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Chapter One
 
    
 
    Sofia pressed down on her legs, stilling the tremble threatening to overtake her entire body. She couldn’t believe she was doing this. Such a stupid game their little private Facebook group played every year. 
 
   They’d gotten Sofia good this year. But that’s what she got for running her mouth about the hot gynecologist she had a[bookmark: _GoBack] secret crush on. And what were the odds that her best friend Dara would pull her name. They probably fixed the drawing. And lo and behold, she’d dared her to shave her vagina and make an appointment with the dude! You think he likes you, you like him, make an appointment, see what happens. 
 
   Insane. Nobody got dates with a man who made a living mining vaginas. Jesus, this was nuts. Didn’t matter now, this wasn’t about getting a date anymore, this was about surviving what she started. She was all big talk in the group, no way was she backing down, she’d never hear the end of it. 
 
   As it was, she’d lied about his side of the infatuation; the man didn’t know she existed. He merely shopped at the same supermarket as she did, at the same times. He had eyes only for the produce and the way he handled the veggies would make any woman envious. The supposed eye contacts, the shared smiles—all harmless little white lies. How pathetic she was. 
 
   The only thing that wasn’t a lie was her need for a checkup. She was way way behind. 
 
   “Miss Parsons?”
 
   Sofia’s heart lodged in her throat as she leapt up from her chair. 
 
   The petite blond nurse smiled as Sofia went through the door. “The bathroom first, I need a urine sample. Cups are on the table in there with markers. Just write your name on the cup and bring it to the counter.” She pointed behind her. “After that, we’ll weigh you and take your blood pressure, okay?”
 
   “Okay.” Sofia smiled and hurried to the bathroom. Despite telling herself this was only about the checkup now, the second she was inside, she did a panic makeup and hair check. Then did the disgusting urine thing, cleaning her bottom with the antiseptic wipes before and after. She’d bathed like she was meeting with the Pharaoh of Egypt, shaved all her parts baby smooth as directed. She’d damn near patted glittery powder down there then worried he’d think Vegas Vagina instead of Fairy Princess. 
 
   She mashed her lips together for an even blend of color then walked out with her nearly full cup of golden liquor. She froze in panic at seeing the doctor five feet before her, speaking with a nurse. Shit. She spun around and urine sloshed out of the cup, onto her hand.
 
   “Miss Parsons?” the nurse called.
 
   “Um, coming.” Sofia glanced over her shoulder, trying to figure out where the hell to wipe the urine. She headed back in the bathroom and cleaned herself off then carefully entered the little gyno freeway of activity. Jesus, the space was too damn condensed.
 
   About five minutes later, Sofia sat her naked ass on the crinkly paper covered table, holding the gown shut at her back with one hand, while inspecting her perfectly painted toenails. Dr. Fletcher. Daniel Fletcher. Not Daniel, just Dr. Fletcher. You will behave professionally. No small talk unless he prompts. And if he does, no chattering on and on. And especially no sexual cracks. Keep all questions…gynelogical. Gynelogical? Was that a word? Could be. But better not use it.
 
   Sofia jumped when the door opened and that hunk walked in. Shit, he was bigger up close. Brad Pit bone structure with Tom Cruise’s eye and hair color. Sweet baby Jesus. 
 
   “Miss Sofia?”
 
   Add orgasmic voice to that. Nice and silky. Deep. “Yes, that’s…that’s me.” She cleared her throat, only it brought up a bucket load of phlegm that caught in her windpipe and set her on an esophagus clearing marathon. 
 
   “You okay?” he asked, when the minor clearing turned to coughing.
 
   She held her hand up, turning her head away while nodding.
 
   “Do you need to get some water?”
 
   She shook her head, hacking, and then oh hell, her gagging reflex kicked in. This can’t be happening. Before she realized, the good doc presented a cup of water to her. She took it and gulped the entire thing down, finally able to breathe air. 
 
   “Jesus. I’m-I’m fine.” Her voice wheezed like a cancer patient with only half a lung and ten minutes till death. “Sorry. Went down the wrong pipe.”
 
   “It’s okay.” He sat in a chair three feet before her and she finally chanced a look at him while wiping…oh shit…black tears from her face. Then she noticed the perplexity in his brow. “Don’t…don’t I know you?” 
 
   She pointed at herself. “Me? Oh no, I mean, no, I don’t think you do. I don’t know you, that’s for sure. I think I’d remember a face like yours.” Ohhhh crap, really?
 
   He lowered his face but not before she caught his grin. Well, this was fantastically humiliating. He took up his clip board. “Well, if you don’t mind, I’m ready if you are.”
 
   “Oh yeah, sure. I’m ready.”
 
   “Before we do your physical exam, are there any problems you’re having that you’d like to discuss?”
 
   “Oh, right. Ummm…” she looked up at the ceiling. “Period seems to be fine. Uh.” She looked at her hands in her lap. The idea to talk about sex presented itself and before she could think too long about it, she dove right in. “I’m not really sure if this is a physical problem or not but…” she chewed her lip. “It’s…sexual.”
 
   “Okay.” His voice was nonchalant as he sat there all relaxed looking.
 
   She began scraping her nail polish off. “I seem to have a problem um…you know. With the pleasure parts.”
 
   “How so?” 
 
   God, she was really doing this. No way could she look at him. “Maybe it’s not a problem, maybe it’s a myth, I’ve heard it was. From some women.”
 
   “Ah,” he said. “Are you referring to the G-spot?”
 
   She met his gaze then snapped it back to her lap. “Yes. That.”
 
   “It does exist, but it’s not always the same for every woman.”
 
   “It does?” She forced her gaze to his, straining to match his indifference. “Where? I mean, where is this fantastic place?”   
 
   “I can show you in the exam, if you like.”
 
   Demonic butterflies hacksawed her guts. He’d show her? “Okay.”
 
   “Any other problems?” 
 
   “Well, since I’ve gone this far, might as well finish. Okay, so, you know how you’re supposed to be able to orgasm from the G-spot and that other place?”
 
   “The clitoris.” More casual, borderline monotony in his tone. Like he’d said the elbow.
 
   “Yes. That.”
 
   “You’re having problems with climaxing from the clitoris?” 
 
   She cleared her throat. “Well...yeah.”
 
   “Do you have a significant other?”
 
   “Um, no. I don’t.” Oh my frikn God, he’ll know I masturbate!
 
   “So, you’re having problems when you masturbate?”
 
   Her face went up in flames. 
 
   “Look, don’t be embarrassed, this is all entirely natural and normal.”
 
   And boring if she went by his tone. She gasped a light laugh. “Good to hear it. Sure isn’t easy for me.”
 
   “So what’s the problem?”
 
   Shit, shit, shit. What was the problem? It was all true what she’d said, she just never dreamed she’d be having this conversation with him. No rehearsed lines. “Well, I don’t know, honestly. I just can’t…cross the finish line if you know what I mean.”
 
   “How long do you try?”
 
   “Um, well. I don’t really use a timer, so--”
 
   He chuckled. “Ten minutes? Fifteen? Thirty?”
 
   She looked up at the ceiling and took a huge breath. “Maybe…thirty.” She nodded as casual as she could.
 
   “Do you use any aids? Vibrators, dildos?”
 
   She suddenly wanted out of this conversation, out of his office, and off of planet earth. There was nothing but business in his tone, and frankly, it felt like none of his. “None, zero,” she lied. “Maybe I should try? Yes, that’s a good idea. Anyway, that’s about it. What’s next?”
 
   He regarded her with eyes that knew. Knew she was lying but thought that normal too and so graciously let it ride. He stood and opened the door. “Susan?” He turned back to me. “Next is your external exam, I’ll be checking your breasts and vulva, then we’ll get you in the stirrups for the pelvic exam. And then we’re done.” 
 
   My vulva? “Oookay.” This was such a stupid idea. She needed to stop this before they got on the vagina coaster to hell. The man was not interested in her, this much was clear. Not physically, anyway. She was a hound when it came to the opposite sexual attraction, and he was a flat-liner, a dud, a bad egg. And well, she’d technically done as dared. They didn’t say she had to finish the exam.  
 
   The nurse came in with a pleasant smile and shut the door. Great, nurse voyeur 101. Fuck that. Sofia put her hands over her face and moaned. 
 
   “Are you okay?” the good doc asked.
 
   She shook her head. “No, I’m not. Dizzy. Need to eat. My sugars…” She slid off the table and went in reverse toward the bamboo accordion divider behind her. “I’ll have to reschedule, I’m so sorry. I need to go take my medicine. Stupid me, I forgot, I’ve been stressed lately.”
 
   “Are you sure? Can you drive okay?” he asked.
 
   “Yes, yes, my meds are in my car, I’ll be fine.”
 
   “Well, would you like to come back up after you—”
 
   “No, no. I can’t,” she said from behind the makeshift wall. “I’ll have to call and reschedule, I’m so sorry, of course I’ll pay for the visit, for wasting your time.”
 
   “Alright then. Call the office as soon as possible, it’s not good to neglect these checkups.”
 
   “Absolutely, I will.” First thing next millennium, doc.
 
   ****
 
   Daniel was still grinning several hours after Sofia left. She’d chickened out. Had she actually faked a diabetes episode? Forgotten the nurse inquired about that when filling out her health history?  No doubt. 
 
   She was undeniably original. I don’t use a timer. Damn if that wasn’t…precious. Had he seen her some place before? The way she’d blushed at all the sexual references wasn’t a good sign. She wasn’t a virgin physically, but in every other aspect? Definitely. He wasn’t convinced that was a deal breaker, though. His women had to be mature and experienced sexually, and not afraid of bondage. But since she had opened up about her pleasure parts issues, he kept her in the game. It was a positive but hardly a slam dunk.
 
   He’d have to play this wild card by ear.  
 
   Daniel left work, a little relieved that he was finally past the guilt hump that came with using his profession as the staple source of his pleasure addiction. He only wished he could escape the self-disgust of being just like the biological sack of bones he hated. No, not just like; Daniel had made sure to create as many differences between him and his father as he could. Beginning with quality control. Daniel was upper class, and the piece of shit that called him son was gutter matter. Where his father was a dirty slut, he was a sophisticated one. Where he was sloppy with his sins, Daniel was neat and orderly. Where he gave himself entirely to his filthy cock’s needs, Daniel practiced restraint. 
 
   Maintaining such pathetic ethics in Daniel’s debaucheries was his only consolation, oxymoronic as it was. He chose single, experienced and willing women only. He didn’t penetrate them, they didn’t touch him and he never kissed them. Not that he could kiss if he wanted to without being mind-fucked by memories of his childhood. 
 
   Daddy had liked his kink.
 
   For Daniel, it was all about his female’s pleasures, denying his own physical needs. It was the best form of pain management he could find; the more he needed sex, the better he felt in that dirty part of him that demanded he be punished. In an odd sense, though he’d fallen prey to the pleasure demons his father had fucked into him, not being subject to the same pleasures meant he was different. Stronger. Not a victim. 
 
   It may have been a strange kink, but he’d only needed it twice the previous year and that was a major victory. His goal was zero times a life. Because no matter how clean he pretended it was, or how smart, he was sick of it all, it all disgusted him. 
 
   Until that freedom came, there was Miss Sofia. He hoped she rescheduled soon. Ever since he got that phone call from his father about his precious mutt dog dying, the urges to self-harm had resurrected. Whether his father ever knew it or not, Daniel would never give him the pleasure or satisfaction to hurt himself that way anymore. Never that way. 
 
   
 
   

Chapter Two
 
    
 
   Sofia practically ran through Karl’s Superstore after work the next day. No more looking for Mr. Perfect in the produce section, not after that horrid episode in gyno hell. She used to think how very fortunate she was that they somehow shopped at the same time, same place. Not anymore. She pushed her giant shades tighter to her face with her middle finger and flew through the freezer section, covertly throwing frozen shit into her cart without hardly looking. Just so it was edible and she made it out without running into him. Should’ve just drove the extra fifteen miles to avoid this trauma waiting to happen. 
 
   For the fiftieth time, she wondered what on earth the man thought about her. Thank God he hadn’t seen her coochie. What was she thinking? As a mocking reminder, the pubic hair growing back, snagged against her silk panties. The itch tormented her until she walked like she had the Palsy in her effort to relieve it. That’s what she got for shaving the stupid thing bald. Her panties were like Velcro against her skin, and my God, did she need to scratch! 
 
   Screw this crap. She zoomed her buggy across the aisle into the men’s clothing section and hid behind a rack of shirts. Yanking a garment off the rack, she looked at it while shoving her hand in her pants and glancing around. Shudders racked her body as she raked her nails ruthlessly across the stubble. Razor-fucking-rash of the century! She whimpered at how damn good it felt. Jesus, yes.
 
   “Hey there.”
 
   Sofia screamed, yanked her hand from her pants and spun around. “Oh my God.” You! Not you! Not you!
 
   “I knew I recognized you. I’ve seen you here before.”
 
   “Oh yeah. What a coincidence, such a small world.” She blindly shoved the shirt back on the rack, smiling, praying to God he hadn’t seen her clawing at her vulva.
 
   “You’re feeling okay?”
 
   Her eyes went wide, then she remembered. “Oh yes. Episode passed after I took my medicine.
 
   “Good.” He angled his head, looking in her basket then pushed his buggy closer to hers. And inspected the items in her cart! Really?
 
   “Not a very health conscious person, I see. Fresh is the best way to go, you know.”
 
   The unexpected words threw her for a loop. A slightly disturbed, confused, and angry loop. She glanced in her buggy. “Yeah, I usually do buy fresh, I was…in a hurry. This isn’t even for me, actually.” Okay, why the hell did she feel compelled to lie around this dude? 
 
   “Well that’s good. A healthy body is important.”
 
   Sofia regarded him then leaned and peered in his buggy for several long seconds. “All organic, I see.”
 
   He followed her gaze. “Definitely and always.”
 
   Damn his voice was sexy. “You cook for the wife?” Sofia smiled innocently right at him, suddenly feeling the need to pry. She knew he wasn’t, but a lil’ bit of payment for his unbidden not a very health conscious person remark.  
 
   “God no, I’m not married.” Like that was a plague.
 
   “Oh, I see. For the kids then?” 
 
   If having a wife seemed like the plague, having kids was The Plague. “Hell no. I cook for myself.”
 
   “Yourself, wow, good. Not many people care that much about themselves.”
 
   He chuckled, holding her burning gaze. Burning from the strain of not roaming to inappropriate parts. He sure didn’t seem to have a problem with that kind of thing. “I believe in taking care of my body.”
 
   Sofia’s mind interpreted that as an invitation and her gaze inspected his claims. She nodded. “You seem to be doing well with that.” Okay, no way was she meeting his gaze after that remark. “I’m a dessert lover myself. I love sweets.” 
 
   Where the hell did that come from? Had to be little miss different. Before she could regret it, she noticed his face slow-morphed to disappointment with a hint of disgust. 
 
   “Sweets are responsible for more deaths than alcohol and tobacco. Should be out lawed.”
 
   His last ludicrous and dismissive statement irked her. “I don’t live on sweets. But I do love them. My father is a baker.” 
 
   Is? Don’t you mean was? 
 
   “Ah, I see.” Like that explained the flaw.
 
   Okay motherfucker. “Have you always been a health freak?” Her smile went sugary.
 
   He regarded her for a moment, his gaze dropping to her mouth then down. “Pretty much, yeah.”
 
   “I’ll be sure and bring you some of my special desserts.”
 
   “Oh please, don’t. It’d be wasted if you did, I don’t do desserts.”
 
   “I bet the women at your office do.”
 
   “Speaking of that, did you remember to reschedule?”
 
   Moving right along to the topic of her vagina now.  “Not yet, planned to do that today.”
 
   “You don’t want to neglect it. Especially with that kind of diet and condition. I imagine you battle yeast infections often.”
 
   Sofia gasped a laugh at his casual audacity when it came to such private matters. “Actually, no, I don’t.  Another hang-up I guess.” God, what the fuck did she ever see in this dude? Besides his fine ass and body and face and…
 
   “Would you like to come for dinner some time?”
 
   …oh holy shit, surely he didn’t.
 
   “Dinner?”
 
   For the first time, the man showed some humanity and actually seemed flustered, even if only for a split second. Then he slammed her with his intense blue gaze. “Sure.”
 
   “Will there be dessert?”
 
   He gave a light laugh and lowered his head. “You won’t want dessert after you taste my food. I promise.”
 
   Holy crap, his tone! Made her vulva go vroom. On a practical note, her mind accepted his vow as a challenge. Not want dessert, huh? Impossible. “Name the place and time and I’ll be there.”
 
   “7:30. Saturday night. 1220 Shadsburg Circle.”
 
   Sofia blinked several times. “I live on that street.”
 
   “Really? No way.” His face went from ridiculously handsome to hot damn with his fascination.  
 
   “Yes way,” she said. “In the cul-de-sac.”
 
   “I actually just moved there a few months ago. Fourth house on the left.”
 
   “That was you? I saw the movers. Wow.”
 
   His gaze briefly dropped to her mouth. “Yeah, amazing. Small world. I needed a bigger place.”
 
   “For your animals?”
 
   He chuckled, his blue eyes sparkling as though he thought her indirect prying were cute. “I wanted to hold classes and this home featured a sun room large enough to do that.”
 
   “Healthy cooking classes?”
 
   “Sexual how-to classes.” 
 
   Sweet mother of Santa Clause. “Oh, right. That’s…right up your alley.” She cleared her throat, wanting to fan her cheeks. “Will this be a group affair or one on one?”
 
   He chuckled just as she realized how that sounded. “Definitely group.”
 
   For some reason she found herself pissed off. Group sex classes? What kind of man was he? “You like a crowd, eh?”
 
   “No, actually I don’t, but I don’t want to be accused of foul play either. I plan to tape the classes as an extra precaution.”
 
   “Ah, well sign me up. Could use all the help I can get. ” 
 
   “Great. You can be my first client.”
 
   Fuuuuuck what was she doing? “Absolutely. And your first dinner guest.”
 
   “And you know where I live, so…”
 
   “I sure do. And I really need to get going.” She regarded her basket. “Drop off all this toxic waste to my elderly friend.” His concerned frown made her laugh. “I’m joking doc, geeze.”
 
   “You should put it all back and get good stuff.”
 
   “You’re serious,” she said, eying his distressed face.
 
   “Emphatically.”
 
   “How about I promise to do better next go round.”
 
   “Spoken like a true addict.” 
 
   She rolled her eyes and he chuckled. Thank God, she was beginning to really think he had issues with food.
 
   “7:30 Saturday night?” he reminded.
 
   “I’ll be there. What’s for dinner?”
 
   “I’d like to surprise you, if that’s okay.”
 
   Shiiiiiit his tone was speaking to her vulva again. “I love surprises.”
 
   “Good. You’ll definitely love this one.” 
 
   Seduction dripped from his every word and her vagina gunned its engines, making the Velcro under her panties demand to be raked to shreds again.  
 
   The second he was out of sight, she yanked an opening in the hanging wall of men’s shirts, stepped inside, and shoved her hand down her pants, scratching like a dog going insane with fleas. The shuddering relief-slash-torment rolled through her. My frikn Lord, did all that shit just go down? Did she really just say yes to a dinner date? At his home? Did he really ask her? That was the bigger question. What a shock to hear those words come out of his perfect sexy mouth. 
 
   But what was his angle? His jingle-jangle? All that nonchalantness about the whole thing. Was this about his vagina profession and those classes he wanted to start? Was he merely using her for business? He knew she had sexual hang-ups, she’d be the perfect choice, wouldn’t she? 
 
   For some reason the idea irritated, excited, and scared her. Perfect combo for a woman with security issues and an obsession with sweets. But she also had a temper. And if she found out that man was using her, she’d damn well have words with him.
 
   ****
 
   “Gammie, I’m just going to be down the street, Amelie is here if you need anything.” Sofia’s voice was loud and firm as she placed the bell on her grandmother’s lap and ding ding dinged it. “That’s what you do if you need Amelie , okay? Ring for her, she’ll come. Do not try and get up by yourself.”
 
   Her frail grandmother looked up at her with a distressed expression, her lower jaw bobbing. Sofia waited to see if she comprehended all what she’d just said. “Sofia?”
 
   The confused slash worried look in her grandmother’s Alzheimer’s gaze made her gut clench. “Yes Gammie?”
 
   “Could you quit yelling in my damn hearing aid? I’m not deaf you know.”
 
   Relief flooded Sofia and she laughed. “Sorry Gammie, I love you.” She leaned and kissed her forehead, hating the days when her grandmother had spells of who the fuck are you?
 
   Sofia checked the monitors on both ends, making sure Amelie had the mobile one on her hip with the ear bud in her ear. It was the perfect device; you could hear her mother breathing with it. This was important, since her body seemed to forget to. With the two way monitors, you could rile her immediately, but oh how her grandmother hated it. What in God’s name are you trying to do, give me a heart attack? Was the usual response Sofia got blasted with. Can’t goddamn sleep around here without people shouting in your ear. I’m eight-six years old, I think I deserve some peace and goddamn quiet. 
 
   “Have a good time,” Ms. Phelps called as she left out the front door.
 
   Oh boy, yeah. Good time, right. No problem. Just needed to calm her ass down and maybe that could happen. She paused at her car door, looking down the street. Hell, she could walk there. Work off her nerves while she was at it. Weather was fine.
 
   She opened her car door and threw her purse in and locked it. Shit, her phone. She opened the door, got the purse and pulled her phone from it. No pockets, purse had to come. 
 
   Twenty steps down the sidewalk she pulled her phone out and called Dara. “I’m on my way,” Sophie half whisper sang to her Romanian friend.
 
   “Ohhhhh hihihi. You better take notes for me, I want to know everything that happens.”
 
   “Oh don’t worry, I’m sure it’ll be etched into my brain.”
 
   “I still can’t believe you’re going to dinner with him. Don’t you dare jump in the bed with Mr. Vagina either, or I’ll fucking be pissed.”
 
   “I know, I know. Romance, love, yada yada.”
 
   “Yadda my ass, if you want something to turn out right, you have to put the right ingredients in. No fucking this up. Literally.” Dara giggled at her intended pun and Sofia grinned. 
 
   “Still can’t believe the man moved to my neighborhood.”
 
   “This could be a sign, me thinks?”
 
   “Oh yeah, I’m sure. But good or bad is the question. What if he’s just using my sexual hang-up to start his group sex affair?”
 
   “What if he’s not? Shut up and think positive.”
 
   Sophie nodded. “Positive. Nothing wrong with positive.”
 
   “Not a damn thing.”
 
    “Okay, coming up on my target, need to let you go.”
 
   “Go. But with him—hold your horses. Try and make him talk as much as you can without you spilling your guts to him. Or jumping him. Let him know he’s not a god given to female population as much as your coochie might disagree. Keep it casual…and tight.”
 
