted through them and turned back towards her. 

 “Widen your stance. I want to be able to see your pussy.” She slid her knees to the sides, revealing the wet spot underneath her. His eyebrows shot up. “And you were telling me you hadn’t come…”

 “I didn’t!” She was quick to defend herself. “But I was…uhm, very excited.”


 “Do you want me to believe that’s just from you being wet?”


 “Yes! Uh, yes, Master.”


 He looked at her skeptically before sliding his right hand between her legs. His palm cupped her mound, her breath hitching at the caress. Her head fell back, her breasts pushed towards him almost as if in invitation. One finger thrust up, parting her swollen folds until it was impaling her. “Were you really a good girl, Faye?”

 “Ye–es.” Her voice came out as a hiss, her mind and body focusing entirely on that single digit. It retreated, pushing against her spot while it did so. Her hips rocked up as she tried to keep it inside her. She wanted more. Needed more. “Please!”

 He pulled back from her and said, “Remember who you’re talking to.”

 Her eyes opened, blinking as if they hadn’t even realized they’d closed in the first place. Faye watched him walk back to the table, her heartbeat accelerating as he moved back to her with his hands full of leather and chains. She’d been expecting a collar, but she got so much more.



 



Chapter Five: All Trussed Up

 


 She looked down at herself and blinked at the incongruous sight. She was wearing a chain bra and its matching g–string, the metal cold against her overheated skin. She wasn’t bare, and yet she was. The chains hid her pussy, but the single one that ran along her slit and up her cleft was a clear indication of what was to come. The bra didn’t hide much either, and certainly not her nipples that Jake had hardened so they stood proudly in the O–rings. It hadn’t come much as a surprise when he’d produced another set of clamps. These were adorned with metal bells however. He’d seen her curious gaze and had explained that it was to let him know if she moved when she wasn’t supposed to. Like a cow in a field. Shaking her head at the silly thought, she watched him step once more in front of her.

 He held leather cuffs in his hands, her pulse spiking as she wondered how it would feel to be tied. To be unable to move. To give him control. She gulped and even as he saw her reaction, he didn’t comment. Instead, he gestured for her to stretch her arms in front of her. He quickly snapped the cuffs around her wrists, then linked them together. He pushed her arms back down so her hands lay in her lap. “Do they hurt?” he enquired, as he fished something out of his back pocket.

 “No,” she replied, testing the cuffs, trying to slide her hands out and finding soon enough that she couldn’t. And yet, she’d been truthful, they didn’t hurt. The leather was soft against her skin, tight enough but not pinching. Her insides clenched, reminding her of her earlier arousal. Of her current arousal…

 “Good. Close your eyes, Faye.”

 She did as ordered, fingers tightening around each other in front of her. She had a feeling she knew what was going to happen. Turns out she was right. A silk blindfold fell over her face, her eyelids fluttering against the smooth material. She opened her eyes then, but he’d made a good choice. She sure as hell couldn’t see anything. “Master?”

 “Get up.” His hands light on her waist, he guided her off of the daybed, making her take a few steps before stopping her. She stood there, tittering slightly. It was such a weird feeling not to be able to see anything, to know she was at his mercy. That he could bend her body in any way he wanted; do anything he wanted to with her. 

 She heard the faint sound of clothes rustling, just before the chain separating her butt cheeks was pulled back. Hard. She gasped, her hands automatically reaching forward, as if she wanted to escape.

 “What a nice ass,” he whispered behind her as he drew his thumb along the chain. His finger barely touched her skin, at least not until it slipped between her thighs, her stance widening so he could reach where it felt good. His thumb flicked her clit and she moaned, pushing back for a better feel. He wasn’t interested in more however; he’d just wanted to make sure the links were in place. She felt him push the chain into position: separating her slit in two, delving between her lips, hitting her clit. He clasped it in his hand and tugged on it once more, settling it between her butt cheeks. He pressed on her ass so it clamped around the chain, the metal so foreign there it was almost as if she was living in a dream.

 But the pleasure swirling through her certainly was real. Between that and the clamps making her nipples tingle, she was on her way to a serious orgasm. It was so bad that she couldn’t help but call out, “Master, please!”

 “Did I say you could talk?” Oh no! She bit her lip and shook her head. “You look so tempting like this, I’m not sure where to begin.” She had plenty of suggestions if he wanted, but she was pretty sure he wouldn’t listen. Or, he’d punish her because she’d spoken out loud and disobeyed. While she was seriously considering telling him everything that was going through her mind, all in the hope that he would kick it up a notch and do what she was yearning for, Jake came up with her first position. “I’m going to have to uncuff you. I’ll tie you back up after this, but I don’t want you to fall. All right?”

 “Yes, Master.” Her wrists were suddenly untied, the leather falling down her hands in a whispery touch.

 “You’re such a good little pet,” he congratulated her, slapping her ass as he pushed her in front of him. She felt him move past her before he added, “I’m sitting in the armchair. I want you to stand up next to me, then you’ll lean down and take my cock in your mouth. I want you to suck me and play with my balls like you did earlier. Is that clear?”

 “Yes, uhm, Master.” She gulped, taking a shaky breath as she felt his hand on her leg. He pushed her to where he wanted her to stand, his fingers digging into her skin her reminder she was supposed to lean down. She lowered her head, then her whole torso, grimacing when she realized her heavy breasts were probably hanging down. She might be wearing a bra, but it wasn’t much support. When the chains began biting into her skin, she realized the purpose of this position. Between that and the clamps’ bells ringing every time she moved, it was as if her breasts were stimulated even if he wasn’t touching them. The clamps pulled at her nipples, the pain less than last time. Maybe she was getting used to them? Or, maybe he’d chosen them because they weren’t as tight. Biting her lower lip, she pushed her hands out and found his thighs, feeling the muscles bunch under her palms.

 He was still dressed and she reveled in it. Her fingers ran up his body until they encountered his belt. She opened it, fumbling a little, but then she couldn’t see what she was doing. She undid his buttons, popping them one by one, before drawing the pants down his legs. He grunted as his cock was bared, her needy fingers finding its girth and squeezing.

 One hand landed on the back of her head, pushing her down quite inexorably. “Suck me, pet.”

 “Yes, Master.” This time, she licked her lips in anticipation. His cock was nice and smooth, and tasted just like a salty lollipop would. She widened her mouth and took his head in one big swoop. She sucked on it immediately, precum hitting her tastebuds and making her groan. She held herself up with both hands flat on his thighs, the position uncomfortable but not too bad for now. She knew her back would kill her later though. For now, she didn’t care, too busy enjoying his sharp intakes of breath each time she sucked on him. Remembering what he’d asked for, she let his head slip out of her mouth with a wet sound and traced the underside of his cock with the tip of her tongue. She laved one ball, then the other, before taking the first one into her mouth. 

 Grinning inwardly at his groan, she sucked on it, her teeth sharp against the tender skin. And yet, she never let them hurt him. He was too precious to her. He deserved this. Losing herself in her own little word, she only came back to the present when the chain bisecting her ass was pulled up in one sharp movement.

 It rasped against her clit, her inner lips, her rose. It made everything sit up and pant. It made her stop sucking on him, her mouth opening and letting go of her earlier treasure. She was too busy fighting the incoming orgasm. “Oh no!”

 “Are you going to come?” he asked matter–of–factly, as if she hadn’t just rocked his world with her mouth.


 “Yes, oh yes, Master.”


 “Did I say you could come?”


 “Nooo.”


 “No, who?” He let go of the chain, the sweet pain escaping her grasp.


 “No! Oh please. Please, Jake, I need–”


 A harsh slap met the tender skin of her ass, followed soon by another one. And another one. She flinched, pain radiating through her lower half. “I’m sorry! I’m sorry, Master.”

 As soon as he heard his name, he stopped. His palm cupped her reddened skin, the fleeting caress bringing a drench of moisture to her pussy. “You will only come when I say so. Are we clear, pet?”

 “Clear. Crystal. Master.”

 “Good. Now suck me and make me come. I want you to milk me dry.”

 She fell on his cock like a starved dieter, taking him in her mouth as far as it would go. As far as she’d ever taken a dick, any dick. It bumped against the back of her throat and she chocked, but never stopped. She sucked and sucked some more. She laved him with her tongue. Teased him with her teeth. Her right hand slid up his thigh, nearly making her fall at the same time. She was already playing with his balls however. She pressed the patch of skin right behind them, loving the way his hips rocked at the harsh caress. He grunted something but she didn’t hear. Didn’t care. She just wanted him to come, so she could come too. She was selfish and yet she gave him everything she had. She never stopped, only letting her tongue pause when he shouted and his cum hit her throat. She drank him dry, even as he kept coming in thick, sharp jets. Cum drifted down her cheeks, too much for her mouth to contain. Droplets clang to the corners of her lips, then dripped onto her breasts. They swirled down the chains, down to where her nipples were crinkled and a bright red. The bells rang as she sucked on him one last time before he grabbed her head and pushed her away from him.



 



Chapter Six: This Is For You

 


 Faye nearly fell on her ass, her sudden upright position making her head whoosh and her knees shake. Hands clamped on her hips, dragging her backwards, Jake’s voice ringing behind her. “Sit on me.” 


I don’t think so, she instantly thought, already shaking her head. His right hand grabbed onto the chain at her back and pulled on it. Tight. The metal rubbed once more against her clit, her mouth opening on a gasp at the sensation. 

 “Who’s your Master?”


Shit. She realized she had no choice. But surely, he could see she was too big to sit on his lap. She’d crush him, and he’d be uncomfortable and ask her to move. Then she’d get flustered, and all the passion that she’d accumulated for the past hours would be gone. Just like that. “I don’t–”

 He let go of the chain, pleasure slipping away from her once again. “You don’t tell me no. Do you want to stop?”


 “No. No. Master, I’m sorry but I… I can’t…”


 “You can’t sit on me?” 


 His voice held wonder, and a hint of affection. She was glad there was no pity however. “I’d rather not, Master.”


 “Have you seen my size, pet? I can handle you easily. I will handle you easily. Now be a good girl and sit on my lap. I want to play with you.”

 Oh, that sounded nice! She couldn’t quite believe it but she was already moving back, his hands directing her to his lap. He’d pressed his legs together so all she had to do was widen hers. The chain pinched her cleft as she settled on him, the taut metal digging into her soft skin. It felt so good on her pussy however, she didn’t complain.

 His hands drifted up and tilted the bells so they rang in the otherwise silence. He didn’t bother warning her he was about to take the clamps off, so it was with a loud “Ahhh!” that she greeted the first rush of pain. She immediately clasped her arms around herself and tried to ignore how the metal rings around her nipples pinched her already aching skin. 

 “Let it go, pet. Let yourself enjoy the pain. Let it go,” he repeated as his right hand slid down her stomach. Fingers slipped between her inner lips, and just that slight caress made her rock her hips. “Hands at your sides,” he ordered, waiting until she’d obeyed before he touched her again.

 


 Faye was lost in her own little word. He was barely grazing her pussy, and yet she was nearly there. Her cleft pulsed around the chain, her walls begged to be stretched, but she still wasn’t coming. She was holding out, she finally realized. He’d told her to wait for his permission, and that’s what she was doing. Unbelievable. 

 She shook her head, her lips inadvertently brushing against his shaved cheek. He growled then, and attacked her mouth. His tongue forced its way past her teeth, his thumb hitting her clit at the same time. If she could have moaned, she would have. Instead, she tightened her walls around the finger that was suddenly sliding inside her. No, make that two fingers. He pumped them once, twice, before pulling them out, the juices coating them making everything slippery. Too soon, they were around her clit, pinching the hardened nub to the point of pain.

 That was all it took for her to shatter, her moan ringing in his throat and his cock hardening once more underneath her ass. 

 


 * * * *

 


 “No!” She tried to pull away, but he was having none of it.


 “What did I say about saying no, Faye?”


 “It’s too sensitive! Please, Master, just wait a little…”


 “But what would be the fun in that?” he whispered in her ear as he pulled on the chain. He made it rasp back and forth over her exposed clit, the hardness of the metal such a shock that she felt her thighs spasm in reaction.

 “Master, please!” Her skin felt as if it would break open, aftershocks still coursing through her body after her earlier orgasm. It had only been a few minutes and his harsh caresses were proving to be too much, too soon. He didn’t care however. He kept on playing with the chain, his other hand grabbing hold of her left nipple for a squeeze. “Oh, no.”

 He was smirking by the time her back bowed like an arc, her hands tightening into fists by her sides. “Come for me, pet. Come for me. Now!”

 As if a switch had been flipped, zaps of pure electricity ran through her lower half, spreading from her oversensitive clit to the chain grating against her rose, to her breasts so heavy and full. She screamed out his name, her orgasm robbing her of all thoughts for the long moments it lasted. And when she finally came back to herself, the blindfold was no longer covering her eyes and she was sitting by herself in the chair. 

 She blinked, but Jake was already looming over her, his angry dick bopping right in front of her face. “Get up.”

 She did, albeit just a teensy bit slowly. She bit her lip as her insides kept on pulsing, her pussy drenched beyond belief, juices running down her thighs. “Yes, Master?” she found herself asking, her hands clasping behind her without her even realizing.

 


 Jake looked down at her, his gaze evaluating. Apparently deciding that she was ready to take this to the next level, he announced, “I want to take your ass.”

 She gulped. “Now, Ma–Master?”


 “You’ve done it before, haven’t you?” She nodded, wondering how he knew that. “I know you even enjoy it.”


 “Uhm, yes, Master. You’re, uhm, bigger though, Ja–I mean, Master.”


 She watched a pleased grin grace his face. “Don’t worry, pet. I’ll prep you first.”


 She licked her lips, feeling the metal chain still stuck between her butt cheeks. “Thanks, Master.”


 He growled something too low for her to understand and was on her the next second. Lips swooped down and found hers; hands swooped down and found her naked ass. She couldn’t help it: she threw her arms around his neck and held on, meeting him tongue for tongue. The kiss was unlike anything she’d felt in a long while. It held passion, sure, but also a hint of desperate yearning. 

 Considering they’d already done so much over the past hours, it shook her, making her take a step back and break the kiss. Jake stared down at her, almost daring her to say something, but she knew her place. He was her Master tonight, she acknowledged that quite readily. Okay, she could do this. She didn’t know what he’d planned, but she’d come to trust him. Right. Okay. “What do you want me to do, Master?”

 He tilted his head, his gaze running over her as if he was weighing his options. “I want you to take those bra and panties off. Carefully, so they don’t break. Then I want you to stand in the middle of the room and bend over.”

 She gulped but nevertheless answered, “Yes, Master.”

 She obeyed him to the letter.



 



Chapter Seven: Wider

 


 “Grab your ankles.” 

 Faye did as told, her hair obscuring her face as she looked at the room from her upside–down position. It was a good thing he’d taken the blindfold off, otherwise she was pretty sure she’d have already fallen right on her face. She could hear him walk across the room, could even watch him as he picked something from the table. She couldn’t discern what it was however. 

 It still wasn’t a big surprise when he told her, his voice firm, “Spread your ass for me.”


 “Master?”


 “I’m pretty sure I made myself clear, pet. Grab your cheeks and spread open for me. I want to see your rose in all its glory.”


 Oh hell. “Uhm, if you’re sure, Master.”


 He didn’t both replying, simply waited behind her as she tittered on her feet, her hands sliding up the backs of her legs until they were on her ass. She palmed her own cheeks and pulled, the sensation so odd she wondered for a second what in hell she was doing. But then, he made a pleased sound, the kind that starts from deep in the chest. An excited rumble. She concentrated on that sound and widened her stance, finding her balance after a few moments. It wasn’t perfect but it would hold for now. 

 She was congratulating herself inwardly when a fingertip came to rest on her rose, the tightly puckered rim of muscles tensing against the tentative invasion. Faye felt herself dangerously lean forward, only Jake’s sudden grasp of her left hip anchoring her into place. “Do not move.”

 “I’m trying,” she muttered under her breath, but he heard her. One quick slap of her right butt cheek later, and she was fighting against the need to rear up. 

 “Now stand still. I want to make sure I won’t hurt you later.” He moved back and she heard the sound of a bottle cap being opened, cold goop landing on her cleft soon after. She hissed at the awkward feeling but he didn’t hesitate. He spread the moisture, circling his thumb around her rose before pushing inwards to slather it in there too. “Such a nice ass, pet. I can’t wait to fuck it. See your rose widen around my cock.”

 She groaned, his words doing more to her insides than his caresses could. She felt herself heat up, the thought of having him take her like this, bent over and spread open by her own hands… “Oh, please.”

 He chuckled behind her. “Is my talking dirty turning you on, pet?”

 She nodded, her hair brushing her nose and driving her crazy but she wouldn’t let it ruin the moment. “Yes, Master. Oh, yes.”

 “You know, I’m pretty sure Sofia will want to play in this room with Chris too. They could even be entering the house as we speak. I did tell her they could interrupt us whenever they wanted. What do you think your roommate would say if he saw you like this? Bent over, spreading yourself open so I can fuck your ass?” 

 She moaned, unable to stop herself from imagining her friends coming into the room, and seeing her like this. God, this was so wicked! 

 “I know Sofia would love it. She’d give anything to play with your tits and pussy while I fuck you hard.” 

 Faye’s heart skipped a beat. What? He wasn’t finished talking however. 

 “What do you think, baby? We could turn this swap into a full–blown orgy. I could fuck your ass while Sofia eats your pussy and Chris takes her from behind. We’d all be having fun, and I’m sure you’d come like you’ve never come before. What do you think, Faye? Would you be up for it? Would you want our hands on you? Our cocks in you? Our tongues?” He added a second finger inside her, the muscles stretching around his invasion. He added a third one, before saying, “Our fingers?”

 Faye wasn’t altogether with it any longer. Her mind was assailed by images of what could happen, what might happen. Of them all in this same room, fucking and touching and kissing each other to a feverished climax. A frenzy of sex and love and cum. She didn’t even feel the pain that came with his touch on her rose, not even when he scissored his fingers wider. She barely felt them slip out of her, only to be replaced by the tip of his cock. But when he pushed forward, the rim of muscles popping open seconds later, she gasped and fell onto her knees. He slid out of her, his menacing growl making her shiver. “I’m sorry! I’m sorry!”

 “Don’t move,” he ordered as he kneeled behind her, his hands pushing on her shoulders until her chest was pressed against the floor. 

 In one push, he was back in his erstwhile position, his cock forcing its way inside her. He was big, so big it hurt. It hurt like it’d never hurt with her exes. Oh, it’d always been awkward, but she’d never felt pain like this. As if her ass was resisting him, as if it didn’t want to let go. “Stop!” He pulled back, to her immediate relief. That didn’t last long however. A second later, he was pressing on, her nails digging into the thick carpet. “Jake, please!”