   Sophie smiled. She kinda loved Dara’s scolding when it came to this stuff. “Yes mother Theresa.” She was hard as nails but old fashioned as they came. A Romanian nun packing an iron rod and a sailor’s vocabulary. For Sophia, the combo was irresistible, a parallel of her own life. She too was old fashioned but often times too afraid to show it. Which always landed her in a heap of trouble with men. 
 
   
 
   

Chapter Three
 
    
 
   It was too late to back out now. Meeting Sofia in the supermarket was fate. Or so Daniel had chosen to think. She may not have been sexually qualified in the maturity department but there was something promising about her. Enough to at least set a date and go to the next step. Not to mention he was desperate for release. 
 
   The doorbell rang and Daniel put his cocktail down and went to greet Sofia. She was examining her reflection in the door’s glass. He paused several feet from the entrance and watched her a second. Arms crossed over her stomach, foot rapidly tapping. She reminded him of a trapped specimen under a microscope. She’d dressed casual and straightened her auburn hair. He couldn’t wait to smell and touch the shoulder length satin. And shit, she wore blue jeans—that seemed to fit perfect—a quarter length black t-shirt, and black, fuck me ten different ways, go-go boots. She seemed comfy in her physique but it was all a show. Beneath that hard confidence was nothing but silky soft, timid female. A huge negative. But one he might have to work around.
 
   He allowed himself to imagine how perfect she would look while being forced to multiple orgasms. He unlocked the door and opened it. 
 
   Daniel pretended not to notice the way her eyelids flapped in shock like a rapid shutter on a camera as she took in his alternate personality. He grinned at the slow burn body scan she did on him. She liked the real him, that much was obvious. Nothing sophisticated or yuppie, just simple male. He wore the suit and gelled the hair for his profession, but at home, he pampered himself with t-shirts, blue jeans and bare feet; classical organic. The women usually loved it.  
 
   She actually waved at him.  So childlike. He resisted a sigh at the negative sign. He highly doubted she could behave so naive and not totally flip out at the things he’d want to do to her. He gave her a pleasant smile and stepped aside. “Come in.”
 
   “Almost didn’t recognize you,” she said as she walked in. 
 
   He shut the door and watched her take in the comfort over class décor. She scanned the wall with the TV and stereo, then his wall of books, framed abstract art, and his perfectly worn leather furniture. “Wow, this…this really fits you. I like it. And holy hell does it smell delicious!” She looked around as though searching for the source while sitting on his overstuffed mocha leather chair.
 
   She loved food. One point on the positive side. Not that women needed to love food, he just found it a major turn on. Another one of his kinky dysfunctions. “Would you like a drink?” He listed several alcoholic beverages and ran into an unexpected snag. Her frown.
 
   “I’ll have the Martine. But virgin.” 
 
   He stared at her. Virgin? He tried to recall any woman he’d had that didn’t drink. He bit his tongue on a frustrated curse at what had to be the most unexpected deal breaker ever. “Not a drinker?”
 
   She shook her head, clearly comfortable with her anti-alcoholic preference. 
 
   “I’ll get you some lemonade.”
 
   A sweet smile. “Sounds perfect.”
 
   Sonofabitch. Liquid courage wasn’t needed for him, but he preferred his women completely uninhibited and especially for her, she was already too much of a goddamn Snow White. Now he’d have to fake an entire dinner that he knew wouldn’t end like he really needed it to. What a fucking hair puller.
 
   “I mean it. What smells so darn good?” 
 
   He came back with her drink and set it down on the coffee table before her. “Still a surprise. Are you hungry? I have appetizers.” 
 
   Her eyes strayed over his chest briefly. “Starving,” she nearly whispered. 
 
   “Be right back.” He hurried off to hide the hard on she’d caused with her innocent behavior. Fuck, that was no good. He was too desperate and she was…too unpredictable, too different, too soft, too beautiful. He returned with a tray and set it down on the coffee table. She immediately zeroed in on the shrimp and picked one up. “Mmmm,” she muttered, investigating. It was butterflied, stuffed with cheese and cubed ham meat, wrapped in a strip of organic bacon, and deep fried. He sat on the sofa next to her chair and watched her sink her teeth into the shrimp. “Oh. My. God.”
 
   He licked his lips as her erotic sounding response shot fire into his cock. “Glad you like it.” 
 
   Her eyes went wide. “It’s delicious, I’m not kidding. It’s like what the hell are you doing in gynecology? You should be a chef!”
 
   Unbidden laughter gushed out of him at the unexpected comment. “You think?”
 
   “Oh yeah.” She nodded emphatic, reaching for another. This time, her bite wasn’t as gracious as the first and half the cheese fell on her shirt. “Craaaaap,” she exclaimed, swiping it with her middle finger and sucking it off. 
 
   He caught a glimpse of that little pink tongue and again his cock jerked. He willed his body under control. Before this was over with, he was going to be a fucking wreck. He’d needed a fix bad and now he had this. This beautiful woman with the perfect body. The problem was her. She was the type to turn up with a child and claim it was his and demand marriage. His heart raced as he recalled her you should be a chef remark. “Gynecology is much easier.”
 
   Her blue eyes snapped to him. “Are you serious?” She picked up a zucchini appetizer. “Easier to stand between women’s legs all day than cook? Come on, no way.”
 
   “Easier for me.”
 
   “Guess so, since you’re a guy.” She bit into another shrimp. “Mmmm, Doc, this is fantastic, holy cow, seriously.”  
 
   His body was picking up speed in the excitement department. It didn’t care if she qualified in every way. It qualified in the way it wanted. A soft pussy to suck and pleasure and pump various sized dildo’s into. And that perfect ass. He wondered how she’d react to having his tongue probing it. He leaned forward and put his elbows on his knees to hide his hard on. With each bite she took, she gave the sultriest moans, driving the heat in his blood higher. She would’ve been amazing as expressive as she was. He loved an expressive woman.   
 
   “Thank you,” she muttered.
 
   His gaze had been lost on the curves of her sweet body when her timid gratitude breached the red haze of lust. He knew he was in trouble when he didn’t care that she’d caught him. It was a good time to start the seduction.  
 
   “One of these days, you’ll have to let me make dessert for you.”
 
   Dessert? He frowned at the dirty food word. “I’m really not a dessert person. Health issues associated with it and all. How’s your…condition by the way?”
 
   She appeared clueless for a split second then remembered. “Oh it’s fine. Rarely flares up.”
 
   “What type do you have?”
 
   She waved her hand. “Not a real bad one. No shots or anything.”
 
   “For now,” he said. 
 
   “Oh stop. I don’t eat that much sweets. I mostly just like to bake them. In fact, I rarely eat what I bake.” 
 
   She took a sip of lemonade then set it back down. “Hey, which is better…a skinny baker or a fat one?”
 
   The strange question snapped him out of his mood. “I have no clue.”
 
   “A skinny one. Cause bakers eat their mistakes.”
 
   If it weren’t for his dire need to release, she’d be much easier to smile with. “That’s a good one.” 
 
   She nodded. “My dad told it to me.”
 
   Her dad. She was fond of him. He lifted his leg, ankle to knee, suddenly recalling the little stories his mother used to tell him. “I have one.”
 
   She smiled and sat back, getting comfy. “Go for it.”
 
   “Many years ago, a baker's assistant called Richard the Pourer, whose job it was to pour the dough mixture in the making of sausage rolls, noted that he was running low on one of the necessary spices, sent his apprentice to the store to buy more. Unfortunately, upon arriving at the shop the young man realized that he had forgotten the name of the ingredient. All he could do was tell the shopkeeper that it was: ‘For Richard the Pourer, for batter for wurst.’"
 
   A snicker preceded Sofia’s laugh. “Nice, doc.”
 
   Maybe he could survive this if he focused on the mundane. “You said your father is a baker?”
 
   She nodded, leaned for her lemonade, and took a sip while playing with the hem of her jeans. “He passed away last year though.”
 
   Hmm. Why had he thought he was alive? “Sorry to hear that.”
 
   “I’d told you he is a baker, I’d meant was. Was a baker. A very good one.”
 
   He put his arm on the back of the couch. “I see.” He could almost feel the tension pouring from her body now. Her father was a sensitive subject for her. “You miss him?”
 
   She took several gulps of lemonade and shrugged. “Sometimes.” She gave a little laugh. “Wow, that sounded cold, right?”
 
   “I get it.” He nodded a little, feeling like he could level the playing field for her. “My grandmother passed away thirteen years ago.”
 
   “Oh, I’m sorry to hear that. Were you…close to her?”
 
   He leaned back. “We were inseparable.” He gave a light grin, pretending to remember good details that didn’t exist.   
 
   Sofia chewed her lower lip again. She seemed to do it when she was nervous and embarrassed. “How’d she die?”
 
   “A massive heart attack. She weighed four hundred and twenty pounds.” A heartbeat later, he wiped the foul memory from his mind and smiled at her. “So, what do you do for a living, Miss Sofia?”
 
   She shook the ice in her glass then glanced at him. “I take care of my grandmother. Full time. She has Alzheimer’s.”
 
   And there it was. She was a goddamn saint. When he needed a female demon, he ended up with her. “That’s honorable of you.”
 
   She shrugged, looking uncomfortable with the compliment. “Well, I get a free place to stay, free food, a small salary.”
 
   “Nothing wrong with that.”
 
   She nodded and sighed like she wished she could see it the same. “Yeah, that’s what I tell myself.”
 
   “If you weren’t doing that, what would you be doing?”
 
   “I’ve always wanted to be a professional baker.” 
 
   The sweet topic brought distaste toward her. He sat back, deciding he’d better pounce on the feeling if he was going to defuse his dangerous desire to eat her pussy right where she sat. “I bet you didn’t know that most Americans consume a hundred and fifty pounds of refined sugar a year. Most health issues stem from bad sugars. It’s unfortunate that you’re so bent on destroying your body along with other people’s.”
 
   The few seconds that followed changed the entire playing field in a way that Daniel would’ve never predicted. For one, he’d never seen so many sparks flying from a woman’s eyes. It transformed her. Truly. And he got terribly aroused, perhaps interpreting the strength for the maturity he mentally wished upon her. 
 
   “Is that so?” Calm and collected. “Well I think it’s unfortunate that you seem to totally enjoy standing between women’s legs all day long. By the way, what on earth possessed you to become a gynecologist?”
 
   Holy hell, look at her. He suddenly wanted to explore the unnamed and odd emotion her fiery behavior evoked in him. “Possessed? It’s a respectable profession.”
 
   “For a man?”
 
   “Why not a man? It’s the female body to me, nothing more. Strictly anatomical. If it weren’t, I wouldn’t be in the profession.” The lie came out silky smooth. 
 
   She regarded him like a strange anomaly. “Are you gay?”
 
   He barked a laugh, having a hard time playing angry victim. “So, because I have self-control with my body and mind where women are concerned, I’m gay?”
 
   “You’re a man, men have chemicals and instincts--not something you can help.”
 
   “Well this man can help it. Does that bother you?”
 
   “No, it doesn’t bother me that you can control yourself, it’s just…uncommon.” Seemed like she wanted to say unheard of. “So, you’re saying you never have any sexual reaction? Ever?”
 
   “God, no.” He pasted a convincing disgust on his face.
 
   “Do you date?”
 
   With every word he was convincing himself that he could manipulate this strength to serve his need. “Do you?”
 
   “I asked you first.”
 
   “When I want to, yes.”
 
   “Are you a virgin?” He gasped a laugh at the ballsy question. Then she smiled, a saccharin smile. “Come on doc, you talk about this kind of stuff all the time with women. Not a big deal?”
 
   He stared at her, completely thrilled that he was back in the game. But how to answer? Maybe irked honesty. “Okay, fine. Yes, I am a virgin.” Aside from the disgusting sex forced on him.  
 
   Watching her attempt to hide her shock was kind of priceless. 
 
   “And I’m not a virgin,” was her flustered comeback that made as much sense as his need to continue fighting. He was not a fighter. But with her, it felt more like…an erotic rubbing up against. 
 
   He put a hand on his chest in all sincerity. “I’m so happy for you.”  
 
   “I didn’t mean it like it’s such a great thing. I was just…I just thought it only fair you know what I was. Or wasn’t.”
 
   “I don’t judge people by their sexual activity, Sofia.”
 
   “Neither do I, Daniel.”
 
   “So, why did you ask mine?”
 
   “Just…curious. You’re different. I just wanted to know--”
 
   What was wrong with me?”
 
   “No, that’s not what I said.”
 
   “You didn’t really need to.” He liked the way her eyes looked when angry. Clear and sparkly. How would they look sedated with pleasure? Panic stirred inside him at the idea he wouldn’t get a chance to find that out.
 
   “Look, I just wanted to know, that’s all. Not what was wrong with you, or right with you that you--”
 
   “Aren’t normal. Like other men.”
 
   “Oh for fuck’s sake, stop finishing my sentences.” She rolled her eyes and sighed. “Okay, fine, I wanted to know just how different you were. I don’t give a flip that you’re a virgin any more than you care I’m not. But not being a virgin doesn’t make you a slut.”
 
   “I never said it did.”
 
   “I never said you said it did.”
 
   Three seconds of silence and challenging stares ensued and Daniel was rock hard. “Fair enough Miss Sofia.”
 
   Her eye lids lowered to pissed half-mast. “You don’t believe me. Just say it.”
 
   “I don’t believe you.”
 
   She huffed and shook her head, staring at the space before her. “And why the hell should that bother me so much?” she asked no one in particular. 
 
   He had to smile. “Maybe because you care about what I think?”
 
   “Or maybe I don’t like being called a liar.”
 
   He gave an indifferent nod and shrug. “Or that.”
 
   “So what about these sex classes? When do you start them?”
 
   The change of subject threw him. He leaned forward then back, switching tracks. “As…soon as possible.”
 
   “And do you still want me a part of that?”
 
   Shit. His sweet vixen officially had him clueless. “Why wouldn’t I, yes, of course I do. If you want to.”
 
   “So, what can I do to help you with that?”
 
   He stared into her gaze, debating her angle. “Well if you have friends that you think might need something like that, you could—”
 
   “Be your calling card.” She eyed him with you’re so busted squinty eyes.
 
   He didn’t think he’d ever made one of his females angry on a first date. Hell, ever. By this point he had them begging him for more pleasure. But here she was, pissed enough to throw down on his front lawn and him dying to have her. She was fabulously adorable. “Calling card?” 
 
   “Oh don’t play dumb doc. We know that’s what this whole dinner thing is about.”
 
   Time for a little return fire. “Is that what the fuck you think?” 
 
   Dropping the “f” bomb in his silky cool tone was supposed to gain him a little control but instead she set her lemonade on the table and shot up to tower over him, accusing finger jabbing. “You think those sexy good looks will just get you any damn thing you want.” She actually gave him a once over and he held his breath due to his engorged cock. “Well I’m here to inform you doctor that you’re not… all that and a… and a…whatever, I’ve lost my appetite, I need to go.”
 
   What she’d lost was her train of thought when her eyes snagged on his arousal. She hurried for the door and he shot up and latched his fingers onto her upper arm before she could open it. “Don’t leave,” he pleaded tenderly at her ear.
 
   “I have to. I’m sorry.”
 
   His jaw hardened with the rest of his body at what he heard in her tone. It was pure emotion and he felt it to the very core if his arousal, making him throb with a vicious agony. He’d fucking gone without for too long. Emotions were like refined sugar…addictive and deadly. 
 
   He jerked his hand off and stepped back, allowing her to leave. All while his cock lamented every step she took away from him. He wouldn’t force it. But without a doubt…he would find a way to seduce her into being his next fix. 
 
   
 
   

Chapter Four
 
    
 
   Sofia wanted to sprint home. What the eff had just happened? Her emotions and body were so wound up, she couldn’t even trace where their conversation had begun to go wrong. And her body. Like a backstabbing friend, it was ready to pounce on the man while she was insulting him. And why in God’s name was his dick hard during all that? Bastard.
 
   She was pissed about a lot of things and didn’t care to rationalize them. Likely when she did, she’d have a hard time facing herself in the damn mirror. She could definitely take a rain check on that. 
 
   Hell, she didn’t even have the courage to call Dara. Tomorrow. Everything tomorrow.
 
   ****
 
   Two hours later, Sofia’s doorbell rang. Still reeling from her almost dinner date with the hottest guy on the planet, she shuffled to the door and opened it, not even clear headed enough to look and see who it was.
 
   She froze at seeing the doc getting in his car and leaving. She looked down. A covered dish was on her door step with a note. She picked it up and brought it inside. Shutting the door, she opened the note.
 
   Sorry. I shouldn’t have spoken negatively about your dream to be a baker. Please let me try this again. 
 
   P.S.
 
   Don’t forget to reschedule.
 
   Tears blurred Sofia’s vision. Well, she’d wondered what had bothered her so much and there it was. He’d hit the nail on the head in one simple sentence. Him being disgusted with the only thing she had left of her father had hurt like a bitch.
 
   He wanted to try again. Her stomach fluttered as images of his body tormented her. Why did he have to be so goddamn fine? His hard on had really affected her whoremones. And what on earth did he want to try again? Where was he headed with all his sexy trying? 
 
   She opened the dish and her stomach rumbled. Taking the plate to her room, she sat in the bed and ate all of it slowly and reverently. Not only did the man look like a god, he cooked like one too. She’d never eaten anything that delicious in her life and couldn’t even begin to know what it was. She’d have to ask him. Maybe when she saw him at the appointment she’d schedule tomorrow.
 
   ****
 
   Sofi hit end on her phone and turned on the washing machine. The deed was done, appointment rescheduled.
 
    “Sofi?”
 
   “Coming Gammie.” She raced to her grandmother’s room before she tried to get up on her own. “Wow, the queen has wakened from her beauty rest.”
 
   “I’m about to pee on myself and that won’t be none too pretty.” Her words bobbed as much as her head did. 
 
   Sofia took the trembling outstretched hand and helped her to the bathroom. “I want to go out today,” her grandmother announced while she pottied. 
 
   “Is that so? Where to?”
 
   “I wanna get my hair done. Saw my reflection yesterday and thought I was getting a visit from that hideous Albert Einstein.”
 
   Sofia laughed, loving her grandmother’s humor. “Consider it done. Heck, we may as well both get our hair done, what do you think?” She helped her back in the bed and her grandmother looked at her as she lay back against the pillow. “Don’t be silly Mary, you look beautiful enough.”
 
   Sofia’s heart dropped. “Thank you Gammie. You always mistake me for Aunt Mary.” She straightened her covers and patted her frail legs. “I’ll take that as a compliment, she is very beautiful.”
 
   It was hard to watch her grandmother process her words. Watch as she fumbled through the cloud of confusion. “Yall damn well do look like twins.”
 
   The good thing about her Alzheimer’s was it seemed to only flash on and off. But then again, it was like a caution light on the road to the afterlife. A constant dreadful reminder of what was just up ahead. 
 
   Sofia went to her room to dress, dialing Dara. On the second ring, her friend’s panicked high pitch voice blasted, “Where the hell have you been?” 
 
   She sighed. “Moping. Sorry.”
 
   “Moping? And you didn’t call me? What happened?”
 
   “I don’t have time to rehash the whole thing. I’m taking Gammie to get her hair done. But I did get a second date even though the first one was screwed up.”
 
   “Shit, tell me while you get ready!”
 
   “Oh God, Dara, I’m really not sure what happened, all I know is our conversation went wonk over the stupidest…” she paused, “Oh my God, the good doc is a virgin.”
 
   Dara sucked in a long breath. “No fucking way! And he wants to conduct sex how to classes? Hello?”
 
   “I know. He’s a strange, strange man Dara. And too sexy for his own good. No, for my own good. And he’s like really into food. I mean when I asked why he took a profession that had him between the legs of women, he was all like disgusted with the idea he would be sexually interested. I mean seriously disgusted. But on the other hand, when I was eating his appetizers, the man looked like he was on the verge of orgasm.”
 
   Dara sucked in another long breath. “Well then that’s your angle. Food. You bake—”
 
   “Ha! Don’t even go there, the man is anti-fucking-sweets all the way. He lectured me when I told him I’d dreamed of becoming a baker, then topped it off with calling me a murderer.”
 
   “Whaaaat?”
 
   “Said I was killing myself and everybody else!” she cried, holding the phone with her shoulder and lacing up her sneakers. “God I was so pissed. Ended up leaving right after.”
 
   “For what? That’s not something to leave over!”
 
   “Well, it was to me. He insulted me. And my father.” Sofia stood and closed her eyes. “But then…”
 
   “Ohhh, but then, yes?”
 
   “Then he dropped a plate of food off at my door a few hours later with a sorry note. Asked if he could try again and reminded me to reschedule my appointment. So. He seems to want to see me again, even if it’s in the stirrups.”
 
   “Did you reschedule?”
 
   “Tomorrow morning at ten o-clock.”
 
   “Hihihi, yes. This is so good!”
 
   “Shit, now I have to shave my pussy again. The damn hair on it is just long enough to make me look like half gorilla.”
 
   “Shave? No no no, use a hair removal!”
 
   She’d never considered that. “Seriously? Wouldn’t that burn?”
 
   “I know women who do it all the time. It’s fine, your coochie will be smooth as a babies butt.”
 
   “Well shit, that sounds a hell of a lot easier than shaving the damn thing. If you’d seen the positions I had to get in to be sure every hair was accounted for. Looked like a perverted contortionist. Gotta go, Gammie’s calling.”
 
   “You fucking call me, don’t leave me hanging!”
 
   “Sorry, I promise.”
 
   ****
 
   Daniel considered taking a Valium just to steady his hands. She’d rescheduled. His cock throbbed painfully every time he thought of touching her.  What would her breasts look like? Feel like? Was she as nervous as he was? How would he ask her out again? And when? He’d no doubt have that answer after the exam. It all hinged on that, how she responded to his touch. He’d know everything after. And he could hardly stand the wait. 
 
   ****
 
   Sofia tried to calm her nerves but nothing helped. If anything, the second time around after meeting Dr. Fletcher was harder. She’d thought it’d be easier now that they were acquainted. Wrong. Much worse. More intimate. 
 
   Shit.
 
   “Miss Parsons?”
 
   Sofia got up and went through the same piss routine without a hitch and headed to the torture chamber. She decided to put the backward gown on backwards, putting the opening at the front. Just made more sense. She climbed up on the table, glad to not have her bare ass on the crinkly paper. Ohhh the deja vu!
 
   How would he act with her? How should she act with him? 
 
   Like no big deal, like this is a disgusting, boring profession for him. Treat him like a horse, don’t panic and he should be normal.
 
   The door opened all too soon and she was hit with his smile. The thing was like a tornado in her mind, blasting all composure and planned greetings to smithereens. “Sofia, how are you?”
 