 “What did I say about you calling me that?” he growled, his tentative probings incessant.

 “Please, Master, please. It hurts.”

 “Fuck, you’re so fucking tight.” His hands clasping her hips, he took a deep breath and released it. “Relax, pet. This will feel good. I promise you, it will feel good. Just…let me do this.” 

 “I–” She bit her lip, afraid she would be denied pleasure later if she denied him now. Pressing her forehead against the floor, she moved onto her elbows and thought of what she used to do when her ex wanted anal. Push outward? Yes, that was it. She closed her eyes and fought against the pain and that unending feeling of fullness. She fought the usual awkwardness, tried to remember how good it could feel. How good Jake had made her feel earlier. She opened her mouth, and asked, “Can I touch myself, Master?”

 She felt him stop short, the head of his cock so close to its final destination. “What?” he asked, sounding bewildered.


 “Can I touch myself, Master?” she repeated, her voice just a tiny bit strangled.


 “Fuck! You’re so fucking sexy.”


 She gulped at his praise, feeling herself blush. That was damn stupid of her considering what was happening, but she yearned for his compliments. “Thanks, Master.”

 “Do you want to play with your pussy while I fuck your ass, Faye?”


 She moaned. “Yes, oh yes.”


 “Then do it. Play with your clit. Make yourself come.”


 Holding herself up on her left elbow, she slid her right hand down her body, her fingers soon grazing where her curls would have been if Sofia hadn’t pressured her to get everything waxed off. Intent on pleasing Jake, she pressed the pad of her fingers against her clit and moved them round and round.

 


 * * * *


 


 “Fuck,” Jake exhaled. 

 He’d pulled back, only the tip of his cock remaining inside her as he watched her finger her pussy. She was so fucking hot. So damn perfect. He rammed back inside her, her insides letting him in fully this time. His balls slapped against her hand, the faint touch so arousing he felt ready to self–combust. His control slipped inexorably, his movements becoming jerky. Erratic. Harsh. He was rough and he didn’t care. He wanted to come, wanted to make her come. His fingers dug into the skin of her hips, leaving bruises that he knew he’d enjoy seeing the next day. Reminders of their time spent together on the floor of his play room, of how she’d let herself go and had accepted everything he’d thrown at her. The perfect lover. His
Mate. 

 “Oh Master, ohh,” she cried out, her lower half tensing.


 “Not yet!”


 “I can’t… I can’t wait. I’m going to come!”


 In one hard thrust, his cock rocked to the deep of her, his balls bouncing against her caressing fingers. She grabbed them at that same instant, tugged at them, and it gave him that final push. 

 His gaze on the curve of her back, he came into thick jets inside her, her ass taking it all, her slit becoming wetter by the second. He fell on top of her, and she let herself lean against the floor, both panting for air. Both so thoroughly spent it was a miracle they didn’t fall asleep right there and then.

 Jake let himself fall onto his back and stared unseeingly at the ceiling. He’d finally found her. The words kept whirling inside his head, taunting him with the idea of a perfect future. His future. Their future. 



 



Chapter Eight: The Morning After

 


 Faye woke up slowly, her mind following a good five minutes later. Memories of the night before assailed her brain, and she tensed as the shock of what she’d done fully hit her. She’d let herself go so thoroughly with Jake. Who could have thought it’d be like that? And he had a girlfriend, someone she liked and admired. Oh no! Jake…

 “Stop thinking, baby. We have visitors.”


 She jerked upright, her eyes blinking in the sudden sunlight. “What?”


 “We have visitors,” he repeated, his gaze heavy on her. 


 “Who?” her voice squeaked.


 “Guess.”


 Chris and Sofia were here? “Oh.” She chewed on her lip, images of what had happened the night before whirling in her head. The sex, the mind–blowing pleasure, the fantasy that had suddenly become reality. “Where are they?”

 “I told them to wait downstairs…” Jake’s voice was drowned out by the sound of Sofia calling out his name. “Shit!” He jumped up from where he’d sat down on the bed, and nearly got hit by the door being flung wide open. “Sofia!” he roared.

 The other woman smirked at him, but didn’t apologize. “What is taking so long, babe? Chris, here, is…” She spotted Faye in bed and screamed, “You’re here!” Long blonde hair trailed behind her as she jumped on the mattress and crawled to her friend. “How was it? You’ll have to tell me all about it! I told you he was good, didn’t I? And Chris, oh my! I mean, I’ve had sex with him before but he was so horny, we barely took breaks all night. And now I’m so freaking tired. And hungry. Are you hungry? Did you guys have breakfast yet, because I could cook some omelets or something–”

 “Sofia. Breathe, please.”

 At Jake’s injunction, Sofia stopped, took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Better?” she asked him cheekily, smiling even more when Chris appeared in the threshold. “Woohoo, it’s a party!”

 “What the hell did you give her?” Jake asked his friend as he stopped beside him.


 “My cock?”


 “Apart from that?”


 “Nothing. I mean–”


 Chris was interrupted by Sofia, who said, her voice becoming louder and louder as the seconds ticked by, “I had nothing but cock all night. It was so…yummy!” She slid beneath the covers and turned towards Faye, who was trying her best to hide there. That didn’t work out very well, it turned out as Sofia grabbed the sheet and tugged it down. “Oh. My. God. Have you seen those tits?”

 “Sofia!” Faye blushed a beet red, all the while trying to desperately grab the covers from her friend’s grasp. This was still beyond weird!

 “Did Jake fuck them? Of course, he did. What am I saying?”

 Red–lacquered nails were suddenly on Faye’s left breast, the sharp color such a contrast to her pale skin it took her a while to understand what was going on. “Sofia, don’t. What the hell are you doing?”

 “I want to touch these puppies!” The older woman responded with a gleeful look in her eyes. “I’ve always wanted to, and now that Jake has had his turn…”

 “It’s not yours!” Faye finished for her friend, the one who’d gone completely crazy. What was happening? Had the three of them concocted this while she was sleeping? Could that be it?

 “Of course, it is.” Sofia pretended to pout. Sharp nails drew down, bumping into a nipple and making it harden almost immediately. With a groan, she lowered her head and took it inside her mouth, while Faye could only look down and blink.

 She looked back up and watched the look of arousal on both men’s faces. “Do something!” she called out to them. Chris didn’t answer. He was too busy staring at their friend licking her breast. “Chris!” It didn’t work. He didn’t even blink for that matter. She turned her gaze to Jake, and without realizing what she was saying, asked, “Master?”

 His eyebrows snapped together. “Don’t move, pet.”


 “But–”


 “She just wants to please you.”


 “But–” This was her friend touching her. Her female friend. And her roommate and her lover were watching! Was she the only one who thought this shouldn’t be happening? Faye bit her lower lip, the teeth bringing pain, especially when she felt soft fingers slide down her curved stomach. There was a tentative touch on her mound, then a more assured one as a small finger slipped between her lips. Her wet inner lips. “Oh God.”

 A giggle answered her, Sofia’s mouth switching to her other nipple. She laved it. Sucked on it. Bit on it. It was almost as if she knew what would give her the most pleasure. Maybe because she was a woman? Faye wondered inwardly as the pressure increased between her legs.

 


 * * * *


 


 “Fuck,” Chris muttered under his breath as he spotted the movements Sofia’s hand was making underneath the sheet. “I need to see that.”

 Jake seconded that thought. In a swift move, he was at the end of the bed, the sheet at his feet. Faye squealed, but she couldn’t move away. Not with Sofia’s lips around her engorged nipple, and her fingers coated with her juices. Her eyes wide, she stared at him, until he growled, “Open your legs wide, baby.” 

 She shook her head no, but her movements were slow, Sofia’s caresses too good to ignore. 

 “Now. This will feel good. Trust me.” Jake’s voice rang out, the two men waiting to see what she would do. 

 Faye closed her eyes, her head falling back against the pillows as she widened her thighs. Sofia murmured her agreement, her fingers sliding down to tease Faye’s entrance. 

 Chris stepped closed to his friend and asked, his voice low, “What now?”

 Jake stared at the two women, their two lovers. So different and yet, so good in their own way. So fucking sexy too. “Now, we play.”



 



Chapter Nine: When Reality Bites

 


 When Jake had talked dirty to her the night before, putting images inside her head of how it would feel if the other couple joined them in bed, it had excited Faye. It had. She couldn’t deny it. And yet, now faced with that stark reality, thinking how it could, would affect their lives, she felt frozen into place.

 She watched Chris step closer, felt the bed dip on her left side as he joined them on the bed. Sofia didn’t look up from her breasts, her fingers still busy down there too. One small digit breached her entrance and curved inside her, the long nail such an oddity Faye wondered if she should be scared. She sure hoped her friend knew what she was doing! 

 Before she could tell Sofia to watch the nails, Chris found her mouth with his. Oh. This was her roommate. The one she knew so well, or rather the one she had thought she knew well. He slipped his tongue between her lips, the soft caress a soothing balm to her overwrought nerves. His hand found her right cheek, his other palm tracing the curve of her shoulder. She let herself go in his embrace, her eyes closed, her mind drifting away. But not for long.

 Sofia’s mouth let go of her nipple, so she could ask, “Can I lick your pussy instead?”


 Faye wrenched away from Chris’s mouth and stared at the other woman with wide eyes. “Excuse me?”


 “What do you say, babe?” Sofia grinned up. “Have you ever been sucked by a woman?”


 “No!”


 “Wanna try?”


 “N–” She clamped her mouth shut, and tilted her head to the left to look at her roommate. “Can we talk?”


 “Sure.” 


 Chris’s eyes never left her as she struggled to climb off the bed, only to come to the realization that she was naked. 


 “Here.” He handed her his t–shirt, leaving his chest invitingly bare. 


 He wasn’t that tall so it was short on her, barely covering the essentials, but it was better than nothing. She crossed the room and waited for him near the door, not really noticing the three gazes on her. 

 “Behave!” Chris told his friends as he pushed Faye out of the door.

 Jake’s left eyebrow rose, as if in derision. Sofia pouted for real this time, moving to sit Indian–style on the bed, looking desolate now that her playmate had left. 

 


 * * * *

 


 Faye stopped in the middle of the corridor when she realized her feet had been taking her to the play room. Chris didn’t have such problems as he took her hand and pulled her inside the room, his gaze automatically zeroing on the toys and lingerie they’d left behind. “Did you have fun?”

 She nodded, licking her lips before finally admitting, “Yes. A lot. And you?”


 “Me too.”


 “Chris…” she started before stopping. 


 “What is it, honey?” He drew her to him, his hug reassuring even if it felt strangely odd. 


 “How many times have you done this before?” she mumbled against his bare chest.


 “Done what?”


 “This. This swapping thing.”


 He sighed, his arms tightening around her. “A few. Does that bother you?” 


 She thought about it, then nodded. 


 “Why?”


 “I… I don’t know. I thought you were gay, and now I learn that you’re bi. It shouldn’t change anything, but it’s so odd to think of you liking women. And I know you want Sofia. I saw it in your eyes yesterday. I… I feel as if you’ve deliberately kept so many things from me. Something is going on, isn’t it?” she asked, then in a final whisper, she added, “I thought you were my friend.” 

 A muffled curse rang out and he nudged her head up, forcing her to look him in the eyes. “We are, baby. We are friends, the four of us. You know that, right?” 

 She shrugged. “Maybe, but…there’s something else going on. I can feel it.”

 He stared back at her in silence, the moment interrupted by Sofia who bounded into the room like an exuberant puppy. “Great idea you had coming in here, you guys! What’s that?” She picked up the chain g–string and held it up in front of her face. “Did you go shopping last night?”

 Jake stepped into the room. “I did.”


 “You bought stuff for Faye?”


 He nodded. “Yes. And she looked amazing in them.” 


 “I’m sure she did,” Sofia replied eagerly. “Want to put it on again, babe?” She turned towards her friend.


 “No, thank you.” Faye left Chris’s side, emotions running wild inside her. She didn’t know what to do, how to act. She wasn’t even sure she wanted to be here. Oh, she’d felt nothing but pleasure earlier, but this was just too bizarre. And awkward too. What would happen in the coming days? Would they revert back to normal, never mentioning again they’d all had sex together? Or would this be their new ‘normal’? “Can I ask you something?” she finally said, unable to continue further without some kind of reassurance.

 “What’s wrong, Faye?” Jake asked, his eyes drilling into her.


 “I… What’s going to happen? I mean, not now but later? This is only for today, right?” 


 No one answered her, as if they weren’t sure what to tell her. 


 “What do you want to happen?” Chris asked, his face giving nothing away. 


 “I don’t think I’ll be able to go back to…to normal. I mean, I won’t be able to forget that I had sex with Jake, or that Sofia touched me. It’s just… I don’t understand how this is going to work!”

 “We can make it work,” Jake’s soft voice rang in her ear. 

 He probably thought it would soothe her but the effect was lost when she felt his cock, hard against her butt. “Can we? Are you so sure about that? Because I’m not!”

 “What are you afraid of, pet?” He moved so he was standing right in front of her. 

 “That you’ll keep on calling me that, for one! I thought this was supposed to be a one–off. That it would be a secret between us, that I…” She bit her lip. “I don’t know. I think I should… I should go.”

 “Don’t.” Chris moved forward. “Please, Faye, we didn’t do this to hurt you. We just thought you’d be, you know, into it. I mean, this is just between us four. No one else has to know. We just…”

 “We like to share.” Sofia popped at their sides, her eyes bright and still eager.

 “You like to share?” Faye repeated, feeling herself lose touch with reality. Who were these people? She’d known them for months. She’d been living with Chris for months, and in all that time, he’d never told her he was into such a thing. Oh, she’d known the three of them were very close, but that close? “What do you think will happen exactly?”

 Jake’s fingers found her chin and he pushed her face up until their gazes locked. “There’s nothing to be afraid of. It’s just us.” She snorted, and his eyes flashed. “Don’t push me, Faye.”

 Chris cleared his throat. “Maybe we shouldn’t be doing this right now.”

 “I don’t want her leaving like that.”

 “I’ll leave if I want to!” Faye pushed on Jake’s chest, wanting him to step back so he would stop crowding her. It was too close to how he’d been the previous night. How he’d felt. How he’d taken control and shown her a world she’d only guessed at.

 “Not in that state, you won’t. I want you to tell us what you want first. We need to clear the air now, once and for all. So, Faye, what do you want?”

 “You’ll let me leave if I do?”


 “You don’t want me?” Sofia’s voice was small, her eyes dark as she stared at her friend. “Really?”


 “I…” Faye didn’t know what to say. “I’ve never been with a woman before.”


 “I’ll be gentle. It’ll be just for you. I know you’re not used to it, babe, but I’ve wanted you for so long.”


 “I don’t understand!” Faye felt like hitting her head against the wall. “When did you decide all this? Why didn’t you tell me before about this swapping thing? Why?”

 “Because we weren’t sure how you would react,” Jake answered, when she’d wanted to hear Chris’s version.

 “Argh!” 

 “Let’s have breakfast, guys. I think we should give Faye some time to get her mind around it.” Finally her roommate had spoken. And his words didn’t help whatsoever. 

 She followed them downstairs, aware things hadn’t been resolved. Aware they were waiting for her to give them the green light. And then, what? They’d have sex together and live happily ever after? Who were they kidding?

 This was reality, not fiction, damn it! 



 



Chapter Ten: One Decision, Too Many Consequences

 


 Half of Faye wanted to go home and hide; the other half wanted her to jump on any of the other three people present in the kitchen for another bout of sex. Juices coated her pussy from their earlier caresses, her walls yearning for a thick cock to stretch them. She blamed Jake for that. He’d aroused her so thoroughly the night before, her body wanted more. Could you get accustomed to so much pleasure? She wondered as she watched Sofia skillfully flip a veggie–filled omelet. 

 She felt Chris’s gaze on her, and knew he was getting worried. She didn’t have the courage to speak up however. Not now. He’d been right. She was hungry and thirsty, and just plain tired. She needed a break. 

 Her breasts chafed against the cotton of his shirt, and she closed her eyes. Damn treacherous body! She fidgeted on her high stool, and fought the urge to rub her thighs together.

 A chuckle rang not far from her, and she snapped her eyes open to find Jake smirking at her. “What?”


 “You little liar.”


 She sputtered. “What the hell?”


 “You’re horny,” he stated, tracing her barely hidden curves with his eyes. 


 “No, I’m not!”


 “Don’t lie to your Master, pet, or you’ll be punished.”


 “Stop that! You’re not my Master!”


 “Yes, I am.” He stepped towards her, rounding the wooden island so he was standing behind her. He caged her with his big body, his hands slapping the counter in front of her. Pressing his hard chest against her back, he bent down and whispered in her right ear, “You’re mine, Faye. Remember?”

 “No,” she whispered back, feeling Chris’s and Sofia’s gaze on her. “No, I’m not anymore. It was only last night. We were just playing!”

 “Do you really believe that?”


 “Yes.”


 “So, if I ask you to undress and bend over the counter, you won’t do it?”


 “I…” She took a deep breath then released it. “I won’t.”


 His hands found the hem of the shirt she was wearing. “We’ll see about that,” he murmured in her ear.


 “Jake, don’t.”


 He didn’t listen to her. He simply drew the shirt up, exposing her rounded butt, the length of her spine, her heavy breasts. He threw the shirt behind him and pressed himself even closer to her. The stool was at the perfect height, something she really shouldn’t have been surprised at, knowing her friends’ proclivities. His cock settled along the cleft of her ass, the cotton of his khakis brushing her sensitive skin. Her breath hitched but he wasn’t finished. His hands cupped her breasts from behind, fingers squeezing her nipples into hard nubs. She gasped.

 The sound echoed in the room, and that’s when she finally remembered the other couple. Her widened eyes took in Sofia who’d stopped cooking, all the better to stare at her. Her gaze flitted to her roommate, afraid of what she’d see on his face. He looked…happy? He even smiled at her. “What?” she mumbled, clearly aware she was missing an important piece of information. What was going on?

 “Shhh,” Jake said, his right hand slipping down her stomach. He petted her mound until she couldn’t help but widen her thighs. She couldn’t move them much, not with his weight pressing her against the counter like this. But it was enough for one finger to find her clit. 

 She moaned, and she hated herself for it. And then, he stopped.

 He stepped away from her, his touch gone in one second. She shivered as air brushed her overheated skin, her body yearning for him all the more. “Please,” she found herself turning around to look at him. Beg him…

 “Please, what?”


 “Please.” She licked her lips. “Master.”


 “What do you want, pet?”


 Her hands tightened into fists, her nails digging into her palms. But there was nothing to be done. Her mouth opened, and she said, “Fuck me, Master.”

 No triumphant smile graced Jake’s face, even if she’d expected it. Instead, he tilted her head to the side and took her mouth into a deep kiss. The kind of kiss that changes everything. It was hot, and wet, and pure. It was passion. She let herself go then, overwhelmed by it all. By Jake, the Master that should only have been for one night. By Chris, the man she’d thought she knew. By Sofia, the friend she adored and who now wanted more. Those three people had been her life for the past months, and they still were. They were. But now, they were more. 

 She had to accept it. She didn’t see any other options. She didn’t want to lose them after all. As these thoughts whirled through her mind, she accepted Jake’s touch on her. When he bent her over the counter, her ass high in the air, she didn’t complain. When he asked Sofia to come nearer, she didn’t utter one word.

 And then, her life as she’d known it really ended. And, another one began…



 



Chapter Eleven: An Orgy Like No Other

 


 Faye listened to the two men talk as Sofia readied her breasts, pinching and tugging on her nipples until they were hard and a bright red. 

 “I was right then?” Chris asked as he saw Jake step into the bedroom they were once more in, nodding towards the tweezers–like clamps his friend was holding.

 “You sure were. She loves them.”

 “I always thought she’d get a kick out of them.”

 “And you were right. She’s perfect for me.”

 “I know. It was just a matter of time before I found her.”

 “I had every faith in you, my friend.”


Chris snorted.

 Faye watched Jake move towards her, her mind still replaying the two friends’ conversation. There was something there, some kind of clue to their current status. They didn’t leave her time to pursue this thought though. 

 Jake patted Sofia’s ass and she moved aside, sticking her tongue out at him in a playful gesture. “Yeah, yeah,” he chuckled. “I know. You were doing something. But now, it’s my turn.”

 “I love your tits,” Sofia told Faye, grinning up at her. “I understand why Jake’s been obsessed with them now.”


 “Babe!” Jake groaned before calling out, “Chris, Sofia needs to be shut up.”


 “You don’t say.” His friend smiled, already sliding his jeans down his legs. “You need me to stuff your mouth, baby?”


 “Looks like it,” Sofia replied, her gaze falling on the cock that had been inside her not that long ago. “Oh yeah, baby.” She licked her lips and crawled on her hands and knees towards Chris.

 Faye couldn’t look away. She watched her friend lick her roommate’s cock, the image so absurd she nearly laughed out loud. The singular feeling didn’t last long. Harsh fingers took over from where Sofia had left off, pinching her nipples to the point of pain. She jerked against the headboard, but Jake didn’t care. He was already opening up the clamps, positioning them around her engorged nubs, tightening the prongs until her nipples were caught. Held immobile. Squeezed in a never–ending caress. She closed her eyes and moaned, a long moan that echoed throughout the room.

 “Yes, that’s it, pet. Let yourself go. You know you love the pain.” Jake grabbed her shoulders and moved her so she was lying on her back. He looked down at her and shook her head. “No, not like that.”

 She looked up at him, but he’d slid away. Instead, her eyes found the other couple. Chris was staring at her, his eyes on her nipples and the clamps holding them captive. He licked his lips, his hands grabbing Sofia’s head, forcing her to take his cock deeper into her mouth.

 “Sit up,” Jake ordered, breaking the moment.

 Faye moved, blinking when she saw him take her place. He lied on his back, his tanned body such a deep contrast to the white linens it made her heart palpitate. 

 “Come here and lie on me.” Before she could straddle his lap, he added, “On your back.”

 “I don’t understand.”

 He flashed her a look, but still replied, “I want you to lie on me, back to front. Make sure my cock is against your ass, understood?”

 “Uhm, I guess.” Her nipples aching at the movements, she sat on him, his cock a hard pressure against her back. She leaned down until his chest cradled her back, his arms embracing her. Fidgeting, she slid down a little and only came to a still when she thought she had found the correct position.

 “Very good, pet.”


 She blushed at the praise, blushed even more when he tugged on the chain, the prongs tightening around her nipples. “Ah!”


 “Open your legs wide,” he ordered, still playing with her breasts. 


 Faye tried to forget about the never–ending ache and widened her thighs, hooking her legs over his as he directed. She was fully open now, her pussy glistening with juices for everyone to see. 

 “Good girl. Sofia, come here.”

 The other woman gave one last lick to Chris’s cock and crawled towards them, her lean body so beautiful it made Faye gulp. How could they want her when they could look at Sofia at the same time and compare? She watched Sofia move between their legs without any more prompts from Jake, settling on her elbows, her ass in the air. It didn’t come as a great surprise when Chris knelt behind her, grabbing her small hips in his hands. Faye remembered Jake’s words from the night before, the fantasy he’d drawn in her head. The one that looked remarkably like what was happening right this second. Did they always do this? Or was he just acting out what he thought would please her? She wondered inwardly, a gasp escaping her when Sofia’s face disappeared between her thighs. “Hell!”

 “Put my cock inside her, Sofia. I want to fuck her at the same time.”

 Small fingers drifted between their bodies, pushing her butt upwards until Faye understood she was supposed to lean up. She did, her balance precarious, while Sofia grabbed Jake’s cock and brought it to her entrance. She guided it in, sharp nails gliding up and circling Faye’s clit. 

 A minute later, Faye realized she was going to have to stop thinking. She couldn’t watch it all, couldn’t comprehend it all. Chris was fucking Sofia in a way she’d never have imagined, even in her wildest dreams. He was rough, his face a stark mask as he pounded into the other woman from behind. Who was this Chris and where had her roommate disappeared to? Meanwhile, Sofia was busy licking and sucking on her clit. Between her caresses and Jake’s thick cock inside her, she was soon going to be on sensation overload. 

 “I’m going to come inside you, pet, and you’re going to love it. I want you to come like you’ve never come before. Do you understand?”

 Faye’s mouth opened but she never replied. She’d just realized something. He hadn’t put a condom on! “Jake–”

 He thrust into her, one hand slipping over her stomach, the other grabbing onto the chain linking her breasts together. His movements turned erratic, heralding his climax. He tugged on the chain, the clamps tightening around her engorged nipples. 

 Sofia groaned and latched onto her clit with renewed aplomb. 

 Chris began to swear under his breath, watching them all. 

 Jake’s cock hit that spot inside her, and that was all it took for Faye to shatter. Her orgasm took over her body, pleasure swirling inside her like never before. Her limbs shook, her back arched. With a roar, Jake bit her neck, just as Sofia’s teeth found her clit. 

 A white light exploded in front of Faye’s eyelids and she fell back down.



 



Chapter Twelve: Crazies

 


 Faye was across the room before she’d even started computing what had happened. All she knew was that they’d bit her. She could still feel the imprints of their teeth on her skin, damn it! Her eyes wild, she stared at the threesome on the bed, all of them regarding her with serene faces. “You… You…”

 “We didn’t hurt you,” Jake replied as he sat up, then in one fluid move, got off the bed. 


 “You bit me!”


 “Did it hurt?”


 Faye blinked. “That’s not the freaking issue here! Why the hell did you bit me? Are you crazy?” Her gaze found Chris, the only one who hadn’t participated. Well, not directly anyway. “I want to go home!”

 His eyes somber, he shook his head. “I’m sorry, sweetheart, but this is your home now.”

 Her mouth opened, but nothing came out for a good thirty seconds. “What the hell?”

 “You’re mine now, pet.” Jake took a step towards her, and another one, making her realize she was standing against a wall. How easy it would be for him to trap her… “I will explain everything to you, Faye.”

 “No kidding!”

 Jake’s eyebrows drew together. “Calm down.”

 She let out a strangled laugh. “Calm down? You want me to calm down? When you’ve bitten me, and my roommate has suddenly informed me I can’t go back home! Are you nuts?”

 Jake was in front of her before she could add anything else. She flinched backwards, her back slamming against the cold wall. He let out a heavy breath. “Faye, we are not going to hurt you.”

 “You bit me!” she repeated, her mind whirling. She had to get out of here. She had to! Her neck pulsed where he’d bit her, as if sharp little needles were at work.

 “I Marked you, Faye. It should stop hurting any second now, as soon as the Mark is complete. Why don’t you come back to bed and I will explain everything to you?”

 “I am not…ever…again…getting into bed with you. You’re all crazy!”

 Trapping her between his arms, his hands curled into fists against the wall, he looked down at her and caught her gaze. “We are not crazy. We are just different.” 

 She snorted, her arms coming up as if she wanted to push him away. Instead, she bumped into the clamps still around her nipples, her mouth forming an O of pain. 

 Jake swore and fell to his knees, his fingers already tightening around the bar. 


 “No!” 


 He ignored her and drew the prongs open, her nipples hardening even more at the first feel of freedom. 


 Faye cried out in pain, tears appearing in her eyes. 


 “I’m sorry, baby,” he said, leaning up so he could take one nipple in his mouth. He laved it gently, the heat and wetness easing the pain a little. He did it over again to her other breast, his touch soft. Tender. 

 Faye looked down at him, not believing it was the same Jake who’d bit her only minutes earlier. She fought the urge to run her hand in his hair, and it was only when he stopped his ministrations and stood back up, that she found her resolve again. “I want to leave.”

 “No,” came his inexorable answer. “You’re mine now, Faye.”


 “I am not yours, damn it!”


 “This,” he said, tracing the side of her neck with his fingers, “says the contrary.”


 “So, you bit me. So, what?”


 “I am an Immortal. We all are. I bit you because I wanted to Mark you as mine. The imprint of my teeth will never fade, so that people will always know you are mine.”

 Say what? “Immortals? Like vampires?”

 “No, like Immortals. We are not vampires, we do not fucking glitter in the sun!”

 Her eyebrows rose. “Someone sure hates Twilight.”

 He growled, and she remembered she should avoid teasing him. Or talking to him, period. “Chris.” She turned to her roommate, managing to catch his gaze. “Please, I want to go home now.”

 “Have you listened to a word I’ve said?” Jake roared, making her jump.

 “You’re Immortals, whatever the hell that is. And frankly, I couldn’t care less if you’ve lost your freaking mind. I want to go home and forget this weekend ever existed!”

 “You don’t understand, Faye. You can’t leave. You’re mine now.”

 “Sofia is yours, remember?” Shit, couldn’t he move a bit? She wanted to flee but he was so big there was no way she could move past him.

 “We live under different rules, Faye. Sofia was living with me, because her role of First Woman calls for it. She is like…like the Queen of England, I guess. She rules our people with me. Chris, here, is our Recruiter. He found you for me.”

 She blinked. What the hell did that mean? “He found me…for you?”

 “That’s his job. As our Recruiter, he’s in charge of finding potential mates. He trains them until he thinks they’re ready, and then, we do…how do you call it? A recce?”

 “A recce,” Faye repeated, feeling out of her depth. She was dreaming. There was just no other explanation.

 “Yes. And you passed, my dear, with flying colors, might I add. You were meant for me.” He leaned down and whispered against her hair, “And I intend to enjoy you.”

 “What about Sofia?” she found herself asking, wishing the wall at her back would disappear. They were all crazy! She needed to divert his attention so she could make a run for it.

 He smirked down at her. “Sofia is currently looking for her Mate. Until she finds him, she will stay with us.”

 “And what about me? What do you want from me?” She tilted her head, trying to see behind him, trying to calculate the distance that separated her from the door. If she remembered correctly, once she was in the corridor, she’d have to run to the staircase, and then the front door would be right there. She could do this…if only he would step back.

 “You’re mine, Faye. I’ve Marked you. I guess this means in human terms that we’re now married.”


 “Married?” She looked up, her eyes wide. “What do you mean we’re married? We can’t be married!”


 “But we are.”


 “I never said yes!”


 “You acknowledged me as your Master, Faye.”


 “That was sex! You asked for my ultimate fantasy, and I told you, because…because this was only supposed to be a one–night stand! It was supposed to be a secret between us!”

 Jake shrugged. “You came here willingly. You begged me to fuck you. You didn’t even react when I didn’t use protection. You obviously wanted this.”

 She felt her eyes widen. “You’re such an asshole. It was sex! And I wanted to complain about the condom, but you shut me up!”

 His eyebrows rose. “I don’t recall this happening.”

 “You are not my Master, and we are not married!” She pushed on his shoulders with all the strength she had, but he barely moved. “Let me go, damn it!”

 “I can’t let you go.” His arms found the small of her back, dragging her tight against his hard body. “You’re mine, pet. Body and soul. I’ve Marked you. I’ve spent my seed inside you. We are married, even if you don’t want to understand.”


He’d spilled himself inside her. Faye closed her eyes, the fight leaving her as she realized what that meant. “I don’t believe this. What are Immortals? What the hell are you?”

 “We’re human, if that makes you feel better.”


 She snorted. “Immortal and human? Do you really think I’m that stupid?”


 Jake’s eyes flashed. “I wouldn’t have picked you if I’d thought you were stupid. You’re perfect for me, Faye.”


 That made her snort again. Her, perfect? “Guess you need glasses then.”


 “Stop this!” he growled. “I deem you perfect, and that is going to be the end of this.”


 “Do you really expect me to believe you?”


 “I do.” He turned and nodded at Chris.


 The other man started speaking right away, his words soft and gentle, “Faye, you are one of ours now. You’ve been Marked by our First Man, and you will come live in our compound as soon as we can arrange it. Do not worry about anything else. We’ll take care of you.”

 “You will?” She blinked, a weird lethargy taking over her body. She could feel her mind, almost as if it was trying to battle her friend’s monologue, but it wasn’t strong enough. Minutes later, she found herself nodding, accepting them at face value, as if she had no intellect left.

 It was only when Chris stopped talking, that she became herself once more. She pushed on Jake’s arms, wanting some space between the two of them. Wanting to find a quiet corner so she could think things through. 

 And that’s when Sofia’s voice rang close. Too close. “It’ll be easier if you just accept it all, Faye.” 

 Before she could guess his intentions, Jake whirled her around so she was pressed tightly between the two of them. And then, it happened again. Sofia’s mouth, Sofia’s teeth, dug where Jake had, pain flaring up once more. Faye gasped, writhing in their embrace. 

 Thank God it didn’t last long. Footsteps drifted away as she let herself fall against Jake’s chest, unable to comprehend what was happening. How could one night of crazy sex lead to this? Had she lost consciousness somewhere along the way? Was she just dreaming? 

 Then Chris spoke up, his voice harsher than she’d ever heard it before, “Take care of her, First Man. She is our future.”


 “I know,” Jake answered but he didn’t watch them leave. His attention was focused on her, and only her.


 She looked up at him, feeling tired all of a sudden. “Now, what?”


 “Now, I show you what a good husband I can be.” 


 The bright smile that graced his face was so unexpected she would have stumbled if she hadn’t been propped up against him.




 



Chapter Thirteen: New Rules, Same Game

 


 Jake had grabbed her hand and tugged her to the en–suite bathroom. Once there, he’d turned the taps on in the large whirlpool tub, and had motioned her to sit on the tiled bench that ran along the opposite wall. 

 Faye grimaced as the cold ceramic hit her butt and thighs, her already stretched nerves yearning for warmth and comfort instead. She should have been thankful that he took care to widen her thighs and clean their mingled juices. She should have thanked him when he pulled her up and forced her into the warm water, watching to make sure she didn’t slip as she slid down and immerged herself. Only a day before, only an hour before, she would have. But not now.

 Not when he’d shattered her world so completely, she didn’t know what to think or do. Who to trust. Chris had left, the coward. She’d been living with him for months. How could she have never suspected they weren’t who they said they were? How couldn’t she have realized? Was she really that stupid? That gullible?

 “Stop thinking, Faye.” Jake’s hands settled on her shoulders and he began kneading her tense muscles. “I know it’s a shock, but you’ll get used to this new situation. I know you. You’re resilient.”


Resilient. Was that supposed to be a compliment? Because if it was, he sure sucked at romance. “Why didn’t I know about this?”

 “About us?” he asked, never stopping his massage.

 “Yes. I don’t understand how I never suspected anything.”

 “We just…live differently. We’ve got a different set of rules and regulations, I guess you could say.” A pause then, “You should try sleeping now, Faye, you must be tired.”

 She ignored his advice and said, “So, you’re the boss?”

 He chuckled. “I am, yes.”

 “What does that make me?” And why was she suddenly feeling so lethargic? Her eyes closed as she drew her knees up and pressed her face against them. 

 “Still human. I’ve Marked you as my Mate. You’re my wife now.”


 “What about Sofia?” Sofia, who’d been her friend, her accomplice, for months. Why hadn’t she said anything? Why?


 “Sofia is our First Female. She rules with me.”


 “And I don’t?”


 “You don’t,” he agreed behind her. “The position can only go to an Immortal.”


 “What’s an Immortal?” she asked, tiredness making her slur her words. 


 “We don’t age. Once we’ve reached what we call the Age of Wisdom, we stop growing old.”


 “What’s…Marked?”


 “If someone is bitten by both the First Man and First Woman, that person becomes Marked. I claimed you, and Sofia confirmed that claim. I know it’s a lot to take in, baby, but I’ll explain more when you wake up.”

 She really was married? The one thing she’d always yearned for and she’d gone through the process without even realizing. Damn it, she was married! That was the last thing she thought before darkness claimed her.

 


 * * * *

 


 “Are you all right?”

 Faye woke up to find Chris sitting beside her. She was lying in bed, and yet she couldn’t remember ever climbing in it. Or leaving the bathtub, for that matter. Blinking, she pushed herself up to a sitting position, and brushed her tangled hair away from her face. “What happened?”

 “Are you all right, sweetheart?” he repeated, his usual endearment suddenly sounding fake.


 “You lied to me!” Her eyes shot daggers at him as she fought the urge to push him off the bed. 


 “I did. But this is my job, Faye. You’ve got to understand–”


 She cut him off. “I don’t have to understand anything! You lied to me, and for what? Because you were prepping me for your friend?”

 He winced. “It wasn’t exactly like that.”

 “Wasn’t it?” She bit back a gasp, tears swimming in her eyes at the stark reminder of her shattered dreams. 

 He closed his eyes for a second. “This is what I do, Faye. My job is to find potential mates for our race. I never wanted to hurt you. You’ve got to believe this, at least.”

 “Why should I believe you?”

 “Because I gave you what you wanted.” Her mouth opened but nothing came out. “From the first day you met him and I saw your reaction, I knew I’d made the right choice in picking you. You followed him with your eyes. You drank up whatever story Sofia told you. You even called out for him in your sleep.”

 That snapped her back to the present. “No, I didn’t!”

 “You did,” he countered straight away. “All of us knew you would be perfect for him. He’s got a dominant personality, and you fit him. You simply do. Why can’t you accept I did you a favor?”

 She was so shocked by his outrageous declaration she didn’t hear the bedroom door open. “I can’t believe you said that. Who are you?”

 Chris frowned. “I’m the Recruiter. Haven’t we already talked about this?”

 She shook her head. “Please go.”