   The question was as genuine as they came. Like he literally wanted to know. “I’m…I’m fine thank you.”
 
   “You enjoyed the food?”
 
   “Every bit of it.” She gave a gaspy laugh. “I ate it slow. Savored it.”
 
   He paused and looked at her. “Thank you.” 
 
   She pursed her lips nervously then remembered it made her look like a silly child. If she wasn’t losing her mind, there was a flicker of something hot in his eyes before he took his seat before her. He was such a contradiction. Acting like he didn’t like women while sporting a hard on. What was his game? Hard to get? He had the hard part down. 
 
   “So, we’re going to do this today?” he asked, meeting her gaze, his dark denim blue eyes back to professional.
 
   “Looks like it.”
 
   “Are you nervous?”
 
   “Nah.” She smoothed her gown. “Yeah, a little.”
 
   “Please, don’t be. I’ll be quick but gentle.”
 
   Ooookay, that didn’t help her heart rate. Not the gentle part. 
 
   “Did you need to discuss anything with me? Any new problems since we last talked?”
 
   Assuming he meant last they talked in his office. She shook her head. “Nothing gynological… that I’m aware of.” Shiiiiit she’d said that stupid ass word, and by the way he grinned told her it was so not a word. 
 
   “Okay then. I’ll get the nurse in here and we’ll begin.”
 
   She nodded her affirmative, gnawing her lower lip off. A few seconds later and they were back to where they left off on her first visit. 
 
   He came and stood on her right side. “Can you put your feet in the stirrups for me?”
 
   Ohhhh shit. She nodded and complied, willing the tremble out of her damn body.
 
   He ran his fingers along her forearm in a petting motion. “Good, you’re doing fine. I’m going to open your gown and check your breasts now.”
 
   “Mmhm.” 
 
   His began at the lower left side of her breast, pressing warm fingers into the mounds with circular motions. She stared straight up at the ceiling, keeping him in her vision while her toes wiggled like they were on fire. 
 
   “How’s your grandmother?”  His voice was soft like his touch that slowly circled in toward her nipple.  
 
   “She’s fine. Called me Mary today. We’re getting her hair done cause she looks like Albert Einstein.” The words flew out all chirpy and in half ass order. She made the mistake of focusing on his warm fingers and heat shot to her belly. 
 
   “That breast is fine. Moving to the other side now.” Professional colored his words this time. “You’re doing good,” he soothed. “But go easy on that lip.” 
 
   Nothing like somebody rubbing your tits and knowing how much it affected you. She cleared her throat when the need to hum became almost unbearable. Why did she have to be so weird? Her thoughts raced as the breast exam came to an end. Would he be able to tell she was aroused when he did the vulva thing? Oh God, what would he think of her vagina? Damn. Wished she could’ve washed just one more time.
 
   “That one’s fine too.” He moved to her lower abdomen and began pressing in various places. “Let me know if there’s any discomfort,” he muttered, staring into the air at nothing while he did his thing all I’m so not into you looking. He leaned and looked her in the eyes as he shut her gown. “Everything seems fine, sweetie.” 
 
   He patted her hand then moved to her feet. There was a sheet draped over her legs and he lifted it. 
 
   Oh God, oh God. She bit her lip hard. 
 
   “Your gloves,” the nurse whispered after a few seconds.
 
   “Oh, thank you,” he mumbled. 
 
   God, they were staring at her vagina!
 
   There was a knock at the door and instinctively Sofia tried to close her legs as the doc sighed.
 
   “Must be important,” the nurse said.
 
   “It better be.” He gently removed her legs from the stirrups and reached for her hand. She let him pull her upright. “Sorry, stay covered love.”
 
   Her heart raced in her chest, not sure how to process the way he talked to her while touching her so intimately. It was both weird and nice at the same time. He opened the door a little and mumbling proceeded. Sofia caught things like so sorry, can’t wait, something something. 
 
   He shut the door and turned to her. “I’m afraid we’ll have to reschedule, there’s an emergency I need to handle.”
 
   “Dr. Gonzalas is here,” the nurse whispered.
 
   “No, reschedule her.”
 
   “As in, he’s here in the office,” she persisted. “If you like he could—”
 
   “Re. Schedule. Her. Please.”
 
   Sofia bit the smile from her lips. He didn’t want another doctor seeing her? That was a good sign. And totally sweet.
 
   Well that was that. Another dud visit. No, not quite. Sofia’s heart raced as she dressed. She could barely wait to get to her car and call Dara.
 
   ****
 
   Second ring. “Tell me tell me tell me,” was her greeting.
 
   “Oh. My. God.”
 
   “Shut your face, spill it!”
 
   “We still did not complete my exam!”
 
   “What? What happened now?”
 
   “Well, he did check my breasts. Oh my God, Dara, he was sooooo gentle. And he called me sweetie and made idle chatter to soothe me. So romantic.”
 
   “What else!”
 
   “So then my feet are in the stirrups right, and he finally makes his way to the south side of my body, lifts the sheet and I hear the nurse remind him to put his gloves on.”
 
   “Ohhh, you think he did that on purpose?”
 
   “No! Heavens no. I think he was kinda distracted though?”
 
   “Hihihi, yes!”
 
   So then I’m burning up with shame while waiting and there’s a knock on the door. Doc’s all huffy as he oh so gently removes my feet from the stirrups, takes my hand, pulls me up and tells me to stay covered.”
 
   “Swoooooning. What else.”
 
   “He opens the door, speaks to whoever, and tells me there’s an emergency that he has to leave and I’ll need to reschedule. But wait! The nurse in the room says Dr. so and so is here and he can see me. He says no, reschedule her. The nurse says, but he’s like in the office he can see her right now. Well, the good sexy doc cuts her off and says re-schedule-her. Oh my God, just like that!”
 
   “Hihihihi! He is in love! He doesn’t want another man handling his goods!”
 
   Sofia laid her head on the seat and giggled. “Exactly what I’d thought. Wonder what happens next?”
 
   “Why don’t you bake him some cookies with oatmeal and brown sugar, not all desserts are unhealthy!”
 
   “You think? Crap, why does baking have to be the only thing I’m talented at and love to do? But maybe you’re right, maybe he just hasn’t been introduced to healthy sweets, I mean he avoids them like the plague, he may not even know you can do it healthy. And I can like bake him the cookies using all healthy stuff then wrap it and put a note that says, “because you’ve been so sweet to me? What do you think?”
 
   “Ahhhhh yes yes, you’re a fucking genius! Now go do it!”
 
   
 
   

Chapter Five
 
    
 
   Daniel braced his palms against the shower walls, letting the water hit full force on his neck. Sofia. Her breasts had been perfect. And she’d been aroused. Her nipples had hardened when he began caressing their respective breasts. But definitely no green light. She was far too timid. He stroked his cock seeing her beautiful shaved lips. His stomach and groin clenched with a savage hunger. They were plump and perfect. A lot like her nipples. Fuck, her nipples. Rose colored flesh all silky and puffy topped the handful of breast, and a little round tip crowned it all. The entire thing had become erect, and that tiny tip swelled to nearly twice its size. Much like he expected her clit would when his finger gave it attention…no…for her he’d use his tongue. He was sure she’d be succulent sweet.
 
   His logical mind screamed bad, bad, bad idea. While his cock said she was exactly the therapy he needed, and that if he simply got her to the point of wanting it, she would beg for it. Then there would be no blaming him for whatever happened.  
 
   ****
 
   It was six thirty and Sofia paced the kitchen in her not so casual outfit. Time to deliver the cookies she’d baked. She’d decided to be a little feminine tonight. Nothing slutty, just sensual. Well, the silk was sensual, but the floor length vulva pink skirt with the slit running up to her butt hit a bit of a slutty note. Her top was an off the shoulder white peasant blouse and was a tie between slutty and sensual. After fifteen minutes of shoe madness, she settled on the platform shoes with the white ankle straps. Her nail polish and lipstick matched her skirt, and she even did her hair half up with little pink flower bobby pins. She was downright virginic. Now all she had to do was work up the nerve to call him. Or decide once and for all to just surprise him.
 
   She didn’t like the surprise idea.
 
   Her phone rang and she knew it was Dara  again, wondering if she’d made up her mind. 
 
   She hit talk and her breath froze at the silky deep tone in her ear, “Sofia.” 
 
   She swallowed her panic. “Hey doc, what’s up?” Okay, too chirpy!
 
   “Well, I needed your help with something. I’m getting that room ready for the classes and need a woman’s touch or opinion.”
 
   “Like now?”
 
   “Well, it doesn’t have to be. I know it’s spur of the moment. I can wait till tomorrow.”
 
   “No, it’s fine, I had something for you anyway. You want me to come now?”
 
   Shit, that sounded so wrong in her ears at that very moment.
 
   “If you can. Do you want me to pick you up?”
 
   “No, I’ll drive.”
 
   “I hope you’re hungry.” There was a slight pause. “I cooked for you.”
 
   “For me? Mmmmm, can’t wait.” She clenched her eyes at how erotic her mmmm sounded.  See you in ten?”
 
   “Definitely.”
 
   She hung up and pressed the phone to her racing heart. Definitely. The way he’d said it convinced her she was right. This man had some kinky shit going on in the food department. She’d figure out a way to find out for sure tonight.
 
   ****
 
   This time when Daniel opened his door, he scanned her body. “Beautiful.” Her heart sledge hammered at the unexpected compliment. He stepped aside. “Come in.”
 
   He was the beautiful one. Blue jeans and a tight white t-shirt. Fucking edible is what he was. “Mmmm, smells exotic again, what did you do this time?” Five steps in, she turned and found him hulking right behind her. “Oh.” She nearly swayed from his cologne making mad love to her senses.
 
   “What do you have there?” He looked down between them. 
 
   “A surprise. For after we eat.”
 
   Ahh, a forced smile. Just what she wasn’t hoping for. “That was sweet of you. I have a surprise for you too after you eat.”
 
   “If you don’t like my surprise, I’ll let you force feed me Brussels and spank me.” Oh my freaking God, did she really say that?
 
   “You will?” He seemed totally serious on cashing in on that offer. “I can’t believe you don’t like Brussels.” 
 
   She swallowed her pulse and held her Tupperware against her chest like a security blanket then croaked, “I can’t believe you do.”
 
   “You haven’t had mine.” 
 
   She smiled a little, noticing the way his breathing had become irregular, eyes hooded. She remembered the whole food fetish suspicion and her plans to confirm them. “I’m sooooo hungry.” She did a slow deep breath and let her eyes flutter shut, making sure to sprinkle a little sexy all over her want. When she opened her eyes and saw his excitement, it was official. But just to be extra sure…okay, and maybe to intentionally arouse him, she’d be adding sexual connotations to everything she said around the food from here on out. 
 
   “Follow me.”
 
   ****
 
   Daniel wasn’t a religious man, but seeing his sweet Sofia intentionally trying to arouse him, made him want to drop to his knees and thank God. Would this woman ever cease to amaze him? He liked his women submissive, but with Sofia, her aggression was more like innocent flirting. Harmless. Nothing he couldn’t handle. She was one of those normal girls doing what they normally did with guys they were interested in going all the way with. Ecstasy. He’d let her take him wherever she wanted with his permission, no problem.
 
   As far as her over dramatizations went, they were cute if not comedic. He led her to a his dining room and pulled out her chair. “You mind if we eat in here?”
 
   She looked around. “Absolutely not. It’s perfect. Kinda sexy.”
 
   Damn, he’d never had such a hard time not looking at a woman’s breasts. That blouse she had on draped over them, allowing him to see their perfect shape. The straps of her bra were clear and he wondered what the rest of it looked like. He left her and retrieved her food then set a plate of gourmet perfection carefully before her. “Enjoy.”
 
   She leaned and gave a good long sniff. “Oh Doc. This smells soooo good.”
 
   He sat at the head of the table next to her, putting his hips under the table so he could stroke his hard cock while she played her sweet erotic game. 
 
   She didn’t even seem to notice he wasn’t eating with her, she was so wrapped up in her naughty endeavor. She picked up her fork and focused on her food like she’d found true love. She caressed each item with the prongs, giving off little moans of anticipation that made his cock try and push through his jeans. He teased along his hard length with one finger until his need was wonderfully painful. 
 
   She lifted a forkful to her mouth and sniffed before opening wide and slowly taking it in, adding all the sexual pleasure that might come with giving head. Goddamn she was sexy eating his food.  
 
   She continued her little show for the next fifteen minutes and a few bites in and Daniel was damn sure she wasn’t having to pretend her own arousal. When she glanced his way, he was too far gone to hide what she was doing to him. He knew his lips were parted, and he was burning a hole through her with his stare. He’d pushed his chair away from the table a bit and turned it her way, cocked his hips forward and let his legs remain open. Having her see what she did to him was a high all by itself and Daniel’s hard on throbbed for her attention. 
 
   At one point, she finally slid her gaze over him and when her eyes landed on the huge bulge in his jeans, both their breaths caught. She wasn’t used to the kind of masculinity he flaunted and was having a hard time not stopping to just stare at the bull in the gates. 
 
   He couldn’t remember ever enjoying anything so much, or being so eager to have something. No, someone. Usually he kept his women nameless. But the name Sofia was too much like lace panties to resist.
 
   When she was finally done, she ended the show with a sated moan. “That. Was. The. Best. Ever.” She turned to look at him and he didn’t move a muscle, wanting her to see her progress. She licked her lips slowly and he followed the seduction with a ravenous gaze. 
 
   “I’d like to show you the room,” he said, keeping his voice even.
 
   “Okay, sure.” 
 
   He led her through an entryway off the kitchen and flicked a switch. “This is it.” 
 
   “Oh wow, nice.”
 
   He watched her sensual grace while slowly moving toward her. “It’s kind of masculine.”
 
   “Masculine’s good.”
 
   “For a group of women?”
 
   She tossed him a sexy grin over her shoulder. “A group of women coming to learn about sex?”
 
   God yes, please don’t stop. “Learn about their sexuality,” he corrected, playing the coy professional still.
 
   She shrugged and looked all around. “Same thing to me.” She walked over to the wall of books and gasped. “Oh my God, doc, tell me you don’t have models of the penis and the vagina.”
 
   “I do.” His tone lowered.
 
   Sofia laughed like a naughty school kid. “Oh shit, it comes apart! So, can you show me where the G-spot is on this thing?”
 
   “Well, I could on this one.” She jumped when she found him right over her shoulder. “But yours may not be in the exact same spot.”
 
   She seemed to nearly swoon as goose bumps tightened her flesh where his breath hit the nape of her neck. “So…it’s not the same?” she whispered, looking over her shoulder at the expanse of his chest, her heaving breasts telling her excitement.
 
   He studied her neck, wanting to taste it. “I can’t be entirely sure.”
 
   She faced the book shelf. “When…can you…” Her voice trailed off but Daniel knew what she’d intended to ask and it made heat spearhead his groin.
 
   He breathed the smell of her in. “Whenever you want me to, Sofia.” He lowered his nose to her skin and drew in his breath slowly. “Vanilla and...” He sniffed closer and her breath caught. “… strawberry.”
 
   She still didn’t turn, as though very aware of how narrow this little road was getting, and wasn’t’ entirely sure she wanted to go there. “You… like it?”
 
   His eyes rolled shut at how that mattered to her. He slid his nose along her back just below her neck. So soft. “Do you want me to like it?”
 
   Her breath shuddered and he saw a light tremble in her frame. “Yes.”
 
   God, she’d said yes. He grazed her warm skin with his lips. His hunger was dizzying.
 
   “Doc…”
 
   He caged her in with his arms, his hands on the book shelf, letting his chest make contact with her back. He placed his mouth at her ear and whispered, “Sofia…call me Daniel.” 
 
   He lowered his head and grazed her neck with his lips and she let her head fall back against his chest with a light moan. “Daniel,” she whispered weakly.
 
   A shudder passed through his body and she reached behind her. He took hold of her hand and placed it on the shelf. He didn’t want her in control any more. This was far enough. He had to take over; get her to the point of no return. He took her other hand and placed it on the shelf as well. With his lips on her neck, pressing his painful erection into her butt was more than he could resist, and the sensation rocked him to the core. His need to have her in that second consumed him and he opened his mouth wide and captured the creamy skin of her neck between his lips. He sucked with a promising intensity, groaning at her sweet taste. 
 
   There was absolutely no pretense in her moans and when she received his erection with a tilt of her beautiful ass, Daniel thought his knees would give way. 
 
   “Hold on for me Sofia.” His voice was hoarse as he kissed along her neck.
 
   She let out a sweet gasp. “Hold on?”
 
   “Yes, hold on.” He slid his hands up and down her sides, then very slowly whispered them over her breasts, bringing several sharp gasps. He skimmed lower until he found the slit in her skirt he’d been fantasizing entering. 
 
   He crept his fingers up between her legs and a jolt of excitement shot through her body making her jump. She knocked something off the shelf and gasped, looking down. “Oh shit. I think I broke your-your penis.”
 
   He smiled on her skin, his laughter threatening. God, he liked her. “My penis is fine.” His hand continued up until he pressed his thumb into her panties covering her plump lips. She nearly squealed when he pushed into her there with a slow rhythmic motion, a tide licking at a shore.   
 
   “Are you ready for me to find your G-spot?” he asked in her ear.
 
   She gave several gasps. “I-I think so.”
 
   “No Sofia. You have to do more than think. You have to really want it.”
 
   A whimpered moan now. “I do…yes. I want it.” 
 
   A breath shuddered out of her only to hitch when he glided his finger up between her ass cheeks. “Open wide for me.” 
 
   “Oh my God,” she whispered frantic, “are you s-sure this…this is a good idea? Here?”
 
   He bit into her shoulder blade, groaning. “Very good. Here. Now.” He slid one arm under her breasts and his other around the front of her, pulling her to the hard line of his body. He found the edge of her panties between her legs, slipped his finger inside, and hissed against her neck while grinding his cock into her ass. “You’re dripping wet.”
 
   She moaned and whispered, breathless, “I am?”
 
   Like she weren’t sure that was a good thing. “Yes you are. That’s good. I want you dripping wet for me. Always.” He pressed his cock into her ass again, loving her virgin reaction more than he should have. He carefully removed his hand. “Turn around, Sofia.”
 
   She slowly did, hands next to her head against the shelf, in surrender. Her mouth remained opened for oxygen, her eyes half-masts over liquid blue. Daniel was drunk with need now as he moved to stand on her right, close enough for her to feel his body heat. She only let her eyes follow him, her chest rising in falling. 
 
   With one hand he tugged on the stretchy material of her blouse, watching it slowly slide down over a breast. Pink sheer bra. He let the elastic of the blouse rest under the swell of her breast. “Your nipples are already hard Sofia.”
 
   She closed her eyes, breathing like she’d come any second. He slid the pad of his index finger over the very top of that swollen bud and she whimpered. She lowered her hands to brace against the shelf, still not looking at him. So shy. So perfect. Daniel decided in that moment that sweet and timid was fast becoming his new addiction.
 
   He stared at her nipple and that ravenous hunger took over. He lowered his head and rubbed his lips over the bud, filling his nostrils with her sweet scent while he did. Fuck he needed to smell more of her sex. Finding that convenient access slit in her skirt, he navigated his way to the front of her panties. And entered from the top. 
 
   The sounds she made were driving him mad as he flicked her nipple with his tongue through the thin fabric. He stroked over the surface of her perfect smooth folds then opened his mouth and covered her plump nipple. He moaned in hunger, barely penetrating her wet slit. 
 
   “Daniel!” 
 
   He almost came right there. He stilled, grunting back the pulsing wave, punishing himself. Daniel knew he was going about this all backwards. Rules should’ve been set, not made as he went and certainly not made while he was horny out of his mind. He vaguely realized he’d asked her to call him by name. That was such a no no. It tended to develop an intimacy he distasted. And yet all he could think about was hearing her call his name again. Louder. Faster. 
 
   
 
   

Chapter Six
 
    
 
   Sofia felt like she was going to collapse into a heap of skin. The man had melted her very bones and she could hardly keep herself up. His hunger turned hungrier and he yanked the sheer bra aside and latched onto her breast, sucking greedily as much of it as he could. She cried out in abandon when his finger slid into her heat in a hungry yet careful searching manner. “Daniel, Daniel.” She thrashed her head and he groaned long on her tit, then pulled his head back, keeping a hard suction until her peak smacked loudly from his sexy lips. Wet lips now. Wet lips on her neck now, his finger seeking deeper. He suddenly stroked rapidly inside her. “Oh God, yes,” she cried, gripping his shoulders.
 
   He pulled her head back by her hair and scraped her neck with his teeth. “Found it.”
 
   He licked and sucked the skin on her shoulder, his finger exploring her core tentatively, discovering her secrets with amazed sounds. 
 
   He suddenly stood before her and lifted her leg. He slid his own leg under hers, his foot on the shelf behind her so that she was held open for him. 
 
   “I-I need to see you,” she whispered.
 
   The breathless words hinted at a beg and momentarily threw him. Took him only a second to recover from the odd request before he ripped off his t-shirt and caught her sent on his finger. He brought it to his nose and closed his eyes, sniffing slowly. She was clean…exotic…rich. He looked between her legs, the matching pink sheer panties peeking from beneath the slit in the twisted silk. “Hold your panties to the side for me.” He looked at her face, her lips. “I’m going to finger you.”
 
   She whimpered. She wasn’t accustomed to being told such intimate things at all. And that made him harder than anything. He really liked that she was new to this. Her timidity required no restraints, she was going nowhere and doing nothing without his direction. 
 
   He watched as he found her slit and stroked those full wet folds. He dipped his finger in a bit and found her clit, swollen like her nipple. He raised his gaze to her breast and leaned to recklessly devour it with greedy moans, making sure he tended precisely to her pretty clit with delicate circles. 
 
   He flicked the tip of her nipple with his tongue and she did it again. “Daniel!” This time her fingers sank into his hair and pulled with the sweet beg. Oh fuck he was so dizzy, losing focus, driven to have her orgasm. Then he’d taste her, lick it all up and do it again, but with his tongue. He rotated between stroking her G-spot and pounding his finger into her deep, hitting the part of her that a cock would normally stimulate. 
 
   The idea that he wouldn’t be able to sink his cock into her soft body was going to bring enough punishing agony for a lifetime. Lust crazed, he tugged at her nipple with his teeth, sliding his finger out of her heat to wet her clit. The way she grunted and moaned and mewled for his touch, hips pushing for more of his rapid smacking thrusts, was blowing his mind. 
 
   Sofia clutched at his shoulders, her cries ascending steadily toward that climax he craved. She was no longer panting, but giving those constant high pitched moans, his name on her lips with every other breath.  “I’m coming, Daniel, I’m-.” 
 
   His pressed his mouth into her ear with soft murmurs. “Come. Come for me sweet, Sofia.” He worked her clit carefully with his thumb while stroking her G-spot. Seemed like her entire body moved around his finger, clutching it, milking it. His cock demanded that same attention like never before. She dug into his shoulders with her nails and he crushed her body close to his, not content to only watching her orgasm, with her he had to feel it shudder through her. He told himself this was all her pleasure, not his.
 
   The sweetest cries of ecstasy, whimpers, and moans, unlike any he’d heard before, dwindled in his ear as she floated back down to reality. Still crushing her to his own heaving frame, she whispered Daniel, a final sigh of utter satisfaction. Damn, he’d never been so in love with the sound of his own name. 
 
   The wilted flower in his arms slowly bloomed to life. Before he could decide how he wanted her next, her lips pressed into his neck, gasps burning him. Then he realized it. She was placing soft kisses on him. 
 
   He froze at the huge no no, unsure of how to stop her. Next thing he knew, she was kissing along his chest, her angelic lashes laying on flushed cheeks, making it impossible to think. His heart thundered in his chest, caught in the erotic newness. Her fingers trembled as she worked his jeans open then over his hips, her hot breath, ragged and hungry on his skin as her soft kisses slowly descended. 
 
   Before he knew it, she pushed him against the book shelf, and panic welled up at how quickly the tables had turned. She’d taken control from him. But then she looked up into his eyes while kissing his abs. The look in her gaze, the desperate need and ache to fulfill him. It stole his breath and he couldn’t think about anything but letting her. 
 
   He braced against the book shelf as she worked his erection free and gazed up at him. “Is…this okay?”
 
   He couldn’t answer, couldn’t make his mouth work except for breathing.
 
   She stroked his thick head across her lips, watching his face for an answer. But all he could think of was how amazing her lips felt on him. How gently and carefully she handled him. His eyes rolled into his head and he thrust his hips, wanting…needing to be in the warmth of her body. Her lips parted and she eagerly took him in. Her inexperience heightened the rush, knowing she was stepping out of her boundaries just for him, it all gave him a strange and unfamiliar satisfaction. He watched in rapture as her lips slid over him. No woman had ever done that…not with his permission.  
 
   Soon he was lost to the heat in his groin, the sound of their moans. She seemed to echo every one of his, like his pleasure was hers. Before he realized, he was gasping on the intense climax rushing up, slowly clamping down on his muscles beginning at the seat of his spine, spreading like wildfire into his balls and cock. His orgasm locked on to every muscle in his body as it exploded, nothing but white hot in his mind, roaring ecstasy in his ears and Sofia’s name on his lips.
 
   The aftermath was like waking from a dream. Daniel opened his eyes to find a liquid blue gaze staring longingly up at him, sliding his sensitive head along his seed that coated her chin and neck. 
 
   Reality struck like a coiled viper. Oh fuck, what had he done, what was he doing? A cold sensation rode his spine, scattering logic, inducing panic. He put his privates away and retrieved his t-shirt from the floor. What in God’s name had he done? 
 
   “You need to go. Now.” 
 
   ****
 
   Sofia blinked. Sounded like he said she needed to go. Then he was wiping his come off of her with his t-shirt. 
 
   “I’m so sorry Sofia. You need to leave.”
 
   He seemed to want to crawl into a hole and die but needed her out of his site before he did. What the fuck? 
 
   “What-but-I…”
 
   “Stop. Don’t talk please, just go.”
 
   She was so dumbfounded she couldn’t think as she righted her clothes and tucked her body parts back in them, her hands trembling. Like some dirty plague he needed to cleanse his house of, he escorted her confused ass to the exit and saw her out.  
 
   ****
 
   Two hours later, Sofia burned a hole in her bedroom carpet, pacing. Her anger had finally kicked in. All she could do was call him names and curse him. And why? Well fuck if she knew! Too pissed to think. Or too hurt? Thaaaat bastard. Weirdo gynecologist bastard. 
 
   Virgin? HA! Like she’d ever believe that. No, he knew too much to be a virgin. Her phone rang and she looked at the number. It was him! She could hardly believe the nerve.
 
   “What,” she answered.
 
   Silence, then a long soft sigh. “Sofi…”
 
   Panic slammed her at hearing his broken tone. “Daniel? What’s wrong?”
 
   “I’m…I’m so sorry. Sofia, I have…a serious problem you don’t want to be a part of.”
 
   “Okay, deep breath. Calm, deep breaths. I’m here.”
 
   “Oh God, Sofia…I’m…seriously fucked up, you don’t need to be around me.”
 
   “Oh shit, Daniel. Do you need me to come over?”
 
   “I don’t…know what I want.” The gasped confession sounded horrified, like not knowing such a thing was his doom. 
 
   “I’m coming.”
 
   Sofia hung up before he could protest, threw on jeans and sneakers, got in her car and zoomed down there.
 
   She rotated between knocks and doorbell rings, biting her lower lip, scared to death. He just sounded so damn…devastated.
 
   When he didn’t come to the door, she tried the handle. Open. Fear raced along her nerves as she shut the door and hurried from room to room looking for him. She finally found him in what she assumed was his bedroom, sitting on the floor next to his bed in only black boxer briefs. The fucking spandex kind of course.
 
   Dammit, she wished she were a saint. 
 
   She carefully made her way toward the bed, not wanting to startle him. “Heyyy, what’s up?” she sorta cooed as she approached him slowly. 
 
   “Hey,” he whispered, not looking up, head in his hands and elbows on his drawn up knees. 
 
   Sofia lowered next to him and put her hand on his shoulder. Then rubbed softly. “I’m here.” Whatever good that did. She had no clue what to say, but it seemed like that was a safe place to start. Being alone when things were rough was one of the hardest things. 
 
   He slowly moved his hand and placed it over hers. 
 
   Encouraged, she got a little closer and put her other arm around him across his chest, holding on to his shoulder. “I got you.”
 
   Like a slow falling tower, his body collapsed into her arms. 
 
   Sofia adjusted her embrace so that his head was against her chest. She stroked his silky locks and rocked him, pressing her face into the glorious thick hair. And damn if she could help herself from loving the hell out of it. All of it. His vulnerability, his smell, his need for her, the fact that he seemed comforted by her. 
 
   “Stay with me Sofia.”
 
   “I will, I’m here.”
 
   “I’m tired…lay with me.”
 
   She helped him up and pulled the black velvet comforter back on his bed, revealing silk white sheets. He fell onto the mattress like a dead corpse and Sofia worried at her lower lip while staring at his amazing body. Especially the deep dimples above his BVD’s and the amazing ass packed into the black spandex. The things she wanted to do with him. To him. For him. 
 
   He suddenly curled into a semi ball on his side and her heart constricted. What was wrong with him? Whatever it was, she desperately wanted to fix it. She removed her shoes and laid next to him, her front against his broad back, hand back in his hair, soothing him. 
 
   “God you feel so good,” he murmured, reaching back and taking hold of her hand and pulling it up to his chest. He pressed it there and Sofia felt the thudding of his heart beneath the silky warm skin. 
 
   “Don’t worry, I won’t rape you in your sleep,” she whispered.
 
   He moaned softly and reached for her leg, pulling it over his waist. Then he returned to pressing her hand into his chest. Lord, if he got any more irresistible, she might have a heart attack all over him.
 
   Sleep eventually snuck in and took her, kicking and screaming, out of the erotic fantasies she was being plagued with. They must’ve slept for several hours before Sofia jolted awake. She was dreaming she was with Daniel. In his bed. Longing ache for it to be real left her as she realized…it wasn’t a dream. Without opening her eyes, she indulged in the warmth against her. The weight over her thighs was more than warm, it was near hot. She realized it was his massive leg. His heavy arm on her stomach also pressed along her side and ended at her shoulder. The gorgeous man had her possessively wrapped in his limbs. She’d never been so thrilled about anything. 
 
   Her heart raced when she felt a twitch on her thigh. His erection. Jeeeeezus, help her. Help him.  Momma was ready to kiss it all better, boo boo’s or not.
 
   She couldn’t do a thing until she emptied her bladder. She barely moved her leg and he stirred in his sleep, his fingers gripping on her shoulder and pulling her closer, and oh shit, add grinding his erection against her leg. 
 
   Biting her lower lip, she whispered his name. “Daniel.”
 
   The way his cock jumped with his groan said he was having an erotic dream. And her calling his name only fueled it.  Again, his fingers tightened on her shoulder and he pumped his hips. “Sofia.” His voice croaked with emotion and desire.
 
   Oh hell! She was going to orgasm and pee all over him. “Daniel,” she said a little louder.
 
   His entire body froze and so did hers.
 
   She stroked his head. “I just need the bathroom.” Please keep cool and don’t flip out again. 
 
   He quickly released her and sat at the edge of the bed with his back to her. “God, I’m…”
 
   “Stop, you’re fine. And I’m a damn saint.”
 
   “Yes, you are.”
 
   Sofia smiled, wanting to lighten his mood. “I could’ve raped you and I didn’t. Should get some kind of badge for that.” She felt his eyes on her as she found her way to his impeccable lavish bathroom. She whistled as she shut the door. “Damn, doc, that is one nice ass tub.”
 
   “Thanks,” she heard him say.
 
   She finished her business and washed her hands, checking her frumpled appearance in the amazingly gorgeous Snow White looking mirror. “ Mirror, mirror on the wall, who’s the fairest of them all?”
 
   She exited the bathroom, praying her silly rambling would shake whatever the hell gripped him still. Wasn’t nearly as bad, but it lingered like a foul odor. She paused at finding him stretched out on his bed, hands behind his head, eyes closed. 
 
   He was glorious. His feet were beautiful too. The kind of feet you could just make out with. The black hair on his tanned legs wasn’t wild and thick. And the fine line of dark hair on his abs that disappeared beneath his tight BVD’s made her mouth water. 
 
   “What’s the verdict?”
 
   Her eyes snapped to his face. Shit, he’d been watching her lust. She sat at the edge of the bed, her back to him. “Well, if I were a man, you’d know the answer to that one.”
 
   The silence that followed made her bite her lip.
 
   “You’re breasts speak for you.”
 
   Her jaw dropped followed by her head, looking to see if that was true. At seeing her nipples perfectly erect, she said indifferently, “Well isn’t that something.”
 
   He sighed deeply, and her stomach clenched a little at the depressed sound. 
 
   “You like my breasts?”
 
   The attempt to create small talk fell flat in the ensuing silence. She looked over her shoulder. 
 
   “Your breasts are fine,” he mumbled. 
 
   She pursed her lips at his cool tone. “Fine?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Just…fine?”
 
   “They’re breasts, Sofia.”
 
   Okay, wow, he was pissing her off. “Yeah, they are. Did you happen to forget that when you were practically nursing from them last night?”
 
   He gave another stupid deep sigh. “Sorry about that.”
 
   Oh fuck, please let this not be happening, please let this man not be treating her like a fucking slut. “You’re sorry.” 
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Well.” She swallowed past the sudden lump in her stupid throat. 
 
   “It can’t happen again, Sofia.” 
 
   “Oh? Why not? Is it my boob size? Too small for you?”
 
   “Please.”
 
   She turned and faced him at hearing his beg. The just accept my words with no question, no explanation beg. As-the-fuck-if. No, he fucking had some explaining to do. “Okay, fine. Confess. What’s your fucking hang-up? You have issues, who doesn’t?”
 
   “Look Sofia. I like you too much to…to take this any further. Trust me. It’s a compliment.”
 
   “A compliment?” Her face strained with a frown. “A compliment?” She gasped a laugh. “Well thank you Daniel. Thank you for such a wonderful compliment.” She got up and found her shoes and slipped them on. “Oh,” she added, fingers trembling as she yanked the laces, “thank you for finding my G-spot. Now I can teach the next freaky motherfucker who comes along exactly how to finger me.” Without looking back, she made a beeline for the bedroom door. “Don’t forget to call me if you ever need a quickie, and I’ll put my heart on the line for you, you piece of fucking shit!”
 
   The final insult came on a strained sob and she jerked the door open desperate to escape the humility. 
 
   Fingers bit into her arm and without looking back, she yanked but he held fast. “Baby—”
 
   Baby?! 
 
   She whirled around and punched him, fist connecting good and hard with his face. He grunted and grabbed his nose and Sofia was suddenly torn between running before the shit hit the fan and running to the bathroom for a towel to stop the blood pouring out of his nose. Or mouth? “Shit, shit, I’m sorry,” she squeaked, panicking. “I didn’t mean it.”
 
   He stumbled to the bathroom looking dizzy. She followed closely, reaching hesitant hands toward him but not touching. The shock that she’d actually decked him sank in. “Daniel, I’m soooo sorry.” He leaned his shoulder against the wall of the bathroom, yanking the black towel off of the towel bar. 
 
   “That was a good fucking punch Sofia. Where’d you learn that?” he gasped.
 
   “I didn’t, I mean, I’ve never…I’m so sorry, I can’t believe I hit you, I’m not like that—“
 
   “I deserve it, trust me,” he whispered, pressing the towel to his nose like this happened to him all the time. 
 
   “What can I do?”
 
   He sighed and hit the wall with his back, closing his eyes. “Not hate me for one.”
 
   “I don’t hate you,” she whispered. 
 
   
 
   

Chapter Seven
 
    
 
   “I’m cooking breakfast for you, no arguing,” Sofia said. 
 
   Daniel watched Sofia fold his blankets that he’d gotten from the hall closet. After the whole nose busting ordeal, he’d asked her to stay, then he slept on the couch when he realized his mistake. He recalled what she’d said. Whatever you need, I got your back. 
 
   It was that. Those words made him realize how stupid he was being. It was a mistake having her in his life beyond just sex. Bad enough he’d broken the one sided sex rule, then he invited her into his personal space. He was opening a door and she was walking through it without a thought to herself. It was wrong to allow it when he knew it was just a dead end for her. 
 
   She had his back. Like he’d ever trust a woman to that degree. No, he had his back. His mother had had his back. She’d been the closest thing to normal that he could remember, but his five year old memory was getting more fragile every year. When she’d died, she’d taken normal with her. Leaving him with a hurricane nightmare that seemed to gain speed and strength as it entered the warm waters of his puberty. 
 
   Fuck. To forget would be salvation. To not remember the past. Then Sofia would be with a normal man right now, not some fucking pervert with a sick need to deny himself, to punish himself. And to use her to do it.
 
   Worse, he realized his sexual needs were hardly satisfied with her. Right in that second, he wanted to touch her, with his lips and tongue. Make her orgasm. He wanted to be that first cup of coffee in her blood stream, licking and sucking her awake. 
 
   She paused and regarded him suddenly. He remained reclined like a sedated panther in the mocha chair in only his BVD’s his cock straining. His arousal was past the point of caring. Once the needle hit the vein, he was lost to the addiction and had to answer it. And she was the needle. And in the deepest part of his dark mind, he knew he shouldn’t, he knew this was going to end badly, knew he would do things with her that he would regret. And he didn’t care.  
 
   Her gaze riveted to his dick and she licked her lips. Swallowed. Flushed. 
 
   He beckoned her over with a flick of his finger. She came shyly, but willing. When she got to his chair, he let his gaze raise to hers and held it there for several seconds before lowering it to her breasts. Then back up to her gaze. 
 
   His cock twitched when he saw she understood what he wanted and her hands tentatively moved her blouse off her shoulder, lowering it until one breast filled his vision. His heart hammered. No bra. She did the same to the other side of her blouse. His gaze lowered again, to her skirt then raised back to her face, silently asking her to get entirely naked. 
 
   Again, she read him like a book and slowly hooked her thumbs into the elastic of her skirt. Her hips swayed sensually as she slid it down and let it fall to the floor. His own hips pumped in response to seeing her perfect thighs and waist as well as the pink panties that served to illuminate her pretty sex. 
 
   His eyes refused to leave the apex at her thighs and soon she was swaying her sweet hips right out of those as well. 
 
   He licked his lips, so hungry to taste her finally. He suddenly wanted to know how well she would keep reading what he wanted. She stepped closer and held her hand to him. He took it, his gaze still locked on her sweet sex as he pulled her closer. She carefully straddled his lap and he sank deeper into the leather chair. He placed his hands on her waist, staring at how perfect she was before pulling her taut tummy to his lips. He licked in her bellybutton first, moaning at tasting her salty sweet flesh. 
 
   How did he want her? 
 
   He pulled down on her waist until she sat on his erection. He helped work her soft folds on his impossibly hard length while she held on to the arms of the chair. Daniel watched, his eyes burning a path from her face to her breasts and then hips, feeling like he would explode with needs he’d never had with a woman.   
 
   Again, the rush, the high, was more than he could stop. She was soon lost as well, the pleasure bringing out a fucking sex goddess in her, arms rising to stroke over her body like she were bathing herself in desire. He was envisioning her riding his cock and she gasped when the thick shaft jumped at the idea. Her hands brushed over her erect nipples and Daniel groaned. Fuck he had to suck her essence now or he’d go insane.
 
   He sat up a little in the chair and slid her ass up onto his waist. He gently eased her down so that her back was on his legs. He worked her panties off, leaning to kiss the backs of her thighs that extended straight up before him. When he got the panties off, he parted her legs and placed them on his shoulders while staring down at breakfast. Her scent filled his nose and he gripped her waist until her soft folds were right where he wanted them. Pressed onto his mouth. 
 
   Sofia latched on to the soft leather cushions and gasped at his sudden and hungry contact with her most intimate secret. He’d planned to go slow but her smell drove him crazy, made him insanely hungry.  He couldn’t have his face buried deep enough. His tongue plunged in as far as he could and he groaned, moving his nose against her clit while tasting her. Her hips rocked in a sensual wave, her opening contracting on his tongue. 
 
   Then she began to call his name. At first a sigh then louder with yes yes. He answered her back with agonized groans and grunts. Her hips began to flick and her legs tightened and trembled against his neck as he beckoned her orgasm to his mouth. Oh my God, Oh my God yes, Daniel yes, preceded her climax. Her legs clamped his neck and she bucked wildly under his mouth. He gripped her waist hard, his fingers digging as he forced her to ride the pleasure nice and tight, making her scream from the intensity.
 
   When she became a quivering mass of soft moans, he eased up, pressing his cheeks against her inner thighs while kissing her folds gently, lapping the silky inner petals with a tenderness and intimacy he had no idea he was capable of.
 
   “Oh my God,” she gasped. 
 
   He helped her sit up, placing her ass back on his waist, staring up at her, wanting the verdict of how that had affected her.
 
   She was winded and smiling. Her gaze fluttered open and met his. “Wow.” She panted. “That’s…a nice way to wake up.”
 
   He found himself grinning. He did that a lot with her, he realized. “Glad you liked it.”
 
   She lowered her head to his chest, wrapped her arms around him, and snuggled her body to his. “Can’t believe you did that. Was it…I mean did it…”
 
   He’d prayed he was wrong, that maybe this time he wouldn’t panic. But her display of affection triggered a freight train of the shit, shutting it all down, all that led to good feelings and joy. That was for the well, not the sick, he couldn’t deal with happiness and joy, he just fucking couldn’t. And her middle name was rapture so it would only be a matter of time before he hurt her, when she needed him to be something he wasn’t.   
 
   Daniel barely managed not to shove her away. He tapped her hips and whispered, “I need to get up.”
 
   “Oh, okay,” she said, oblivious to the turmoil she created in him. 
 
   Fuck.
 
   “I just need the bathroom,” he lied. “Then I’ll put on coffee for you.”
 
   “I’ll start breakfast.” The excitement in her voice added to his panic. This was the part where he sent women on their way, not let them stay and cook for him. Normal men let them stay. 
 
   God, he wished he was normal. 
 
   ****
 
   Sofia recognized the change in him at the first stiffening of his limbs. She wasn’t sure what happened in his head and why, she just decided to make room for the moment ruining monster until she figured that out. Confronting that beast could turn bloody again.
 
   But after watching him clean up the kitchen in only his jeans, she was sure he was trying to kill her with sexual frustration. Her womb clenched with the need to have his cock driving into her every time she caught sight of it straining in his pants. And was it ever not hard? 
 
   “Sooo…” She eyed him from where she sat at the island. “From a…gynecologist’s perspective…” she ran her finger around the rim of her coffee cup, “what did you think of my…vulva?” No shame in enticing him.  
 
   He shut the dishwasher, turned and leaned against the cabinet, palms on the granite countertop, legs crossed and cock bulging. She gasped a little and shook her head, staring into her coffee for an eye break. 
 
   “Your vulva is fine,” he said.
 
   Her heart sank at the fine bit. His tone hinted at casual but there was no way the man was strutting  around in all that sex appeal without…sex on his mind.  “You know, I um…” She cleared her throat a little. “I don’t…I mean I never like…I usually never talk about this kind of stuff with guys. Wanted you to know. Didn’t want you thinking I was--”
 
   “I knew that.”
 
   She pushed hair behind her ear, needing to somehow convey her feelings for him. She sipped her coffee. What she really wanted was to know if he liked her and how much. Enough to eat her. To finger her. He hadn’t even kissed her. Not on the mouth. Which was odd. “Do you like me Doc?”
 
   She didn’t lift her eyes, afraid to see the look on his face. The length of time it took for him to answer made her chest contract. How fucking complicating could it be?
 
   “Yes.”
 
   She looked at him and found his gaze unreadable and hard. “I mean…not just my body parts.”
 
   More silence, then, “You’re a remarkable woman.”
 
   She sipped her coffee, nodding, fighting not to let the pain take her, not to let the truth of how he felt or didn’t feel break her into pieces. She drew on her indignation, needing something to hold her together. “So, I guess we’re like what…bff?” She looked at him, held his gaze. 
 
   “Bff?”
 
   “Best fuck friends?”
 
   “I don’t think so,” he said casually. “Since we haven’t actually fucked.”
 
   So this was supposed to be funny? She finally lowered her gaze to his groin and nodded. “I see your dick may be lamenting that fact.”
 
   “My dick seems to lament anything sexually related to you.”
 
   Only sexually. “Does it want to fuck me?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   She only stared at him, waiting for him to explain why he hadn’t or wasn’t. 
 
   “But my dick doesn’t always know what’s best.”
 
   Pain clamped her chest and she gasped around it. “Spoken like a true Pricktologist.” She would not cry in front of this freak. She would not be used.
 
   She flew off the stool and didn’t look back, hurrying out the front door, leaving everything behind, her shoes, purse, car, praying he’d try and stop her so she could cold cock the bastard again. Eyes stinging with unshed tears, she choked out the first sob as she made her way home. 
 
   He’d used her. He’d fucking used her.
 
   
 
   

Chapter Eight
 
    
 
   A week. That’s how long it’d been since they’d seen each other. She’d expected at least a call from him. None. Not that day, not the next or next. A fucking week. How could he do this to her?
 