 He made a move towards her, as if he wanted to grab her hand, but she never gave him the opportunity. She fell down the side of the bed, righting herself at the last second. She stumbled back, her eyes on him, and when she saw him follow her, she shrieked and turned around. And ran face first into an impressive wall, uh, chest?

 


 “Shhh,” Jake murmured, his hands clasping her shoulders. He held her in place, stuck against his hard body, as if she wasn’t trying to pull away from him. As if her movements were futile, and she weighed next to nothing. “Calm down, baby. Chris doesn’t want to hurt you. He just thought you two needed to discuss what had happened. He’s our Recruiter, pet. It’s not like you’ll be able to ignore him for the rest of your life.”

 “I can if I want to.” She sounded like a petulant child, but right now she couldn’t care less. “Let me go!” She looked up at Jake’s granite face but he shook his head no. “Why not?”

 “Because you’re not being reasonable.”

 Her face reddened as anger coursed through her body. “I’m not being reasonable? I’m not being reasonable?” she repeated, her voice getting louder at every word. “Are you freaking kidding me? You trapped me! Did I ever ask for this? Did I?”

 “Faye,” Chris called out from behind her, but she barely heard him, let alone cared.

 “I’m going to leave. Today. Now. I’ll go back to my−his−house, I’ll grab all my stuff and I’ll leave. And I’ll never come back!”

 Jake’s eyes had darkened so much they were nearly black. “Don’t push me.”

 “I don’t care who you think you are. I am not staying here!”

 


 Moments later, after Jake had ordered Chris to leave the room, he grabbed her hands and holding her captive, forced her into the corridor. He didn’t say anything else, simply pulled her after him as he strode to the play room. Once there, and the door locked behind them, he kept on ignoring her struggles, her gradually more inventive curses, or her ineffective kicks. He tied her wrists together behind her back, before cuffing them to the chair. Her legs followed soon after, then a gag to stop her swearing. 

 It was only when he had her where he wanted her, tied, unable to move or talk back, that he stopped and took a deep breath. He stared at her wild eyes and shook his head. “I’m sorry, pet, but I think we need to reestablish this relationship of ours.”

 She watched him walk to the TV then fiddle with something. The screen lit up, then there was a whirring sound she remembered well. But what appeared next wasn’t the movie she’d expected. Far from it actually… 



 



Chapter Fourteen: This Is Us

 


 “Watch it. All of it. I’ll be back soon,” he’d told her as he’d angled the chair towards the TV. 

 She was naked. Handcuffed. Gagged. She was watching herself have sex! He’d filmed them without her consent. There had to be a fixed camera somewhere in the room, she thought as she looked around, trying to spot a hole in the wall. She couldn’t see anything and she gave up, her attention going back to the movie playing. Jake on his knees, his head between her legs as he licked her to a screaming climax. Her head thrown back, her eyes closed in pleasure. She watched herself grab his cock and begin to play with him. She stared, amazed, at the look on his face when she sucked on his ball. He looked…transfixed. Intent. He was magnificent, she realized with a sharp bang.

 The film kept on playing, speeding past the hour she’d spent getting herself ready for his return from the sex shop. She watched herself change into the fetish lingerie he’d bought her, saw the way his eyes darkened at his first look of her. He’d wanted her so badly, it was plain to see. And yet, he’d still given her her fantasy. He’d been her Dom last night, had taken her to heights she’d never reached before. 

 Her thighs clenched, wanting to rub against each other but unable to with the cuffs still holding her open. She felt her juices trickle down, pooling on the chair beneath her. Her breasts ached to be touched. Her pussy called out for his thick cock to take her. She was spiraling into a daze, her gaze never relenting from the screen. She watched herself and her Master, and remembered…everything. 

 


 When the door opened, minutes or hours later she wasn’t sure, she snapped out of her trance only when he came to stand in front of her. He was naked, his cock bopping in front of him like a giant salty lollipop. Saliva dripped from her wide open mouth, the gag nearly suffocating her.

 “Breathe through your nose, pet,” he advised, as he knelt before her. Calloused hands grabbed her knees, the touch harsh. His fingers dug into her skin as he slid them up her thighs, leaving red marks in their wake. She fidgeted but he didn’t react. He just kept on going until his hands met at the juncture of her legs. She stopped moving. He smirked. “Good girl. Now, let’s see if our little film affected you.” Thumbs parted her inner lips, revealing her hardened clit. “Beautiful,” he murmured, before leaning down. One lick. That was all it took.

 She came as if his tongue held a trigger. Muffled moans escaped her throat, her body bucking against her constraints. He wasn’t finished however. She was still running high when he took her clit in his teeth and bit. Between that and his finger suddenly hooked inside her, tapping her spot to life, she was soon on her way to a second orgasm.

 He didn’t waver from his goal. He brought her to climax so many times in a row she lost count. Her body felt as if it was on fire. As if she would self–combust if he did it again. But he always did.

 And she always came.

 


 * * * *

 


 He’d untied her but she didn’t have enough strength left to move. Blinking up at him, she watched as he took off the gag and offered her a glass of water. Her hand shook when she accepted it from him, droplets spilling onto her naked thighs and chest, but she still managed to drink half before he took it away. He pulled her up, holding her against his side when she would have toppled forward. They walked like that to the daybed, bare skin against bare skin.

 He laid her down onto the thick mattress, his body soon covering her like a blanket made of heavy muscles and soft hairs. His mouth found hers, and she recoiled at first at the taste of her own juices on his tongue. His left hand grabbed her hair, holding her into place, never giving her a choice. And she grew accustomed to it, unbelievable as that was. She kissed him back, her thighs widening under the pressure of his knees. Hooking her legs around his waist, she felt the hardness of his erection on her already too sensitive pussy and shivered.

 Jake broke the kiss and moved onto his elbows so he could look down at her. “All right?” 


 She nodded, unwilling to speak, afraid it would break the moment. 


 “Good. Let me know if it hurts,” he added just before the head of his cock found her entrance.


 He pushed inside her in one deep thrust, her walls parting easily under his constant pressure. It didn’t hurt. He’d loved her so well that only wetness met him. He exhaled and pulled back, only to ram inside her a second later. He never slowed down, never stopped. It was almost as if his control was slipping, as if what he’d done earlier had shattered his defenses. He took her over and over again, his chest brushing her nipples at every move. One hand helped hold himself up while the other grabbed her thigh, pulling her closer. Forcing her to rock back against his thrusts, he pushed her onwards, until pleasure bloomed deep in her core. 

 They came together this time, Jake’s head falling back as he roared to the world, “Mine!”



 



Chapter Fifteen: Numb

 


 He’d numbed her with sex. There was just no other explanation. He’d told her he’d called her office and had resigned on her behalf, telling them she’d gotten married all of a sudden. Then he’d announced that they were moving in the coming month, to be closer to his people. Apparently most of them lived on some kind of commune, in the middle of nowhere. They worked from home, owning several IT companies, consulting over the phone, Internet and travelling to meetings from time to time. He had enough money to support her, so she wouldn’t have to find another PA job. Or, if she wanted, she could always work for him. She’d blinked then, and had realized he’d been serious. 

 And now that all her stuff had been transferred to his house, he’d told her Sofia was moving back in. With them.

 “Are we a ménage then?”

 He shrugged. “If you want to call it that, sure. Sofia will always have an important place in our lives. Even if she finds a mate, she’ll probably still cohabit with us.”

 “With her…husband? All together in one house?”


 “Yes. And Chris has the right to join us too, but I doubt he’ll do that.”


 “Why’s that?” She hadn’t seen her roommate in two days.


 “He’s afraid he’s hurt you too badly.” Jake tugged her closer to his side. “He’s berating himself for it. I did tell him it was stupid, that you would soon understand he’d done it for your own good, but he’s…not himself.”

 “Oh.” Faye bit her lip. “I don’t want him sad,” she finally responded as she pressed her head against his shoulder. 

 Jake’s hands tightened on her hips. She was sitting astride him, his palms hot on her skin. She could smell her musk, knew that with one single touch, one small word, she’d be his for the taking. But his next comment had nothing to do with sex. “Do you want to move back in with him?” he asked her, his voice hesitant.

 “I don’t know what I want. I’m not… I don’t know.”


 He nudged her head up but she avoided his gaze. He grabbed her hair with his right hand and held her still. “Look at me, baby.” 


 She obeyed him. 


 “I know it’s difficult for you. I know we sprung this on you, and it’ll take you a while to get your bearings. I’m not asking you to love me. Not so soon. But…I’d like this Mating to be successful.” 

 Faye frowned. There was something in his eyes. Something that she’d never seen before. A hint of pain mixed with yearning, maybe? He wanted her to fall in love with him? Was that it? “Successful?” Fingers drifted from her hair to find her lips, tracing her mouth with delicate precision until she squirmed on his lap. “Jake?”

 “Yes,” he finally responded, and this time, it was his turn to avoid her gaze. “I want us to be happy together.”

 “Oh.” She was saved finding something else to say, when the front door opened and Sofia walked in. 

 “Hello darlings. How are you on this fine day?” The older woman never missed a beat at finding them sitting on the sofa, Faye naked on his lap. She simply sat down beside them and beamed.

 “Uhm.” Faye licked her lips. “We’re fine.”

 “Good, good.” Sofia grinned mischievously as she let her gaze wander down her friend’s form. “Nice curves, baby, very nice curves. And your breasts are as impressive as ever.” 

 Oh no! Faye twisted on Jake’s lap, eager to get off of him. Eager to go upstairs and find clothes, or even better…find somewhere to hide. “Let me go,” she hissed, her voice low.

 “No,” came his inexorable answer. 

 She looked at him and swore inwardly. She knew that expression. He wanted them to forget about their earlier conversation, about what he’d let slip, she was sure of it. But whatever he did, she would remember that glimpse of his inner self. That yearning had touched something inside her. She was still thinking about it when he told Sofia to get up and stand behind her.

 Soft hands found her shoulders, then glided down her chest. The nails were painted a bright pink this time, but the effect was the same. They bit into her nipples, hardening them into painful red buds. Faye let herself go, knowing it would make things easier in the long run. She leant up and brushed her mouth against Jake’s, loving the way he immediately took charge of the kiss. He might not be the man of her past dreams, but in a way, he knew her better than anyone ever had before. It should have frightened her that he could read her like an open book. Instead she found herself reveling in it, enjoying his compliments. This was the start of a new life for her…and she was ready to jump in, feet first and her heart wide open.



 



Chapter Sixteen: A New Life

 



Three weeks later

 


 Faye stared out the tinted windows, the stretch limousine barely emitting a sound as it slowed down to come to a final stop in front of a large house. They’d entered the compound minutes before, the white gates sliding open to reveal a neatly paved road flanked by rows of houses. This house, however, was the biggest of them all. It stood proud on top of a small hill, wild flowers nearly hiding the green of the grass bordering it. It looked idyllic, Faye thought, if only it wasn’t in the middle of her newest nightmare. 


She wasn’t ready to meet everyone! The door opened and she looked up, Jake’s body hiding the sun from her. He looked so forbidding like this. Tall and wide and his presence so huge she wondered, and not the first time, how he could be her husband. How she could have fallen into this new life of hers. 

 “Ready?” he asked her as he held out his hand.

 She shook her head but let herself be pulled out of the car anyway. Sofia was already standing beside him, all smiles and happiness at the prospect of being back home. The other woman had been both a blessing and a curse over the past weeks. She was nice, that wasn’t the problem. She’d been her friend for months after all. But she was intrinsically part of this, and she was always there. Like right now. 

 “Come on, babe! You’re going to love it here, trust me. We’re going to have so much fun!” Sofia grabbed her hand and tugged her towards the steps leading to the house’s front door, pulling her away from Jake as if he didn’t count. But he did. He did. Faye tried to stop their ascent but she should have known it was futile. When Sofia had made up her mind about something, that was it. 

 She turned around, halfway up the steps, the other woman giving up in her haste to view the house. “Jake?” 

 He looked up. “Go on without me. I need to go to the office for a little while. Make yourselves comfortable and I’ll be back later.”

 She watched him gesture to the driver that he could follow them with their overnight bags, and yet she didn’t move. “Jake?”


 He looked up then, the hesitation in her voice unmissable. “What is it, baby?”


 “I… What should I do?”


 “Whatever you want, Faye. This is your new home, remember?” 


 She licked her lips and finally nodded. She moved to turn around and resume her climb when she heard him growl behind her. Footsteps echoed on the paved steps, a hand grabbed hers and she was flung around. She shrieked but he didn’t even notice. 

 He was standing below her, their faces for once level. “Behave, okay?” he said, then claimed her lips. 

 Their mouths met in an explosion of heat. This was why she was here with him, she reminded herself. Why she hadn’t left when he’d Marked her; why she’d forced herself to accept everything they’d told her. Even if it had sounded crazy or just plain odd, she’d listened and observed and processed. And here she was, with the imprint of his teeth on her neck, forever etched into her skin. She drew back when breath had all but left her, and it was either that or faint. “See you later?” she asked, her voice still somewhat hesitant.

 “Yes,” he responded, knowing she needed reassurance and willing to give it. For now… 

 


 * * * *

 


 Faye hadn’t moved from her seat on the uncomfortable leather sofa but she still felt as if she was being paraded around town. Probably because the whole population had decided to visit their house, all the better to welcome back their First Woman, and to gawk at the newcomer. Their First Man’s Mate. The one who was so different to them it was almost funny. Come to think of it, Faye thought, she had seen some of them laugh behind their hands quite a few times already.

 She stared at the dozen women chatting in what was supposed to be her new den and ignored the pang of homesickness that threatened to overwhelm her taut nerves. She had to get used to this…to them. This was her new home, after all. If only Jake was here. If only she understood why he’d chosen to Mark her. She was so different to all the other women she’d seen over the course of the afternoon, it was a wonder she hadn’t already run upstairs and hidden under the covers of her new bed. 

 At least, Sofia was here with her. The other woman hadn’t been home in months however, and she was busy flitting around, talking to one, exclaiming over another’s news, hugging a third. She was in her element, joy evident in her expressive eyes. And so, Faye remained quiet, never letting on that she was on the verge of losing control. 

 But if one more said something about her looking different than Jake’s usual conquests, she would scream!

 


 * * * *

 


 She looked lost, Jake thought as his gaze fell on his Mate. He stood in the threshold, aware that everyone was turning towards him and would soon be crowding him, but his eyes were only for her. The one he’d called his wife, even though she wasn’t in truth. There was so much he should tell her, so much he should have told her. 

 He knew she didn’t know what was expected of her. He could feel her twist under the covers every night, trying to find sleep but unable to do so. His hold on her was lessening, and his powers with it. She was truly becoming his Mate, triumph burning bright inside him.

 He’d been looking for her for so many years, hundreds of years really. He’d thought he’d found his Mate once, but she had been nothing more than a pale copy. Faye, with her soft body and plentiful curves, looked so unlike anyone he’d ever loved before. He would have never chosen her, but Chris had been adamant she was the one. His Recruiter had been right.

 Taking a deep breath, he put a smile on his face, and stepped forward. He had a role to play, but afterwards the night would be theirs.



 



Chapter Seventeen: His Pet

 


 He’d motioned her to him, his gaze intent on her until she’d finally relented. Faye forced her way through the crowd surrounding him, his hand finding hers and pulling her to his side. She looked up but he was already lowering his head, his mouth finding hers a second later. She hadn’t expected that. She hadn’t expected him to kiss her like that, with his tongue around hers; not when they were surrounded by his people. It was as if he was staking a claim, but that just didn’t make any sense. She drew back and looked at him, unable to stop herself from licking her lips and tasting him one more time. 

 She’d missed him today, she realized. Had missed not hearing his hard voice ordering her to move into position, had missed his body tight against hers. His hands. His tongue. Him. Her husband. Their First Man.

 Shivers ran up her spine at the reminder and she stepped back, shaking her head wordlessly. 


 His eyebrows snapped together. “Stay here.”


 “I’d rather–”


 He leaned down, his voice low enough no one around them could hear. “Don’t push me, baby. I’m this close to tugging your pants down and fucking you senseless. Right here. Right now.”

 She felt her eyes widen at the implication. “Now?”

 “Oh yeah,” he growled. “I need you.”

 Her gaze drew down, skimming over the curve of his cock straining the material of his pants. “Oh.” She nearly asked him how come he was so excited, but then decided against it. She shouldn’t bait him. Not now when they were surrounded by other people who’d been waiting to welcome him back into their fold. “Okay.”

 “Good. Now, I want you to do something for me.” She waited, wondering if he was going to ask her to go cook dinner or bring him a drink. Guess she should have known it wouldn’t be that easy. Not when he was in such a state anyway… “Go to the bathroom and make yourself come. Then come back here so I know you’ll be wet when I get to you.”

 Her pussy clenched at his words. “Now?”

 “Now. And hurry. Otherwise I’ll have to send someone to get you.” He waved her off, and as she fought the throng, she felt her heartbeat accelerate. 

 


 * * * *

 


 He did know her well, Faye thought as she came to a stand beside him five minutes later. It’d been surprisingly easy to lock herself in the downstairs bathroom, hearing all those female voices calling out to her husband. Maybe it was because deep down she knew he was hers, or maybe it was because she knew how good it would be later, but all it’d taken was her hand rubbing her clit over her jeans. She’d come, her thighs spasming at the sweet rush. It was a small orgasm compared to what he’d accustomed her to over the past weeks, but it had somehow comforted her.

 And now, as she stood there, his arm finding its way around her waist, she realized she felt a lot more mellow. She watched the other women vying for his attention but she wasn’t jealous anymore. She didn’t much care, to be truthful, only waiting for their departure and what it would mean. 

 He’d found a way to appease her, and he hadn’t even been there! Mortification would come later, she was sure, but for now she would happily wait for their evening together. Her breasts hardened at the thought of what was to come, and she couldn’t help but brush against him. 

 He retaliated by pinching her hip, the sharp pain resonating starkly inside her. She moaned under her breath but he heard her nonetheless. “Behave,” he muttered between gritted teeth.

 “Your fault.”


 “Is it?”


 “You know it is.”


 He smirked, making the women he’d been talking to sputter. “I think it’s time to say goodbye to everyone.” 


 


 * * * *

 


 It didn’t take him more than five minutes to usher everyone out, Sofia included. She’d grinned at them, cocking an eyebrow as she’d spotted his erection. She’d obeyed his silent injunction however and had followed her friends, leaving them to a blessedly silent house.

 Jake closed the front door with a bang and turned around, his gaze finding hers. “Run.”


 Faye blinked. “What?”


 “I said, run.”


 “Run? Where?”


 “I’ll give you a five–minute lead. Wherever I find you, I’ll fuck you. And you’d better be naked by the time I get there, otherwise you can kiss your clothes goodbye.”