   She debated doing so many things. Egg his house. Set another gynecologist appointment and force the issue in his office. Slice his tires. Tie him up and choke him with cookies!
 
   The phone rang and Sofia reached and slid it off her bedside table. She moaned. Dara. As much as she loved her, she was sick of seeing her name every time the phone rang instead of his. 
 
   The bastard.
 
   She pressed talk but didn’t talk. 
 
   “What’s going on dear. You’re not online, you’re not calling.” Dara ’s voice was gentle and full of concern.
 
   “Same shit. I have to do something, I can’t just sit here and mope.”
 
   “I agree, but…what do you have in mind?”
 
   Oh, she knew how close Sofia was to doing something really stupid and regrettable. She just wouldn’t be able to tell Dara  if she did decide to do anything like that. “I think I’ll go pop in for a little visit.”
 
   “Oookay? Are you okay to do this? You’re not all psycho bitch right now, are you?”
 
   “No, I’m fine.” A convincing lie. “I’ll call you after. I’m just going to find out if he’s okay. I’m worried about him.” True but not her motive and certainly not her plan. She was pretty sure she was headed over there to kick his motherfucking ass.
 
   She drove to his house, trying to calm her crazy ass down. She’d just play it by ear, this one. One minute at a time. One millisecond at a time.
 
   She rang the doorbell, not even sure he was home. When he opened it, she nearly forgot why she was there. But the lack of spark in his eyes, no inspecting the goods. No wow, beautiful, helped remind her.
 
   She walked in uninvited, shoving the pain down, knowing she wouldn’t be lasting too long in this condition. She turned around and faced him. “What the fuck is going on Daniel?” Better to do it while she still had enough anger to keep her legs from buckling.
 
   He shut the door and faced her, some turmoil bullshit on his face. “I told you Sofia, I’m not good for you.”
 
   She choked out a gasp. “I don’t see how that’s your decision to make, doc.” She shook her head. “Plus I don’t believe you. I think you’re just scared.”
 
   He closed his eyes and sighed as though she were just uncovering it all back up when he’d had it nice and buried.
 
   “Why Daniel? What is wrong with me that you can’t stand to be around me after we do shit?” 
 
   He stared at the floor and she hated how sweet and damn near innocent he looked in his khakis and a white buttoned up shirt, tails out.  
 
   “I mean, is it something I’m doing wrong, cause I can change it.” Broken and desperate colored her voice, making her cringe inside.
 
   He stared at her, his beautiful face turning hard. “How many ways do I have to tell you, I’m not. Good. For you.”
 
   Her fury shot up and she gave an incredulous laugh. “I don’t know? Maybe as many ways as you pleasured me? You can’t just do this stuff with me and expect me to just not…” she swiped angrily at the tears rolling down her face. “You’re killing me Daniel,” she gasped.
 
   “No, you.” He pointed an accusing finger at her. “You’re the one killing things. With your need to please and shit. Why can’t you just be content with me pleasuring you?”
 
   She stared at him, perplexed. “What? You’re blaming me? Because I want to make you feel good?” Sofia couldn’t believe her ears. Oh God, she was going to punch him again, she could feel it.  
 
   She stormed past him, only he caught her arm and spun her around so that she slammed into his body. He took two steps with her and her back hit the wall. Adrenalin made her wild and he pressed his body into hers with a growl before she could buck out of his hold. “Let me fucking go,” she warned, her voice quivering. 
 
   He stared into her eyes, his gaze brutal, making her heart race with a strange mixture of fear and lust. He felt so good pressed into her body and yet scary as hell. She gasped when he fisted her hair and pulled so that her head tilted back. Sliding his mouth along her jaw, he stopped at her ear, his breath an unsteady blast of heat. She closed her eyes, resisting the urge to turn into those lips, so goddamn desperate to have them on her, however, wherever. “I’m broken, Sofia.” His words pierced her heart and mind. “The shit I have in my head won’t allow me to be the hero you need. That’s what happens, see, when your father brings home a different slut every weekend and forces you--to fuck them.” His voice cracked with pain. “I can’t be fucking normal because I’m not-- normal. Pleasure is what I do—giving it—not receiving Sofia, it’s how I deal with my shit, and you? You keep trying to shove it down my throat.” His grip tightened and his words gritted. “You’re playing with a monster. And I don’t. Want. To fucking. Hurt you.”
 
   A sob wrenched from her throat. “You’re too damn late,” she whispered. 
 
   He snarled and punched the wall next to her head and she jumped, closing her eyes. The weight of his body disappeared and five seconds of terrifying silence later, the front door slammed. The sound shattered the strength that barely kept Sofia standing and she dropped to her knees, gasping for air. 
 
   Distress levels peaked out at numb, Sofia gathered her shaking limbs and stormed out of his house. In her car, her phone buzzed and she nearly jumped out her skin. Deep breaths. Slow…deep breaths. She snatched it up and looked. Then groaned. God Dara. Not fucking now. The last thing she wanted was sensible and logical when her body and mind screamed chaos and destruction.
 
   She stared at the screen, debating yes or no, her hand trembling. She hit talk. 
 
   “I’ve got good news, I’ve been researching, Googling shit, and man what can’t you find these days. So listen, you there?”
 
   “Yeah, I’m here.” She’d either managed to mask her psychotic vibe or Dara was desperate to tell her news. 
 
   “I found a sugar that is actually healthy to eat.”
 
   The news was so far left field, it yanked Sofia off of the die motherfucker train. “What?”
 
   “It’s made of the same thing you find in sweet potatoes or some shit. It is one hundred percent all natural and alllll healthy. And it tastes like sugar, tons of ratings and crap, everybody loves it. So, problem solved.”
 
   Sofia gently pressed her eyeballs with her fingers. Problem solved? If only his dislike for dessert was the only issue. She thought about his whacky distaste for desserts and sweets and it dawned on her. “Now I know why he doesn’t like sweets.”
 
   “What? What are you talking about.”
 
   “He hates sweets because it’s what killed his grandmother, I bet you.” 
 
   “Hihi, this could be true. Maybe if you show him about this sugar, he will learn that not everything has to be so bad? Not end the same way?”
 
   The weight of it all rushed in like a crushing wave and Sofia burst out in sobs. “God, how did this happen, how did I fall in love with this man so fast? He just told me his father forced him to fuck women when he was only a boy, and the sexual things he does with women, only giving pleasure and not getting it, is how he deals with it, but I don’t know what he wants from me, I want to help him Dara, I need to help him.” She sobbed on the turmoil, realizing how deep the dude had wound his way into her heart. 
 
   Dara made distressed cooing sounds, panicked with her sudden break down. Sofia continued to bawl. For all the years of loneliness, the longing to love and be loved and now him. Now she wanted to love him more than anything. Whatever it took, she needed to love him, to help him. 
 
   Sofia nodded. “He just needs somebody to show him normal, he’s obviously never had that, I mean maybe if he saw normal, experienced it I mean, then he’d see there was something else besides all he’s ever known? Where do I get this shit, I have to try something Dara, anything.”
 
   “Oh honey. There’s a health food store five miles from you.”
 
   “Nature’s Nanny?” She wiped her nose on her sleeve.
 
   “That’s the one. I called, it’s on the shelf and it’s called…what the fuck, I just had it. Xylitol, not sure if that’s how you say it.” She proceeded to spell it and Sofia rummaged through her purse for a pen and settled for a lip liner, writing the name on her forearm when she couldn’t find anything else.
 
   Sofia sighed when she was done, trying to get a grip. After she hung up with Dara, she focused all the negative energy inside her into determination. She’d learned that trick from her Gammie. Now all she had to do was focus it all on the monster killing Daniel. No way was she just going to sit back and do nothing. God she loved him. Even if he didn’t want her, she couldn’t stand the thought of him suffering.
 
   ****
 
   Why did it feel like she was baking for an exorcism? Sofia second guessed everything now. Especially her bright idea of filling his kitchen with “normal”. It had made such brilliant sense in the moment. It was completely normal to bake in your kitchen, and since it was his kitchen lacking the normal, what better place to start? Not to mention, she was introducing him to an impossibility. A healthy sweet. After he was amazed and digging in, she’d gently approach the idea that maybe his other problems had similar solutions and that she’d help him find them.
 
   But where the hell was he? It was 7:30 p.m. She’d made arrangements for a sitter for Gammie for the night but still. She was worried about him. 
 
   She went to his bathroom, liking using it just for the fact it was his. On her way out, she heard a chiming. She followed the sound to his walk in closet and finally to a jacket pocket. She pulled out a cell phone. One message. 
 
   She paused just before hitting the send button, finger trembling. This was wrong. But what if it was him? And he was in trouble? 
 
   She pressed it and put it to her ear. Her heart slammed her ribs at hearing a sultry female voice. “Are we still on for this Friday? Mmmm, can’t wait to—”
 
   Sofia dropped the phone like it’d bit her, eyes wide. Her legs began to move without her even thinking. They took her to the living room and paced her body around. They took her to the kitchen and paced there while Sofia fought the emotions threatening to make her a nutcase. 
 
   She wanted to kill him. Then herself for being so stupid. She should burn his house down. She paused in her pacing and closed her eyes. I’m broken Sofia…that’s what happens when your father brings home a different slut every weekend…and makes you fuck them…
 
   Oh God. This was it. The face of that monster. She couldn’t run. Hell, she couldn’t run if she wanted, she realized. Her heart was too tied in. She couldn’t abandon him. 
 
   A timer went off and snapped her back to reality. The cookies were done. 
 
   She removed them from the oven and set them to cool. Next were cupcakes. She’d done several cakes, all with sweet encouraging sayings on them. I love your courage was written on the vanilla cake with white icing and pink font. And the Never give up on a red-velvet round cake with cream-cheese icing and sky blue letters. Then the naughty personal sized one that had Eat Me. German chocolate with red writing. 
 
   Flashes of him having oral sex with another woman weakened her legs and slammed into her courage. She closed her eyes, wanting to be sick. Just don’t…think about it. 
 
   Like a nagging shit fly around decaying matter, the images continued. This other woman doing things to him. Him doing shit to her. Him kissing her.
 
   That last image nearly cut her heart out. Just the thought of him kissing another woman when he hadn’t kissed her just… drove her insane. Her legs began doing that thing, taking her places without her direction. She found herself digging for alcohol wondering where the hell he stashed it. At long last, she spied a shelf at the back of the huge walk in pantry. With wine bottles. She hurried to the kitchen and opened one, praying they were priceless and irreplaceable. 
 
   After two glasses, she plopped down into a chair, finally getting the what the fuck ever effects of the nasty shit. Timer went off. Ahhh, cupcakes were done. 
 
   Holding the neck of the wine bottle, she pulled them out and chunked the pan on the counter with a clatter. She took a swig of the poison while regarding the stupid dessert. She grabbed the special icing she’d made with the special sugar and began writing a special message. When she was done, she took another swig, admiring her work. Die, die, die, die filled the twelve cupcakes, a letter for each precious one.
 
   Are we still on for Friday? I can’t wait for you to…”
 
   Sofia swigged at the bottle only to find it empty. She launched it at the wall and stumbled, absolutely loving the shattering sound, the breaking sound, the ruined sound. Went perfect with the tune humming through her blood. 
 
   “What. The fuck. Are you doing.”
 
   Sofia spun and nearly fell. “Well well well, the bastard is finally home.” She gestured toward the desserts. “Been busy baking ‘n shit.” She swung her dizzy gaze back to his. “What about you? Where the fuck you been? Making rounds? To all your lil’ sex peeps?”
 
   She snorted at his look. “Don’t look all shocked and oh my God, Doc. Makes you look…stupid.”
 
   She planted her elbows on the island then looked down at the array of sweets. When she glanced back up, he’d ghosted right next to her, staring at her work. He was on the cupcakes and she snorted a giggle. “Those are my favorite.”
 
   She looked around the kitchen at her temper tantrum. She couldn’t bring herself to fling the cakes, but she’d destroyed everything else. “The cookie monster came,” she slurred, regarding the mess. “He was sooooo hungry,” she said, making loud cookie monster gobbling sounds.
 
   The next thing she knew he was standing close enough she could smell him. His cologne. If you could bottle heartbreak, that’s what it smelled like. Well, if you couldn’t have the man wearing it. Fuck. Her mind was too numb, her body too drunk, but not her heart. Funny how the effects of alcohol couldn’t quite numb that stupid shit. So she got to sway next to him, bleeding to death from the inside, unable to kill him. 
 
   He slid a finger along her cheek. Then neck. She swatted at him, somehow missing his hands. “You did this for me?” he whispered.
 
   She thought about his question and gave him the only appropriate answer she could think of. “Fuck you.”
 
   His lips were on her cheek, kissing gently, inch by inch along her face. 
 
   She pushed at the solid wall of his body. “Get off me.”
 
   ****
 
   Daniel’s chest constricted until he wanted to kill. She’d baked for him. At first he’d thought it was a direct attack, her knowing how much he hated junk food. But then he’d seen what she’d written on the cakes. He was dumbfounded, confused. How could all of it hurt him? But it did, he was physically in pain over it. 
 
   As he stroked her soft skin, his cock was so hard her very gaze could make him orgasm. He was so aroused with what she’d done, and her anger excited him all the more in his unstable state; in his brand new emotional/physical psychotic state. 
 
   He slid his hands over her waist, his desire quickly escalating to a dangerous level. He knew that level. He’d never felt it in a long time because he’d learned to master it, fix it so he didn’t have to go there. But with her so helpless, so…broken…and beautiful, he fucking had to have her like that. Had to own her entirely, he wanted every single molecule of her being for himself and nobody else. Nothing he said could stop the possessive monster slithering through his veins. Under normal conditions, her being drunk... defenseless…angry...and unwilling, may have stopped him.
 
   But both his condition and he…were not normal.  
 
   He filled his hungry hands with her ass and squeezed. Her struggle was weak and he pressed his cock into her lower stomach, the heat in his body roaring in his ears now. “I’m going to fuck you Sofia,” he gasped into her ear. “Right here. On this island.”
 
   A shot of heat pierced his cock when she exploded with awareness and strength. And desire. Her desire shouldn’t have mattered, but he found that it did, and hearing it her voice as she struggled, set him on fire. And not just his body but his entire being. 
 
   “Get your fucking hands off of me.”
 
   He spun her around and she gasped as he thrust his hard cock against her ass. His fingers bit into her hair and pulled her head back. “God, you are so mine. And I will fuck you.” He scraped his teeth along her neck. 
 
   “Daniel, please!”
 
   Oh yes, there it was again. She ached for this. But he already knew that. He reached in front of her and unfastened her jeans then yanked both pants and panties down to her ankles. 
 
   He gripped her ass cheeks and squeezed hard. Then he bit her. “Daniel, please,” she gasped, weakly fighting her arousal.
 
   “Yes.” He licked her ass where he bit. “Call my name Sofia.”
 
   
 
   

Chapter Nine 
 
   She heard him unzip and she tried to turn, only to have him shove her chest to the island with one hand on her back. Her thighs quivered and her core throbbed to have him inside her. He slid his finger in her pussy in one thrust, shattering her fear.
 
   “I knew you’d be wet.”
 
   His voice quivered as he drove his finger into her with deep jabs. The sound of her desire and pleasure poured out of her, there was no denying it. No denying what she wanted. This. She wanted him buried inside her in whatever way she could get it. 
 
   The large head of his cock poised hot at her entrance. She looked over her shoulder, mouth open in want and need.  
 
   His fingers bit into her waist and he thrust his cock inside while pulling her hips hard against him.
 
   Sofia screamed from the sheer pleasure of having him inside her, filling her up.   
 
   His hand latched onto her shoulder and held her down when she tried to reach behind her and touch him. With a growl he pressed her chest into the island and slammed into her again. Sofia could only gasp and pant and grunt as he began pounding into her without stopping. 
 
   He pulled out of her abruptly with a roar and she thought he was coming. But he spun her around and lifted her on the island. “I want your feet up and your legs open.”
 
   His tone was harsh, and yet her body interpreted it as male domination, pure masculinity. She did as he said.
 
   “Play with your pussy for me while I watch.”
 
   Oh God.
 
   She brought her trembling hand between her legs and began the familiar routine that lead to nowhere. He stood before her and groaned as he watched, stroking his wet cock with one hand and her folds with the other. 
 
   “Make it hot for me Sofia.” 
 
   For him? That changed everything, didn’t it. She opened her legs wider and pumped against her finger. 
 
   “Mmm, yes, like that. You like me to fuck you?”
 
   “Yes, yes.”
 
   “Beg me, Sofi.”
 
   Her body begged first, writhing and grinding. “God, Daniel, please. Please fuck me, please.”
 
   He thrust his finger into her and flicked against that amazing spot. She met his thrusts with her own, wiggling her finger over her clit.
 
   “That’s it baby, make it hot for me. You look so fucking good. God, Sofi, you drive me crazy.”
 
   His words brought her orgasm first, then he began ramming his finger in and out of her, blowing her mind with every fierce thrust. Her climax shuddered through her limbs as she cried out with desperate pleas and moans that made no sense.
 
   He suddenly pulled her off the island and sheathed his cock deep inside her with one move. Her back hit something solid, a wall, and he slammed her arms against it. She wrapped her legs around his waist and he held her up with his cock and hips, one hand cupping her ass. He stared between them as he began flicking his hips, impaling her over and over with his cock until she screamed her pleasure and dug her nails into his shoulders. God, she’d never loved anything so much.
 
   ****
 
   When Daniel’s orgasm came, he pulled her head back and sucked her neck, groaning hard while he filled her with his seed. The intensity of his climax made him dizzy, made him oblivious to anything but the taste of soft skin in his mouth, the feel of her hot inner muscles milking his cock, the silk of her breasts and the sound of her sweet whimpers in his ear. 
 
    He wanted to scream. He didn’t want the sick fucking fingers of his past to strangle the good she’d just given him. 
 
   Given? You fucking forced her, you monster.
 
   He stood there, heaving in the aftermath, willing away the darkness creeping in. But it came anyway. Just like those women all those years ago. No matter how much he prayed and willed it, it came.  
 
   Sofia’s tears sprang forth like a freak flash flood. She choked back a sob only for several more to gush out of her body. 
 
   “Oh fuck.” Daniel gathered her in his arms and cradled her tightly to his body. “Sofi, Sofi, shhh, what? I’m sorry baby, talk to me, did I hurt you?”
 
   The sobs continued with a vengeance. “I’m sorry Daniel, so sorry for what happened to you,” she wailed into his neck, clutching him tight. “I just want to help you, that’s all, and I got this new sugar that’s healthy, I wanted to show you that not everything that’s good is bad, I just wanted to make you happy.”
 
   “Sofi, baby,” he gasped, her words devastating him while he stroked her head. “I’m such a fucking monster. God, I’m sorry, I am, I am, I wish I were different for you.”
 
   She continued to wail into his neck. “I just wanted you to be happy, I wanted…you to be happy with me.”
 
   “I am happy with you, I am, shhh, okay.”
 
   “I lied to you Daniel. I don’t have sugar diabetes. I made that up to escape that day, I panicked. You didn’t seem interested in me and I couldn’t bear for you to see me naked. I went to your office because I liked you, I’d seen you in the store many times and had a crush on you, I didn’t mean to lie. And I shaved my vagina to impress you, I normally don’t, but I can if you like it.” The sobs continued with her achingly sweet confessions. “And I lied about always wanting to be a baker. I never even thought about baking until my dad passed. Like a year ago. I should’ve visited him more and I didn’t. Then he died on me.” Her face crimped and she covered it with one hand. “He died on me.” The words squeaked out. “I should’ve called. He was sick. He died alone. He was all alone and I bet he was scared,” she sobbed. “And he’d sacrificed his life to raise us when our mom abandoned us. We lived poor and he baked for us every day. I miss him Daniel. I feel close to him when I bake. He loved baking,” she wailed, “and I thought I could keep his spirit alive, so stupid I know.” 
 
   “Oh baby,” he gasped, pressing her face to his shoulder. “It’s not stupid.”
 
   Sofia sucked in a breath and pulled away, staring at him in horror. “You fucking bastard!” Her fists flew, connecting with various parts of his body in semi-drunken array. “Who the fuck is she? How could you!”
 
   He grabbed her, pressing her arms into her body, putting his mouth on her ear. He wasn’t’ sure what had happened, but anything to do with a she, he knew. “Shhhh, I’m sorry. It was before you, I promise. She’s history.”
 
   The raw emotion in his tone seemed to soothe her and she flopped her head onto his shoulder. “Good,” she croaked weakly. She suddenly went still on him and he realized she’d fallen asleep. 
 
   God, what was he going to do with this beautiful woman he didn’t deserve?  
 
   ****
 
   Sofia woke in Daniels bed with a migraine. And a note on his pillow. Be naked when I get home from work.
 
   No pain on earth could stop the electrical charge that gave her. Shit, it was Monday? She grabbed her head and quickly called Amelie and let her know she was coming. She stumbled out of bed and into her clothes, then made her way home to the medicine cabinet and popped a few pain killers. 
 
   She remembered the night before then and her body hummed in the respective places as her mind replayed everything with amazing clarity. She smiled as joy slowly filled her entire body till she felt like she’d float away. 
 
   She checked in with Gammie then went to her room to give the meds a chance to work. An hour later, she sat at her computer, unable to believe how frign jealous she was about Daniel going to that Vaginashop of his. The idea of him touching other women even with gloves made her nuts. How was she supposed to help him with that mentality? 
 
   Time to probe into the dark recesses of this beautiful man’s mind and see about troubleshooting things. She typed in the words sexual effects of childhood abuse in three different ways until she found what related. 
 
    The information was so fascinating and engrossing and sad, that two hours flew by without her noticing. Heartbroken for Daniel, she finally got up from the computer and stretched, realizing the only thing she’d really learned was that there were waaaay too many variables involved on the subject to be able to gain any solid solutions. She needed to know specifics about him. And she didn’t know how else to get them but ask.
 
    Sofia’s phone rang and she swan dove onto her bed and snatched it off the side table. Yes! It was him! “Hello.” Calm and collected. 
 
   “Sofia.”
 
   Her heart and womb fluttered at the sound of his voice. It was loaded with…passion. “Daniel? Are you okay?”
 
   “No. I can’t stop thinking about you.”
 
   She smiled and bit her lip, flipping onto her back. “Where are you?”
 
   “Hiding in the bathroom.”
 
   “Mmm. I’m lying in bed.”
 
   “My bed?” His tone was hopeful.
 
   “No, mine. I had to come see about my grandmother.
 
   “Oh damn. I kind of forgot.”
 
   “So, what have you been thinking about? Spanking me?” She clenched her eyes, hoping that wasn’t the wrong thing to say to him in his condition, whatever it was. 
 