 She blinked a second time, but no, he did indeed look serious. “Run?” she repeated for good measure, then the full extent of his words got through to her. “Run. Shit!” She whirled around and grabbed the staircase’s banister, fleeing upstairs with his laughter echoing loudly behind her. 



 



Chapter Eighteen: A Wild Chase

 


 Who’d have thought it was that difficult to run and take your clothes off at the same time? It was those damn jeans that were taking too long! Her shirt had landed somewhere on the landing, her bra soon following. But here she was, bent over as she tried to take off her jeans, thong panties, socks and shoes, all at the same time. “Argh!” she groaned loudly, cursing at the damn denim that didn’t want to stretch. “For pity’s sake!”

 “Having problems?” A smooth voice rang behind her, seconds before hands clasped her bare hips.

 Faye came to a standstill. “Jake?” He slapped her right butt cheek, reminding her where they were and what was happening. “Master! I’m sorry.”

 “You’d better be. Didn’t I tell you to take your clothes off?”

 “Yes, but I got stuck and…” She let her voice trail, realizing she really had no excuse. It was her own damn fault she hadn’t managed to undress.

 “Guess you don’t care for them then.” One hand pushed on the middle of her back, forcing her to lean forward. “Put your hands on the wall.” She quickly obeyed, finding herself bent at the waist, her gaze on the tangle that used to be her clothes, now anchoring her quite firmly into place. “At least your tits are bare. I guess that’s something,” he added as he moved his hands up, harsh fingers suddenly squeezing her nipples into tight points. 

 “Ouch,” she murmured, her back arching at the pain. Heat was already swirling through her however. 

 He kept on playing with her breasts, pinching and pulling until her nipples were so tender she could barely take his touch on her. That didn’t stop him. He slid one hand down her stomach, palming the soft skin, the tips of his fingers just at the edge of her curls. “You need to wax again.”

 “I know.”


 “Ask Sofia to do it.”


 “Okay.” Her eyes closed when one long finger slid between her inner lips, finding her clit amidst hot, moist skin. 


 “You’re wet, pet. Just like I’d asked you.” 


 She smiled, her face hidden by her hair. She’d known she was, of course, but she loved it when he praised her like that. It made her feel…beautiful. 

 His finger slid further down, circling her entrance, dipping for a short moment. She rocked her hips, tried to keep him inside her, but he drew back, undeterred. Then, he knelt behind her and she felt her breath shorten, thinking he was going to love her with his mouth. Hoping. Praying… But no, he simply grabbed her foot and dislodged it from the mess she’d made earlier. Then he did the same to her right foot and she was all of a sudden free to move. He stood back up, slapped her ass one more time, and announced, “Now, you can run.”

 “Again?” 


 He slapped her again, this time harder. There was pain this time too. “Run, pet, and I’ll catch you.”


 She ran.


 


 * * * *

 


 She was panting by the time she found the other staircase, the one that led down to the kitchen. Hearing his footsteps closing in on her, she looked wildly around her, taking in the wooden island, the stools. It was almost an exact copy of his other house. Now is not the time to think, damn it! She admonished herself, hurrying across the room and flinging the French windows wide open. She stepped outside and stilled to a stop, her breasts jiggling wildly. It was twilight, the reddened skies making her remember an old rhyme her mother used to tell her. “Red skies at night, shepherd’s delight.”

 “And what a delight it is,” Jake called out behind her.

 She shrieked and took off, grateful the garden wasn’t overlooked by other houses as she tore down the patio’s steps. Her bare feet encountered grass, but even as she veered towards the wild flowers, she knew she wouldn’t make it. 

 She was right.

 He pounced on her and she landed face first on the ground, the shock robbing her of breath for an instant. She laid dazed on her stomach, her knees which had taken the brunt of her fall aching and pulsing with heat. 

 “Gotcha,” he whispered in her ear, his erection hard against her butt. 

 She couldn’t help it, she started giggling. He drew back on his knees and stared down at her, looking perplexed as she fought to turn and lie down on her back. 

 She was still laughing when he finally shook his head and said, “What’s so funny?” 


 Faye looked up at him and grinned. “You are.”


 “I am?”


 She watched the corners of his lips twitch and smiled even more. “That was fun.” She stretched her limbs, then moved onto her elbows to stare down at herself. “I can’t believe I’m lying outside naked, with dirt on my knees…and feet!”

 “And tits.”

 Faye’s attention turned to her chest. “There’s no dirt on my breasts. What are you talking about?”

 “Isn’t there?” he murmured, taking one in his hand. He thumbed the nipple and watched it redden, before leaning down and claiming it with his mouth. He sucked on the hardened nub then bit on it, the sharp pain bringing moisture to her core.

 “Ohh.” Her eyes closed, her head fell back. Actually, her whole body fell back. Jake followed the movement, settling on top of her, his legs on the outside of hers. “More. Please,” she found herself asking, waiting for him to switch to her other nipple. Unable to wait quietly, she slid her right hand between them and grabbed his cock. He’d undressed at one point during the chase, and his body was amazingly hot pressed against hers. 

 He growled something but she didn’t understand. She guessed though that he wanted her to play with his balls. After all those weeks together, having sex every day, she’d begun to know what he liked. His sack was definitely his Achilles’ heel. Cupping it with her palm, she let her fingers drift over his scrotum, teasing. Her touch hardened when he retaliated by stopping his caresses, her breasts now aching in the cool night air. She opened her eyes to find him staring down at her, his expression unreadable. “Jake?”

 He leaned up and kissed her. She forgot what she’d been doing, her arms looping around his neck as the caress deepened. His tongue was unlike anything she’d ever felt. It could be sweet and tender one second, then rough the next. His kisses were just like him, with so many facets she wondered if she’d ever know them all. “Don’t move,” he said when he pulled back minutes later.

 She watched as he prowled around her on all fours, and it was only when he moved into position that she understood. His cock appeared in front of her eyes, his balls swinging over her nose. She had always detested this position. She always refused 69s, but her Master hadn’t even asked her. He’d just taken. And when his agile tongue delved between her inner lips, she realized that maybe she just hadn’t tried it with the right man before. 



 



Chapter Nineteen: Outdoors Delight

 


 Faye’s mouth encircled one of his balls, teasing him with her tongue before she sucked on the skin. Hard. Between that and her fingers gripping his cock, Jake was in heaven. He nearly forgot he was supposed to be pleasuring her at the same time, her clit standing at attention all but begging him for one more touch. One more lick. 

 He had to make her stop before he blew all over her, but it was so fucking good… “Baby, we should–” His sentence ended on a groan when she switched and took his other ball in her mouth, raking the sensitive skin with her teeth. “Fuck, Faye!”

 She giggled. She fucking giggled while he was slowly losing control of his body. And himself. He reared up, intent on getting off of her and telling her off for not listening to him, but it was too late. Her nails dug into his cock, the pain too much for him to ignore. He bucked but she held him by the balls. Quite literally as it was. One more suck on his sack and he was coming, thick cum shooting everywhere. 

 It was only when he looked down, seconds later, that he realized she’d directed his spray to her breasts. He should have been angry, but he couldn’t manage to rouse himself long enough to care. She’d pleasured him like no other woman had before. She’d only thought about him, of what he liked, what he preferred. He was so damn glad he’d Marked her, he thought…and not for the first time.

 


 * * * *

 


 


 They were lying side by side, naked and yet uncaring, as they looked at the infinite skyline above them. Stars were appearing, stars that looked suspiciously bright to Faye, unused to seeing them without a town’s lights masking it all. This was peaceful, she decided, the most peaceful she’d felt in weeks. The most peaceful she’d felt with Jake…ever. Turning to her side, she snuggled against his broad chest and laid her right hand on his stomach. 

 His hand lifted to smooth down her hair, his face pensive as he laid there with his ankles crossed. A faint breeze brushed over their sweaty bodies, goosebumps appearing in its wake. It shook him awake and he said, “We should get back inside.”

 “I know,” she replied, but didn’t make a move.

 He didn’t either, and so they stayed like this, silence stretching between them. It wasn’t unpleasant however. It was almost as if they didn’t have to talk to understand they needed this moment in their lives. Today was a start for the both of them: for Faye in her new surroundings, and for Jake in his new role as Mated First Man.

 “Jake?” He grunted something unintelligible in reply. “What will I do all day long? I can’t just stay in the house. I’m not made to be a housewife, you know.”

 “Sofia will be there.”


 “True.” She paused. “And she’s really nice, but…I need something to do. Can I find a job, do you think?”


 He frowned. “I don’t know, Faye. I’m not sure that my Mate should work. It wouldn’t be the right image.”


 “What did the previous Mate do?”


 “She took care of her children. She made sure everyone in the community was happy. She visited other families, other mates. I don’t know. My mother was always busy, it seemed like.”

 “Your mother?” She moved onto her elbow so she could look at his face. “Your mother was the previous Mate? So, that means your dad was the previous First Man, right?”

 He nodded. “It’s a position you inherit. Hence why I need to prove myself all the time.” 

 Why hadn’t he told her all that before? “That’s a lot of pressure.”

 He shrugged and sat up. “I’m used to it. Okay, enough talking. Get on your hands and knees,” he ordered, his hands already grabbing hers to pull her up.

 She went with it willingly, her pussy still pulsing from his earlier caresses. She hadn’t come yet, and she needed it. And yet, she couldn’t help but think that he was using sex to shut her up. Again. There were things he’d left unsaid all these weeks, things she was sure she should know. She should really be stopping him, force him to talk to her. 

 Her fingers curled into the soft grass when he palmed her butt and widened her stance. Her legs opened just enough for him to settle in between them. A callused fingertip traced her cleft, the touch lingering on her rose, the puckered skin crinkling in reaction. Faye moaned and wriggled her hips, silently asking for more. She forgot about what she’d been thinking, letting him win once more.

 


 “What do you want, pet?” Jake murmured, his attention focused on her.


 “Fuck me. Please, Jake, just fuck me.”


 “What if I want to do something else first?”


 Her head lowered, her eyes closing as his finger drew down and bumped into her clit. “Anything, Master.”


 “I can do anything?” he asked, as if her confirmation mattered. They both knew she would never deny him.


 “Yes, Master. Please?”


 



 * * * *


 


 Jake’s cock hardened at the sight of his Mate offering herself to him. 

 She was perfect for him. She might not be like his past conquests, the models and professional groupies he’d gone for, to the despair of his parents; but she was his. He remembered his father’s last speech to him: how he had to start looking deep inside him for what he really wanted in life; how he would need to raise up to the challenge of his succession, knowing people would be waiting for him to fall at every hurdle. And here he was. He’d finally arrived, the Mate he’d been looking for with him. Now all he had to do was get Chris to find someone for Sofia, and he’d have the family he’d been missing. 

 He blinked, brought back to the present by Faye’s moans. She was rocking her ass back and forth, fucking herself on his fingers, the ones he hadn’t realized he’d moved. He hooked them against her inner wall, finding that elusive spot that usually made her scream in no time flat. True to herself, she began panting, her breasts swaying underneath her. He couldn’t resist such a sight. He replaced his fingers with his cock, and took her to heaven and back, his groans ringing loudly in the darkened garden.



 



Chapter Twenty: When Boredom Strikes

 


 Faye knew she had a problem when she found herself watching Sofia and considering asking her to join her. It wasn’t that she didn’t like when the other woman took part in their bedroom activities, especially as she always offered but never asked for anything back. She’d never thought she’d make love with another woman, but having her friend’s tongue on her pussy or breasts when Jake fucked her was just too amazing to say no to.

 But here she was, so bored she was actually wondering what it would feel if she touched Sofia instead. How would it feel to caress her small breasts? To lick a pussy? Would she even like it?

 Her wandering thoughts were interrupted by the sound of the doorbell. She rose and waited patiently for another Immortal to show up in their den, knowing the conversation would bore her to tears. The person that came through the door was the prerequisite blonde with tanned skin, except for the fact he was male.

 And male he sure was. Wow, Faye thought to herself. He looked like a giant Adonis! “Uhm, hi?”

 He strode towards her with a wide smile, his joyful expression slipping a bit when his gaze fell on Jake’s Mark on her neck. “Good afternoon, my lady. My name is John and I am here to welcome you to our little town. It is a great pleasure to meet you.” He clasped her right hand in both of his and held her captive. 

 She blinked, taken aback by the intensity in his clear blue eyes. “That’s, uhm, very nice of you, John. But please, call me Faye.”

 “Faye, such a lovely name. It really does suit you.” His eyes traced her curves and when he met her gaze again, he didn’t bother hiding the heat that had made itself known.

 “Would you like something to drink?” Sofia popped up at their sides all of a sudden, her frantic gaze going from on to the other. “John?”

 “No, my dear, I’m quite all right. So, Faye, how are you enjoying it here?”

 “Oh, it’s fine.”

 “Only fine? But my lady, that just won’t do! Please permit me to show you around town, so you’ll understand how lovely it is here. It has come to my attention that Jake hasn’t bothered, and you must be so very bored sitting here all day long…”

 It was as if he was reading her mind, Faye thought. She didn’t know him but the prospect of going out was too good to pass up. “That would be delightful.” She realized she was starting to speak like him, then wondered how old he really was. That was a question Jake had refused to answer, just telling her he wasn’t that old. John, on the contrary, acted as if he’d been around for centuries. He had a European flair too, maybe even…British? 

 Before she could think more on this, he grabbed her hand once again and tugged her towards the front door. “Let us be off then!” Sofia called out after them but she didn’t get a chance to follow, the door banging shut behind them with a resolute sound. “See, it’s so sunny out today.” Faye nodded, letting him hook her arm around his. If he wanted to play the part of the Regency gentleman, she might as well let him. All he needed really was a cane on the other hand and some polished Hessians, and he’d be perfect for the part! “Faye? My lady?”

 She snapped back to the present. “Yes, yes, of course. Uhm, do you think I should maybe get changed first?”

 “Get changed?” he repeated, before taking in her ensemble. 

 She was only wearing a lightweight tunic that skimmed her frame and stopped mid–thigh, complete with a pair of black leggings that hugged her legs. It was comfortable and it looked all right, but it probably wasn’t stylish enough to wander around town. She was the First Man’s Mate after all. She stopped in the middle of the sidewalk and said, “I should go get changed.”

 “No, dear, you look great as you are. I’ve always thought curves needed to be flaunted myself.” He grinned down at her and propelled her to the next block of houses.


Okay. Shrugging inwardly, Faye let him lead her to wherever he wanted, just happy to be out of the house, with the sun shining down on her face.

 


 * * * *

 



Oh, thank God, Faye thought when she spotted Jake entering the coffee shop a good hour later. She was so bored, she’d nearly slid off her chair at least twice. John was very good–looking, but he lacked charisma. He kept talking and talking and talking, and she was to the point where she wasn’t even acting as if she was interested by what he was saying. She’d tried to leave but he hadn’t let her, and she was so conscious of her new role as First Mate–or whatever the official title was–that she hadn’t wanted to make a scene. She’d seen how other people treated John after all. He seemed to be pretty important in the community, and she was quite sure fleeing his presence would be a bad diplomatic move. But heck, was she relieved to see Jake stomping his way through the busy café.

 He stopped beside her, his face thunderous, but she still beamed up at him. “Hey. I thought you were working.”


 “I was.” He clasped her shoulder with his palm and squeezed. Hard. “Let’s go.”


 Faye blinked. “Go?” she repeated. “Where?”


 “Home. Where you should be.”


 “But John–” She turned towards the other man, who was looking at them with a sly smile. “John invited me, and I thought–”


 “You’re not allowed to think anymore. Let’s go.”


 “You’re not even going to acknowledge my presence, Jake?” the other man taunted.


 “I don’t talk to people who don’t use my title. Let’s go!” He grabbed her elbow and boosted her up. 


 “What’s going on?” she asked as she found herself hurrying after him, smiling at the people who deigned to look at her. What the hell was wrong with him? “Jake?”

 “Not now,” he grunted through clenched teeth, his fingers tensing around her palm. “Not one more word, Faye, until we get home.”

 “But–” 

 He shot her a look so dark she stumbled and nearly fell flat on her face. He righted her at the last second but she’d seen the anger in his eyes. She was going to pay. For what, she wasn’t sure, but it was becoming clear that she’d made a mistake. 

 Fighting the tears that were suddenly threatening to spill from her eyes, she let him lead her back to the house, her head bent and her heart bruised.



 



Chapter Twenty–One: Shouts and Apologies

 


 “What the fuck did you think you were doing?” The door slammed shut behind her, Jake whirling around to glare at her. “Are you freaking crazy?”

 Faye took a step back. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

 “You don’t know? You don’t know?” His gaze found Sofia lurking at the bottom of the staircase. “She doesn’t know!”

 The older woman walked to him and put her hand over his chest. “She really doesn’t know, Jake. And you should blame me, not her. I let him in.”

 His eyes shooting daggers, he brushed her away. “I’ll blame whoever I want to! She was flirting with my enemy, damn it!”


 “Your enemy?” Faye repeated. 


 “Flirting?” Sofia said, turning to her. “You were flirting with John?”


 “No! I was just trying to be polite. He wouldn’t let me leave and he was so boring, but I didn’t know what to do! Who is he?”


 “He’s the person who wants my job.” Jake looked at her as if she should have known that.


 “Why hadn’t I heard of him before?”


 “Because I don’t want his name being said in my house!”


 “So, how did you want me to know that I couldn’t talk to him?”


 “Because you weren’t supposed to meet him!”


 “He came here and invited me to visit the town!”


 “You should have said no! You’re my Mate for fuck’s sake!”


 Faye’s cheeks reddened as anger threatened to spill over. She strode to him and asked, her voice low, “So I’m not allowed to talk to other men? Is that it?”

 “That’s exactly right. You’re mine, Faye, and you’re not to leave this house ever again.”


 “Are you freaking crazy?” she cried out, watching him walk away. “Jake! I’m talking to you!”


 His head whipped around. “Don’t forget I’m still your Master, Faye. I control your life now.”


 “No!” She crossed her arms over her chest. “You’re my Master while we have sex, and I’m fine with that. But this is entirely different. You can’t forbid me to go out! I’m going to go stir crazy if I have nothing to do all day! And I only accepted his invitation because I was so damn bored!”

 “You’re bored?”

 “Yes!” She threw her hands up in the air. Hadn’t she said that already? 

 “Then I’ll give you something to do.” He stalked towards her, looking so pissed off she seriously considered turning around and fleeing out the front door. He didn’t give her time however, as he grabbed her hand once more and pulled her after him. He took the steps two by two, making her run in an effort not to stumble, her breath coming out in short pants when they finally found themselves in their bedroom. 

 She watched him pop his pants open. “You’re kidding,” she muttered. But he wasn’t.


 “You owe me an apology,” he had the gall to say as he motioned her to kneel in front of him.


 “I don’t think so.”


 “Don’t push me, Faye. I’ve had the day from hell!”


 “What about me?”


 “It was because of you I ended up being ridiculed in front of my own people! By my own fucking Mate!”


 “What do you mean?” Had she really done that?


 “He’s my enemy, don’t you get it? You were seen walking hand in hand all over town! He wants my job! He’s trying to get everyone to agree with him that the rules need to change. That the First Man should be elected, like a freaking democracy! I was raised for this, Faye. I earned it.”

 “I’m sure you did,” she tried comforting him. It didn’t work.


 His eyes were so dark they were nearly black. “Then why in hell did you do that?”


 “I didn’t know who he was! He came in, asked me if I wanted to visit the town, and he seemed nice.”


 “Nice?”


 She winced at his bellow. “I’m sorry, Jake, but how was I to know he was your enemy when you hadn’t even told me this was going on? I know I’m new at this Mate thing, but surely you have to understand there needs to be communication between us. I’m not a puppet, or an airhead. I need to know these things if you don’t want me to mess up!” The tears that hadn’t gone far spilled over then. She was horrified she’d made him a laughing stock, but to top it all, she was upset he obviously deemed her not important enough to share information with her. Maybe she was only good enough to warm up his bed after all. Wiping her cheeks, she turned around and stared out the window, too hurt to look at him.

 


 * * * *

 


 Jake watched his Mate try to hide her crying fit, her shoulders going up and down a sure giveaway however. He couldn’t take seeing her upset like that. And the worst thing was: she was right. He should have told her what was going on, what she should expect from living here in the compound. Sure, he was their First Man, but dissensions were rampant and it was running him ragged. It’d been bliss to be able to live elsewhere for a few months, taking Sofia with him so she wouldn’t be at the mercy of that lunatic.

 When John had asked to become part of their community a year ago, not even a background check with his European counterpart had thrown up issues with the older man. He’d seemed to be just like what he appeared: a gentleman from another time. An Immortal who had lived for centuries in a quiet manner. Someone who’d be a nice addition to his people.

 How wrong had he been. As soon as his parents had gone, John had started on the offensive. Friendly talks at first to key members of the community, his calm presence hiding a conniving brain, no one had realized his ultimate goal until that fateful altercation. If Chris hadn’t stopped him that day, Jake would have killed him. And what a good riddance too… But John’s talk of democracy had had its effect on his people’s thoughts. They wouldn’t let him kill his opponent, not without a fair trial first. So the damn man was still living in the compound, grating on Jake’s nerves as he tried to bring sympathy to his side. And now, he’d targeted his Mate. His Mate!

 Before he’d truly come to terms with what he was going to do, Jake was standing behind her. He let his hands palm her hips as he leaned down and said, “I’m sorry.”



 



Chapter Twenty–Two: How to Be Helpful

 


 The next morning, Faye woke up to a silent house. She rolled around in bed until she had her cheek pressed against Jake’s pillow, all the better to inhale that spicy scent that was so him. For the first time since their ‘swapping weekend’, he hadn’t made love to her before going to sleep. No, instead he’d comforted her, apologizing as best he could, which had been a revelation all in itself. Who’d have thought he even knew how to say sorry? His breathing had gradually slowed down and he’d fallen asleep with his arms around her. 

 It had been nice, she mused. Except now, she really wanted him. Or rather, her body really wanted his. Faye opened her eyes to find the sun had managed to burst through the sheer curtains and was bathing the room in bright light. Ah well, she sighed as she sat up… They still had tonight. She slipped down from the bed and strode into the adjoining bathroom. 

 


 * * * *

 


 She made herself breakfast. She read the paper. She turned the TV on then turned it back off ten minutes later when she realized there really was nothing to watch at this time of day. She walked out onto the patio and looked around. She became mind-numbingly bored once again.

 She really had to find something to do. Jake might not agree with her finding a job, but she couldn’t just stay inactive for so long. It would drive her crazy. Actually, it was already driving her crazy. And then she’d end up like yesterday, hurting her Master without meaning to. She bit her lower lip and went back inside, her gaze going from one door to the other, trying to decide where to go next. Eenie…meenie…minie…moe. She directed her feet towards the library and fought the shudder that coursed through her when she came to stand in the middle of the darkened room. There were no windows in here. It looked like a panic room would, if there weren’t hundreds of old books lying around. On shelves, tables, even on the floor. She might like to read for pleasure, but this was something else all right.

 She picked up the first tome she found, the one with the least dust mites on, and read its title. Federico Augustino, An Immortal’s History Through The Ages. “Sounds riveting,” she muttered to herself before putting it back with its friends. That’s when the idea burst into her mind, bright and shiny like a beacon. “Of course!”

 Faye suddenly had something to do. Something that would help her and Jake at the same time. Something that would please him; something that would hopefully make her praise–worthy. It was a foolproof plan, and by God was she proud of herself for even thinking about it.

 


 * * * *

 


 Hours later, Jake stopped outside his house, his feet planted in the middle of the sidewalk as he looked up at the dark windows. It was the only one on the block that didn’t have lights on. From all accounts, it looked empty. “If she’s gone out again, I’m going to kill her!” he mumbled darkly under his breath as he took the steps two by two. As soon as he was inside, he started calling out her name. He knew Sofia was still out, because she’d left him a message saying she was going out of town for a few days. Considering how angry he’d been the day before, that hadn’t been a big surprise. She obviously blamed herself, and he couldn’t say he didn’t agree with her conclusion. He stalked to the kitchen but no one was there. There were no lights in the house, bar from a faint one coming from…the library? “Faye? Faye! Where the hell are you?”

 He pushed the library’s door open and stopped short when he saw her. She was sitting in his father’s leather armchair, her legs dangling over the side, her head bent. She was squinting at something, probably trying to decipher whichever old book she was currently holding. “Faye?”

 She jumped up so high she nearly slid off the smooth leather. “Ahhh!” She blinked. “Jake?”


 “What are you doing here? I’ve been calling out for you for the last ten minutes!”


 “Oh, sorry.” She blinked once again. “I didn’t hear you.”


 “Why are you here?”


 “In this room, you mean?” He nodded. “I was just, uhm, reading. There’s lots of stuff in here and it was so dusty, I thought I could…you know, clean it up or something.”

 He frowned. For someone who hated tidying up, that excuse was a bit flimsy. “And you found yourself reading instead?”

 “Something like that.” She put the book she’d been reading on top of an already tittering pile and slowly stood up, grimacing as pain rushed through her. “Ouch.”

 “What’s wrong?” He was already reaching her side, his hands clasping hers and pulling her forward. “Baby?”

 She looked up and smiled, a soft tired smile that went right through him. “Just some pins and needles. I probably stayed in the same position for too long. How was your day?”

 He stared down at her, and wondered whether he should ask her what she was hiding. He could read her so easily now that he didn’t need confirmation to know she wasn’t telling him something. Deciding to wait until later, he tugged her out of the room and said, “Let’s order pizzas, okay? I need a quiet evening.”

 


 * * * *


 


 “There’s a pizzeria in the compound?” Why hadn’t she known that? Shoot, she really needed to get on top of things. She was the First Man’s Mate after all! Of course, it’ll have to wait until her current project was completed.

 “Yes. The Augustino family comes from Italy, and their food is beyond excellent.”

 “But why is there a pizzeria and a coffee shop, but nothing else?”

 He shrugged. “We only get new shops when people get too bored or want to try something new. You see, most of us have lived…well, let’s just say we’ve lived for a very long time. We don’t need to work, we already have money.”

 “So the shops in the compound are only there because they keep their owners entertained?”

 “Something like that, yes. We try to move the compound every so often so outsiders don’t realize we never age. We haven’t had to move for a while though, as we haven’t resided in the US for long. We used to live in Europe.”

 “All of you?” 

 He nodded, but before she could ask more questions, he asked, “What would you like?” He grabbed a leaflet and handed it to her.

 Augustino… That name rang a bell but she’d read so many books today, everything was blurring together in her mind. “A pizza sounds good,” she said as she quickly scanned the menu. 

 “Want to share?”

 She looked up at his words, the lust clear in his voice. “Share?” she repeated, her panties feeling a lot less dry when she read the intent in his eyes. “Now?”

 He smirked. “Oh most definitely now. And later.”


 “Oh. Yes. Yes, that sounds good. Anything, but mushrooms.”


 “Perfect.” He hit a speed-dial number and asked them to deliver his usual, then he hung up and turned to face her once again. 


 Uhoh. She took a step back, but he was too fast. He trapped her against the island, his arms caging her against his hard body. She smiled and looped her arms around his neck, bringing his head down for a kiss. Or two. Or… Okay, so she lost count. By the time Jake drew back, she was panting, and his cock was trying to drill a way out of his pants. Hands clasped her waist, making her shriek when she found herself being lifted. He dropped her on the island, the wood cool against her legs. She was wearing shorts, but they didn’t last long.

 Two minutes later, her thighs were wide open, Jake was standing between them, and she was bare from the waist down. With one longing look at her wet folds, he took a step back and began popping the buttons open on his shirt. His smooth chest appeared, her breath itching at the lovely, lovely sight. She must have made a noise because he caught her gaze and smirked. “Not yet, pet.”

 “Please?”

 He threw the shirt on the counter behind him, and quickly drew his pants down. Then his boxers. Until he was naked and looking so magnificent she immediately started wriggling in a vain attempt to get down from her perch. Of course, Jake had other ideas. “Who said you could move?”

 She looked up to find him once more in front of her, so close she couldn’t help but reach for him. Her hands drifted down his chest, tracing his flat brown nipples with her nails. He shivered at the caress, making her smile. His head lowered and he was kissing her again, their tongues meeting in an explosion of heat.

 He grabbed her legs with both hands and pushed them behind his back. She crossed her ankles and held on tight, the kiss growing in intensity when the head of his cock brushed her. His right hand slipped between their bodies, his thumb finding her wetness and making sure she was ready.

 Faye thought about telling him it was fine, that he could take her now. That she wanted it; needed it. In the end, she simply kept on kissing him, her hands on his shoulders urging him forward. 

 He surged inside her, her walls stretching to take him in. God, that felt amazing. He felt amazing, she thought, her mind whirling. She closed her eyes and hung on, emotions running rampant inside her. 



 



Chapter Twenty–Three: Discoveries

 


 “Ah ah!” Faye reread that last paragraph and started beaming. Finally! After days of reading every book in the library, she’d finally found something interesting. The large tome, entitled America and its Immortals, had a whole chapter dedicated to the Rules of Procedure for First Men and Women. “Result!” 

 



The First Man will need to beget a mortal spouse for reproductive rights. She will be called his Mate. The first male child of said relationship will inherit First Man status. This will happen only after the former First Man retires, dies or is unable to continue with his function. If the first son is too young to rule, a Committee is called forth and a temporary First Man is elected. If the union between First Man and his Mate does not bring male children, the role of First Man goes to the oldest male relative. The First Committee will second the nomination after verifications are done, as well as physical and psychological tests. 


 


 That seemed straightforward enough. If Jake was his dad’s oldest son, then it was quite clear the First Man position was his. Of course, if he died or was unable to rule, it would go straight to his oldest male relative, who was… She had no idea. That was definitely something she needed to check. She made herself a mental note, then kept on reading, bypassing the paragraphs on the First Woman to read more on their Mates.

 



The First Man’s Mate will be mortal in order to beget the First Man sons and daughters. The Mating ceremony will occur with both First Man and First Woman present. A bite on any part of the Mate’s body will be required for the Mating to be official. The marks will not fade, as long as they are done by both the First Man and First Woman. This author would suggest to all First Men to bite their Mates where the marks might be easily seen. The side of the neck has been a longtime favorite, but the correlation with vampire bites is something that needs to be taken into account. In those modern times, this author would also recommend that First Men legally marry their Mates, as to avoid any prejudicial consequences. Marking makes a Mate, marrying makes a wife. In this day and age, a marriage can be a convenient way to make a First Man appear mortal. 


 


 Marrying? What the hell? She distinctly remembered Jake telling her they were good and married. Could he have meant that they were married only according to his people’s rules? Oh hell. She wasn’t married. “I’m single,” Faye said out loud, cringing at her own words. “I’m going to kill him!”

 She needed a confirmation first however. She might be mad but she wasn’t stupid enough to yell at her Master without getting proof first. Slipping her cell phone from her jeans’ pocket, she quickly dialed Sofia’s number and waited for her to pick up.

 The older woman’s voice interrupted her inward rambling a few seconds later. “Is something wrong, Faye?”


 “No. Yes. Jake’s fine. I have a question.”


 “A question?”


 “Are we married? For real, I mean?”


 “No, hon. I might have Marked you but that’s because I’m First Woman, remember?”


 Faye blinked, staring at her phone while trying to compute Sofia’s words. Argh! “Sofia, pay attention! I didn’t mean you and I, I meant Jake and I. Are we, yes or no, legally married?” She could hear her friend hesitate at the other end of the line, and her temper boiled over. “Don’t you dare lie to me, Sof! I’ve accepted everything you, Jake, and Chris, have thrown at me over the past months, but this is important, damn it! Am I married? Yes or no?”

 Sofia sighed. “No, I’m sorry, babe, you’re not legally bound. But we’ve both Marked you, and you’re Jake’s Mate so–”

 Faye hung up, her eyes unseeing. He’d lied to her. He’d made her think they were married so she wouldn’t complain. Not that she didn’t, but the fact they were man and wife had sweetened the pill. How could he have known that? How could he have known she’d been dreaming of getting married for years? 


Chris… 

 Damn it all to hell! She was going to kill them both!

 


 * * * *

 


 Jake arrived home that night with flowers in one hand and chocolates in the other. Sofia had called him right after Faye had hung up on her, replaying their conversation and once again apologizing to him for messing things up. He hadn’t told her, but he’d been amazed she could manage so much mayhem when she was hundreds of miles away. What next? He’d thought at the time.

 It appeared quite evident when he stepped into his house, and realized there was no one to greet him. Again. There was one exception however: the white sheet of paper left predominantly on the hallway table. He picked it up and read.

 



Jake,


I’ve moved into the guest bedroom. I’m sure Sofia’s told you about our conversation, so don’t even try to act as if nothing happened. You duped me. You lied to me. Did you really think I’d never find out we weren’t married? I think the sex has gone to my head. I should have realized this was all too convenient but I was too taken by you. I’ve learnt my lesson now.


Faye

 


 “What the fuck does that mean?” he swore, rereading the letter but not getting the answers he wanted. Unceremoniously dropping the flowers and box of chocolates, he went upstairs and made a beeline for the main guest room. “Faye!” He knocked on the door. Loudly. “Faye! Open up!”

 “No.”


 “What do you mean, no?”


 “What it says on the box, Jake. I’m not going to open the door or talk to you. I’m flying out tomorrow morning.”


 His hands clenched into fists at his sides. “You’re leaving?”


 “Yes. Good night, Jake.” 


 He heard her walk further back into the room and saw red. 




 



Chapter Twenty–Four: Say What?

 


 A crashing noise rang out and the bedroom’s French windows burst open. Faye had been packing her suitcase, trying to ignore the pangs in her stomach. She’d attributed them to hunger, but she knew better. She was expecting him to knock on the door once more, shouting at her to open up. Instead, he’d found another entrance. 

 She watched him stride into the room, shards of glass crunching under his thick black boots. His eyes were wild, his face a darkened mask. “Jake–” She stopped herself when she realized he wasn’t in a mood to listen to her.

 He grabbed her suitcase and sent it flying, clothes falling everywhere around them, her bathroom products making a gooey mess against the opposite wall. She cringed, but he didn’t even react. He kept advancing towards her, his eyebrows snapped together making him look positively dangerous.

 Her insides clenched, but this time it wasn’t in fear. He’d changed into casual clothes, all the better to climb the back wall up to the balcony. He was breathing heavily, sweat marking his hairline. She saw his muscles bunch underneath his thin black t–shirt and felt the sudden urge to run to him. She was getting so dizzyingly aroused she realized she needed an outlet for the surge of emotions. Anything. He couldn’t find out how he was affecting her. Not now, damn it! So she did the only thing she could think of: she went on the offensive. “I hate you!”

 That made him pause. “You hate me?” he repeated, his voice low.


 “Ye–es.” Her answer was decisively not as harsh as she’d intended it to be. 


 “Why?” He took another step forward. “Because I lied to you about being married?”


 “Yes!”


 “Did you really think my Marking you meant we were officially husband and wife?”


 “Yes, damn it. I know I was stupid!” 


 Something flickered in his eyes but he didn’t give her time to decipher it. “I never said that made you stupid. I just thought you’d understood it was according to our rules. You’re my Mate, it makes you my wife.”

 “No, it doesn’t!”


 “Yes, it does.”


 “It doesn’t! For all intents and purposes, I’m still single.”


 “Like hell you are!” That made him move again.


 Faye stood her ground, her eyes flashing as she added, “I’m still single and I hate you for it! You made me believe you. You made me fall for you, and it wasn’t even real!”

 He stopped short once again. “It’s real.”


 “No, it’s not!”


 “Have you really fallen for me?” he asked, his voice softer than she’d heard it all evening.


 “Yes. No. Maybe.”


 “Which one is it, baby?”


 She bit her lower lip. “I don’t want to talk about it. If we’re not married, I don’t have to stay here. I’m a liability here, Jake, we both know that. I wouldn’t make a good Mate for you, so I should just leave and you can get Chris to find you someone else. Someone who looks more like the other Immortals; someone who’ll fit in better.”

 “What in hell are you talking about?” 


 “You need someone who’ll fit you better!” she said, as if that explained everything.


 “Faye, you’re not making any sense. I don’t want you to leave.”


 She blinked. “That’s nice, Jake, but I should. It’ll be easier for the both of us in the end.”


 “Even if you love me?”


 “Yes,” she answered, never realizing she’d given him the answer he’d been waiting for. “Do you think I can get them erased?” She traced the mark of his teeth on her neck. He ignored her question and walked up to her. He waited until her gaze finally met his before he dropped down on one knee. Her breath hitched but she wasn’t hallucinating. He didn’t disappear either. He really was on his knee in front of her. What the hell? “Jake?”

 “Mate, Faye,” he grabbed her hand in his, his touch soft, “would you do me the honor of becoming my wife?”


 “Jake?” she repeated, her voice shaky. “What are you doing?”


 He smiled. “I’m giving you what you want.”


 “I don’t understand.”


 He traced the pad of his thumb over her finger and said, “We’ll go shopping tomorrow and I’ll buy the ring you’ve always wanted.”


 “Jake?”


 “You’ve given me what I was looking for, baby. It’s time for me to return the favor.” He drew up and kissed her, his lips shaping hers perfectly.