   “Fffffuck Sofia, I need you.”
 
   Her eyes rolled shut in ecstasy at his tormented voice. “What do you want me to do?” she barely whispered. 
 
   “I want you to go to my room as soon as you can. I want you naked in my bed. Then I want you to play with yourself while you think about what I’m going to do to you when I get back this evening. I want your knees back and wide open. I want your finger inside your pussy as deep as you can while you rub your pretty clit. And when you come, I want you to call my name.”
 
   His voice was firm and commanding with a hint of sweet, and Sofia could’ve orgasmed right there. Is this what he liked? She could surely handle that. “You didn’t say the magic word.”
 
   She bit her lip waiting in the sudden silence. “I don’t have one.”
 
   “I do.”
 
   Again there was silence and then a low whispered, “Tell me.”
 
   She smiled at the excited edge in his sexy voice. “The magic word for you is…Sofia.”
 
   He groaned low. “God, I like that. Sofia.”
 
   The way he said her name touched her in so many ways. It wasn’t just insanely erotic, but reverent and tender. 
 
   They hung up and she realized she forgot all about asking what he planned on doing to her that evening.
 
   God, she couldn’t wait.
 
   
 
   

Chapter Ten
 
    
 
   Daniel never ceased to amaze her. When he returned home from work, she met him at the door. He stood there, staring at her like he was awestruck and amazed. Without a greeting, he simply led her to his bed, undressed, and climbed in with her. Then he turned her so that her back was against his front and held her possessively tight, petting her, his touch sensual and heartbreakingly sweet. She’d been so eager for the sexual pleasure, until he did that. It was so much more than she’d ever experienced in a man’s arms. So utterly satisfying.  
 
   About an hour later he whispered in her ear. “I missed you.”
 
   She purred, smiling. “Is this what you had planned for me?”
 
   “God, no.”
 
   “When did your plans change?”
 
   “When you opened the door.”
 
   She smiled to herself. “Why?”
 
   “So many questions.”
 
   There had been a hesitation before he threw up the road block. Either he wasn’t sure of the answer or he wasn’t comfortable with telling it to her. 
 
   He rubbed his nose on her shoulder. “Shower with me.” 
 
   She purred, liking that idea. Then had an even better one. “I’d rather a bath.”
 
   “Mmm, yes. We can break in the tub together.”
 
   “You’ve never used it?”
 
   His chuckle was sexy deep. “I’m a man.”
 
   She grinned and pulled his hand under her chin. “Men don’t bathe?”
 
   “No,” he murmured, sliding his nose in her hair. “Men shower.”
 
   “Really.”
 
   He bit on her shoulder blade lightly. “Unless there’s a beautiful woman that wants to bathe.”
 
   “Just any beautiful woman?”
 
   He groaned and his hard cock twitched against her butt. “As far as I’m concerned Sofi…” He pumped his erection against her with slow strokes. “You’re the only woman in the world.”
 
   She grinned then gasped, pushing back with her butt. Was this what heaven felt like? 
 
   The tub thing was new for her. She’d never bathed with a man. With bubbles up to her chin and her back against Daniel, she was very aware of how erotic it was. His legs were drawn up, his knees open and she could feel his cock and balls against her lower back. 
 
    “Tell me about the men in your life.” This while he sponged her shoulders and neck and chest.
 
   “Ugh, I’d rather not.”
 
   “Come on,” he said, his voice a low timbre. “I want to know.”
 
   Sounded more like he needed to know. She relented, not wanting to deprive him of anything he needed or wanted. Plus she could fairly ask a few questions herself. “Not much to tell. I’ve been with three men. The first one was when I was sixteen. Back then, I thought being a virgin was a disease. At least it seemed that way. We did it in an abandoned house full of fleas.” She snickered. “So romantic.”
 
   He let out a chuckle, rubbing her shoulder blades with his thumbs. “No kidding.”
 
   “The second guy was my geeky neighbor, believe it or not. Did it with him cause he was a virgin and he was head over heels for me. And…he’d had a really rough life and I couldn’t say no. I mean I wanted his first time to be something he enjoyed even though I had serious moral issues about charity sex.”
 
   “Charity.” His voice was low. “That means love. The agape kind.”
 
   “Agape?”
 
   He pulled her head back so it rested on his chest. “God kind of love. Selfless. And sweet in your case.”
 
   “Pfft, please, I wouldn’t say all that.”
 
   “I would.” He pressed the softest kisses into her temple.
 
   She smiled, loving his words. “Then there was the last guy, my…last boyfriend. Actually stayed with him for four years.”
 
   “Tell me,” he half whispered, running his fingers very slowly over her arms.
 
   She took a breath, letting his touch soothe her. “He was an asshole. The kind with a roving eye. Does wonders for a person’s self-esteem.” 
 
   Daniel kissed along her neck and the adoration she felt in his lips gave her courage to face a past she never really liked to ponder or rehash.
 
   “Let’s just say I never felt cherished or special like I’d had dreams of. If I’d let him, he’d have had me believing I wasn’t worthy of that kind of love. The man didn’t realize he was dealing with a stubborn mule. Not that I came away unscathed, but at least he hadn’t crushed my dreams and hopes for real love.”
 
   She looked over her shoulder. “And this excites you?”
 
   He chuckled. “I swear I’m not getting off to hearing about your asshole ex. I think it’s just me wanting to make it all better.”
 
   “Ahh, the multi-tasking pleasure wand.”
 
   He circled his arms around her and pulled her closer, pressing his face into her neck. “Sorry. Seems my dick has a one track mind with you.” 
 
   Her pulse sped up at feeling his cock twitch against her back. She suddenly wanted to make love to him, felt like it had the power to erase her past and his. She pushed against him with her butt and his breath caught in his chest. She loved having that erotic power over him. She turned her face up toward him. “Sex was never good with him, Daniel. Not once. I think I hated it.”
 
   “And with me?” His fingers found her hard nipples and brushed against the tips. “Do you like it?”
 
   She arched into his touch and dug her fingers into his hamstrings. “God yes,” she sighed, breathless, heat flooding her veins. “So amazing. Never imagined it could be so good.”
 
   He leaned forward with her and she gasped when his hot mouth burrowed on her neck, wide and hot, and his finger plunged inside her. She gasped and held on to his legs while pumping her lower back against his rock hard length. 
 
   He broke away from her neck with a shaky breath, followed by a groan as he thrust his cock against her and his finger deeper. She pumped her hips, wanting more. 
 
   “I want to sit on you,” she moaned.
 
   Daniel couldn’t comply fast enough. He watched her straddle his hips, the look on his face intense and masculine. “Fuck yes,” he whispered as she lowered onto his length. 
 
   His eyes slowly rose over her body, devouring her curves along the way. He lingered at her breasts, bringing his hands up to cup both of them. “I wasn’t lying,” he breathed, “when I said you were beautiful. God, you are. So perfect.”
 
   Sofia’s heart filled with emotion and her body with fire. She let her head fall back with the amazing combination, gripping his abs and moving faster on him. 
 
   He tormented her nipples with his thumbs, and without thinking, she began rubbing the heat it built in her clit while moving on his hard length. 
 
   “Jesus, fuck yes, rub it for me.”
 
   For him. Anything for him. But this time, it wasn’t just him, it was them. Together. She brought her head forward, wanting to see his face while she made love to him. His sexy mouth was open as he devoured every inch of her body as though he wanted to see it all at once. When his stormy gaze hit her face, his hands gripped her waist and began moving her faster. His fingers dug into her flesh and the cacophony of sounds and sensations took them over—water splashing, groans and gasps mingling as his cock slammed home over and over. Sofia felt the heat in her clit catching up.
 
   “Fuck, Sofi!” He threw his head back and shoved her hips down onto his cock as he came hard, his beautiful head thrashing, his hips pumping with the pulsing wave. The satisfaction that gave her was unimaginable. She watched the cords in his neck flex tight, muscles in his pecs and abs ripple beneath his shiny skin. 
 
   It pushed her over that wonderful edge. She bucked on top of him as her limbs were taken by the spasms. Her head fell back then forward as she cried out and gasped through the ecstasy, grinding herself on him, milking the perfect experience for all she could. 
 
   She finally fell forward and he caught her in his embrace. Safe embrace. Possessive embrace.
 
   “Damn Sofi,” he gasped. “You were amazing.”
 
   She smiled in his neck and finally pulled back to look at him with pride. “Did you see me orgasm from my clit again?”
 
   He gasped a laugh. “Yes, I did. I saw you.”
 
   “You fixed me,” she said.
 
   “Me? You think?”
 
   “Mmmm yes. You make everything better.”
 
   He slowly slid his hands up and down her wet body, from her feet to her ribs, seeming to want every inch memorized. 
 
   “What about you, you never had a girlfriend?”
 
   “God no.”
 
   It reminded her of his dreaded profession. “Soooo. How was your day down at the Vaginashop?”
 
   He grinned and angled a look up at her. “Horrible.”
 
   She snorted. “Slaving away between the legs of women all day.”
 
   He chuckled and brought her hand to his lips and kissed her palm, his gaze lazily raising to hers. “You’re jealous?”
 
   Her eyes widened. “Jealous? That is a mild word for what I am. There are suddenly no more women in the world, only vagina clients.”
 
   He busted out laughing and Sofia grinned at how gorgeous he was when he laughed and his pretty denim blues sparkled. “You always make me laugh.”
 
   “And I totally dig doing that.”
 
   “You dig that?” He stroked her thighs, smiling at her breasts.
 
   “Hello, my tits aren’t talking to you.”
 
   He chuckled. “Oh yes they are.” He became a little serious. “Honest. I can’t stand the idea of touching other women now. You’ve ruined me. My business is so fucked.”
 
   She smiled, taking that as a compliment. “Don’t worry, when I get enough money to open my Bakery, you can work for me.” His cock thickened inside her and she smiled. “You like that?”
 
   “I like the idea of working with you, yes.”
 
   “But not in a bakery.”
 
   “Depends on what I’m doing.”
 
   “Hmmm, with the way you lick those sexy lips, I’m willing to give you whatever position you want.”
 
   “I like this position,” he mumbled, holding her waist and pressing her tight to him. 
 
   She moaned at feeling his cock getting harder. “I can see…the benefit of this proposal.”
 
   He bit his full lower lip and thrust his hips, his eyes locked on her breasts. “So can I.”
 
   She remembered her quest for info. “Okay, serious, it’s your turn to share. Tell me about your girlfriends.”
 
   Apart from lowering his gaze, he showed no signs of discomfort. “You don’t want to know.” 
 
   The positively tone in his voice stabbed her. Likely she didn’t. But she needed to if she were going to help him. “I do seriously. I’m guessing you had a lot.”
 
   “Now why would you think that?”
 
   She shrugged a shoulder, noticing he still didn’t look at her. She’d be open with him, nonchalant, create an easy atmosphere. “Just cause of your past. Usually…when things like that happen, it causes us to…I don’t know…” she swam her hands through the fading bubbles. “...seek things in…odd places.”
 
   He finally raised his eyes to hers. She swallowed at seeing how hard they’d become. “You mean I fucked for comfort?”
 
   He was offended but she wasn’t sure about what. But talking was good. “Not always. It can be for punishment too?”
 
   “It can, can it? Tell me…Dr. Sofia…why do I want to tie you up and do sexual things to you that make you cry?”
 
   Sofia’s heart raced as she felt his cock thicken. Ooookayyyy. “Well…maybe because that’s what you feel like was done to you? Like…you were tied up and helpless? And…you want to do the same back, you want to hurt…the one that…” she swallowed, gathering her courage. “The one that cares for you and…” Shit the love confession burning her throat and chest seemed too soon. “And stuff.”
 
   He slowly brought his arms behind his head and then tilted it, regarding her with suspicious eyes. “And stuff,” he murmured, his cock jerking at the word and making her swallow a gasp. She gave a small nod.
 
   “Where did you study psychology for the emotionally and mentally disturbed?”
 
   She chewed her lower lip. “I just…kinda Googled it.”
 
   His brows raised. “Kinda Googled it?”
 
   “There’s…tons of information about it.”
 
   “Oh, I can only imagine.”
 
   “Reputable…sites.”
 
   “No doubt.” He shifted his hips, and Sofia tightened around his erection that seemed to be getting more erect by the millisecond. “Why are you searching this Sofia?”
 
   The look on his face sent guilt and desire snaking along her spine. There was nothing to hide, really. “Because I care.” For all her effort, the intended casual words squeaked out.
 
   “And stuff.”
 
   She nodded then gasped when he shifted his hips again, forcing himself deeper inside. 
 
   He lowered his gaze, slowly, locking them on her breasts. “Why don’t you just ask me Sofia, and I’ll tell you all about it.” He lifted his gaze lazily back to hers.    
 
   How convenient was that? Only why was she suddenly not wanting to ask. Possibly had something to do with his initial confession about the whole tying her up and making her cry thing. But then… “What do you want? To do I mean.” Shit, sounded like an offering. “I mean, whatever you want to do, we could…like tweak it? Like I did with my um…desserts? Good but…not bad?”
 
   His gaze heated to a thousand degrees, his jaw moving like his tongue might be restless. “What if it’s the bad…that I find so good?”
 
   Okay, heart racing now. “What if…we could make it feel like it’s bad…but it be good?”
 
   “Sofia…” 
 
   He said her name like the magic word. Full of sensual reverence and awe, calling up her desire to be whatever he needed her to be, do what he needed her to do. It set her limbs to quivering at what all that might be. “I mean…we could try?”
 
   “Come here.”
 
   He sat there, his hands now sliding along her thighs. She leaned in to him, guessing that’s what he’d meant. When she was close, he pulled her head to his chest and held her in a tight embrace. She finally began to relax into his body. 
 
   His hands slid down her sides and stopped at her hips. He slowly tightened his hold until his fingers bit and Sofia gasped when he thrust his hips once. “You would do that for me?” He slid one hand over her butt, and dipped between her spread cheeks with a finger then applied a circular pressure where she’d never dreamed of being touched. 
 
   “Yes,” she gasped, face on his shoulder, her body clamping down in reflex. 
 
   “Are you sure…you can?” He stroked his cock in and out of her now, that pressure on her butt making her moans get louder. It was a different sensation but not altogether bad. She gasped and cried out when he penetrated her ass with the tip of his finger. “Fuck, you like that, I can feel it in your pussy.” He continued with tiny in and out probing while he flicked his hips faster, his breath now ragged. 
 
   “Yes, yes.” She’d agree to drinking acid at that point, just so he didn’t stop. 
 
    “Play with yourself while I fuck you, Sofia.”
 
   Sofia obliged, happily. 
 
   “Mmmm, that’s it. Rub your sweet clit for me,” he whispered in her ear. “You like when I fuck you like this?” 
 
   “God yes,” she cried.
 
   “Your ass feels so fucking good, I want my tongue in it.”
 
   Just the idea brought her orgasm and she flew apart from the inside out. 
 
   “Oh fuck yes, you like that,” he breathed, flicking himself inside her faster while she shuddered all over him and cried out in abandon, Daniel, Daniel, yes, yes the whole way.
 
   He growled before she was finished, both his hands slamming on her hips, pulling and pushing, vigorously, intensifying her orgasm until she clutched his head to her chest and pulled his hair to hold on. The sound of his orgasm was just…out of this world, and the fact that he vocalized it made it all the more erotically traumatic for her. He strained out a half yell and groan like the pleasure was excruciating.  
 
   Seconds later, she focused on collecting her scattered soul until she felt somewhat human again and bound to Earth. For a few moments there was just the sound of their hearts hammering in her ears. So good. She remembered the information he’d just given her. Scary shit, but still, at least he was working with her. She sent up a silent prayer to God, beseeching his help. She had an idea she’d need it.
 
   
 
   

Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
   Daniel had meant it when he said work was horrible. It was more like hell now. The idea of looking at or touching another woman suddenly felt sacrilegious. And disgusting.  
 
   He avoided the whole what the hell are you doing with her question. He didn’t know anymore. He only knew he had to do what he was doing. He was too far gone and he honestly had no clue where it would end and prayed whatever happened, she wouldn’t get hurt. 
 
   It was only Tuesday and he resisted calling Sofia again. Four times was enough, ridiculous even. What he wanted was to leave work every hour, go home and let her play therapist on him. God she was so fucking sweet with that. But no way in hell could he let her know the things in his head. She’d run and never come back. He’d rather be a fake forever than let that happen. 
 
    She was jealous too. And he’d never found anything so fucking sexy. He smiled to himself remembering how she’d broached the sex class subject. Sooooo, when do you start those classes? She didn’t realize how utterly transparent she was to him. And like with everything else about her, he found that sexy. Even the way she pushed the hair behind her ears, and pouted her lips until the upper one actually touched her nose…it all made him want to drop what he was doing and fuck her till she screamed his name like she did so very well. 
 
   She was definitely a new addiction. And God help him, he was having a hard time keeping his perverted addictions separate from his Sofia addiction. Especially with her playing the sweet therapist and trying to find a way for him to have what he wanted. 
 
   ****
 
   “So, we’re shopping together,” Daniel said as they walked arm and arm into the supermarket. “I’ve fantasized about this.”
 
   Sofia glanced up at him. “Really?”
 
   “Mmm. I ate your pussy among the produce.”
 
   Sofia’s heart skipped a beat as she gasped a laugh. “You pervert.” At the baskets she said, “Would you like me to push?” 
 
   “No. I’d like you to walk ahead of me. So I can watch you.”
 
   She lifted seductive eyes at him with a secret smile. “You like my butt in these jeans?”
 
   He lowered his eyes to the topic and then met her gaze with one hell of a ravenous look. “I do. Very much.” He grinned. “Get moving.”
 
   “Yes sir.” She walked ahead of him. “Just be sure and not run over my feet, or I’ll be pissed.” She led the way, loving that he was eyeing her ass. 
 
   “You know where I’m headed, don’t you,” he said.
 
   “Hell yes I do. You know how many times I’ve stalked you in the produce aisle?”
 
   “Oh my God, seriously?”
 
   “Oh my God, yes. I was always so envious of the vegetables, you practically made love to them with your eyes and hands.
 
   “Oh shit, that bad?”
 
   She threw a giggle over her shoulder. “I might be exaggerating a little.”
 
   “Probably not. I’m a sick fuck when it comes to awesome food.”
 
   “Daniel, the terms sick and fuck hardly go together in my mind with you.”
 
   He choked out a chuckle. “That’s only because I behave with you.”
 
   “K, I’m stopping.” She held out her hand to keep the basket from hitting her. “What first?”
 
   “Brussels.”
 
   She turned to him and ewwwed.
 
   “You’ve never had mine,” he reminded.
 
   She rolled her eyes with a sigh then made a whiny sound. “I hate Brussels! What about Asparagus? I hate that too, but not as much.”
 
   He eyed her body. “I could use Asparagus.”
 
   “Use?” She walked back to him and got close enough to whisper. “What are you planning to do with this produce Daniel?” 
 
   He looked down into her upturned face and seemed to be brainstorming ideas. “Following my beautiful therapist’s advice.” 
 
   Sofia’s heart raced as she eyed the tic in his jaw that said he wanted to follow that advice right now.
 
   “I can see you’re going to have a hard time doing this shopping thing.”
 
   He held her gaze. “A very. Very hard time.”
 
   The entire shopping was one huge erotic session. He taught her all about produce, how to handle it, what was so awesome about each fruit and vegetable, what he’d like to do to her with it. And this accompanied with intermittent whispers like: Are you wet? And: I can see your beautiful nipples. Or: My cock is so hard for you. But it was the I’m going to tie you up in the kitchen and let you play doctor when we get home… that made her wish they’d hurry up and finish already.
 
   “Sofia?”
 
   Sofia turned in the checkout line toward the deep masculine voice. She found herself staring at a six foot sandy blond hunk with forest green eyes, a rugged handsomeness, and a body to swoon for. 
 
   He grinned with perfect teeth. “Eleventh grade? Romeo and Juliet?”
 
   She sucked in a breath. “Ohhh my gosh, Jason?”
 
   He broke out in a deep laugh, sounding or looking nothing like the pretty boy man she’d been in love with in high school, so much that it was thought scattering. “Love is heavy and light, hot and cold, sick and healthy, asleep and awake…it’s everything except what it is.”
 
   Sofia recited the last line with him and they both laughed. “Act one, scene one! Wow, you remember.”
 
   “We practiced long enough, it’s forgetting that’s proving to be impossible. You look amazing,” he said, not bothering to hide he meant the hot kind of amazing. He suddenly regarded Daniel and extended his hand for a shake. “Hey man, how’s it going.”
 
   Daniel shook it. “Good. Real good.”
 
   “Oh heck,” Sofia said, “This is Daniel…a good friend of mine.” Shit, what else was she supposed to call him! For some reason she cringed inside at the pathetic relationship status. “And this is Jason, a friend from high school. As you’ve probably gathered by now.” Gaspy laugh.
 
   She turned to Jason feeling completely awkward. “Sooo, what do you do now?”
 
   “Put out fires.”
 
   “Oh! A fireman?”
 
   He smiled sheepishly, cute left dimple showing. “Every boy’s child hood dream.”
 
   “That’s fantastic.” My God, if he didn’t look exactly like one of the men in the pictures her friends posted in the group under INFERNO STUDS. 
 
   “What about you, where has life taken you?” he asked, eyes smiling.
 
   “Oh, well… I… I plan to hopefully open a bakery.” She nodded. “I take care of my grandmother right now.”
 
   “Really, that’s sweet. The bakery and the grandmother thing, I mean.” He flicked a gaze at Daniel. “I don’t want to intrude on anything, but…I’d like to keep in touch. I mean unless you two are…”
 
   Sofia held her breath and looked at Daniel. “She’s available.” 
 
   Pain stabbed her chest at his dismissive tone. Like she was no more than an item in the buggy to him. She looked at Jason and realized she’d failed to hide how much it’d hurt. 
 
   “Good,” Jason said, the word a low timbre as he locked eyes with her, seeming to want to say something to make it better. 
 
   “Do you have a cell phone?” Sofia asked. “I can give you my number.”
 
   He pulled it out of his back pocket and turned it on. “Go.”
 
   Sofia recited her number and smiled when he gave her a you’ve made my day thank you. 
 
   Anger stung in her nose and pricked her skin. “It was so nice to see you. Really,” she said. “And I forgot to say you look amazing.”
 
   He grinned and lowered his head a little. “Yeah, I try to keep fit and eat my Wheaties.”
 
   The remaining fifteen minutes in the store was excruciatingly awkward. As was the ride back, until Daniel broke the silence with, “I think you forgot to mention him.”
 
   She knew what he meant and she was still so fucking pissed at how he’d dismissed her. “He wasn’t a boyfriend.”
 