 Confused beyond belief, Faye stood in his embrace, feeling lost and yet loved. It was the strangest sensation, but it somehow fit her new life to a T. She let herself go and kissed him back, knowing she’ll always have time to worry about it later. Oh, and try to decipher the last part of his speech, because that one had thrown her for a loop.

 Immortal men were decidedly even more complicated than mortal ones.



 



Chapter Twenty–Five: Shopping Trip

 


 “Shouldn’t Sofia be here?” Faye asked, her gaze lost in the distance. She kept fingering the ring Jake had given her that morning at breakfast. He’d told her it was his mother’s and that she would have wanted her to have it. She hadn’t asked him why he hadn’t given it to her earlier, but the question was stuck in her mind. She sent him a quick glance, but he was too busy focusing on the road. 

 That didn’t stop him from responding, “She doesn’t have to be here, no. You’re my Mate.”


 “She’s your First Woman.”


 “Yes, but you’re still my Mate. Or, would you rather she be here to help you choose a ring?”


 “Oh no. I’d rather you help me choose.”


 He smiled at that, pleased by her answer. “Then it’s settled.”


 But it wasn’t. Bringing her gaze back to the outside world, she noticed they were approaching the nearby town and asked, her voice low, “You two are very close, aren’t you?”

 “Sure. We grew up next to each other, so I’ve known her a long time.”


 “So, she’s your age?”


 “Yep.” He looked at her then, clearly telling her without words that he wouldn’t divulge his age. Still.


 She was playing with the hem of her shirt, the nervous gesture a sure giveaway. “Do you love her?”


 “Faye…” He sighed. “Of course, I do.”


 “But you couldn’t marry her, because she’s not mortal.”


 “Yes. No!” He was forced to slow down at the next junction, his hands gripping the wheel tighter. “What’s going on? Why are you asking all those questions?”

 “I just… I just want to know where I stand.”

 “Haven’t we had this discussion before? You’re my Mate. We’re on our way to find your wedding ring!”

 She winced. “You’re right. I’m sorry.” Faye leaned her face against the cool window and closed her eyes, feeling stupid. She shouldn’t have started this conversation. Not now. She should have waited, but something had made her ask. Probably because she’d suddenly remembered the way the two had behaved when they were still just her friends, Chris’s friends. They’d acted as if they were a couple, and she couldn’t help but wonder if there wasn’t some truth in that. Even if they’d been trying to dupe her, there’d been something there. What if Jake was in love with Sofia, but he needed a mortal woman to bear his children? What if she was just the next best thing? 

 She bit her lip and regretted it the next instant, when Jake found a parking space and stomped on the brakes. Perfect, she thought as the metallic taste of blood hit her tongue. Just freaking perfect. 

 


 * * * *

 


 “I thought you’d be more excited than that.” Jake looked at his Mate, standing in front of a display of wedding bands without even a smile on her face.

 “I am,” she replied in a small voice, making sure not to look back at him.

 He exhaled and turned towards the vendor. “If you would excuse us for a minute?” The gray–haired man nodded and took two steps back, giving them some privacy but staying close enough they couldn’t steal anything. Not that they would, of course. Jake might be older than he appeared, but he had the money that went with it. “Look at me.” He grabbed Faye’s hand and pulled her to his side, his other hand palming her cheek so she would have no choice but to gaze up into his eyes.

 She did so in the end, but reluctance marked her features. “What?”


 “What’s wrong?”


 “Nothing.” She averted her gaze, focusing on his ear instead.


 “I can see something’s wrong, baby. You’re transparent, and you don’t lie very well.”


 “I don’t?”


 He shook his head. “Are you still worried about not fitting in?”


 She shrugged. “I guess. I don’t look like you, Jake. I stand out.”


 He smiled. “And that’s a good thing. You know how much I love your body…” His words ended on a growl, her eyes widening slightly at his display. Pleased with himself, he made sure to let his hand fall to the curve of her ass before adding, “What else? I wanted this to be a happy day for you, Faye, but if you want, we can go.”

 


 * * * *

 



Shit! He looked genuinely perturbed. Poor Jake. He’d taken her to that expensive jeweler’s, had told her she could have anything she wanted, and here she was, stuck in a funk of her own doing. “I’m sorry. No, let’s stay. I’ll… I’m fine.”

 His eyebrows rose, and she was expecting him to out her lie, but he simply nodded and waved the vendor forward. “Would you have anything with more diamonds?”

 Five minutes later, an array of wedding bands were deposited in front of her, their multiple facets catching the light and sending it back towards her. “Wow.”

 A hard body leaned at her back, Jake’s face appearing over her shoulder. “What do you think?”

 Well, she couldn’t actually think anymore. Not with his erection hard against her ass, or the way his hands had clasped her hips, holding her into place. It made her think of what usually happened when he was in this position, how the head of his cock bumped into her special spot, how he loved the way her breasts bounced every time he thrust into her. She realized she hadn’t heard another word he’d said and blushed, his teasing laughter making her cheeks redden even more. “Sorry. I was…thinking of something.”

 “Thinking, or hoping?”

 “Jake!” She glared at him, but it didn’t have any effect. She drew a deep breath and let it out slowly, trying to concentrate on the rings instead. They were all magnificent. Diamonds, platinum settings, no price tags. They were every girl’s dream, but she had no idea which one to choose. “Which one do you prefer?” she finally asked him.

 He leaned further, his cock finding a place between her butt cheeks, as he pointed to the one further on the right. “I think that one would look nice on you.”

 “Oh.” She focused on the ring and frowned. That was the one she’d dismissed from the get–go, mostly because she’d always preferred contemporary designs, and this one wasn’t. “Really?”

 “Really. Try it.” He nodded to the vendor, who took her hand and slipped it on her finger. “What do you think?”

 Faye brought her hand to her face, turning it this way and that. It was an old–fashioned wedding band, a circle of diamonds that winked in the light. It wasn’t too much, it was actually quite simple. “I… I like it.” And she wasn’t even lying.

 Jake’s head lowered and he whispered in her ear, “Do you like it enough to wear it for the rest of your life?”

 He was so close her synapses were already overheating. Between that and his sudden romantic mood, she was slowly losing control. “I think.”

 “You think, or you’re sure? It’s an important decision, Faye.”

 She nodded, her gaze falling on her hand. There was a wedding band on her left hand. She’d been waiting for years for this. Literally. And now Jake had decided on a ring that wouldn’t even have made her top wish list. The worst thing was…he’d been right. It did fit her. So, what did that say about her?

 “Perfect.” He dropped a kiss on her hair. “Now, we can go celebrate.”



 



Chapter Twenty–Six: One Weekend To Celebrate

 


 It was broad daylight, and they were about to enter a super sex store. Jake was waiting by the front doors, a smirk playing on his lips as he watched her face. He obviously knew what she was thinking, but that wasn’t stopping him. “You want to go in there. Now?”

 “I thought we could buy some new toys.” His eyebrows wriggled, making her laugh.

 This was a side of Jake she was still getting used to, but one she loved very much. When he became almost human, someone who had feelings and wasn’t afraid to show them, he turned into the perfect man she’d always been yearning for. She’d thought once she had found that, but after all these weeks spent with Jake, she could see she’d been lying to herself. What she was feeling for him was something else altogether. “If you’re sure.”

 “Oh, I’m very sure.” He opened the door and waved her in. “After you, pet.” As soon as she stepped in front of her, he slapped her ass, making her shriek. He chuckled and followed her inside, anticipation making his eyes gleam.

 


 * * * *

 


 “It’s, uhm, a bit big.” 


 Jake cocked an eyebrow at his Mate’s response. “And?”


 Faye’s gaze drifted downwards, and she gasped at the sight of his barely restrained erection. “I get your point.”


 “Good.” He grabbed the toy from the shelf and dropped it into their already overflowing basket. “Let’s go. I need to fuck you.”


 “Now?” she called out, as she trotted after him to the nearest cashier. His too long legs made him arrive at his destination a lot faster, but when he turned back towards her and smirked, she already knew his answer. “Okay then. Can I get the car keys?”

 He looked down at her outstretched hand. “Do I have to ask?” 

 “Guess not.”

 He chuckled as he dropped the keys in her palm and watched her leave the store with trepidation clearly spelt on his face. That trepidation was also running in her veins, making her hurry through the parking lot. She beeped the car open and slid onto the backseat, closing the door behind her before locking the doors once more. Two minutes later, her thighs and back were getting sticky against the leather seats, but she didn’t much care. Spying Jake as he strode towards the car, she closed her eyes and beeped the doors open. The front door opened, the car rocked as he slid into his seat, then a groan rang out. “Fuck, are you trying to kill me? I nearly came in my pants, like a freaking teenager!”

 She opened her eyes and giggled, proud of herself and her creativity. “Did you really?”

 He twisted in his seat until he was leaning with his back against the wheel, his eyes tracing her body and its bare curves. They stopped on her right hand moving between her thighs, one fingertip circling her clit almost leisurely. “Did you make yourself come?”

 “Not yet.” She fought a shiver and asked, “Do you want me to?”

 He seemed to think about it, and finally answered, “Yes. Make yourself come, Faye. I want to see those juices spreading across the seat underneath you.”

 That made her moan, a long moan that ended up with her back arched and her thighs opened wider. “Talk to me. Please.” She’d closed her eyes once more, but she knew her request had made him smile. 

 He started talking, his gaze never leaving her. “I’m going to fuck you all weekend long, Faye. I’ll tie you up, you won’t have a choice but to do what I ask you. You’re going to be so sore, you won’t be able to walk on Monday.” She groaned, her finger going faster. Her clit burned, her pussy walls squeezing his imaginary length. “I’m going to fill you up, all of you. Your mouth, your pussy, your ass. It will be all mine.” She slid a finger inside her as her orgasm hit, her body twitching as she screamed out his name. She slumped back against the leather seat and exhaled, and when she opened her eyes again, it was love that she saw in his eyes. A whole lot of love and lust, all mingled together. This was her husband. 

 


 * * * *

 


 She’d had no choice, but to wait. It’d been pretty awkward, putting her clothes back on while she was still wet and sweaty. She’d stayed on the backseat as Jake had driven them back home, ignoring her as best he could. But she could see his erection from where she sat, and she knew he was as affected as she was. He just had more control, it appeared.

 His hand in hers, he pulled her up the front steps, holding onto his bag of goodies so that she couldn’t take a peak. She’d tried. One slap on her ass had made her see the error of her ways–uhm–and so, as she followed him into their house, she was ready for anything. But not quite that…

 


 They were in the middle of the play room, something that she had expected. She was once more naked. Again, sticking to the plan here. And then, Jake turned to the wall, pushed some buttons and she saw them on the TV screen. 

 “What? No!” He was planning on filming them again.

 “Do you remember me telling you you will have no say this weekend? Well, it starts now. Lie on the bed, and spread your legs wide.”

 “Jake, do we really have to–”


 Two fingers found her nipple and squeezed. Hard. “Ouch!”


 “Get on the bed, pet. Now.”


 Mumbling under her breath, she did as ordered and once she was in position, she turned her head so she could watch herself on the screen. She could see her pussy was still wet, all red and inviting. She bit her lip and started fidgeting, unsure of what to do next. Turns out she didn’t need to worry about that. Her Master had a plan for her. Of course, he had.

 


 The toy he handed her was huge. It was three–headed and a vibrant pink, with a big, thick fake cock in the middle, a rabbit on one end and a twisted column on the other. It was quite unlike any other toy she’d tried before, and it looked…okay, so it looked somewhat frightening. She knew it would fit, because hell, Jake’s cock fit inside her. But this was something else all right. “Make yourself come until I tell you to stop.” That was all the instructions she got.

 Knowing she was filmed made it worse. She had to contort herself in order to slide the toy inside of her. First, the cock, then the ass tickler or whatever they called it. She pushed on the plastic until it finally slid inside her, the pressure nothing compared to what she was used to. Ah, piece of cake, she thought as she fiddled with the rabbit, laying it more or less against her clit. 

 She stretched out her hand between her thighs and fingered the dials, guessing one was for the rotating cock head and the other for vibrating purposes. She slid the first one up, and gasped when the cock began moving inside her. Round and round it went, the sensation building up with time. But it wasn’t enough. She needed more. She needed to come again.

 She pushed it all the way up, and did the same to the second dial. All three heads began vibrating at the same time. She jerked, moving on her stomach so she could tug on the toy better. She fucked herself against the bed, moving her body up and down to get the best sensations. “Oh God!” This was so good. She looked up and caught sight of herself on the TV screen. Two seconds later, she came, screaming her head off. All this under one minute, thank you very much, dear new toy.



 



Chapter Twenty–Seven: Seriously?

 


 “I can’t believe you filmed us again,” Faye said as she ran her fingers through his hair, over and over again. It was a peaceful moment, both lying on their bed, the sheet so wrinkled underneath them she knew she’d have to change it if they wanted to sleep on it later.

 “It’s for posterity,” Jake mumbled, his face mashed against her breasts. 

 “Again?”

 He shrugged, the movement making his whiskers brush her skin. She arched her back, intent on dislodging him. “Where are you going?” He looked up.

 “Nowhere, but you’re tickling me.”


 “No, I’m not.”


 She rolled her eyes. “I mean that.” She traced his unshaven chin. “And my breasts are too tender right now.”


 “Are they, really?”


 She couldn’t help but laugh. “You know they are. You’re the one who played with them for hours.”


 “I do love your tits.”


 “I know.” She sighed, remembering how that had started everything. Who would have thought that their awkward conversation would have led to them being married? “I love you,” she found herself saying, her voice low. 

 He stilled, his hand which had been on its way to cup her left breast jerking to a stop between them. Two seconds later, he’d moved on top of her, his face hovering above hers. 

 “Jake?”

 He didn’t say anything, simply pressed his mouth on hers. The kiss was soft, almost hesitant. When he drew back however, his eyes had darkened. “I knew you would be perfect for me.”

 Faye blinked. “Really?”

 He nodded. “From the moment I saw you. I felt something, deep inside me. I’d never believed in love at first sight. I mean, I’d lived for so long and had never felt it. But that day…” he paused, then plundered on, “that day, I knew.”

 Tears pricked her eyes and she batted her lashes, desperate for them not to fall and interrupt the moment. “Why did you pose as a married couple then?”

 He frowned. “We’d been living like that for over a month already. I had, we had, to leave the compound, you see.”

 “Why’s that?” She couldn’t imagine him leaving his people easily, not without a good reason anyway.

 He exhaled and moved until he was lying beside her, his eyes focused on the ceiling. “I’d nearly killed John. He was asking for it, pressuring everyone to agree to his ideas, building up their resentment until they asked for a vote. They said I shouldn’t be First Man, that everyone should have a go at it.”

 “And…you fought?” she guessed.

 “Yes. I had to prove to him and to them all, you see.” His face turned, his eyes focusing on her. He was daring her to contradict him, she could see that quite clearly.

 “I understand,” she replied, after a tense minute. And she did. He’d been born to this, being First Man had been his destiny. He’d grown up, knowing he would inherit his father’s position. And then, suddenly someone was there, wanting to change everything and overturn his world. “What happened?”

 “We fought, and I... Chris had to restrain me, but they wouldn’t let me kill him. He’s awaiting trial as we speak. He’s probably going to end up living here forever, waiting for the right moment to take my people away from me.”

 She turned to her side and laid a hand on his shoulder. “They’re your people, Jake. They’re not his to take. They wouldn’t let that happen.”

 “They would,” he contradicted her, his voice soft and yet hard. “They’re ready for a change. They don’t understand why we have to live cooped up in here. They don’t understand why we can’t go out in the world, like normal mortals.”

 “I thought you were normal mortals?”


 He winced, caught in his own lies. “Shit. I…might have omitted to tell you something.”


 Her eyes widened at his hesitancy. “What does that mean? What didn’t you tell me?”


 “Some of us, the strongest of us, have what you’d call powers.”


 “Powers?”


 “Yes.”


 “Like what? You can fly?”


 “No.” He shook his head. “They’re more like psi powers.”


 “Psi powers,” Faye repeated, feeling bewildered and just a little bit upset. How many more surprises did he have in stock? “What’s yours?”

 “Are you sure you want to know?” She nodded. “No, baby, I want you to be sure. Promise me this won’t change anything between us.”

 She opened her mouth then snapped it shut. “Is it that bad?” she finally said.

 “No.” He wrapped his arm around her shoulders, dragging her closer to his side. “It’s not bad. It’s just that I don’t want you to feel that I’ve been using it on you. I have, but only at the beginning.”

 “What?” She tried to move but he was holding her in place. “What do you mean?”

 “Do you remember when you freaked out after I Marked you?”

 She forced her brain to recall that day, grimacing inwardly. Did she have to? But she finally nodded. “I guess so.”

 “I made you sleep. I didn’t know what else to do.”

 “You made me sleep? What does that mean? You knocked me out?”

 “No!” His eyes flashed. “I just told you to sleep.” 

 “And I did?”


 “Yes.”


 “So, you can just tell me something and I’ll do it. Is that what you’re telling me?” Oh my freaking god. 


 “Yes, but it doesn’t mean I’ve done it. And the more time you spend as my Mate, the less it works. You become immune to it.”


 “Hell.” She blinked, completely taken aback by this new revelation. “How can I be sure you’ve never used it on me more than once?” Was that why she behaved like this with him? Was that why she was suddenly so more carefree in the bedroom, letting him do whatever he wanted with her body? Was that it? 

 Her heartbeat started speeding up, but she only realized she was hyperventilating when he pushed her to a sitting position and told her to breathe. Slowly. “Come on, baby, breathe. Do it for me. Breathe, Faye, please. I promise you I haven’t used my powers on you since. But you’d scared me so much that day… I’d wanted you for so long, and that night with you had been magical, and I wanted you to stay with me. To accept me.”

 His words rang true, but she needed a final reassurance. “Okay, try it.”


 “Try what?”


 “Try to persuade me to do something. Anything.”


 A vein pulsed in his cheek, a minute passed, but he finally nodded and said, “You must be sleepy by now. You should rest.”


 She widened her eyes, made her wrists pop, but nope, nothing happened. “Is something supposed to happen?”


 “You’re supposed to start feeling sleepy.”


 “Uhm, guess not.”


 “Do you believe me now?”


 “Try it again.”


 He sighed, but did it anyway. Three times. Four times. He told her to go to sleep. Told her to stand up. Told her to leave the room and go down to the kitchen. But it never worked. 

 She finally looked up at him, remembering his earlier speech. His face had reddened, his hands had tightened around hers, almost hurting her. He’d been agitated, something that wasn’t a normal occurrence for him. He’d been telling the truth. She wasn’t entirely sure how she knew, but she did. Maybe because she was his Mate, as he’d said. Maybe because she loved him, plain and simple. But when he finally stopped talking, she leaned up and brushed his lips with hers. “I believe you,” she whispered. 