   “I don’t know, he was your Romeo.” Mock lilted his tone.
 
   “He was a Romeo, not mine.”
 
   “You sound disappointed.”
 
   “I used to be.”
 
   “Because?”
 
   Sofia snorted a light laugh, staring at the familiar houses in their neighborhood. “Everybody wanted him.”
 
   “Did you have him?”
 
   “Did I mention him in my boyfriend’s list?”
 
   He pulled into the driveway and put the car in park. “No. No, you didn’t mention Romeo.”
 
   “Because he wasn’t a boyfriend.”
 
   He took her hand and brought it to his lips and kissed it. “I’m sorry. You’re right. Guess I’m…I was caught off guard. That’s all.” He kissed her fingers, his warm breath making her forget what they were even talking about, reminding her of what he’d planned to do when they got home. Did he still want to? As though he read her mind he whispered against her fingers, “Will you still let me pleasure you?” He turned his gaze toward her, keeping his lips on her skin. “Please?”
 
   That was a check mate. “Yes,” she whispered, desire croaking the word.
 
   ****
 
   Daniel struggled to hide his rage. A rage that made little sense. He fought for justification, anything to make it okay. He didn’t know enough. And he would wait till she was nice and tied up before he pushed the issue further. But he was surely pushing it. To the nitty gritty end. Like a good friend should.
 
   Sofia insisted on bathing before therapy. That was perfect, he’d get everything ready. She came into the kitchen after and Daniel’s breath snagged in his chest. She wore one of his button up shirts. Unbuttoned. God, she was breathtaking. He needed to tie her up quick before he got too excited. Or thought about that prick at the store for too long.
 
   “Come here,” he said, his tone firm.
 
   She walked over, sneaking a glance at the counter full of produce before bravely meeting his gaze. Sweet Sofia. So untainted. So willing to give herself.
 
   She stopped before him and he let his gaze lower over her while she stood there like a good girl. He slid the shirt open slowly, revealing both her breasts. “You’re nipples are very hard.” He rolled his gaze back up to her face. She was so hot already. And nervous. And she really should be.
 
   He went stand behind the chair of his choice. “Sit.” The small high back chair would give him easy access to her after he tied her legs open.
 
   She sat.
 
   “I want you naked.”
 
   She sat there and stared up at him. Not moving. “You didn’t say the magic word,” she whispered.
 
   Daniel stared at her and reached for the hem of his t-shirt. “Sofia.” 
 
   She devoured his body with her blue gaze, her full lips parting with open hunger. She slid out of the shirt, her movements slow…seductive. She held the shirt out next to her, then dropped it on the floor. 
 
   “Open your legs.” He slowly raised his gaze from her sex, to her eyes. “Sofia,” he added in a hungry whisper.
 
   It was more than she could handle. Her cheeks turned pink and she lowered her eyes. Then her legs opened slowly. 
 
   “Sit at the edge of the chair. Sofia.”
 
   She slowly scooted till she perched on the edge. 
 
   “Grab hold of the back of the chair.”
 
   She looked up at him and reached behind her, wrapping her hands around the outer edge of the chair back. The position jutted her tits just the way he imagined.
 
   “What about…a safe word?”
 
   Daniel paused in tying her second leg with the broad black silk strap, hiding his smile. “A safe word?”
 
   “Yeah…a word I say if…if I get scared or want to stop. When I say it, you…stop?”
 
   He knelt before her, hands on her thighs, meeting her timid gaze. “Okay. What is your safe word?”
 
   She licked her lips and it was soon clear to him she hadn’t thought of one. “Jesus,” she whispered.
 
   His brows raised. “Jesus?” She was fucking priceless.
 
   She nodded. “It’s…pretty safe. Don’t you think?”
 
   He grinned and lowered his head, loving how she thought she could just wing anything. “It’s perfect.”
 
   Daniel finished tying her, asking if the restraints were too tight as he went. When he was done, he stood behind her, clenching his eyes. The anticipation alone was pure ecstasy. He gripped the chair back as the barbaric needs swept through him. To make her scream and beg. 
 
   He came around and knelt before her, taking in the final result up close. He leaned in and drew a slow breath through his nose, letting the smell of her sex fill him while staring at her hard nipples inches away. Her perky breasts jutted toward him, and the nipples begged sweetly. 
 
   He allowed himself to taste them, feel them with his tongue and lips in lazy motions. His cock strained painfully as he brushed his lips all over the fat buds then opening his mouth wide and sucking as much of her as he could get. 
 
   “You like that, Sofia?” He lifted his head and met her gaze head on, his fingers gliding like a breath over her open sex. She whimpered and held his hot stare. He barely stroked over her swollen clit and she bit her lower lip and drew her brows together. “You want more.” 
 
   She nodded.
 
   He stroked her inner thighs with eager fingers. “You look very pretty spread wide like this.” He squeezed her nipple between his fingers until her mouth opened with gasps. “Your pussy is delicate. So perfect for sucking and licking.” She added a little cry to her gasps. “I love watching you when you’re hot.”
 
   He teased her this way for a minute more then leaned into her ear. “Bright…and dark.” He pressed his lips into her temple then removed his touch from her. He remained still until her eyes fluttered open and she asked, “What…does that mean?”
 
   “Romeo and Juliet,” he whispered, holding her liquid gaze. “Your Jason missed some of his lines.”
 
   She tensed up, a frown forming on her forehead as she stared at him for several seconds. “He’s not… my Jason.”
 
   Daniel slid his hands along her outer thighs, thinking how good they looked while on her. “Do you like him?”
 
   “No. Liked. As in past tense, Daniel…”
 
   “But you gave him your phone number.” He watched next how amazing his hands looked on her waist. 
 
   “Daniel.”
 
   He paused and placed his hands on her knees. “What?” His tone caressed.
 
   “Why are you doing this now?”
 
   
 
   

Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
   Sofia stared at him, her heart racing. Here she was tied up by a sick man who was now asking her jealous boyfriend questions. Not good.
 
   “I’m just curious, Sofia.”
 
   Bullshit. He was more than curious. “Okay. Ask your questions until your satisfied, then.”
 
   He studied her face briefly. “Why did you like him?”
 
   “Everybody liked him.”
 
   “You Sofia. Why did you like him.”
 
   “Because…” shit. She chewed her lip briefly. Fuck it. “Because he was cute and I liked cute guys.”
 
   “Did he like you?”
 
   “No. I was nobody.”
 
   “You were Juliet.”
 
   Her retort froze in her mouth. 
 
   “He seemed quite fond of the memory…of your memory. Did you do anything with him?”
 
   She chewed her lower lip again. “We kissed. Once.”
 
   Daniel stood and raked his hand through his hair. Shit, not a good sign. “What kind of kiss.”
 
   She watched him pace and forced the words, the truth. “A French kiss.”
 
   “How old were you.” His voice was hard.
 
   “Seventeen.”
 
   “Fffffuck.”
 
   “Daniel…it was a long time ago.”
 
   “Did you like it?”
 
   She swallowed. “Daniel. Untie me please.”
 
   “Did. You. Like it.”
 
   She stared up at him, trying to be tough and not show how scared she was. “Yes.”
 
   He held her gaze, his handsome face so tormented now. Sofia felt like a freak show, naked and wide open. “Why did you give him your number?”
 
   Anger stiffened her spine. “Because I was so available, thanks to you.”
 
   He pursed his lips and lowered his head. “Was I supposed to say I was your boyfriend?” 
 
   He asked that so damn sincerely. “I don’t know Daniel. You’ve eaten my pussy, you’ve fucked me, but you have yet to kiss me…I’d say that pretty much qualifies as a boyfriend, at least in my book.”
 
   “He’s kissed you, does that make him…”
 
   “No. It doesn’t. It was one kiss.”
 
   “That you liked. And if he’d wanted more, which he clearly does now, you would certainly like that. And now he has your phone number.” Daniel paced, running his hand through his hair again.
 
   “I gave it to him because you offered me up like a piece of pie instead of…”
 
   He stopped and looked at her, waiting. 
 
   “Instead of…” She grit her teeth, unable to say it.
 
   “Instead of what?”
 
   “Instead of treating me like I’m somebody to you. Un. Tie. Me.” The pain of what he’d done cut fresh and her voice quivered from it.
 
   Two strides and Daniel was on his knees before her. His arms went around her waist and he pressed his face into her jutting breasts. “I’m sorry Sofia,” he whispered. “I can’t untie you, not yet. I need you.” His lips found her nipple, sucking and tugging gently. “I need to make you scream my name.” He moved to the other breasts and did the exact same. “I need you to beg.” His fingers were at her sex again, stroking softly before he slid one inside her deep. “Beg me to fuck you.”  He flicked her g-spot rapidly and she gasped and let her head fall back. “Beg me to fuck you so good and hard, Sofia.”
 
   She forgot all about her fear and anger when he buried his mouth right on her pussy and kissed it with a slow tenderness, his tongue gliding in and out of her, licking her clit with lazy circles. She watched him between her legs, watched his lips buried in her folds, watched him suck one petal, then the other before brushing his mouth side to side, feeling her lips with his. She croaked out his name and he groaned, his kiss on her privates turning passionate with hungry sounds. He sucked her clit into his mouth and her body bucked. “Oh Jesus,” she cried. “Shit, not Jesus.” She pumped her hips and moaned, “Don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t stop.” She was desperate for the fire he built so perfectly. 
 
   ****
 
   Daniel was losing control. But not in the way he’d expected. Sofia orgasmed so beautifully on his mouth but it felt all wrong. Incomplete. He needed to touch her. No, fuck, he needed her to touch him, he realized. His hands trembled as he untied her. As soon as she was free, she lunged up and embraced him. He caught her and helped her climb onto his waist. “I need you Daniel.” 
 
   God, he needed her too. He buried his cock in her, pulling her head back to feast on her neck like he loved. He wanted to kiss her. And yet his body locked up at the idea and her cries in his ear made him forget why. His back hit the wall and he held her waist as she rode him so gloriously. She made him forget his past, his future, there was only her, only Sofia all over him, inside him, around him. 
 
   The world became hazy then white as his orgasm rocked him. Her moans peaked to near desperate cries and she held onto him, mouth buried in his neck, nails digging as her sweet body came with him. 
 
   Daniel never had orgasms like that. So intense, so…fucking…overwhelming. 
 
   “I love you,” she whispered in his ear.
 
   Daniel froze as things stopped. Time first. Then sound. Then feeling. Everything just stopped. Only nothing, empty, and dead, remained. 
 
   Hid mind flailed in the endless expanse of dark. Oh God. Oh fuck. What was she doing to him? Everything he knew to the deepest part of his bones seemed to be ripped out from his brain stem. And now he was falling. Falling into a black nothing. No ground in sight. 
 
   Panic hit like a train wreck and logic and reasoning vanished like it’d never existed. He blindly put Sofia down and stumbled around, his body feeling like it’d been detached from whatever gave him the ability to walk. 
 
   “Daniel? Are you okay?”
 
   Her voice echoed in his mind. His life flashed. You’ll fuck who I damn well want you to, you little piece of shit. They pay good money for your sorry little ass, now get back to work, you lazy sonofabitch. 
 
   “Fuck you. Fuck you,” he moaned. 
 
   “Daniel!”
 
   He stared at Sofia, finally realizing it was her. She didn’t belong in his life. What was he thinking? He couldn’t…he couldn’t. “Please go. Fuck,” he gasped. “Fucking go! I don’t want you here.” He pushed her away, unable to stand being touched.
 
   She sobbed and stumbled back. 
 
   Fury ignited in his blood and he began breaking whatever his hand touched. Leave me alone. That’s all he knew, that’s all he heard, roaring through his head, his mind, and out of his mouth until he was hoarse. Then he was sitting against the wall, alone, gasping the words like a fervent prayer. Just leave me…alone.
 
   ****
 
   Sofia cried as she ran home in his shirt and her jeans. Why? Why did he do that? What happened? Why did loving him have to be so bad? Why couldn’t her love heal him? Why did it have to hurt him? Why? 
 
    A week went by with no contact. Sofia cried in her room when she wasn’t taking care of Gammie. She ignored all calls and didn’t get online. No, that wasn’t true, she ignored all calls that weren’t him. And every call that wasn’t him, cut her, confirmed the worst. Again she cursed herself for falling so hard and so quick for a man. Stupid stupid girl.
 
   The second week, the flowers came. Beautiful white tulips with a Forgive Me note. She did the right thing. She threw them out. But they continued to come every day for another week until she chewed her nails with indecision. What did he want from her? To kill her? She couldn’t help him. She wasn’t able, she cared too fucking much. She finally went and taped a note to his door. “I forgive you. Stop sending flowers. Thank you.” 
 
   The bastard stopped sending them. It infuriated her. Giving up so soon? Of course he was. 
 
   Then Jason called and again she did the right thing and she took Dara’s advice, and agreed to go on a date with him. And it was when she returned back from the store the same day of said date that Gammie’s sitter, Amelie, met her at the door. “You have company,” she whispered. “A man!” Like that was some phenomenon. 
 
   Sofia’s heart banged painfully. Jason came early. Shit. “Where?”
 
   “He’s sitting with your grandmother,” she whispered. 
 
   Oh how sweet. She made her way to her grandmother’s room and went in.
 
   “Sofi, now where have you been hiding this young man? I hope not in your closet, skeletons go there and this man is not a skeleton.”
 
   Daniel laughed next to her grandmother’s bed, his eyes twinkling up at Sofi as she made her way to her grandmother’s bed in wide eyed what the fuck are you doing here shock.  
 
   “Are you all getting married?” her grandmother asked. “Cause Sofia needs a husband.”
 
   Sofia got too close to Daniel and he pulled her into his lap. Her stomach fluttered violently, and her body went crazy at making contact with his. She tried to get up but Daniel’s hold was uncompromising. She smiled at her grandmother. “Noooo Gammie, he’s just my…my good friend.” 
 
   Daniel lifted Sofia’s hand and kissed her palm. “Very good friend.”
 
   Shit, what was he doing? He wrapped his arms around her then and oh my God, she never knew something so simple as an embrace could feel so flipping fantastic.
 
   Gammie’s head wobbled as she spoke. “You two look like soul mates.” She nodded, more head wobbling. “That there is when two people meet and no matter how unmatched they are, they fit so tight, nothing can break that connection.” She turned her pale gaze away. “You all know what I’m saying?”
 
   “Yes,” they both said. She wanted to elbow him for fucking barging in there and forcing all this, while her body betrayed her and enjoyed every second of it.
 
   Gammie clapped her hands once and laid back on her pillow. “Well then my work on this earth is surely over.”
 
   Sofia’s heart skipped a beat as she stared at her grandmother. “Gammie, what?”
 
   “I been stickin around here for Sofi,” she explained to Daniel. “She never had anybody good and I couldn’t bear leaving her all alone.” 
 
   Daniel tightened his embrace and Sofia realized her grandmother took their understanding of what soul mate meant for agreeing they were. The thought of her grandmother suddenly leaving her, now or anytime soon, made her stomach lurch. Sofia wiped the tears from her face. “Gammie, soul mate or not, I need you in my life.”
 
   “Bah!” she flicked a hand at her. “Nobody needs a decrepit old woman in their lives, Sofi Ann.”
 
   “I do. Now stop talking about leaving me. Please. My life wouldn’t be the same without you.”
 
   “No, it’d be a hell of a lot easier.”
 
   “Stay a little longer, Rachel. I would love to get to know you.”
 
   He’d addressed her by her real name. That fucking bastard sweetheart. 
 
   Her grandmother’s eyes brightened like a teenager on her first date. “Well,” she said, clearly flattered. “Guess a few more years won’t kill me. Came this far.”
 
   “A few more years would be really nice,” Daniel said.
 
   “Alright then. But Sofi, you have to do something about Amadeus who calls herself babysitting me.”
 
   “Amelie? What Gammie?” Sofia loved how her grandmother never failed to get her name wrong. Amadeus, Amelia, Annabelle Amee…she’d even called her Arnold before. 
 
   “I’m not trying to be rude, but the woman stinks like she doesn’t get around to bathing much. I know I ain’t roses, but I’m bedridden, that woman has no excuse. She smells like rotted floral matter. I’m tired of eating cough drops just to drown out the smell.”
 
   Daniel buried his face in Sofia’s side, hiding his snickers.
 
   “I’ll see to it Gammie.”
 
   “She’s a fine person apart from her smell. Well and those hands of hers aren’t exactly easy on the eyes. It’s damn alarming waking up to King Kong knuckles near your person while fuzzy headed.”
 
   Daniel pressed his face harder to hide his strained laughter and Sofia couldn’t help joining him. 
 
   “What’s so funny,” her grandmother demanded, oblivious and bored looking.
 
    “You Gammie. You’re funny.”
 
   “Me?”
 
   “King Kong knuckles? Were you once a standup comedian?”
 
   “Now I see where Sofia gets her charming wit.” Laughter lit Daniel’s deep voice and created an emotionally erotic feeling. 
 
   “You two get out now, I need my beauty rest.”
 
   Sofia got up and kissed her Gammie’s forehead and her heart clenched in her chest when Daniel stood and did the same. 
 
   “Nice to meet you Miss Rachel.”
 
   “Same to you sweet heart. May as well call me Gammie since I feel like you’re already family.”
 
   He kissed her forehead a second time. “Thank you Gammie. If you don’t mind, I’d like to take Sofia on a date.”
 
   “By all means,” she said, ecstatic. “The child is a little green around the edges, so take care of her for me.”
 
   “Always.” 
 
   Sofia was furious at how adorable he was behaving. Forcing her to feel all this mushy shit for him. Wait, date? Oh shit. 
 
   They walked out of her Gammie’s room and before she could pull him to hers, Amelie met them. With Jason. Holy hell. 
 
   “Sorry,” Jason said. “I was in the neighborhood and thought I’d meet your grandmother before we headed to Applebee’s.”
 
   She glanced at Daniel who stared at the floor before giving Jason a smile. “I was just leaving.” He turned to Sofia. “Do have fun. You deserve it.” He gave her a lingering kiss on her forehead, and left. 
 
   Sofia stood numb, wondering how in God’s name could that happen? In that frikn order? On that frikn day? 
 
   She came close to cancelling with Jason but couldn’t bring herself to. She’d deal with Daniel after. He’d have to understand.
 
   
 
   

Chapter Thirteen
 
    
 
   “You look absolutely beautiful, I’m not kidding.”
 
   “You uh, you look pretty damn good yourself.” Sofia sipped her water and smiled pleasantly while cussing out the butterflies going wacko in her stomach.  She couldn’t stop thinking of Daniel. Daniel’s smile when she’d walked in to her grandmother’s room. The feel of his arms around her. The feel of his face pressing into her. The sound of his beautiful laughter. The pain overshadowing the pretense of happiness he’d forced in his blue eyes before he left. She took another sip of water, wishing the night would be over and she could crawl in bed and just cry. Cry for him. For her. For Jason who clearly liked her. And the irony of that. How many years had she wet dreamed of him? Too many to count. He’d become an idol in her mind, the kind you only drooled over, not dated.
 
   “You okay?”
 
   She jerked her gaze to Jason. “Sorry, was thinking of Gammie, she uh…she’s been acting kind of weird lately.” God she hated lying about her grandmother, it felt sacrilegious.
 
   “Like what?” Jason reached across the table and took her hand, totally blowing her concentration. 
 
   “Just…” Sofia froze. Daniel was in the restaurant and headed to their table. Sofia jerked her hand out of Jason’s and watched him approach. Black t-shirt, blue jeans, and determined blue eyes locked and loaded right on her. Sofia couldn’t’ breathe or move or look away. She braced as he strode right up to their table, took her hand and pulled her to her feet. One hand slid around her waist and the other up into her hair. His intense blue eyes bore into hers. Then he kissed her. Lord in heaven, the man really kissed her. His soft full lips meshed into hers, his tongue demanding entrance. Sofia couldn’t stop her whimpered moan as he explored her mouth with a heart breaking passion. 
 
   Sofia gasped when he broke the kiss, stroked her lower lip with his thumb, then turned and walked away.
 
   She stared after him, stunned, hurting. Then furious that he would waltz in, steal her heart and breath away and waltz back out. 
 
   “Excuse me Jason.”
 
   ****
 
   “Stop!” 
 
   Daniel turned, hand gripping his car door and faced a furious Sofia. With her, he could never be sure exactly why she was pissed. It was all he had to keep a straight face and not show what that kiss had done to him. Her flashing blue eyes, her ivory skin in the moonlight, her breasts moving to the tune of her fury in her white silk top… all made him ache bone deep. But what was so different in that moment was the emotional orgasm threatening him with her every approaching step. 
 
   “How dare you?” When she was a foot before him.
 
   He met her angry gaze head on, his adrenalin still reeling. “How dare I what? Kiss you?”
 
   “And you kissed me why, because there’s another man interested in me? Is that why? Well, I don’t want your stupid kiss now, Daniel.”
 
   Even though he knew that was a lie, his body hurt from the words. “Well you won’t have to worry, I won’t give you another. And neither will your date.” Daniel nodded as that prick Jason sped out of the parking lot. Good riddance. 
 
   She turned, gasped, then wheeled back around. “Good!” She poked his chest, tears filling her eyes. “Because…” she gasped, seeming suddenly lost and more beautiful than ever. “Good because…”
 
   Daniel took her by the shoulders and put her back against the car. When she struggled to escape, his body instinctively pressed in. The air in his lungs left in a rush at feeling her soft body beneath him. He closed his eyes and put his cheek to hers, the words burning a hole in his chest. “I can’t…breathe without you Sofia. I need you.”
 
   She sobbed, and he clenched his eyes at hearing her sweet torment, because he knew it was for him. His sweet therapist with the heart of gold, hurt for him. Nobody had hurt for him. Ever. 
 
   He pressed his lips into her temple and struggled to speak around the boulder in his chest. “You make me feel…like I’m losing my footing. And even though my feet are stuck in hell, it’s the only ground I got, the only ground I know.” He pulled back and was met with her sparkling gaze and agonized brow. His lips went immediately to her forehead, wanting to soothe it away. “I kissed you Sofia because…I wanted to feel normal” He slid his lips over her skin, drinking the feel of her in. “Just once,” he croaked. “You made me crave to be normal...so that I could have you.” 
 
   Sofia grasped his face and kissed him, stealing Daniel’s breath. The passion in her kiss nearly buckled his knees, and her tenderness lit up the darkest places inside him. The liquid joy was fucking overwhelming and it all meant he still had a chance with her. 
 
   “Come home with me,” he whispered right into her mouth, his body humming with the immense satisfaction edging her moans as her lips brushed along his and her velvet tongue stroked his. “Please baby.” He didn’t care how desperate he sounded. He was desperate. Everything inside him was in her hands, she owned him in ways he never dreamed possible. From the day he met her, she’d began reeling him in to her beautiful heart. 
 
   She threw her arms around his neck. “Yes, yes, take me home.” She covered his face in kisses and he captured her lips with his, moaning in deep satisfaction.
 
   ****
 
   Daniel couldn’t stop looking at Sofia. 
 
   Sofia rolled her eyes with a smile. “Oh my God, stop staring, you’re going to wreck.”
 
   He knew she loved it. “I can’t help it. And I’m so pissed you looked so fucking good for that prick.”
 
   “You can spank me later.” She put her elbow on the door and bit her lower lip, smiling out the window. 
 
   “You can be sure I will. Sofi Ann.”
 
   She turned a happy smile at him and his heart thundered like a thousand stallions in a rainstorm. They finally made it to his house and Daniel caught her arm before she could open the car door. “Wait in the car. For a minute, please.”
 
   “What have you done?”
 
   “You’ll see.”
 
   Fifteen minutes later, he hurried out and opened her door. “You have to wear this.”
 
   She regarded the black silk scarf. “A blindfold?” She closed her eyes. “Fine, just so you’re not tying me up for interrogations again.”
 
   “I’m not.” He tied it on. “Can you see?”
 
   “Not a thing.”
 
   “Okay, I’ll guide you.”
 
   Daniel led her into the house. “Mmm, what smells so good?” 
 
   “I tried to get the smell of junk food out but it’s stained into the walls I’m afraid.” She laughed and he resisted the dire urge to stop and kiss her. He stopped next to the island. Then removed her blindfold. 
 
   Sofia’s breath sucked in as she looked on the counter. Daniel rubbed the top of his head, feeling silly now. “Oh. My. God. You baked? For me?” 
 
   “I know, right? Not as amazing as yours.”
 
   “Daniel.” 
 
   He still loved the sound of his name when she said it, maybe even more when choked with emotion. He studied her as she read the messages on the desserts. I need you. Forgive me. I want you. I’m sorry.  She gasped a laugh at the Eat Me one and then cried at the Daniel and Sofia. He went behind her and wrapped his arms around her. 
 
   “They’re all beautiful,” she wailed.
 
   “Here, try it.”
 
   She slapped his hand. “Nooo, I’m not eating it!” He laughed and kissed her cheek at how cute she was. She reached and held the back of his neck. “I need to take pictures first. Then eat them.”
 
   “Mmm. I have one more surprise for you Miss Sofia.”
 
   She turned around and put her arms around his neck and kissed him until he forgot everything. Pure ecstasy. That’s what kissing her was. He’d suspected all along which was one reason he never did. He’d never be able to resist her if he had. And now…he never would resist her.
 
   Daniel led her outside and back into the car. “Where are we going?”
 
   “Surpriiiise.” 
 
   She got in and he made a note that his Sofia absolutely loved surprises. The entire way there she kept saying are we there yet until it was side splitting funny.
 
   When he was close to their destination, he pulled out the blindfold again. “Put it on.”
 
   “Are you serious? Where on earth are we going?” 
 
   “You’ll see. And put it tight. No peeking.”
 
   “Okay doc.”
 
   Three minutes later, he parked. “Don’t peek. We’re here. Wait for me, I’ll lead you.”
 
   He ushered Sofia to the exact spot he wanted and then whispered in her ear. “Are you ready for this?”
 
   “I-I think so, geeze, it better not be something scary or anything.”
 
   “Open.”
 
   Sofia lifted the blindfold and stared. She turned to him, her brows furrowed, tears filling her eyes. “What the fuck is that Daniel, why does it say…” her voice quit working and she took a few breaths, …Daniel and Sofia’s Bakery?”
 
   He shrugged. “I’m tired of slaving in the Vagina sweat shop. Was hoping you’d hire me?”
 
   She covered her mouth and tried to stifle a sob but failed. “Are you serious?”
 
   He pulled her in his arms. “Dead serious baby.” He kissed her softly on the lips for an entire minute, loving how silky she was. “You want to go inside?”
 
   She giggled and yanked him toward the door. Daniel handed her the key and she opened it. He found the light switch and Sofia squealed and laughed, spinning in the empty space like Cinderella at the castle. He’d never loved a sight more.
 
   ****
 
   “Come check this out.”
 
   She turned to Daniel, her heart so full it hurt. She smiled and took his outstretched hand and he led her around the counter to the old fashioned cash register. Everything was old fashioned. How did he know she loved that? He lifted her up and sat her on the counter. 
 
   “The lady I got this cash register from said she’d been holding it for the right person.”
 
   She sucked in a breath. “Reeeeally?” He hit a button and it dinged open and Sofia clapped. “It’s soooo cuuuute.”
 
   “She gave me this note with it. Check it out.”
 
   Sofia took it and read. “This cash register is special to me. It belonged to my mother who ran Sally’s Hair Salon back in the fifties. I hope it brings you many years of prosperity and fond memories. Sincerely, Mabel Samson.
 
   “P.S. Tell Mrs. Fletcher I’d like to meet her someday.”
 
   Sofia sighed, dreamily. “Awww, she wants to meet your mom? And she’s dead.”
 
   Daniel gave her a tender smile at the regret in her tone. “Close your eyes one more time.”
 
   Sofia’s heart hammered a few seconds later when Daniel took her right hand and slipped something on her finger. “Oh my God,” she gasped, clenching her eyes tighter.
 
   “Open your eyes.”
 
   She shook her head. “I can’t.”
 
   He stroked her cheek. “Yes you can.” 
 
   “I’m scared, what if I’m wrong, what if it’s not what I think, not what I want, what I dreamed?” Her last words barely squeaked past her closed throat.
 
   “I love you Sofia Fletcher,” Daniel whispered. 
 
   Sofia let her sob go and looked at her hand. “Oh my God,” she wailed, staring at it. “It’s real.” She showed it to him and sobbed then held her hand before her, staring at it. “I can’t believe it’s real.”
 
   He pushed between her legs and embraced her really tight, like forever tight. “Marry me Sofia. Be my wife. Please, God, please say yes.”
 
   “Yes,” she gushed, holding him back tight. “God yes yes, yes infinity.”
 
   He lifted her off the counter and spun with her before sealing the deal with one of his amazing kisses. And God he was a good kisser. 
 
   
 
   

Chapter Fourteen
 
    
 
   Dinner started with leather straps. She’d asked Daniel what he’d had in mind for her that day their dinner turned into an interrogation session and he begged her to give him another chance to show her. Fine, blow my mind with pleasure if you absolutely must she’d said flippantly. 
 
   “You’ll be my taste tester,” Daniel informed. 
 
   “And I definitely need to be naked and tied to the chair for that.”
 
   “Definitely.” He secured the last restraint—ankle to the chair leg. He studied his handiwork and groaned. “Fuck, your tits look nice like that.”
 
   He had her in the same position as before, hands holding the sides of the chair back. “I’m glad you think so.”
 
   He stood next to her and slid the backs of his fingers over one of her erect nipples, causing her breath to hitch and excitement to tighten her womb. “You ready?”
 
   She could only nod as she looked into his eyes. He leaned down and gave her those brand new tender kisses that told how much he cherished her. When he pulled up, she was aching and breathless. 
 
   “Can’t you cook naked?” she asked.
 
   Without a word, he drew his t-shirt over his head. Then took off his boots and socks. He stared at her breasts as he removed his pants but not his white spandex BVD’s. Which was so fine with her. 
 
   He repositioned his rigid cock while standing before her, letting her get an eye full while stroking himself. 
 
   “Can I taste test that?” She raised her eyes to his.
 
   “You will.”
 
   She bit her lower lip, staring at his cock again. “You should consider modeling BVD’s. You look…edible in them.”
 
   He gave her a sexy grin and walked off.
 
   Watching him in the kitchen was like watching an artist with his easel and brushes. She was so frikn aroused and her heart swelled with pride at how awesome he was. “You realize I could have an orgasm just watching you?”
 
   “Really,” he said, as though truly impressed with himself.
 
   “I’m not just saying that to try and get you to come over here and give me a little attention, I promise.”
 
   “My special sauce is done and ready for you to test.”
 
   He came over with a small dish and a spoon. “My vulva anticipates the sauce to be delicious,” she said, her voice low and eager.
 
   “Does it?” He stood before her and brought the spoon to his lips and sipped, then set the dish between her legs on the chair. He leaned down and kissed her, letting her taste the sauce on his tongue and lips. 
 
   “Mmm.” She licked it up hungrily, straining to get all the creamy herb flavor that was mixed with his mouth.
 
   “You like it?”
 
   She gasped when he pulled up. “I didn’t really get a very good taste.”
 
   He stroked her lower lip with the pad of his finger, his gaze hungry. She looked down when he lowered the front of his BVD’s, freeing his enormous erection. He retrieved the dish from between her legs. 
 
   Her clit tingled as he spooned sauce onto his cock. He set the dish back in its place and held his erection before her. He stepped in close and rubbed the thick head of his shaft along her lips. She made little hungry noises as he wet her lips with the sauce then leaned and took him into her mouth, loving his deep groan. She wanted to tell him how delicious he was but couldn’t with her mouth full of him. She told him the only way she could, with deep appreciative moans. God she wished he’d touch her. He grabbed hold of her hair and pumped his cock into her mouth deep. She moaned louder when he hit the back of her throat. 
 
   “Fuck yes, you look so good with my cock deep in you pretty mouth.” He grunted and pumped faster, making her moans continue.  He pulled almost all the way out and let her suck the head. He thrust in and out, shallow, and she swirled her tongue around the ridge then over his slit while keeping her lips tight. 
 
   He growled and threw his head back and she watched the way the muscles in his abs and pecs rippled. His stomach heaved with his ragged breaths and his muscles contracted under silky skin. He was such a magnificent male. 
 
   She gasped when he drew his cock from her tight lips with a pop. Her own chest heaved as he knelt between her legs and poured sauce over her tits. He set the dish down with casual calculation and then proceeded to rub the sauce evenly over her breasts, coating them. 
 
   Then he cupped both breasts in his hands and leaned in to feast. While he suckled one nipple, he reached up and let her lick and suck the sauce from his first two fingers. He moved to devour her other breast, tugging the nipple between his teeth, his warm breath making it tingle and throb between her legs. She finally felt his fingers on her folds. 
 
   “You’re dripping wet for me.” He stroked her entrance, barely dipping in.
 
   “Yes,” she whispered. “Please. Finger me.”
 
   He worked his middle finger inside her, flicking her nipple with his tongue. When he was buried to the knuckle, he used the pad of his thumb to press against her clit. She lifted her butt off the seat, reaching for more. 
 
   “You want it bad baby?”
 
   “Daniel.” Her head fell back as she twirled her hips on his finger while he sucked her nipple.  
 
   “I love when you call my name.” Remaining buried deep, he worked his finger around, flicking it fast then slow, using the pad of his thumb to circle languidly over her clit. She pumped against the pressure, feeling her orgasm so close already. “Daniel, yes, yes.”
 
    He leaned in and teased her mouth with his lips and tongue. “You’re trembling…” He flicked his finger rapidly and she cried out. “Fuck, you’re ready, I can feel it…” He followed with a hungry groan then nibbled her lip, moving just out of reach when she tried to devour him. He brushed the backs of his fingers along her nipple and Sofia opened her mouth and left it that way, feeling her orgasm right there. 
 
   “Oh God. Oh God.” Her cries and moans ascended and her head thrashed. The orgasm broke through, locking her body up for a split second before erupting in little electrical spasms. She gripped the chair, her mind zeroed in at the pleasure spots, her clit, her core, her nipples, all rocking her. 
 
   She eventually became aware of her moans that spiraled back down with her body, and the warm lips of the man she loved, brushing hers in that reverent awed way that made her heart melt. 
 
   “I swear,” he whispered against her lips, “I love watching you orgasm more than anything in the world.” He nibbled along her jaw. “So beautiful…so fucking sexy, it’s painful.”
 
   “I need you inside me,” she whispered. “Please.”
 
   
 
   

Chapter Fifteen
 
    
 
   Daniel couldn’t agree more. His kinky games didn’t do it for him like having her body meshed to his in every way possible. He undid her ties, and gasped in utter ecstasy when she leapt onto his waist. This…this was heaven.
 
   He waited till he found his way to the bed before entering her, knowing he’d never make it there if he didn’t. Her fingers raking his scalp, her mouth devouring his, and her wet sex grinding against his abs made it a dizzying adventure there. 
 
   She was on fire. God, he’d never seen such loving passion. He laid on his back and let her have him. He held her waist while she rode him like an angel, those sweet cries, her perfectly opened mouth, the bounce of her breasts, that was his new addiction and he let it burn its way into his bones and cleanse him. 
 
   He finally had to have her beneath him. 
 
   He flipped her over then became entranced. She was his. She belonged to him. She was real. Right there in his bed.  
 
   ****
 
   From her calves, Daniel languidly discovered her body with silky fingers, whispering how beautiful she was between the butterfly kisses that followed his path. He ended at her face, stroking his finger across her brow, along her temple, tracing her ear then jaw. He followed the trail with the most delicate kisses before finally settling between her legs.
 
   She opened for him. It was such a familiar feeling, like that’s where he belonged. She beckoned him inside her with urgent fingers on his silky hard waist. Nearly nose to nose, he stared at her as he entered slowly. Half way in, he gasped and lowered his head to administer those tender kisses to her lips, capturing her moans as he carefully filled her.
 
   She pumped her hips, drawing him deeper. “God, yes, do it, please.”
 
   He buried his mouth in her neck and thrust in deep, choking on a groan. Sofia arched with the pleasure, running her fingers from his broad shoulders to his firm ass, relishing in the silky ripple of muscles under her hand as he began to move inside her with a slow steady rhythm.
 
   He pulled one of her legs up, lifting her hips, and the angle made her gasp as his cock hit that spot inside her. Throwing her head back, she arched into the feeling and Daniel picked up speed until she could only gasp and cry out in an ascending crescendo. 
 
   “Fuck you’re beautiful,” he gasped, staring down at her, his hungry gaze moving from her face to her neck and remaining fixed on her breasts as they bounced to his demands. His hips moved faster until there was nothing but the feel of his cock hitting that spot, his body a delicious smack against hers, and the masculine sounds of his own ecstasy, deep and guttural.
 
   Kneeling between her legs, he latched his fingers onto her waist and pulled her onto his cock while flicking his hips, hitting that sweet spot harder. Oh God. She thrashed her head and gripped the sheets, the sensation nearly overwhelming her. 
 
   “Let it come Sofia,” Daniel barely managed. “Don’t fight it.”
 
   She was scared of the feeling, it was so much more intense. She finally flew over the edge with rapid high pitched moans, feeling like something broke loose inside her and flooded out hot, flooded her mind. 
 
   The sound of his orgasm broke through the haze along with the feel of his entire body pressed into hers for his final strokes. Then God, he kissed her, his gasps and moans right in her mouth, exactly where she wanted them. She wound her fingers in his hair and kissed him back, loving that she gave him so much pleasure, that she was in his bed, in his arms and life. 
 
   ****
 
   Not a surprise that they slept like the dead after. When she woke later, she found him watching her like there was a TV on her face and some amazing shit was playing on it. She smiled at him. “What?”
 
   “What made you choose to come to my office that day?”
 
   She regarded him a second then covered her face with both hands. “Oh gosh.” She glanced at him again. “Kinda embarrassing.”
 
   He traced the swell of her breasts. “Tell me.”
 
   She chuckled a little. “Oh boy. Welllll I belong to this private little Facebook group and every year we do this dare thing. And sooo, my best friend pulled my name and dared me to set an appointment with the doc I was head over heels in lust over.”
 
   Her breath hitched when his finger slid over her nipple. “For how long? Were you…”
 
   She laughed once then moaned at what he was doing. “Liiiike…six months?”
 
   “Damn. I’m…flattered and…insanely aroused by that.”
 
   She swallowed, excitement warming her belly. “You’re not insulted?”
 
   “Why would I be insulted? I’m amazed you felt this way about me all that time. I’ve never been lusted after or stalked.” His hand made it between her legs and he slipped his finger right inside of her, in a delicate seeking way. He looked her in the eyes. “It’s definitely a turn on for me where you’re concerned.” 
 
   “Oh God,” she moaned, pumping against his hand. “I can’t believe you didn’t notice me.”  
 
   He placed his thumb on her clit. “You were good, I never noticed.”
 
   She groaned, getting breathless. “You only had eyes for the produce doc.”
 
   He lowered his head and suckled her breast and she nearly gasped the words, “What about you? How on earth did you start in that profession?”
 
   He lifted his head and stared at her mouth then gave it the same attention as her tit, explaining in between his administration. “I think it started when my grandmother got sick. On one of her coherent days she made me promise not to let myself get like her. She was four hundred and fifty pounds.” Sofia held his face before her and he pushed his way back to her lips. “It’s okay, it doesn’t bother me anymore.” He resumed nibbling at her mouth. “Long story short, I promised her I wouldn’t. So, at twelve, I began studying about the human body.” He nibbled at her chin. “She died, and a few years later, I ended up in therapy and remembered my vow. I studied everything I could get my hands on.”
 
   He finally paused and lifted his head, his finger inside her stilling. “Somewhere along the way, I became fascinated with the female anatomy’s reproductive system. It was like entering a whole new world, where you participated in bringing forth life. And I thought, what an amazing thing that would be.” He lowered his head and returned to kissing, his finger resuming its leisure assault that had her hot all over.
 
   “Wait,” she gasped, “are you talking about an obstetrician?”
 
   “Mmm,” he lowered his head to her breast. “Yes. That’s my true love.”
 
   “So why aren’t you in that?”
 
   “Insurance was too high, so, I went into gynecology, the sister field.”
 
   “Ouch!”
 
   “That’s for talking so much.”
 
   He soothed where he nipped her breast with tender licks and kisses, his finger insider her going from sweet to possessive and demanding, making Sofia arch and moan.
 
   “That’s more like it,” he whispered against her nipple. “More of that.” He varied his speed from deep penetration and finger flicking her core to shallow rapid jabs, then deep jabs. “Play with yourself Sofia.”
 
   Sofia obeyed, finding it entirely erotic doing the once mundane task while he watched her. She opened wide and pulled her knees far back.
 
   “Fuuuck yes baby,” he gasped.
 
   Okay, she reeeeally liked how that affected him and could so play on that without pretending. She used her other hand to caress her breasts the way he did, and her nipples. 
 
   “Holy shit, yes, do it.” His jabs became intense and deep and Sofia’s mouth opened and the ecstasy flowed out in high pitched moans. 
 
   Daniel knelt between her legs and let his cock take over. In a matter of five strokes, he had a rhythm that made her scream. “Keep rubbing it,” Daniel gasped, staring between her legs. 
 
   Sofia’s picked up speed, focusing on the heat under her hand. Daniel switched to shallow and fast, allowing her clit to catch fire again. 
 
   “Yes, yes, that’s it,” he whispered, then groaned at his own approaching avalanche.
 
   “Daniel-Daniel!” 
 
   “God damn Sofia!” He gripped her hips hard and began driving into her deep. 
 
   “Oh God Daniel!” The gasp came with the orgasm in her clit, followed with the one at her core. There was nothing but the sounds of their mutual releases, Daniels strangled roar and her sharp screams as he pounded into her. 
 
   He fell on top of her, finishing with his body pressed into hers, his strokes turning slow and deep while he ate up the remaining cries of bliss as though nothing else would could sooth his thirst. 
 
   And for Sofia…the feeling was exquisitely mutual.
 
   
 
   

Epilogue
 
    
 
   Three months later
 
    
 
   Daniel met his beautiful fiancé at the door, anxious to get her naked the second he walked in. “You have companyyyyy,” she whispered, excited.
 
   What the fuck? “Who?” Nobody visited him. 
 
   Sofia leaned up and kissed him on the edge of his mouth. He pulled her hard against him and kissed her properly, pissed that was all she was going to give him.
 
   She pushed away, pointing toward the living room. “He’s so excited to see you.”
 
   He? Daniel finally walked into the living room to see who the sexual intruder was. And froze.
 
   A tall handsome blond stood up. “Hey bro? Remember me? Been a while, last time I saw you was what, seven years ago? Your little brother grew up. ” 
 
   Holy fucking shit. He looked at Sofia then at him, wondering how and why he was in his house. By Sofia’s bright eyes, it was her. Somehow, she thought she’d given him the biggest gift ever. Son-of-a-bitch, his sexy Google therapist really did it this time. Fuuuuck. That’s what he got for acting like he gave a shit about anything and anybody but her. He’d been telling her little lies, unable to stand just how sick he was, not wanting to overload her with his flaws. 
 
   “Baby?” Sofia wondered.
 
   Daniel looked at Sofia and realized he was blowing his cover as a caring big brother. Her wide sparkly gaze said What the hell are you doing? Say something nice. Daniel crossed the room and took the boy man into an embrace feeling like he needed to make his next moves count. “Man, Seth, sorry, I’m just…speechless.” He patted the kid, no, definitely man, too hard in an effort to gain positive traction in this fucked up situation.
 
   “Been a while huh big bro?”
 
   Daniel smelled cigarettes and booze on him and fought a sneer. No way did he want him near Sofia, or his life, not even for a visit. “Sure has.”
 
   “I figured he could stay in the spare bedroom,” Sofia chirped like joyful bird. “We needed a handyman, a delivery boy, and a dishwasher at the bakery, and guess what? He can do all that.” couldn’t stop his jaw from trembled from holding his mouth shut and his body still. “And of course you have your brother!”
 
   Daniel laughed to keep from doing something else very bad. Like curse. He had his brother. And that was the epitome of her little therapy, right there. Daniel had been very obliging in her shade tree doctoring whims because he thought it was the sweetest damn thing ever. Even funny. But fuck, this was not funny and not sweet. 
 
   Daniel went to Sofia and bear hugged her when he saw another who are you and what did you do with my fiancé shadow cross her face. “Baby, thank you. You are an angel.” And she fucking was. He hugged her long, getting lost in the smell of her for a moment, pressing a kiss into her hair. 
 
   “Daniel,” she whispered. 
 
   He gritted his teeth at the first inconvenience and set Sofia down. He snuck a glance at Seth and froze. The bastard was eyeing Sofia’s body. 
 
   Fuck that shit. Daniel vowed right then to figure a way to get rid of him. Get him a life of his own away from them. Something that seemed like he cared. 
 
   “And another great thing about this too is, you now have a best man,” Sofia added, ecstatic for him. “And he can be Dara’s chaperone.”
 
   A light bulb of salvation lit up his mind. Dara. What had Sofia said about her? There was no problem she wouldn’t tackle when it came to Sofia? Relief trickled in as he considered. He  could talk to her, she would help get rid of him once he explained his problem. 
 
   But God help him if that fucker crossed the line until then.
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