 He groaned and took her mouth into a deep and incredibly thorough kiss. 

 


 They didn’t surface from their house for another twenty–four hours.



 



Chapter Twenty–Eight: Logistics Are My Thing

 


 It had been her idea. She’d mulled over what he’d told him during their weekend together, and had realized he needed her. He was always so strong, so together, it’d taken her a little while to notice it. But Jake, the Master who knew how to dominate her so perfectly in the bedroom, needed her. As a woman, of course, but also as his Mate. He needed to prove to his people that he was still their First Man, that he was their ruler and a damn good one at that. He needed…a grand gesture. 

 “Are you sure about this?” Sofia was back, and somewhat more subdued.

 Faye looked at her friend and nodded. “I’m sure.” She’d tried asking the older woman what had happened during her vacation, but she’d changed the topic of conversation, and she wasn’t any wiser. Making a mental note to ask Jake about it later, Faye grabbed the notepad in front of her, and clicked her pen. “Okay then, let’s do a list.”

 “Oh, goodie.”

 Smirking at her friend’s response, Faye began itemizing what they would need. 

 


 * * * *

 


 She’d been a PA in her former life and it showed. Two days later, she had a venue, the food and drinks had been ordered, and waitresses booked for the occasion. She’d designed invites and had them printed. Sofia had been put in charge of personally handing them out. Now, all she had to do was tell her husband. 

 “Hey.”


 Faye looked up, her eyes widening at the sight of the man standing in the threshold. 


 “Chris. Hi.”


 “Can I come in?”


 She blinked, and stood up abruptly, sending her chair flying backwards. “Sure, sure! Come on in. Uhm, would you like something to drink? Eat? Anything?”

 “Calm down, sweetheart, it’s just me.”


 And just like that, she took a deep breath and she was once more back to her old self. “Thanks. How are you?”


 “Good. You?”


 She nodded. “I love him,” she told him, then swore when she realized he’d barely arrived and here she was with the grand announcements… Argh!

 “I know. I chose him for you, remember?”

 “Yes. True. Very true.” She licked her lips, and tried to find something else to say. Party. Ah yes! “I need your advice on something, if you wouldn’t mind.”

 He smiled, a sad little smile that went right through her. “You can ask me anything, honey. I’m still your friend. I hope so anyway.”

 Oh. “Of course!” Before she could stop herself, she took two steps forward and wrapped her arms around his waist. He hugged her close, his body feeling so…normal against hers. She drew back and trying to ignore the tense atmosphere, sat back down in her chair. “I’m planning a party for everyone in the compound. Some kind of thank you for their welcome, and I thought it would be a good thing to reestablish Jake’s presence and status. What do you think?”

 “That sounds…interesting. What did Jake say?”


 “Well, uh–” She licked her lips. “I haven’t told him yet.”


 “I see. What do you want me to do?”


 Good old Chris. She knew she could count on him! “Can you take care of security? I’m inviting John,” she held up her hand, “I know. I know. But I think it would project the right message. Jake is their First Man, and he’s not afraid, that type of thing.”

 Chris sat down in the chair opposite her, and seemed to mull this over. “I see. I actually think you’re right. If it works, it’ll be good for the whole community.”

 “My point exactly.”


 “Okay, I’ll deal with security. Anything else?”


 “Uhm. Can you tell Jake?”


 He smirked. “I don’t think so, baby.” Standing up, he leaned over the desk and dropped a quick kiss on her forehead. “Take care, sweetheart. I’ll be in touch.” 

 Faye watched him stride out of the room, before groaning out loud. Guess she’d have to tackle her husband by herself!

 


 * * * *

 


 The third time someone mentioned a party to him, Jake knew his Mate had purposefully forgotten to tell him something. He called Sofia, and she was only too happy to get back into his good graces, telling him in detail what Faye had planned. It took him a little while, but he finally saw it for what it was. She was doing this for him. A violent burst of emotion threatened to choke him. She was amazing.

 He went through the logistics with his First Woman, making sure everything had been covered. And it had. He didn’t want it to explode in his face however, realizing this was a once in a lifetime opportunity to regain control over his people. He wanted to make his parents and his family proud. He was the new ruler, and it wouldn’t change. Not now, not until his unborn son was old enough. This was what Fate had brought him here for.

 Knowing Chris was back, he set up a meeting with him for that evening, and then, the planning really began.

 


 * * * *

 


 It had gone surprisingly well, Faye thought as she closed her eyes and arched her back. Jake had taken her surprise announcement like a man, giving her his assent and praise, before falling on her like a starved animal. 

 He sucked on her clit, the harsh caress nearly sending her into oblivion. Before she could lose herself however, she grabbed his hair in both hands and held on. “More!” she called out, and he was too happy to oblige.



 



Chapter Twenty–Nine: Who Dares?

 


 Faye came down the staircase, clad in a vibrant blue gown and sparkly stiletto heels. The corset pushed her breasts up, nearly making her spill on top. The laces were tight enough her waist felt pinched. The skirt flew over her hips and followed the curves of her legs. Her hair was up, wisps flying in her eyes every time she turned her head. She had more make–up on her that she’d ever worn before. She was panicking at the thought of what could happen, here and there. But she’d never felt more beautiful, and as soon as Jake’s eyes fell on her, she stumbled to a stop. And she knew. Before he even opened his mouth, she just knew.

 “You look amazing, baby. Absolutely amazing.”

 She grinned up at him, taking in the way his tuxedo was cut tight across the shoulders and hips. The smooth material hugged his powerful thighs, making her want to run her hands all over them. He looked positively lethal in black and white. “So do you.”

 He took her hand in his and led her outside, down the steps to the limo that waited. Once they were safely ensconced inside however, he slowly lowered his head and pressed his lips on hers. She couldn’t help but moan, excitement bubbling inside her. This was it! She opened her mouth, his tongue plunging inside to meet hers.

 Suddenly ravenous, they kissed each other as if they hadn’t made love only hours before. His hands found the skin of her breasts, dipping underneath the corset to tease her nipples into hardened nubs. He growled in disappointment when she told him he couldn’t push the dress down, that she wasn’t sure she could dress herself again if he did. 

 Instead, his hands found her bare thighs and drew up. She quickly parted them and he let out a soft sigh when his fingers encountered nothing but bare skin. He pulled back from her, and said, “No underwear?”

 “Surprise!”

 He fell on her, taking her mouth again while his fingers delved between her inner lips. Her clit sat up and paid attention. Her hands found the front of his pants and drew his zipper down. Hot, taut skin met her hands, and it was her turn to be surprised. He’d gone commando? Hell, they were starting to think alike!

 Shutting her mind up, she palmed his cock in one hand and his balls in the other. She teased him, lightly at first, then with more strength. He kept on kissing her, his thumb playing with her clit at the same time. They caressed each other into a frenzy of lust. When the driver spoke on the speaker and told them they were nearly there, it only spurred them on. Their moans echoed in the darkened car as they made each other come, their mouths meeting once again for another deep kiss.

 It was only when the car slowed to a stop that Faye realized she needed to put herself back to rights. She fussed with her dress, opened her tiny purse to fish her mirror and lipstick out so she could reapply it. And well, tidy the damages Jake’s mouth had done. At least he’d shaved, she thought as she winced, imagining the state of her face if he hadn’t.

 “Okay?” he asked her as the door opened.

 She nodded, taking him in. He’d wiped his cum with his handkerchief, had done the same to her thighs. He’d zipped himself back in, and looked once more like the dapper model he’d been only ten minutes before. “You look positively yummy,” she found herself saying as she followed him out.

 “Hold that thought for later,” he whispered in her ear as he took her hand and led her inside.

 She did.

 


 * * * *

 


 It was going exactly as she’d imagined. Faye circled the ballroom, her gaze fleeting from face to face, examining the tables that were nearly crumbling under all that food. Champagne was flowing, cocktails were being created. Everyone was having a great time, which probably meant she should start feeling less nervous. The party was a success, right?

 She turned around, her gaze finding Jake’s. He was standing in front of the double doors, his stance relaxed even though John was only feet away. She made a beeline for him, wanting to be at his side to offer him her support. Maybe he didn’t need it, but she didn’t care. She had to be there. 

 He smiled at her when she popped up at his side, his arm automatically wrapping around her waist. He drew her close, his mouth finding hers for a quick kiss before he stood back upright and went back to greeting more well–wishers. Voices erupted in the lobby, his back tensing under her fingers. She looked up at his face but he was already turning away. Someone stopped in front of him, and just like that, he wasn’t at her side any longer. Feeling bereft, Faye fought the urge to go to him, knowing she needed to show she was strong, even if she was once more on her own. She’d organized all this, nearly by herself, she reminded herself inwardly. This was her place, her new home. She was their First Man’s Mate.

 When fingers bit into her forearm and dragged her backwards into an empty corridor, she didn’t complain, thinking Jake had found an empty spot so they could have some more fun together. But when said fingers became brutal, when she was pushed so roughly her forehead bumped into the wall opposite, she began struggling. 

 “Stop moving for fuck’s sake!” the voice swore, the man’s weight pinning her against the wall. “You think you’re so good, inviting me to this stupid party. Do you think I care? Do you think people will care? They know I’m right. They know it, and you know what? Things are going to change. Soon. Do you hear me?”

 “I hear you,” Faye muttered. “Let me go, John.”

 “I don’t know.” His voice turned syrupy. “I didn’t understand what he saw in you the first time I met you, but now I get it. I could do something with those tits. What do you think?”

 “Get off of me!” she shouted, trying to dislodge him as best she could. He was just too big for her. Damn those Immortals! “If Jake sees you, he will kill you.”

 John laughed, his hands drifting up her stomach. “How funny you are, dear. Don’t you know? He tried last time, but they stopped him. They’ll never let him kill me.”

 “That’s where you’re wrong.” Jake’s deadly voice echoed over them, and suddenly she was free.

 


 She whirled around and cried out at the sight of Jake, tackling the blonde man to the ground. “Jake!”

 “Get help!” he said before slamming his fist into the other man’s face. “Get my dad!”

 “Your dad?” Oh no. He’d gone crazy. That was it. His dad was dead! “Shit, shit, shit!” She grabbed her skirts and started running towards the end of the corridor, but before she could rejoin the party, a man stepped in front of her. “Ah! Who are you?”

 “I’m Jerald, Jake’s father. Are you his Mate?”

 She found herself blinking, all thoughts of the fight leaving her mind. This was… “What?” she murmured. “But…I thought you were dead.”

 The man laughed, a booming laugh that heralded his arrival to all and sundry. “I’m not dead, dear, not as far as I know. Didn’t Jake tell you that?”

 “He didn’t tell me anything.”

 “That sounds like my boy all right, always keeping his cards close to his heart.” Jerald, who looked like a darker version of his son, called out behind him, “Girls? Girls, come over here! Jake’s Mate is here!”

 A blonde woman appeared soon after. She had curves in all the right places, her blonde hair perfectly coiffed, her ballgown amazingly beautiful. The two women who followed were nearly carbon copies of their mother, but with a more willowy frame. They had Jake’s eyes however. Green, sparkling eyes that instantly lit up at the sight of their brother. Their brother who was fighting his number one enemy.

 “Jake!” Faye rushed back to him, nearly getting hit while she was at it.


 “You touched my Mate. Just for this, you will die.” Jake had the other man in a chokehold, John’s face rapidly reddening.


 She couldn’t take it, she had to stop him. “Jake! Please, don’t kill him. Please.”


 Her voice cut through the fog surrounding his mind, and his hold lessened. “What? Why not? He touched you!”


 Wisely deciding to hide what else had happened and how the other man had pushed her into the wall, Faye used her calmest voice and replied, “I know he did, but you know what will happen if you kill him. Jake, please, listen to me. Why don’t you extradite him to his home country instead? He doesn’t have to wait his judgment here, in this very compound, right? He could do so elsewhere.”

 “Ah, I like her already. Listen to your Mate, son.”


 “Dad?”


 “I’m right here.”


 “Mom? Sis?”


 “We’re all here, Jake. We left Europe as soon as we got your invitation.”


 “Invitation?” Faye wondered out loud. He’d invited his family to the party?


 


 * * * *

 


 Jake looked at his Mate, looking so beautiful he wanted nothing more than to hide her from the rest of the world. He’d organized all this for her, and that damn man was going to ruin everything. Again. 

 “Okay,” he finally said as he let John go, watching him fall onto his knees, breathing heavily through his bruised throat. “I’ll get Chris onto it. I want him gone in ten minutes however. Otherwise, I can’t promise what I’ll do…or won’t do.”

 He watched his father leave, knowing he’d help with the arrangements. For a second there, he wanted to rebel at his dad taking over, but the feeling didn’t last. All this was his now. His father could help, would help whenever he could, even if it meant doing so long-distance. Once a First Man had abdicated in favor of his first-born son, he needed to leave the country and live in another’s territory. That rule had made sense centuries ago when fights for survival were common, and jealousy even more so. But he regretted having to be away from his family. He missed them.

 But not as much as he’d miss Faye if she were to leave. He went to her then, grabbing her face in both hands and locking her gaze with his. “Are you sure you’re all right?”

 She smiled, a soft tentative smile he cherished. “I’m fine.” She licked her lips, then added, “Jake, your family’s alive.”


 He felt himself blushing. “I know. I’m sorry, baby, but I wanted to keep it a surprise.”


 “A surprise? For what?”


 Jake grabbed her hand and pulled her forward. He trapped her against him and bent down to kiss her, the sweet caress turning riotous after some seriously glorious minutes. Then he drew back and, as if it made the utmost sense, declared, “Now, let’s get married.”



 



Chapter Thirty: Love Is In The Air

 


 She wasn’t too sure how it all happened, and how she found herself being led to another room. Sofia handed her a bouquet of white and pink flowers, and winked at her. When she dropped a veil on her head and attached it to her hair as if it had always meant to be there, Faye remembered the other woman had been the one who’d helped her getting ready earlier. “Sof!” She turned around, determined to get the truth out of her friend, but she was already slipping away. 

 Gentle hands pushed her forward, and she walked, step by hesitant step, towards the podium that had been raised in the middle of the room. Jerald was there, dignified in his white tuxedo. He was carrying a…Bible? Were they really getting married then? What the hell was happening? 

 She looked around and came to an abrupt stop when she noticed her family standing nearby. “Mom? Dad?”

 They waved at her, happy smiles on their faces. Her mother was already dapping at her eyes, tears forming once more at the sight of her daughter getting married. Again. 

 Someone pushed on her back, and she whirled around to see Chris at her side. 


 “Let’s go,” he told her, a calm expression fixed on his handsome face. 


 “Go where?”


 “To get you married, of course.”


 “But…” He grabbed her hand and put it on his arm, her fingers clenching and probably squeezing too tight. His serene mask never wavered, however. He led her forward, the crowd parting to let them through. People exclaimed at her beauty, making her want to snicker out loud. Thankfully, she refrained.

 By the time she found herself in front of Jerald, Jake was there too. He stared at her, his eyes turbulent with emotions. He took her hand in his and they turned towards his father. The ceremony started, but she barely heard any of it. All she could think about was that Jake had organized this, for her. 

 He’d managed to convince her family to come. And even though she knew he’d probably used his powers to do so, she was just too happy to have them here to complain. 

 He’d somehow gotten his family to visit, and God knew she’d have to get the truth out of him about that. He’d made her believe they were dead! 

 He’d known it was important for her that she was legally married, so here they were, and oh God, she loved him so much.

 


 They were pronounced man and wife, First Man and Mate; and when Jerald said that the groom could kiss the bride, she felt herself start to shake.

 Jake grabbed her veil and lifted it, baring her face to his intense eyes. He stared at her in silence, the audience growing silent too as if they’d understood the magnitude of the moment. He palmed her cheek in one hand and lowered his head. He stopped inches from her mouth and said, his voice echoing in the room, “I love you, Mate.” And then, he kissed her.

 And kissed her.


 And kissed her.


 Until their guests started laughing, until catcalls began erupting over their heads, telling them to get a room. 


 Jake pulled away and declared it a splendid idea. He whisked her off, telling her she would be able to see everyone the next day, but that now was their wedding night.

 And what a night it was…

 



The End
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Mia Adams keeps bumping into her fantasy. Literally. From crashing her car into his to ramming his shopping cart at their local supermarket, each encounter brings her closer to the man she’s always dreamed of: Kevin McIntyre, a former pro football player with an attitude and a propensity for swearing.

He seems perpetually angry but she has to admit the look suits him. She’s pretty sure experience makes perfect too because the man has some serious skills. Let’s just say she’s been screaming his name a lot lately. Although, sometimes, it’s to shout at his disappearing back. She shouldn’t care, however, that he doesn’t seem to remember her name or that he keeps leaving as soon as he gets what he wants. They’re just having some fun after all.

Then why is he inviting her to his house? Did he change the rules and forget to tell her about it? The sex must have gone to his head, there is just no other explanation.
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EXCERPT from LOCATION, LOCATION, LOCATION:
 

 She gasped, her finger slipping out of her mouth with a wet sound. “What is it? Did you find them?”

 “No!” He turned back to the desk and clasped its edges with both hands. He willed his erection down but he couldn’t get her out of his head. She was messing with his mind, damn it! “Did you spike my drink?”

 “What?” She sat up. “You think I drugged you?”


 “Yes!” He whirled around. “You did, didn’t you? What did you put in my Coke? GHB?”


 “Man, you are crazy.”


 “What did you do?” he roared as he grabbed her armrests and loomed over her. “Tell me!”


 “Nothing! And don’t you think you’d be feeling impaired right now if I’d put something in your drink? You drank it down in one gulp!”

 He pushed himself upright and started pacing. She made sense, damn it! He was feeling fine, except from the way his jeans were tenting. So maybe she wasn’t at fault there. Maybe it was just his body’s way of reminding him he hadn’t had sex in a while. Why now though?

 He’d told her the truth earlier: she wasn’t his type. He usually went for the long-limbed, fake-tanned and -boobed women that seemed to always be around football players. Groupies, bunnies, whatever they called themselves. He didn’t care as long as they were hot and ready to fall in his bed.

 But this woman was different. She wasn’t thin or tanned. Oh, she was curvy as hell and her ass was round just like he liked them. He could definitely do something with that ass. Oh yeah. Fuck, McIntyre, get a grip! She was crazy! He didn’t need the aggravation, that was for sure. 

 She watched him rake his hand through his hair. He looked agitated and angry and just plain hot. God, she loved this look on him.


 Hearing her sigh, he turned to face her and spotted her half-closed eyes. “What now?”


 “Mmm?” She blinked. “I was just thinking how hot you look when you’re angry.”


 He felt his teeth snap together. She was unbelievable! “So you like it when I get angry?” His voice was deceptively soft. 
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